United States of Atlantis
Harry Turtledove

CONTENTS

« Chapter 1
«  Chapter 2
« Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
« Chapter 9
«  Chapter 10
« Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
«  Chapter 17
«  Chapter 18
«  Chapter 19
Chapter 20
Chapter 21
Chapter 22
Chapter 23
Chapter 24
»  Chapter 25
«  Chapter 26


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

Chapter 1

Victor Radcliff didn't liketo go into Hanover or New Hastings or any of Atlantis other seaboard towns.
Too many people crowded too close together to suit him in placeslike that. He lived on afarm well to
the west, more than halfway out to the Green Ridge Mountains. Whenever he found—or made—the
chance, heranged farther afield yet.

But towns were sometimes useful. He had amanuscript to de-liver to aprinter in Hanover. Unless he
cared to buy aprinting press himsdf (which he didn't) or to stop writing (which he dso didn't), he needed
to deal with the men who could turn his scrib-ble into words someone besides himsdlf and the
compositor could understand.

Hiswifekissed him when heleft. "Come home as soon asyou can,” Margaret said. "I'll missyou.”

What might have been lay not far below the surface of her voice. They'd had two boysand agirl. None
of the children saw itsthird birthday. Without Victor, Meg had alondy time of it. Adam would have been
fourteen now...

"I'l missyou, too." Victor meant it, which didn't kegp him from plunging into the trackless swamps and
forests of western Atlantis as often as he could. A lot of Edward Radcliffe's descendants—those who il
kept the e on the end of their surnames and those who didn't—still had the restless spirit that came down
from the Discoverer.

No doubt Edward had it, for without it he never would have started the English settlement in Atlantis. On
seaand land, his de-scendants through his sons—and others through his daughters, who didn't wear the
family name any more—had kept it through more than three centuries now.

"Give my regardsto al the cousnsyou see" Meg said. "Therell be aswarm of them,” Victor replied.
Raddliffs and Radcliffes had thrived here as they never would have in England. Without adoulbt, old
Edward had known what he was doing when he decided this was a better land than the one he'd | eft
behind. Englishmen thought of Atlanteans as colonids, and looked down their noses at them. Atlanteans
thought of Englishmen as strait-jacketed on their littleidand, and fdt sorry for them.

Someone knocked on the front door. "That will be Blaise," Margaret said.

"Not likely to be anyone else," Victor agreed. He opened the door. It was Blaise. "Y ou are ready?’ the
Negro asked, his English flavored both by the French held learned as adave farther south and by the
tongue he'd grown up spesking in Africa. He and Victor and two copperskins from Terranova had
escaped French Atlantis together. Victor didn't know what had become of the men from thewest. Blaise
had stuck with him. The black man had been his sergeant during the war againgt France and Spain, and
his factotum ever since. "I'm ready,” Victor said.

"Let'sgo, then. It will be good to get away." Blaise had two boys and two girls. He and hiswife had
buried only one baby. With the genia chaosin hishousehold, he probably meant what he said. He made
surethistrip wouldn't be for nothing: Y ou have the manuscript?'

"Put it in my saddle bag half an hour ago,” Victor replied. "1 won't be the kind of author they make jokes
about—not that kind of joke, anyhow."

"Good." Blaiselifted his plain tricorn hat from his head for amoment. "I'll bring him back safe, Mrs.
Raddiff."

"I know you will." Meg smiled. "I don't think I'd let him go if you weren't dong.”



"I'm not an infant, Meg. | have been known to take care of mysdlf,” Victor said, atouch of asperity in his
voice.

"I know, dear, but Blaise doesit better." No one could deflate you the way awife could.

Victor left with such dignity as he could muster. He swung up onto his horse, a sturdy chestnut gelding.
Blaise rode abay mare. Stallions had more fire. They a so had more temper. Victor pre-ferred a steady,
reliable mount. Blaise had come to horsemanship latein life. He rode to get from here to there, not froma
loveof riding. A temperamental horse was the last thing he wanted.

They rode off Victor'sfarm and down alittle, winding side road toward the highway eadt. It had rained a
couple of days before—not alot, but enough to lay the dust and make the jour-ney more pleasant.

Fields were broader than they would have been in England. Most of the crops were the same, though:
wheat and barley, rye and oats. Here and there, farmers planted afield in Terranovan maize, but English
farmers were doing that these days, too. Horses and cattle and sheep cropped grassin meadows, asthey
might have on the homeidand. Chickens and ducks and Terranovan turkeys strutted and waddled across
farmyards.

Apple orchards and groves of peaches and plums and walnuts grew among the fields and meadows.
L ettuce and cabbage and radishes, turnips and parsnips and carrots flourished in garden plots. Dogs
barked and played. Cats sauntered or snoozed or sat by woodpileswaiting for unwary mice. Again,
everything was much theway it would have been in England.

Only in the unsettled stretches did Atlantis remind Victor of what it must have been like before
Englishmen and Bretons and Basgues first began settling here. Pines, and even afew redwoods, made up
the woods in those stretches. Barrdl-trees, with their strange, short trunks and sheaves of pamlike leaves
gticking off from the top of them, showed themselves here and there. All man-ner of ferns gave the native
forest an exuberant, bright green understory.

A bird called from the woods. "An ail thrush!" Victor said. "They're getting scarce in seitled country.”

Oil thrusheswere plainly related to the brick-breasted birds Atlanteans called robins. That nameirked
Englishmen, who ap-plied it to another, smaller, bird with ared front. It seemed naturd to Victor, though;
hed usad it dl hislife. Qil thrusheswere much larger: easily the Sze of chickens. They had wingstoo
amall to let them fly and long beaks they thrust into soft ground in search of earthworms. Their faity flesh
gave them their name. Settlers ren-dered them for grease to make soap or candles. And... "Good
eding,” Blasesad. "They're mighty good eating.”

"Do you want to stop and hunt?' Victor Radcliff asked. Asif to tempt ayes, the ail thrush called again.
Likealot of Atlantean creatures, the flightless birds didn't know enough to be wary of men. But,
reluctantly, Blaise shook hishead. "'l reckon not," he said. "We know where our next meal's coming
from. | do like that. Don't need to take the time.”

"Sengble. | wasthinking the samething." Raddliff laughed a himsdf. "Funny, isnt it, how often we think
He's a sensible fellow means the same thing as He agrees with me?'

Blaise laughed, too. "Hadn't looked at it like that, but you're right, no doubt about it."

Victor's good humor faded faster than he wished it would have. "No wonder Englishmen don't find
Atlanteans sengble these days, then, and no wonder we don't think they are, either.”

"What can we do about it? Can we do anything about it?' Blaise was, above dl else, apractica man.



Victor supposed anyone who'd been adave would have to be.

"I don't know," Victor answered. "Along with seeing my man-uscript off to the printer, finding out
whether we can do anything makes me put up with going to Hanover. | won't have to wait for the news
to come out to the farm.”

Blaiselooked a him sidelong. "Thought you liked it there.”

"l do,” Victor said. "God knows | do. But Edward Radcliffe came here three hundred years ago so he
wouldn't have lords and kingstdling him what to do. They seem to have forgotten that in London.” Air
hissed out between hislips. "Some people in Han-over seem to have forgotten, too."

They cameinto the little town of Hooville as afternoon neared evening. Only an antiquarian—of which
there were few in Atlantis—would have known it was named for the Baron of Hagt-ingsin the
mid-fifteenth century. The sun going down toward the Green Ridge Mountains cast Victor'slong shadow,
and Blaise's, out ahead of them.

Hooville had three or four shops, three or four churches, and several streets—or rather, rutted
lanes—worth of houses. Mogt of the streetsin Hanover and New Hastings and other prosperous coastal
towns were cobbled. No one in Hooville had seen the need, or, more likely, cared to spend the money.

A boy took the travelers horses. Victor tipped him a penny apiece for them. The boy grinned, knuckled
hisforel ock, and made the broad copper coins disappear.

Smoke and noise greeted Victor and Blai se when they walked into the tavern. The taproom was nearly
full. A pockmarked man raised histankard in slute. "Heré'sto themgjor!" he called.

"Tothemgor!" Mugsrose. Men drank. A dozen years earlier, Victor had been the highest-ranking
officer from the English Atlantean settlementsin the war against France and Spain. He saw severd
people here who he knew had fought under him. Some he knew by name. Otherswere just familiar
faces.

"And here'sto the mgjor's shadow!" shouted the fellow who'd hailed him before. Amidst laughter, the
topersdrank again. Blaise smiled, histeeth white againgt his dark skin. What he thought was anyone's
guess. But, asa practica man, he must have known he couldn't keep people from noticing and remarking
on his blackness.

"Let'sget ussomething to drink," he said. "Now you'retalking," Victor replied. They made their way
over to the tapman and ordered mugs of flip. The potent mix of rum and beer, Sweetened with sugar and
mulled with ahot poker, went along way toward letting aman forget he'd been in the sad-dle dll
day—or, if hedidn't forget, at least he didn't mind so much.

"Something for your supper, gents?' By the way the tapman said it, he was stretching a point to include
Blaisein that, but stretch the point he did. Nodding toward the big fireplace, he went on, "My
brother-in-law shot awild boar thismorning, so if you hanker for pork..."

"Bringit on, gr, bring it on," Victor said expansvely: the flip was hitting him hard. Blaise nodded. Victor
lifted hismug on high. "And God bless your brother-in-law, for turning an ugly beest into afine supper.”

"Good to think God will bless him for something,” the tap-man said. But then, men who spoke well of
their brothers-in-law were few and far between.

The cheap earthenware plates were locally made. So were the pewter forks. Victor and Blaise cut the
pork with their belt knives. They drank more flip and listened to the Hooville gossip. Part of that wasthe



inevitable local scandal: So-and-So had run off with Such-and-Such's daughter, while Mr. Somebody
was supposed to be paying entirely too much attention to Mrs. Someone Else.

Mr. Somebody had some sympathy among the Hoovilleans. "Can you blame him, when the body he's
stuck withis cold as Greenland winter?' awell-lubricated fellow asked.

"How do you know?' cried another drinker, and everybody laughed.

Sooner or later, though, the talk veered toward palitics, the way it did in any tavern sooner or later.
"Mgor, how come Eng-land thinks it can tax us here?' somebody asked Victor. "Doesn't the king
recollect our grandsires crossed the ocean to get away from al that nonsense?”

Asfar asVictor knew, his many-times-great-grandsire came to Atlantis because of the cod banks
offshore. Men till fished those banks today, even if the man-sized monster cod the old chronicles talked
about had grown rare. But cod weren't what this fellow was talking about. Radcliff had to pick hiswords
with care: "Theking recollects that he spent apile of money keeping the French from taking these
settlements away from us. He wants to get some of it back."

"He's got no right to do it the way he'sdoing it, though,” the man inssted. "England can't tax us, not in
law. Only we can tax oursaves.”

"That's how we seeit. England seesit differently.” Again, Vic-tor spoke carefully. Ordinary people could
talk asfree asthey pleased. No one cared about them. But chances were somebody in this crowded
room would report his wordsto the English au-thorities... and someone else would report them to the
locd |eaders squabbling with those authorities. He didn't want either sSide to conclude he was atraitor.

Hedidn't want the two sides banging heads, either. Whether he could do anything to stop them might be
adifferent question.

Anather man banged his mug down hard on the tabletop in front of him. "Me, I'm damned if I'll buy
anything that comes from England, aslong as shes going to play these dirty games," he declared. "We
can make do with what we turn out for oursalves.”

"That'sright!" someone else shouted. Heads bobbed up and down. Support for the latest boycott ran
gtrong.

A hundred years earlier, the settlers couldn't have done with-out England. The mother country made too
many things they couldn't make for themsalves. No more. Oh, some luxury goods, fursand silksand
furniture and fripperies, still came from acrossthe sea. But Atlantis could do without those, eveniif certain
rich Atlanteans—some of them Radcdliffs and Radcliffes—dtill pined for them.

"D'you buy English, Mgor?' asked the man who'd said the king had no right to tax Atlanteans.

A hush fdl. Everyone waited on Victor's answer. He passed it off with alaugh, or tried to: "What? This
far inland?1 didn't think they let English goods get past the coast.”

When thelaugh rosg, it was an angry one. England might think of the Atlantean settlers as bumpkins one
and dl. Therich merchantsin the seaside towns resented what the English thought of them—and thought
the samething of their inland cousins,

"Y ou can't win. No matter who you are, you can't win," Blaise said. The color of hisskin gave him
uncommon authority on such questions.

"Someone will havetowin, | think," Victor said later that eve-ning, hoping the mattress he'd lie down on



wouldn't be buggy.

"Mm—maybe." Blaise dtill didn't sound convinced. "When he wins—if he wins—will he be happy inthe
end?'

Victor said the only thing he could: "I don't know." He blew out the candle he'd carried from the
taproom. It was guttering to-wards an end anyhow. The landlord wasn't about to waste a quar-ter of a
farthing by giving acustomer any more light than he absolutely had to. Darknessfell on the bedchamber
likeacloak. Victor fell adeep before he found out whether the mattress held bedbugs—but not before
Blaise, whosefirst snores he heard as darkness came down on them.

By thetime Victor and his colored companion got to Hanover, they were both scratching. Oneinn or
another—or, more likely, oneinn and another—had proved buggy. Victor was more resigned than
surprised. Blaise was more apt to complain about big things than small ones.

Hanover was abig thing, at least by Atlantean standards. With about 40,000 people, it claimed to be the
largest city in Atlantis. Of course, so did New Hastings, farther south. And so did Free-town, south of
New Hastings. Croydon, north of Hanover, also had its pretensions, though only localstook them
serioudy.

Down in French Atlantis, Cosguer might have been hdf the size of theleading English settlement towns.
Of course, most of the people who'd flocked there since the end of the war came from one English
settlement or another. The same held true for the till smaler St. Denis, south of Cosquer, and for New
Marsaille, smdler yet, on the west coast of Atlantis. Asfor Avaon, north of New Marsdille, it wasn't a
pirates nest any more, but it remained alaw (or no law) unto itself. Nobody could say how many people
lived there, which suited those who did just fine.

None of Atlantis leading cities would have been anything more than aprovincia town in England or on
the Continent. Even Terranovato the west, settled later by Europeans, boasted larger human anthills than
any here. Of course, the Spaniards, who dominated the richer parts of the western continent, built on the
wreckage of what the copper-skinned natives had done before they arrived. Atlantis was different.
Atlantiswas afresh dart.

Cross-topped spires dominated Hanover's skyline. Churches here and farther north were Anglican or
bel onged to one of the sterner Protestant denominations. Officialy, New Hastings and points south were
aso Anglican. Unofficialy, Popery thrived there. The southerly English settlementsin Atlantiswerea
lifetime older than the Reformation. Kings had aways had trouble enforcing their will here. Sensble
sovereigns didn't try too hard. Victor's mouth tightened. George I11 and his ministers seemed unwilling to
day sensible.

Along with the spires, mastsin the harbor reached for the sky. Some of them were astall as any church
steeple. Not only mer-chantmen lined the quays, but dso English frigates and ships of the line. Redcoats
garrisoned Hanover. Thelocals had, and did not enjoy, the privilege of paying for quartering them.

When the travelersrode into town, more English soldiers were on the streets than Victor Radcliff
remembered seeing since the war. Then, the redcoats and English Atlanteans fought side by side against
France and Spain. They were comrades-in-arms. They were friends.

The redcoatsin Hanover neither looked nor acted like friends. Their faceswere hard and closed. They
carried bayoneted mus-kets, and stayed in groups. When they went by, locals called in-sults and curses
after them—>but only from behind, so the soldiers had a hard time figuring out who'd doneit.

Instead of going straight to his printer, Victor called at the house of Erasmus Radcliff, his second cousin



once removed. The Discoverer'stamily had flourished mightily in English Atlantis,

and no doubt Radcliffs and Radcliffes and other kinsfolk with dif-ferent surnames were busy helping to
turn what had been French Atlantis upside down and inside out. Erasmus, these days, headed the trading
firmWilliam Radcliff had brought to prominence a hundred years before.

Helooked like a prosperous merchant: he wore a powdered wig, a velvet jacket the color of claret,
and satin breeches. He had manicured hands, an exquisitely shaved face, and a gentleman's paunch. His
eyeswere a color somewhere between blue, gray, and green, and aswarm as the Atlantic off the
northern reaches of lceland.

"Yes, it'svery bad," he said as a servant with the map of Ireland on hisface brought in ale and smoked
pork for him and Victor— Blaise was taking his refreshments with the house staff. T awaysthink it can
get noworse, and | dwaysfind mysalf mistaken.”

"Hanover has not the fedl of agarrisoned city, asit did when | was here year before lagt. It hasthe fed of
an occupied city." Vic-tor raised hismug. "Y our hedth, coz."

"And yours." Erasmus Raddliff returned the compliment. They both drank. Victor praised the e, which
deserved it. Erasmus waved the praise aside. "Y ou would know what occupation feelslike, wouldn't
you, from your campaignsin the south? Well, by God, here we find oursel ves on the wrong end of it.
How dare the Crown trest us like so many Frenchmen?' His voice was soft and mild, which only made
theindignation crackling in it more darming.

"We cost England money," Victor answered. "In their way, King George's ministers are merchants, too.
They want to see are-turn on their investment.”

"If they so badly want money of us, let them ask our parliaamentsfor it," his cousin said. "London has no
more right to wring taxes from Hanover than Hanover has of taxing London: the dif-ference being that we
presume not, whereas L ondon does.”

"The other difference being that London can put soldiersinto Hanover, whereas we cannot garrison
London," Victor said dryly. Erasmus Radcliff's response to that was so comprehensive, so heartfdlt, and
so ingeniousthat Victor stored it away for future reference. But he asked a blunt question of his own:
"Didikeit asyou will, coz, but what do you propose to do about it?!

Erasmus sent him alook filled with didike—and with reluctant respect "Damn dl | can do about it, aswe
both know too well."

"Oh, indeed." Victor Raddliff nodded. "And since we know it, what's the point to so much fussing and
fuming?’

"Do you know of the newfangled steam-driven enginesthey're using in England to pump water out of
coa mines?' Erasmus asked. When Victor nodded, his cousin went on, "They have avave that opens
when the pressure from the steam inside grows too great. Absent thisvalve, the boiler itself would burst.
All At-lantis curses England. By cursing, we harmlessy vent our sseam. Did we nat, thisidand might
explode. Or will you tell mel'm mistaken?"

"I'll tell you, you may be," Victor replied. "For 'al Atlantis does not curse England. Much of Hanover
may, but Hanover, however loath you are to hear it, isnot Atlantis. It never has been. Please God, may it
never be. Asthings stland, most of Atlantisis content with England, or at least resgned to her. Wereit
otherwise, the ex-plosion you spesk of would have come long since.”

His cousin seemed even less happy than he had a moment ear-lier. Erasmus, Victor judged, didn't careto



hear that Hanover and Atlantis weren't synonymous. Few Hanoveriansdid. Pity, Victor thought,
because it's true whether they careto hear it or not.

"That it has not come does not mean it will not come," Erasmussaid at last. "These valves canfail. These
steam-driven en-gines can blow up. | have heard of severd such misfortunes. And when they do...
When they do, Victor, things are never the same afterwards for anyone who chancesto stand in the

way."

Victor eyed him. Was Erasmus hiding a message there? Victor laughed at himsdlf for even wondering. If
Erasmuswas hiding amessage, hewashiding it in plain sght.

"Way! Makeway there!" bawled the teamster atop the brewery wagon. He cracked his whip above the
four big, strong horses hauling the cask-filled wain. Then he cracked it again, thistimein front of the nose
of aman who didn't step aside fast enough to suit him.

The man swore, but flattened himsdlf against the side of a building nonetheless. Hewore aknife on his
belt—who didn't?>— but a man with abelt knife was even more disadvantaged againgt abullwhip than
againg the rapiers some gentlemen till carried to mark their status. Y ou had to be able to judge when
picking afight made sense and when it was only foolishness.

Victor Radcliff had stepped to one side as soon as the team-ster Started shouting. The heavy wagon
clatered past, iron tires banging and sparking on cobblestones. Puddles from the last rain lingered
between the stones and in the holeswhere afew of them had come up. The wagon wheels splashed
passersby, but not too badly.

A dgn hanging above asmal shop creaked in the morning breeze, Custis Cawthorne, printing and
persuasions, the neatly painted |etters proclaimed. The breeze carried the smells of seaand smoke and
sawage: like any other town, Hanover dumped its waste into the closest river, for ultimate disposa inthe
ocean.

Manuscript under hisarm, Victor ducked insde. A bell over the door jangled. The shop was gloomy
insde. It smelled of wood and paper and sweat and ink. A harassed-looking ‘prentice fed sheetsinto a
press, one after another. A printer worked the lever again and again. Another "prentice stacked the newly
printed broadshests.

Custis Cawthorne watched the work from behind the counter. "Ther€lll be amistake somewhere," the
printer said mournfully. "There dwaysis. Perfection, they say, isfor the Lord done. They don't usudly
know what they're talking about, but when it comesto printing I'm persuaded they have apoint... And
how are you, your Radcliffishness?'

"| thought | was pretty well, till | set eyesonyou,” Victor replied.

Cawthorne gave back asepulchra smile. He wastal and thin and stooped, with afringe of white hair
clinging to the sides and back of aformidably domed skull. ™Y ou do me too much honor,

ar," hesaid. "Of course, when it comesto honor | hold with Falstaff, so any honor would be too much.
Isthat the latest effusion from your goose there under your arm?”

"Maybe| should pluck you for quills next time—you seem prickly enough and to spare,” Victor said.

"And here | was going to do you an honor.” Cawthorne stared reprovingly over the tops of his
gold-rimmed spectacles. They were of a curious design he had devised himself. A horizontd line across
each lens separated weaker and stronger magnifications, so he could read and see at a distance without

changing pairs.



"A likely story," Victor said. "More likely, you were about to set somelibel against mein type.”

"Oh, any printer from Croydon down to the border of Span-ish Atlantis could do that,” Custis
Cawthorne said dismissively. "But no—I had something new and interesting and perhaps even important
to tell you, and did you want to hear it? It isto laugh.”

"Go ahead. Say your say," Raddliff replied. He laughed at him-sdf. "Why should | waste my time
encouraging you? Y oull do asyou please anyhow. Y ou dways do.”

" 'Do what thou wilt—thereisthe whole of thelaw. Or so said awiser man than |." Cawthorne might
have been—probably was—the wisest man in Atlantis. By mentioning someone he reck-oned wiser, he
reminded his audience of that truth. "Because you make yoursdalf so obnoxious, | ought not to tell you."

"Fats ce que voudrais," said Victor, who aso knew his Rabdais.

He surprised the printer into laughter by knowing. To hear Custis Cawthorne guffaw, anyone would think
him fat and jolly, not asomber-seeming beanpole. Victor didn't know how he brought forth such asound
from that narrow chest, but he did.

"| shall do exactly that,” the printer said after guffaws subsided to chuckles. "Hear me, then. When that
indifferently written drivel of yours—"

Victor bowed. "Y our servant, sir. Plenty of ropefor dl the crit-icsto hang themsalves.” That wasfrom
Rabdais, too.

"If you were my servant, I'd thump you the way you deserve.”

Asthingsare, dl of Atlantishasthat privilege Cawthorne said. Before Victor could ask him what he
meant, he went on, "Hereisthe honor | propose giving you: setting your work with the first font of type
made on this Side of the Atlantic. We not only speak English in Atlantis, we writeit and weprint it...
with or without let or hindrance from the so-called mother country.”

"So-caled?' Victor raised an eyebrow. "Y our ancestors did not come from England?”!

"There was a Cawthorne aboard the &. George, which you know aswdl asl," the printer said. "But a
proper mother knows when her offspring is grown and ready to set out on his own. She does not
garrison soldiers on him to keep him from leaving home."

"If | were an Englishman, | would clap you inironsfor that,” Victor said.

"If you were an Englishman, | would despair of Atlantis" Cus-tis Cawthornereplied. "But since, by the
favor of Providence, you are nat, | still have some hope for us. And | aso have some hope of turning
your manuscript to print without too much butchery aong the way. Multifarious as your flaws may be,
you do write atolerably neat hand.”

"I hope you will not do yoursdf an injury, giving forth with such extravagant praise,” Victor said.

"Nothing too serious, anyhow," Cawthorne said. "And a good thing, too, for avidt to the sawbonesis
likelier to leave aman dead than improved.”

He had apoint. Doctors could set broken bones and repair didocations. They could inoculate against
smallpox—and, in At-lantis towns, they did so more and more often. That scourge still reared its hideous
head, but less often than in years gone by. Doc-tors could give opium for pain, and could do something
about di-arrheaand constipation. Past that, a strong congtitution gave you a better chance of staying



healthy than al the doctors ever born. Victor doled out such praise as he could: "They do try."
"And much good it doesthem, or their sorely tried patients,” Cawthorne said.

"Areyou doneinsulting me and physicians?' Victor asked. "Can | make my escape and let you get back
to reviling your 'pren-tices and journeymen?"

"l do lessof that than I likethese days," Custis Cawthorne an-swered. "Good workers are hard to find.
Even bad workers are hard to find. The good ones would sooner set up for themsealves, whilst the bad
onestry to sgqueeze more money out of an honest man than they're worth."

"Did some honest man tell you that?' Raddliff asked innocently.

"Ah! A fellow who fancies himself awit but overestimates by afactor of two," the printer said. ™Y ou had
better go, dl right, before| thrash you in atransport of fury.”

"I'm leaving—and quivering in my boots." The bell rang again as Victor went out onto the street.

Cudtis Cawthorne's voice pursued him: "If you think you're quivering now, where will you bein five years
time?'

On my farm, working and writing, Victor thought. | hope.
"Morebrandy?" Erasmus Reddliff inquired.

Victor was feding what held aready drunk, but he nodded anyway. His cousin poured for both of them
with becoming liber-dity. "Y our hedth," Victor sad, alittle blurrily.

"And yours." Erasmus drank. "Whew! After thefirst swalow numbsyour gullet, the rest doesn't taste
quite so much like turpentine.”

"We don't makeit aswel asthey do in Europe,” Victor agreed. "But it will leave aman wobbly on his
pegs, which isalarge part of the point to the exercise. We can live with this."

"Y ou can, perhaps" Erasmus Raddliff said. "l find mysalf com-pelled to, which is not the samething. If
England treats us unjustly, our only recourseisto refuse intercourse with her, which keepsusfrom
importing anything finer than this... firewater, | believe, istheterm they usein Terranova. | could easly
trade with France or Holland and once again have a source of fine brandy ... save that the Roya Navy
would impound or sink my shipsif | presumed to try. This leaves me with nothing to do, nothing
whatsoever."

"What do you want from me? | can't change anything about it,” Victor said. "No onein London will
listen to me, not to the ex-tent of changing set policies because| ask it. The policy isto squeeze dl the
revenue England can from Atlantis. It isthe same policy England uses wherever sherules.”

"Yes, | know, but most places have to put up with it, because they needs must buy some large
proportion of their necessities from the mother country,” hiscousin replied. "That isno longer the case
with us. We can subsist on our own, and England pushes us toward demonstrating the fact with every
ill-advised tax she tries to ram down our throats." Hedrained hisglassand filled it again. Hewould be
crapulent come morning. Now... Now he seemed determined. "What we have here may not aways be
as good, but we can make do with it."

"l suppose 0." Victor also drank more; he couldn't et Eras-mus get too far ahead of him. "Custis
Cawthorne said he would print my latest from type cast herein Atlantis, not brought from England.”



"Y et another example," Erasmus agreed. He paused, then went on, "Y ou do redize that, if my fellow
settlers keep me from trading with England whilst the English prevent me from dealing with anyone dsg, |
ghall in due course commence to sarve?'

Victor Radcliff looked around the well-appointed office where they drank. Whae-oil lampslit it dmost
as bright as day. Some strange and almost obscene fetish from the South Pecific shared pride of placein
acabinet of curiogties with abegeweed e ephant from Indiaand the mineralized skull of along-snouted
cresture from southern Terranova. None of those would have come easy or chesp. Neither would
Erasmus desk, atriumph of marquetry in multicolored wood.

"I concede the eventudlity, coz, but it does not strike me asimminent,” Victor said.

"Perhaps not. Then again, | an more fortunate than many in smilar straits," Erasmusreplied. "Not
everyone has so much to fal back on when times get hard.”

No sooner were those words out of his mouth than someone started pounding on hisfront door. The
octagona window in the officerattled in its frame at the ingstence of the blows. " That doesn't sound
good,” Victor said.

"A knock in the nighttimeis never good news," his cousin said, and he could only nod.

The pounding stopped as abruptly asit had begun. One of Erasmus servants brought aplainly dressed
man who smdled strongly of horseinto the office, "Mr. Mitchdl, from Croydon," the servant said. And
s0 it was. Richard Mitchdl was aleading goldsmith in the northern town, and aleading light in the struggle
to turn Atlantis againgt the mother country. His pamphlet called Where Now? was banned wherever the
English could sgizeit.

"For God's sake, Radcliff, give meadrink," he said. Without aword, Erasmus did. Mitchell, a squét,
powerfully built man, gulped it. "Ann!" He seemed to notice Victor for thefirst time. "What? Y ou here,
too? Just aswell! It's started up north.”

"What do you mean?"' Victor and Erasmus asked together.

"They heard we had guns. They marched to get them. They did, too, or some of them—»but we gave
them ablack eye and abloody nosein the getting. It'swar up there, Radcliff’ s—war, | tdll you! And it
will bewar here, too, war dl through thisland, unless you're a pack of spineless poltroons.” He dammed
down hismug. "Fill it up again! Atlantisand liberty!"

Chapter 2

Victor Radcliff looked at the English soldier. The redcoat, standing on a Hanover street corner, glowered
back. He carried aflintlock musket; with itslong bayonet, it was about astall ashewas. He had pae
blue eyes, ydlow hair, and pimpled skin dmost pink enough to belong to an dbino.

Had he known who Victor was, he might havetried to seize him. If the Atlantean settlements had risen
againg the unloved and unloving mother country, they would need someoneto lead their soldiers.
Without false modesty, Radcliff knew he had more practice at that than any other man born on thisside
of the ocean. No doubt some English officers knew it, too, but the knowledge hadn't trickled down to

this spotty young fellow.

Hejust didiked being looked at. "Move aong, you," he growled in aclotted, barely comprehensible
Northern accent.



"Yes, indeed." Victor touched the brim of hishat. "I never argue with aman with agun.”

"Damned well better not,” the redcoat said. Victor thought that was what he said, anyhow; he swallowed
S0 many vowdls, it was hard to be sure.

What Blaise swalowed was a chuckle. "Oh, no, you never argue with men with guns," the Negro said.
"Not much, you don't.”

"Hush." Victor looked back over his shoulder. To hisrelief, the redcoat was paying atention to a pretty
girl crossing the street, not to him any more. "Y ou don't want to give him ideas. He'sliable to come up
with them on hisown eveniif you don't.”

"Him?' Blaise didn't bother hiding his scorn. "He wouldn't know an ideaiif it walked up and honked in his
face"

By such idioms did the Atlantean distinguish himsdlf from the Englishman. Theirony wasthat honkers had
grown rare on this Sde of the Green Ridge Mountains. The enormous, flightless gooselike birds were,
like ail thrushes, unlucky enough to hatch from the egg without fear of man. As settlers advanced,
honkers retreated: or rather, they died in place, and their haunts grew ever scarcer and more remote.

Custis Cawthorne had written a pamphlet arguing that land should be set aside so honkers and other
native productions of Atlantis could have somewhereto survive. It struck Victor asagood idea; most of
Custis Cawthorne'sideas were good. That didn't mean it was likely to happen. People wanted to grab
Land, not st it asde for anything.

Somebody shouted from a second- or third-story window: "The Devil fry al murdering English dogd™

"Therel Thereheid" Victor might not have known just where that cry came from, but the young English
soldier pointed like ahunting dog. At his shout, four more redcoats charged out of an eatery. When they
saw where he was pointing, they rushed in.

A pistal shot rang out. Other gunshots answered it. A redcoat lurched from the building, right hand
clutched to | eft shoulder. Blood welled out from between hisfingers, brighter than the dyed woal of his
codt.

More gunshots boomed. Victor heard the crash of breaking furniture and severa voices high and shrill
with pain and fury. A couple of minutes later, the other three redcoats came out drag-ging awounded
locd. The man was bloodied and battered, but he had no quit in him. Hishead came up. "Atlantisand
freedom!" hecdled in agreet voice.

One of theredcoats hit him in the face. " Shut up, you bloody big-mouthed bastard!”

"Shame!" awoman screeched. "Atlantis and freedom!™” the prisoner cried again. Thistime, the English
soldier clouted him with his musket butt. The loca went limp in the other redcoats arms. " Shame!" the
woman said again. M

"Maybe you'd better let him go," a bareheaded, shock-haired 'prentice said, his hands baling into fists.

"Maybe you'd better bugger off, sonny,” aredcoat answered. He had a corpora’s stripes on his deeve
and ascarred, weasdly face that warned held give trouble no matter the messin which he found himself.

"Maybe I'd better not." The'prentice set hisfeet. Severd other Atlanteans ranged themsalves behind him.

More English soldiers came out of the cookshop. The sun glittered off the sharp edges of their bayonets.



"Last chance, boy," the corpord said, not unkindly. "Otherwise, well stick you and well gut you and
you'll end up dead never knowing why."

"What do we do?' Blaise asked in alow voice. "Try to keep the town from blowing up,”" Victor
answered. "Thetimesnot ripe.”

No matter what he thought, his opinion turned out not to be the one that counted. One of the men behind
the bushy-haired ‘prentice stooped to grub a cobblestone out of the ground. He flung it at the redcoats. It
caught asoldier intheribs. He said "Oof!" and then "Ow!" and then "Fuck your bleedin' mother!"

A split second after the curse passed the redcoat's lips, mus-kets leveled at the crowd of Atlanteans.
"Firel" the corporal shouted. Triggers clicked. Descending hammers scraped flints on stedl. Sparksfell
into flash pans. The guns bellowed, sending up clouds of acrid gunpowder smoke.

Most of them bellowed, anyhow: flintlocks were imperfectly reliable. The English soldiery's muskets were
aso imperfectly accurate. Some of the shots went wide; one of them shattered awindow well off to the
Sde of the crowd. But men screamed.

Menfdll.

And men who didn't scream or fall hurled more stones at the redcoats. One of them had a pistol, which
he discharged. The ball hit the weasely corpora in the arm. What he said made the other soldier's
obscenity sound like an endearment.

The sound of gunfire brought more redcoats at the run. More Atlanteans boiled out of houses and shops.
The two sides hurried towards each other like lodestone and iron. The Englishmen had discipline and
firearms and bayonets. The Atlanteans had fury and whatever makeshift wegponsthey could snatch up
and numbers. The fury kept them from fleeing when the redcoats shot and stuck some of them. What the
Atlanteans did to a couple of redcoats they managed to grab...

A paving stone sailed past Victor Radcliff's head. He ducked, as automaticaly and usdesdy asaman did
when amusket ball cametoo closefor comfort. If it was going to hit you, it would be-fore you could do
adamned thing abouit it.

There were fightsto join and fights to stay away from. This struck Victor asafight to stay away from.
He'd faced more dan-gerous enemies with qualms no worse than those of any reason-ably brave man.
When he had, though, he'd done it with some purpose in mind. If thismelee had any point a dl, he
couldn't seeit.

He pulled Blaiseinto anarrow, stinking dley. He didn't know where it went, but it led away from the
madness that had kindled here. "They areliable to tear thiswhole big place down,” Blaise said
mournfully.

"That they are," Victor agreed. "They'reliableto tear Atlantis gpart whilethey're doing it, too."
"What can we do?' the Negro asked.

"Get away. Livethrough this. See what happens next. Try to shape what happens next. Have you got any
better ideas? If you have, spit 'em out, by God. I'd love to hear 'em.”

But Blaise shook his head. "If we gonna get away, we better do it right now," he said. That struck Victor
asone of the best idea sheld heard in along time. The two of them wasted not a moment using it.

Hanover writhed under martia law. The redcoats strode through the streets by squads. When they went



by ones or twos, or even by fours or fives, they were much too apt to be mobbed. Rocks and crockery
and the contents of chamber pots came flying out of upper-story windows.

Blaise had aready escaped the city. He and Victor had gone their separate ways precisaly because they
were known to stick to-gether. Blaise had got away clean. Victor'd expected nothing less.
Englishmen—Atlanteans, too—had trouble taking black men serioudy.

And now it wastime for Victor to get away himsdlf, if he could. Coming into Hanover, hed worn the
clothes of aprosper-ous farmer, which he was. Leaving the city, he was by al appear-ancesa
down-at-the-heels shoemaker. He even rode a swaybacked nag, the kind of horse such aman would
haveif hehad any horse at dl.

The English had checkpoints west of Hanover. They also had men scattered between the checkpoints. If
you got caught trying to sneak out, you landed in redl trouble. Things at the checkpoints were supposed
to come closer to routine.

They'd better, Victor thought. Up ahead of him, the redcoats were searching afat man's carriage. The
fat man didn't likeit, and et them know he didn't. "I'm aloya subject of good King George! It's not right
for you to treat melike acommon crimind,” he said.

"Everybody'saloyd subject... when hetaksto us" said the underofficer in charge. "Find anything,
Charles?’

"No, Sergeant. HE's not a smuggler, anyhow," said asoldier, presumably Charles. "Do we strip him to his
drawers?'

"No. | expect he's clean.” The sergeant nodded to the fat man. "Pass on, you."
"Strip meto my drawers?" the fat man spluttered. ™Y ou'll win few friends playing such games."

"And do you think we care?" the sergeant said. "If you settlersweren't in revolt, we wouldn't have to
worry about keegping you from sneaking guns out of Hanover. If you haven't got guns, who caresif you're
friendly or not? Now get going, or we will find out if your linen'sclean.”

Stll spluttering, the fat man rolled on. The soldier called Charles gestured Victor Raddliff forward. "And
who areyou, friend?"' he asked.

No friend of yours, Victor thought. "My nameis Richard Saun-ders,” he replied. Some Raddliffsand
Radcliffes favored the Eng-lish; the clan was too large to have uniform opinions. But if the redcoats knew
they had hold of Victor Raddliff, they'd never let him go.

"Well, Saunders, what are you doing coming out of Hanover?' the sergeant asked. "Where are you
bound?"

"I'm heading for Hooville," Victor answered, which was true, athough he wouldn't stop there. Then he
blossomed into inven-tion: "'l was seeing my solicitor. My uncle just died childless, and lookslike I'll have
to go to law with my cousins over his property and estate.” He tried to seem suitably disgusted.

The sergeant and Charles and the rest of the redcoats put their heads together. "Are you loya to his
Maesty, King George 1117?" the underofficer demanded fiercely.

"Of course | am." Victor lied without compunction. Asthe redcoat had said to the fat man, who would
tell George's soldiers no?



And the English soldiers crooked grins said they understood the likely reason for his answer. "Then you
won't mind if we search you?' the sergeant asked.

"Yes, I'll mind," Victor said. "Not much | can do about it past minding, though, isthere?”

"Too right thereés nat, friend." Charles used the last word to suggest anything but itslitera meaning. "Why
don't you get down from that sorry piece of crowbait you're riding?”

"Sam'sagood horse," Victor protested. The redcoats laughed. In their boots, he would have laughed,
too.

They patted him down and looked inside his saddle bags. They found nothing to makethem
suspicious—Victor wanted to look as harmless as he could. The sergeant still seemed unhappy. " You've
fought in war," he said, and it wasn't quite aquestion.

Victor nodded. "I fought the French here, back about the time your beard sprouted.”

The English underofficer scratched at aSide whisker. "We were on the same side then, England and
Atlantis”

"l amon England'ssde dill," Victor Radcliff said once more. "Yes, of courseyou are.” The sergeant
didn't bdieveit, not for a second. But he had no real reason to disbelieve it, no proof Rad-cliff was
anything but what he claimed. He looked unhappy, but he jerked athumb toward the swaybacked horse.
"Climb on your old screw and get out of here."

"Obliged." Victor pretended not to notice his reservations. When he mounted Sam, the deep curvein the
horse's spine | eft the stirrups only afew inches above the ground. He pressed his knees against the
anima's sides and flicked the reins. Away Sam went. Hed get where he was going, but he wouldn't do it
inahurry.

Don't look over your shoulder, Victor told himself. He didn't want to give the redcoats any more
chancesto see hisface. Sam ambled along. The soldiers could still call him back. They could, but they
didn't. The road siwung around behind a stand of native pines. Only then did Victor breathe easier.

Hewasriding a better horse by the time he came to Hooville. Someone took Sam back to the farm
where held labored for alot of years. Maybe hisrolein helping Victor escape Hanover would be
celebrated in songs and paintingsin yearsto come. He couldn't have cared less. All he got out of it were
acouple of carrots. Blaise waited in Hooville. "Good to see you," he said when

Victor rodein. "l wasn't sure | was going to."

"Well, neither was|," Victor said. "But herel am. They didn't know they had mein their hands, and now
they don't, and so they won't."

"Cudtis Cawthorneisloose, too. He's on hisway to New Hastings," Blaise said.

"Good for him—and that's the right place for him to go, too," Radcliff said. New Hastings held fewer
loydigts than any other town in English Atlantis. Other places might be noisier in their disgpproval of the
mother country, but it ran deeper and wider there than anywhere el se.

"Not everybody's going to get away, though. The redcoats do hold Hanover," Blaise said. "What can we
do?'

"Right now?1 don't quite know. If thisistruly war..." Victor Radcliff no doubt looked as unhappy ashe



sounded. If thiswastruly war, Atlantis siood alone againgt the mightiest empirein theworld. "If thisis
war, | see only one advantage on our side.”

Blaiseraised an eyebrow. "Well, that's one more than | see.”

"Oh, welve got one." Victor waved to the barmaid for another mug of flip. Hed drunk enough that he
should havefdt it, but he didn't, or not very much. As she set the mug in front of him, he went on, "We're
along way from England. She can't move quickly against us, and shewon't find it easy or chegp to ship
soldiers acrossthe sea”

After amoment's consderation, Blaise sad, "Huzzah."

Victor wondered whether the Negro had been so sardonic in the African jungles where he grew up, or
whether Blaise had learned it from him. If the latter wastrue, as he feared, then he had alot to answer
for. Sardonic or not, the Negro had a point with his sour acclamation. Atlantis had merchantmen and
fishing boats to oppose the Roya Navy, farmersto face professional sol-diers. She was short of
gunpowder, and even shorter of firearms. And she was short of people—and how many of the ones she
had would take England's sde?

"What will the French down south do?' Blaise asked.

"Good question,” Raddliff said. French Atlantis had passed under English rule only a dozen years before.
Since then, the more numerous English-speakers had flooded into lands formerly barred to them. Would
the older settlersrise against King George, or againgt the interlopers disrupting their way of life?

"Have you got an answer?' Blaise seemed surprised to dis-cover hismug of flip was a'so empty. He
waved for arefill, too. "Only WE'll have to see,” Victor replied. The barmaid didn't come back for Blaise
asfast as she had for Victor. Was that because he was servant, not master? Because he was black, not
white? Or only because she had other ordersto fill first? Sometimes you could read too much into things
that in fact carried no great meaning. Sometimes you could miss meanings in things that seemed ordinary
afird.

Blaise brushed two fingers of hisright hand againgt the dark skin of hisleft forearm. Victor had seen
Negroes use that gesture before. It meant. You did that because of my color . Hisfactotum knew what
he thought, then. And he knew what he thought of Victor's comment aswell: "'Isthat good enough?'

"No," Victor said honestly. "But it'swhat weve got.”

When he came to hisfarm, he found a delegation from the Atlantean Assembly waiting for him. The
settlements had tried protest-ing to England one by one, only to learn that the mother country didn't want
to listen to them. Then they'd Al joined together, thinking Atlantis might be heard if only it spokewith a
snglevoice. Thusfar, the evidence was againg them.

| saac Fenner had red hair and ears that stuck out from the sides of his head like open doors. Hewas a
solicitor from Bredestown, afew miles up the Brede from New Hastings, and spoke for the older city as
wal.

Matthew Radcliffe, from Avaon on the west coast, was bound to be some sort of cousin of Victor's, but
neither had set eyes on the other before this meeting. The westerner was short and stocky; he looked
travel worn. One of the farm cats had taken aliking to him and fallen adeep on hislap. He absently
stroked its back while s pping rum punch.

Everyone called Robert Smith, from Croydon in the north, | Uncle Bobby. Hed carried the name since



hewas young. Victor didn't know why; he wondered if Smith did himsdlf. Uncle Bobby
was aso drinking rum punch, with the single-minded diligence of aman who needed it.

From the south came two men: Abednego Higginsand Michel du Guesclin. Maybe Higgins stood for the
English-speakers down there and du Guesclin for the Frenchmen, or maybe things had just worked out
that way. They were both very tall, the one broad-shoul dered, the other dim asarapier. Du Guesclin,
Victor knew, was somehow connected to the Kersauzon family, as prominent down there as Radcliffs
and Raddliffeswerein English Atlantis.

As soon asVictor cameinsde and saw them, Margaret said, "They want to talk to you.”

"Well, | expected they could find rum and something to mix it with somewhere closer than here" he
answered.

Hiswife sent him an exasperated look. "No. They want to talk to you about something important”

"l was afraid they did." Victor Raddliff wasaso afraid he knew what the gentlemen of the Atlantean
Assembly wanted.

"Y ou aren't going to throw them out?' Despite theway Meg said it, it wasn't redlly aquestion.

Victor sghed. "No, | suppose not.” Asif inironic counter-point to that, Matthew Radcliffe raised hismug
in salute. Abed-nego Higgins tossed awell-gnawed chicken bone onto the platter from which held taken
it when it was mestier. The gentlemen from the Assembly did not expect to be sent on their way. With
another sigh, Victor stepped past hiswife and nodded to them. "Hello, my friends," he said, wondering
how big alie hewastdling.

Radcliffe from Avaon raised hismug again. Du Guesclin, full of French politesse, bowed in his segt.
Uncle Bobby grabbed the bull by the horns, saying, "Do you recall what the Discoverer did when the
Black Earl tried to tax him without his leave?"

"Yes, | recal,” Victor answered. Every schoolchild in English Atlantis knew what Edward Radcliffe hed
done when the exiled Richard Neville, Earl of Warwick, tried to set himself up asking in Atlantis. What
had happened then helped shape Atlantean history for the three hundred years between that day and this.

But Robert Smith went on asif Victor hadn't spoken: "He died, that's what he did. He died fighting
tyranny, and his sons put it down for good.” That was the story schoolboys learned. Some people said
what had actudly happened was more complicated.

Victor Radcliff didn't know; he hadn't been in New Hastings back in 1470.

| saac Fenner was descended from thefirst man to diein At-lantis (and, if some talesweretrue, from the
girl the Black Earl had taken as his bedwarmer, maybe even from Neville himself). He said, "The damned
Englishmen ill haven't learned their les-son. They think they can tax us asthey please. Do welet them
get away with that? Do we let them make usinto daves?'

Both du Guesclin and Higgins shook their heads at that rhe-torica question. They owned daves:
copperskins from Terranovato the west and Negroes like Blaise brought in to do hard work in aclimate
not well suited to white men. Maybe that gave them extra cause not to want to be endaved themselves.
Maybe it meant they feared their own bondsmen would rise againgt them given even haf achance.
Maybe they had reason for such fears.

"Wearein arms around Hanover—you've seen that for your-sdf, Raddliff,” Uncle Bobby said. "And we



arein armsin Croydon, too. We rose before Hanover did." He spoke with anortherner's pride: doing
anything ahead of Hanover and New Hastings mat-tered alot up there.

"What hasthis got to do with me?" Victor asked, much in the way, amost eighteen centuries before,
Jesus had said, If it be possi-ble, let tins cup pass from me: nevertheless, not as | will, but as thou
wilt. Jesus must have known it wouldn't be possible. And, in the same way, Victor knew what it had to
do with him. If Jesus could hes-tate, he thought he was entitled to do the same.

Now Smith spoke asto achild: "We are at war with England, Victor. The settlements have armies. We
need to join them into one army, into an Atlantean army. We need a man under whom they will be glad
to combine, aman who can command them. Who e se but you?'

During the war against French Atlantis, France, and Spain, Victor had been the highest-ranking Atlantean
soldier fighting aongside the redcoats he was now expected to oppose. Wasn't one war enough for one
man?"| should sooner stay here on my farm and live as an ordinary private person,” he said.

Asif activated by some clockwork mechanism, the del egates from the Atlantean Assembly shook their
headsin unison. "If you St on your hands here, well lose," Abednego Higgins said bluntly.

"Il araison," Michd du Guesclin agreed. He continued in ac-cented English: "I can think of no other
English man the French of the south will follow."

"Do you want to let the Discoverer down?' Matthew Rad-cliffe added. "'If we lose thisfight, England will
do to Atlantiswhat the Black Earl, damn him, tried to do to New Hastings. Come on, coz! Isn't fighting
those bastards from across the seaiin your blood?

In the last war, the men from across the sea had been dlies, and vitd alies at that. They hadn't sought to
ram taxes down the Atlanteans throats, not then. Afterwards, though. .. Afterwards was another story,
as afterwards so often was.

Up until alittle more than a century before, Avalon had been apirates roost. Did Matthew Radcliffe
carry some of the freebooters blood in hisveins? Victor wouldn't have been sur-prised. His distant
kinsman certainly seemed ready, even eager, to brawl.

"Thiswon't be the Béttle of the Strand, onefight and it'sover," Victor warned. "Thiswill beawar likethe
last one—worse than the last one, unless | miss my guess. England won't want to let us go our ownway."

"No. She wants usto go her way, and sheamsto drag usdong if we don't careto follow on our own,"
|saac Fenner said. "Isthat what you have in mind for Atlantistill the end of time, Rad-cliff? 1sthat why
your forefathersfirst took folk away from the greedy kings and nobles on the other side of the sea?”

There were days when Victor Raddliff wished he sporang from alessillugtrious family. Thiswas one of
those days. People expected things from him because of who hisforefathers were. He could have done
without the compliment, if it was one.

"England isthe greatest kingdom in Europe. England isthe richest empireintheworld,” he sad. "Even if
she runs short of her own soldiers, she can buy poor men from the German princesto do her fighting for
her. We are... what we are. Can we fight her and hope to win?"

"Can we bend the knee to her and look at oursalvesin the glass afterwards?' Matthew Radcliffe
returned. "Y ou are our best hope, coz, but you are not our only hope. We aim to fight with you or
without you."

"Chances with you are better than without you, though,” du Guesclin said.



"They are," Abednego Higgins agreed. "We need agenera we can al respect. If anybody in Atlantisfills
the bill, you're the man.”

I've never been a general . The protest died before Victor let it out. What Atlantean had? Held led a
good-sized force of soldiersin the field, which put him one up on dmost everyone e se who opposed

England.

"Y ou gentlemen are mad," he said: onelast protest. Uncle Bobby stood up from his chair to bow. "We
are, 9r. Weare" he agreed. "But it'sagrand madness. Will you join usinit?'

Victor looked around. Hed been comfortable here ever since coming home from the war against France
and Spain. Hed wanted to live out the rest of his days as a gentleman farmer, not asaman of war. But, if
Atlantis called on him, what could he do but answer the call?

Hesdghed. "Joinyou | will. | notethat it was our idea, not mine. May none of us ever have causeto
regretit.”

"Oh, I expect we will, sooner or |later—jprobably sooner.” Abednego Higgins was aman of melancholy
temperament. Victor wasn't, or not especiadly, but he suspected the same thing.

But then dl five men from the Atlantean Assembly crowded around him, pumping his hand and dapping
his back and telling him what alion, what a hero, he was. If held believed aquarter of what they told him,
he would have been sure he could run every redcoat out of Atlantis by day after tomorrow at the latest.
Fortunately—or, odds were, unfortunately—he knew better.

News from the east came dowly. That was one of the reasons Vic-tor Radcliff had settled where he did.
More often than not, he was happier not knowing. Hislivelihood didn't depend on hearing things before
other people could.

If he was going to take up the sword again, though... "Must you do this?' Margaret asked. She hadn't
wanted him going off to fight the French Atlanteans and their overseas reinforcements, ei-ther, and they
weren't even married then.

"If I don't, someone el se will—and worse," he said. " The set-dements are going to rise up against
England. No, they've dready risen up, and they won't quiet down till they win or till they're too beaten to
fight any more. The redcoats have pulled out of New Hastings."

The redcoats had pulled out of New Hastings more than two weeks before. He'd only just got the news.
That was one of the reasons he needed to travel east. Farming might not depend on the latest news. War
did.

"What difference does it make to you whether King George orders Atlantis about or we make our own
mistakes?" hiswife demanded.

"I don't want anyone across the seatelling me how many pounds | owe on thisfarm,” Victor said. "If
some Englishman can do that, he can teke it away from me, too."

"So can ahonker from New Hastings," Meg retorted. Properly speaking, only people from New
Hastings (and perhaps Bredestown) were honkers. Englishmen were in the habit of using the name
for—or againg—anybody from Atlantis.

"Atleast | have some say in what those people decide,” Victor said. ""London won't pay attention to me.
London never pays at-tention to Atlantis, not unless someone eseistrying to takeit away... or unless
Parliament decides it needs to squeeze money from us."



"Whether London takesit or we do, the money's gone," Mar-garet said.

Victor grunted. "I should like some choice in whereit goes. London will useit to pay fat, swesting
soldiersto tyrannize over us. Whereasif we spend it oursaves, well—"

"Useit to pay fat, sweating soldiersto keep England from tyr-annizing us," hiswife brokein.

He stared at her. Such sarcastic gibes were usualy his prov-ince. He couldn't even tell her she was
wrong, because she was much too likely to beright If Atlantis wasto cast off the mother country's yoke,
it would need to assume the trappings of other nations. He said the most hefelt he could say: "They'll be
our sol-diers, not redcoats or those German barbarians from Brunswick and Hesse and God knows
where."

"Oh, hurrah," Meg said. "Do you think they'll come cheaper on account of that?' He didn't answer,
mostly because he thought no such thing. Understanding as much, Meg gave him aknowing nod. "l see”

"What would you have me do?' Victor asked. "Tdll the gentle-men of the Atlantean Assembly that I've
changed my mind and will not fight for them? They will carry on regardless, the only dif-ference being the
greater likelihood of their defeat and our subjection.”

"I would have you—" Margaret Radcliff broke off, tearsfilling her eyes. "What | would have you do
doesn't matter. The only thing that mattersiswhat Atlantiswould have you do. Atlantiswould have you
carry onftill you catch amusket ball in your teeth, and then proclaim you afdlen hero to rdly morefools
to the cause.”

Again, shewas much too likely to know what she wastaking "j about. As patiently and camly ashe
could, Victor said, "I don't in-tend to get shot, Meg."

"Who does?' sheretorted. "But the graveyardsfill up even so. Died for his country, much too young,
the tombstones say. | want you to live for your country.”

"If you think | want anything ese, you are very much mistaken,” Victor said. "But Atlantisis my country.
Shadll | pretend | have not got one, or that | care not who rules here?"

"No-0-0," Meg said dowly, in away that could mean nothing but yes. Then she Sghed awintry Sgh. "It
may be necessary, Vic-tor, but that makesit no easier for me."

"I'm sorry. By God, | am sorry. | wish England weren't doing any of this. I'd like nothing better than to
live herein peace and bring in my cropsevery fal," Victor said. "But life giveswhat it gives, not what you
like"

He wished he could talk about passing the land down to their children. To say anything aong those lines,
though, would only dredge up pain older and deeper than any about his marching off to war. Losing
children young was hard on men, but harder on the women who bore them.

They both knew how the argument would end. Hewould leave the farm and lead whatever armiesthe
Atlantean Assembly scraped together againgt the ferocious professionals from the mother country. Hed
served with those professionalsin the war against the French Atlanteans and France and Spain. He knew
their virtue, their unflinching courage, their skill. Fighting aong-side such men was aplessure. Fighting
againgt them would be anything but.

He rode out the next morning. Meg saw him off, biting her lip and blinking against more tears. Blaise's
wife seemed no more en-thusiastic about his military venture.



Once out of reach of thefarmhouse, Victor asked, "Did you have fun getting ready to go on your way?'

"Fun?' Blaiserolled hiseyes. "I don't know if | would call it that. Stellawanted meto Stay right wherel
was. Y ou know how women are.”

"l have someidea, anyhow," Victor said. "I'd better, after all these years. But the thing needstrying. |
don't believe anyone can do it better than | can, and you will help me agreat ded. Even with you, | do
not know if it can be done. | do know it would be harder without you."

"I thank you," Blaise said. "l tried to explain thisto Stella. 'He needs someone to take care of him,' | said.
'No one can do that better than | can,' | told her. She did not want to listen to me. Not even when |
talked about freeing the colored folk down in the old French settlements did she want to hear me."

Victor Raddliff grunted uneasily. Freedom from England for the white man was one thing. Freedom from
the white man for the black was something else again. One thing at a time, Victor thought, and rode on.

Chapter 3

Hagtings struck Victor asold. The first English settle-ment in Atlantis had more than three hundred years
of history be-hind it now. Next to London or Paris, Rome or Athens, that was but the blink of an eye.
Next to anywhere el se on thisside of the Atlantic, it seemed as one with the Pyramids and the Sphinx.

The church and some of the buildings nearby dated from the fifteenth century. The church had origindly
been Catholic, of course. How could it have been anything ese, dating asit did from before the
Reformation? Anglicanism and sterner Protestant sects predominated in Atlantis these days, but not to
the extent they did on the other side of the ocean. England had needed many yearsto take afirm grip on
these settlements. Now, wanting to make it firmer yet, she had awar on her hands.

Soldiers encampments dotted the fields outside of town. The men in them wore whatever they would
have worn at home. They carried whatever muskets they happened to own. None but afew veterans of
thefight againgt French Atlantis had the faintest con-ception of military discipline. But they were
there—till the termsfor which they'd enlisted ran out, anyhow.

And they were enthusiagtic. They cheered Victor whenever he flags: some showed honkers, others
fierce red-crested eagles. Red honkers and the eaglesthat preyed on them—and on men—wererare
amodt to extinction in thislong-settled part of Atlantis. They were growing scarcer everywhere, from
what Victor had heard.

That wasthe least of his worries. Turning enthusiagtic militia- * men into real soldierswasabigger one.
Keeping those militiamen fed well enough to fight might have been abigger one yet. And dedling with the
Atlantean Assembly towered over dl of the others.

It was, Victor supposed, as close to anative government as At-lantis had. But it wasn't very close.
Atlanteans had never liked being governed; that was one of the reasons they or their ances-tors cameto
Atlantisin thefirst place. It was one of the reasons they fought England now. And it was one of the
reasons the As-sembly was what it was and wasn't anything more.

It couldn't tax. It could ask the settlements for money to sup-port it and what it did, but couldn't compel
them to giveit any. It decided things by two-thirds mgjority vote. If fewer than two-thirds of the
settlements voted in favor of any measure, it failed. If two-thirds or more did votefor it, it passed—but
gill wasn't bind-ing on the settlements whose delegations voted no. It wasn't quite the Polish liberum
veto—but it wasn't far removed, ether.



With an organization like that, the Atlantean settlements seri-oudy proposed to beet the grestest empire
the world had seen since Roman days. That struck Victor as madness—a glorious madness, maybe, but
madness even .

It struck Blaisethe sameway. ™Y ou know the English, they are going to fight," he said when he and
Victor got settled into their room at an inn not far from the old redwood church.

"Wdll, yes," Victor agreed, splashing water from the basin onto his hands and face. Whiskers rasped
under his chin. He hadn't shaved coming down from hisfarm. Unless he was going to grow a
beard—something only frontiersmen did in Atlantis—he needed to take care of that. He went on, "We
wouldn't have come hereiif they werejust going to sail away.”

"But this Atlantean Assembly... Thismilitia..." Blaisg's Af-rican accent made the words sound faintly
ridiculous. By the way he shook his head, that wasthe least of how he felt about them. "They area joke.
If they had to decide to go to the privy, they would shit themselves hdfway there.”

Victor snorted, not because he thought the Negro was wrong but because he thought Blaise wasright.
"They'rewhat Atlantishas," he said.

"I know," Blaisereplied. "Thisiswhat worries me. Maybe you should go home and not tell the English
you were ever here.”

"Too late for that," Victor Radcliff said. "We are going to fight them. The way things are, we cannot avoid
fighting them. We have a better chanceif | dowhat | canthanif | don't. | had to explain al thisto my
wife before we set out.”

"I know," Blaise said again. "1 had to explain to my wife, too. | know what England has. Now | see what
we have. | think | wasafool." He didn't say he thought Victor was afool; that would have been rude.
Whether he thought it or not was adifferent question,

"No oneiskeeping you here againgt your will. Y ou were adave in French Atlantis. Y ou are no man's
dave now—certainly not mine," Victor said. "If you do not care to be here, you may leave. Y ou may
surrender to the English and tell them everything you know. Chances are they'll make you an officer if you
do."

"Thank you, but no," Blaise replied with dignity. "Atlantisismy land, too, now. | do not want to leaveit.
My roots here are not as old as yours, but they are firm. | want to make this place better if lean.”

Victor Radcliff held out hishand. "In that we are certainly agreed.” Blaise clasped hands with him.

The Atlantean Assembly met in the church, it being the building in New Hastings best suited to containing
their number. On Sun-days, most of the Assemblymen worshiped there. Some few, from New Hastings
and points south, were of the Romish persuasion, and found other ways and places to commune with
God asthey saw fit. And from Croydon in the north came Benjamin Benveniste, the Assembly's one and
only Jew.

Some people said hewasthe richest man in Atlantis. Others, more conservative, called him the richest
man not a Radcliff or Radcliffe. Benveniste would always laugh and deny everything. Victor didn't know
if the Jew was wedthier than some of his own merchant kinsmen. He was sure Benveniste had more
money than he did himself.

"What difference doesit make?" Benveniste replied when an-other Assemblyman asked him just how
richhewas. "The more | have, the more others think they can take from me. Wedth is aburden, nothing



less”

The other Assemblyman was from New Grinstead, a back-woods town with not much wealth and not
much dse. Wigfully, hesad, "I'd be adonkey if it meant | could carry more."

"Chasing money too hard will make an ass of anyone," Benjamin Benveniste said—a shot closeto the
center of the target.

"Well, what doesthat make you?' the other Assemblyman said.
Benvenigte sent him ahooded glance. "A patriot, sr—if you will let me be.”

"We have room for everyone here," Cusgtis Cawthorne said be-fore the man from the backwoods could
reply. "Why, look a me— they have even made room for ascurrilous printer. Next to that, what does it
matter if you're Chrigtian or Jew or Mahometan?'

Painly, severa peoplethought it did matter. None of them felt like antagonizing Cawthorne, though—he
could be asscurrilous! in ora debate as he was when setting type.

"l am ableto carefor mysdlf, Cudtis" Benveniste said.
"l didn't doit for you." Cawthorne sounded surprised. "l did it for Atlantis.”
"Ah." The Jew nodded. "Well, that | have no trouble with."

By easy stages, the debate drifted around toward formaly ap-pointing Victor Radcliff commander of the
Atlantean forcesin arms againgt the British Empire. Nothing the Atlantean Assembly did seemed to move
very fast. When men from al the settlements came together to protest to the mother country, that was
onething. When they aimed to conduct awar againgt that mother country, it was liable to be something
edseagan.

Victor wondered if telling the Assemblymen as much would do any good. He decided it would only put
their backs up. He would have to work with them for—how long? Till the war was over, one way or the
other. If it wasthe other...

"Wehavetowin" Cudtis Cawthorne said. "If we lose, they will hang us pour encourager les autres. Do
| say that correctly, Monsieur

du Guedin?

"If you mean it ironicdly, then yes" replied the man from what had been French Atlantis. "Otherwise, you
would do better to say pour deeourager les autres’

"Getting my neck stretched would certainly discourage me," Cawthorne said, "but | was dluding to the
eminent Voltaire's re-marks about the reason why the English hanged Admira Byng."

Severa Assemblymen smiled and nodded. So did Victor Rad-cliff, who admired Voltaire's trenchant wit.
But astorm cloud passed across Michd du Guesclin's darkly handsome features. " Speak to me not of
that man, if you would be so kind. He be-lieves not in God nor in the holy Catholic Church.”

"Look around you, Monsieur" Cawthorne advised, not un-kindly. "1 will not speak of any man'sbelief in
God save my own, and then only with reluctance, but you will find precious few of Romish opinions here
in New Hastings."

"Oh, I understand that. But you are Protestants from the cra-dle, and so | can partly forgive your views



since you know no bet-ter," du Guesclin said with what was no doubt intended for magnanimity. "This
thing of aVVoltaire, however, knows and, knowing, rgects. For thisheisfar worse. God will have
somewhat to say to him when heis caled to account.”

"He may render unto God the things that are God's," Caw-thorne said. "What we're engaged in doing
hereis ciphering out how not to render unto Caesar the things Caesar thinks are his." He turned and
nodded to Victor. "How do we best go about that. Generd Radcliff?’

How many men had gone from mgjor to general while skip-ping al the ranks in between? Victor couldn't
think of many. But Cawthorne's question would have perplexed a man who'd held every one of those
ranks—Victor was sure of it. "l have no detailed answer for you, sir, not knowing what the enemy will
attempt,” he said. "'In generd, we should do our best to keep him from holding and occupying our leading
towns, and not dlow him to split At-lantis so he can defeat in detall our forcesin the various parts.”

"Asaways, the Devil isin the detail." Cawthorne's eyes twin-kled behind his spectacles, so that he
looked like askeleton pleased with itsalf. Severa Atlantean Assemblymen groaned or flinched at the pun;
those who'd missed it looked puzzled. Still smiling dightly, Cawthorne went on, "And they are now
strongest at Hanover?'

"Yes, and a Croydon,” Victor Raddliff replied. "We must do everything in our power to keep their two
amiesfrom joining forces."

"That seems sensible,” the escaped printer said. "Neverthe-less, we will try not to hold it against you."

Before Victor had to respond to that, Matthew Radcliffe asked him, "How do you view the situation in
the wet?'

"Through aglass, darkly,” Victor told hisdistant cousin. A ripple of laughter ran through the Assembly.

He wondered why; he meant it. "I have visted Avaon and New Marsaille only once— most of my life
has passed on this side of the Green Ridge Moun-tains, as you well know. | understand the importance
of holding al we can there, but | would belying if | said | had any certainty asto ways and means.”

An Assemblyman he didn't know said, "It sounds as though we have too much to do and not enough to
doit with."

It sounded that way to Victor, too. Admitting as much would probably result in the army of the Nationa
Assembly getting anew commander on the ingtant. With ashrug, hereplied, "Sir, I can but promise my
best effort and full dedication to victory. | do not believeit will come swiftly. Anyone who does, in my
view, has charged hisbrier with something stronger than pipeweed." He got another laugh for something
he didn't intend asajoke.

After more questions and more back-and-forth among the il-lustrious Assemblymen—they al thought
they were, anyhow—they finally got around to caling the question. No one voted against putting Victor
in charge of their makeshift army, athough severa Assemblymen abstained. If things went wrong later,
they could say it waan't their fault.

If things went wrong later, chances were what they said wouldn't matter afarthing's worth.

Somewhere close to two thousand men had gathered outside of New Hagtings. Victor's first order of
bus nesswasto give them the rudiments of drill, so they could—uwith luck—perform asan army, not a
mob. Veterans from the war againgt French Atlantis had some notion of marching and countermarching
and deploying from column to line and other such mydteries.



Understanding them well enough to teach them to men who had no notion they existed, though... Inthe
whole encampment, Victor found two men he trusted with the job. One was a deserter from the
redcoats, a barrel-chested sergeant who'd fallen in love with an Atlantean barmaid and changed sides
because of her. Tim Knox had amanner that brooked no argument and avoice that carried hafway to
Hanover.

The other drillmaster wasBlaise.

A few people objected to taking orders from aNegro. Victor had seen that in the last war, too. After
Blaise knocked the stuffing out of a couple of the grumblers, the rest of the men stopped complaining.
Blaisetook it dl in gtride. "In Africa, my clan wouldn't want to do what awhite man said, ether,”" he
remarked.

"Had you ever seen awhite man before you were brought to the coast and sold?" Victor asked him.

"Once. A trader. Hedied of afever inour village," Blaise said. "We took what he had—iron needles and
little shears and the like. The women were so happy!" He smiled a the memory.

"Poor trader wasn't," Victor Radcliff said.

"True." Blaise nodded. "Y ou white men have learned al sorts of tricks we don't know: everything from
those good needles— ours are bone, and not so dender—to books and guns and ships, But you have
not got thetrick of staying healthy in our country.”

Radcliff had heard the same thing from men who dedlt in daves off the African coast. They'd sounded
irked, not—relieved?— the way Blaise did. Victor had another question for Blaise, one that mattered
more than how Africans thought about white men: "Are we ever going to make soldiers out of these
militiamen?"

"Maybe," Blaise said. "Chances are, about the time their en-listments run out.”

"Hal" Victor said, not that Blaise was kidding. Since the war that swallowed French Atlantis, militias had
sadly decayed. There was no one | eft to fight—the Spaniards in the south weren't going to cause trouble,
S0 why worry about drilling? Unless Hanover went to war with New Hastings, peoplein Atlantis could
livein peace, and they did.

And, because they did, most of them didn't know the first thing about soldiering. Even the young men
who took up arms againgt England weren't thrilled about learning, either.

"Do the best you can, that'sdl," Victor said. "If we can keep our armiesin thefield for awhile—and if
we can keep the same people in them—the men will pick up what they have to know."

"If we can't, welose," Blaise said.

Radcliff nodded. "I know. | figured that out, too. Quite afew peoplein the Atlantean Assembly haven't
ye."

"But they are supposed to be the smartest menin Atlantis" Blaise said.

"Sothey are," Victor agreed. "And if that isn't ajudgment on al of us, | don't know what would be. One
morething, too." He waited till the Negro made a questioning noise, then went on, "In ther infinite
wisdom, they're the oneswho chose me for chief general. Makes you wonder, eh?!

Blaise said not aword.



The courier rode into the encampment outside of New Hastings five minutes after Victor Radcliff had sat
down to half afat roasted capon with starberry sauce spooned over it. The green sauce, tart and sweet
at the sametime, came from one of Atlan-tis few native berries, aproduct of the thinly settled southwest.

It went well with chicken, and even better with greasier fowl like duck and goose.

A sentry let the courier into Victor's tent, making him pause with abite halfway to hismouth. "Yes?' he
sad.

"Sir, the English are coming," the courier said, and then, "Could | have abite of that? I'm powerful
hungry.”

Victor liked white mest better than dark. He tore off the drum-stick and handed it to the newcomer. As
thefellow started to eat, Victor demanded,” Where are the English coming?' The courier had interrupted
his supper; he saw no reason not to return the disfavor.

" Wumbumpf," the courier said with his mouth full—that was what it sounded like, anyhow.
"Would you careto try that again?"' Victor asked.

The man swalowed heroicdly. "Weymouth," he managed, and took another bite, this one even bigger
thanthelast

"Ah," Victor said. That did make sense—an unpleasant amount of sense, in fact. Weymouth was a small
coadtal town that lay between New Hastings and Hanover, closer to the latter. Vic-tor would have said
the English were welcome to the place—if ever atown had afine future behind it, Weymouth wasthe
one—if only it didn't have asizable arsenal. He couldn't afford—Adtlantis couldn't afford—to lose the tons
of powder and lead bars stored there.

Asthings were, he wasn't sure how much he could do about it. If the enemy started out closer to
Weymouth and moved firdt... Maybe he should just send as many wagons as he could, and hope to
sdvage at least part of the military supplies.

"When did they march?" he asked. "How fast are they going? Is anyone trying to hold them back?"

"Powerful thirsty, too," the courier said. At Victor's shouted order, he got amug of beer. He drained it
a onelong blissful pull, his Adam'’s apple bobbing up and down as he swallowed.

Then hetold Victor what he knew. Generd Howe wasn't mov-ing south very fast. He didn't think he
needed to, even though loyaists had told him about the armory. He didn't believe the Atlanteans had an
army that could fight his. He dso didn't believe they would even if they could.

Militiamen and enthusiastic volunteers between Hanover and Weymouth were doing their best to make
him think twice. They were shooting at his men from behind fences and from the woods. They were
blocking the roads with barricades of rocks and fallen trees. One enterprising group had dammed a
roads de stream and turned the roadbed to water and mud. No, the redcoats weren't making good time.

Which meant it behooved the Atlanteansto hurry if they wanted to hold Weymouth. Victor set themin
motion the morn-ing after he got the news the English were advancing on the town. He wanted to leave
New Hastings at the crack of dawn. In fact, the army started marching more than two hours later.

The column straggled much more than it should have, too. Men fell out whenever they grew tired or got
sorefeet. At every stream and pond, militiamen splashed water on their faces. When sergeants and
officers screamed at them to keep going, the sol-diersyelled back. Asfar asthey could see, they werein



this be-cause they felt likeit, or for alark. That the war and what came from it might be important didn't
seem to have entered their heads.

They might have advanced ten miles by the time they hated for the evening. A properly trained army
would have gonetwice asfar. Seeing that, Victor was amost ready to despair.

"If they get there before us—" he groaned.

"Then we don't stop them,” Blaise finished for him. The Negro grunted with relief as hetook off his
boots. "I've got sore feet mysdlf. I'm more used to riding than to marching.”

"Good for you!" Victor said, snapping hisfingers. "Y ou've re-minded me of something, anyhow."
"What'sthat?' Blaise examined his hed's and the balls of hisfeet and the bottoms of histoes.

"I can send horsemen ahead of the main body. Maybe they'll keep the redcoats out of Weymouth till the
rest of us get there." Victor scowled blackly. "Or maybe they'll stop at every tavern dong the way, drink
rum, pinch the barmaids, and never get there a all. Christ, maybe they'll ride off toward the Green Ridge
Moun-tains after butterflies! Nobody knowstill | try it—I'm sure the dra-goons don't."

"l dont... think... they'll go chasing butterflies, General." Blaise spoke with exaggerated care, asif
humoring alunatic

Victor Raddliff felt fairly lunatic just then. "Wel, maybe not," he allowed. Though he had no enormous
confidence they would do what he wanted, he summoned the leaders of the mounted in-fantry and gave
them their orders.

"Y ou're sending us off asaforlorn hope, then," said abright young captain named Habakkuk
Biddiscombe.

"Forlorn hope" was what people called the advance parties who tore up the abatisin front of enemy
earthworks. Those par-ties got the name because not many of the men in them usudly lived through the
attempt. Radcliff shook his head. "No, Captain. | want you to delay the redcoats, yes. But | don't want
you to throw away your men'slives or your own doing it."

"Y ou want usto fire and fal back, then," another officer said.
"Yed" Victor nodded gratefully. "That isexactly what | want of you.”

"The only way we can fire and fdl back isto get well north of Weymouth before we meet the enemy,”
Habakkuk Biddiscombe said. "We'd best commence straightaway if we are to have any hope of gaining
S0 much ground.”

"Blessmy soul,”" Victor murmured. Someone grasped the es-sence of the Situation, then. Raddliff made
himsdlf nod. "I couldn't have put it better myself, Habakkuk."

"In that case, let's get moving." Captain Biddiscombe herded the other officers of dragoons out of
Victor'stent. A few minutes later, some loud and profane swearing came from the mounted infantrymen.
A few minutes after that, aided by awaxing gibbous moon, they rode out of the camp, heading north.

"Can they get there soon enough to do any good?' Blaise asked.

"I don't know," Victor answered. "I do know they have a better chance setting out now than they would
if they left tomorrow morning. And | think—I don't know yet, but | think—Captain Biddiscombe will get



everything they haveto give from them, and maybe alittle more besides. An officer like that isworth his
weightingold.”

"And maybe alittle more besdes?' Blaisesvoicewasdy. "Yes, by God!" Victor nodded. "Every oncein
awhile, maybe alot more besides.”

Victor ordered the buglersto wake the army before sunrise, so the men could start marching at first light.
By the groans and oaths that greeted the horn calls, the buglerswon no friends doing it. In an army that
elected most of its officers and underofficers, friend-ship wasimportant. Victor didn't care. Asfar ashe
was concerned, getting to Weymouth was important. Everything else could wait.

Militiamen gnawed hard bread and gulped tea or coffee or beer. The army drove some unhappy beeves
with it, too. The cooks knocked afew of them over the head, just enough to leave every-body
disstisfied with the portion he got.

Victor Raddliff was certainly dissatisfied with his portion. "Thisis some of the most odious beef | ever
had the misfortune to eat," he said.

"Better than no beef at dl," Blaise said, grease running down his chin. "Better than dave rations, too. And
we won't work as hard when wefight as| did out in thefields. Sergeants don't have whips, either.”

"Do you fed thelack?" Victor inquired, not dtogether ironically.

"Only every now and again,” Blaise answered—al so not alto-gether ironically. He took another bite of
beef. He had better teeth than Victor did. Dentistry wasn't quite hell on earth, but it came close. Even
after heroic doses of brandy and opium—or of lauda-num, which combined the two—Ilosing atooth hurt
like blazes.

"Aslong as your men fear you worse than they fear enemy musketry, they'll hold theline," Victor sad.
"That'swhat we need.”

Blaisg'swave took in the Atlantean army's encampment. " Can we fight the redcoats with troopslike
this?' he asked. " Seems to me we had better men when we took on the French settlers. And we had
England to back us up then, too—we didn't go against her."

"The second istrue, of course,” Victor said. "Asfor thefirdt..." He shrugged. "Thisisaraw force. No
onewould say any different. But as soon as the men gain some experience—"

"Their enligment time runs out, and they go home," Blaise brokein.

"That isn't what | was going to say, dammit!" Victor burst out, which madeit no lesstrue. He sighed and
took acareful bite of histough, stringy beef. "Before long, we shall have to improve our system of
recruitment. In the meanwhile, what choice have we but to do the best we can with what the Atlantean
Assembly, initsin-finite wisdom, has seen fit to give us?'

"If welose afew times, how well we fought won't matter." Y es, Blaise was ruthlesdy pragmatic.

Again, Raddliff thought his comment altogether too likely. Still... "Thefirgt few times, | would not be
completely discon-tented with any result that demonstrates we can confront English soldiers on terms
approximating equaity. Our men need to be-lieve that—and so does the enemy.”

"If it betrue" Blasesad.

"Yes If." Victor Radcliff might not have admitted that even to hiswife. Asmuch to raise his own spirits



asfor any other reason, he went on, "The last time around, you will recall, we fought not only French
settlers but also French regulars. We did well enough against 'em, too. | see no reason we can't do the
same againgt King George's redcoats. Am | overlooking anything?”

"Only that, when we fought the French, al these settlementsjoined together againgt them,” the Negro
sad. "How many set-tlers now aim to fight on King Georgel's sde?

Victor grunted uncomfortably. Hed aready talked about loy-dists. He knew too well that thisfight
would split families. It had aready split some. Custis Cawthorne's press and his formidable wit were at
the Atlantean Assembly's disposa. Richard Cawthorne, his eldest son, wasroya governor of Freetown,
south of New Hagtings. Richard was not the man his father was. But he was, by al accounts, capable
and conscientious: agood enough servant for the king.

"Not many settlerswho aim to fight for King George arein camp with ushere,” Victor said, again trying
to buck himsdlf up.

"Nooo," Blaise said, which sounded like agreement but was anything but. He found another unpleasant
question to ask: "But how many of ‘em are hotfooting it off to Generd Howe, to tell him how many men
we've got and how they're accoutered? By the time wefight, helll know everything about us except the
holesin our stockings."

"Well, it'snot asif wewon't know as much about hismen,” Raddliff replied. Patriots came south with
word of Howe's move-ments and of hisregiments. And more than afew redcoats, having cometo
Atlantis, wanted nothing more than to strip off their uni-forms and either join the Assembly'sarmy and
take am at their former comrades or to go off into the wilderness where neither side would trouble them

again.

"How soon before we meet him?' Blaise asked. "Two or three days," Victor said. "Three, | hope: that
will mean our skirmishers are making hismarch amisery. It will aso mean we've passed through
Weymouth and saved what'sin the arsenal. We won't get powder from England any more, either.”

"Not unlesswe take it from the redcoats baggage train after we beat them." Blaise understood how war
worked, dl right.

"l hope we can do that. | expect wewill, some of the time. But we are going to have to make our own,
too. If we need to depend on what we can steal, we're ruined,” Victor said.

From horseback, he urged his men to hurry north. Every so often, a horseman would come down and tell
him where Generd Howe's army was—or rather, where it had been when the horse-man rode off to
report oniit. Victor had to caculate how long it had taken each rider to come from one army to the other.
That told him about where the redcoats were at any moment, and about how fast they were coming.

"Whole countryside'sin ams against 'em,” one scout told him. " They've got to battle their way past every
copse of trees and every stone fence within range of the road to Weymouth."

"Good," Victor said. He scowled at the map he held open be-tween his knees. How much nonsense
would his horse put up with before it tried to buck him off onto his head? If he was doing his sums
correctly, Howe and the Englishmen ought to be about. .. there. He did some more sumsin his head.
Then he blinked in sudden glad surprise. "By God! Weredly may get to Weymouth ahead of them! Who
would have bdieved it?"

"Way they go stedling anything that ain't nailed down, no wonder everybody wantsto take ashot at 'em,”
the Atlantean scout said.



"Well... yes" Victor Raddliff hid as much of asmile as he could. The redcoats thievery wasfar from
unique. The French Atlanteans had robbed just as enthusiagtically in the last war. So had the English
Atlanteans, cometo that. Soldiersin the Atlan-tean Assembly's army—his army—were bound to
plunder, too. Victor dared hope they would mostly stedl from farmers who fa-vored King George.
Sometimes, though, it didn't do to inquiretoo closdly.

Heavy wagons carried hogsheads of gunpowder out of Wey-mouth and down toward New Hastings.
The Atlantean soldiers moved off the road to let those wagons by, where adl the other traffic had had to
move aside for the army's sake. Other wagons brought muskets and |ead away from the redcoats. Victor
was glad to see them. Even if Weymouith fdll, the precious munitions stored there wouldn't fall into English
hands.

His men burgt into cheers when they entered Weymouth. Vic-tor felt like cheering himsef—hed got
there ahead of Generd Howe. He wondered how long it had been since Weymouth heard much in the
way of cheering. The town stank of cod. With Han-over to the north and New Hastings to the south, it
would never get very big or very progperous. A lot of the shops hadn't been painted or spruced up for a
long time. Why bother ? the shopkeep-ers seemed to say.

Some of them came out into the Street to clap asthe Atlan-tean army went by. Barmaids handed out
mugs of beer and kisses. Church bells clanged. Dogs yapped as if possessed.

Not al the locals seemed delighted to see the settlersin arms. One weethered fellow, acigar clamped in
hisjaws, looked more asif he was counting them than applauding them. Would he dip off and tell
General Howe what he knew, as Victor's scouts had been doing for him? The chances seemed good.
Both sdesin thisfight would have plenty of spies.

With the arsend evacuated, Victor could have let Howe have Weymouth. Sooner or later, though, the
Atlanteanswould haveto fight If they let the redcoats march here and there unhindered, they weren't an
army at dl—they were only playing at being one. Victor looked for favorable ground on which to make a
gand.

He found what he wanted about five miles north of the town. A stout stone wall led from the road to the
beach. A grove of appletrees off to the left covered that flank. All he had to do was barri-cade the
roadway and he would block the redcoats path and force them to fight

Axes rang out among the apples. Men and oxen dragged fallen trees to block off the space between the
grove and the tonewall. Victor set up hisfieldpieces where they could rake the oncoming English
soldiers. He wished they didn't burn so much powder at every shot. Y es, hed got that store out of
Weymouth, but even so...

The sun was stting in the direction of the Green Ridge Mountains when he got the position strong
enough to suit him. That was just aswell; scouts said Howe's men were only afew milesaway. The
Atlanteans ate at their posts. They bragged about what they would do to the enemy come morning. And
then, like any innocents, they dept.

Chapter 4

Drums and fifes woke the Atlantean rebel swith the east-ern sky going from gray to pink. The men
staggered out of tents and uncocooned from tight-wound blankets. They yawned and rubbed their eyes
and swore deepily. It was asif they only half remembered—or didn't want to remember—what lay
ahead.



The cooks served bread and meat and coffee. The men might have hit their wivesif they'd got food like
that at home. Here, they ate without complaint. They seemed glad to get any food at dl. Ghawing on a
chunk of half-raw beef between two dabs of badly risen bread, Victor remembered from theway his
belt'd pinched in campaigns gone by that they were right to be glad.

Up ahead, musketry in the distance said farmers and hunters were still harassing the redcoats. They
weren't even militiamen, and had no connection to the Atlantean Assembly or anyone but their neighbors.
If Howe's men caught them, the usages of war said they could hang them. But catchmg frana-ttreurs
wasn't easy. All they had to do was hide their firelocks, and then they were just men ambling down
country tracks. Shoot at redcoats? Theideawould never once cross their minds!

Victor stepped out in front of the abatis to survey the ground once more. The English would have to
charge uphill to come at his men. That would make things harder for them, too. He nod-ded to himsdlf.
He wanted to make things as hard as he could for the enemy, because he knew the redcoats were better
soldiersthan hisown men were,

A fieldpiece boomed. Maybe Howe's troopers had got agood shot at some of their tormentors. Maybe
they just wanted to scare them off. Victor thought they had a pretty good chance of doing it, too. Men
who'd never had cannon aimed at them found it terri-fying. Radcliff had faced field guns before, and he
wasn't enthusi-astic about it, either.

Here came the redcoats. M ounted men rode out ahead of the main column on foot. When theriders
spied the obstruction ahead, they wheeled their mounts and galloped back to report the news.

"Won't belong now, men!" Victor caled to hisown army. "Pretty soon, well give the damned English
what they deservel” The Atlanteansraised a cheer. They didn't know what they were getting into, not
yet. Pretty soon, they'd find out. They would never be the same again, neither the ones who died nor the
oneswho lived.

Watching the redcoats deploy from columniinto line, Victor tried to fight down hisjedousy. Hed put the
Atlanteans through their evolutionsin the fields outsde New Hastings. He knew how raw they were.
Seeing those same evolutions performed by profes-sionals for whom they were second nature rubbed his
noseinit.

Lines perfectly dressed, regimental banners and Union Jacks waving in the breeze off the ocean, the
English troops advanced. Victor |looked nervoudy out into the Atlantic. To hisvast relief, he saw no
warships. Their fire could have enfiladed his line and made him fal back, and he had no answer for them.

Three hundred years earlier, afishing boat with afew swive guns helped in the Battle of the Strand.
Blagting Sir Richard Nev-ille off his horse made sure Atlantis would have no native kings. Nava gunnery
had come along way in those three centuries. And now the artillery was on the king's side.

"Come back, Genera!" someone cdled from behind the aba-tis. ™Y ou don't want to make yoursdlf a
bull's-eyefor them."

Victor's uniform wasn't so resplendent as dl that. He would have felt embarrassed—to say nothing of
weighted down—by al the gold braid and meda s and buttons English generals wore to declare who they
were. But aman standing out in the open in front of his sde's works was bound to be atarget. Victor
picked hisway back through the abatis tangled branches. It wasn't easy; that was why the obstruction
wasthere.

Thinking of the way the opposing genera dressed reminded him of something. " Riflemen—aim &t their
officerd" he shouted. "The more of them wekill, the better off we are.”



Hedidn't have that many riflemen. Most of the ones he did have came from the backwoods, where every
shot had to count. A rifle was accurate at three or four times the range of a smoothbore musket, but was
also dower to reload and quicker to foul its barrdl.

An Atlantean field gun roared. Victor watched the bal kick up dinin front of the English line and bound
forward. It bowled over two redcoats like ninepins. Other soldiers smoothly stepped for-ward to take
their places. More Atlantean gunsfired. Enemy field-piecesreplied. A rending crash said aball smashed
agun carriage. That cannon was out of action for therest of the battle.

Enemy bugles blared. The soldiersin the first two ranks brought their muskets down to the horizontal.
Their bayonets flashed in the sun. Barbarians facing the Roman legions must have known that shock of
fear asthe legionaries spearheads dl glittered as one. It had lost none of itsintimidation over the
cen-turies between Caesar's day and Victor Radcliff’s.

The bugles blared again. Here came the redcoats, at a steady marching pace. The first ranks muskets
probably weren't even loaded. General Howe wanted them to win with the bayonet. If they got in among
the Atlanteans, chances were they would, too. Only afew of Victor's men had the sockets and long
knivesthat turned musketsinto spears. The rest would have to fight back with clubbed guns or with
knives.

A cannon ball tore through the redcoats ranks. Injured men fell or fell out. Others moved up to replace
them. The soldiers

knew getting killed or maimed was dl part of thejob. They didn't get excited about it—unlessit
happened to them.

Atlantean riflemen started firing. A captain or mgor, his epau-lets proclaming hisrank, clutched at his
shoulder and went down. Another officer fell amoment later, and then another. The oneswho remained
kept coming. English officersweren't professionals like the men they led. That didn't mean they lacked
courage, though. On the contrary—a man who showed fear in front of hisfellowswas hardly aman at
al.

"Wait till you can see what they've got on their buttons. Then blow 'em all to hell!" a sergeant shouted to
the musketeers he led. Good advice: their guns weren't accurate much farther out than that

"Now!" someone elseyelled, and ablast of fire ripped into the English soldiers. Redcoats staggered.
Redcoats stumbled. Red-coats screamed. Redcoats fell.

And the redcoats who didn't stagger or sumble or scream or fall came on. Another volley toreinto them,
and another. The third one was noticeably more ragged than the first. By the time it came, the enemy was
amost to thewall and the abatis. The blast of lead proved more than even the bravest or most stoic flesh
and blood could bear. Sullenly, the redcoats drew back out of range, now and then stopping and
stooping to help afalen comrade.

Cheersrose from the Atlanteans. "We whipped 'em, by Jesus!" somebody cried, which set off new
rgoicing.

Knowing the men hisarmy faced, Victor wasn't so sure. And damned if the redcoats didn't re-form their
lines and make ready to come at the Atlanteans again. Their field guns turned on the abatis acrossthe

road. Thefadlen trees might hinder soldiers, but they didn't keep out roundshot. A man hit square by a
cannon bal turned into something only a butcher would recognize. And a man speared by abranch a



cannon ball toreloose wasin no envi-able situation, ether.

A few Atlanteans couldn't stand the cannonading and fled. They were raw troops, men who'd never
come under fire before Most of the new men stood it aswell as any veterans. Victor was proud of them.
He was a so astonished, though he never would have told them so.

On came the Englishmen again. Thistime, they sent fewer troops againgt the stcone wall and more against
the area protected by the abatis. Thistime, too, they stopped and ddlivered two vol-leys of their own
before rushing the Atlantean field works.

Bullets snapped past Victor's head. A wet thud! said aman next to him was hit. The Atlantean clutched
his chest and crumpled to the ground, his musket faling from his hands. Victor snatched up the firelock.
He aimed at aredcoat pushing through the abatis—a man from Howe's forlorn hope. If the gun wasn't
loaded... What do | lose? hethought, and pulled the trigger.

The musket bucked againgt his shoulder. The redcoat went down, grabbing hisleg. Victor had amed a
his chest. With asmoothbore, you were glad for any hit you got. Another man from the forlorn hopefell,
haf hisjaw shot away. But the English sol-diers were making paths their friends could follow.

And follow the redcoats did. Some of them fell. More stepped over corpses and writhing wounded and
set about doing what they knew how to do: massacring amateurs who presumed to stand againgt them.
The Atlanteans were brave. In close-quartersfighting like that, it probably did them more harm than
good. They rushed forward, clutching any wesgpons they had—and the redcoats emotionlessy spitted
them with their bayonets. The Englishmen had the edge in reach, and they had the edgein train-ing, and
they used both without mercy.

Victor might have fed hiswhole force into the fight, as aman fed meet into asausage grinder. The
Atlanteans would be gone... and they would have gone down. He saw as much, alittle more dowly than
hemight have. "Back!" heydled. "Fal back!"

The Atlanteans obeyed him with more aacrity than they'd ever shown marching north from New
Hastings. They'd had enough—they'd had too much—of the horrible redcoats. Watch-ing them break
away from the English troops, Victor tasted gall. He wondered if the rebellion would smash to bits at the
fird tedt.

"Form ranks" he shouted, hoping they would. "Give them avolley! he added, praying they would.
""Show them you're not whipped!" he said, fearing they were.

And damned if the Atlanteans didn't obey him again. The ranks weren't neat enough to delight an English
drillmaster's heart. The volley was on the ragged side, too. But it was enough to knock the redcoats back
on their heds. They'd come after the settlers, aiming to break them al at once—and they'd got anasty
surprise "Withdraw fifty yards and give them another one," Victor commanded. Themen heled did ashe
told them to. Thisvolley wasfuller, thicker, than the one before. More English soldiers went down.

Now the redcoats, seeing that they couldn't force a decision with the bayonet aone, began loading their
muskets again, too. They rebuilt their own battle line with marvel ous haste—and much bad language from
their sergeants. And they traded severa volleyswith the Atlanteans, both sides banging away at each
other from lessthan a hundred yards. That was warfare asit was prac-ticed on the battlefields of Europe:
organized mutual daughter.

More bullets cracked past Victor Radcliff than he could keep track of. None of them bit. He had no idea
why not: either God loved him or he was luckier than he deserved. Hed begun to think he was luckier
than he deserved in the men heled, too. They stood up under that pounding as well as the redcoats. Oh,



afew men dipped off toward the rear, but only afew.

Victor told off severa companies of New Hastings troops to serve as hisrear guard. No settlement, not
even Croydon in the north, despised roya authority more than New Hastings. Hav-ing disposed of one
would-be king on their own soil, New Has-tings men had little use for anyone else who tried to tell them
what to do.

They held off the redcoats and et the rest of the army fall back toward Weymouth. Then they too broke
free. Genera Howe showed little gppetite for the pursuit: lessthan Victor would have in his place Maybe
that said something about him. Maybe it said something about what the Atlanteans had doneto hisarmy,
even in defedt.

Victor Radcliff looked around for Blaise. He found the Negro with a bloody rag wrapped around the
stump of hisleft middle finger. " Stupid thing," he said. "Hurtslike amad bastard, too." He looked more
angry than stunned, as wounded men sometimes seemed.

"Get some poppy juice from the surgeons,” Victor told him.
"It will dull the pain alittle, anyhow."
"Plenty need it morethan | do," Blaise said.

"Plenty need it less, too. Go on. That'san order,” Victor said. What point to being agenerd if you
couldn' tell a sergeant what to do?

Blaisg's"Yes, Sr" was as mutinous an acceptance as Victor had ever heard. But it was an acceptance.
He'd take what he could get. He hadn't beaten the English, but he'd given them a better fight than they
must have dreamt of in their wildest nightmares. Held take what he could get there, too. The retreat went
on. He had no choice about taking that.

The Atlanteans fortified Weymouth. If General Howe wanted to bresk into the seaside town with men
shooting at him from be-hind barricades and out of windows and ducking back around corners, hewas
welcometo try. So Victor thought, anyhow.

His men aso seemed ready for another crack at the English. "Hell, yes! Let 'em come," one of them said.
"WEell give 'em abloody nose and whip 'em back to their mamas.”

General Howe, unfortunately, didn't seem inclined to play Victor's game. His warships, perhaps dowed
by contrary winds, arrived two days later. They lay offshore and bombarded the town. The Atlanteans
field gunsfired back, but that was more to make the men fedl better than for any other reason. Three-and
six-pounders couldn't reach the men-of-war and might not have been able to pierce their thick oak
timberseven if they had.

When abdl from atwenty-four-pounder hit ahouse or an inn, on the other hand, the building was likely
tofal down. And when aball from atwenty-four-pounder hit aman, or severa men... what happened
after that wasn't pretty. The gravediggers got more work than the surgeons did.

The shipswere il there the next morning. As soon as the sun climbed up out of the Atlantic, they started
cannonading Weymouth again. They fired dowly and deliberately, one round-shot every few minutes,
Again, the Atlanteans returned fire, but with no great hope of success. They fearfully awaited each
incom-ing cannon bal.

Flash and smoke camefirst. After them—but well after, prov-ing sound traveled dower than light—came
the boom from the gun. Victor had the displeasure of watching each roundshot arc through the summery



ar toward Weymouth. Then another crash would announce more destruction.

The dow, steady bombardment had a horrid fascination to it. Victor dmost forgot to bresthe as he
waited and tensed himsdlf before each new explosion. He hoped each round would fal harm-lesdy, yet
feared each one would not. Surgeons and dentists worked as fast as they could, to get the agony over
within ahurry. The Roya Navy here operated in just the opposite way. Their officers wanted the
Atlanteansto suffer for along time.

Victor Raddliff figured that out right away. The Royad Navy of-ficers also wanted something e se: they
wanted to use the deliber-ate cannonading to blind the Atlantean rebelsto everything else that was going
on. They got what they wanted, too. Along with ev-eryone esein Weymouith, Victor spent the day
garing fearfully out to sea, bracing himself for the next thunder from agun.

"Sir? General Raddliff, Sr?' By the exaggerated patience in the man's voice, hed been trying to draw
Victor's notice for somelittlewhile.

"Huh?' Victor said. In lessthan aminute now, one of the guns on the fleet out there would speak. What
€lse mattered next to that?

Hefound out. "Sir, we've had a deserter comein. Y ou'd better hear what he's got to say about General
Howesamy."

"Generd... Howesarmy?' Victor said dowly. He redlized that, confident in the worksin and around
Weymouth, he'd almost forgotten about the redcoats. And he belatedly realized that wasn't the smartest
thing he could have done.

He blinked, then blinked again, like someone coming out from under the spell of that French charlatan,
Mesmer. Flash! Boom! A roundshot bigger than his clenched fist flying through theair, swelling,
sweling... Crash! The Royal Navy did its best to keep him bemused.

But hedd been digtracted. Pulling him back under the spell wasn't so easy. "All right. Bring thisfellow to
me"”

Held seen alot of English soldierslike thisone. The two chev-rons on the fellow's |eft deeve proclaimed
him a corporal. He was short and skinny and pockmarked. He had two missing front teeth. His pale eyes
wouldn't light on Victor. He looked like a man who would cheerfully murder for the price of apot of ae.
He aso looked like aman who would keep coming forward no matter what any opponent tried to do to
hisbattleline.

"WdI?" Victor sad.

"Wadll, it'slikethis, your Honor," the corpora said in aclotted London accent. "Generd 'Owe, '€'s
moving inland, around your bloody flank. 'E aimsto get between you and New 'Agtings, ‘e does.”

"Sweet suffering Jesud™ Victor said. That would put him—and the Atlantean Assembly—in avery nasty
gpot... if it wastrue. He eyed the deserter. "And you camein to tell methisbecause... 7'

Hash! Boom! Flying roundshot. Crash! The redcoat hardly seemed to notice, let done get excited.
"Why, your Honor? I'll bloody well tell you why." He brushed his chevronswith ascarred hand. "On
account of over thereI'll be an old man by thetime | make sergeant, if | ever do. | took the king's shilling
to keep from starving. Well, I've done that, any road. But if | want to make sum-mat of mysdif, if | want
to be alieutenant, say"—like alot of Eng-lishmen, he pronounced it leftenant—"1've got a better chance
‘erethan | ever wouldvethere. And sol lit out, | did.”



Lotsof Englishmen came to Atlantis because they thought they could do better here than in the cramped,
tradition-filled mother country. This corpora wasn't the first deserter from Howe's army: nowhere near.
But none of the others had brought such important news. "What's your name?' Victor asked him. "Pipes,
your Honor," he answered. "Danidl Pipes.”

"All right, Pipes. I'm going to send out ridersto check what you've said." Victor feared he knew what
they would find. The de-serter's news had adreadful fed of probability toit. He went on, "If they show
you'retdling the truth, you're Sergeant Daniel Pipes on the spot. How high you climb after that isup to
you."

The redcoat stiffened to rigor mortis-like attention. His salute might have been turned on alathe. A
couple of watching Atlan-tean soldiers sniggered. That kind of stern discipline was what they were
righting againg. But Victor knew it had its meritsin winning wars.

"Much obliged, your Honor!" Pipes said. Hash! Boom! Victor watched the cannon bal comein. Crash!
"| think we're the ones obliged to you," he said. How big amarch had Genera Howe stolen? How much
bigger would it have been if not for Danid Pipes?

Radcliff sent out theriders. Hed let the ships distract him, but he wouldn't make that mistake any more,
What other mistakes he might make... hewould discover only by making them.

A new guestion rosein hismind. How often could he count on help from English deserters? That brought
up another new question. How often would Atlantean deserters help the enemy? He knew he'd aready
lost some men to desertion. He hadn't thought till now about how much it might mean.

Hash. Boom! Pause. Crash! Screamsfollowed this shot—it must have come down on abuilding with
peopleinsde. Victor swore. No wonder the Roya Navy had been able to mesmerize him for awhile.

The next roundshot missed him by only about twenty feet. "Nasty thing" Pipes observed. He hadn't
flinched asthe big iron ball bounded by. Neither had Raddliff. It wasn't the same as a bul-let snapping
past. Victor didn't know why it wasn't, but he was sure of the fact.

A couple of hourswent by. The bombardment went on. He thanked heaven the cannonading hadn't
garted afirein Wey-mouth. That was nothing but luck, as he knew too well. Fire was any town's biggest
nightmare. Onceit took hold, it was next to impossible to quell.

Hoofbeets clopped on dirt as a horseman trotted in. "Well?' Victor called.

"They'removing, dl right,” the scout answered. "Heading around our left flank. But | think you can il
pull out dl right.”

"That'swhat she said," Victor remarked, and the horseman laughed.

His men weren't sorry to leave Weymouth. Who in hisright mind would have been? He marched away
from the little seaside town as quietly as he could. Thelonger the Roya Navy took to re-alize hewas
gone, the better. Boom!.... Crush! (He couldn't see the flash or theflight of the ball any more. The sound,
though, the sound pursued.)

"Can those ships do thisat New Hastings, too?' Blaise asked.
"We do havefortsthere, but | don't know if they would stop them,” Victor answered.

"Mm-kmtn," the Negro said, afraught noiseif ever there was one. "How are we ever going to win the
war, then?'



That was a better question than Victor Radcliff wished it were. "Most of Atlantisis out of the range of the
Roya Navy'sguns" he said. That wastrue. He wasless sure how helpful it was. If the At-lantean
Assembly'sarmy couldn't safely stay by the coast, the enemy gained an important advantage.

Atlantis had ships of itsown, as befit aland that made much of itsliving from fishing and whaing and
daving and trading with the mother country (and, when the mother country wasn't |ook-ing, trading with
other people, too). Some of them went armed. Piracy wasn't what it had been in the wild days of Avaon,
more than a hundred years before, but it wasn't dead, either. How many carried enough gunsto facea
Roya Navy frigate? Any? Victor knew too well none could face afirst-rate ship of theline.

"If Howe comes at us and the ships come at us, can we hold New Hastings?' Blaise perssted.

"We cantry," Victor said. That didn't sound strong enough even to him, so he added, "We haveto try,”
Blaise nodded and didn't say anything more. It wasless of ardief than Victor had thought it would be.

General Howe's skirmishers pushed toward the coast. The Atlan-tean army's skirmishers pushed them
back and took afew prison-ers. They hauled one of them in front of Victor Radcliff. The redcoat acted
more aggrieved that he'd been caught.

"What are you buggers doing marching along down here?' he said. "They told usyou were till back in
bloody Weymouth."

"Widl, you've learned something, then, haven't you?' Victor answvered.
The prisoner scowled a him. "What's that?*

"Not to believe everything you hear," Victor said blandly. What the redcoat said then wasn't fit for polite
company. The Atlante-ans gathered around him laughed. He seemed even less happy about that. The
Atlanteans thought he got funnier as he got louder.

Genera Howe began pressing harder on the Atlantean army'sflank. That was a problem Victor could
dedl with, though. A small rear guard sufficed to dow down the redcoats and let the rest of his men get
ahead of them on the road down to New Hastings.

He wondered what would happen when he got there. By now, the Atlantean Assembly would know he
hadn't held Weymouth. Would they take his command away from him? He shrugged. If they did, they
did, that wasall.

The next interesting question would be whether he could hold New Hastings. It certainly had better
works than Weymouth did. But, like Weymourth, it was a seaside town. If the Royal Navy wanted to lie
offshore and bombard it, Victor didn't know how he could respond.

He shook hishead. That wasn't true. He knew how: he couldn't. He didn't like that, but he knew it.

Andif helost New Hastings, the echo of itsfal would rever-berate throughout Atlantis. If New Hastings
came under the redcoats boots. .. Would the rest of the land think the fight was still worth making?
Victor redly had no idea about that.

Nor did he want to find out. The best way to keep from find-ing out would be to hold New Hastings. He
hoped he could.

Another rider camein from the west. "They're starting to turn in on usfor true, Sir," he reported.

"They would," Victor said, and then, "Did you see any fence or sonewall that runs more or less north



and south? Something we could fight behind, | mean?”

"Plenty of 'em," the man answered. "These New Hagtings folk, they're as bad as the people up by
Croydon for walling them-selves away from their neighbors.” By the way he talked, he camefrom
somewhere close to Freetown, well to the south of New Hastings. He could sneer at New Hastings folk
as much as hewanted, but his own settlement held afar higher proportion of men loyd to King George.

He wasn't, though—and he'd given Victor Radcliff the answer the Atlantean commander wanted to hear.
"Good," Victor said. "If they want to charge us across open country, they're welcome to pay the
butcher'shill."

They'd done that north of Weymouth, and come away with avictory anyhow. Victor hoped Genera
Howe didn't care for what he'd paid to get hisvictory. He shouted orders, swinging the At-lantean army
out of itsretreat and off to the west to face the red-coats again.

He a so sent more horsemen out ahead of hisinfantry. He wanted them to lead the English army straight
toward his. That way, he wouldn't—he hoped he wouldn't—get taken in the flank.

Once held st things in motion, he turned back to the courier who'd brought word of Howe's swing.
"Take usto one of these fences.”

"Glad to doit, General." The man brushed the brim of histri-corn with aforefinger—probably as closeto
asduteasVictor would get from him.

Thefirgt fence to which he led the Atlanteans wasn't long enough to let al of them deploy behind it.
Victor didn't want them out in the open trading volleys with the redcoats. The English were better trained
than the settlers. They could shoot faster, and could also take more damage without breaking. And, if it
came down to a charge and hand-to-hand fighting, al the redcoats had bayonets.

And so they went alittle farther northwest, and found astone wall that seemed perfect. It was more than
amilelong, and amost chest high. If the musketeers steadied their firelocks on top of it asthey shot, they
were likely to do better than smoothbores com-monly could, too.

Sheep grazed in abroad meadow on the far sde of the fence They looked up in mild surprise asthe
Atlanteanstook their places. They didn't know enough to run. If Generd Howe de-clined this
engagement, Victor Raddliff suspected agood many of his men would enjoy amutton supper tonight.

But Howe did not decline. Victor saw therising cloud of dust that marked the redcoats approach. He
listened to occasiond pistol shots: those would come from the two sides horsemen skirmishing with one
another. Some of the Atlantean mounted soldiers wore green coats. Others were in homespun, and had
only weapons and determination to mark them asfighting men.

They took refuge at either side of the Atlantean position. The English horsemen, by contrast, recoiled
when they saw the enemy in armsin front of them. They didn't push the attack—nor would Victor havein
their place. Instead, they rode back to give their commander the news that the rebels were waiting for
them.

Howe'sinfantry came out onto the meadow not quite half an hour later. Victor peered at them through a
brass spyglass. A golden reflection caught hiseye. He had to smile. There stood an English
officer—Generd Howe himself2—staring back through atelescope amost identica to hisown.

Victor didn't much like what he saw. He hoped the enemy genera was even less happy with what his
pyglass showed him.



Field guns unlimbered and deployed to ether flank of the redcoats. English artillerymen opened fire.
Maybe they hoped the cannonading would terrify their raw opponents. A couple of bals dammed againgt
the stonewall but didn't break through Then one took off the head of atal soldier who was|ooking out
at the martial spectaclein front of him. His corpse stood upright, fountaining blood, for severa seconds
beforeit findly fell.

Even Victor thought that might be plenty to frighten hismen. But it didn't seem to. "Did you see Seth
there?' one of them exclaimed.

"Didn't know he had so much blood in him," another replied.

"Surewent out in yle, didn't he?" thefirst man said, nothing but admiration in hisvoice. In spite of
himsdlf, Victor Raddiff smiled. The Atlanteans were turning into veteransin ahurry.

Generd Howe's men were aready veterans. Without fuss or wasted motion, they swung from column to
line of battle, staying out of range of both muskets and rifles asthey took their places. Victor ordered his
handful of fild gunsinto action. They knocked over afew redcoats. The rest kept on with their
evolutions asif nothing had happened.

Drums and fifes moved the Englishmen forward. The field guns cut swathsin their advancing ranks. They
closed up and kept coming. Victor wondered if they would charge with the bayonet again. He hoped so.
He didn't think they would be able to stand the gaff if they tried.

But Howe proved ableto learn from experience. Having suf-fered from one charge, he had the redcoats
halt about eighty yards from the fence that sheltered the Atlanteans. Thefirst rank went to one knee. The
second stooped to fire over their shoulders. The third stood straight.

"Fre!" Victor ydled, and the Atlantean volley went in before the English soldiers could start shooting.
Redcoats crumpled. Redcoats writhed.

And redcoats opened fire. Musket balls smacked the stone fence And they smacked soft flesh.
Atlanteans screamed. Atlante-ansredled back, clutching at themselves.

The firgt three ranks of redcoats retired and began to reload. The next three stepped forward. Thefirst of
them went to one knee. The second stooped. Thethird stood straight. They al fired together. Then they
retired and a so began to reload. Three more ranks of English soldiers delivered another volley. By that
time, thefirg three ranks were ready to fire again. They did. Then the regulars charged.

They'd taken casudties al through their volleys—the Atlante-ans had blazed away at them, too. And
Victor's men—those of them till on their feet—delivered a couple of more ragged volleys asthe

redcoats rushed at them. A few fieldpieces fired canister into the English soldiers. The sprays of lead balls
tore holesin the redcoats ranks. They came on regardless.

At thewadll, they stabbed with their bayonets, driving the At-lanteans back. Then the Englishmen started
scrambling up and over. More of them got shot doing that. Once they dropped down on the east Side,
they lashed out with those bayoneted muskets. Again, at close quarters Victor Radcliff’ s men had no
good answer for them. Guts spilled out onto the trampled, bloodstained grass.

"Back!" Victor shouted. "Back! Form lines! Givethem avolley!"

Hewondered if the farmers and cobblers and millers and ropemakers and horse dealers would listen to
him. They'd faced the redcoats twice now, and been forced from strong positions both times. Why
wouldn't they want to break and run after that?



They didn't. Not so neatly astheir foeswould have doneit, they drew back fifty yards, formed up, and
gave Howe's men avol-ley. Firerippled up and down their ranks. Any English sergeant worth his stripes
would have screamed at them for such ragged shooting. Some of the Atlantean sergeants did scream at
them.

Victor was just glad they'd fired at dl. "Give them one more!™" he yelled. "One more, and then fall back
agan!"

Thisvolley was even more ragged than the one before had been. The Atlanteansremained in order,
though: aforcein being. They'd hurt the redcoats, too. Victor could see alot of dead and wounded
English soldiers on both sides of thewall. He could also see alot of dead and wounded Atlanteans.

The army that held the field was the one that won the battle.

So it had been in ancient days, and o it was till. Generd Howe's army would hold thisfield, asit had
held the one north of Weymouth—as it now held Weymouth itself. "

"They aren't so tough,” somebody not far from Victor said the settlers withdrew "Give us big old knives
on the end of our firdlocks and welll make em sorry—just seeif we don't”

"Damn right Lemue," the fellow next to him replied They both nodded, asif to say, Well, that's settled.
Victor had lost two bat ties and one town. All of asudden, he didn't fed nearly so bad.

Chapter 5

New Hastings again. Victor Radcliff had hoped he wouldn't see it so soon. Hed hoped hewouldn't seeit
at al. Hed dreamt of driving the redcoats before him asif he embodied the Horsemen of the
Apocaypse. Why not drive them back to Hanover? Why not drive them out of Hanover? Out of Atlantis
atogether?

Will, now he knew why not. Genera Howe's soldiers were better trained than his. The Roya Navy had
cost him more trou-ble than he'd expected, too.

And s0... New Hastings again.

He went to the ancient redwood church to report histwo fail-uresto the Atlantean Assembly. Those
worthy patriots would a-ready know held lost two battles. If anything outran the wind, it was rumor.

But the forms had to be observed. The Assemblymen were his superiors—the only superiors he had.
They were as much of agovernment as the rebellious settlements had. Here and there, English governors
persisted. Nobody said much about that to Custis Cawthorne.

Salidly, Victor told the Assembly what had happened. "We did succeed in removing the munitions from
Weymouth before English forces reached the town,” he said.

"Did you succeed in removing Weymouth itsaf?' an Assem-blyman asked. Hisname, if Victor
remembered rightly, was Hiram

Smith. He came from New Marsgille, in the far southwest.
"Unfortunately, no," Victor answered.

Smith went on asif he hadn't spoken: "1 think you did, Sir. Y ou removed it from free Atlantis and returned
it to King George."



A low ripple of laughter ran through the church. A split sec-ond later, it came echoing back from the high,
vaulted celling

"Mr. Smith, you may have your sport with meif it pleaseyou," Victor answered, not showing therage
that griped hisbelly. "Wedid, | believe, what we could do with what we had. The men showed
themsdves to be uncommonly brave. They fought hard and spiritedly, holding their ground well against
professond sol-diers and retaining their morale even when fortune failed to smile on them. True, they did
not triumph, but even in defegt they cost the enemy dear, and they remain both willing and able to fight
again when called upon to do so. Any deficienciesin their con-duct must accrue to me, not to them.”

Custis Cawthorne rose and straightened. He made some-thing of a production of it, as he made
something of a produc-tion of most things. Looking out over the tops of his spectacles a the gentlemen
of the Atlantean Assembly, he said, "My friends, | should like to propose aresolution concerning General
Raddiff."

"Say on, Mr. Cawthorne," said redheaded | saac Fenner, who held the gavel. ™Y ou will anyhow."

"Your servant, Sir,” Cawthorne dipped his head in Fenner's di-rection. "Be it resolved, then, that we
imitate the Roman Senate. After the Battle of Cannae, the worst defeat Rome ever knew, the Conscript
Fathers voted their officia thanksto the surviving con-sul, Caius Terrentius Varro, because he had not
despaired of the Roman Republic Let us confer the same honor upon General Radcliff for the same
reason."

"It isso moved,” Fenner said. "Do | hear asecond?' He heard severd. Cawthorne's motion swiftly
passed. Fenner nodded to Victor Radcliff. "Y ou see? We do not despair of you, and may you never
have cause to despair of us."

"Thank you. And thank you all." Victor was more moved than hed imagined he would be. "Let medso
say | hope and pray we suffer no defeat worse than these two, for they truly were close, hard-fought
druggles”

"We have shown King George and his ministersthat we can confront their minionsinarms,”" Cusgtis
Cawthorne said.

"We have not shown that we can beat them," Hiram Smith put in.

"That may not prove necessary,” Cawthorne said. "Aslong aswe stay in thefidd, aslong aswefight, as
long as we annoy, we drain England's treasury and make her people despair of victory. Sooner or
later—God grant it be sooner—they will tire of trying to force usto an dlegiance we detest. There are
more ways to win awar than by gaining glory on the battlefield.”

"None surer,” Smith said. "None quicker."
| saac Fenner nodded to Victor. "What are your viewsin thisregard, Generd ?

"Winninginthefiddisvictory," Raddliff replied. "Not losng inthefidd... may eventudly bevictory,
depending on our con-tinued resolve and England's eventud impatience. | prefer to win. If forthright
victory eludesme, | will dowhat | canto maintain thefight.”

"That seemsreasonable,” Fenner said judicioudy. "Try it anyway," Custis Cawthorne added. "Asaways,
Mr. Cawthorne, your sentiments do you credit,” Fenner said.

"Creditisal very wdl, but cash is better,” the printer replied. "Aswe are discovering to our dismay.”



|saac Fenner's large ears twitched. Cawthorne had struck anerve, The Atlantean Assembly had no sure
power to tax. It could ask the parliaments of the severa settlementsfor cash, but they were under no
obligation to giveit any. If they didn't—which hap-pened much too often—the Assembly paid with
promissory notes, not gold or silver. Thewar was gtill young, but merchants aready traded those notes at
adiscount.

"Have you gentlemen any further need of me?' Victor asked. "1 thank you for the great honor you have
conferred upon me, but | believe it would be best if | returned to my troops and saw to the defenses of
thiscity."

"I think we've finished with you." Custis Cawthorne looked around the Assembly. Seeing no dissent, he
went on, "And | am glad today's resolution pleases you. It is, after al, worth itsweight in gold.”

Thefull force of that didn't strike Victor till held left the old church. Then, belatedly, it hit him like aball
from aforty-two-pounder. He staggered in the street and dmost bumped into awoman in alacy bonnet.
She sent him areproachful glare as she sidestepped.

"Y our pardon, maam," Victor said. Thewoman only sniffed and hurried away. Victor shook his heed,
gtill chuckling under his breeth. "That old reprobate! He ought to be ashamed—except he has no shame
adl"

Blaise looked at his hands. They hadn't been soft before. Even o, they were blistered and bloody now.
"I dug in front of Nouveau Redon," he said. " Since then, | forgot how much of soldiering ispick and
shovel work." Missing onefinger couldn't have made things any easier. He rubbed grease on his abused
pams. By hisexpresson, it didn't help much.

A privilege of being agenerd was not having to imitate amole. Victor Radcliff clucked when that figure
of gpeech crossed hismind. England had moles. So did the mainland of Europe, and so did Terranova.
Atlantis had none, nor any other native viviparous quadrupeds but for bats. In their place, burrowing
skinks went after worms and underground insects here.

His ancestors had left England more than three centuries be-fore. Habits of speech from the mother
country still perssted, though. He wondered why.

"Sometimes the spadeis as useful asthe musket," he said, try-ing to clear his mind of moles.

"Sometimes being on the wrong end of the one hurts dmaost as much as with the other," Blaise replied
tartly.

He might have been right about that. Whether he was or not, fieldworks would hel p the Atlanteans hold
General Howe'sarmy away from New Hastings. Victor worried less about the Roya Navy here than he
had up at Weymouth. Unlike the smaller town, New Hastings already had seaside worksto chalenge
warships. They'd been built to hold off the French, but no law said they couldn't fire at men-of-war flying
the Union Jack.

Afterwards, Radcliff remembered held had that thought only afew minutes before the distant thunder of
cannon fire from the coast made him jump. "Big goddamn guns,” Blaise remarked.

"Aren't they just?' Victor said, and ran for his horse. The beast stood not far away. He untied it, sprang
up onto its back, and rode for the shore asfast asit would carry him.

Sure asthe devil, English frigates and men-of-war tried con-clusions with the coast-defense batteries. If
they could smash the forts and silence the guns, they would be able to bombard New Hastings &t their



leisure. The men-of-war carried bigger guns than any the forts mounted.

But the star-shaped forts had walls not of oak but of bricks backed by thick earth. Their long
twelve-pounders could shoot as far as any warship's guns. And they could fire red-hot shot, which was
too dangerous to use aboard ship. If ared-hot ball lodged in aman-of-war's planking...

Somewhereright around here, al those years ago, Edward Radcliffe and hisfirst party of English settlers
had landed. They'd killed honkers and fought againgt red-crested eagles. Now, reck-oning themsalves
Englishmen no more, their descendants fought againgt redcoats and Roya Navy dike.

Crash! A big cannon ball from one of the English ships smashed bricksin afort's outer wall. But the earth
behind the bricks kept the ball from breaking through.

Cannon insde thefort bellowed defiance. Gray smoke belched from their muzzles. They might well be
using the powder saved from Weymouth. At least one ball struck home. Victor could hear iron crashing
through oak across close to haf amile of water. He hoped it was a red-hot roundshot, and that the
English warship would catch fire and burn to the waterline.

None of the Roya Navy vessas out there did. He might have known they wouldn't. That would have
been too easy. They went right on exchanging murder with the seaside forts.

And one of them noticed the lone man on the strand. Maybe a seagoing officer turned a spyglasson
Victor and noticed he was dressed like an officer. Any which way, two or three cannon balswhizzed
past him and kicked up fountains of sand unplesasantly close to where he stood.

He wasn't ashamed to withdraw. One man armed with sword and pistol was impotent against a Royal
Navy flatilla

Or was he? One man with sword and pistol was, certainly. One man armed with aworking brain? Victor
smiled to himsdlf. He could dmost hear Custis Cawthorne asking the question in just those terms.

More than ahundred years before, the pirates of Avalon had discommoded afleet of Atlantean, English,
and Dutch men-of-war with fireships. A few fishing boatswere tied up at the piersthat jutted out into the
sea. Thewind lay against them, though. Whatever Victor came up with, that wouldn't work.

Despite the cannonading, Atlantis flag il flew defiantly over the forts: the Union Jack, differenced with a
red-crested eagle dis-played in the canton. From adistance, it hardly looked different from the flag the
enemy flew. We need a better banner, Victor thought, one that says right away who we are.

He suddenly started to smile again. "By God!" he said. Better banners camein al sorts—or they might.

Victor shouted for runners and sent the young men to the forts. Before long, anew flag went up over
them, aswell as over the city asawhole. No doubt the officers of the flotilla could make out what that
flag meant: it warned that yellow fever wasloosein New Hastings.

That flag told a great, thumping lie. The ydlow jack hardly ever camethisfar north. It broke out in
Freetown now and again, and more often down in what had been French Atlantis. But, while Atlanteans
knew that, Englishmen might well not. The warning of flags wouldn't keep the Royd Navy from
bombarding theforts. It might prevent alanding by Roya Marines.

And it might make Generd Howe think twice about assailing New Hastings. No generd in hisright mind
would want to expose histroopsto yellow fever. Howe would think the Atlantean rebel s were welcome
to atown stricken by the disease. He might even think it God's judgment upon them. Whatever he
thought, he would think staying away was agood idea.



That much Victor foresaw. He didn't tell the men of the At-lantean Assembly that theflagslied.
Sometimesthe less you told people, the better—or more secret. Some of them rapidly discovered
pressing businesswell away from New Hastings. They preferred risking capture by General Howeto the
yelow jack.

| saac Fenner came up to Victor and said, "I had not heard this plague was among us.”
"Nether had |." Victor didn't careto usethelie direct, evenif thelieindirect troubled him not at all.

The current speaker of the Atlantean Assembly raised agin-gery eyebrow. "l... see. Sothewind gtsin
that quarter, doesit?"

"It does," Radcliff replied. "And I will add, Sir, that your discre-tion in thisregard may keep it from
swinging to some other, less sdlubrious, one."

"Sdubrious, isit?" Fenner's eyebrow didn't go down. "Y ou've been listening to Cugtis again.”

"Better entertainment there than in mogt of thetaverns,” Vic-tor said, "and less chance of coming away
with achancre or any-thing e se you don't want. You may tell him, ar. | rely on hisdiscretion.”

"Then you must believe dl isfor the best in the best of al possible worlds," Fenner said.

"l do believe that, candidly,” Victor said, and the speaker winced. Victor went on, "Whether the same
may be said for the world in which we find ourselves may be a different question.”

"Soit may," Isaac Fenner agreed. " Cawthorne's experience, as he will tell you at any excuse or none, is
that three may keep a secret—if two of them are dead.”

"| should hate to impaose such terms on the illustrious mem-bers of the Atlantean Assembly, however
tempting that might be," Victor said. Fenner grunted laughter. Victor added, "Do tdll him. | don't want
him haring out of town and risking hisfreedom for nothing."

"| shal do that." Fenner glanced off to the northwest, where General Howe's redcoats hung over New
Hagtingslike arain-filled thunderhead. "And | trust that, if the need for usto hare out of town should
arise, youwill tdl usin good time so we can tend to it without undue difficulty.”

"Y ou have my word," Victor said. He wouldn't have minded if the Englishmen caught and hanged afew
Atlantean Assembly-men. Nor would he have been surprised if Fenner dso had alist of men he
reckoned expendable. Comparing the two—and, say, Custis Cawthorne's—might have been interesting,
to say nothing of entertaining. After the war iswon, Victor told himsdf.

He amiled to himsdlf. Doing anything at dl after the war was won would be very fine.

Maybe rumors of disease in New Hastings gave the redcoats pause Maybe Howe would have gone after
Bredestown any which way. The English commander seemed to like moving inland and then turning back
toward the coast.

Word of the deployment toward Bredestown reached |saac Fenner as soon as it reached Victor
Radcliff. That was no grest surprise: Fenner came from Bredestown, and people from the threatened city
naturally appealed to the man who represented them.

Fenner came to the camp outside of New Hastings to confer with Victor. "Can you save Bredestown
from the tyrant'stroops?’ he asked.



"I'm... not sure," Victor said dowly. "Even by trying to do so, | risk losing that town and New Hastings
both."

"Inwhat way?' Fenner asked, histone leaving no doubt that anything Victor said would be used against
him.

Sighing, Victor answered, "That Roya Navy flotillagtill lies offshore. If we march up the Brede toward
Bredestown, the enemy isbound to learn of it. What save the fictitious fear of the yellow jack then
prevents him from landing aforce of bullocks and sail-ors and seizing New Hastings before we can
return? If the sea-sdefortsfal, asthey may well from alandward assault, nothing hindersthe English
warships from adding their weight of metd to the smal armsthe marines and sailors will have to hand.
Under these circumstances, | fear nihil obstat, to use the Popish phrase.”

"If we were to save Bredestown from the redcoats..." Like alot of men from the city up the Brede,
Fenner thought it was at least asimportant as New Hastings. Few people not Bredestown born and bred
shared that opinion.

Victor didn't. Instead of coming out and saying so, which would have affronted the spesker of the
Atlantean Assembly, he replied, "We have no assurance of holding Bredestown even with dl our forces
collected init. And | would rather not do that if | can find any aternative.”

"Why not?' Fenner asked sharply.

"Becauseit lieson the north bank of the Brede," Victor said. "I have never yet seen amanuad of strategy
advocating taking aposi-tion on ariverbank if thereis danger of being pushed back, which would be the
casethere”

"What difference doesit make?' Fenner said. "Severa bridges span the stream at Bredestown.”

"No doubt, sr. But if we haveto try to crossthem in ahasty retreat, under fire from the enemy’'sguns...”
Victor's shudder was atogether unfeigned. "Meaning no disrespect, but | would prefer not to have to

essay that."

"Would you prefer Bredestown to fal into the blood-dripping hands of King George's butchers, then?!
| saac Fenner's voice and the temperature of his rhetoric both rose dramaticaly, asif hewere making a
closng argument in acourt of law.

That didn't impress Victor Radcliff. "1 know who theenemy is," he said. "I surely fought dongside agood
many of the redcoats now opposing us when we conquered French Atlantis. They are not fiendsin
human form—although | may haveto qualify that opinionif they import certain copper-skinned
mercenary bands from Terranova.”

"Do you suppose they would?' Fenner asked anxioudly.

"If they use mercenaries at dl, | think them morelikdy to bring in German troops. Braunschweigersand
Hessians and the like. Germans are better disciplined and better armed.” Victor paused. "On the other
hand, copperskins cost less. That will mat-ter to his Magesty's skinflint ministers, even if not so much to
hm."

"Confound it!" Fenner said. "Y ou are telling me Bredestown will fall, and we can do damn all to stop
that. If we can't beat the damned Englishmen, why did we go to war againgt them?”

"Because the other choice was submitting to tyranny and op-pression,” Victor said.



"It looks as though we must submit to them anyhow," Fenner said.

"Y ou gentlemen of the Atlantean Assembly determined to take arms against King George. Y ou
summoned me from a peaceful life asfarmer and author to lead them,” Victor said. "If now you re-pent
of your determination or you would sooner have some other commander, you need but say the word. |
assure you, | will return without complaint and without regret to the life thet late | led.”

"We entrusted you with command on the belief that you would lead our troopsto victory againgt the
redcoats,” Fenner said. "Instead, we have suffered two sanguinary defeats. We face the loss of
Bredestown. The safety even of New Hastingsisfar from assured.”

"Y our Excdllency, | will say two thingsin responseto that" Victor Raddliff ticked them off on hisfingers.
"Firgt, | strongly be-lieve Generd Howe's victories to have been far more bloody than our defegts. He
held the ground after both encounters, but paid ahigh price for it. And second, sir, mark thisand mark it
well—the only assured safety'sin the grave. Anything thisside of it is subject to time and chance”

The spesker of the Atlantean Assembly sniffed loudly. "If you made as good agenera asyou do a
philosopher, Mr. Raddliff, | would face the coming struggle with the utmost confidence”

"I, on the other hand, knowing my limits as a philosopher, would face it with trepidation verging on
terror,” Victor replied.

"Your limitsasagenerd arewhat concern me," 1saac Fenner said. "We cannot Smply abandon
Bredestown to the redcoats. The Atlantean Assembly deplores the mora effect such an aban-donment
would have on Atlanteans and on Terranovans and Eu-ropeans favorable to our cause”

"For thereasons| just outlined to you, your Excellency, hold-ing it seemsunlikely, and al the more so
unlessyou intend to risk New Hastings," Victor said. "Or has the Assembly some clever stratagem in
mind by which both towns may be preserved in our hands?'

"We hope and trust, Sir, that you are the repository of such stratagems,” Fenner answered. He scratched
his chin, then leaned closeto Victor. "May | rely on your discretion here?”

"If you may not, Sir, you chose the wrong generd..”

Fenner grunted. "A point—adistinct point. Very well, then. Thisisfor your ears and your ears aone, do
you understand?’

"Say on," Victor told him.

"If Bredestown must belogt, then it must.”" Fenner looked like a man with something sour in his mouth.
Visbly pulling himsdlf together, he continued, "But Bredestown must not be seen to be cravenly lost. We
must not appear incapable of fighting for it even if we prove incapable of holding it. Doesthat make any
sensetoyou a dl, Generad ?'

"Whatever our weaknesses may be, you do not care to adver-tise them to theworld,” Victor said dowly.

"That isthe nub of it, yes." Isaac Fenner sounded relieved. Victor got the feeling that, had he failed to
divineit, hewould have returned to the retirement of which hedd spoken. The head of the Atlantean
Assembly went on, " So—can you bloody Howe's men before you pull away?!

"l cantry, 9r," Radcliff answered.

"That ismy home, you know. | shdl rely upon you to make them pay ahigh pricefor it,” Fenner said.



"I'll dowhat | can, gr," Victor said. That satisfied Fenner, which was fortunate, because Victor knew
(whether the speaker did or not) he'd promised nothing.

Bredestown lay twenty miles up theriver from New Hastings. Vic-tor thought it was the second-oldest
English settlement in Atlan-tis, but wasn't quite sure—Freetown might have been older. He knew some
restless Radcliffe had founded it In those long-vanished days, twenty milesinland were plenty to get avay
from your neighbors. If only that were il true now!

Victor marched hisfield artillery, hisriflemen, and aregiment's worth of musketeers up the Brede from
New Hadtings. He left therest of hisforce behind to make the Royal Navy think twice about landing
marines. The enemy admira wouldn't be sure he hadn't |ft the whole army behind. The enemy generd
wouldn't be sure he hadn't brought everyone along. Neither of them would be ableto talk to the other,
not quickly or conveniently. And so, taking advantage of their uncertainty, Victor could do what |saac
Fenner wanted.

Whether that was agood idea... held find out As the redcoats advanced on Bredestown, riflemen
harassed them from trees ongside the road. Victor made sure al the snip-ers he sent forward wore the
green coats that marked uniformed Atlantean rebels. Generd Howe had started hanging snipers
cap-tured in ordinary coats. Hed sent the Atlanteans a polite warning that he intended to treat such men
as franc-tireurs. Victor's pro-test that not al Atlanteans could afford uniforms and that green coats were
in short supply fell on deef ears.

Under the laws of war, Howe was within hisrightsto do ashe did. And Victor knew some of the
snipers were plucky amateurs.

not under his command or anyone el se's but their own. He aso knew hanging them was more likely to
make Atlanteans hate En-gland than to make them cower in fear. If Genera Howe couldn't see that for
himsdlf, he watered the rebellion with the blood of pa-triots. The more he did, the more it would grow.

The redcoats came on despite the snipers. The riflemen who obeyed Victor Radcliff’s ordersfell back
into Bredestown. They went on banging away at the enemy from the houses on the northern outskirts of
town. If the Atlantean Assembly wanted Vic-tor to fight for Bredestown, he would do his best to oblige
that au-gust conclave.

Genera Howe went on learning from some of his earlier bat-tles. He didn't send his men against
Bredestown in negt rows, but in smaler, more flexible ssorming parties. If thisis the game you're
playing, he seemed to say, | can play, too.

And s0 he could... up to apoint. But Victor had posted more riflemen in some of the houses closer to
the Brede. Asthe red-coats pushed deeper into Bredestown after cleaning out the first few houses there,

they got stung again.

English field guns unlimbered. A couple of them set up too closeto their targets. Riflemen started picking
off the gunners be-fore the cannon could fire. The redcoats hastily dragged the gunsfarther away.

Cannon balls could knock houses down. A roundshot smash-ing into awall sounded like a pot dropped
on cobbles. Through his spyglass, Victor watched the redcoats cut capers when their artillerymen made a
good shot. After awhile, theriflemen fel silent.

That had to be what Generd Howe was waiting for. Satisfied held beaten down the opposition, he finaly
formed his men in neat lines and marched them into Bredestown.

Closer and closer they came. At Victor's orders, the surviving riflemen—alarger fraction than Howe



would have guessed—held their fire. He wanted the redcoats to draw near. General Howe might have
learned something from his earlier fights, but he hadn't learned enough.

Severd housesin Bredestown conceded not riflemen but the meager Atlantean fidld artillery. The guns
were double-shotted with canister. Half a dozen musketeers standing near Victor fired inthe air to sgna
the field gunsto shoot.

They roared as near smultaneoudy as made no difference The blasts of lead balstore half adozen great
gapsin the English lines. Even from close to half amile away, Victor heard the screams and moans of the
wounded and dying.

He'd hoped such adisaster would give the redcoats pause He knew it would have given him pause. But
he'd reckoned without the English soldiers doggedness. They stepped over their dead and injured
comrades, re-formed their lines, and trudged forward once more.

Two or three of the Atlantean gunsfired again. Fresh holes opened in the ranks of General Howe's men.
Again, the redcoats re-formed. Again, they came on. Teams of horses pulled some of the field guns back
toward the Brede. Victor redlized he would lose the rest—and lost guns were an amost infallible mark of
alost battle.

"Dammit, | didn't intend to win thisone," Victor muttered.
But he hadn't intended to lose cannon, either. "What's that, Sr?' Blaise asked.

"Nothing," Victor said, which wasn't quite true. Up till now, everything had gone the way held planned it.
The field guns had taken such atoll among the redcoats, he'd started to hope they would cavein. If you
let your hopes take wing like that, you com-monly ended up sorry afterwards.

Victor did, in short order. Hisriflemen and musketeers fought from house to house, but they were
outnumbered. And, he dis-covered, the redcoats didn't seem inclined to take prisonersin thisfight.
Anyone they caught, they shot or bayoneted. He didn't like the reports he got on that, but he also didn't
know what he could do abot it.

Some of the smoke that rose from Bredestown had the fire-works smell of black powder. More and
more, though, brought a fireplace to mind. Dry timber was burning. How much of Bredestown would be
left by the timethefight for the place was over?

A runner came back to him. ""Colond Whiting's compliments, sir," the man panted, "but he doesn't know
how much longer helll be able to hold his position. The redcoats are pressing preity hard.”

When Dominic Whiting said the enemy was pressing pretty hard, any other officer would have reported
disaster sometime earlier. From what Victor had seen. Whiting liked hisrum, but he dso liked to fight.
Not only that, he was good at it, which not all aggressive men were.

"My complimentsto the colonel, and tell him he'sdone hisduty,” Victor said. "1 don't want him getting cut
off. Heisto re-treet to the bridges over the Brede. Tell him that very plainly, and tel him it isan order
from hissuperior.”

"Yes, ar. I'll make sure he understands.” The runner sketched a salute and hurried away.

Victor Raddliff sighed. When Genera Howe told one of his subordinates to do something, he could be
confident the man would jolly well do it. Disciplinein the English army wasn't just amatter of privates
blindly obeying their sergeants. It ran up the whole chain of command.



An Atlantean officer would obey his superior... if he hap-pened to fed likeit, if he thought obeying
looked like agood ides, if Saturn aligned with Jupiter and Mars wasin the fourth house. He wouldn't do
it Imply because held got an order. If Atlanteans didn't love freedom and individuaism, they never would
have risen against King George. They wanted to go on doing as they pleased, not as someone on the
other side of the ocean wanted them to do. A lot of the time, they didn't want to do as someone on this
Sde of the ocean wanted them to do, ether.

How were you supposed to command an army full of dedi-cated freethinkers, anyway? Carefully,
Victor thought. It would have been funny—waell, funnier—if it didn't hold so much truth. Y ou could tell a
redcoat what to do. Hed do it, or dietrying. If an Atlantean didn't see agood reason for an order, hed
tell youto goto hdll.

To Victor'srelief, Dominic Whiting did see areason for the order to fal back. So did his subordinate
commanders. If he couldn't get his mgors and captains to obey, he had as much trouble as Victor did
with him. The order to retreat must have looked like agood ideato everybody—one more proof that
Howe's men were pressing Whiting hard.

An old man leaning on astick came up to Victor. "Look what they've doneto our town!" he shouted in a
mushy voice that pro-claimed heid lost most of histeeth.

"I'm sorry, gr," Victor said. The old man cupped hisleft hand behind hisear. Victor said it again, louder
thistime.

"Sorry? Sorry! Why didn't you stay away from Bredestown, then?' the graybeard said. "They would
have, too, and everything would have been fine."

Thingsdidn't work that way, no matter how much Victor wished they did. Explaining as much to theold
man struck him as more trouble than it was worth. And he had other things to worry about. Hed picked
troops to get his men back over the bridgesin good order. The retreating soldiers didn't want to listen to
them. Atlanteans seldom wanted to listen to anybody—one more dem-onstration of the thought that had
occurred to him not long before.

He had hoped to have a cannon firing across every bridge to make sure English soldiers couldn't swarm
after hisown men. Losing some of the guns at the north end of Bredestown ruined that scheme. He
posted three- and six-pounders where he could, and squads of musketeers where he had no guns.

The redcoats didn't push toward the bridges with great elan. They might have suspected he had
something nasty waiting for them. Again, held lost the battle but mauled the enemy while hewas doing it.
He had, he supposed, met Isaac Fenner's requirements.

Oncedl the Atlantean soldiers made it to the Brede's south bank, Victor dedlt with the bridges.
Gunpowder charges blew gapsin a couple of stone spans. His men poured tubs of grease on the
wooden bridges and set them afire. Without boats, Genera Howe's troops wouldn't cross here. The
closest ford was another twenty miles upstream. He sent adetachment to hold it for awhile.

"Wadl," he said to no onein particular, "we did what we came hereto do." He would have felt happier
about thingsif the moans of the wounded didn't make him wonder if it was al worthwhile.

Chapter 6

Generd Howe'sarmy did not pursue Victor's asthe Atlante-ans fell back toward New Hastings. The
redcoats seemed content— for the moment—uwith Bredestown. Victor Radcliff was not content to yield
it to them. His men had fought well, but, again, not well enough.



A messenger from the Atlantean Assembly rode out to meet him halfway between Bredestown and New
Hadtings. Victor eyed the man with (he hoped) well-hidden apprehension. What new disaster had the
Assemblymen sent him out to report?

"Generd, | am told to inform you—"
"Yes? Out with it!" Maybe Victor's gpprehension wasn't so well hidden after all.

"Severd hundred new recruits await your attention on your return, sir. | am aso told to et you know that
more than afew of them gave astheir reason for volunteering the strong opposition the forces under your
command have offered againgt the English tyrant's murderers.”

"You are? They do? The Atlantean Assembly sent you to mefor that?' Victor couldn't hide his surprise.
Bad news usually trav-eled faster than good. And with reason: bad news was the kind you had to do
something about right away ... if you could. Most of the time, good news could wait.

But the courier nodded. "That'sright, sir. Mr. Fenner and Mr. Cawthorne both told meto tell you they
know you are doing the best you can, and the rest of Atlantis seemsto know it, too."

"Wel, wel," Victor said. That didn't seem enough somehow, so he said it again: "Well, well." The
gplutters bought him afew secondsto think. "Please convey my gratitude to the gentlemen of the
Atlantean Assembly, and particularly to Mr. Cawthorne and Mr. Fenner.”

"I'll dothat, Sir," the messenger said. "Thank you. I'll thank the recruits myself when | get back to the
coast,” Victor said. "The Assembly has been gracious enough to note that | did not despair of the
republic. The same holdstruefor these volunteers, and in rather greater measure. If | fdl, finding anew
genera will be easy enough. But if no one choosesto fight for Atlantis, our causeis dead, dead beyond
any hope of resurrection.”

"That'safact." Now the man who'd come out from New Hastings sounded surprised. "Not afact you
think about every day, though, isit?"

"Maybe not." Victor knew damn well it wasn't. The powersthat be didn't want potentid fighting mento
realize how the shape of the future lay in their hands. If they sat on those hands, no war could go on for

long.

The messenger sketched asdute. "Wdll, then, I'm off. I'll passthings on like you said, and | know your
sergeants will whip the new chumsinto shape pretty damn quick.” His chuckle held a certain amount of
anticipation. Gloating? That, too, Victor judged.

Hefdt better the rest of the way back to New Hastings. He wondered why. Nothing had changed.
Generd Howe had still seized Bredestown, the, second- or third-oldest city in English At-lantis. The
redcoats were il likely to move on New Hastings. A regiment'sworth of raw volunteers wouldn't dow
them down, much less hold them back.

But the spirit that brought forth aregiment's worth of raw volunteerswould. .. eventudly. If Atlantisdidn't
lose thewar be-fore England got sick of fighting it. That could happen. 1t could happen much too easly,
as Victor knew much too well.

"l have to make sureit doesnt, that'sal,” he murmured. Easy enough to say something like that. Keeping
the promise might prove rather harder.

Small bands of Atlantean cavary ill roamed north of the Brede. Every so often, they managed to cut off



and cut up a column of supply wagons coming down to Genera Howe. Some of what they took supplied
the Atlantean army instead. Some they kept And some they sold. They thought of it as prize money, asif
they were sailors capturing enemy ships.

Prize money, though, was along-established officia custom. Theirswas anything but. Victor didn't
complain. Hewouldn't complain about anything that made his men fight harder.

They didn't just loot. He would have complained if they were nothing but brigands. Hed been back in
New Hastings only afew hours when atroop of horsemen brought in aglum-looking prisoner.

"We caught himin civilian clothes, Generd, like you see,”" one of the troopers said. No wonder their
captive looked glum—the laws of war said you could hang an enemy soldier caught in civil-ian clothes.
What €l se was he then but a spy?

"How do you know he'sasoldier at al?' Victor asked the At-lanteans who'd brought in the captive.
"We found this here on him, sr." One of the men handed him afolded letter.

Radcliff unfolded it and read it. It was aletter from Generd Howe to the officer in charge of the Roya
Navy detachment that was harrying New Hastings. "'Y ou were going to give some kind of sgna from the
shore, and they'd send a boat for you so you could deliver this?' Victor asked the captive.

The man stood mute—for amoment. Then one of the At-lanteanswho'd brought him in shook him likea
dog shaking arat. "Answer the generd, you silly bugger, if you want to go on breething.”

"Uh, that'sright," the captive said unwillingly. "Did you men read this?* Victor asked the Atlanteans
whao'd caught him.

"Enough to seewhat it was," one of them answered. "Enough to see that you needed to seeit right
avay."

"And | thank you for that," Victor Radcliff said. "But I'd like to read you one passage in particular.
Generd Howe writes, As be-fore, the resistance offered by the Atlanteansin Bredestown was unsettling,
even daunting. They withdrew in good order after in-flicting casudties we are barely able to support. This
rebellion has acharacter different from and atogether more serious than what we wereled to believe
before we embarked upon the task of sup-pressing it.' " He folded the paper. "That's you he'stalking
about, gentlemen!™

"Think hell pack up and go home, then?" asked the big man who'd shaken the prisoner. "If he thinks he
can't win, why keep fighting?'

Reuctantly, Victor shook his head. If Howe kept advancing in spite of hislosses, Victor wasn't sure he
could keep him out of New Hagtings. He didn't tell that to the Atlanteans, lest they be captured in turn or
infect their comrades with the doubt they'd caught from him. What he did say was, "No, | think we need
to give him afew more sets of lumps before he's ready to do that.”

"Wdll, we can take care of it," the big Atlantean said. The oth-ers nodded. They knew lessthan Victor.
They didn't worry about things like why they didn't have more bayonets or where the gun-powder for the
battle after the battle after next would come from. That made them more hopeful than he was. Maybe
their hope would infect him.

Plaintively, the Englishman they'd captured asked, "What will you do to me?"

"Ought to knock you over the head and pitch you into the Brede. Better than you deserve, too," one of



the Atlanteans said. The prisoner turned pae.

"No, no," Victor said. "Can't have that, or Howe's soldiers will start knocking our men over the head
after they catch them. I'll fight that kind of war if | mugt, but | don't want to. Well keep him as a prisoner
till he's properly exchanged, that'sall.”

"Thank you kindly, your Honor," the Englishman said. "'If you let me go, I'll give my parole not to fight
until I'm exchanged.”

"Sorry. | think we'd do better to hold you for now," Victor re-plied. "Let Generd Howethink hisletter's
been ddivered." He turned to the Atlanteans who'd captured the man. "Keep him with our other
prisoners, and keep an eye on him. We don't want him dipping away while our backs are turned.”

"Right you are. Generd," the big man said. He set a hand the size of aham on the prisoner's shoulder.
"Comeon, you." The Englishman perforce came. The Atlantean soldiersled him away.

Victor Radcliff dowly read through Howe's | etter once more. He nodded to himsdlf. Niceto learn he
wasn't the only com-mander with worries, anyhow.

After taking Bredestown, the redcoats lay quiet for afortnight Licking their wounds, Victor thought,
though he had no ideawhether that was the explanation. Then General Howe cautioudy began moving
skirmishers down the Brede toward New Hastings.

Atlantean skirmishers met them right away. Victor didn't want Howe coming after him. Maybe ashow of
force would persuade the English that an attack on the oldest town in Atlantis would prove more trouble
than it wasworth.

On the other hand, maybe it wouldn't. The redcoats kept pushing forward. Victor sent more of hisarmy
back toward the west to delay them. He wished he could write General Howe a stiff | etter. The continual
pressure the Englishman gpplied to hisforces struck him as not the least bit sporting.

Then nature took a hand. It rained buckets, sheets, hogsheads. The Brede turned into araging brown
torrent that threatened to burst its banks and lay New Hastings waste before Howe could. Every road
for miles around became aknee-deep quagmire.

And every firearm became no more than afancy club or awet spear. If sted squelched when it struck
flint, no spark flew. And keeping powder in the priming pan dry was a separate nightmare. Victor wished
for athousand armored knightsall carrying lances. Aslong astherain lasted, they might have driven the
redcoats from the field.

But it wouldn't last. He knew that al too well. He set his men to work on field fortifications north and
south of the Brede. If the English army wanted to try to bull through to New Hastings, he aimed to set as
many obstaclesin its path as he could.

No matter what aman aimed at, he commonly got less. Victor did here. Earthworks sagged to muddy
lumps as soon as they were built. Trenches turned to moats just as fast. And rumbles of mu-tiny came
fromthe soldiers.

"They think youretrying to drown them," Blaise reported. He eyed the generd commanding. "Maybe
they'reright, too."

"No." Raddliff shook hishead. "That isnot so0. I'm trying to keep them from getting shot when the fighting
picksup again. But..." Therain drummed down on histent. He was standing in mud. He had a cot, that
being one of the privileges agenera en-joyed. So he dept dry—except when the tent leaked. Too many



of hismen dept in the openif they dept at dl. He sghed. "WElI giveit up, then. Sooner or later, though,
the sky will dlear.”

After aweek and ahdlf, it did. Genera Howetried to get hisarmy on the move as soon as he could,
which turned out to be too soon. Wagons and guns bogged down in the gluey mud. The red-coats
advance stopped amost before it got started.

"If we could get a 'em, we could daughter 'em,” reported a scout charged with keeping an eye on the
enemy. "Some of their oxen areinit up to thair bellies™”

"Soareours,” Victor replied. "And what sort of time did you have coming back to bring your newsto
me?'

"Wel..."The cavaryman grimaced. "It wasn't what anybody'd call easy—I will say that.”

Victor didn't attack. The sun made everything from the grass to the soldiers wet clothes steam. Victor
wondered how much of their powder was dry. Enough to fight a battle? Enough to shoot at all? He had a
few men fire their muskets. Most of the firelocks went off. That was about as much as he could have

hoped for.

Even in the driest weather, misfires were al too common.

Scouts reported hearing musket fire from the redcoats, too, though they'd thought better for the moment
of moving forward. No doubt Genera Howe was aso making sure his soldiers could shoot if they had
to.

Sergeants exhorted men to push oily rags through their mus-ket barrelsto hold rust a bay. Radcliff could
only hope the stub-bornly independent Atlanteans would listen. Over in the English army, other
underofficerswould be telling the men they led the same thing. The redcoats would obey—Victor was
mournfully sure of that.

At last, dowly and cautioudly, they did edge forward once more. Victor's men skirmished and sniped
from behind fences and trees. The Englishmen caught a sniper who was wearing agreen coat and cut his
throat, leaving his body for his comradesto find.

"We ought to do that to the next redcoat we catch!™ arifleman raged. "If they want to fight filthy, we can
fight filthy, too!" His comrades shook their fists and shouted agreement.

Do you intend this to be a war without quarter ? Victor wrote to General Howe. If you do, sir, we
shall endeavor to oblige you. But mur-dering men taken prisoner only adds cruelty to the conflict
without in the least changing its likely result. He added details about the killing and sent oft* the note
under flag of truce.

An English junior officer carrying awhite flag brought the enemy genera's response the next day. Please
accept my apologies and my assurances that such distasteful incidents shall not be repeated,
Howe wrote. The men responsible have been punished.

Hedidn't say how. Victor Radcliff muttered to himsdf. Wasit enough? Victor used apenknifetotrim a
quill, then dipped thetip of the goose feather in abottle of ink. So long as these assurances be
respected and observed, we shall not reply in kind, hewrote. But if we meet with such barbarities
again, you may rely on our ability and inten-tion to avenge our selves by whatever means seem
fitting. Very respectfully, your most obedient servant... He sgned hisname.

The subaltern who'd brought Generd Howe's reply waited for Victor's. The young man sauted as he



might have done for his own commanding officer. Hetook Victor's |etter, performed a smart about-turn,
mounted his horse, and rode off toward hisown lines.

War's politesse, as formal as a gavotte's, Victor thought. It doesn't stop us from killing one another.
It doesn't even slow us down much. But it does make sure we do it by the rules.

His chuckle held adistinctly wry edge. Blaise had never got used to those rules. He thought they were
nothing but white men'sfoolishness. He might have been right. Still and all, though, the whole business
might have ended up even worse without them.

A few days|ater, Victor was wondering how the whole business could end up any worse. The redcoats
probed at the lines held tried to set up to hold them away from New Hastings. They probed, and they
found that the lines weren't nearly so solid as he'd wished they were.

Too many of hismen hadn't learned how to stand up under an artillery bombardment. Most cannon balls
harmlesdy buried themselvesin wet earth or went skipping over the landscape, dan-gerous only if you
were rash enough to try to stop one with your foot. Every so often, though, aroundshot would mash a
man—or two or three men—into a crimson horror not usualy seen outsde adaughterhouse. It was
worse when the cannon ball didn't kill right away. Then the luckless soldier's shrieks spread his agony to
every man who heard them.

And when the Atlanteans, having seen afew red horrors and heard afew agonized shrieks, streamed out
of alength of trench, their opponents, ruthlesdy competent, went in and took it away from them. That
threastened more Atlantean companies with enfi-lading fire. Clever enough to see as much, the men from
those companieswould pull back, too. And so, little by little, Victor's de-fensive position dissolved like a
st gatueintheran.

He wished for more rain. The sun smiled down from abright blue sky. The smdl, puffy clouds drifting
acrossit only mocked his hopes. He had to fall back two or three miles closer to New Hastings and try
to sat up new positions from which to withstand the English advance.

One of his captains asked, "What's to keep that bastard Howe from doing the samething all over again?'
Victor Raddliff gave him ablesk look. "Nothing | can see.”

Hedid st hisriflemen to sniping at the English artillerigts. If the redcoats had trouble serving their guns,
they wouldn't be able to hurt his men so much the next time around. He could a so hope they wouldn't be
ableto intimidate the Atlanteans so much.

And he sent amessage back to New Hastings, warning the At-lantean Assembly he might not be ableto
hold the town. You must prepare yourselves to |eave expeditiously, hewrote. Much as| regret to
state it, | cannot promise New Hastings' security nor your safety in the event the city falls.

He was watching the redcoats get ready to assault his newest makeshift defensive works when a
horseman leaned down and thrust afolded sheet of paper into his hand. "From the Atlantean Assembly,
Generd," hesad.

"Thank you," Victor said, though he didn't want his elbow joggled & just that moment.

No matter what he wanted, he unfolded the paper. He had to hold it alittle farther from his eyesthan he
would have liked; his sight was beginning to lengthen. But Isaac Fenner's hand was large and clear.
Thank you for alerting us to what may come, Fenner wrote. If need be, we shall evacuate confident
the fight will continue even without this town and expecting you to bloody the tyrannous foe here



asyou did at Bredestown.
"Iseverything dl right, Sr?" Blaise asked, and then, amoment later, "Isanything al right?"

"Now that you mention it," Radcliff replied, "no." Isaac Fenner was avery clever man—no doubt about
it. No doubt, aso, that he would never make asoldier. The Atlanteans had had an easy re-treat from
Bredestown. If they were driven into New Hastings, where would they go once driven out again? Yes.
Where? Victor asked himsdf. He might need an answer soon.

"Anything | can do?" the colored sergeant inquired. " Can you make the redcoats disappear? Can you
give the At-lantean Assembly adose of common sense?’ Victor said.

"Let mehavearifle, gr, and I'll seewhat | can do about Gen-eral Howe." Blaise never lacked for
confidence.

Marksmen with riflesdid their best to pick off enemy officers. Deliberately trying to assassnate the
English commander, how-ever, struck Victor as surpassing the limits of decency. Moreover, the redcoats
were atogether too likely to try to return the disfavor. He hoped that consideration didn't influence him
too much when hereplied, "I'm not sure how much point there would be. His second-in-command issaid
to beaskillful officer.”

"Kill him, too." Blaise was ready to be as ruthless as the situa-tion required—or a bit more so.

"If the opportunity arises,” Victor said, and not another word. Blaise snorted; he knew Victor wouldn't
do anything dong thoselines.

Victor did send out more snipersto try to discourage the red-coats from advancing. They picked off a
few Englishmen. Maybe they dowed the enemy’s movementsaalittle. Victor knew too well they didn't
dow them much.

Genera Howe methodically formed his men for the assault on the Atlanteans positionsin front of New
Hastings. He put most of his strength on the right Watching that, Victor redized what it meant: if the
English attack succeeded, Howe would try to pin the Atlanteans againgt the Brede and pound their army
to pieces.

It had better not succeed, then, "Victor thought. He shifted men to shore up his own left, and moved
cannon to cover that part of thefield, too. He also posted a couple of companiesto try to hold the road
east to New Hagtingsin case hisarmy had to retreat down it By holding them out of the battle, he made it
alittle morelikely that the army would need to retregt. But he dso made it more likely that theforceasa
wholewould survive. To him, that counted for more.

Howe opened with a cannonading like the one that had fright-ened the Atlanteans out of their lines farther
west Thistime, to Victor's vast relief, his men seemed less alarmed. Atlantean gunstired back at the
English troops. Every so often, aroundshot would knock down afew men. The redcoats stolidly
re-formed and held their ground. Victor hated and admired them at the same time. They were too
damned hard to best.

On they came, advancing to the music of fife, drum, and horn. Sunfire flashed from their bayonets. The
inexperienced soldiers facing them feared cold sted ddmost as much asthey feared artil-lery. They had
reason to fear it, too: it gave the redcoats the edge in the hand-to-hand.

Atlantean muskets thundered. The volley was sharper than it would have been when the uprising began.
Victor's men couldn't match Howe'sin drill or discipline, but knew more of the soldier's trade now than



they had when the fighting Started.

A grest cloud of grayish smoke obscured thefield... and Vic-tor's view of the oncoming Englishmen.
Not even his spyglass hel ped. He swore How could he know what was going on through that manmade
fogbank?

Here and there, fresh shots rang out from the Atlantean posi-tion. Some musketeers, having fired once,
could reload fast enough to send another three-quarter-inch ball against the redcoats be-fore the foe
reached them. Most men, unfortunately, weren't so skilled—or so lucky.

For afew seconds, Victor et hope run away with him. Maybe the insurrectionists fearsome volley had
knocked Howe's men back on their heels. Some storms of |ead were too much to bear. He'd seen that
himsdlf, fighting againgt the French settlersin the last war and in the fight north of Weymouth only afew
weeks before.

Some stormswere. .. but not this one. The English soldiers burst through the smoke and began jumping
down into the trenches that sheltered the Atlanteans. Not only were the red-coats muskets bayoneted,
they were dso dl loaded, whiletoo many of Victor's men still struggled with powder charge and wad and
ball and ramrod.

The Atlanteans fought hard. Victor had seldom seen his sum-mer soldiers do anything ese. If courage
and ferocity were dl it took to win theday. .. But cold-hearted professiona competence also had its
place. And the redcoats had more of that than his men did, while they also didn't lack for courage.

Fighting and cursing, the Atlanteans fell back. One well-sited gun loaded with canister shredded half a
dozen redcoats. No mat-ter how perfectly disciplined the Englishmen were, that horrific blast dowed
down their pursuit. Victor wouldn't have wanted to storm forward when he was dl too likely to get
blown to cat's mest, either.

Haf an hour later, seeing that Howe'sinfantry would let his battered army escape again, he said the best
thing he could: "Wdl, were dill inthefight, by God."

"Yes, gr," Blaise agreed. "And we gtill stand between the enemy and New Hastings."

"Sowedo." But for how much longer ? Victor wondered. He didn't care for the answer he foresaw.
Because he didn't, he called for amessenger.

A young man on horseback rode up and touched two fingers of hisright hand to the brim of his shapeless
straw hat. It might have been asdute; it was morelikely nothing but afriendly wave "What do you need,
Generd?' the youngster asked.

"Take word to the Atlantean Assembly,” Victor said. "Tell them they'd better get out of New Hastings
whilethe goingistill good."

By thetime Victor's battered force limped into New Hastings, the Atlantean Assembly was dready gone.
Some people claimed the leaders of the rising againgt King George had fled north across the Brede and
then west, towards Atlantis sparsely populated in-terior. Others said they'd gone south, in the direction
of Freetown and the formerly French settlements beyond.

Victor had no sure way to judge which report was true. When he rode into New Hastings from the west,
men who had reason not to desire the return of English rule were abandoning the city in both directions.
Had the Roya Navy not lain offshore, he sus-pected plenty of people would also have fled by sea.

He wondered which way to take the army. He was tempted to make his best guess about which way the



Atlantean Assembly had gone, then head in the opposite direction. That way, he could fight Genera
Howe without the usdess advice and even more usdess orders the Assembly gave him.

Reluctantly, he decided that wasn't the proper course. Thiswasn't his solo struggle against the redcoats; it
was Atlantis fight. If anybody represented Atlantis, the Assembly did. And if it was cantankerous and
confused... it accurately portrayed the peopleit served.

After some thought, he took his own force north over the Brede once more. In the French settlements,
his men might be thought of as invaders no less than Generd Howe's. They would &l so be reckoned no
less English than the redcoats, at least by the inhabitants who'd dwelt in those parts longer than ten or
fifteen years.

He sent messengersto the seaside forts, ordering their garri-sons away with the rest of hisforce. They
were precious far be-yond their numbers. In Atlantis, skilled artillerists didn't hatch from honkers eggs.
(Or maybe they did, for the big flightless birds and their eggs were regrettably scarce these days,
especidly in the better-settled eastern regions.)

The artillerists dso brought out their lighter guns, the onesthat could keep up with thearmy. They drove
spikesinto the touch-holes of the heavier cannon and broke up their carriages, doing their best to deny
them to the enemy.

Some of hismen carried bits of thisand that with them asthey crossed the bridge over the Brede: oot
from New Hastings shops. Victor kept quiet about it. Many of those shops had been abandoned. The
proprietors who stayed behind were mostly men who favored King George. Radcliff would lose no deep
to see them plundered.

Fires broke out in the old town even before the Atlantean army finished evacuating it. Victor did hope the
ancient redwood church would survive. It had dready seen two wars and three cen-turies. Losing it now
would be like losing a piece of what made Atlantisthe way it was.

Such consderations didn't keep him from blowing up the stone bridge after hisarmy was over it. The
artillerymen from theforts did afirgt-rate job, dropping part of the dliptica arch into the Brede. Genera
Howe's men would take sometimeto repair it. With luck, that would mean they'd have ahard time
pursuing the battle-weary Atlanteans.

Victor hoped for luck. Asfar as he could see, his sde hadn't had much up till now. Hewas sure the
English commander would laugh a him and complain that the redcoats hadn't caught abreak sncethe
fighting Started. No genera since Sullahad ever thought of himsdlf asalucky man.

"Comeon! Comeon!" Victor caled. "We can stand here gawp-ing while New Hastingsfdls, but we
can't sop it. What we can do is get away and keep fighting. We can—and we'd better. So get moving,
boys! Well begt them next time—seeif we dont!"

He wondered if they would laugh at him or jeer at him or just ignore him and go their separate ways. If
they did, he didn't know what he could do about it. He didn't have much in the way of co-ercion ready to
hand right now. Armies sometimesfel gpart, and damn al you could do about it.

To hissurprise—no, to his dack-jawed amazement—the sol-diers raised a cheer. He doffed histricorn
to them. The cheers got louder. "WEell whip 'em yet, Genera!" somebody shouted. "Y ou seeif we don't!"

"Damned right!" somebody elseyelled.

"Huzzah for General Raddliff and the National Assembly!" someone ese said. That won him three cheers,



each louder than the one that had gone before.

The Assembly had voted him their thanks because he hadn't despaired of the cause after adefeat. The
men he led seemed to deserve those praises more than he did. He doffed his hat again, and waved it, and
waited for the cheering to subside.

"Thank you, men. Thank you—friends" he said huskily.

"Thank you for the faith you show in me, and thank you for thefaith you show in Atlantis. Aslong as
Atlantishasfaithin you, | know we cannot possibly lose thiswar. The redcoats have more training, but
you are fighting for your country, for your homes. In the end, that will make dl the differencein the
world."

Over on the other side of the Brede, Generd Howe's soldiers would be marching into New Hastings.
They aready held Han-over and Croydon farther north, and most of the smaler towns along the coast in
those parts, too. They had to think they were strangling Atlantis freedom, the way Hercules Strangled the
ser-pentsin hiscradle.

When Victor was down, as he was now, he had to think they were right. But were they? Fighting had
hardly touched the south-em settlements or the west coast of Atlantis. And, more to the point, it had
barely reached into the interior. No English soldier had come within many miles of chasing Margaret off
the Raddliff farm.

Maybe I'm not lying to these fellows after all, then, Victor thought. By God, | hope I'm not. England
sees the coast, because thats what she trades with. But Atlantisis bigger than that.

Atlantiswas, when you got right down to it, severd times larger than England, Scotland, Wales, and
Ireland put together. One of these days, it would grow richer, stronger, and more popu-lous than King
George's relm. When you looked at things that way, how outrageous of George's soldiersto try to hold
thisland down by force!

For the moment, though, England was aman grown, Atlantis only a stripling. No matter how much
promise Atlantis held, Eng-land was stronger—and better able to use the strength it had— now. Staying
in the fight, wearing the enemy down... that was what Atlantiswould haveto do.

"Let'sgo, men," Victor caled. "We need to get away. We need to make sure the damned redcoats can't
catch ustill were ready for them." He respected Howe's engineers too much to imagine ablown bridge
would keep them on the wrong side of the Brede very long. "And we need to get in touch with the
Atlantean As-sembly again, to find out what they require of us."

Did | just say that? he wondered. But he did, no doubt about it, even if he'd been at least half glad the
Assembly wasnt tdling him what to do every chanceit got. If he had to decide everything on hisown, he
would turn into something closer to king than to gen-erd. The only thing he knew about kingswasthat he
didn't want to be one.

Dark clouds blowing over the Green Ridge Mountains swept in front of the sun. The day got cooler ina
hurry. All a once, the air tasted damp. More rain was coming. For that matter, fall was coming. How
much longer would either Sde be able to campaign in any seriousway?

Onething rain would do: asit had before, it would turn the roads to mud. The redcoats would have a
devil of atime catching up to hisarmy in bad weather. Their force would bog down worse than his, in
fact, because they had more artillery and a bigger, more ponderous baggage train.



His horse snorted softly. Itsnostrilsflared. If that didn't mean it smelled rain, he would have been
surprised.

If I have a winter's worth of time away from the English, a winter's worth of time to train my men,
to turn theminto proper fighters... Vic-tor Radcliff nodded to himsdf. Even now, the Atlanteans
proved they could confront hardened professiona soldiersfrom across the sea. With drill, with discipline,
wouldn't they be able to rout the redcoats? He hoped so. Sooner or later, Atlantiswould likely need
victories, not just hard-fought defeats.

Chapter 7

Victor Radcliff was amuch-traveled man. All the same, he didn't think he'd ever been in Horsham
before. He wasn't com-pletely sure; if Atlantis had less memorable places than Horsham, held long since
forgotten about them. A couple of taverns—one of which had afew roomsfor benighted travelersand
cdleditsef an inn—afew shops, agrismill, asmithy, afew streets worth of houses... Horsham.

The Atlantean Assembly had come through the town. He heard that at least a dozen times as he ate hdf a
greasy capon at the tavern that didn't put on airs. The men of the Assembly had kept on heading
northwest, which only proved they had better sense than Victor had credited them for.

"They could have stayed here. | don't know why they didn't," said the girl who brought him the capon
and fried parsnips and beer.

He could havetold her. But she'd doubtlesslived her whole life here, and so didn't know any better.
Besides, she was blue-eyed, snub-nosed, and full-figured. That had more to do with his discretion.

Even with rain pattering down, he preferred histent to any-thing Horsham's inn offered. He was about to
blow out the candle when a sentry nearby chalenged someone. Victor reached for apistol. HEd told
Blaise hedidn't want to play the game of assass-nations. He had no guarantee General Howefdt the
sameway.

A voice came out of the darkness. It was avaguedy familiar voice, but Victor couldn't placeit, especially
through the muffling rain-drops. Then the sentry stuck his head into the tent. Despite a broad-brimmed
hat, water dripped from the end of his nose He sneezed before he said, ™Y our cousin Matthew's here to
seeyou, Generd"

"Blessyou, Jack. And for God's sake tell him to come in before he drowns,”" Victor said. He and
Matthew Radcliffe were cousins, but hardly more than in the sense that al men were brothers. Still, the
Atlantean Assemblyman from Ava on wouldn't have come back from wherever the Assembly had gone
unless something ur-gent was going on. Victor hoped he wouldn't have, anyway.

Onceingde the tent, Matthew shook himself like awet dog. He was as soaked as the sentry, or maybe
worse. He sneezed, too. Victor produced aflask of barrel-tree brandy. "Here," he said. "A restorative"

"Y ou're agood man, Generd. Damned if you're not." Mat-thew Radcliffe took ahearty nip. "Ahh! That'll
warm me up, or | hopeit will. | hope to Jesus something will."

"Did you see Noah's Ark when you rode back here?" Victor asked gravely after hisown pull at the flask.

He didn't faze the man from the west. " Seeit? The old man dropped me off just outside your camp.”



"Generous of him." Victor wasn't about to et anybody out-cam him. But smdl jests went only sofar,
especidly by thedim light from acandle. "Why did you need to see me in wegther like this?!

"Because in Honker's Mill—which iswhere the Assembly isright now, and may stay awhile—| met a
man who'd come over the mountains with newsfrom Avaon." Matthew Radcliffe punc-tuated that with
another sneeze

"God blessyou." Victor drank from the flask again. "'l don't suppose the newsisgood. If it were, it could
have waited. The bad iswhat they have to tell you as soon asthey can.”

"Tooright," hisdistant cousin agreed. "And | have bad newsto give you, dl right. The English, damn their
black hearts, landed a band of coppers kin warriors from Terranova south of our town. They've got
hatchets and bows and arrows—and muskets and powder and ball the Englishmen gave ‘em—and
they're robbing and killing and burning and raping asthey please. To tdl you the truth, they're having a
rareold time."

"Good Lord!" Victor had talked about copper-skinned merce-naries with I saac Fenner, but held redlly
expected to have to deal with Germans. Terranova's east coast, across the Hesperian Gulf from Atlantis,
was dotted with Dutch and English and Spanish set-tlements. There had been French settlementsthere,
too, but King Louislost those dong with the onesheld ruled herein Atlantis,

White men were spreading into the interior of northern Terranova, but more dowly than they werein
Atlantis. The barbarous copperskins fought against them—or sometimes, as here, fought for them.

"What can we do. General ?* Matthew Radcliffe asked. "Can you spare men to send over the mountains
or around the coast by sea? The Avalon militiaistrying its best, but alot of our men have aready come
eadt to right the redcoats.”

Traveling across Atlantis mountainous spine still wasn't easy. Smal bands could makeit, living off the
land asthey went. With farms and villages few and far between, ared army wasliable to starve on the
way west.

Mogt of thetime, sailing would have been a better bet, in mer-chantmen or in fishing boats. Now... Now
the Roya Navy was much too likely to snap them up like acat killing mice that tried to snegk past it. "If |
send a hundred men, most of them ought to get to Avaon,” Victor said dowly. "And most of the ones
who do ought to be able to fight. How many copperskins did the English turn loose over there?'

"I don't know exactly," Matthew Radcliffe replied. "I'm not sure anyone does know—except the savages
and the damned sea captain who brought 'em, may the Devil fry his soul asblack ashisheart isaready."”

"Well, are ahundred soldiers and your militiamen enough to put paid to them?" Victor asked. "If they
arent, | fear you have more trouble than | know what to do with.”

"Me, | fear the samething,” Matthew said. "But God blessyou, Generd. I'll take your hundred men, and
gladly. They're ahundred more than | reckoned you'd give me."

"We haveto hold Avaon. It's our window on Terranova,” Vic-tor Raddliff said. "One of these days,
travel across Atlantiswill be easier. The west will be more settled. Avaon's the best harbor there, far and
away—New Marsaille doesn't come close. If the Roya Navy tiesup in Avaon Bay, if the Union Jack
flieson the hillsthere, they've got us by the bollocks. And they'll squeeze, too. They'll squeezelike

anything."
"God blessyou," Matthew Radcliffe said again. "Too many easterners can't see any of that. We ought to



pay King George back for trying to bugger usthisway." That wasn't quite the figure of speech Victor had
used, but it got the Atlantean Assemblyman's meaning across. Matthew turned the subject: "Anything | eft
inthat flask?"

Sosh. "A little"" Victor handed it to him. "Here."

"God blessyou one more time" His cousin tilted his head back. His throat worked. He set the flask
down. "Not any more, by Christ!" He bared histeeth in something more snarl than smile"But what the
Devil can we do to England in Terranova? The set-tlements there are quiet. Quiet asthe grave, if you ask
me Quiet asthe tomb. Those bastards don't give afarthing for freedom. If they'd risen with us. King
George would have aharder time of it, to hell with meif hewouldn't. Am | right or am | wrong.

Gengrd?'

"Oh, you're right—no doubt about it. | wish you weren't, but you ar€’ Victor stared sorrowfully at the
empty slvered flask, which gave back what candldight there was. He wished he had another nip of his
own. Well, no hdp for it: not right now, anyway.

"We ought to send missionariesto them, the way the Span-iards send missionaries to the copperskins
they've conquered.”

Matthew Raddliffe said. "If they can turn nasty savagesinto Pa-pists, can't we turn nasty Englishmen into
freedom-lovers?

"Missionaries." For amoment, Victor chuckled at the other man's conceit. Then his gaze focused and
grew moreintense, like the sun's rays brought together into a point by aburning glass. "Missonaries,”" he
sad again, thistimein an atogether different tone of voice.

"Y ou've got somekind of scheme," Maithew said. "Tdl mewhat itis."

Instead of answering him directly, Victor clapped on ahat and stuck hishead out into the pouring rain.
He spoke with Jack for aminute or two. The sentry let out aresigned sigh. Then he squelched off into the
darkness.

"You have got some scheme." Matthew Raddliffe sounded haf curious, haf accusng.

"Who, me?" Victor, by contrast, did his best to seem inno-cence personified. By the look Matthew sent
him, his best came nowhere close to good enough. The Assemblyman kept shooting questions at him.
Victor ducked and dodged and findly said, "Y ou'll find out soon, | hope." That aso failed to leave
Matthew Radcliffe serene.

In due course. Jack returned. Thanksto the rain's steady hiss, he almost got back to the tent by the time
Victor made out his soggy footfalls. And he came closer yet before Victor—and Matthew—could hear
that he wasn't alone,

"Who's he got with him?' Matthew asked. "Our very own Je-suit, panting to bring the hesthen English
stlers of Terranovato the truefaith of freedom?”

Ignoring the sarcasm, Victor Radcliff nodded. "Asamatter of fact, yes."

Right on cue, the tent flap opened. The man who stumbled inside didn't look like a Jesuit, or any other
kind of missionary. He looked like adrowned rat—an angry drowned rat. "Whatever thisis, couldn't it
wait till the bloody morning?* he asked, his accent strongly English.

Matthew Radcliffe glanced toward Victor. "Y ou have your own pet spy?' heinquired.



The newcomer glared at Matthew. "Y ou have your own pet idiot?' he asked Victor.

"Matthew, let me present to you Master Thomas Paine," Vic-tor said before things went beyond glances
and glares. "Madter Paine, thisis Matthew Radcliffe, member of the Atlantean Assem-bly from Avaon.
He—and dl Atlantis—can use your persuasive abilities.”

"What persuasive abilities?" Matthew Raddliffe looked unpersuaded.

So did Paine. "What does he need from methat | can't give asasoldier?| did not cometo Atlantisfor
any reason but to seek my own freedom and some way to make atolerable living—which | could not do
in the mother country.”

"Tdl him what's happened by Avaon, Matthew," Victor said, and his distant cousin did. Victor went on,
"If we can gir Eng-land's Terranovan towns to rebellion, she won't be able to do thingslikethisto us
again, and shewill haveto divide her atten-tion, fighting two wars a once."

Matthew still seemed dubious. "Meaning no disrespect to Master Paine, but why should he be able to
rouse England's set-tlements on the far sde of the Gulf when we've had no luck at it up till now?”

"Because heisthe best speaker—and especidly the best writer—who backs our cause,”" Victor
answered. "Y ou give me too much credit,” Paine murmured. "I'd better not,” Victor told him.

"Better than Uncle Bobby? Better than |saac Fenner? Than Custis Cawthorne, for God's sake?"
Matthew Radcliffe shook hishead. "I don't believeit."

Victor took arumpled, damp, poorly printed flyer from New Hastings out of ajacket pocket." 'Men are
born, and aways con-tinue, free—in respect of their rights' heread. " "Theend of al political
associationsisthe preservation of the naturd rights of man, and these are liberty, property, security, and
resistance of oppression. The exercise of every man's naturd rights has no other limits than those which
are necessary to secure to every other man the tree exercise of the samerights. The law ought to prohibit
only actions hurtful to society. What is not prohibited by the law should not be hindered; nor should any
one be compelled to that which the law does not require.’ " He looked up; reading by can-dldight wasa
trial. Y ou will have heard that, | am sure. Who do you suppose wroteit?"

"lan't it from Custis pen? | dwaysthought so," Matthew said.

Victor set ahand on Thomas Paine's wet shoulder. "Meet the author. If he can't set Terranovaalight, no
onewill makeit catch."

"Wel... maybe" Matthew Radcliffe said.

"Y ou want meto go to Terranova, Generd?' Paine sounded less than delighted at the prospect. Y ou
want meto put aside ev-erything | havein Atlantis, crossto Avalon and sail over the Hes-perian Gulf?"

Matthew Radcliffe started to make apologetic noises. Victor cut him off. "Master Paine, you are a the
moment acommon sol-dier in the Atlantean army. What precisdly isit you haveto give up, pray tell?'

Thomas Paine opened his mouth to answer. Then he closed it again before asingle word crossed hislips.
He gave Victor acrooked grin instead. "Put it that way, Generd, and you've got a point.”

"Can heredly fire the Terranovans?' Matthew asked.

Victor Raddcliff nudged Paine. "What wasit you said about William the Conqueror, and about how little
hereditary monarchy means? Better Matthew should hear it from you than from me—I wouldn't get it



right.”

"All | said wasthat a French bastard who landed with armed bandits and established himsdlf as King of
England againgt the consent of the nativeswasin plain termsavery patry and rascdly origind.” Paine
quoted himsdlf with obviousrelish.

"Y ou see?!
"victor said to Matthew. "All they haveto do islisten to him even alittle, and he's bound to infect them.”
"Y ou make me sound like the smdlpox,” Paine observed.

"No. Y ou inoculate men with freedom—and there's no inocu-lation againgt you," Victor said. "Asfor
Terranova, better to inocu-late than never, by God."

Paine and Matthew Radcliffe both winced. The latter till seemed to need convincing. "Maybe..." he said
agan.

"Give him something dse" Victor told Paine.
"Am | then auditioning for the Sage?' Paine asked.
"For the most important stage of dl: the stage of theworld," Victor Radcliff replied.

That seemed to get home to the wet incendiary from England. His voice grew lower, deeper, and
atogether more impressive as he said, "Cdl to mind the sentiments which nature has engraved in the heart
of every citizen, and which take a new force when they are solemnly recognized by dl. For anation to
have liberty, it is enough that she knows liberty. And to befreg, it is enough that shewillsit."

"You see?' Victor said to Matthew once more. "Hecan do it!"

"And do you propose to command me to make Terranovafree?' Thomas Paine asked. "'l trust you note
theirony involved?'

"I noteit, yes," Victor answered. "But, having joined the At-lantean army, you do leave yoursdlf opento
command, you know."

"If you command mein any soldierly way, | will obey you," Painesaid. "But if you command meto play
the politico, do you not agree that that takes me out of the soldier's province?'

"Master Paine, you are awesgpon of war, no lessthan a six-pounder,” Victor Radcliff said. "'l hope you
can harm the enemy more than any mere cannon might, even one double-shotted with canister. Will you
tell mel may not aim you and fire you where you will have the greatest effect?’

"We need you, Master Paine," Matthew Radcliffe added. " The generd—and yoursd f—have persuaded
me. If Terranovarises againgt King George, too, that al but guarantees the safety of Ava-lon and therest
of western Atlantis. It ensures that the redcoats cannot carry copperskins across the Hesperian Gulf to
harry our western settlements.”

Thomas Paine sneezed. "Blessyou," Victor said.

Paine waved that aside. He rounded on Matthew. "They're carrying savages across the seato assail us?|
had not heard that.”

"Nor had 1, till he brought meword of it,” Victor put in.



"Itisthetruth, damn them," Matthew Radcdliffe sad.

"Then | must do—must do—everything in my power to op-pose them. | had not thought they would
stoop s0 low asto loose the copperskins against their own kith and kin." Thomas Paine turned back to
Victor. He sneezed again. Then he said, "If | am your weapon, Generd, am me and fire me as you think
best. Thisking's wicked minions must be checked.”

"Thank you," Victor said. Not until later did he wonder about the propriety of acommanding genera
thanking acommon sol-dier. At the moment, he asked Matthew Radcliffe, "Will you un-dertake, either in
your own person or through your fellow westerners, to convey Master Paineto Avalon as expeditioudy
as may be, and thence to one or another of the English towns of eastern Terranova, whichever may seem
most advantageous at the time?”

"I will. Genera," Matthew replied. To Paine, he added, "Rest assured, you aso have my thanks and that
of the Atlantean As-sembly.” Victor dso didn't marve at that till after the fact

"Let melay hold of my chattels, such asthey are, and | am your man from that time forward,” Paine said.
"Using barbariansto lay waste to civilization isto me unconscionable. If the king's ministers and admirals
fail tofind it so, what are they but mad dogs who deserve no better than to be hunted out of this land?’

Without waiting for an answer, he plunged out into therain. "Afire-eater,” Matthew Radcliffe observed,
making ready to follow him.

Victor Radcliff shook hishead. "Not quite. Heis afire-kindler. Otherswill eat the flames he sparks—and
may they choke on them.”

"Amen." Matthew squelched off into the night after Thomas Paine.

Genera Howe seemed content to enjoy his control of most of the northeastern coast of Atlantis. Inhis
shoes, Victor might have felt the same way. The redcoats held most of the richest parts of the land, and
most of the towns that deserved to be styled cities. From London, that might have seemed almost the
same as crushing the Atlantean uprising underfoot.

On bad days, it dso seemed almost the same as crushing the uprising to Victor Radcliff. But only on bad
days, when helooked at dl the things he'd failed to do. Holding Hanover and New Has-tings topped the
melancholy list. Beating the English in apitched battle anywhere came next. Hed come close severd
times—which did him less good than hewished it did.

If he could have given the redcoats ablack eye in any of their fights dong the Brede, New Hastings
would ill liein Atlantean hands. The Assembly would send its decisions and requests to the settlements
from the oldest town in Atlantis, not from the grand metropolis of Honker's Mill. An edict coming out of
New Has-tings seemed much more authoritative than one emanating from a backwoods hamlet with a
dlly name.

Winter gave Victor the chanceto drill histroops. New recruits kept coming in, both from the interior and
from the coastal re-gions where King George nominally reigned supreme. That was encouraging. Less so
were the Atlanteans who headed for home when their enlissment terms expired. There were at least as
many of them asraw replacements.

Victor sent aletter to the Assembly, urging it to enlist troops for longer terms: for the length of the war, if
at al possible. The Assembly forwarded the letter to each settlement's parliament. Maybe those august
bodies—the ones not under the English boot, anyhow—would do as he asked. Or maybe they wouldn't.
Neither he nor the Atlantean Assembly could compel them.



Sometimes he wondered whether the Atlanteans wanted to rule themsalves, or whether they wanted no
rulersat dl. They didn't give their Assembly much to work with. The English Parliazment had the power
to tax itsown folk. It wanted the power to tax the Atlanteans, too. Victor's people didn't aim to put up
with that They didn't am to put up with taxes from the Atlantean Assem-bly, either. Anyone who tried to
tax Atlanteans did so at his peril.

Victor dso wondered how his people expected to pay for thewar if they weren't taxed. The Assembly
was doing the best it could, issuing paper money it promised to redeem with gold or silver once the war
was won. When the uprising began, that paper was amost a par with specie. But it seemed to losea
little vdue every day.

How long before the Assembly's paper was worthless? Victor feared the time would come sooner than
he wished. What would the Assembly do then? He didn't have the dightest idea, and sus-pected they
didnt, ether.

In the meantime, the war went on. His drill sergeantsdid their best to turn the recruitsinto men who could
march and deploy and follow orders without fussing about it too much. Despite his great chest, Tom
Knox died of somelung allment. Victor mourned the English deserter—he might have ended up amgor
had helived.

The Atlanteans did get a handful of anew kind of recruits. professona soldiersfrom Europe who saw a
need across the sea and hastened to meet it. Some of them were frankly horrified at what they found.

"A proper oldier,” one said in athick German accent, "you tell him what to do, and by God he doesit or
he diestrying. Y ou Atlanteans, you always must know why before you do anything. It isof time awaste.
Itisa—afoolishness" By the way he said that, he couldn't think of many worse names.

"Well, I'll tel you, Baron von Steuben™ Victor said. Steuben was no more a baron than he himself wasa
king. The German captain aso had no right to the aristocratic von. But he was far from the first man to
improve his past on coming to Atlantis. And theidea of being drilled by a European nobleman appeded
to the Atlantean soldiers. Victor went on, "And what I'll tell you isthis: officers can be wrong, too.
Knowing why they want you to do something isn't so bad. The men do fight hard. They've stood up to
the redcoats plenty of times." They hadn't tood up quite well enough, but he didn't dwell on that.

"English regularsis—are—good troops,”" Steuben admitted. "But maybe your men win if they move
fadter, if they don't spend time with questions always. Foolishness!" Y es, that did seem to be the nastiest
printable word he used.

"Maybe." Victor didn't think so, but he didn't fed like arguing the point. He did want to make sure the
German captain knew what he was up againgt. "No matter how fine adrillmaster you may be, sir, | don't
think you'll cure Atlanteans of needing to know why. That would take an act of God, not an order from a
mere man."

"| shdl petition the Lord with prayer,” Steuben said. "If Heloves your cause, Hewill do what is needful.”

"They do say the Lord helps those who help themsdlves," Vic-tor remarked. "Were trying to do that
againg the English.”

He kept sending out little bands to harry the redcoats. Moving small units and keeping them supplied was
eader than moving and subsisting his whole army would have been. He gave men who performed well on
the practice field the chance to test what they'd learned against some of the sternest ingtructorsin the
world. If hisraiderswon, they came back proud and ddlighted. And if they los—which they did
sometimes—they didn't |ose enough to endanger hismain body or to hurt morale much.



One band of horsemen reached the seanear Weymouth. "It's not redcoats everywhere,” Habakkuk
Biddiscombe reported to Victor. "They're like any other men. They mostly stay where it'swarm and
cozy. If we broke in amongst 'em with abig enough force, they wouldn't know what the devil to do.”

"It'sathought,” Victor said. Hisown soldiers, as he knew full well, wanted to stay warm and cozy,
too—and who could blame them? If they got through the winter and started the second year of the war
asaforcein being, wasn't that a sSizable achievement all by itsalf? 1t seemed so to him.

The young captain, aborn attacker, had different notions. "If it all goeswell, we might thresten Hanover.
We might even run them out of it. One of the prisoners we took saysthey haven't got that many men
there. They can't garrison and campaign very well, not a the sametime.”

"Neither canwe," Victor said mournfully. A solid company of Croydon men had just marched off to the
north. Ther enlist-ments were up, and they didn't intend to stay around one minute longer than they were
obliged to. The English occupied the town that gave their settlement its name? If that bothered them, they
hid it very well.

"We ought to try," Biddiscombe persisted. What would hap-pen to ajunior officer in a European army
who kept on arguing with the general commanding? Victor wondered if he ought to ask "Baron”

"von" Steuben. He enjoyed watching the German gutturdly sputter and fume. Victor was sure a persistent
captain like this one would be hanging his career out to dry.

But Habakkuk Biddiscombe didn't have amilitary career to worry about. When the war ended—in
victory or defeat—he would go back to whatever hed done beforehand. And so he didn't worry about
gpesking hismind now.

"We could useawin," hetold Victor, asif the genera didn't know. "And | think we could get one
without agreat dedl of trou-ble. The redcoats aren't within miles of being ready for us."

They don't mink we'd be stupid enough to do any serious campaigning in the wintertime, Victor
thought. He hadn't expected the Atlanteanswould, ether. The younger officer's enthusasm made him
wonder if he was making amistake by doing what the English looked for. They look for me to have an
ounce of sense—maybe even two ounces.

Stll, if he fought the kind of war Generd Howe would ap-prove of, wasn't he bound to |ose? Howe had
the professiond sol-diers. The Atlanteans, by the nature of things, were amateurs. They had fire and dash
to offer, not stolid obedience. Shouldn't he take advantage of that? If he could make the English react to
him, in-stead of his having to respond to Howe's every carefully planned advance. ..

"Do you know" Victor said dowly, "I believe | shdl hold an officers council. If we decide the attack can
go forward with some hope of success, | expect well putitin.”

Captain Biddiscombe stared. " D'you mean that?* He an-swered his own question: ™Y ou do mean that!
By God, Generd, | never dreamt I'd convince you, never in athousand years.”

"Lifeisfull of surprises” Victor Radcliff said. "May King George's soldiers not enjoy the one they get
soon." Officers coun-cil or not, hed made up hismind. Now, if he could bring it off...

The weather had gone from rain to freezing rain and deet to snow. Victor hoped it would stay cold. He
wanted the roads frozen so his men could make good time on them. If the Atlanteans had to dog through
mud to get at the redcoats, they could come to the battle late and worn out.

Hisfirg target was afort on the outskirts of atown named Sudbury. It was farther north than Weymouth,



farther south than Hanover, and about thirty milesinland. Genera Howe had run up severa such
fortressesto try to keep the Atlantean army away from the prosperous and well-settled seacoast. The
intrepid Biddiscombe's raid was one thing. An attack by all the force the At-lantean Assembly could
muster would be something else again.

| hope, Victor thought.

Hedidn't let his men conceive that so much asasingle, soli-tary worry clouded his mind. Much of the art
of command con-ssted of acting unruffled even—or rather, especially—when you weren't. "Presson,
ladsl Presson!" he cdled. "Before long, well subsist ourselves on good English victuds. Well wear good
Eng-lish boots on our feet.”

Again, he hoped. Quite afew of the Atlanteans weren't wear-ing anything resembling good boots now.
The men who'd served longest and done the most marching suffered worst. Some of them had wrapped
cloth around their boots to hold uppers and soles together and to try to keep their feet dry. A few
soldiers had only cloths—or nothing at al—on their feet. They tramped aong anyhow. If they eagerly
looked forward to alittle plundering. ..well, who could blame them?

In earlier times, Sudbury had made turpentine from the coni-fersin the dense Atlantean forests. After
some years of settlement, those forests were nowhere near so dense as they had been once upon atime.
These days, wheat fields replaced woods. The Atlan-tean army marched past snow-covered stubble.

More snow swirled around them. Victor blessed it; it helped cloak them from the garrison inside the
works on the western edge of town. The sentries the Atlanteans seized were too aston-ished to let out
more than a couple of ye psthat the wind drowned. They seemed amost relieved to be taken: it gave
them the chance to go back to the Atlanteans camp and get out of the cold.

"Forward! Asfast asyou can!" Victor caled. "If we get ladders up against their palisade before they start
shooting, thefort's ours.

He amost managed it. His men were throwing fascinesinto the ditch around the palisade when aredcoat
onthewadl fired at them and raised the alarm. Victor heard soldiersinsde thefort yelling in dismay. He
a so heard their feet thudding on the wooden stairs leading up to the walkway.

"Hurry!" he shouted. "Hurry for your lived"

Ladders thudded into place against thewall. Atlanteans swarmed up them. The redcoats tipped one,
spilling soldiersinto the ditch. An Englishman killed thefirst greencoat coming up an-other ladder. But the
second Atlantean shot the defender in the face. The English soldier fell back with ahowl, clutching at
him-self. By the time another redcoat neared the ladder, the Atlanteans were aready on the walkway.

After that, taking the fort was easy. The attackers badly out-numbered the men who were trying to hold
them back. Before long, white flags went up and the redcoats threw down their muskets.

"We never looked for you blokes," a sergeant complained to Victor. "Most of our officersare till in
town, like."

"Arethey?" Victor said tondesdy, and the underofficer nodded. The English officers probably had lady
friends in Sudbury, Once the town was retaken, people who'd favored King George's soldiers were
ligbleto have athin time of it. Wdll, that wastheir lookout. Victor sent men into Sudbury with ordersto
capture any redcoats they found there. He added, "If you can, keep them all from getting away. With
luck, welll be ableto roll up severd of these forts. Maybe we will push al theway to the sea” The ease
with which thefort by Sudbury fel made him think of grander things.



One English officer wearing a shirt and nothing more legped onto a horse and made his getaway. Victor
wouldn't have wanted to try that in warm weather; the Englishman's privates were going to take a
besting. Severa other officers and other ranks, lessinstrepid, gave themsalves up.

"What are you doing here?" a captured lieutenant asked with what sounded like unfeigned indignation.

"Fighting awar in the name of the Atlantean Assembly and of the Lord Jehovah,” Victor told him. "What
art you doing here, in thisland you only oppress by your presence?"

"Obeying the orders of my king and my superiors.” The lieu-tenant had nerve: he added, "Heisyour king,
too, | remind you."

"My king would not send soldiersto invade his country. He would not arrest subjects who had done him
no wrong. Neither would he tax subjects who have no say in hisgoverning councils,” Victor replied. "If
King George stopped doing such things, he might be my king. Asitis?' He shook hishead. "Asit s, you
arewdcometo him."

The English officer would have argued more. He might have surrendered, but he hadn't changed his mind.
But Victor Radcliff took awinner's privilege and walked away from him. Hedidn't haveto lisen to
nonsenseif hedidnt fed likeit.

His men plundered the fort and their prisoners—and Sud-bury, too, for it had lain quiet in enemy hands.
They marched away better fed, better shod, better clothed, and better armed than they'd arrived. They
marched away with slver and abit of gold jingling in their pockets, too. After nothing to spend but
Atlantean paper of shrinking value, hard money seemed doubly welcome to them.

Two dayslater, they fell on Hastead, fifteen miles south of Sudbury. The Englishman unencumbered with
trousers had rid-den north, so Victor dared hope the redcoats in Halstead didn't know hisarmy wason
the march. And so it proved; the fort there, which was weaker than Sudbury's, fell even more easily than
thefirst one had.

And Halstead hadn't stayed quiet while occupied. Only afew days before the Atlanteans arrived,
someone had knocked an Eng-lish corporal over the head. And so the whole garrison there stayed in the
fort. Victor thought he swept up every last redcoat in the neighborhood.

"If I can seize onemorefort," hetold Blaise, "that will open the way for amarch to the sea.”
"Why not?' the Negro replied.
Chapter 8

Due south of Halstead, only an easy day's march away, lay Pitt-man's Ferry. The English had afort there,
too, not far from the creek that necessitated the ferry and made the town spring up near it. Town and fort
both lay on the north bank of Pittman’s Creek. That helped determine Victor to move down and attack it:
he wouldn't have to worry about gathering boatsto crossin arush.

He set his men on the southbound road the morning after Halstead fell. They showed more confidence
than they had when they were approaching Sudbury. With two English forts behind them, why shouldn't
they expect the next one to be easy? They were better fed and clothed and shod and accoutered than
they had been then, too. The men who. carried bayoneted muskets seemed especialy proud of them.
The redcoats had used them to fearsome effect. Now Atlanteans could, too.

Pistols boomed, up in the vanguard. "Don't like the sound of that," Blaise remarked.



"Nor do," Victor Radcliff agreed. "Wdll, well haveto seewhat it was."

A rider eventually came back to tell him. "They had pickets posted on the road, damn them,” the man
reported. "We went after 'em good, but | think some of ‘em got away."

"Damnation!" Victor said, and then something redly flavor-ful. The cavaryman stared a him—did
generdstak that way? This one did when he got such news. Taking afort by surprise was one thing.
Taking afort that was ready and waiting was something else again.

"Wecandoit," said asoldier who'd heard the news. In an in-stant, the whole army seemed to be
chanting: "Wecandoit!"

Pulling back would wound their spirits—Victor could see that at aglance. Going on would hurt alot of
their bodies. The general commanding needed to be no prophet to foresee that. What he couldn't see
was how to withdraw in the face of their ingstent chant. He wished he could.

"Wdll, well have ago,” he said at last. The redcoats might have heard the cheersin Pitt man'sFerry. In
case they hadn't, he added, "Double-time, boys. Well get there before they expect us."

Drummers and fifers gave the army its new marching rhythm. The men weren't far from Fittman's Ferry.
They wouldn't get too worn to fight, even if they double-timed it al the way. Victor hoped they wouldn't,
anyhow.

He rode forward himsdf with the vanguard to reconnoaiter the fort. The untrimmed pine logs from which it
was built made it adark blot againgt the snow and against the painted planks of Fitt-man's Ferry. Now
Victor swore at the swirling snow as he raised the spyglassto his eye to survey the structure. He wanted
to sec as much as he could, but the weather hindered him.

Frowning, he passed the tel escope to the cavary officer who commanded the vanguard. " Tell me what
you think they're up to, Captain Biddiscombe, if you'd be so kind."

"All right, Generd." Habakkuk Biddiscombe raised the glass, did the brasstube in ever so dightly, and
peered ahead. Puzzle-ment in hisvoice, he said, "They don't seem to be up to... any-thing, do they?"

"Wadl, | didn't think s0," Victor answered. "I wanted to know how it looked to you. Maybe they're
feigning this, to draw us on. Or maybe—who knows? Well find out pretty soon, though."

When hisfoot soldiers came up haf an hour later, he pointed them at the fort. They knew what to do.
Some would attack two sides. As soon as the defenders rushed to hold them out, the rest would assault
the other two.

And thefort at Pittman's Ferry fell aseasly asthe one at Hal-stead had—more easily than the one at
Sudbury. The Atlanteans dragged the dejected English captain in charge of the placein front of Victor
Radcliff. "Didn't you know we were on the way?' Victor demanded.

"No, dammit," the redcoat said sullenly.
"Why not, Captain? Didn't your pickets warn you? Our out-riders thought some of them got away.”

"They did." The English officer made asif to spit in disgust, whether over himsdf or Victor the Atlantean
didn't know. In any case, agrowl from his captors dissuaded him. Angrily, he went on, "They camein,
but | didn't believe 'em. Who would? A winter campaign? Pshaw!"

"No wonder we surprised you," Victor murmured. "None so blind asthose that will not see.”



"The Devil may quote Scriptureto his purpose,” the captain said.

"l am not the Devil, sir, and neither isthat Scripture,” Victor said. "It is Reverend Henry's commentary on
the Book of Jere-miah, but it is not the prophet speaking in his own person, you might say."

"I don't carewhat it is, not to the extent of afart in athunder-storm,” the redcoat said miserably. "You
will eventudly exchange me or parole me, will you not?"

"That isthe custom with prisoners of war, yes." Victor spoke asif to anidiot child. What else were they
to do with prisoners? Knock them over the head? It was easier than holding them and feeding them, but
otherwise had little to recommend it.

So Victor thought, anyhow. The English captain saw things differently. "Generd Howe will skin melike
an ermine when he finds out how | logt thisfort. They'll cashier me and disgrace my family's name
forever." Sudden hope flared in the man's eyes. "Will you upriserstake me on?”’

"Well... no." Victor needed to think abouit it, but not for long. True, the Atlantean army was short of
trained, capable offi-cers. But, while thisfellow might be trained, he'd just proved him-sdlf incapable.

"A pity," the captain said. "1 don't know how | amto goon

Would you be kind enough to take me to some small room, lock mein, and lend me aloaded pistol,
then?'

"No, | won't do that, either,” Victor said. "'If you choose to dis-pose of yoursdlf, gir, that is between you
and God. If you seek to make me a party to your deed, however, | must decline.”

He made sure the unhappy officer marched off into captivity with the rest of the English garrison. Once
the campaign ended, and the need for secrecy with it, they could be properly exchanged.

Victor Radcliff couldn't have been more delighted with what his ragtag force had done. It wasn't so
ragtag asit had been before the campaign began, either. The Atlanteans might have had alean time of it
during the winter, but their enemieswereliving well. Part of that came from supplies fetched acrossthe
ocean, part from plundering the countryside. Now the Atlanteans made some of the enemy’s bounty their
own.

Stll, what had he accomplished if he stopped here and drew back? Nothing that would last, and nothing
that would more than annoy Generd Howe. Wheress, if he struck for the coast...

If you do, you may lose your whole army. Normaly, that thought would have been plenty to hold him
back. Not here. Not now. After the series of defeats held suffered during the summer, didn't he haveto
remind the English that Atlantis remained agoing con-cern? Didn't they need to see they couldn't march
where they pleased whenever they pleased?

He thought they did, and so he ordered, "Now we move on Weymouth."

One of these days, Victor supposed, Atlantiswould be thickly set-tled north and south, east and west.
That day wasn't here yet. He was reminded it wasn't with every mile toward the coast hisarmy gained.
Generd Howe wasn't so foolish in trying to confine the

rebelsto the interior. Howe skimmed the fat off the rich, popu-lous seaside regions that way, and left his
foeswith whatever they could gather from the re<t.

Farms clustered close together here. Even though the English had occupied these partsfor awhile, plenty
of livestock remained. Victor requisitioned what he needed, paying with the Atlantean Assembly's



banknotes.

"What makes you think | want these arsewipes?' afuriousfarmer howled. "They'll never be worth more
than the dingleberriesthey leave behind."

"Would you rather we gave you the bayonet instead?' Victor asked mildly. The farmer's bravado
deflated like a pricked pig's bladder.

Thered trouble was, agood many people who dwelt near the ocean were loyd to King George. Some
farmsthe Atlantean army passed were bare of livestock and of people. The men, women, and children
hed fled their own countrymen's advance. That they should want to do such athing was demordizing. It
was also dan-gerous, they would bring word to the redcoats in Weymouth that the Atlanteans were
coming.

"No surprisesany more," Victor said gloomily. "1 wanted to descend on them before they knew | was
there”

"Won't happen,” Blaise said.

"l know," Victor answered. "When thiswar ends, we shal have to settle accounts with al the traitors till
living amongst us. | fear it will prove neither quick nor essy." His mouth twisted. Oneway or another, he
was bound to be right about that. But if the red-coats prevailed, the hunt would be on for everyone
who'd risen againgt King George. On for me and mine, he thought, which made matters unmistakably
plan.

On pressed the army, northeast toward Weymouth. They made good time. The roads were frozen hard,
and the men better shod than they had been at the gtart of the campaign. If English captiveswith ragson
their feet came down with chilblains... too bad. Victor'sworst dread was athaw that would turn the
roads to mud. That would dow the army to a crawl.

Scouts reported an English detachment moving into place to block the Atlanteans. "How big a
detachment?' Victor asked.

The men looked at one another. Almost in unison, they shrugged. "Don't rightly know, Generd," one of
them answered. "They had horse out in front, so we couldn't push on and take agood gander at the
foot."

"A pox," Victor muttered. Was he rushing into atrap? Or were the redcoats trying to bluff him out of a
prize he could win?"Wdll, from which direction do they come? From the northeast? Or from the
southeast?' he asked. If the former, the English force likely came out of Weymouth's garrison, which—he
thought—was none too big. If the latter, then he might be heading toward the bulk of General Howe's
army, salying from New Hastings. He knew too well how poor his chances were of begting it in the open
fidd.

One or two scouts pointed southeast, the rest northeast. After some shouting and name-caling, the
minority swung to north-east like a compass swinging towards alodestone,

Victor hoped they swung because they were persuaded and nat, like the lodestone, because they had no
choice. He turned to one of the young messengers who aways rode beside him. "Tell the musiciansto
play Formline of battle, if youwould be so kind," he said.

"Form line of battle. Yes, Generd." Eyes bright with excitement, the messenger set spursto hishorse
and gdloped away.



Atlantean evolutions were smoother than they had been the summer before. Compared to the redcoats,
though, Victor's men gill wasted too much time and motion deploying from column to line. Baron von
Steuben's guttura obscenities helped chivvy them into place. With cavary out in front and off to either
flank, they tramped forward across frozen fields.

Horse pistols and carbines boomed up ahead of Victor. So did afield gun—obvioudy, one that belonged
to the English. Snow and scattered trees kept him from seeing what was going on. When hismen didn't
come pelting back with enemy ridersin pursuit, he took that for agood sign.

"Forward!" he ordered. "Double-time! Wewill support the horse with al theforce at our disposal.”

Urged on by their musicians, the Atlanteans hurried toward combat. Any sensible man, asacynic like

Custis Cawthorne would have been quick to point out, would have turned around and hus-tled off in the
opposite direction. The most asoldier could hope for was not getting shot. All his other possibilitieswere
much, much worse. When you looked &t it like that, war seemed amighty peculiar way to settle disputes.

And yet the men amiled and joked as they advanced. They'd just overrun three English fortsin arow.
They thought they could beat redcoats any time, anywhere. The summer's defeats seemed to lieasfar
behind them as Cr6cy and Agincourt. Quite afew of the men who'd lost those battles had gone home
snce. Maybe en-thusiasm could make do for experience.

There stood the English line, drawn up at the top of asmadl swell of ground. "Well, God be praised,”
Victor murmured. Un-less the enemy was hiding some huge force beyond the crest, this was only a
detachment. And the Atlanteans handily out-numberediit.

The officer commanding the redcoats must have seen the same thing at about the sametime. Too late for
him—he had little choice now but to accept battle. The Atlanteans had drawn too closeto let him pull
back. They would have harried him dl the way to Weymouth. His chances here might not be good, but
they were better than the ones retreat offered.

"WEell lap round hisflanks," Victor said. "If we can get in be-hind him, the gameisup.”

To keep the English soldiers from meeting that threst, he aso threw in afronta assault. Most of the
greencoats who went straight at the enemy had captured bayonets tipping their flint-locks. The redcoats
wouldn't have things all their own way in the hand-to-hand, as they so often did.

They gavethe Atlanteansavalley. Victor's men—the mgority still stlanding, at any rate—returned it. The
redcoats rel oaded with urgent competence. The Atlanteans closed on them, yelling like fiends. If they
could turn it into amelee before the Englishmen re-charged their muskets...

They did, or most of them did. Soldiers swore and screamed and stabbed at one another. The Atlanteans
were bigger men than their foes. The English still had more experience and know-how. Had that frontal
attack been the only string in Victor's bow, it would havefailed.

But, with his superior numbers, he could outflank the red-coats to | eft and right. The foe couldn't stand
and fight the Atlan-teans directly in front of him, not when men to either Sde poured enfilading fireinto his
ranks. If the English held their ground, they might get cut off and surrounded. They wouldn't last long after
thet.

Common soldiers saw the danger—or ssimply panicked, de-pending on one's point of view—Dbefore their
officersdid. They started streaming away from their bettle line. Some | eft by squads, in fair order, and
kept firing at the Atlanteans who harried them. More smply tried to save their own skins. They went off
every man for himsalf. When greencoats challenged them, they were quick to throw down their



muskets—if they'd held on to them— and raise their hands.

About hdf the English force fell back toward Weymouth in acompact mass. Victor let them go. Wiping
them out or forcing their surrender would have been more expensive than it was worth. He had another

victory.

Crows and ravens and vultures spiraled down to feast on the bounty laid out for them. Surgeons did what
they could for the wounded from both sides. They gave them bullets or leather strapsto bite on asthey
probed for musket balls and sutured bayonet wounds. For amputations, the surgeons had a little opium
and alot of barrel-tree brandy to dull the torment. All that might have dightly softened the shrieksrising
to the uncaring sky. It assur-edly did no more. It might not even have done so much.

"Do we press on, General ?' Habakkuk Biddiscombe asked.

Victor eyed the twisted bodies and the trampled, blood-splashed snow. He listened for amoment to the
cries of the wounded. Then he did what he had to do: like Pharaoh, he hard-ened his heart and made
himself nod. "Y es, Captain Biddiscombe. We presson.”

The redcoats in Weymouth were as ready to receive Victor Radcliffs Atlanteans asthey could be, given
their usua practices and the wesather. Their practices meant they were not in the habit of digging
entrenchments under any circumstances. The weather, which froze the ground hard, meant they would
have had trouble trying it even had it occurred to them.

He sent amessenger into town, calling on the English com-mander to surrender. "Tell him | am not sure |
can answer for my men's behavior if they take Weymouth by sorm,” he ingtructed the man. "I he thinks
us no better than apack of bloodthirsty copperskins, it may frighten him into yielding.”

"l get you, Generd." The messenger tipped him awink. "I'll make us out to be most especidly frightful.”

Herodein under flag of truce. When he came back that after-noon, he handed Victor anote from the
English commanding offi-cer. | must respectfully decline your offer, the man wrote, and | fear |
cannot answer for the conduct of my soldiers once they have a pack of rebelsin Mr sights. I'm,
sSir, your most obedient servant. Major Henry Lavery.

"Hewon't quit. Generd," the messenger said.

"So | gather," Victor Radcliff replied. ThisMgor Lavery did not lack for nerve or style. "Well, if they
won't do it of their own accord, we shdl have to make them."

Hewondered if he could, and what the butcher's bill would be. He wondered al the more because apair
of Royal Navy frig-ateslay just offshore. Bombardment from the sea had hurt him when he held
Weymouth. How much morewould it hurt him while he was trying to retake the town?

Instead of trying to storm Weymouth, he sent his riflemen forward to take up positions as close to the
outskirts as they could. "Whenever you see aredcoat's head, | want you to put abullet throughiit,” he
told them. "Don't et the enemy movein the Streets by day.”

Theriflemen nodded. But one of them asked, "What if they come out after us? We can shoot Straighter
than they can, but musketeers put alot of lead intheair.”

"If they come out, fall back™ victor answered. "1 do not ask you to personate the Spartans at
Thermopylae. Y ou are there to make their lives miserable, not to sell your own dear.”

That satisfied the marksman and his comrades. They worked their way forward from tree to fence to



woodpile. Before long, therifles sharp, authoritative reports began to ring out, now singly, now two or
three at atime. The men would, Victor supposed, shift their positions after every shot or two. He
wondered how the red-coats liked them.

He got his answer when a cannon inside Weymouth boomed. The roundshot smashed a pile of wood.
But the sniper who'd fired from behind it had moved on ten minutes earlier. Victor was more than
pleased to see the English waste such agood shot.

Atlantean rifleswent on barking aslong asthe light lasted. They would take until the day before forever
to wipe out the enemy garrison. But they made the redcoats shun the streets and dink around like
weasdls. One of the marksmen came back to Victor at sundown and said, "'l shot me amgjor, or maybe
evenacolond.”

"How can you be so sure?’ Victor asked.

"Well, Generd, if he wasn't abig officer, he must've been one of those
what-do-you-cal- ems—peacocks—Ilike, on account of he sure did have some fancy feathers," the
Atlantean answered.

"All right. That's good news. Maybeit will stir the English out of their lair come tomorrow." Raddliff
listened to himself Once he said that out loud, it struck him as much too likely. And he hadn't done
anything about it. In the fading light, he ordered his muske-teers and hisfieldpiecesforward. If the
redcoats did come out, he wanted to be ready to receive them.

They didn't emergeright away. As soon as the eastern sky paled enough, his riflemen started shooting
into Weymouth again. A horsefly couldn't do ahorse much real damage, but could drive it wild anyhow.
Victor hoped for the same effect.

And he got it. The redcoats in Weymouth sdlied forth just after the church bellsin town rang ten. As
soon asthey |eft the cover of houses and shops, the marksmen began to fire at their of-ficers. Asthe
sniper had said the evening before, those splendid uniforms made them stand out. They fell one after
another, and so did the common soldiers unlucky enough to be stationed near them.

The English troopers advanced anyhow. Victor might have known they would. They barely needed
officersto tell them what wanted doing. They went after the riflemen with professiona competence and
perhaps unprofessiond fury.

Victor's marksmen fired and fell back, fired and fell back. Some of them didn't fall back fast enough. The
onesthe redcoats caught had a hard time surrendering.

Then the English force cameinto range of the Atlantean artil-lery, which lurked just inside an orchard.
Cannon ballstore bloody tracks through the enemy's ranks. The attackers swung toward the guns. Victor
wanted nothing more than for them to charge. Canister and grape would do worse than roundshot ever
could.

But, even if many of their officers had fallen, the redcoats knew better than to expose themsealvesto that
kind of murderousfire. They swung away again, and went back to chasing the riflemen.

"Forward!" Victor shouted, and the main body of the Atlan-tean army moved up to support the
marksmen.

They outnumbered the soldierswho'd sdllied from Wey-mouth. Their lines hadn't been thrown into
disarray by along pursuit. Encouraged by three easy wins and asuccessful skirmish, they thought they



could do anything. That went along way toward making them right.

The redcoats dressed their ranks faster than Victor would have dreamt possible. They thought they could
do anything, too. They'd fought in Europe, in India, in Terranova. Some of them would have fought in
Atlantis againgt the French. They'd dso had good luck facing the rebellion from their own kinsmen here.
No wonder they thought they could win again.

"Firel" victor yelled asthe English drew near. Flintlocks clicked. Priming powder around touch-holes
hissed. Then the muskets boomed.

Some of the redcoats went down. Therest kept corning. They didn't fire. If they could stand the gaff, if
they could get in among their foes, they thought they could win the battle with the bayo-net. They'd seen
how much the Atlanteansfeared cold stedl in earlier fights.

Another volley toreinto them. More English soldiersfell. By then, the survivorswere very close. They
were close enough, in fact, to see that most of the Atlanteans a so carried bayoneted muskets, asthey
had in the skirmish on the hillcrest. All that plunder from the English fortswas corning in handy.

True, the greencoats weren't masters of the bayonet the way the English were. But they were most of
them big, strong men. Skill counted. But so did reach and ferocity. And so did numbers, and the
Atlanteans had the edge there.

Asthetwo linesmet in bloody collision, Victor wondered how much weight each factor carried. Before
long, one side or the other would give way. Flesh and blood simply couldn't stand going toe to toe like
thisfor very long.

Spirit oozed from the redcoats first. Victor sensed it even be-fore they began to fal back. Part of it, he
judged, wastheir sur-prise and dismay at not sweeping everything before them. They should have known
better. They'd beaten the Atlanteansin the summer, yes, but they'd never routed them—and the
Atlanteans had just forced many of them back into Weymouith.

Now they were routed themselves. Some fled back across the snow toward the town. Others raised
their handsin surrender. And still others, the stubborn few, went on fighting and made Vic-tor's men pay
the price of beating them.

"Giveup!" Victor cdled to the knot of embattled Englishmen. "Some of your friends have got away.
What more can you hope to do now?”’

They kept fighting. Then the Atlanteans wheded up a couple of fieldpieces and started firing canister into
them. One round from each gun was enough to make the redcoats change their minds. The men il on
their feet laid their musketsin the snow and stepped away from them. The ones blown to ragsand
bloody shreds didn't need to worry about it any more.

Victor's men hurried forward to take wallets and muskets, boots and breeches and bayonets. He told off
enough greencoats to ensure that the prisoners wouldn't be able to get away. With the rest of hisarmy,
he pressed on toward Weymouth.

Had the remainder of the English garrison wanted to fight it out Street by street and house by house, they
could have made taking the place devilishly expensive. Victor might have made that kind of fight. It didn't
seem to occur to the redcoats. Perhaps that sniper had killed Major Lavery the day before, and taken
the linchpin out of their resstance. Badly beaten in the field, the Eng-lish survivors must have concluded
they couldn't hope to hold Weymouth.



They choseto save the remains of their army instead. They marched off to the south, toward New
Hastings, in good order, flags flying and drums begting. They might have been saying that, if Victor
wanted to assault them, they remained ready to give him al he wanted.

L ater, he wondered whether he should have swooped down on them. Maybe their demeanor intimidated
him. Or maybe he focused so completely on taking Weymouth, he forgot about ev-erything else.
Whatever the reason, he let them go and rode into Weymouth at the head of hisarmy.

Some people in the seaside town greeted the greencoats with cheers. Here and there, ayoung
womarn—or sometimes one not so young—would run out and kissa soldier. Victor suspected a baby or
two would get started tonight, and not by the mothers husbands.

But some houses and shops stayed closed up tight, shuttered againgt the new conquerors and against the
world. Victor knew what that meant. The people in those places would have been too friendly toward
the redcoats. Now they feared they would pay for it. And they were likely right, if not a his handsthen at
those of their fellow townsfolk.

That wasaworry for another time. Victor had plenty to worry him now. The Roya Navy frigates
naturaly realized Weymouth had changed hands. They started bombarding the town. One of their first
shots smashed a house belonging to somebody Victor had tagged asalikely partisan of King George's.
The unhappy man, hiswife, and two children fled.

"My baby!" the woman screamed. "My baby's il in there!™

The man wouldn't et her go back. "Willies gone, Joan,” he said. "He's—gone." He dissolved in tears.
Hiswifée's shrieks redoubled.

That's what you get for backing England. Victor amost said it, but checked himsdlf at the last moment
However true it might be, it was cruel. He would only make these peopl e hate him more—he wouldn't
persuade them that they should take up the Atlantean cause. Better silence, then.

He pulled most of his men out of range of thefrigates guns. But he dso fired back at the warshipswith a
couple of six-pounders he ran out onto the strand. Hed made that gesture of defiance be-fore, and felt
good about doing it again. Weymouth isours! it said.

Thistime, though, the frigates were waiting for it. They opened afuriousfire on thefield guns. One
roundshot took off an artil-leryman's head. Another pulped aman standing on the opposite Sde of the
six-pounder. Y et another wrecked the other fieldpiece's carriage and killed a horse.

Victor got the intact gun out of there right away, and the sur-viving gunners and horses with it. The other
gun lay on the sand till night fell, amonument to the folly of repeating himsdlf

"Wedidit! You didit!" Blaisedidn't let asmall failure take away from alarger success.
"Sowedid." Victor didn't want all the credit. "Now we have to see if we can hold what we've taken.”

They couldn't. However much Victor Radcliff wanted to believe otherwise, that soon becameplain to
him. It wasn't just because the Roya Navy kept sending heavy roundshot crashing into Weymouth. But
peoplefriendly to the Atlantean cause snesked up from New Hastings to warn him that Genera Howe
was get-ting ready to move againgt the captured town with most of hisarmy.

Getting alarge force ready to march didn't happen overnight for anyone. And Howe vaued thorough
preparation over speed. Victor had the time to hold an officers council and see what the army's leaders

thought.



To hisamazement, some of them wanted to hold their ground and fight the redcoats. "Genera Howe
purposes bringing aforce more than twice the size of ours, with abundant stores of al the accouterments
of war," hesad. "How do you gentlemen propose to stand against him?”

"We can do it—damned if we can't,” Habakkuk Biddiscombe said. "'If welead 'eminto atrap, like, we
can daughter ‘em like so many beeves."

Victor couldn't tell him hewas out of hismind. The French Atlanteans had done that very thing to
General Braddock's army of redcoats south of Freetown. Victor counted himsalf lucky to have escaped
that scrape with awhole skin. He did say, "Beeves are rather more likely to amble into atrap, and rather
less so to shoot back.”

That won him afew chuckles. But intrepid Captain Biddis-combe was not so easily put off. "If we do
thrash 'em, Genera, we throw off the English yoke oncefor al. They can't treat uslike beeves, elther.”

"I don't intend to let them do any such thing,” Victor said.
"Cut! Good!" von Steuben boomed. "No point throwing away an army on afight we don't win."

"Thank you. Baron," Victor said, and then, to Biddiscombe, "How did we learn of Howe's planned
movement?'

"Patriots from New Hagtingstold us," the captain answered &t once.

"And do you not believe traitors from Weymouth are even now telling Generd Howe of our debate?”
Victor said. "Only the Englishmen will style them patriots, reckoning our petriotstraitors.”

The cavdry officer opened his mouth. Then he closed it again. "Wadll, that could be s0," he said, histone
much milder than it had been amoment before.

"We cannot hopeto lay atrap where thefoeisprivy to our
plans,” Victor said. "Can we beat him in astand-up fight?"

"Anything ispossible." Habakkuk Biddiscombe didn't want to admit the Atlanteans weren't omni
capable.

"Anything ispossble" Victor agreed. "Not everything, how-ever, islikely. | find our chances of success
lesslikely than | wish they were. Sincel do, | should prefer to retire rather than fight.”

Debate didn't shut off right away. If Atlanteans were anything, they were full of themselves. Everyone had
to put in his penny'sworth. Baron von Steuben wasrolling his eyes and muttering by thetime Victor's
views carried the day. The greencoats got ready to abandon Weymouth.

Quite afew locals dso abandoned the town. They'd given King George's partisans—the oneswho hadn't
escaped—some rough justice. If General Howe's troops returned, they feared a dose of their own
medicine.

"We are not running away," Victor told anyone who would lis-ten. "We won every battle we fought. We
returned to the Atlantic after the English thought they had barred us from our own sea-coast. We proved
that Atlantis remains hogtile and inhospitable to the invaders.”

He got cheers from the men who marched with him, and more cheers from the families that were leaving
Weymouth to go with the greencoats. Not one word he said was alie. He till wished he could have told



hisarmy something else. He wished he could have followed Captain Biddiscombe's advice and fought.

Back in thelast war, he might have. No defeat he suffered then would have ruined England's chances and
those of the English Atlanteans againgt the French. Now dl of Atlantis hopesfollowed hisarmy. He
couldn't afford to throw them away.

And now hewas older than held been then. Did that leave him lessinclined to take chances? He
supposed it did.

General Howe hasto win. He has to beat me, to crush me, he thought.

All I haveto doisnot to lose. If | can keep from losing for long enough, Eng-land will tire of this
fight. Dear God, | hope she will.

But his doubts werefor himsdf aone. He kept on exuding good cheer for the men around him. Maybe
Blaise suspected what histrue fedings were. Blaise would never give him away, though. And hedd proved
onething to Generd Howe, anyway. The Atlan-tean uprising was not about to fold up and die.

Chapter 9

Victor Radcliff admired his splendid new sword. The blade was chased with silver, the hilt wrapped in
gold wire. The Atlan-tean Assembly had given it to him in thanksfor hiswinter cam-paign
that—nbriefly—Dbrought the rebels back to the sea.

Blaise admired the wegpon, too. ™Y ou going to fight with that?" he asked.

"I canif | haveto," Victor said. "They gave it to me as an honor, though, and because it's worth
something.”

How much that last would matter was anyone's guess. Y es, if things went wrong he might be able to eat
for savera months on what he got from selling the sword. But, if things went wrong, odds were the
English would catch him, try him for treason, and hang him. What price fancy sword then?

Blaise changed the subject: "Not going to snow any more, isit?"

"I don't think s0," Victor answered. "Can't be sure, not here, but | don't think so." The west coast of
Atlantis, warmed by the Bay Stream (Custis Cawthorne had christened the current in the Hesperian
Gulf), aready knew springtime. The lands on the east Side of the Green Ridge Mountains had a harsher
dimae

"By God, | hopeitisn't!" The Negro shivered dramatically. "I never knew there was such athing as cold
westher, not like you get here." He shivered again. "Thelanguage | grew up talking, the language | talk
with Stella, has no word for snow or ice or hail or deet or blizzard or anything like that. In Africa, we
didn't know there were such things. Frost? Frostbite? No, we never heard of them."

"Spring seems better after winter," Victor said. Blaise, who'd grown up in endless summer, looked
unconvinced. Victor tried again: "And winter hasits advantages. Do you like apples?’ He knew Blaise
did.

"What if | should?" Blaise asked cautioudly.

"Appletreeswill grow where therés no frost. They'll flower, but they won't bear fruit. They need the
frost for that. So do pears.”



Blaise consdered. "If | had to give up apples or give up snow, | would give up snow," he said. "What
about you?'

"Wadl... maybe."" Victor had seen lands without snow. It rarely fell on Avaon, and never on New
Marsellle. But he didn't hate cold wesather the way Blaise did. "Depends on what you're used to, |
suppose. | wouldn't want it hot and ticky all the time—I know that."

"Neither would I. It should be hot and dry sometimes,” Blaise said. "One or the other wasdl | knew till |
came here”

"Beforelong, it will be hot and sticky again,” Victor said. The Negro nodded and smiled in anticipation.

They could talk about the weather forever without doing any-thing about it. One of the reasonsto talk
about the weather was that you couldn't do anything about it. Before long, Victor would have to decide
what he could do about the English invaders. Even now, they might be trying to decide what to do about
him.

He stepped out of histent. Blaise followed. Everything was green, but then everything in Atlantiswas
green the year around unless covered in snow or imported from Europe or Terranova. Fruit treesand
ornamentals did lose their leaves. Along with rhymes and songs, they et Atlanteansimagine what winters
were like acrossthe sea.

Greencoats marched and countermarched. They would prob-ably never grow as smooth in their
evolutions as the professionals they faced, but they were ever so much better than they had been.

A robin perched in apine burst into song. Englishmen said Atlantean robins behaved and sang just like
the blackbirds they knew back home. Atlantis had birds the people here called black-birds, but they
weren't much like Atlantean robins—or the smaller, redder-breasted birds that went by the same namein
England, or even English blackbirds. It could get confusing.

The war could get confusing, too. Both sides had got some unpleasant surprisesthefirst year. Victor
hadn't imagined King George's government would send so many men to Atlantis, or that they would
secure the coast from Croydon down to New Has-tings. And General Howe hadn't looked for the kind
of resistance the Atlanteans had put up. So deserters assured Victor, anyhow.

He wondered what Atlantean deserterstold the English gen-erdl. That Atlantean paper money lost vaue
by the day? That mo-rale went up and down for no visible reason? That equipment left alot to be
desired? All true—every word of it.

But if the deserterstold Howe the Atlantean army didn't want to fight, he had to know they wereliars.
They couldn't match the redcoats skills or their stoicism, but they didn't lack for spirit.

And how were the English soldiers spirits these days? Victor's best measure of that was aso what he
learned from deserters. If what the Englishmen who came into the Atlanteans lines said wastrue, their
countrymen were surprised and unhappy the war had gone on thislong. Before they crossed the ocean,
their offi-cerstold them they would put down the rebellion in weeksif not days.

Radcliff discounted some of what he heard from them. They had to be discontented, or they wouldn't
have deserted in the first place And they wouldn't have been human if they didn't tell their captors what
they thought the Atlanteans wanted to hear.

Stll, hedid think they were having a harder time than they'd expected. He wanted them to go on having a
hard time. If they had a hard enough time for long enough, they would give up and go home.



Or they might decide they weren't doing enough and send in more soldiers. Asfar as Victor knew, the
mother country was righting nowhere e se a the moment. England had more men than Atlantis. She could
raise more troops—if she had the will.

And if she stayed untroubled el sewhere. Victor wondered how Thomas Paine was doing among the
English settlements of north-eastern Terranova. If those towns and their hinterlands also rosein rebdllion,
King George's ministers wouldn't be able to focus al their attention on—and send dl their redcoats
to—Atlantis.

If Paine had turned the Terranovan settlements al topsy-turvy, word of it hadn't come back to Atlantis.
Victor shook his head after that thought crossed his mind. Word of whatever Paine was doing hadn't
reached him. That wasn't necessarily the same asthe other. News crossed the Green Ridge Mountains
only dowly. And, if Terranovadid have trouble, word of it might have reached Eng-lish officersin
Croydon or Hanover or New Hastings without spreading any farther. Those officers certainly wouldn't
want him to find out.

He pulled asmall notebook and pencil from awaistcoat pocket. More spiesin cities—Paine? he
scribbled. One of these days, if and as he found the time, he would do something about that or tell off
someone e se to do something about it.

He started to put the notebook away, then caught himsalf. He jotted another line: Copper skins around
Atlantis?He'd heard next to nothing since sending his hundred men against the Terranovan savagesthe
English had landed south of Avalon to harry the west coast.

If anyone on this sde of the mountains knew more about that than he did, it was his distant cousin,
Matthew Raddliffe. Victor sent arider off to the Atlantean Assembly with aletter for him.

The man came back afew days later with aletter from Mat-thew. My dear General— regret to state |
can tell you nothing certain, the Assemblyman wrote. Only rumor has reached me: or rather,
con-flicting rumors. | have heard that our men have routed the Terranovan

barbarians. Contrariwise, | have also heard that the copper skins have

slaughtered every Atlantean soldier sent against them, afterwards denud-ing the corpses of hair
and virile members as souvenirs of their triumph. Where the truth fallswill, I doubt not, emerge,
but has yet to do so. | re-main, very respectfully, your most obedient servant. Hissignature
followed.

"Drat!" Victor folded the letter asif washing his hands of it.

"Isthe news bad, Generd?' Like any messenger, the fellow who'd brought the letter wanted to be
absolved of its contents.

"Bad?' Victor considered. He had to shake his head. "No. The principal newsisthat thereisno sure
news, and that isbad—or, at least, | wished it to be otherwise."

"What can you do about it?' the man asked.

Victor Radcliff consdered again. He could go himsdif to in-vestigete. .. if hedidn't mind entrusting
command in the vital eastern regionsto someone else. He could send someone he trusted to see what
was going on around Avalon... if hedidn't mind depriving himself of that man's services for some weeks.
Or he could smply wait to see which rumors proved true,

Had any of the rumors Matthew Radcliffe cited been that the Roya Navy was about to try to seize



Avaon, he would have digpatched someone on the instant to investigate. Asthingswere... Withasgh
and ashrug, he answered, "1 believe | shall await de-velopments, both in the west and here. | do not
think I'll need to wait long in either case.”

Sdty pork sausage, hard bread, and coffee enlivened with barrel-tree brandy—not the worst breskfast
Victor Radcliff had ever had. Asfar as he remembered, hisworst breakfast was some raw pine nuts and
aroasted ground katydid. The flightless bugs grew asbig asmice. Y ou could eat them if you got hungry
enough, and Victor had.

Atlantis hadn't had any rats or micetill they crossed the At-lantic with the first settlers. Now they were as
common intowns and in farms as they were back in England. Away from human set-tlement, the pale
green katydids dtill prevailed.

As he had more than once before, Victor wondered why Atlantis had no native viviparous quadrupeds
but bats. England and Europe did; so did Terranova. Y et Atlantis, which lay between theminthe middle
of the ocean, didn't. It was asif God had ar-ranged a specia creation here.

Many of Hisformer productions were far scarcer than they had been when Edward Radcliffe came
ashorein 1452. English-men who fet unfriendly called Atlanteans honkers. Y et the greet flightless birds
were extinct in settled country east of the Green Ridge Mountains. They were rare anywhere east of the
moun-tains, and growing scarce in the wilder wes, too.

The same held true for the great red-crested eagles that had preyed on them—and that also didn't mind
preying on people and sheep. Atlantis used the red-crested eagle to difference its flag from England's, but
the bird itsalf was seldom seen these days.

Oil thrushes, though less drastically reduced than honkers or eagles, were less common than they had
been. Few eastern farm-ers found enough of them to render them down for lamp oil. The first settlers
tales said that had been acommon practice.

Along with people, the oil thrushes had to worry about foxes and cats and wild dogs these days. Evenin
the woods, there were more and more mice. Oak and ash and em and nut trees grew in the woods, too,
while deer roamed where honkers had.

Taken dl inal, Atlantis became more like Europe year by year. Victor resolved thet it wouldn't cometo
resemble Europein oneway: it wouldn't supindy submit to rule from atyrannica king. If Genera Howe
didn't understand thet...

"Genegrd! Oh, Generd!"

When somebody called for him like that, Victor knew the news wouldn't be good. He wished hed
poured more brandy into the coffee. He till could... but no. He gulped alast mouthful of sausage. For a
second, it didn't want to go down; he felt like asmal snake engulfing alarge frog.

Then it headed south and he stepped out of histent. "I'm here," he called. "What isit?

"Wdll, Generd, now we know how come the redcoats ain't come after us even with the weeather getting
good and everything,” the courier replied. Hed dismounted and was rubbing his blow-ing horse.

"Perhaps you do. If so, you have the advantage of me," Victor said. "If you would be so good asto share
your enlightenmert..."

"Surewill." The man went on rubbing down the horse. "There you go, boy... Theredcoats... Well, the
truth of it is, most of the bastardsin New Hastings climbed into ships and sailed avay."



"Sailed awvay where?" Victor demanded. "To Hanover? To Croydon? Back to England?’ If it was back
to England, they'd won thewar... hadn't they?

"Nope. None of them places," the courier said. "Word is, the ships they were on sailed south.”
"South? To Freetown? To the settlements we took away from France?'

"Generd, I'm mighty sorry, but | don't know the answer to that," the man replied. "I don't believe
anybody does, except the damned Englishmen—and they didn't tell anybody.”

"Too bad!" Victor Radcliff said. More often than not, some-body blabbed to awhore or a saloonkeeper
or afriend. Maybe someone had, but the courier hadn't got wind of it. Then some-thing e se occurred to
Victor: "How big agarrison did they leave behind?

"Not too big," the courier said. "And if wetry and take New Hastings away from them, what happens
wherever they are head-ing farther south?!

That question had claws as sharp asthose of any red-crested eagle. "Are they taking the war into the old
French settlements? If they seize tight hold of those, can they move up againgt usthe way Kersauzon
did?' Do | want to find out? He knew he didn't.

"General, how in blazesam | supposed to know that?" The man who'd brought the news sounded
reproachful.

Victor couldn't blame him. He didn't know the answer him-sdlf. He only knew England had widened the
war, and hed have to find some way to respond. He muttered under his breath. One more thing he didn't
know was how the dtill largely French popu-lation of the southern settlements would react when English
and English Atlantean armies started marching and countermarching down there.

Many French Atlanteans resented England for taking their settlements away from King Louis and
bestowing them on King George. But they aso resented English Atlanteansfor swarming down into their
lands and grabbing with both hands after the conquest. And, of course, settlersfrom England and France
had been rivals here since the long-vanished days of Edward Radcliffe and Francois Kersauzon.

Other related questions bubbled up in Victor's mind. How much would the whites—French and English
alike—in the south-ern settlements resent the redcoats if General Howe tried to weaken davery down
there? How much help would he get from the endaved Negroes and copperskinsin the south if he did?

And what would France do when alarge English army started traipsing through lands that had been
French less than agenera-tion before? Maybe nothing, but maybe not, too. Even though France had lost
settlementsin Atlantis, in Terranova, and in India, sheld recovered from the late war remarkably well. If
shewanted to resent English incursgons, she could.

Or am | letting hope run away from reality? Victor wondered. He couldn't judge what France was
likely to do. He could think of three men from the Atlantean Assembly who knew more about that than
he did: 1saac Fenner, Custis Cawthorne, and Michel du Guesclin.

The courier said, "Y ou look like you just had agood idea, Generd ."
"Do|?" Victor Radcliff shrugged. "Well, | can hope so, anyway."

Déliberating in a three-hundred-year-old church in atown of re-spectable size, the Atlantean Assembly
made people who saw it in action think of the English Parliament that had treated Atlantis so shabbily.



Deliberating in achamber that was hdf atavern's common room and haf atent run up alongsideto give
more space, in ahamlet with the illustrious gppellation of Honker's Mill, the Assembly seemed oddly
diminished. The men were no less doquent, the issues they debated no less urgent. But their setting made
them seem no more than farmers gathered together to grumble about the way life was treating them.

New Hagtings was acity. Honker's Mill would never be any-thing but avillage. The honkers that had
helped name it were long gone. The stream that powered the gristmill wastoo small to float anything
more than arowboat. The road that crossed the stream went from nowhere to nowhere. Asfar as Victor
was con-cerned, it went through nowhere traversing Honker's Mill.

Isaac Fenner had got word of General Howe's movement south before Victor brought it. That
encouraged Victor; the Assembly needed to know what was going on if it was to make sensible
deci-sons. To have a chance to make sensible decisions, anyhow, Victor thought cynicaly. Even
knowing what was going on, some Atlantean As-semblymen hadn't the vaguest ideawhat to do about it.

But Fenner wasn't of that ilk. The clever redhead from Bredestown nodded when Victor told him what
was on hismind. "General Howe doesn't expect his move to stir up the French— else held not have done
it," Fenner said. "Of course, that doesn't necessarily prove he'sright.”

"What can we do to help make him wrong?' Victor asked. "If wefight with France on our Sde, we're
much better off than we are fighting done.”

"Weve dready done some of what we need. Weve stayed in the field against England,” | saac Fenner
answered. "Weve shown were an army, not arabble that melts away when things turn sour. Y our winter
raids went along way toward proving that: we didn't vote you your fancy sword for nothing."

"I'm glad to hear it." Victor touched the gold-wrapped hilt for amoment. "The French will have heard of
this, then?'

"Rey onit," Fenner told him. ""Even though they no longer have settlements here, they are wdl informed
asto what transpiresin these parts. And they will also know of Howe'sincursion.”

"Capita! Thisbeing so, how do we cast theincursion in theworst light possible?" Victor asked.

Isaac Fenner smiled at the way he phrased the question. "1 know the very man to do it, provided we can
get himto France. You will, | daresay, be better able to judge the likeihood of that than 1."

"And thisnonparell would be... ?' Victor asked.

"Why, Master Cawthorne, of course.”" Fenner seemed disap-pointed he couldn't see that for himself.
"Imagine Cudtisin Paris. A man should not have to enjoy himsalf so much, even for the sake of his
country."

Victor chuckled. "Yes, | can see how he might have agood time there. The other question is, how will
the French receive him? If heis but one more English Atlantean to them, | judge him to be of greater
vauehere

"Oh, no, Generd, no." Fenner shook his head. "If any of ushasareputation in Paris, Cugtisisthe man, in
part for his print-ing, in part for his dabbling in natural philosophy, and in part be-cause they reckon him a
delightful curmudgeon, if you can imagine such an anormous hybrid.”

"Wel, then, to Pariswith him," Victor said. "He may lose some dignity coming to Francein afishing
shallop or ashallow-draught smuggler, but | expect helll be able to make up for that."



"I should be astounded if you were mistaken.” 1saac Fenner smiled again, thistimein adigtinctly lickerish
way. "The pretty women of Pariswill greet him with open arms—and, | shouldn't wonder, with open legs
aswdl."

Victor Raddliff sghed. ™Y ou remind me how long I've been away from Meg."

"Weare al having to do without companionship, or to make do." By the way Fenner said it, he hadn't
aways dept done. Since Victor hadn't, either, he couldn't very well reproach the other man. But he did
miss hiswife. Relief was not the same thing as sat-isfaction. Fenner went on, "If afourth part of what |
hear istrue, Generd Howe has made do quite well. | shouldn't wonder if he's sailing south not least
because hel's gone through dl the willing women of New Hastings."

"He does have that reputation,” Victor agreed. "So did General Braddock, and deservedly so. | will say,
that had no part in Braddock's failure and death south of Freetown. And General Howe has fought better
than | wish hewould have, regardiess of hislechery.”

"A pity," Fenner said, and Victor nodded. The Assemblyman from Bredestown went on, "l have heard
he left behind only avery smdl garrison. Isthat also your understanding?”

"Not alarge one, certainly,” Victor replied. "Aswe shal move south after him come what may, | assure
you | purposeinvestigat-ing the Situation in New Hagtings. If we can recaptureit, that will mark a heavy
blow against England—far heavier than when we re-claimed Weymouth during the winter."

"New Hagtingsis and aways has been Atlantis cradle of free-dom," Fenner said serioudly. "For it to
groan no more under the spurred boot of tyranny would be wonderful. | should greatly ap-preciate
anything you can do toward that end, | assure you."

If you help me, I'll help you. Isaac Fenner wasn't so crass asto come straight out and say that. He got
the message across dl the same

"I'll dowhat | can,” Victor said. "1 understand why you don't care to have the Atlantean Assemblymen
continue meeting herein Honker's Mill."

"Oh, my dear fellow, you couldn't possibly! Y ou haven't been here long enough. On brief exposure, this
placeismerely sifling Not until you've had to endureit for awhile doesit become truly stultifying.
Boredom dies here... of boredom.”

"Heh," Victor said, though he didn't think Fenner wasjoking. "1 wonder what Cawthorne and du
Guedlin think of Howesincurson.”

"Inmy opinion,” Fenner said sagdly, "they'll be againgt it.”

And so they were. Michel du Guesclin couldn't have opposed it more vigoroudy had he rehearsed for a
year. "Bad enough to have English Atlantean settlers on what was French soil," he said. "Worseto have
S0 many English ruffians tramping through asif they owned the countryside.”

"Urn... King George believes he does. He believes he has since the end of the last war" Victor pointed
out.

Du Guesclin waved hiswords aside. "What can you expect from aGerman?' he said. " A blockhead, a
stubborn blockhead— his Mg esty the King of England is assuredly nothing more.”

"Assuredly, hissoldierswill arrest you for treason if they hear you saying such things,” Victor reminded
him.



"| doubt you shdl inform on me" du Guesclin said, which wastrue.

"You believe, then, that the French settlers are more likely to resist the redcoats than to oppose an army
mostly made up of English Atlanteans?' Victor said.

Michel du Guesclin nodded. "1 do. | believethisto be espe-cidly probableif the soldiers from England
show an inclination to interfere with the inditution of servitude asit is practiced there.”

"l see” That had aready crossed Victor's mind. How much would Howe care? How much help would
he get from the Ne-groes and copperskinsin the southern settlementsif heinterfered with davery? Those
were questions easier to ask than to answer. Victor found another one of asimilar sort, and asked it
anyway: "What about the settlers from English Atlantiswho moved south after the last war?"

Du Guesclin's shrug was peculiarly Gallic. "There, | fear, you would be better able to judgethan I. Being
oneyoursdf, you will naturally have a better notion of the English Atlanteans desiresthan | ever could. If
| might venture to predict, however—"

"Pleasedo,” Victor brokein. "I highly vaue your opinion.”

"Thank you. Very well, then. My guessisthat somewill favor the German dullard on the English throne
while others will op-pose him, as seemstrue here farther north. If Genera Howe should move against
davery, he will make more enemies than friends among the English Atlanteans. Many of them, after dl,
moved south in hopes of acquiring aplantation.”

Did hislip curl ever so dightly? Victor Radcliff wouldn't have been surprised. The plantations English
Atlanteans wanted to ac-quire would have been made by French Atlanteans who died during the last
war, whether in battle or from disease. A lot of them would have left widows but no heirs. Not al those
widows were too fussy to look down their noses at vigorous Atlanteans of Eng-lish blood, either.

"Onemore question, if I may," Victor said. Du Guesclin re-gally inclined his head. Helooked down his
nose at English Atlan-teans, though hetried not to show it most of thetime. Victor went on, "How will
France respond to thislatest English move?”

"Frenchmen from France are proud they were not born in distant settlements. | must tell you. Monsieur
le General, that | am equally proud | was not born in France,” du Guesclin replied. “I do not know what
goes on there, especialy with this new young king. France will do whatever she does. It may prove wise
or fool-ish. It will proveto bein what sheimaginesto be her interest. Custis Cawthorne, | suspect,
would make a better—certainly amore digpass onate—judge than |."

"l was going to speak with him anyway," Victor said. "Thanksto your advice, I'll do it now."

It wasn't easy to livewel in aplacelike Honker's Mill. Even thelocals had trouble managing it. Oh, they
mostly stayed dry and they seldom went hungry, but animalsin the forest could match that. So could the
inhabitants of backwoodstownsal over Atlantis.

Even in Honker's Mill, Custis Cawthorne lived well. He smoked the mildest pipeweed. He ae the finest
poultry and beef and mutton. He drank the smoothest barrel-tree rum, the best ale, the finest wine
brought up—by whom? a whose large ex-pense? not his, assuredly—from the south. He enjoyed the
com-panionship of not one but two of the prettiest women for miles around.

"How do you doit?" Victor asked when one of those women— the younger, abuxom blonde—admitted
him to Cawthorne's presence

"If you are going to live, you should live" Cawthorne declared. "It probably sounds better in Latin, but



it'sjust astruein English. What can | have Betsy bring you? Don't be shy—I've got plenty.”

"Alewill do. I want to keep my head clear.” Victor didn't say anything about whatever Cawthorne was
drinking. He knew from experience that the printer wouldn't have listened to himif he had. Betsy smiled
provocatively as she handed him the mug. With some regret, Victor declined to be provoked. He saluted
Caw-thorne. ™Y our hedlth.”

"And yours. God save the generd!" Cawthorne could be pro-vocative, too, even if less enjoyably than
Betsy. After drinking, heinquired, "And what isthe general's pleasure?’

"One of thethings| desireto know isyour view of the French view of the English incursioninto the
former French settlementsthere.” Victor smiled at his own convoluted phrasing.

"I can't imaginethat Pariswill be ddighted,” Custis Caw-thorne answered. "Nor isit in our interest that
Paris should be."

Victor nodded. "lsaac Fenner said the samething.”
"Did he?' Cawthorne sounded less than pleased. "So | am doomed not to be origina, then?"

Ignoring that, Victor went on, "He a so said you were the right man to ensure that Paris was not
ddighted, and to incite the French against England if that be at dl possible. How would you liketo sall
east and try your luck dong those lines?'

"Fenner said | was the right one to go to France? Not him-self?" Cawthorne asked. Victor nodded again.
The printer let out arasping chuckle. "Well, in that case | must beg his forgiveness for the unkind thoughts
about him that just now went through my mind. Paris! | would be smuggled there, | suppose, disguised as
salt cod or something else as tasty and odorous?'

"It'slikely, | fear," Victor admitted. "We are not going to be able to chalenge the Royd Navy on the high
Seas any time soon.”

"Solong as| make mysdlf into astench in the nostrils of King George, | shan't complain overmuch,”
Cawthorne said. "I doubt not that one of my ancestors was a fisherman. Precious few Atlan-teans whose
families have been here awhile and can't clam that.”

"| certainly can," Victor sad.

"Radcliffe. Raddliffes" Custis Cawthorne pronounced the e that should have stayed silent. "If not for you
people, we'd proba-bly al be speaking Breton or French or Basgue or something else no onein hisright
mind would care to spesk.”

"It could be." Victor hadn't much worried about that. " Get ready to leave Honker's Mill. Get ready to
sal. | shall make ar-rangements to take you out of Atlantis by way of some port or an-other the English
aren't watching too closel y—maybe even New Hagtings.”

"New Hagtings, en? Do you think so?' Behind his spectacle lenses, Cawthorne's eyes were keen. "So
you will be moving south after Generd Howe, will you?1 thought as much. Y ou can't just let him havethe
south, or we may never seeit again.”

"That did occur to me, yes," Victor said. "Newstravelsfast. Y ou and | saac have both heard of Howe's
move, while | wondered if | was bringing word of it here."

"Newstravelsfast,” Cawthorne agreed, atouch of smugnessin hisvoice. It traveled fast when it came



anywhere near him—not because he'd produced a newspaper but because he was who he was. Draining
hismug of e, he added, "I shal haveto give Betsy and Lois something to remember me by."

"They arentt likely to forget you," Victor said.

"True," Cawthorne said, more than atouch of smugness sur-facing now. "1 hope | shan't forget them.
French popsies are enough to make aman forget everything but hislast name—and, if he'slucky, his
wadlet."

"I shdl rely on your superior experiencethere,” Victor told him.

"Get your hands on aFrench popsy, and | guarantee you a su-perior experience,” Custis Cawthorne
replied.

"Enough!" Victor said, laughing. He switched to French to ask, "Does your wit work in thislanguage as
wdl?'

"By God, | hope s0." Custis Cawthorne had a better accent than Victor did. He actualy sounded like a
Parisan, where Victor talked like a French Atlantean settler, which would have left him seeming a
back-country bumpkin if he ever had to present him-sdif a Versailles.

He amiled a the unlikelihood of that. English Atlanteans sounded like bumpkinsto the aristocrats
commanding regiments of redcoats, too. Of course, so did most of the aristocrats own sol-diers, so
things evened out.

Cawthorne's other... friend—Lois, yes. a statuesque brunette-grabbed Victor's deeve as he was about
to leave. "Areyou going to take Custis avay from us?' she demanded.

"Atlantisneeds him,” Victor said gravely.

Atlantis was not configured to do what shetold it to do. Asfar as Victor knew, neither was anything else.
"Betsy and me, we don't want himto go away," Loissaid. "We never had fun like this be-fore he cameto
Honker's Mill."

How did she mean that? Do | really want to know? Victor de-cided he didn't. "He can help bring
Franceinto thewar againgt England,” he said.

"Sowhat?' Loisreturned. "Why should the likes of us care one way or the other who wins?'

What difference would it maketo her? Very little Victor could see. "Maybe your children will care," he
sad, and retrested with her laughter ringing in hisears.

Chapter 10

Bredestown fell. The English garrison fired afew shotsfor honor's sake and then marched away down
the Brede toward New Hastings. Exultantly, the Atlanteans pursued. Taking back their first city, the city
that <till thought of itself as Atlantis leader (Han-over? New Hastings never had cared afarthing for
Hanover) would be a strong blow against King George.

But New Hastings didn't fall. No one could say that the red-coats lacked for clever engineers. They'd
worked al winter to for-tify the landward approaches to the town. Worse—certainly from Victor's
perspective—they'd taken big guns off some of their war-ships and mounted them in their fidldworks.

Some of those guns seemed to fire roundshot as big as aman's head. One cannon ball sent acolumn of



amost adozen men to the surgeons—or to the gravediggers. After that, the Atlanteans|ost their zedl for
approaching the enemy works. The redcoats might not be there in numbers, but they could badly hurt any
assault Victor tried.

And so Victor swung south without trying one. He didn't ex-pect the English garrison to come out after
him. He hoped—he prayed—it would. But he didn't expect it. The redcoats would have been giving
themsalvesinto hishands. Their commander, to Victor's disappointment, saw that for himself.

Blaiselaughed at him. "Y ou want the duck to walk into the oven and roast itsdlf,” the Negro said.

"Well... yes" Victor admitted in some embarrassment. "Why should | work hard if the other fellow can
make things easy for me?"

"Just because he can doesn't mean he will," Blaise said, which was true even if unpaatable. "How much
French do you recal?'

"Un petitpeu,j'espere,” Victor answered. "Et tu?"

"La mime chose," Blaise said, and then, in English, "French was the first white people's language |
learned after the davers brought me here. Some of it got beaten into me, and that stuck. Therest... | use
English dl thetime now, except when I'm with Stella”

Hiswife came from the same part of Africahedid. Till Victor got to know Blaise, he hadn't thought that
Africamight have as many languages as Europe. He wondered why not; he knew Ter-ranovan
copperskins spoke many different tongues. Maybe it was because blacks |ooked more nearly diketo
him than cop-perskins did.

How did whiteslook to Terranovans and Africans? That was an interesting question. One of these days,
maybe he'd ask Blaise about it For the moment, he had more urgent things to worry about.

First and foremost was keeping Freetown in Atlantean hands— if it still was. Maybe Genera Howe had
saled for the southern-most good-sized town in English Atlantis rather than heading farther south. And if
he had, maybe Freetown had opened up for him. It had always been aroyaist center—especidly when
viewed from the perspective of New Hastings or even Hanover.

"Pushit, boys! Pushit!" Victor called. "Weve got to keep Freetown living up to its name.”

The men seemed eager to march. He cherished that, knowing there would be times when they werent.
They also had enough to eat, which wasn't dways true. And the roads were good: hard enough to march
on, but not summer-dry o that travelers choked in their own dust and advertised their coming from miles

away.

Victor breathed asigh of relief when Freetown welcomed him aswarmly as the place ever welcomed
anybody who wasn't born there. His own name was in good odor in these parts. Hed helped defend
Freetown againgt an attack from French Atlantisfifteen years earlier. He would have put more credit in
that if he hadn't had redcoats as dlies then. Freetown a so remembered them fondly.

Discovering the place wasn't flying the Union Jack, Victor sent amessenger back to Honker's Mill: "Tdll
them that if Custis Caw-thorne wants to head for France, this may be the best place to leave from.”

"Il doit, Genera," the man promised, brushing the brim of histricorn with aforefinger.

Freetown fishermen said they'd seen the Roya Navy sailing south past their home. They said asmuch
after Atlantean soldiers sought them out and grilled them, anyhow. They showed no great desireto come



forward on their own and share what they knew.

Taking to one of them, Victor Raddliff said, "We might have waked into trouble if you'd kept your
mouth shut.”

He got back ashrug. "I just want thiswar to end, oneway or the other,” the fisherman said. "Don't much
carewhich."

How many people fdt the same way? How many went A plague on both your houses when redcoats
or greencoats came near them? More than afew, unless Victor missed hisguess. Most of thetime, that
didn't matter. It might have here.

" think you just helped us take a step toward winning,” hetold the fisherman.

"Huzzah," thefellow said. "What difference does it make to me? D'you think the cod care one way or the
other?'

"Y ou'll have more placesto sl them when Atlantisisfree” Victor refused to say, or even to think, if
Atlantisisfree.

"And some nosy bastard seeing how much | caught and how much he can tax mefor it." No, the
fisherman didn't care for the war or freedom or anything ese.

Victor Raddliff raised hisright hand, asif taking an oath. "If the day comes when Atlantean officidsdo
such things, pick up amusket and march on them. By God, you'll see me marching on them, too."

He still failed to impress the Freetown man. "Y ou don't catch on, Generd. | don't want to march on
anybody. | don't want any-body marching on me, either. | just want to get left d one and not be bothered.
Isthat too damned much to ask?"

Yes, Victor thought. "I was going to give you a couple of poundsfor what you knew," he said. "If you
don't want to be bothered, I'll kegp themin my wallet.”

The fisherman turned out not to have anything against money going into his pocket, no matter how little he
liked paying taxes. He left Victor's presence happier than held entered it. That didn't happen every day;
Victor supposed he should have cherished it.

He made aquick tour of Freetown's ocean-facing forts. The Roya Navy hadn't cared to test them by
landing here. Asfar asVictor could see, the sailors had missed a chance. They could have put an army of
redcoats ashore with little risk from these pop-guns. Maybe General Howe thought he could win the war
farther south.

"Here's hoping heswrong," Blaise said when Victor men-tioned that.
"Yes" Victor said. "Hereshoping."

Howe could land wherever he chose. He had plenty of time to maneuver after landing, too. Ships sailed
faster than men marched. And they sailed dl through the day and night, while marching men had to ret.

Determined to do what he could, Victor sent riders ahead of hisarmy, urging the former French
Settlementsto call out their militias and resist the redcoats wherever the enemy happened to come ashore.
Evenif they dl obeyed the summons, he won-dered whether he was doing them afavor. The English
soldierswould likely go through raw militiamen like adose of sdts. He shrugged. If he couldn't stop the
enemy, he had to try to dow them down.



Moving south from Freetown took him back in time. When he was ayounger man, he'd fought French
settlers and French regulars again and again in these parts. The redcoats were his alies then. Hed been
glad to lean on their skill and courage. Now he had to beeat them... if he could.

Corning up from the south, French Atlanteans had named the river that ended up dividing their land from
that of the English the Erdre. Coming down from the north at about the same time, English Atlanteans
cdled the sameriver the Stour. Since the Eng-lish prevailed in their war, the latter name was heard more
often these days.

The bridge over the Stour closest to the seawas fine and new and wide. Roland K ersauzon's French
Atlanteans had burned the old one behind them when they crossed back into their own terri-tory after
their defeat south of Freetown. The new one, intended as a symbol of unity, was mostly stonework. Fire
wouldn't bring it down. Hogsheads of black powder probably would.

Blaise's eyes seemed to get wider dter the Atlantean army crossed into what had been French Atlantis.
When the men stopped for the night, he took specid care to clean hismusket. "Y ou are among friends,
you know," Victor told him.

"Am 7' The Negro's voice was bleak. "On thisside of theriver, the law says| can beadave. Onthis
dde of theriver, maybe even now, isthe master | was running from when wefirst met." He squinted at
the rod he was using to push an oily cloth down theflintlock's barrdl.

"No one's going to put chains on you, by God," Victor said.

"Not unless| wander away from the army and somebody knocks me over the head,” Blaise answered. "l
got no freedom pa-pers. How could I, when | ran off? It could happen—it has with others.”

"Well, stay out of dark corners and don't go off by yoursdf Victor said. "Past that... My guessis,
anybody who wanted a dave would be afraid to buy one who'd worn three stripes on hisdeeve.”

Blaise thought that over. His smile would have made any daveholder's blood run cold. "Y ou've got
something there. Put to-gether an army of blacks and copperskinsand all this part of At-lantisrunsfor its

Victor Radcliff laughed, even if hisheart wasn't in it. He hoped Blaise couldn't see that. One of these
days, Atlantiswould have to face up to davery and either let it go or decideit was apositive good and
cling to it more tightly than ever. He had the bad feding that that choice would prove rougher and nastier
than the one be-tween the Atlantean Assembly and King George—which was proving quite rough
enough onitsown.

He aso had the bad fedling that that struggle shouldn't start till this one was over. One thing at a time,
he thought. Sometimes accomplishing even one thing at atime seemed much harder than it should have.

"Gengrd Raddliff! Generd Raddliff*." someone shouted.

Blaisg's grin reverted to its usua mocking self. " Somebody needs you he said. "We can talk about this
other thing some more later."

"All right,” Victor said. Sometimes not accomplishing some-thing didn't seem so bad. Hewaved and
raised hisvoice. "Here | am! What's the trouble?" Something had to be bunged up. People didn't yell for
him like that when everything wasrosy.

A cavaryman came over to him. "There's Frenchies shoot-ing at uswhen wetry and forage," he said.
"They're coming out with al kinds of daft nonsense, like here we are invading them again.”



"Oh." Victor sworein English, French, and, for good measure, Spanish. He wished the Atlantean army
included more French settlers. Hed tried to include some of the oneshe did havein al of hisforaging
parties. "Why didn't these Frenchies want to listen to the people who tried to tell them we aren't after
them—werefighting the English?’

Without being in the least Gdlic, the cavaryman's shrug was a smdl masterpiece of itskind. "Why,
Genera? On account of they're French, | reckon.”

"Can you tel me morethan that?' Victor clung to patience,
"They say were robbing them again, same aswe did before,” the horseman answered.
"But were not. We're paying for what we take."

"Victor eyed the man who'd brought him the bad news. "Y ou are paying for what you take, are you
not?'

"Yes, Generd." Butter wouldn't have melted in the horseman’s mouth. "But they don't fancy our money,
and that'sthe Lord'struth.”

Radcliff took the Lord's namein vain again. Hisarmy couldn't pay gold or silver—or even copper—for
what it requisitioned from the countryside. It paid in paper printed by the Atlantean Assem-bly: possibly
printed by Custis Cawthornein person. If al went well in the war against England, that paper might be
redeemable for specie... some day. Asthings were, it was worth what people decided it was worth—at
the moment, not so much. With better choices, Victor wouldn't have been ddlighted to get Atlantean
paper himsdf.

But the French Atlanteans had no better choices. They could take the paper money they were offered,
which wasworth some' thing. Or they could take nothing. Or they could get killed and have their
property run off anyway. Victor couldn't see anything €' se they might do.

"Do you want to go softly, or do you want to crush them?' Blaise asked.

"I waswondering the samething,” Victor answered. "I'll try to go softly at firs—I don't want to make
them hate us"

"Morethan they do dready,” the cavaryman put in.

"Morethan that,” Victor agreed. "Thewar isagainst King George If we have to fight the French settlers,
too, that only makesthings harder. If they join General Howe, that a so makes things harder. So | want
to keep them sweet if | possibly can.”

Blaise made a discontented noise deep in histhroat. Victor might have known hewould. French
Atlanteans were enemies to the Negro, and aways would be. He had his reasonsfor that. Vic-tor even
sympathized with them, but his own concerns overrode them.

He shouted for agroom to fetch hishorse. "Let's seeif they'll listento me," he said.
"What if they don't?' the cavaryman asked.
"They will wish they would have," Victor replied.

Hefound his cava rymen just outside musket range of a stone farmhouse and bam. He could see men
moving around inside the house. Maybe friends had gathered together to oppose the cav-dry, or maybe



it was one of the huge families common in Atlantis. He rode forward under flag of truce.
"Isthat smart, Generd?' one of his men asked.

"Evenif they fire, chancesare they'll miss," Victor answered. He raised his voice and switched to French:
"l am Generd Rad-cliff! | wish to parley!”

A farmer stuck his head out awindow. ™Y ou wish to stedl, you and al the other English Atlanteand!”
"Wewill pay you for what wetake," Victor answered.
"In worthless paper,” the farmer jeered.

"Itisnot worthless," Victor said, which was technicaly true He went on, ™Y our only other choiceisto die
fighting. We have no quarrel with you, but we must eat.”

"So must we," thefarmer said. "And how do you proposeto kill us? If you attack, wewill shoot you
down as you come. We know how to deal with mad dogs, by God. Y ou cannot force usfrom this
house. It isour patrimony.”

"We do not want to fight you, but we will if we haveto.” Victor couldn't let the farmer get away with too
much, or he would spend the next five years parleying at every little homestead in French Atlantis. "We
will bring up our cannon and knock your patrimony down around your ears.”

The fanner disappeared back into the house. Victor could hear argument inside, but couldn't make out
what was going on. Some of the defenders seemed to redlize they couldn't hold out againgt field guns.
Victor didn't want to daughter them. But war made you do dl kinds of things you didn't want to do.

When the farmer came back to the window, he shook afist a Victor. "Y ou are abad chalicel" he
shouted, which was anything but an endearment from a French Atlantean. "1 will take your paper, and
you will redeemiit, or | will hunt you down and make you sorry."

"Itisagreed,” Victor said. If the rebellion won, the Atlantean Assembly's paper would be redeemed—he
hoped. And if the up-rising failed, more people than thisrustic would be on histrail.

He gave the man the paper money asthe cavarymen rounded up livestock. "Thislookslikealot," the
French Atlan-tean said. "If it redly were alot, though, you'd give meless." He wasn't wrong. Thefarmers
whose ancestors had sprung from Britanny and Normandy were commonly canny, and he seemed no

exception.

"Do please remember—you have one other gift of me," Victor said.

"Oh?" The farmer quirked abushy eyebrow. "And what may that be?"

"Your life, Monsieur . | was not joking about the artillery.”

"I know," the farmer said. "'If | thought you were, | would have shot you out of the saddle.”

"We don't have to love each other. All we haveto do iswork well enough to keep from shooting,” Victor
sad.

"Y ou have more guns, which makesthis easer for you to say,” the farmer replied—and, again, hehad a
point. Since he did, Vic-tor tipped his hat and rode away. No one from the farmhouse or the bam shot
him in the back, which was as good a bargain as he could hopefor.



Genera Howe'sarmy landed at Cosguer, the oldest French town on the coast. Victor had expected that.
The only other choices the redcoats had wereto land at St. Denis, a seaside hamlet south of Cosquer, or
to sail around the Spanish-held southern coast of Atlantisand put in at New Marsellle or even at Avalon.
No one could stand against them in the west, but they would be too far away from the more settled
regionsto harm the uprisng much.

"Nouveau Redon again?' Blaise asked when the news camein.

"I don't think so," Victor answered. Nouveau Redon, up the Blavet from Cosguer, had been French
Atlantis greatest fortresstill English soldiers and settlers besieged and took it. The Segeinvolved cutting
off the unfailing spring that watered the town. Without it, Nouveau Redon had to rely on theriver, and
was far more vulnerable than it had been.

"Now we have to see how many peoplein these parts bend down and kiss King George's boots,” Blaise
sad.

Victor had trouble imagining the King of England in boots. Apart from that, Blaise knew hisonions. If the
loca s flocked to the Union Jack, the war down here would be hard. If they didn't... Inthat case,
Generad Howe would have more work to do.

Blaise dso had other thingsin mind, even if he didn't mention them now. Plenty of peoplein these parts
cared not afarthing for either King George or the Atlantean Assembly. But those people had skins either
black or coppery, and people with white skins-people who counted, in other words—cared not a
farthing for what they thought.

Mogt of thetime, Victor wouldn't have cared, either. He owned no daves, and had no great love for men
who did. Then again, he aso wasn't one of the stubborn hotheads who thought Negroes and copperskins
should dl befree. If they made their owners money, he waswilling to let them go on doing that.

If they rose up against Generad Howe and the redcoats, he was willing to let them do that, too. If they
rose up againgt the Atlanteans. .. That was adifferent story. And they might, because Howe had little to
losein inciting them to rebelion. Hed shown farther north that he wasn't afraid to play that card.

"Blaise..."Victor sad.

"What isit, Generd?' By the way the colored sergeant said it, he was a natura-born innocent. Victor
smiled; if he believed that, he was dumb as ahonker.

"I must make mysdlf clear here, Blaise" he said. "We didn't crossthe Stour to freethe daves. We came
down hereto free our-selves from the English. Once we manage that, we can look at the other, too. But
| fear we can't even look at it till we free ourselves. Do | make mysdlf plain enough?’

The Negro's scowl said he made himsalf much too plain. "General Howe won't care about any o' that,”
Blaise said, which pardlded Victor's thoughts of amoment before much too closdly.

"Whatever hetriesto do, we will set about stopping him" the Atlantean generd said, "And we will not do
anything or say any-thing about the way of life in these parts unless we have no choicein the matter. Do |
aso make mysdf plain there?'

"I'll say what | please about it," Blaise retorted. "It'sfilthy. It'swicked. By God, | should know. |
wouldn't have run off if it werent."

Victor wasn't so sure about that. Some people—blacks, whites, copperskins—felt the urge to be free so
strongly, they would run from even comfortable surroundings. But Blaise had been afield hand, not a



house dave, 0 hewaslikely telling thetruth.

In the grand scheme of things, it didn't matter much, and Vic-tor Radcliff had to worry about the grand
scheme of things. "One of these days, thiswhole busnesswill sort itsdlf out, Blaise," he said. ™Y ou know
that'strueaswdl as| do. If you think alittle, you'll know thisisn't theright day.”

"Don't want to think," Blaise said sullenly. "Want to—" He mimed aming aflintlock and pulling the
trigger.

"Onething a atime. I've said as much before." Victor sounded asif he was begging. And hewas. "Most
of the time, we have enough trouble managing that. When we try to do two things at once, we go to the
Devil."

"He can have the bastard who brought me over here, the white-toothed dealer who sold me, and the
mangy hound who bought me," Blaise said. "If anything in your religionistrue, they'redl bound for hell.”

"l anaChrigian,” Victor said. SowasBlaise... most of thetime. But Victor had grown up with and in
hisfaith, and took it as much for granted asthe air he breathed. Coming to it first as an adult, Blaise
enjoyed tinkering with it and trying to figure out how it worked, much as awatchmaker might enjoy
disassembling acomplicated clock and then putting it back together.

Blaiselooked a him now. "Y ou are a Chrigtian when it suitsyou. Y ou are a Christian to white
Atlanteans—even to white Englishmen. When will you be a Chrigtian to niggers and mudfaces?' Only in
southern Atlantis, aregion with reddish dirt, would that have stuck as an insulting name for copperskins.

Victor's cheeks heated. "Onething at atime,” he said yet again, "Once we drive the English from this
land, we can make it what we want it to be for everyone who lives. Everyone."

"How long will you and | be dead before that day comes? Blaise asked.

Victor wasn't fifty yet, while Blaise wasn't far from his age. He didn't want to claim they'd see the day
he'd talked about. Well, he wanted to, but Blaise would only mock himif hetried.

Hedid say, "I think it will take longer if England wins. General Howe cares more about daves because
he can use them againgt us than for any other reason.”

"And you are proud thisis so because... 7' Blaise asked.

Try asVictor might, he found no good answer for that. Blaise's smug look said he hadn't thought Victor
would.

Victor hadn't seen the Blavet for along time. Theriver was at least asimportant in the history of French
Atlantis asthe Brede was to English Atlantis. Hed crossed it severa times during the war, and more than
once before that. And he'd hel ped besiege and capture Nouveau Redon even though the French thought
the fortress im-pregnable. Custis Cawthorne's judgment on that had been " An impregnable position is
onein which you're liable to get screwed", asusua, pungent and cogent at the sametime.

Since taking Nouveau Redon, Radcliff had assumed the French Atlanteans would love him better at a
distance. No one from the south had ever told him he waswrong, ether. That left him sad but
unsurprised.

But among the things war made you do were onesyou'd stay away from in peacetime. And so here he
was on the river again, peering across to the south bank to seeif he could spy any sign of Generd Howe
and the redcoats. No unusud plumes of smoke in the sky, no hanging dust that told of an army marching



up adirt road. Howe's men were somewhere on the far Sde of the Blavet, but farther off than Victor had
feared.

Hapjack turtles svimming in theriver stared, only their heads and long, snaky necks above water. They
made good eating, but you had to treat them with respect: abig one could bite off afin-ger. Worse things
than flapjack turtles lurked in the rivers down here, too. Spanish Atlanteans called them lagartos
—lizards. Eng-lish Atlanteans mostly used the Biblica word: crocodiles.

Bridges gtill spanned the Blavet, asure sign fighting in these parts hadn't been going on for long. "Arewe
going to cross. Gen-era ?' Habakkuk Biddiscombe asked.

The cavary officer sounded dubious, for which Victor could hardly blame him. All the same, he
answered, "Yes, | think we are. We came down here to fight the enemy, not just to keep an eye on him."

"Yes, gr. But..." Sure enough, even the pugnacious Biddis-combe seemed unhappy "If they get between
usand theriver after we go south of it..." Hisvoicetralled off again.

"If they get between us and our homes, you mean,” Victor said.

Habakkuk Biddiscombe nodded gratefully. "Yes, sr. That iswhat | mean. If they do that, we'rein apile
of trouble.”

"Then wed be wise not to et them, don't you agree?’ Victor said.

"Wewould, yes." Biddiscombe nodded again. "But not every-thing in war happensthe way you wish it
would, if you know what | mean."

Victor would have been happier if he hadn't had asimilar thought not long before. "All we can do isour
best," he said. "I am confident every man herewill do that. If you are not, | hope you will point out the
likely shirkersto me so we can separate them from this force as soon as may be."

"Oh, no. Generd. | think everyonewill fight hard,” Biddis-combe said hagtily. "I just don't know how
much good it will do."

"l see" Victor fought to hideasmile. "Y our concern is not for the common soldiers, but for the
competence of their command-ing general. That isa serious business. | worry about it myself

Habakkuk Biddiscombe opened his mouth. Then he closed it again without saying anything. And then,
sketching asalute, he jerked his horse's head around and retreated in disorder. If begt-ing the enemy
proved as easy as routing Atlanteans, everything would go very well indeed.

After crossing the Blavet, "Victor thought about |eaving aforce behind to protect the bridge. In the end,
he didn't. No force of rea-sonable size would be able to stall the redcoats long. He decided the men
would be better used with hismain body. There, they might keep the English from approaching the bridge
to begin with.

Hedid send cavarymenriding in dl directions. The sooner he learned exactly where Generd Howe was,
the better. If Mg or Biddiscombe—promoted after hiswinter heroics—seemed eager to get away,
neither he nor Victor had to remark on that

An English Atlantean and his French-speaking wife—a sol-dier's widow from the last war>—cameinto
the army's encamp-ment to complain. "Why are you requisitioning from us?"' the man asked. "What did
we ever do to you?"'



"Would you go to Generd Howe the sameway?" Victor asked. "By thunder, | sure hope so," the
prosperous farmer replied. "'l suspect held clap you in ironsif you tried, but never mind," Raddliff said.
"We need supplies. An army does not subsist on air. | wish minedid; it would make the quartermaster's
job easier. But until that day comes..." Victor spread his handsin apology.

"How do you expect peopleto raly to the red-crested eagle if you plunder the countryside?" the farmer
demanded.

"Plunderers don't commonly pay," Victor said, as he had so often before.

The English Atlantean's wife proved she understood the lan-guage by letting out an unladylike snort. "And
what isyour paper good for?' she asked, before making an even more unladylike gesture to show what it
was good for.

"After thewar iswon, it will be asgood asslver and gold,” Victor inssted—hopefully.

"And on the twelfth of Never, they'll put acrown on my head and feed me pudding al day long,” the
farmer said.

"Well, sir, you have got another choice," Victor said.
"Oh?What'sthat?' The man perked up.

"We could kill you both and burn the farmhouse over your heads," Victor said with no expressonin his
voice or on hisface.

If hed made it sound more like athreat, he might have fright-ened the farmer less. The man eyed himto
judge whether he was joking. "WElI take your paper,” he said quickly. Whatever he saw must have
convinced him Victor meant every quiet word. That waswise on his part, for Victor did.

"Should have killed him anyway," Blaise said when Victor told the story back at camp. "Now he will take
the Atlantean Assem-bly's paper and then say bad thingsto his neighbors even s0."

That struck Victor asdl too probable. All the same, he said, "Our nameswould be blacker if we started
killing everyonewe didn' trus."

After blacker came out of his mouth, he wished it hadn't So many phrasesin English weren't made to be
used around free Ne-groes. To hisrdief, Blaisedidn't cal him on it, instead saying, "Maybe better to lose
reputation than to let some of those people hurt us.”

"Maybe," Victor said. Some loyalists would end up getting hurt—he was sure of that. Some had aready.
Hewent on, "Gen-erd Howe doesn't hang peoplejust for being on our side, either. | don't careto give
him the excuse to gart.”

"Y ou white people.” Blaise shook hishead. "Y ou and your rulesfor war."

"It'snot quite so bad with them aswithout them,”" Victor said. "Half thetime, | dtill think you are crazy,
every oneof you," Blaisesad.

"Why not dl thetime?'
"Victor inquired.

"Because | remember you can make shipsto sail from Africato Atlantis. Y ou can make guns. Y ou can
make whiskey and rum. Y ou can make books." Blaise named the things that impressed him most. "My



people, they cannot do any of these. So if you are crazy, you are crazy in aclever way."
"Crazy like afox, wed say," Victor replied.

"Foxes. Littlered jackals," Blaise said, and Victor supposed they were. The Negro went on, "I hear tell
thesefoxesdon't live naturdly in Atlantis. | hear tell people bring them. Isthisso?"

Radcliff nodded. "It is. No four-legged beasts with fur but for batslived in Atlantis before people brought
them here”

"Some of your beasts—horses and cows and sheep and pigs— | see why you brought them. But why
foxes? They kill chickens and ducks whenever they can.”

"In England, hunting them isa sport,” Victor answered. "Peo-ple wanted to do the same here.”

"| take it back. Y ou white people are crazy,” Blaise said. "Y ou bring in beasts that cause so much
trouble—to hunt them for sport?*

"Well, | didn't doit mysdf," Victor said. "And | don't suppose the lizards and snakes and oil thrushes
here thank whoever did."

"| believe there were no four-legged furry beasts here before people brought them. They would have
eaten up dl the ail thrusheslike foxes." Blaise snapped hisfingers. "We have no stupid birds likethemin
Africa”

Asfar asVictor knew, there were no such stupid birdsin En-gland or Europe, either—or in Terranova,
cometo that. "There were—what were they caled?—dodos, | think the name was, on littleidands
between Africaand India."

"Were?' Blaise echoed.

"Were. People ate them and ate them, and now none areleft,” Victor said with ashrug. "'l suppose the oil
thrushes and honkerswill go that way, too, before too many more years pass.”

"All gone. How strange,” Blaise said.

Before he could say anything more, acavaryman rode into camp shouting, "General Raddliff! Generd
Raddiff, gr!"

Victor ducked out of histent. "I'm here. What's wrong?" The hubbub made him sure something was.

"Wefound the redcoats. Generd," the rider answered. He pointed southeast. "They're headin' thisway."
Chapter 11

Well, we crossed theriver to find them." Victor Radcliff hoped he sounded calmer than hefelt. The sun
was sinking to-ward the Green Ridge Mountains. "How close are they? Will they get here before night
fdls, or can wefight them in the morning?"

"Inthemorning, I'd say," therider replied. Then he shook his head. " Or maybe nat, if they push their
march. Hard to be sure.”

"Damnation,” Victor muttered under his bresth. He couldn't stand people who couldn't make up their
minds. And he had to rely on what thisfellow said, no matter how indecisiveit was.



He did the best he could. He sent out picketsto cover afan-shaped arc from due south to northeast of
his position. If Generd Howe did try aforced march, the Atlanteans would dow him down and warn the
main body of his approach. Victor didn't re-aly anticipate it. Howe made a better srategist than afield
com-mander. On campaign, hed proved severd timesthat he didn't move asfast as he might have.

Better to send out the pickets without need than to get an ugly surprise, though.

"If we don't fight the redcoats this afternoon, we will fight them on the morrow," hetold the men till in
camp. "Clean your muskets. Riflemen, take especia care with your pieces—they foul worse than
smoothbores. Cooks, ready supper now. If we do tight today, better to fight on afull ssomach.”

Thanksto their foragers, they would have enough to eat for the next couple of days. After that, they
would need to shift again and take what they could from some other part of formerly French Atlantis.

Victor wondered how the English troops were subssting themselves. Did they have awagon train from
Cosguer and the ocean”? Did boats bring their victuas up the Blavet? Or were they foraging like the
Atlanteans?

It didn't matter now. It might if he routed them and fdll on their baggage train. Helaughed a himsdlf. He
was nothing if not ambitious. He had yet to beet the redcoats in a pitched battle, and now he was thinking
about what might happen after he routed them? If he wasn't ambitious, he'd dipped a cog somewhere.

No sudden spatters of gunfire disturbed the rest of the after-noon. General Howe hadn't eaten hot
Terranovan peppers or anything else that made him break out in a sweat of urgency. Moreriders came
in. Victor got abetter notion of the enemy's position.

And an English Atlantean who'd settled south of the Blavet rode into camp just after sunset. He
introduced himself as Ulysses Grigsby. "I hear the redcoats aren't so far off,” he said.

"l hear the same," Victor agreed gravely.
"Youamto fight 'em?' Grigsby asked.

"The thought had crossed my mind," Victor admitted, "Why do you wish to know?" If this stranger was
someloydist spy, he might imagine he could watz away with the Atlanteans battle plans. If hedid, he
was doomed to amost painful disappointment.

But Ulysses Grigshy said, "On account of if you do, | know adamned good placeto do it a." He was
between forty and fifty, skinny and weathered: if he hadn't seen agood many out-of-the-way places,
Victor would have been surprised. He smelled of sweat and pipeweed.

"Oh, you do?" Victor said. Grigsby nodded. Victor eyed him. "If you try to put usin abad spot, or ina
good one where Genera Howe knows of some weakness and can useit, | promiseyou it will be your
find migtake"

"Andif | tel you nothing but the plain truth?' the other man returned.

"Then Atlantiswill have causeto be grateful” Victor said. "We arenot in an ided position to show our
appreciation a the mo-ment, things being asthey are. But, once we prove to England we are not to be
defeated and she leaves off trying to subjugate us, we shan't forget our friends. If that is not enough for
you, s, | will tell you good evening.”

"And be damned to me?" Grigshy suggested.



"Yousaidit, not 1," Victor answered.

"Hen." Grigsby's chuckle was dry asdust in an August drought. "Wdll, I'll take you there now, if you
like." He chuckled again. "Bring as many guards as you please. Y ou don't need to— it'singde your
picket line. But | expect you'l bring ‘em anyhow. Y ou've no reason to trust me... yet."

"Y ou got past the pickets unnoticed, | gather?' Victor said.

"l suredid. But don't fret yourself." That dry chuckle came out once more, "1 expect they'd likely spy an
amy astried the same."

"One may hope." Radcliff wasn't about to let anybody held just met outcalm him. Ulysses Grigshy
laughed yet again. Between the two of them, they could probably evaporate the Blavet.

"Well, let'sget going,” said the English Atlantean who'd set-tled south of the old dividing line. " Sooner
you see I'm not a pre-varicating son of awhore, sooner you can commence to ciphering out how to steer
Generad Howe into your jaws."

"Prevaricating,” Victor echoed, not without admiration. He would have bet Grigsby was sdlf-taught. Hed
known severa At-lanteanslike that: they would trot out the proofs of their learning whenever they could.
Well-built women often wore decol lete dresses for smilar reasons of display.

Hetook aong half acompany'sworth of soldiers. If that force couldn't let him get away from an
ambush... then it couldn't, and he and Atlantis would have to lump it. He watched Grigsby out of the
corner of hiseye. The other man gave no sign of wanting to betray him to the enemy. Of coursg, if he
wasworth anything at al in thisgame, hewouldnt.

Astwilight degpened, a poor-bob somewhere under the treesloosed its mournful two-note cdl. It sang
once more, then fell 5-lent astheridersgot closer. If redcoats skulked nearby, the night bird likely
wouldn't have called at al. More than afew people reckoned hearing a poor-bob unlucky. This once,
Victor took it for agood sign.

"Not much farther,” Grigsby said afew minutes|ater. "Still ought to be enough light to let you see what
I'm going on about.”

"That would be good,” Victor said, which got one more chuckle out of hisguide.
Grigshy reined in and gestured. "This hereisthe place. Y ou're the general. Expect you'll see what I've got
inmind."

Victor looked east: the direction from which Howe's army would advance. He eyed the ground on which
hisarmy would fight if thingswent well. Sowly, thoughtfully, he nodded. "Prom-ising, Mr. Grigsby.
Promising,” hesaid. "But | am going to keep you under guard till after the fighting's over even s0.”

He waited to see whether the leathery settler got angry. Grigsby only nodded back. "Didn't reckon you'd
tell me any different,” hereplied. "Doesn't look like I'll have to wait red long any which way."

"You'reright,” Victor sad. "It doesn't.”

The Atlantean soldiers grumbled when their sergeants and offi-cers routed them from their bedrollswell
before sunup the next morning. The sergeants and officers, having been avakened ear-lier ill so they
could rouse the men, had already done their own grumbling. Stony-hearted, they ignored the honking
from the common soldiers.



Teaand coffee and breakfast helped reconcile the troops to being dive. The eastern sky went gray, then
pink, then gold as sunrise neared. Stars faded and disappeared; the third-quarter moon went from
gleaming mistress of the heavensto apae gnawed fingernail in the sky.

"Keegp moving!" Blaise called to the Atlanteans near him asthey marched along. "Every step you take,
you have less excuse for tripping over your own big, clumsy feet."

When they got to Ulysses Grigshby's chosen battlefield, alot of the men murmured appreciatively. As
Baron von Steuben had no-ticed, one difference between Atlanteans and Englishmen was that Atlanteans
liked thinking for themselvesinstead of letting some-body else do it for them. Mogt of Victor's troopers
imagined them-saves captainsif not generds. They could see—or believed they could see—what would
happen if the redcoats came up that road through the meadow.

AsVictor made hisdigpositions, hissoldiers digpostions grew cheerier by the minute. "Might even've
been worth booting us out of bed so bloody early,” arifleman cdled to Radcliff.

"So glad you approve,” Victor sad.
"Y ou won't get higher praise than that,” Grigsby remarked.
Victor nodded. "Don't | know it!"

Spatters of musketry started up, off to the eadt, victor had sent reinforcements to his pickets during the
night. He wanted his men to harass the redcoatsif they chose the wrong roads and to leave them done if
they came dong the ones he wanted. Thiswasthe tricky part. If the Atlanteans guided too openly, Howe
would wonder why... wouldn't he?

Little by little, the gunfire faded away. Ulysses Grigshy sketched asdute. "Damn meif | don't believe
you've brung it off."

"Wadl, we can hope s0," Victor answered. He had his men and fieldpieces deployed the way he wanted
them. He needed to make General Howe think he was ready to fight here, but not that he was
excessively eager about it.

For that matter, he needed to make himsdlf fed the same way. The spot Ulysses Grigsby had suggested
looked good, but hewouldn't know it wastill the fighting ended. And, if Grigsby had somehow contrived
to play him fase, it would prove to be not so good asit seemed. In that case, the English Atlantean'sfate
would prove less pleasant than Grigsby wished.

"Skirmishersforward!" Victor commanded. He had to look asif he'd just ssumbled upon this position and
chosen to fight here more or less on awhim. Soldiers sniping at the redcoats and try-ing to dow down
and disrupt their advance would add a convinc-ing touch.

Cavarymen rode back through the advancing skirmishers " They're coming!" the riders shouted, and
some added obscene embellishments on the theme.

Victor Radcliff surveyed thefield. "I do believe we're ready to greet them properly,” he said, and then, to
Ulysses Grigshy's guards, " Take the gentleman back and keep him out of the way till we see how things
develop. After that, well know whether he stabbed usin the back or we should pat him on his.”

"Comedong, you," growled the sergeant in charge of the guards.

"Y ou're an endearing chap, aren't you?' Grigsby said. The sergeant looked at him asif fliesbuzzed
around himin an open field. "No. Comeon, | said.”



"You certainly did." Grigshy came.

Victor eyed his men behind astonewall. They shouldn't dis-concert the redcoats. General Howe knew
the Atlanteans liked to fight from cover when they could. Sometimes, they'd made Eng-lish troops sorry.
Others, the redcoats had managed to storm their positionsin spite of everything. When the redcoats
cameto close quarters, their skill—and viciousness—with the bayonet gave them the edge.

More gunfire erupted up ahead. That had to be the skirmish-ersfighting adelaying action againgt the
English. Yes, herethey came, firing and faling back. The musketeers, who could shoot more quickly,
helped keep the redcoats off the riflemen, who could hit from longer range.

"Comeon! Comeon!" Victor Radcliff waved hishat. "You can doit! Thelingsjust ahead now!"

Most of the skirmisherstook their place behind the stone fence. Some went off to the surgeon, either
under their own power or helped by their friends. Brave banners from the Atlantean regi-ments fluttered
in themorning sun.

And more brave banners gppeared from out of the sun. It didn't seem that an English squad could march
into battle with-out drums thumping and flags flying, much lessacompany or aregiment. Had trees
sprouted flagsin place of leaves, Victor would

have thought Birnam Wood was out looking for Dunsinane.

When Generd Howe and his officers spotted the flags mark-ing the Atlantean position, they paused well
out of riflerange and

methodically dressed their lines. Very faint in the distance, ser-geants angry shouts reached Victor's ears.
He smiled. Underofficers seemed much the same regardless of army or uniform.

With his spyglass, hefound Generd Howe. A dightly less gor-geoudy clad officer wastaking to the
English commander. The lower-ranking man pointed to the woods ahead and to either Sde of the stone
fence the Atlanteans defended. Victor idly wondered if that was Richard Cornwallis or some other
English officer who'd fought the French Atlanteansthe last time around.

Whoever the Englishman was, Generd Howe didn't want to listen to him. Howe pointed to the Atlantean
banners, then waved his hand. The spyglassdidn't et Victor recognize expressons, but he had no doubt
what that dismissive gesture meant. The English commander did it so well, he might have used it on the
Sage.

The other officer tried once more. Thistime, Howe's gesture seemed more imperious than dismissve
Sop bothering me and carry out your orders—that was what he had to mean. The junior officer
saluted and rode away. Whatever he was thinking, he perforce kept it to himsalf.

Howe'sfidd artillery deployed. The men performed their evo-lutions with admirable speed and precision.
Victor would have found them even more admirableif they weren't amed at his men.

One after another, the English cannon boomed. A roundshot roared over the Atlanteans. Another
smacked the fence they shel-tered behind. Flying chunks of stone wounded several men.

Atlantean cannon posted by the fence thundered areply. A lucky shot from one of them knocked a
whed off an English gun carriage The enemy field piece pointed a an odd angle, asif trying to stand up
graight while drunk. Artillerymen rushed to repair the wounded cannon.

Another Atlantean roundshot plowed through severd ranks of redcoats beforefindly losng its



momentum. Victor heard those distant soldiers shriek. Their comrades dragged badly hurt men off to the
surgeons and took their places without any fuss. The daughter machine that was an English army tramped
forward to the begt of the drum and the wall of thefife.

"Don't shoot too soon, you damnfool musketeers!” That had to be an Atlantean sergeant: no officer
would have shown com-mon soldiers so much scorn. The man went on, ™Y ou just waste powder and
lead if you do! We can get more lead out of your thick skulls, but we redly arelow on powder."

A cannon tore another furrow in the English ranks. The red-coats closed up and kept coming. Riflemen
opened fire on them. Those men could have won the war single-handed if only they re-loaded faster.
Sincethey didnt...

"Musketeers—be ready!" Victor shouted. That command wasn't in the manua of arms. The men knew
what it meant al the same Victor hoped they did, anyhow. Hed ydled himsdf hoarse ingtruct-ing them as
they marched from their encampment to this position. Now... had they listened? Would soldiers pay
attention when you tried to get them to do something they weren't used to doing?

"Musketeers—fire!" That wasn't Victor: severa sergeants and officersydled the samething at the same
time

The muskets roared. Darts of flame spat toward the oncom+-ing redcoats. A young fogbank of
fireworks-smelling smoke rose above the stone fence in back of which the Atlanteans sheltered.

Surprisingly few Englishmen fell. The oneswho didn't Iet out acheer full of as much rdlief asferocity. The
fifesand drums picked up their rhythm. The redcoats double-timed toward the fence. At a shouted
command, their bayoneted muskets lowered in a glittering wave of sharp sted.

Victor tensed. If things went wrong now, it would be embar-rassing. Fatally embarrassing, most likely.
And thingswent wrong al thetime in war. Anyone who'd done any fighting knew that.

Why didn't therest of the Atlanteans... ? And then, al of a sudden, they did. HEd posted men and field
gunsinthetreesin front of and to either Sde of the stonefence. All the banners stayed in plain view
behind the fence. A well-disciplined Englishman like Howe might conclude from that thet al the
Atlanteans aso stood behind the fence.

Such aconclusion was reasonable. It was logica. Unfortu-nately for the redcoats, it was also wrong.
Dead wrong.

Musketry and canigter tore into the English soldiers from both flanks. The soldiersin back of thewall
abruptly stopped shooting high on purpose. Muskets weren't very accurate under any circumstances, but
they could hit more often than they had been.

How the redcoats howled! Victor whooped and flung his hat in the air and danced an ungainly
dance—hissdeof it, at least— with Blaise. "They haven't learned one damned thing since Gen-era
Braddock'sday!" he shouted to anyone who'd listen. "Not one damned thing!"

"How do they ever win battles, let donewars?' Blaise asked.

"Becausethey're brave," Victor answered. "Because other people are just as stupid as they are. But not
today, by God!"

"No, not today," Blaise agreed. "They can't get through, and they can't get away, either.”

The redcoats tried charging the stone fence. If they could smash the Atlanteans there, they would fight on



their own terms once more, not on Victor Raddliff’s. Severa scorching volleys showed them they
couldn't. Dead and wounded men lay drifted in front of the fence. And the gdling fire from right and | eft
kept costing them more casudties, and they were altogether unable to answe it.

"Generd Howe's down!™ somebody shouted. The news blazed up and down the Atlantean line, fast asa
quick-burning fuse.

"It is like Braddock's battlel" Blaise exclamed. Marching blithely into atrap, Generd Braddock had
nearly killed English hopesin Atlantis dong with most of hisown soldiers. Victor and the English
Atlanteans he led were the ones who'd got the red-coats remnants away from the French Atlanteans.
Who would ex-tricate this batch of redcoats? Anyone at all?

"Punish them, boydl" Victor shouted. "Make them pay for dl they've doneto udl"

Whooping with delight, the greencoats did. They'd won skir-mishes over the winter, but never beforea
pitched battle againgt the English. Considering al the close fightsthey'd lost the year before, they had a
lot to pay back. They did their best to settle the debt dl at once.

English trumpets blared. Thefoot soldiers stopped trying to force their way over the stone fence. That
was plainly impossible, which hadn't kept them from going on with the attack. Only the trumpeted order
to pull back ended the sdlf-inflicted torment. Victor admired the redcoats discipline more than their
COMMOonN sense.

They sullenly re-formed their ranks and began to march away. "Do we pursue, sir?' Habakkuk
Biddiscombe asked.

Victor'sfirgt impulse was to say no. He didn't want to throw away the fine victory his men had dready
gained. But the English soldiers had to be more rattled than they seemed... didn't they? If he pushed
them, they'd go to pieces... wouldn't they?

He decided he had to find out. The only thing better than afine victory wasagrest victory. If you were
going to get one, you had to take a chance now and then. "Y es, by God, we do pursue!™ he exclaimed.

"Thank you, Sir!" the cavary officer exclamed, abroad grin spreading across hisface. "l wasafraid I'd
haveto... do some-thing insubordinate to get that order out of you."

To thwack you with a big stick, waswhat he had to mean. Victor grinned back. "Well, you've got it.
Now make the most of it."

"WElII do that very thing, General." Biddiscombe started shouting orders of his own. Victor Radcliff
realized he knew ex-actly what he intended to do. How long had he been working that out? Since the
moment hefirst saw this position, chances were. Well, good. Officers needed to think ahead.

And that reminded Victor of something. He called for arun-ner. When the young man appeared before
him, hesad, "My complimentsto Mr. Grigsby's guards, James, and they may release him. It seemsplain
enough that he didn't purpose betraying usto Generad Howe."

"Right you are, ar." James sketched a salute and darted away.
Victor wished for that much energy himsdlf.

Horsemen and field guns went after the retreating redcoats. So did the foot soldierswho'd pummeled
them from the trees. And—Victor watched in amazed delight—damned if the redcoats didn't fal to
piecesright before his eyes. In the space of afew min-utes, an army turned into a panic-stricken maob.



Men threw away packs and musketsto flee the faster.

"Will you look at that?' Victor said to Blaise. "Will you look at that? We've whipped them! They've
never been beaten like this, not in Atlantis. | don't know when they last got beaten like thisback in

Europe.
"What do we do now?' Blaise asked.

"I'll tell youwhat," Victor answered. "Custis Cawthorne must be in France by thistime. We make sure he
knows about it. And we make sure he lets the French hear about it. If they help us, our chances go up.
France's navy has got better, alot better, since the last time she fought England.”

Blaise was moreimmediately practica. "No, no. | mean, what do we do with al the prisonerswe are
taking? What do we do with al the muskets and things the redcoats throw out?"

"Oh." Victor felt foolish. Y es, what he'd talked about also needed doing. But what Blai se talked about
needed doing right away. "We especidly need to round up bayonets. With alittle luck, well never run
short of them again. And we need to see if we've captured any supply wagons. The onesthey makein
England are better than any we have here."

"l will givethose orders.” Blaise hurried away.

Victor whistled softly. The whole war had just changed. He hadn't yet proved that, generaship being
equa, Atlanteans could match Englishmen in the open fidld. But, if the Atlanteans had even dightly better
generdship, they could not only match the redcoats but beet them.

"| told you s0."

For amoment, Victor thought the words came straight from his own spirit. Then he redized Ulysses
Grigsby had come up be-side him. He nodded. "Y es, Mr. Grigsby, asamatter of fact, you did.”

That took thewind out of Grigsby's sails. With awry chuckle, he said, "How am | supposed to stay sore
at you when you go and admit something like that?'

"Plenty of people would think it was easy,” Victor assured him.

"I hope | know what gratitude's worth." Ulysses Grigshy hesi-tated, then plunged: " And speaking of
which, your Excellency, any chance you might reward mein specie instead of paper? Y ou didn't get
something smdl from me, you know."

"l doindeed, and | would be glad to give you specieif only | had any to give." That wasn't the full truth,
but Victor didn't think the other man needed to know everything about how the Atlante-ans financed their
war. Hewent on, "I will put the question to the Atlantean Assembly. If the Conscript Fathers choose to
reward you in the fashion you request, no man will be happier than 1.”

"Oh, oneman will, I reckon." Grigsby jabbed athumb at his own chest. "Gold and silver, they last. Who
knows what Atlantean paper will be worth ten years from now? Meaning no disrespect, Generd, but
who knowsif itll be worth anything ten years from now?"

"Our best chanceto haveit a par with specieisto win thiswar against England,” Victor said. "Thanksto
you, Mr. Grigshy, werefar closer to that goa than we were at this hour yesterday.”

"Damn right we are. That'swhy | want specie.” Grigsby had the smple rapacity of ared-crested eagle.
Victor didn't care why the other man had warned the Atlantean army. Aslong as he had, nothing else



mattered.

The sun was going down in crimson glory over the Green Ridge Mountains when severd grinning
Atlanteansled an English sub-altern carrying aflag of truceinto Victor Raddliff’ s presence. "What can |
do for you, Lieutenant...?" Victor asked, though he sup-posed he aready knew the answer.

"My nameis Heming, Generd—John Fleming," the young Englishman said. "1 have the honor to convey
Generd Cornwallis complimentsto you, and to ask if your Side, having prevailed today, would be
gracious enough to return Genera Howe's body for proper interment.”

"Do you suppose we would bury him improperly?' Victor asked with some asperity. "We are not
barbarians, sr—unlike the Terranovan savages England loosed against our western settlements.”

"Please excuse me. That is not what | meant. It is not what General Cornwallis meant, either,” Lieutenant
Heming said quickly.

"Well, | am pleased to have Generd Cornwallis compliments. In days gone by, as you may know, we
fought on the same side,” Victor said. " So perhaps you will be so kind asto explain to me what he did

"Certainly, sr," Heming said. "'If afight went badly for you, would you not sooner be buried by your
friends than by your foes?'

"I would sooner not have to make such an unhappy choice, but | do see what you mean,” Victor
answered. "We have captured more than afew of your wagonsin the pursuit. | shall return one of them
to you with Genera Howe's body—which, | assure you, has not been badly plundered.”

"What does that mean?" Lieutenant Heming could also sound sharp.

"Heisfully accoutered,” Victor said. "When | first saw hisbody, his purse was empty. Whether he went
into the battle with it empty, | fear | cannot say." He spread hishands. "War iswhat it is.”

"True enough.” The English officer sighed, but he nodded. "I accept your assurances on that score.”

"If you would like to take back as many other bodies as the wagon will carry, you may do so." Having
won, Victor could afford to be generous about trifles. He did believe the redcoats would have returned
the favor had things gone the other way.

"Very good of you, Sr." John Fleming sketched asalute. "If | may look at the bodies, snce you makethis
offer..." A grimace got past the correct mask hed worn. "1 fear my older brother. Captain James
Heming, isamong the falen. Severd men saw him go down in front of that damned stone fence you
defended so stoutly.”

"Oh, my dear fellow! My deepest sympathies! Y ou should have spoken sooner!” Victor exclaimed.
"May | giveyou brandy or rum? Aswith an amputation, they will dull the worst pain abit."

"No, thank you. | can in good conscience transact military businesswith you, but, meaning no disrespect,
| would rather not drink with you."

"l understand. | am sorry." Victor raised hisvoice and waved. When amessenger came up, he said,
"Fetch atorch and lend Lieutenant Fleming here every assstance in examining the Eng-lish dead. He
believes his brother lies among them. If he should prove correct, Captain Fleming's body will go back
through the lines with him aong with Genera Howe's and as many others as awagon may hold.”



"Yes, dr." The messenger nodded to the English officer. "That's mighty hard. Y ou comewith me. Well
do what we can for you."

"Very wdl. | am... asgrateful as one can be under the cir-cumstances.” Lieutenant FHeming followed the
messenger toward the redcoats tumbled corpses.

"More hetakes, more we don't haveto bury,” Blaise remarked. "I don't think one wagonload will make
much difference.” Victor paused. "But | must admit | won't be on the business end of ashovd, cither."

"Worth remembering,” Blaise said. No doubt he'd been on the business end of ashove during his days
asadave. But davesworked as dowly astheir overseerswould let them get away with. Free men had a
different rhythm. Victor had used a shovel often enough on hisfarm, in building fieldworks, and in burying
his children when they died too young.

After awnhile, the wagon rattled off toward the east. Victor didn't ask whether Lieutenant Renting had
found his brother. It might matter to the redcoat, but it didn't to him. He did what he had to do next:
without waiting for morning, he sent amessenger off to the Atlantean Assembly with word of the victory.
He aso recommended that the Assembly get the news to France as soon as it could. When the French
learned the local's had beaten Eng-lish regularsin apitched battle, they might have ahigher regard for this
uprising. Then again, they might not. But the Atlanteans had to find out

"If Cudtis Cawthorne can't talk King Louis into coming in on our side, nobody can,” Mgor Biddiscombe
said when Victor told his officers council what held done.

"Just s0," Victor said. Of course, given how badly the French had lost in their last fight with England, the
painful posshbility that no one could persuade them to try again was very redl.

"We ought to chase the redcoats al the way back to Cosquer,” Biddiscombe added. "We ought to take
the place away from them again.”

"If we can. If they have no fieldworksin place around it, which | confessto finding unlikedly. If the Roya
Navy does not lie close offshore," Victor said. "I am anything but eager to face bombard-ment from big
guns | cannot hope to answer. | had enough of that up in Weymouth, enough and to spare.”

Habakkuk Biddiscombe looked discontented. He sounded more than discontented: "Nobody ever won
atight by reckoning up al the things that might go wrong before he sarted.”

"Perhgpsnot,” Victor said. "But plenty of officers—the late Generd Howe being only the most recent
example—have logt battles by failing to reckon up what might go wrong. | trust you take the point, Sir?"

Biddiscombe didn't like it No matter how intrepid he was, though, he wasn't blindly intrepid. He could
smdl something if you rubbed hisnosein it Reluctantly, he nodded. "I think | do Generd."

"Good." As Victor had with the English lieutenant he threw his own subordinate a sop: "'l aso trust you
will pursue vigor-oudy. The more English stragglers we scoop up, the more mus-kets and wagons and,
God willing, cannon we capture, the better our cause will look: here and up in Honker's Mill and, in due
course, in France."

Blasesad, "It would seem strange, fighting on the same side as France after going againgt her inthe last
war."

"The redcoats were on our Side last time," Victor reminded him. "War and politics are like that. When
Lieutenant Fleming camein to ask for Howe's body, he gave me Genera Cornwalis compliments. Our
old friend—and | did count him afriend—now commands the enemy. Could something like that not



happen in Africa, or do your tribes never change aliances?’
"| supposeit could” Blaise said. "But | think you white men are more changegble than we."

"It could be s0," Victor said. "Still, you've also talked about the things we know how to do that your
people don't. Learning such things comes with being changeable, too. | think it comes from being
changesble. Don't you?'

"l supposeit could,” Blaise said again. "Wdll, it's an argument for another time, not for acouncil of war,”
Victor said: he could see that some of his officerswould have said the same thing if he hadn't. Better to
beat them to the punch. He went on, " The argument for this council is how best to exploit our
victory—the victory that you won, gentlemen!”

They raised three cheers. They'd chewed over too many nar-row but undeniable defeats. Victory tasted
S0 much better!

Chapter 12

Cosquer didn't fall easily. Victor had hoped it might, but hadn't really expected it to. He remembered
how well Cornwallis, then alieutenant-colond, had fortified Freetown after Genera Braddock fell. The
new English commander was no less diligent now, hisengineersno lessclever.

And the redcoats in the works remained ready to fight. Maybe they weren't quite so eager to face the
Atlanteansin the open field asthey had been. But they didn't mind letting Victor's soldiers come to them.
Why should they, when they hoped to bloody the locals on the chegp?

But Victor didn't oblige them. Attacking field works was afool's game, or a desperate man's. He wasn't
desperate, and he hoped he wasn't that kind of fool, anyhow.

Even if he had been tempted to assault Cornwallis entrench-ments, knowing Roya Navy frigatesand
shipsof the Line lay off-shore would have made him think twice. Their firepower didn't reach far inland,
but within its reach he had nothing that could reply to it. Heavy gunson land sat in forts. They moved
dowly, if they moved at dl. Ships carried them faster than unencumbered men could march, asfast as
cavary scouts could ride. " Can we starve them out?' Blai se asked.

Unhappily, Victor shook hishead. "Not as long asthey rule the sea. They can bring in food from other
partsof Atlantis, or even al the way from England.”

"What are we doing here, then?' Blaise asked, a much more than reasonable question.
"Holding themin," Victor answered. "They can't do anything much aslong as we pen them there.”
Blaise grunted. "Neither canwe."

"Yes, wecan." Victor said it again: "We can. They haveto beat us, to make us quit fighting. All we have
to do is show them they can't do that. Aslong aswe stay in the field, aslong as we prove to them they
can't do whatever they pleasein Atlantis, they will lose. I'm not sure they understand that yet. I'm not sure
how long they will need to understand it. But we have to keep fighting till they do, however long it takes."

The Negro grunted again, but on adifferent note. " Anyone who knows you knows how pigheaded you
ae—"

Victor assumed a pained expression. " Stubborn, please. Peo-ple you don't like are pigheaded. Y our



friends are stubborn, or hold to their purpose.”

"Stubborn, then," Blaise said... after apause to show he wasthinking it over. "Y ou are, yes, but can you
keep your army stubborn?”’

He knew how to get to the bottom of things, dl right. He a-ways had. Victor said the only thing he could:
"l amtotry, anyhow."

He wondered whether Cornwalliswould get reinforcements from farther north. If the English officer did,
Victor feared he had a decent chance of breaking out of Cosguer. What would he do then? What could
he do? Fight more battles like the ones the red-coats and Atlanteans had tried the year before? What
would that prove? That the redcoats were better than the settlersin the open field if they didn't get
cardess? It might not even prove that. The Atlanteans were improving with every fight they had. They
might not match Cornwallis veteransyet, but they were getting close.

Green-coated riflemen sniped at the English soldiersin the trenches. That wouldn't decide anything;
Victor knew it, and Cornwallis had to know it, too. But it did sting the redcoats, and they seemed to be
without riflemen of their own to reply in kind. Maybe it could sting them into doing something foolish.

Victor aso had to keep his own men from doing something foolish. Habakkuk Biddiscombe wanted to
storm Cosguer. "We can beat them, General!" the cavary officer indsted. "By God, we can! And then
everything below the Stour is oursfor good!”

"If | order an attack, wewill makeone," Victor said. "Until | order one, we won't. | don't think we can
succeed.”

"| do!" Biddiscombe said.

"When you wear agenerd's sash, you may use your men asyou can find best,” Victor said, as patiently
as he could. "For now, though, the responsibility sill rests on my shoulders—and there aretimeswhen |
think Atlas had it easy holding up the heavens, believe me."

"Therearetimeswhen | think..." The cavdry officer |eft it there, which was bound to be lucky for both
of them.

Then Generd Cornwallis solved the Atlanteans problem, with-drawing from hisfieldworks. He did it
with hisusud skill. Heleft fires burning in the works dl night long to fool the Atlanteansinto thinking his
men still occupied them. By the time the sun came up to show they had gone, they were dready back in
Cosquer.

And they, and the rest of the redcoats with them, were climb-ing into boats and going out to the warships
anchored offshore. It was asif Cornwalliswere saying, Well, if you want Cosquer so much, hereitis,
and be damned to you.

Victor did want Cosquer, but not at the price of bringing his soldiers under the Roya Navy'sguns. If the
redcoats were pulling out, hed let them go. He unlimbered hisfield guns and fired at them from long
range. He probably knocked over afew of them, but they had to know, as he did, it was only more
harassment. It didn't change their evacuation afarthing's worth.

Once the English army had boarded the warships, sails blos-somed on their masts. Sowly at first but
then building momen-tum, the ships sailed off. .. toward the south.

"Where do they think they're going?' Habakkuk Biddiscombe sounded angry, asif he suspected Victor
had been ligening in on Cornwallis deliberations and hadn't told him. "Do they think they canlandin



Spanish Atlantis and then come back up and go on with the war that way?"
"I wouldn't be surprised if they do,” Victor answered. "Have you ever had anything to do with the dons?"

"Not me." The prospect seemed to affront the mgjor. English and French Atlanteans both looked down
their noses at the Span-iards farther south. Spain had arich empirein Terranova, but her Atlantean
dominions were an afterthought, and had been for many years. Most Spanish settlers here were men
who'd failed or hadn't dared try in the broader lands beyond the Hesperian Gulf. The donsalso had a
reputation for being uncommonly crud to their daves: one reason uprisings aways bubbled just below the
surface.

"For my sins, | have,” Victor told Biddiscombe. "They are the touchiest human beings God ever made. If
Cornwallislanded a Gernika, say, without their leave, they would drop dl their private feuds—of which
they have agreat plenty, believe me—to do him al the harm they could.”

"I'm sure he loses deep over that." Scorn filled Habakkuk Biddiscombe's voice. Spain had, and had
earned, an unenviable military reputation. The only reason England hadn't seized Span-ish Atlantis a the
end of thelast war was that she hadn't thought it worth seizing.

But Victor said, "Rile a Spaniard and hell try to kill you with-out caring for hisown life. A Spanish army
is nothing much. Spanish bushwhackers... It'sno accident that ‘guerrilla is a Spanish word.”

Biddiscombe said afew Spanish words Victor hadn't thought he knew. When he ran out of foreign
incendiaries, he added, "Y ou can bet Cornwallis feds the same way about them.”

"No doubt,” Victor said. "But the question is how they fedl about Cornwallis—and about whether he
purposeslanding thereat dl."

"Where e se would he go? Down to theidands?' Biddis-combe answered his own question with ashake
of thehead. "Not likely! That'd take him clean out of thewar. He hasto head for Spanish Atlantis.”

"No one has to do anything." Victor spoke with great convic-tion. By the way Habakkuk Biddiscombe
eyed him, he might sud-denly have started spouting Blaiseg's language.

Cosguer greeted theincoming Atlantean army the same way it had probably greeted theincoming English
army: with indiffer-ence New Hastings was atrifle older, but Cosquer's founder, Francois Kersauzon,
had stumbled upon Atlantis even before the Raddliffes. People in Cosquer remembered, evenif hardly
anyone e sein these modern times did. They looked down their noses a al latecomers.

Some of them still spoke buzzing Breton instead of French or English Victor didn't think al the strange
names he heard riding into Cosquer were compliments. Aslong as no one did more than mutter ina
half-forgotten tongue, he didn't care.

He went on to the quays, hoping some longshoreman or tap-man or even doxy had heard where
Cornwallis planned to sail. No one who might have seemed to want to tell an English Atlantean, though.
The tgpmen and doxies were willing enough to take hismen'ssilver. Asfor the longshoremen. ..

"How soon will you get out of here?' asked one of the few who condescended to speak to Victor at dl.
"When werreready," Victor said. "How soon will you learn some manners?’
"When I'm ready," thelocal answered cheekily. "Don't hold your bresth—manners are for friends.”

"l am not your enemy. Y ou should be glad of that,” Victor said.



"Stinking Saoz," the longshoreman said, and turned away.

That one Victor did know: thefdlow'd caled him an English-man. " Save that namefor Cornwallis™ he
sad. "I'm an Atlantean, by God."

"A Sa0z isa Saoz no matter where heswhelped,” the long-shoreman answered. "God may care about
the details, but | don't.”

"God has better sensethan you do.” Victor rode away to seeif he could find answers anywhere else.

But no one in Cosquer seemed to know anything. No one who did seemed inclined to tell it to a Saoz,
anyhow. To Victor, they amounted to the same thing. Then he got arush of brainsto the head. He hunted
up Blaise and handed him some money. "What'sthisin aid of 7' the Negro asked.

"Take off your uniform. Put on some ordinary clothes, nonetoo fancy," Victor answered. "Wander
through the taverns. Buy yourself afew drinks. See what you can hear about where the English went."

"Maybe | won't hear anything," Blaise said. "Maybe you won't,”" Victor agreed. "But maybe you will, too.
Make them think you're adave on atoot. White people talk too much in front of daves. They think the
davesaren't lisening or can't understand.”

Blaiseraised an eyebrow. "1 know thingslikethat." He brushed two fingers of hisright hand against the
back of hisleft to show off hisblack skin and to remind Victor how he knew. "Why do you know them?”'

Radcliff used the same gesture the Negro had. "Because I'm awhite man mysdlf, and | know how white
men think. | would have thought the same way—I did think the same way—before | met you. | hope |
know better now."

"Ah," Blaise said, and then, "Well, maybe you do." With that faint praise Victor had to be content.

Off the Negro went on his mission of espionage. Victor fell adeep before he came back from it. Lamps
weren't bright enough to tempt the general to stay up long after the sun went down. He did wonder
whether Blaise would remember what held heard come morning.

And when he got alook at Blaise the next morning, he won-dered even more. "Oh, my," he said
sympatheticaly. "Oh, dear."

With trembling hand, Blaise reached for atin mug of coffee. He was badly the worse for wear, the whites
of hiseyesydlowish and tracked with red. "Don't know why you brew that hellwater you call rum," he
sad. "Peoplefed mighty bad after they drink it. Mighty bad." He gulped the steaming coffee, then gulped
again, hoping it would stay down.

"Most folks don't worry about the day after while they're drinking,” Victor observed. "That goesfor
blacks and copperskins and whites dike. | expect it goesfor Chinamen, too, but | can't prove it—I don't
know any."

After one more gulp, Blaise seemed to decide things would stay where he wanted them to. "Wdll," he
sad, "no onewill ever tell mel did not earn the money you gave melast night.”

"No oneistrying to,” Victor said. "Did you learn anything ex-cept that ahard night leads to a harder
morning?"'

"Oh, doesnt it just!" Blaise agreed with the fervor of are-formed sinner. Or perhaps not completely
reformed: he held out the tin cup, saying, "Have you got any brandy to help me take the edge of f?"



Not many Atlanteans with pretensionsto being gentlemen failed to carry aflask. Victor had one. You
never could tell when you might need anip againgt the cold or smply want one. Victor poured a careful
doseinto Blaise's coffee,

"Obliged, sir." The Negro drank. He nodded. "Oh, yes. Much obliged.”
"Better now?" Victor inquired.

"Some." Blaise nodded. He didn't seem to fear that his head would fal off any more, or even to hope it
would. Having been through some long drunken nights himsdlf, Victor knew progress when he saw it.

Hetried again: "How much of what you heard in your tavern crawl do you recollect? Anything
interesing?’

"Maybe." Blaisetook another sip of the improved—no, herein French Atlantis, they would cal it
corrected—coffee. "People seem to think Cornwallis will come up on the west coast. One of them called

it buggering asheep.”

"Heh," Victor Radcliff said uneasily. The redcoats could steal amarch on him over there, sure enough.
Atlantean forces, even counting the men sent west to fight the copperskins the English had imported,
were thin on the ground. But, having landed there, what could Cornwallis do next? Crossthe Green
Ridge Moun-tains and return to the more settled parts of the country? Maybe, if helanded at New
Marsaille or one of the smaller towns south of Avalon. Hunting was till supposed to be very easy inthe
south-west. Even o... "How sure are these, ah, people? Did they hear his plans from some English
officer? Or are they guessing, theway you will when you don't know?"

"Some of them sounded pretty sure,” Blaise answered. "I don't think | heard one of them say an
Englishman told him what the redcoats were doing, but they thought they had a good notion.”

"All right." Victor paused. Eyeing the Negro's decrepit condi-tion, he decided something more than that
wascdled for. "I thank you, Blaise. Y ou did everything you could, and you did Atlantisagood turn.”

"l hope s0." Blaise seemed to have gone through the mill, dl right. "What are you going to do now?"

Even morethan To be or not to be, that was the question. Victor had even more trouble than Hamlet
had coming up with agood answer. Unhappily, he said, "I don't know. Getting our army acrossto New
Marselle... Wemight do it. Or we might lose two men out of three, sick or starving, if wetry. Taking a
lot of men across Atlantis has never been easy.”

"Y ou were going to do it when we were down in the Span-iards country, till the Royal Navy came and
took us back to Free-town," Blaise said.

Still unhappily, Victor nodded. "We werein trouble, then— and we'd've been in worse trouble if we'd
had to try it. And we had alot fewer men then than we do now."

"More settlersin the back country now than there used to be," Blaise observed.
"That'ss0." Victor admitted what he couldn't very well deny.

But he went on, "Are there enough to subsist us on theway? | think not Whatever we need, well have to
fetchwith us™

"Or kill dong theway," Blaise said.



"Honkers. Oil thrushes. Deer that run wild through the woods. Rabbits, too, | suppose. | hope we aren't
down to eating turtles and frogs and snakes by the time we get to the Hesperian Gulf. And we can't very
well kill cannon dong the way. Somehow or other, welll have to get our field guns over the mountains. |
don't look forward to that."

"Mountains down here are lower than they are farther north. Some tracks through them, too,” Blaise said.
"l was thinking about running off that way, but | decided to go north instead. | hear there are villages of
runaway blacks and copperskins across the mountains.”

"I've heard it, t0o," Victor said. "l don't know if it'strue."

"Oh, | think s0." Blaise sounded more certain than he had when he was talking about what the English
intended. How much did he know? How much of what he knew would he tell awhite man? A good ded
and not very much, respectively—that was Vic-tor's judgment. And, al things considered, who could
blame him for that?

Marching west had dl the apped of grabbing asnake by thetail to find out if it was venomous. Not
marching west struck Victor as even worse, though—that was waiting for the snake to bite you. And o,
without enthusiasm but without shirking, he got ready to leave Cosquer behind.

Heleft agarrison in the town. He didn't want the Roya Navy smply sailing in and retaking it as soon as
he marched away. That aso gave him an excuse to take fewer men over the Green Ridge Mountains. He
gratefully seized on any excuse he could get.

He and the army hadn't gone more than afew miles up the south bank of the Blavet when arider from
out of the west came up to them. Victor eyed the fellow in bemusement Cornwallis couldn't have got to
New Marsglleyet, could he? And, evenif by some miracle of perfect winds and wild sailing he had,
news that he had couldn't have come back across the mountains.

And it hadn't. Brandishing arolled and sedled sheet of paper, the horseman said, "Generd, | bring you
thisfrom the Atlantean Assembly at Honker's Mill." He managed to invest the little town's sillly name with
adignity it certainly hadn't earned.

This turned out to be the floridly officia Thanks of the Atlan-tean Assembly, written in magnificent
calligraphy by some secre-tary who probably had no other talent he could sell. Victor held it out for his
soldiersto see, finishing, "They sent it to me, but it be-longsto dl of you." The men cheered.

The courier handed him another, smdler, rolled and sedled sheet. "I saac Fenner gave methisto giveto
you just before | set out.”

"Did he?' What Fenner said privately might be more interest-ing than the public proclamation it
accompanied. Victor popped off the sed with histhumbnail and unrolled the | etter. Fenner's hand was
legible enough, but smal and cramped: nothing much beside the secretary's splendid script.

WEell done, the redhead from Bredestown wrote. You've given En-gland one in the dats she'll bea
long time forgetting. And something more may come of it. Not quite certain yet, but the chances
look better by the day. You'll know when it happens— promise you that. The whole world will
know. His scribbled signature followed.

"What does Fenner say?' Habakkuk Biddiscombe asked with the air of aman entitled to know.

Since he was no such thing, he only succeeded in putting Vic-tor's back up. " That something important
will be coming out of Honker's Mill soon,”" he answered, which had the virtue of being true and the larger



virtue—in hismind, a least—of not being informative.

"Fenner isfull of moonshine promises,” Biddiscombe said. "No wonder hishair isred—it shows he's
descended from afox, and not descended very far, either.”

"If you fed that way, I'm surprised you're not riding ongside King George's men,” Victor remarked.

"Oh, I hopeI'm aloya Atlantean, which | hope I've proved by now, too," the cavary officer said. "But |
also hope | know arogue when | see one, and may | be damned if | don't see one whenever | look
towards | saac Fenner."

Victor Raddliff shrugged. "Maybe heisarogue. But so what? If heis, he's our rogue.”

"England has agreat plenty of them. A few of our own may prove useful, asthe mild dose of smdlpox in
inoculation com-monly holds the stronger sickness at bay™ Major Biddiscombe a-lowed. "Still and dll, |
doubt I’'ll be much impressed after Honker's Mill labors to bring forth aridiculous mouse.”

"Good to know you remember your Horace," Victor mur-mured. "All we can do iswait to see what
happens there while we do our best down here. Have you ever crossed the mountains before?”

"No, dr," Biddiscombe said. "'l like the comforts of civilization. | can live without them when | must, but |
prefer not to."

"Not the worgt attitude. Y ou seem to copein the field well enough.”
"Your servant, ar." Habakkuk Biddiscombe doffed histricorn at the praise.

But Raddliff hadn't finished: "Well need your talents aswe travel and those of the ruffiansyou lead. Y oull
be widdy spread out in front of the army, to find trouble before it finds us and to forage for the main

"Well do al we can—you may rely on that," Biddiscombe said. "And well daughter every honker and ol
thrush we come upon.”

"Up in Hanover and New Hastings, I've heard people who style themsalves natural philosophers say we
should try to pre-serve the honkers and other unique natural productions of Atlan-tis, to let forthcoming
generations see and study them dive rather than from specimens and stories,” Victor said.

"Genera, meaning no disrespect to such people, but talk is cheap,” Biddiscombe said. "I'd like to hear
them babble about not shooting honkers after they try to cross the mountains and get to New Marsaille
overland. If they didn't declare that there ought to be a bounty on the big, stupid birds, I'd be
astonished.”

"Well, now that you mention it, sowould I," Victor admitted. "An empty belly makes a stern taskmaster.”

Habakkuk Biddiscombe nodded. "1 should say so! And how many 'naturd philosophers,’ so called, have
ever known itspinch?"

"Why ask me? The next time you keep company with one, enquire of him,” Victor said. "And inthe
meanwhile, why don't you go keep some order among your horsemen?” I've had enough of you, he
meant, but hedidn't say it.

He would have if Biddiscombe had argued with him. But the cavary officer, for awonder, too, took the
hint. "Just asyou say, sir," hereplied, sketching a salute, and rode away.



"What does Fenner havein mind?" Blaise asked quietly.

Asquietly, Victor answered, "I truly don't know. He's being coy. Whatever it turns out to be, | hopeit
proves asimportant at he thinks, that'sal."

Nouveau Redon again, thistime traveling from east to west. The town wasn't what it had been. It never
would be again, not unless someone found away to resurrect the spring that had watered it. Several
ingenious engineers and charlatans—the difference be-tween the two wasn't dways easy to seein
advance—had tried, but none with any success.

These days, Nouveau Redon drew itswater out of the river that lay below the heights it commanded.
That madeit easy to be-siege despite its till-formidable works. People said it was asicklier place now
than it had been when the spring gurgled up through the living rock. Victor didn't know for afact that that
wastrue, but he'd heard it more than once.

Hedidn't stop at the town, skirting it to the south. His foot soldiers didn't seem sorry not to haveto climb
up toit. The cav-alry, whose horses would have had to do the work, might have had a different view.
Victor didn't ask them. He was starting to find dealing with Habakkuk Biddiscombe as wearing asthe
in-trepid horseman probably found dealing with him.

He wanted to force the march. If the redcoats got there before him... Then they do, that's all, hetold
himsalf sternly. If he con-fronted them with afew hundred starving skeletons, he wouldn't do Atlantis
cause any good. And that would happen if he pushed too hard. Hed leave men behind dl the way to the
mountains, and dl theway acrossthem aswell.

The quartermasters at Nouveau Redon were unenthusiastic about turning loose of what they held in their
storehouses. That was, as Victor had seen before, an occupationa disease of quarter-masters. These
fellows had aworse case than most.

Only adirect order made a couple of them condescend to come down and talk to him. "Were hereto
protect these stores, Generd, and to preserve them," one of the men said importantly.

"Why?' Victor Reddliff asked.

"Why?' the quartermaster echoed. He and his comrade |ooked at each other. That didn't seem to have
occurred to either of them.

"Why?" Victor repeated. "What's the point of protecting and preserving the suppliesin Nouveau Redon?"

Again, hed taken the officers by surprise. At last, the fellow who'd spoken before ventured areply: "
suppose, to keep them in readiness in case they were to be required by some military Situation.”

"Ahal" Victor struck like alancehead or some other southern viper. The quartermaster officersflinched
asif heredly did have fangs. He wished he did—he would have bitten both of them. Inlieu of that, he
sad, "Do your Excellencies suppose amarch west from here in the direction of the Hesperian Gulf might
possibly be amilitary situation requiring the release of stores from Nou-veau Redon?'

"It... might,” said the quartermaster who talked more. He wasn't about to admit anything he didn't have
to—oh, no, not him.

"L et me ask the question another way, gentlemen.” Victor said in hisiciest tones. "Do you suppose that, if
you don't turn loose of what | need, | won't cashier thelot of you and clap you inirons?"

"You can't do that!" the quartermaster gasped.



"Watch me," Victor said. "1 took Nouveau Redon back in the days when it didn't need to haul water up
from the Blavet. | can damnwell takeit againif | haveto. Cornwallisand | were on the same side then. |
didn't think you were on his sde now. Perhaps| waswrong.”

"Generd, that isan insult,” the man from Nouveau Redon said stiffly. His colleague nodded.

"Not by theway you act, it isn't,” Victor told them. "This is amilitary necessity. Y ou have the supplies|
need. Y ou can release them to me in accordance with the orders | am lawfully entitled to give by virtue of
my gppointment at the hands of the Atlantean Assembly—or you can declare yourselves the foes of
Atlantis freedom. Which will it be, gentlemen?”

Hedrew his sword. The quartermasters, as befitted their un-military soldiering, were unarmed. But
Victor didn't assail them... directly. Instead, he drew acirclein the ground around their feet.

"Be so kind asto answer me before you step out of that," he said, not sheathing the blade.

The quartermaster who'd been quiet up till then spluttered, "We are not Antiochus officers, General!"
He'd had some classi-cal education, too, then.

Victor grinned savagdly. "That'strue. Y ou're my subordinates. Can you imagine what a Roman genera
would have done with aset of insubordinate officers? Lucky for both of you that we don't crucify these
days, or you'd have more in common with our Sav-ior than you ever wanted.”

When the men from Nouveau Redon tried to retreat, he held them in place with the sword—they hadn't
answered him. "Y ou'll get what you want," the talkier one said. With a sudden access of spirit, he added,
"We commonly find it wiser to humor madmen.”

"If you drive me mad with excuses, who's to blame?' Victor did the sword back into its sheath. "Go on,
both of you. And re-member onething: Atlantisisn't big enough for you to hidein if you play mefdse
once you get back insde thosewalls”

They hurried away. Supplies started corning out of Nouveau Redon. Victor nodded to himself. He hadn't
expected anything ese.

Blaise was of |ess sanguine temperament. Where Victor saw things going well, the Negro saw things that
might go wrong. "What happensif, once we get farther away, they stop sending wagons after us?' he
asked.

"Simple," Victor answered. "l send back a detachment, and | start hanging quartermasters. Pour
encourager lesautres.” He quoted Custis Cawthorne quoting Voltaire.

Since French wasthe first white men'slanguage Blai se had learned, he followed with no trouble. He
gmiled like a crocodile— like awolf, an English-spesker in aland where there were wolves would have
sad. "Yes, that will work," he said. "Those people, they put on uniforms, but they would piss themselves
if they had tofight."

Victor nodded. "I shouldn't wonder," he said. "But have you seen how many soldiers do pissthemsdlves
or shit themsalves when they dmost get killed? Y ou can't dways help it. | don't think I've ever doneit,
but I know I've come close. What about you?"'

"I'veseenit,” Blaisereplied. "I never quitedid it mysdlf. | wouldn't admit | was closeif you didn't say the
samething fire.."

"I'm the genera. People will think I'm bravertill I do some-thing to show them I'm not,” Victor said.



"I wish they fdt that way about me." Blaise shrugged. "Won't happen, not the color | am. Folksseea
black man, they think, He'sa nigger. He's a coward. Makesiit easier for them to keep daves, | reckon.
They do the same damn thing with copperskins, too."

"Wouldn't be surprised,” Victor said. HEd heard Africans were made house daves more often than
Terranovan natives were. They were reckoned lesslikely to stab their ownersin the middle of the night
and abscond after setting the house afire. But anyone who thought Blaise and alot of blackslike him
were docile would make hislast mistake.

Nouveau Redon fell well behind. The Green Ridge Mountains rose higher in the west. Supply wagons
kept coming. Blaise nodded in somber approva. "Y ou did put the fear of God in them," he said.

"Heres hoping. Thered worry is, what happens once we cross the mountains?' Victor said. "Wagons
won't be ableto follow usthen.”

"We manage. Oneway or another, we manage,” Blaise said, which left Victor wondering which of them
was the sanguine one after dl.

He also wondered what | saac Fenner had been talking about in hislast note. Usudly, Victor grimaced
whenever acourier from Honker's Mill came up. The Atlantean Assembly couldn't run hisarmy from a
distance, which didn't dways keep it from trying. That left him with the unwel come choice between idiotic
obedi-ence and mutinous disobedience. If they told him what they wanted and then let him try to doit. ..

If he expected that to happen, he was sanguine, al right Or possibly stark raving mad.

Now, though, he would have welcomed news from the back-woods capital. And, no doubt because he
would have welcomed it, none came, He wondered whether couriers could follow over the mountains,
too. He'd soon find out.

A rider caught up with thearmy just beforeit started heading up into the foothills. The man was
brandishing abig sheet of paper even before he came up to Victor. "Proclamation!” he shouted. "The
Atlantean Assembly's proclamation!”

"Well, let'sseeit,” Victor said gruffly. He sometimes thought the Assembly's proclamations came three
for afarthing Two of the Conscript Fathers couldn't blow their noses at the same time without convening
amesting to issue a solemn proclamation commemorating the occasion.

He quickly read through this one. "What doesit say?' some-one asked.

"It'sa—a proclamation of liberty," he answered. "It saysthat King George has mistreated the settlements
so badly, no one here can stand to live under him any more. It says the settlements are free, independent
gatesfrom now on. And it saysthey come together of their own free will to form what it callsthe United
States of Atlantis. It says we're as much of acountry of our own as Eng-land or France or Spain or
Holland. And it saysweéll fight to the deeth to hold the rights God gave us." He waved the Proclamation
of Liberty himsdlf. "God blessthe United States of Atlantisl”

"The United States of Atlantis!" the soldiers shouted, and, "Down with King Georgel" and as many other
thingsin those veins as they could come up with. Thistime, Isaac Fenner was right. The Assembly hadn't
doneanything smdl.

Chapter 13

Fog drifted in front of Victor Raddliff like aharem girl'svell in aspicy story about thelife of the Ottoman



sultan. Here and there, he could seefifty yards ahead, maybe even ahundred. But the men to either side
of himwereindigtinct to the point of ghostliness.

One of those ghostswas Blaise. "Are we still going west?' he asked.
"I think s0." Victor had apeer at acompassto be sure. He nodded in somerélief. "Yes. We are.”

"Y ou could have fooled me," Blaise said. "Cometo that, you could be fooling me now. I'd never know
the difference.”

"We may not keep on going west for long,” Victor said. The passthrough the Green Ridge Mountains
twisted and doubled back on itsdf like a snake with abellyache. A path of sortsran throughiit, but only
of sorts. Travelers had passed thisway, bound for New Marseille. An army? Never.

Because the pass climbed, the weather here reminded Victor of that farther north. Not only wasit moist,
it was dso surpris-ingly cool. Ferns and mushrooms grew lush. One horse had eaten something thet killed
it inamatter of hours. Seeds? A toadstool ? Victor didn't know. Neither did anyone else. That
discouraged the men from plucking up mushrooms, which they eagerly would have done otherwise.

Pines and towering redwoods grew on the dopes above the pass. They hadn't been logged off here, as
they had so many placesfarther east. Strange birds called from the trees. Blai se pointed atone when the
fog thinned. "Is that agreen woodpecker?'

"I think it may be," Victor answered.
The bird drilled on abranch, proving what it was. "Never seen one like that before,” Blaise said.

"Nether havel." Victor wondered whether some wandering naturadist had ever shot aspecimen. Did a
preserved skin St in a cabinet in the museum in occupied Hanover, or perhaps acrossthe seain onein
London? Or was the woodpecker nondescript— new to science?

He shrugged. He had more urgent things to worry about. Get-ting through the pass camefirgt. Getting to
New Marsaillewith hisarmy more or lessintact ran a close second. Then came begt-ing General
Cornwallisand driving him away. Next to those, Vic-tor couldn't get excited—he couldn't let himsdlf get
excited—about a green woodpecker.

A man dipped on awet fern or on some muddy moss or arot-ten mushroom and landed hard on his
backside. He took the name of the Lord in vain ashe got to hisfeet. "Y ou don't want to say such things,
Eb," chided one of his comrades. "God, He pun-ishes blasphemy.”

"Widl, | expect Hemugt," Eb responded. "'If He didn't, why would He &fflict mewith idiots for friends?
Y ou come down theway | did, you're just naturaly going to let out with something with abit of spiceto
it

"But you shouldn't. Y ou mustn't,” hisfriend said earnestly. "For al you know, God made you fdl just then
30 He could test you. If He did, things don't look so good for you."

Eb had one hand clapped to his bruised fundament. He clapped the other to hisforehead. "God knows
everything that was or isor will be, ain't that right?"

"l should hopeitis" hisfriend answered.

"All right, then. In that case. He knew ahead of timelI'd call on Him, like, when | dipped there. So how
can He get angry a mefor doing something He knew | was going to do anyhow?"



"That isn't how predestination works, Ebenezer Sanders, and you know it blamed well." Now Eb'sfriend
sounded shocked.

"Y ou sound like aparrot, giving back what the preachers say," Eb replied. "The only one who knows is
God. Preachers are noth-ing but damn fools, same as you and me.”

Hisfriend spluttered. No more words seemed to want to come out, though. Blaise showed Victor he
wasn't the only one who'd listened with interest to the argument, asking, "Do you think God knows
everything ahead of time? Do you think we do things be-cause He willsit?"

Victor shrugged. "I'm a Chrigtian man—you know that. But I'm with Eb on one thing: the only Onewho
knows God is God. He's the only One Who can know. People do the best they can, but they're only

guessing.”

"| suppose 0." Blaise pursed histhick lips. "Godsin Africadon't pretend to be so strong. Well, except
the Mudims God. Is He the same One you worship?"

To Victor, what Blaise caled Mudims were Mahometans. He'd also discovered Blaise knew more about
them than he did. He shrugged again. "I can't tdll you."

A littleto his surprise, the answer made Blaise smile. "Onething | have to say—you're an honest man.
When you don't know something, you say so. Y ou don't try and talk around it, the way so many people
do."

"Do they do that in Africa, too?" Victor asked.

Instead of smiling, Blaise [aughed. "Oh, yes. Ohhh, yes. Doesn't matter what color you are, not for that.
Black or white or copper-skinned, lots of folkswon't even tell themselves they don't know something.”

"I know it'strue of white men," Raddliff said. "I shouldn't wonder if you'reright for the others.”

"You'dbest believel am... gr." Blaise sounded absolutely certain. "And if your fancy shipsfind anidand
full of green men, or maybe blue, some of them will talk bigger than they know, too."

That set Victor laughing. "Right again—no doubt about it. Green men!" He chuckled at the concet.

"You never cantdl," the Negro said. "'l wouldn't have believed there were white men till | saw one—and
till our enemiessold me

to them. | wouldn't have believed alot of the things that hap-pened to me after that, elther.”
"It hasn't been dll bad, hasit?'Y ou wouldn't have met Stdlaif you'd stayed behind in Africa" Victor said.

"No. But she was taken and sold, too." Blaise's face clouded. "And what white men do with—do
to—their davewomen... It isn't good. It's maybe the very worst thing about keeping daves. The worgt.”

"Do you tel me black men don't treat dave women the same way?" Victor asked. "Or copperskins? Or
the green and blue men on that mysteriousidand out in the Pecific?!

"Oh, no, sir. We keep daves, too, some of us, and our men futter the women," Blaise answered. "But
that doesn't make it right. Not for us, not for you, not for nobody. Do you say I'm wrong?' Before Victor
could say anything, Blaise added, " So the settlements of Atlantis are the liberated United States of
Atlantis? How can they be, redlly, when so many folk in them aren't liber-ated &t al?"

Victor discovered he had no answer for that.



"On the downhill dope. Genera," one of the scoutstold Victor, *No doubt about it—not a bit.”

"Good," Victor said. If it's true, he appended—but only to him-salf. Aloud, he asked, "Have you come
thisway before?'

"Not me," the scout said, and Victor discounted the report al-most as steeply as Atlantean paper money
was discounted againgt specie. But the fellow went on, "The Frenchie I'm riding with has, and he saysthe
samething.”

"Wadl, good." The report's value jumped again. Victor wished Atlantean paper would do the same.
Maybe the Proclamation of Liberty—and hisvictory outsde Nouveau Redon—would help it rise.

Herein the wilderness, money didn't need to be the first thing on hismind. He and his men couldn't get
their hands on any they hadn't brought with them, and couldn't buy anything they hadn't likewise brought
aong. Lifewould have been smpler—but lessinteresting—were that more widdy true.

He sucked in alungful of hot, humid air. He wouldn't bresthe any other kind thisfar south in the lowlands
on the west side of the Green Ridge Mountains. The Bay Stream brought warmth up from the seasto the
southwest, and western Atlantis got its share before the current went on towards Europe.

Victor had heard Custis Cawthorne and other savants specu-late that, absent the Bay Stream, Europe
would be as chilly aswasthe land at corresponding latitudes of northern Terranova. He didn't know
enough to form an opinion pro or con there. From everything he could see, neither did the savants. That
didn't stop them from speculating, or even dow them much.

Beards of moss hung from horizontal branches. He'd seen that farther south on the other side of the
mountains. mostly down in Spanish Atlantis. Some people called the stuff Spaniards moss, in fact. When
you found it a al in the east at these lati-tudes, it was more like the down beginning to sprout on a
youth's face than a proper beard.

Hunting parties brought back plenty of ail thrushes. Their flesh, though greasy, was quite good. The
southwestern quadrant of At-lantiswas most thinly settled, and oil thrushes were still common, for which
he was grateful. They made good esting, and one bird was amed for anywhere from two to four
soldiers, depending on how hungry they were. He looked forward to gnawing meat off aleg bone
himself. The wings weren't big enough to be worth bothering with.

Hed just finished supper when acommotion at the edge of the camp made him hurry over to see what
was going on. A sol-dier clutched hisleg. Another man pointed to the beaten corpse of acolorful little
snake. "It bit him!" the pointer said. "He stepped on it, and it went and bit him."

The snake had been minding its own business. What was it supposed to do when somebody trod on it?
Victor eyed the reemains. Stripes of red and black and yellow... "Get him to the surgeons,” Victor said.
"L et's hope they can do him some good.”

"It hurts" the bitten man said. "Am | going to die?"

"l don't think s0." Victor lied without compunction. If that was acora snake, as he feared, the Atlantean
might very well. Coral snakeslurked in undergrowth. They hid beneath chunks of bark. They didn't go
out of their way to strike people. But when they did... Hetried to stay cheerful: "The surgeonswill give
you plenty of whiskey, to keep your heart strong.”

"Well, hot damn!" the sufferer exclaimed. "Take meto 'em, by Jesudl”

He died the next morning, unable to breethe, his heartbeat fading to nothingness. " Sorry, Genera," one of



the surgeonstold

Victor. "We did everything we knew how to do, but " His shoulders wearily did up and down. If a
jpoi sonous serpent bit you, you werein God's hands, not any surgeon's.

"I'm sureyou did," Victor said. "Well bury him and well go on. Nothing €l'se we can do."

On they went. Some supplies did come over the Green Ridge Mountains after them—some, but not
enough. Victor would have been more disappointed had he expected anything more. The path west to
Avaon was far and away the best on this sde of the moun-tains. HEd never thought he could keep an
army of thissize sup-plied from the far Sde of the mountains even on that track. Thisroute to New
Marselle didn't compare.

Wéll, the hunting was better down here. Hed told himself that before. He did once more, hoping he was
right.

Red-crested eagles screeched from cypresses. Seeing and hear-ing them raised Victor's hopes. The
eagles were dangerous—men reminded them of honkers, their proper prey. But in this part of Atlantis,
red-crested eagles could more reedily find that proper prey.

And if they could, people could, too. So Victor hoped, any-how. And Habakkuk Biddiscombe's
horsemen did. They brought back more than adozen of the enormous birds on the backs of packhorses.
Each honker carcass would feed alot more than two to four soldiers.

Victor imagined his many-times-great-grandfather gaping at a sated honker legin somelow tavernin
Brittany. That was how the story of Atlantis Started, with Francois Kersauzon telling Edward Radcliffe
about the new land far out in the sea. The Eng-lish had dways put more into thisland and got more out of
it. So Victor thought, anyhow. Any French Atlantean ever born would have called him aliar to hisface.

His horse splashed across a stream. A frog asbig as hisfist hopped off arock and churned away. He
hoped there were no crocodiles or so-called lizards in the water. They'd come far enough south to make
it anything but impossible, especiadly on thissde of the mountains.

Blaise took the notion of crocodilesin stride. "They have big-ger ones back in Africa," he said.
"WEéll, they're damned well welcome to them, too,” Victor said.

"Maybe one of theseisbig enough to eat up General Corn-walliswhen he gets off the boat by New
Marselle" Blaise said. "How much does he know about crocodiles?!

"Only what he learned the last time he wasin Atlantis—if he learned anything at dl," Victor answvered.
"They haven't got any in England. It's colder there than it isby Hanover."

"No wonder people from England want to come herel" Blaise said. He came from aland with weather
worse than Spanish At-lantis. Wesather like that surely came from Satan, not from God. Good Christians
denied the Devil any crestive power. Such westher was the best argument he could think of for turning
Manichee.

"It'snot dways sticky. Dry haf the year. But dwayswarm. All what you're used to,” Blaisesaid. "The
first time | found out what winter waslike, | thought the world had gone mad. | was afraid it would stay
cold likethat forever. | wondered what 1'd done to de-serve such athing.”

"But now that you know better, aren't you glad you're not in abake oven al thetime?' Victor asked.



Blaise shrugged. "Thisright here, thisisnot so bad." By theway he said it, hewas giving the loca
weather the benefit of the doubt.

To Victor, thisright here was an darmingly authentic approxi-meation of asteam bath. A wise man who
lived along time ago said custom was king of al—afancier way to say 'All what you're used to,' |
suppose. Me, I'd prefer something cooler.”

"Even here, it will get cooler in the wintertime." Blaise made that sound like adamned shame. To Victor,
it sounded wonderful. Sure enough, they bowed to different kings of custom.

But neither one of them bowed to the King of England. With alittle luck—and with good fortunein
war—they never would again.

Victor had heard that runaway Negroes and copperskinslived in villages of their own on the far side of
the Green Ridge Moun-tains. Stories said they tried to duplicate the life they'd led before they were
uprooted and brought to Atlantis. HEd never known whether to believe those stories. They sounded
plausible, but any-one above the age of about fourteen needed to understand the difference between
plausble and true,

The stories turned out to be true. Habakkuk Biddiscombe's men led him to what was plainly a
copperskin village. The huts, which looked like upside-down pots made of bark over aframe-work of
branches, were like none held ever seen before. Near them grew fields of maize.

Everything was deserted when he rode up to look the place over. " Some of the savages are bound to be
watching us from the woods," Biddiscombe said, gesturing toward thetall trees sur-rounding the village.
"But evenif they are, we won't get aglimpse of them unlessthey want usto.”

"Or unlessthey make amistake," Victor said. "That does hap-pen every now and again.”

"Not often enough,” the cavary officer said, and Victor couldn't disagree with him. Biddiscombe
continued, "Now that we've found this place, | suppose you'll want usto tear it down? If the weather
were even alittle wetter, 1'd say burn it, but too easy for the fire to run wild theway thingsare."

The westher was wet enough to suit Victor and then some. "Why would we want to wreck the village?!
he asked in genuine surprise. " These copperskins have done nothing to us."

His surprise surprised Habakkuk Biddiscombe. “They're run-aways, Generd," Biddiscombe said, asif
that should have been obviousto the veriest smpleton.

And soit was. But its consequences weren't, at least to Victor. "Well, yes," hereplied. "They seem to be
happy enough here, though. If we rob them of their homes, they may try to hunt us through the woods.
They aren't our enemies now, and I'd sooner try not to make them hate us unless we have some reason
for doing 0."

"They're nothing but runaways," Biddiscombe repeated. " Copperskin runaways, at that."

"Leavethem aone. Leavethisplace done. That isan order,” Victor said, so the cavary officer could be
in no possible doubt "If they harry us, we shall make them regret it. Until they do, | pre-fer to concentrate
on the English, who truly are the enemy. Do | make mysdlf clear?'

"Abundantly." Biddiscombe might have accused Victor of picking his nose and then sticking hisfinger in
hismouth.

"Carry out your orders, then—and no 'accidenta’ destruction for the sport of it, either.” Victor did his



best to leave no loopholesin the orders. By Habakkuk Biddiscombe's expression, held just closed one
the horseman had thought about using.

Hewondered if he would have been so firm about protecting a village built by Negro runaways.
Somehow, whites had an easier time looking down their noses at blacks than at copperskins. Blaise
wouldn't have gpproved of that, which madeit no lesstrue.

Beforelong, Victor became pretty sure his men would be able to keep themselves fed on the road to
New Marsallle. He must have put the fear of God in the quartermasters at Nouveau Redon: supplies did
keep coming over the Green Ridge Mountains. They weren't enough by themselvesto victud the
soldiers, but they were ever so much better than nothing. With oil thrushes and honkers, with fish and
turtles taken from the streams (and with snails almost the size of roundshot and big, fat frogs taken by the
French Atlanteansin the army), the men got enough to eat.

Marselle, Victor knew, lay in the south of France. Maybe that was why the French Atlanteans had
named their western town after the older city. The westher here certainly was southern in nature. 1t was
hot and humid. The army could have marched faster in acooler climate. Too much haste here, and you
were much too likely to tall over dead. A handful of soldiersdid. They got hasty, londly graves, likethe
onefor the man bitten by the cora snake. The rest of the army pushed west.

Victor waited for someone to come over the mountains and tell him General Cornwallis had pulled afast
one, landing hisarmy somewhere on the east coast of Atlantis. If the English com-mander had, Raddliff
didn't know what he could do about it, not right away. Loca militiaswould haveto try to keep the
redcoatsin play till he shifted his men back to the east. And how obedient hisarmy would stay after
getting marched and countermarched like that was anyone's guess.

But Habakkuk Biddiscombe brought a couple of French At-lanteans before him. "'l found them fleeing
from thewest," Biddis-combe said. "I don't talk much of their lingo, but | know you do." By histone,
speaking French lay somewhere between affectation and perversion.

Ignoring that, Victor asked the strangers, "Why were you run-ning through the woods?'

"Because svarms of soldiers have landed in New Marsaille," one of the men answered. "When soldiers
come out of nowhere, it isnot good for ordinary people.” He eyed Victor and the troops he led asif they
proved the point. Very likdly, in hiseyes, they did.

"Aretheir warships il in the harbor?' Victor asked.

"They werewhen weleft," the French Atlantean said. His comrade nodded. After amoment, so did
Victor. The Roya Navy wouldn't drop Cornwallis on this half-settled shore and then sail off to do
something elsefar away. It would support him and, if need be, take him somewhere else.

Victor tried adifferent question: "Did anyone try to fight to hold the redcoats out of New Marselle?!

Both French Atlanteans|ooked at him asif they had trouble believing their ears. The one who'd spoken
before said, "Suicideisamortd sin, Monsieur." He didn't add, and you are an idiot, but he might as
well have. His manner would have offended Victor moreif he hadn't had a point.

"Have you heard of the Proclamation of Liberty?' Victor asked. "It announcesthat Atlantisisto befree
of theKing of Eng-land forevermore.”

"Has anyone given this newsto the English soldiersin New Marsaille?" the refugee enquired in return.

"We are on the way now to ddliver the message,” Victor said.



"When the hammer hitsthe anvil, thelittle piece of metd in the middle getsflattened,” the French
Atlantean said. Was he ablacksmith? His scarred and callused hands made that a pretty good guess.
Whether he was or not, hisfigure of speech seemed apt enough.

Victor had to pretend he didn't understand it. "Will you guide usto New Marsaille and help ustake your
town back from the invaders?'

Thelocal and hisfriend looked anything but ddighted. " Do we have another choice?' he asked bleakly.

"Inaword, no," Victor said. "Thisisamatter of military ne-cessity for the United States of Atlantis." Les
Etats-Unis d'Atlantk hethought it sounded quite finein French.

If the refugees thought 0, too, they hid it well. The one who did the talking for them said, "How generous
you are, Monsieur . Y ou offer usthe opportunity of returning to the danger we just escaped.”

"Y ou escaped it done. Y ou return to New Marsallle with the Army of the Atlantean Assembly at your
back," Victor said.

"And whereisyour navy, to drive away the English ships?' the French Atlantean asked.

Victor would rather have heard amost any other question in the world. "One way or another, well
manage" he sad gruffly.

The French Atlantean had no trouble understanding what that meant. "Thereis no Navy of the Atlantean
Assembly," hesad.

Since hewasright, Victor could only glare a him. "Neverthe-less, we shall prove victoriousin the end,”
he declared.

"But theend, Monsieur, isalong way away," the other man said. "In the meanwhile, much as| regret to
say it, | fear | prefer the chances of the Englishmen. Good day.” He wanted nothing to do with the
Proclamation of Liberty or any other idedligtic project. He wanted nothing more than to be left lone. But
King George's forces and the Atlantean rebels seemed unlikely to pay the least attention to what he
wanted.

An eagle screeched overhead. Victor looked up. As hed thought, it wasn't the red-crested eagle that
stood for the upris-ing, but the smaller, less ferocious white-headed bird. Instead of boldly attacking
honkers—and livestock, and men—uwhite-headed eagles ate fish and carrion. One of their favorite ploys
wasto wait till an osprey caught afish and then assail the other bird till it gave up its prize. Asfar as
Victor was concerned, the white-headed eagle made afine symbol for England.

He laughed at himsdlf. He might have become afair generd, but he knew himsalf to be the world's most
indifferent poet. And he would never get better if he couldn't come up with imagery more interesting than
thet

Victor stood on arise acouple of mileseast of New Marsellle, peering down into the town and its
harbor through his brass tele-scope He muttered under his breath. The redcoats were therein force, al
right. They had dready ringed New Marsalle with fidd fortifications. They'd gone to some effort to
conced their cannon, but he could till pick out the ugly iron and brass snouts.

And Generd Cornwallis couldn't hide the Roya Navy shipsthat had brought him here and till supported
him. They filled the harbor of New Marseille. More anchored offshore. Avaon Bay farther north could
have held them al with ease. Because New Marsaill€'s harbor was so much less commodious, it had
neither the checkered past nor the bright future of Avalon.



A little warbler with agreen head hopped about in the tree that shaded Victor. Thetreeitsdf, aginkgo,
was curious not only for its bilobed leaves but aso for its existence. Otherslikeit grew only in China.
Scholars had expended galons of ink trying to ex-plain why that should be so. Custis
Cawthorne—Victor's touch-stone in such matters—was of the opinion that none of them had the dightest
ides, but that they were unwilling to admit as much.

Thinking about the ginkgo and about Custis made him won-der how the printer was doing in France. He
aso wondered how news of hisvictory over General Howe and the subsequent Proc-lamation of Liberty
would go over there. All he could do was won-der and wait and see.

Hedidn't think he could do much more about New Marsdille. If he hurled hisarmy against those works,
the redcoats and the Royal Navy would teer it to shreds. If he didn't... Sooner or later, Cornwalis
would come after him. The English could bring in supplies by sea. He was proud of keeping hisarmy fed
initsover-land march across Atlantis. If it had to Stay whereit wasfor very long, though, it would start
running out of edibles.

He contemplated the prospect of retreating across Atlantis. After amoment, he shuddered and did his
best to think about something else. He dmost wished he hadn't crossed the Green Ridge Mountains—but
if he hadn't, hewould have tamely yielded western Atlantis to the enemy. Sometimes your choices
weren't between bad and good but between bad and worse.

Blaise came up beside him. "What do we do now. Generd?' the Negro asked: one more question Victor
didn't want to hear.

He parried it with one of hisown: "What would you do in my place?’

Blaise eyed the redcoats fieldworks. He didn't need the spy-glass and the details it revealed to come up
with areasonable answer. "Wait for whatever happens next,” he said. "That isastrong position. Mighty
srong."

"Itis, ign'tit?" Victor said mournfully. "I wish our engineerswere as good asthers.”
"Why aren't they?' Blaise asked.

"Because we never needed professiona soldierstill thiswar started,” Victor said. "I suppose the United
States of Atlantiswill from thistime forward—and it will have them, too. But we don't have them yet,
worseluck."

That made Blaise grunt thoughtfully. "Too peaceful for our own good, were we?Y ou wouldn't think such
athing could be s0."

"l fear itis," Victor said in mournful tones.

Blaise grunted again. "Well, if my tribe had more warriors, and better warriors, | never would have
crossed the sea. 1'd till be back there, il talking my own language.” He spoke severa
incompre-hengible syllablesfull of longing.

"Y our life might have been—would have been, | suppose— easier had you stayed in Africa. But | would
have missed afriend.” Victor set ahand on the Negro's shoul der.

"Too late to worry about it now," Blaisesaid. "Y ou are afriend, but thisisnot my land. It never will be."

"The United States of Atlantis should be any freeman'sland,” Victor said, more stiffly than hedd intended
to.



"Should be, yes" Blaise used that gesture Victor had seen be-fore from him, brushing two fingers of his
right hand againgt the dark back of hisleft. "Easier to talk about should be than is.”

"Mmm, maybe s0. We do what we can—nothing moreto do," Victor said. "We aren't perfect, nor shall
we ever be. But we keep heading down the road, and welll see how far wefare.”

He got one more grunt from Blaise. "Heading down the road on the backs of blacks and copperskins.”
"Not on the backs of freemen, regardless of their color,” Vic-tor said uncomfortably.

Thistime, Blaisedidn't answer at dl. That might have been just aswell. The United States of Atlantis
might be heading down the road towards a place where aman of one color was reckoned asgood as a
man of another. Victor wasn't sure the land was head-ing toward that place, but it might be. He was sure
it hadn't come closeto getting there.

All of which brought him not a hairsbreadth nearer to decid-ing what to do about New Marsaille.
Attacking those works looked like something only aman who craved death would try. Going back the
way he'd come yielded Atlantiswest of the mountainsto England, and God only knew what it would do
to thearmy's mo-rde. Unfortunately, things being asthey were, he couldn't smply stay where hewasfor
very long, ether.

He ordered his men to start digging works of their own. If the redcoats came after them, they had to be
ableto hold their ground if they could. Asfar as he could see, General Cornwalliswould haveto bea
fool to attack him, but maybe Cornwalis was afoal, or at least would turn out to be one thistime. Victor
could hope s0, anyhow. He realized he wasn't in the best of positions when hoping for afoe's mistake
was the best he could do.

A couple of dayswent by. Not much came from the far side of the Green Ridge Mountains. The hunters
shot less than held wished they would, too. Before long, the army would get hungry. It might get very

hungry.

He began planning an attack. It wasn't one he wanted to make, but when all his choiceslooked bad he
had to pick the one that wasn't worst. He'd thought about that not long before, and now it stared himin
theface again. Still, if he could take New Marseille from the English, held redeem this campaign.

If hecould...

And then, to his amazement, the redcoats abandoned the town. They did it with their usua competence,
leaving fires burn-ing in their outworksto fool his men into thinking they remained there through the night.
When the sun rose, the last few English-men were rowing out to the Roya Navy ships. The warships
salsfilled with wind, and they glided off to the south.

Victor'sfirg thought was that smallpox or the yellow jack had broken out in Cornwallis army. But the
English commodore could scarcely have let soldiers onto his shipsin that case. Know-ing only hisown
ignorance, Victor rodeinto New Marsellle.

If the locals were glad to see him, their faces didn't know it. They seemed more French—and more
supercilioudy French— than most southern folk on the other sde of the mountains. Eng-lishmen?
English-spesking Atlanteans? If they recognized the difference, they didn't et on.

And they seemed proud of themsdlvesfor their Frenchness. "Don't you know why this Cornwallis
individual absconded?’ one of them demanded.

"No," Victor replied, "and | wish | did."



"Well, it'sal because of King Louis, of course” thelocd told him.

"Perhaps you would be good enough to explain that to me?* Victor said. The King of France hadn't done
much lately, not that he knew about.

But he knew lessthan theloca did. "Word came here that France has declared war againgt the rascally
English," thefdlow said. "And... oh, yes..."

"What?' Victor asked, now eagerly.
"And recognized your United States of Atlantis," the man told him.

Chapter 14

Habbakkuk Biddiscombe rode back to Victor Raddliff with asdf-satisfied smirk on hisface. Radcliff
eyed the cavdry officer atrifle apprenensively. Biddiscombe wore that smirk when things were going
very well—and when they were going anything but Which would it bethistime? Do | realty want to
know? Victor wondered.

"I have news, Generd," Biddiscombe said portentoudly.

"| thought you might,” Victor said. " Otherwise—I do hope— you would have stayed in your assgned
position, with the men you lead.” That failed to quash the bumptious cava ryman. Bid-discombe dso
failed to disgorge whatever held brought back. Sighing, Victor prompted him: "And that newsis... 7'

"Without question, Generd, my men have reached the east-em dope of the Green Ridge Mountains.”
From the pridein his voice, Habakkuk Biddiscombe had only alittle lessto do with that eastern dope
than the Almighty Who'd created it in the first place.

"Well, | am glad to hear that." Victor meant it. His men wore lean and hungry looks, and did not wear
them gladly. "WEell be much better ableto subsist the soldiers once we return to civilization.”

"Civilization?" Biddiscombe flared anostril and curled hislip. "Nothing but Frenchies, and not adevil of a
lot of them.”

"Some English Atlanteans, too,” Victor said mildly. "And don't be too quick to sneer at the French. We
stand amuch better chance to make the Proclamation of Liberty good with France fighting England at
our Sde.”

"England licked France the last time they quarreled,” Biddis-combe said. ™Y ou ought to know about that,
eh, ar?You heped England do it.”

"England and English Atlantis together beat France and French Atlantis." Victor was stretching a point.
Hedid tel thetruth... for this part of the world. In Terranova, in India, on the Continent, England had
donefine againg France with no help from Atlantis. But France, shorn of much of her former empire,
would befighting asmaller war thistime. Victor went on, "Add France's weight to ours and the pan
swingsdown."

"Till the Frenchies jump out of it and run away. They can af-ford to do that. We can't." No, Habakkuk
Biddiscombe wasn't convinced.

Victor tried adifferent tack: "Newsthat France wasin the war made Cornwallis pull out of New
Marssille asfast as he could go. He must think it means something. So must his commodore.”



"Morelikely, they'reacouple of little old ladies.” Biddiscombe didn't bother hiding his scorn.

"Generd Cornwallisian't, | assure you. Asyou said amoment ago, | ought to know about that. And the
Roya Navy isntinthe habit of giving little old ladies command of aflatilla" Victor wanted to shake sense
into the younger man. The main thing holding him back was the near-certainty it would do no good. He
did say, "Having areal navy on our sideis bound to help. The French have worked hard to build up their
fleet sncethelast war."

"They're ftill French, so how much good will dl that work do?' Y es, Biddiscombe's opinionswere
strong—and fixed.

Victor shrugged. "If they make England pull shipsaway from Atlantis, that will let us get back some of
our strangled commerce.

It may let us build warships of our own, or at least get more priva-teers out on the sea.”
"Heabites" The cavary mgor scraiched melodramatically.

"We aren't going to land greencoats outside of London. Itisnt inthe cards.” Victor held tight to his
patience. "Enough flesbites, and George's ministers will decide we make England itch more than we're
worth. That'sthe best hope we have." Asfar asVictor could see, it was Atlantis only hope. He didn't
say that. It would bejust hisluck to dent Biddiscombe's confidence when he didn't mean to.

"Hesabites," Biddiscombe repeated. Then he made hand-washing motions; he would have been anatural
up on stage "Well, Generd, now that I've given you the news, | will return to my men. Good day, sr."
His salute was one more piece of overact-ing. He booted his horse off toward the east.

Riding after him to give him a proper boot in the backsde was atemptation Victor had to fight hard to
resst. One of the messen-gerswho habitualy accompanied him said, "That man is nothing but trouble.”

Not without regret, Victor shook hishead. "If he were noth-ing but trouble, I could dismiss him in good
conscience. But he's more dangerous to the English than heisto us.”

"Areyou sure, Sir?' the youngster asked.
"Sure enough,” Victor said. "Nobody else could have done what he did last winter."
"All right." The messenger didn't seemto think it was.

"And hismen did agreet ded to keep us fed while we were on this Sde of the mountains,” Victor added.
"My biggest worry was that we'd get so hungry, we'd come to pieces. That didn't happen, and our
cavdry arethelargest reason it didn't.”

"Yes, Generd," the messenger said resignedly. He sounded more interested as he asked, "What will we
do once we get back to the east?"

"Firgt thing we must do isfind out where Cornwallis haslanded,” Victor replied. "After that... After that,
well do whatever looks best.”

The messenger looked dissatisfied. Victor would have, too, getting an answer like that. He would have
thought the person who gave it didn't trust him. That wasn't true here; he wouldn't have kept the young
man in his service without thinking him rdli-able. But he had nothing better to say. Maybe Alexander the
Great or Julius Caesar knew what he would do months before he findly did it. Maybe... but Victor had
trouble believing it. He would have bet General Cornwallisfelt the sameway. In that, at least, the two of



them were well matched.

After aspell marching through the wilderness, even scattered farms and occasiond villages seemed
downright urban to Victor. Unfamiliar faces, some of them belonging to women... Tav-erns... Shops...
For alittlewhile, till he got used to them again, they amost overwhelmed him.

He sent arider to the Atlantean Assembly, announcing that New Marseille wasin Atlantean hands once
more. He also sent messengersto the coast, to pass on that same news and to see what he could learn of
Cornwallis movements.

Even on thisside of the Green Ridge Mountains, keeping his army fed was harder than he would have
liked. Thelocas, whether of French blood or English, resented having to part with their grain and
livestock. One of them bluntly asked, "What have you done for me, that | should cough up my hard-won
subgtance for your ragamuffins here?!

"We hopeto free you from the King of England and his greedy, lawless officids,” Victor said. "Isthat
suchagmdl thing?'

"King George never bothered me hisown sdlf, and | never saw any of hisofficialsway the devil out here.
That'swhy | dwdl in these parts” the man replied. "But you, now, Generd, you're the one hauling off my
wheat and my cattle. Why shouldn't | get my firdlock and go after you?"

"You may do that, if you like" Victor said politely. "If you do, and if we catch you, | shall regret giving
the order for your hanging."

"Which doesn't mean you won't do it." The farmer's voice was bleak.

"That iscorrect, gir. It doesn't mean | won't do it,” Victor agreed. "Were you in my place, you would act
thesameway, | as-sureyou."

"It could be s0," the farmer said. "Buit if youwereinray place... Wdll, you'd think about getting out your
firdock and doing something about it.”

Out of dightly more than idle curiosity, Victor asked, "Have you Raddliff blood?

"On my mother'sside,” the man answered. "But theres adevil of alot of Atlanteanswho can claimit one
way or another. Even alot of the Frenchies, if you listen to them. If the whole mob took up arms against
you, youd lose."

He was bound to be right about that. But they wouldn't. Vic-tor had quite afew cousins he knew about
in the army, and doubt-less many more of whom he knew nothing. He said, "Most of them would sooner
fight for Atlantisthan againg her.”

"That'safancy way to say you aren't robbing most of them right thisminute.” The farmer certainly had his
share of Raddliff directness—and then some.

"I am not robbing you, gr," Victor sad siffly. Y ou are being repaid with paper the Atlantean Assembly
will make good comevictory."

"Preacherstalk about heaven, but they don't cobble the road for you," the farmer said. "I expect it'sthe
same way with your precious paper. And it lookslikeit'd be scratchy if | used it on my backside."

"I am doing the best | can to compensate you. Had | gold or silver enough, | assure you | would spend
them,” Victor sad.



Therustic eyed him. "I may even believe you, odd asit seems. But you haven't got ‘em, whichisthe
point of it, en?"

Victor wondered whether he ought to post aguard to keep an eye on thisfarm after he rode away from
it. If the farmer came after him with amusket—or, more likely, with arifle—odds were he stood agood
chance of hitting what he aimed at. Inthe end, |Victor didn't. No onetried to nate him, so he
supposed held judged the local's temper correctly. Held aso judged that not trusting the fellow would
more probably set him off than ac-knowledging that he had reason to complain but there was noth-ing to
be done about it.

A rider came back, reporting that, wherever General Cornwal-liswas, he wasn't a Cosquer.
"Somewhere in the north, then,” Victor Radcliff murmured. "Unless hé's goneto Gernika, thet is."

"To Spanish Atlantis? | wouldn't think so,” Blaise said. "But he might have had the fleet turn around and
head for Avalon onceit got out of Sght.”

Victor shook hishead. "l would bdieve that at some different timein thewar, but not now."
"I don't follow you," Blasesad.

"All the reasons he left New Marseille are reasons he wouldn't go to Avalon,” Victor said. "He needsto
put his ships between the French fleet and our east coast. France could break into Croydon or New
Hastings or maybe even Hanover without the Roya Navy to hold her at bay. Cornwallis redcoats are
lessimportant right thisminute. But he has to have those shipsin place.”

He waited while Blaise thought it over. After amoment, the Negro nodded. "Now that you point it out to
me, | seeit," hesaid. "I don't think | would have on my own. In my head, | can picture how war works
on land. But out on the ocean—" He broke off, grimacing. "All | know about the ocean is, | don't want to
go out onit any more.”

"It'srather different when—" Now Victor was the one who stopped in sudden embarrassment.

Blaise grinned crookedly. "When you are not chained be-lowdecks, with niggers packed in tight as so
many hams?"' he suggested.

"That's... not exactly what | was going to say." Victor heard the stiffnessin hisown voice.

"Why not?It'sthe truth." Blaise looked down at hiswrigts. "1 used to have scars from the chains, but they
are gone now. | won-der when they went away." He shrugged. "Ah, well, what differ-ence doesit make?
The scars on my heart, the ones on my spirit, those never heal up.”

"Y ou have not got abad life here” Victor till sounded tiff, even to himsdlf.

"No, | have not. | have agood wife—herself brought hither against her will, but good even so—and |
have agood friend,” Blaise said. "But it isnot thelife | would have chosen for mysdlf, and that makesa
difference, too."

Imagining himsalf making the best of thingsin ajunglefull of lions and eephants and black men spesking
peculiar languages, Victor could only nod.

Hanover. Generd Cornwalliswas a Hanover. In Cornwallis place, Victor supposed he would have
gone to Hanover, too. It was the biggest city in Atlantis, and the best port on the east coast. Though less
centraly placed than New Hastings or Freetown, it did |et the redcoats strike to north or south.



He &t his own men moving north and east, back toward the settlements of English Atlantisfrom which
most of them had sprung. They grumbled, as hed known they would. They would have grumbled more
had he pushed them harder. He would have, too, were he more confident of supplies. Hewas till close
to the Green Ridge Mountains, and settlements still sparse.

Some of his men were willing enough to march toward the set-tlements from which they'd sorung. They
weren't exactly the ones Victor would have had in mind, though: they were soldiers whose terms had
expired. When they came back to the farms and townsin which they'd grown up, they weren't going to
fight. They'd just head for home.

"Sorry, Generd," one of them said, and he even sounded asif he meant it. "1 signed up for ayear, and
that'sal | amto give." He produced a dirty, much-creased-and-folded sheet of paper that showed he
had indeed met his promised commitment.

It only irked Victor more. "God damnit to hell," he ground out. "I begged the Atlantean Assembly that
henceforward dl terms of enlistment were to be for thewar's duration.”

"Don't reckon they listened to you.” Y es, the soldier did sound sympathetic, which wasthelast thing
Victor Raddliff needed. With awhimsical shrug, the insufficiently embattled farmer added, "And what else
isnew?'

"Not athing,” Victor said heavily. "Not a... stinking thing. Well, that's one letter | shall have to write over

agan.”

He did, too, when the army stopped for the night. When he sanded the sheet to blot up excessink, he
was amazed smoke didn't rise from the paper. HEd put heart and soul into the missive—and spleen as
well. He glanced down at his midsection. Yes, if his spleen wasn't well vented by now, it never would be.

He stepped out of histent and shouted for a messenger. The youngster who came up to him looked
damed—hewas usudly aquieter man. Right thisminute, Victor cared nothing for what he usudly was.
Hethrugt the letter at the youth. " Get this to the Conscript Fathersin Honker's Mill quick asyou can.”

"I'll doit, Generd," the young man said. "But how come you're so dl-fired angried up al of asudden?'

"Because, as near | can tdll, the Assembly and the settlements parliaments are doing their level best to
lose usthewar," Victor answered. "Y ou wouldn't think the gentlemen there assembled could be such
dunderheads, would you? Especialy not after France has comeinto the war on our side, | mean. But
they are. By God, athundermug's got more sensein it than half the heads at Honker's Mill."

That won him a chuckle from the messenger, who asked, "What have they gone and done now, sir?"

"They keep recruiting short-term soldiers, that's what. Why would | want men who can go home just
when I'm likely to need them the most? Answer methat, if you please.”

"Begts me." The messenger sounded much too cheerful. But then, why shouldn't he? Recruiting soldiers
and retaining them wasn't hisworry. It was Victor Radcliff’s. And it was supposed to be the Atlantean
Assembly's. Expecting the Assembly and the par-liaments with which it had to dicker to remember as
much was evidently too much to hopefor.

The messenger rode away. Victor stood outside the tent lis-tening till the horse's hoofbeats got too
distant to make out, and then alittle longer besides. When hefindly went back ingde and lay down on
his cot, he wondered whether he'd deep. He tossed and turned for some time. Just when he was sure the
Atlantean Assembly'sidiocy would cost him anight'srest, he dozed off. Next thing he knew, the army's



buglers were blowing morning assembly.

Instead of tea or coffee, he drank abrew of roasted native roots and leaves. He made a point of eating
and drinking no better than the men he led. Even well-sugared—that, the Atlanteans could do—the brew
tasted nasty. Worsg, it wasless invigorating than the ones that had to be imported. But it was what the
cooks had |eft, so Radcliff drank it.

"Enjoy your coffee, Generd," said the man in the dirty gpron who filled histin mug.

It was no more coffee than Victor was Czar of dl the Russias. And enjoying it stretched the bounds of
probability if it didn't break them. A man could learn to tolerate it, and Victor had.

None of that showed on hisface or in hisvoice. "Much obliged, Innes. | expect | shall," he said, and
smiled when he said it. Sometimes you had to deceive your own men aswell asthe enemy.

More soldiers whose terms had expired marched away from the Atlantean army. To Victor's
well-concealed surprise, fresh compa-nies joined him. Some of them had enlisted for sx monthsor a
year. He gave their men a choice: they could fight the English till the war ended, or they could go home at
once.

"Do whichever suitsyou,” hetold them. "I am better off with-out you than | would be to have you for a
short term. If | must plan my campaigns around your enlissments, | would do better to pray Generd
Cornwallis mercy now."

He exaggerated; most of the time, short-term soldiers were better than no soldiersat dl. To hisrdief,
most of the new recruits agreed to serve for the duration. "Hal" Blaise said. "Only shows the dumb
strawfeet don't know what the devil they're getting into.”

"I shouldn't be amazed if you wereright," Victor agreed. Then he chuckled. "Strawfedt, isit?!
"Oh, they are, Generd. Y ou can tell by looking at them," Blaise said.

Atlantean drillmasters often despaired of teaching country bumpkins the evolutionsthey needed to learn if
they were to move from column to line of battle or do any of the other things soldiers had to do. Baron
von Steuben frequently ran out of Eng-lish when he tried to show them what they needed to do. They
couldn't understand his German, but it sounded asif it ought to be worth remembering.

Among theworst complaints the drillmasters had was that raw recruits couldn't reliably tell their right feet
from their left. They did know the difference between hay and straw, though. Drill sergeantstied awisp
of hay to their left feet and straw to their right. "Hayfoot!" adrillmaster would cdl. " Strawfoot! Hay-foot!
Strawfoot!" It was an awkward makeshift, but it worked. And, more and more often, Atlantean veterans
caled new men strawfeet. (Von Steuben caled them everything he could in Eng-lish, and worse than
that auf Deutsck.)

Naturdly, the new men wereinclined to resent the name. Just as naturdly, the veterans didn't care. There
had aready been sev-eral scraps about it. Victor expected more to come. Aslong as vet-erans and
recruits didn't squabble with the redcoats in front of them, he wouldn't worry.

A courier rode up. "I have aletter for you, Generd, from the Atlantean Assembly,” he said importantly.
"Oh, you do, do you?' Victor growled. He took the letter, broke the sedl, and unfolded the paper.

It was, to hisutter lack of surprise, amissive censuring him for what the Assembly characterized ashis
"ill-bred, ill-tempered, in-temperate, and atogether ill-advised communication of the twenty-seventh



ultimo.”

Had they recdled him from his command, he would have gone home without a backwards glance. If they
didn't carefor theway he was carrying on thefight, they could go ahead without him.

But they didn't do that. Severa of his officers were convinced they could command Atlantis forces better
than he. The Atlan-tean Assembly and he might snap at each other, but the Assembly wasn't minded to
give any of those ambitious officers a chance to show what they could do.

A small force of foot soldiers skirmished with the Atlantean army after it crossed the Stour. Victor's men
took afew prisoners asthe enemy fell back. They brought them to the commanding generd. "Shdl we
hang these traitor bastards from abranch, sir?' one of the guards growled.

The prisoners looked frightened. Except for wearing brown coats rather than green, they also looked just
liketheir captors. ™Y ou can't do that! We fought fair!" one of them said. His accent was the same as that
of the man who wanted to hang him. And well it might have been: they were both Atlanteans, probably
from the same settlement.

Victor Raddliff glowered at him. "So you'll spill your blood for aking who wontt lift afinger for you?' he
sad.

"Heismy king. England ismy country.” The prisoner set his chin. "He's your king, too, by God, and
England'syour country.”

"Atlantisismy country. | have noking," Victor said. His men cheered. Some of their captives looked
defiant, others aarmed. Victor turned to histroops. "Did they fight like soldiers?’

"We are soldiers," another prisoner said. "Third company of King George's Atlantean Rangers, that's
r.rell

"Shame!" one of Victor's men said. Severa others hissed.

They might have started hanging the Atlantean Rangers then, but Victor held up ahand. "No, we shan't
dothat,” hesaid, "not if they didn't play the savage againgt us. It's easier to start hanging people than to
sop.”

"They've got it coming!" one of hismen sad hotly. "God-damned traitordl™

"Traitor yoursdf!" acaptive yelled, and amost won himsalf ahempen cravat in spite of everything Victor
could do.

He had to draw hisfancy sword (which he supposed baanced out the letter of censure) to keep his
Atlanteans from lynching the bold prisoner. "No!" he shouted. "What will they do if they take some of our
men next time? Do you want awar likethat?"

Some of his men nodded, which scared him. But more looked worried. A war like that could keep on
poisoning Atlantislong after it ended. How many feuds, how many barn burnings and stock killingsand
murders from ambush for revenge, would spring from it? Too many. Victor might have had to point that
out, but his soldiers could see it once he did. The men from King George's Atlantean Rangers remained
prisoners of war.

After the excitement was over, Blaise said, "None of those scuts even thanked you. Not asingle one.”

"| didn't expect it of them,” Victor answered.



"Why not?' the Negro exclaimed. "If not for you, they'd be dead.” Helaid hishead on his shoulder and
stuck out histongue asif hanged. "If that isn't worth some thanks, what is?"

Patiently, Victor said, "If they thanked me, they would have to own to themsalvesthat I'm not such abad
fellow. Then they might have to own that my causeisn't so bad. And then they might have to wonder
about the one they chose. How many people careto do that? Here, not many. Isit different in Africa?’

"Everything here has more gearsturning round. Everything." Blaise did not sound asif he were
complimenting Atlantis

Victor shrugged. "It iswhat we have. Changing from belong-ing to the king to belonging to oursavesis
hard enough—the Rangers show as much. But if you want to change human nature at the sametime..."
He shook hishead. "Good luck to you, that'sdl. | don't believeit can be done.”

"And you expect men to live without achief or aking or what-ever you cal him?" Blaise shook his head,
too, laughing at the silly notion.

He was no politica philosopher, but he had a keen fed for what wasred. "No," Victor said, "only
without aleader who can do as he pleases no matter what the laws say.”

"Only?' Blaisethrew hisown wordsin hisface: "Good luck to you, that'sdl.”

Habakkuk Biddiscombe thought each of his schemes wasfiner than the one that had gone beforeiit. "We
can spirit Cornwallis out of Hanover and strike off the enemy's head!" hetold Victor.

Did he mean that as afigure of speech or literally? However he meant it, Victor shook hishead. "1 don't
think that's agood notion.”

"Why not?" Biddiscombe swelled and turned purple. Victor wondered if held explode. No man was ever
s0 enamored of hisown schemes asthe cavary officer.

But Victor ticked off pointson hisfingers. "ltem—chances of success strike me asdim. Item—any men
captured whilst making such an attempt would assuredly wear anoose soon theresfter. And, item—even
if your plan should be accomplished in every particular, so what?"

Habakkuk Biddiscombe gaped. "What d'you mean... uh, Genera? | told you what would happen then.”

"Indeed. You did. But, | say again, so what? Someone might well capture me. If that unpleasantness
cameto pass, thisarmy would continue the struggle under our second-in-command. We might do as well
with him aswe have with me. For dl | know, we might do better, though I dare hope not. Why do you
suppose the redcoats to bein a different Stuation?”

"Well..." Biddiscombe fatered. "Isn't the best man com-monly placed in command?’

"Again, inour case, | dare hope 0. Y es, that may betrue. But it isaso possible that the general
commanding is but the most se-nior officer present. General Cornwallisis not elderly and is clever, but |
doubt he will ever be spoken of in the same breath with Gustavus Adolphus or Turenne. Another man,
thrust suddenly into his place, might well match hisaccomplishments.”

"Only reason you don't want to try it is on account of I'm the one who came up withit." Anger clotted
Biddiscombe's voice "If you or your nigger thought it up, you'd bedl for it." Heturned on hished and
stormed away.

Blaise gppeared asif by magic. "Did | hear somebody call me nigger?' He could hear that word where



he might missothers

Well, who could blame him? What man with the faintest hope of being a gentleman wasn't sensitiveto
dights?

"Hedid. Youdid," Victor said wearily. "He meant nothing by it, though. He wasin atemper a me, not at
you."

"Huh," Blaise said: awordless sound packed with disbelief. " Anybody says nigger, he means something
by it, dl right." He spoke like aman very sure of what he was talking about. Chances were he had every
right to be.

Even o, Victor said, "'l showed him how and why his hare-brained scheme was harebrained, and he
responded with al the gratitude you might expect.”

"What schemeisthis?' Blaise asked. Victor explained. The Negro grunted. "Wdll, you told him true. That
schemeis hare-brained from mouth to arsehole.”

Victor would have said from top to bottom, which didn't mean he disagreed with the more pungent
phrase. " Sometimes Habak-kuk smply needsto get thingsout of hissystem,” he said.

Blaise grunted again. "If he's cogtive, let him take one of thoselittle pills. That'll shift him." Herolled his
eyes. "Thoselittle pillsll shift anything."

"No doubt.” Victor knew the ones Blaise was talking about. They were made from antimony. If you had
trouble moving your bowels, you would swalow one. A few hours later, you would think abarrel of
black powder had gone off in your gut They weren't cheap, but they did thetrick, all right. Y ou could, if
you were S0 inclined, rescue the little devil from the chamber pot, wash it off, and saveiit for the next time
you needed it.

"Ought to knock him over the head." Blaise returned to the subject at hand. "That will get thingsout of his
system, too. And it will save you trouble. Y ou seeif it don't—doesn't.” He corrected himself before
Victor could.

"Hell bedl right," Victor said. Blaise rolled his eyes once more. He was as stubborn as Habakkuk
Biddiscombe, if in adif-ferent way. He would have been highly offended had Victor said so, so Victor
didn't. He did remember the conversation for along time afterwards.

Every so0 often, aloyaist would take a potshot at Victor's soldiers from behind aroadside tree, then try
to get away. Rebellious At-lanteans who fired at redcoats marching past were heroes, at least to other
rebellious Atlanteans. When Victor's men captured the loyalist snipers, they hanged them without
ceremony.

Cornwallis soldiersdid the same thing to the insurrectionist marksmen they caught. Every printer who
favored the Atlantean Assembly damned them to Satan's fiery furnace as murderers on account of it.
Victor Raddliff noticed theirony, which didn't mean he intended to stop hanging loyaist francs-tireurs.

One of them put on abrave show, saying, "I am proud to die for my king."

"Y ou won't be once the rope goes around your neck,” Victor predicted. "And you aren't dying for your
king. Y ou could have been asloya to George as you pleased, o long asyou didn't fire at my men from

"I should prove mysdlf atraitor to my sovereign did | not take up arms againgt those treacheroudy in



amsagaing him." Yes, theloydist had pride.

It did him no good. ™Y ou and your friends should have joined a properly enrolled company, then,” Victor
said coldly. The man was hanged with the three or four other bushwhackers Victor's soldiers had flushed
out of thewoods. They died hard, strangling from the noosesinstead of getting their necks broken asa
proper hangman's knot might have done. Or it might not have, when they were hanged from branches
instead of getting along drop from the gallows.

Blaise eyed the limp bodies and discolored faces with cold dispasson. All he said was, "They had it
coming.”

"| think 0, too,” Victor said. "But if you listen to the likes of them, we're the ones who deserve to dance
onar."

"Danceon air." The Negro tasted thewords. "l like that."

"It'snot mine, | fear," Victor told him. "I don't know where| first heard it. Useit asyou please. People
will understand you when you do."

"All right." Blaise glanced toward the corpses again. "They don't dance.”

They'd had their feet tied together and hands bound behind them. "I've seen livelier jobs, with thelegs
free" Victor said, gnaw-ing on theinside of hislower lip a the memory. "Only acruel man could enjoy
the spectacle, believe me."

"They are enemies,”" Blaise said. "Why should | be sorry to watch enemies die?

"I have nothing againgt enemiesdying,” Victor replied. "But rgoicing in suffering, evenin an enemy's
suffering, strikes me as unchrigtian.”

"Maybe | don't make such agood Christian, then,” Blaise said.

He and hiswife had gone to church with Victor and Margaret most Sundays since thefighting in French
Atlantis ended. He at-tended divine services with the other soldiersin Victor's army. Raddliff suddenly
wondered how much heredlly believed. How much of his piety was no more than fitting in where he had
to live, and how much of his savage creed from Africadill lurked below?

No matter what he wondered, he didn't ask. Papists and Prot-estants of all sects and even Jews joined
together in the Atlantean Assembly and initsarmy. If therewasroom for dl of them, wasn't there also
room for one perhaps unregenerate African?

Despite the snipers—most of whom, being as woodswise as Victor's men, escaped instead of getting
captured—the army pressed on toward Hanover. More loyalists, not daring or caring to meet it in arms,
fled before it with nothing but what they could carry. Men who preferred the Atlantean Assembly's cause
glee-fully swooped down on the homes and fields and livestock they abandoned. "Buggers made us
sweat whilethey wasin the saddle," one man told Victor. "Now let's seeiif they ever set eyes on what
used to betheirsagain.”

Strict justice might have made Victor speak of courts and due process of law. "Well use them asthey
deserve," he said, and thelocal nodded.

A few dayslater, the army was camped near avillage called Brandenburg. A cavaryman rode up to
Victor. After a sketched salute, the man asked, " General, have you seen Mg or Biddis-combe? | needed
to ask something of him, but he's nowhere about.”



"I haven't got him,” Victor answered.

He thought no more abouit it till the army was getting ready to move out the next morning. There was il
no sign of Habakkuk Biddiscombe. A man who'd been on sentry duty said, "He rode out past me not
long after we stopped here. He said he was going to reconnoiter what lay ahead.”

"By himsdf?' Victor's eyebrows legped toward hishairline.
The sentry only shrugged. ™Y ou know how heis."

Victor Raddliff did, much too well. "Even for Mgor Biddis-combe, that's excessive,” he said. "When he
comesin, I'll give him ataking-to helll remember for amonth of Wednesdays." The sentry laughed, but
Victor wasn't joking.

Only Habakkuk Biddiscombe didn't comein. Victor feared hedd falen into the hands of English scouts or
locd loydists. The only trouble was, his own scouts turned up no signsthat the enemy was operating
anywhere close by.

Another fear began to grow in him—and not in him aone. "How bad wasthat last quarrel you had with
him, Sr?* Blaise asked.

"Wadl, it wasn't good." No one would accuse Victor of exag-gerating, anyhow.

"Uh-huh," Blaise said thoughtfully. Then he asked, "How much harm could he do usif he went over to
Cornwadlis?'

"He wouldn't do that!" Victor squawked, and he could hear himself protesting too much. After amoment,
he added, "I hope he wouldn't do that," which was nothing but the truth.

Chapter 15

Habakkuk Biddiscombe not only went over to General Cornwallis and King George, hereveled in his
treason. To him, of course, it seemed anything but. What man ever acted for any save the highest
motives? None: not if you asked the actor himsdlf.

A scout brought back a broadsheet from avillage till under the redcoats control. It was called "The
True Relation of Colonel Habakkuk Biddiscombe, Formerly of the Rebel Cavary.”

"Huh," Blaise said when he saw that. "He won himself apro-motion for running off, hedid.”

"Thirty piecesof dlver," Victor sad bitterly. "I wonder if hewould have stayed had | granted him higher
rank." He sighed. "Well never know now."

Biddiscombe—or, more likely, some pro-English hack pur-porting to be Biddiscombe—characterized
the Atlantean Assem-bly as"awitches Sabbat of betrayd." He caled the army that fought on behaf of
the Assembly "apack of starveling hounds, re-markable alike for savagery and cowardice,” And he
described Victor Raddliff as"the blackest traitor since Judas' (aman likely to be mentioned when anyone
turned his coat) and "an oaf mas-querading asagenerd: aleader utterly incgpable of recognizing and
acknowledging aclever stratagem.” Remembering the cavaryofficer's scheme held turned down, Victor
suspected that, at least, came straight from Biddiscombe.

"What do you aim to do about this—this arsewipe, Generd?" the scout inquired.

Victor felt of the paper. "I think I'd sooner use a handful of leaves," he said. The scout and Blaise both



laughed. Victor went on, "What can | do about it? If the famous Colond Biddiscombe should dare lead
enemy horse againg us, we shall try to shoot him out of the saddle Of that | have no doubt—he betrayed
the sol-diers he formerly commanded more foully than any others here, for he enjoyed more of their trust.
Other than killing him first chance wefind, | know not what course to take."

"Me, I'd sooner catch him aive," Blaise said. "Then | could roast him over adow fireand turn himon a
it S0 hegot doneon dl sdes” He grinned evilly. "Easy enough to tell with awhite man, en? And that
would givethe dirty scut plenty of timeto think on his mistakes before he gave up the ghost.”

"Devil take meif | don't fancy the sound of that mysdlf,” the scout exclaimed.

"Solong aswekill him, that will suffice" Victor said. Blaise was born asavage, of course. But men who
favored the Atlantean Assembly and those who remained loya to King George were roasting each other
over dow fires: oh, not where the main armies marched and countermarched, but in the countlesslittle
ambushes and affrays that would never make the history books or change the war's result by one iota but
went on nonetheless. And those men on both sides gleefully played the savage without Blaise's excuse.

"WEell goon,” Victor said, as he had so many times. "If we can winkle them out of Hanover, that will bea
great triumph for usand a great disaster to them. And if Habakkuk Biddiscombe hasto sail off to
England—on which he has never in hislife set eyes-even that will be enough.”

"Devil itwill," Blaise muttered, but not loud enough for Vic-tor to cal himonit.

Victor was anything but sure they could squeeze Cornwallis out of Hanover. Even if they didn't, they
might reach the seaand cut the English coastal holdingsin haf. That would be worth doing in and of itsdlf.

Go on they did. Loydigts skirmished with them. Like King George's Atlantean Rangers, these men fought
as soldiers, not in ambuscades. Sometimes redcoats stiffened their ranks; sometimes they managed well
enough on their own. Victor ordered his own men to treat them as prisoners of war when they were
taken. "If they meet usfairly, we must return the favor,” heinssted.

And histroops obeyed him... more often than not. Even so, an unfortunate number of such captives
were shot "trying to es-cape.”" He wondered whether he should issue harsher orders. Inthe end, he
decided not to. Issuing ordersthat weren't likely to be obeyed only damaged the force of other
commands.

Before long, a scout carried another broadsheet back into his encampment. This one announced the
creetion of something called "Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion." Volunteersin the Legion would "root out,
eradicate, extirpate, and utterly exterminate the verminous rebels opposing in ams his brilliant Mg esty,
good King George."

Most printersworked in the coastal towns the English held. Victor found one back in Brandenburg who
wasloyd to the At-lantean Assembly. He had the man crank out a counterblast, one warning men who
leaned toward King George that "no individua from the cavalry formation styled Biddiscombe's Horsed
Legion who may be captured by the armies of the Atlantean Assembly shal under any circumstances
hope for quarter.”

No Horsed Legion appeared. Victor wondered whether Corn-wallis had had second thoughts—and, if
he had, whether Habak-kuk Biddiscombe was contemplating desertion from the English cause. Probably
not, Victor decided—the cavdry officer had to know Atlantiswould never take him back. Biddiscombe
had made hisbed. Now he had to liein it, even if it proved uncomfortable.

Victor aso wondered when the French declaration of war would produce soldiers on the ground in



Atlantis. Indeed, hewondered if it ever would. In the last war, the French managed to convey one small
army acrossthe Atlantic, al ther later effortsfailing. Their navy was stronger now. Wasit enough
sronger?it had better be, he thought. His own men made vastly better soldiers than they had when they
firgt enlisted. All the same, he could use some cynicd, hard-bitten professionas to show them by example
how the job was done.

Meanwhile, he used what he had. Redcoats and loyalists skir-mished with hisforces before falling back
toward Hanover. Corn-wallis seemed lessinterested in fighting big battles than Generd Howe had been
before him. Maybe he was clever. Howe had tried to crush the Atlantean uprising. The only thing held
proved was that he couldn't. Cornwallis, by contrast, seemed to want to force the Atlanteansto crush
him. Aslong as he held the towns on the eastern coagt, the United States of Atlantiswere only wind and
ar. They weren't anation, any more than a man deprived of his head was aman.

And then, to Victor's surprise, he got word that some of Corn-wallis garrison in Hanover was putting to
seaand sailing awvay. When he heard the rumor thefirst time, he had trouble believing it. But it cameto
him again the next day, brought by a man who didn't know anyone else had carried word ahead of him.

"Why would he do that, when we're pressing him toward Han-over?* Victor asked. "'l know the
Englishmen make good soldiers, and | know Hanover has good outworks. All the same, if too many forts
are empty of men, the placewill fall."

"Wdl..." Hissecond informant was a plump merchant named Gustavus Vasa Rand, who plainly enjoyed
knowing things the commanding general didn't. The man steepled hisfingers, then tugged at hisear before
going on, "1 hear tell the redcoats have themsalves trouble somewheres else.”

"Where?' Raddliff exploded. If it was anywherein Atlantis, he thought he would have known about it. I
the English had trouble anywhere in Atlantis, he hoped he would have helped foment it.

But Gustavus Vasa Rand replied, "Over in Terranova, iswhat folks say. Some of the settlements there,
they've decided they don't fancy King George any moren we do.”

"Havethey?' Victor breathed. "Wdl, well, well. Has anyone reported why they chose thismoment to rise
up?'

"Don't you know?" Y es, Gustavus Vasa Rand exuded the ami-able scorn the man who's heard things
fedsfor the poor, ignorant twit he aimsto enlighten. "Why, this past year or so ademon pamphleteer's
appeared amongst 'em. He's tossed so much red pepper into the stew, even the boring old Terranovans
can't hep breathing fire after they go and egt of it."

"| dare say he's caused King George's men in those parts agood dedl of, ah, pain,” Victor remarked with
malice afore-thought.

"Why, so he has." One of Rand's bristly eyebrows rose. "'Funny you should put it so, Generd, for Paine's
hisfamily name."

"And Thomas his Christian name,” Victor agreed. "1 am ac-quainted with the gentleman, and with his
qudities. Indeed, | sent him west across the Hesperian Gulf, hoping he would do exactly as he has done.”

"Widl, good on you, then," the merchant told him. " The more toes England has on the griddle, the more
hopping she needs must do." Now the look he sent Victor was more specul ative than pitying. A genera
who could work out aplot and have it come off the way he wanted wasn't some harmless bumpkin, but a
man who might need some serious watching.



"| am grateful for the news, believe me,” Victor said. "1t will surely influence theway | conduct my
campaign from thistime forward."

"Ah?Influenceit how, pray?' Gustavus Vasa Rand leaned for-ward, eager to be even morein the know
than he was aready.

But Victor Radcliff only laid afinger by the sde of hisnose. "By your leave, g, I'll say no more. What
you have not heard, no red-hot pokers or thumbscrews may tear from you should the redcoats decide
they must learn all the secrets you carry under your hat.”

"They wouldn't do that." Rand's voice lacked conviction. Vic-tor refrained from mentioning one other
possihility: that the trader from Hanover might tell the English what he knew under no compulsion
whatsoever. Some men tried to work both sides at once, or pretended to serve one while actualy on the
other. He had spiesin Hanover; he had to assume Cornwallis played the same game.

"Whilst the Hesperians make England divide her forces, you may be surel shal do my best to keep the
occupiers, ah, occupied herein Atlantis" Victor said. "And, Sir, you may publish that abroad aswidely as
you please.”

"Il doit, Generd. Y ou can count on me," Rand said.

Victor Radcliff smiled and nodded. Maybe the man from Han-over would. Then again, maybe he
wouldnt. If he didn't, the world wouldn't end; nor would the Atlantean uprising.

Andif hedid, Victor hadn't said aword about strategy. Of course Cornwalliswould expect himto try to
take advantage of what England had to do to try to put down the new rebellion far to the west.
Cornwalliswould beright, too. But how Victor would try to exploit the new situation. ..

Cornwallis won't know, Victor thought. He can't possibly, for | haven't the faintest idea myself. He
didn't believe that was what the military manuals meant when they talked about "the advantage of
surprise,” but it was what he had. Now he needed to figure out how to make the most of it.

Severd rivers met at or near Hanover, which helped make it At-lantis most important harbor. (Some of
the people who argued about such things argued that Avaon had a better site. They might well have been
right. But Hanover raced towards Europe, Avaon toward Terranova. When it came to shipsand
cargoes heading in and out, that made dl the differencein the world.)

These days, cargoes heading in and out of Hanover did so for England's benefit, not Atlantis. Oh, dribs
and drabs of what came into Hanover got smuggled out to the lands that owed the Atlan-tean Assembly
alegiance, but only dribs and drabs. As General Howe had before him, General Cornwallis hoped that
keeping his opponents poor would detach them from the United States of At-lantis and make them take
another look at King George.

What worried Victor Radcliff wasthat Cornwallismight beright. A patriot without ahapenny in his
pocket was only one long step—sometimes not such along step—from discovering he wasredly a
loydigt efter dl.

The most important river that flowed into Hanover, the Severn, ran down from the north. Victor led his
own army aong the north bank of a smaller stream, the Blackwater, that ap-proached from the west.

"Why did they name it the Blackwater?' Blaise asked. "What'sin therelooks like any other water to me."

"To me, too—now," Victor answered. "But when we get alittle closer to Hanover... Well, you'll see”



Before they camethat close to Hanover, they had to dedl with ahastily run-up English stockade that
blocked their approach to the city. One of the popguns inside the stockade boomed defiance at the
Atlantean army. Theroundshot it fired fell far short of Vic-tor's men. After the ball stopped rolling, one of
his gunners picked it up. If it fit an Atlantean gun—and it probably would—it would fly back toward
some redcoats one of these days.

Instead of assaulting the little fortress right away, Victor marched histroops past it before halting. Maybe
the soldiersin-side hadn't sent anyone east toward Hanover to warn Cornwallis of his advent. But if they
had, the redcoatsin the seaside city might sdly forth to seeif they could smash the Atlantean army
between themsalves and the garrison.

"They may think they can get away with that, but | don't am to let them,” Victor told his assembled
officers—and, inevitably, Blaise, whom everyone took for granted by now.

"How will you stop 'em. Generd?" one of his captains asked. "I'll tell you how, in the name of the Lord
God Jehovah,” Vic-tor said. "We shall attack the stockade at midnight tonight—that's how. Onceit has
fdlen, dl their hopes of playing hammer and anvil againg usfal withit."

The officers buzzed like bees. "Can we do it?' one of them asked.

He might not have meant for Victor Radcliff to hear him, but Victor did. "We can, Sr, and we shdl," he
declared. "Theidea may surpriseyou, but | intend that it shall flabbergast the poor foolish Englishmen
mured up behind those pine and redwood logs. Flab-bergast 'em, | say!™

To that end, the Atlanteans encamped as they would have done at the end of any ordinary day's march.
They pitched tents. They built up cook fires. They ambled back and forth in front of and around those
fires. Victor had learned hislessons watching the redcoats abandon positions they could hold no longer.
If the enemy commander inside the stockade was watching the encampment through aspyglass, he
would notice nothing peculiar.

He wouldn't be able to see, for instance, that the men sithou-etted in front of the fires were awaysthe
same men: agroup left behind to make the camp appear norma from a distance, even when it wasn't.

Meanwhile, therest of the Atlanteanstook care to stay out of the firelight. Victor Radcliff led them
againg the English works. The night was moonless and cloudy and dark. "Move as quietly asyou can,”
he caled—quietly. "If you fdl, pick yourself up with no loud, profane swearing.”

"Indeed, for such vileness offends against God," said avoice out of the blackness.

"Well, soit does," Victor agreed. "But it'salso liable to mark our advance againgt the foe. Unlessyou
have such aclean con-science that you can meet your Maker sooner than you might have had in mind,
keep your lips buttoned.”

The Atlanteans did... for the most part. No cries of alarm rang out from the stockade ahead. The
redcoats insde the log palisade kept big bonfires blazing. The red-gold light shone through chinks
between one log and another, and aso it up the buildings inside the stockade: barracks that could double
asare-doubt in time of need.

Motte and bailey, Victor thought. The Normans used that scheme in England, and it's still a good
one. Would it be good enough to hold up against complete surprise? He had to hope not. He aso had to
hope he could bring off acomplete surprise. That, at the moment, remained what barristers called a
Scotch verdict: not proven.



Thaose bonfires made advancing againgt the enemy position easier than it would have been otherwise. On
anight thisdark, Victor might have had trouble finding an unilluminated fort—and tramping past it would
have been embarrassing, to say the least No risk of that, not now.

With so much light behind them, with their eyes not accus-tomed to gloom, the redcoat sentries up on the
walls might aso have aharder time spotting the Atlanteans moving up on them. Again, Victor dared hope
0.

No one raised the alarm as his men drew near. "' Scaling lad-ders forward!" he hissed urgently. Forward
they came. He pointed toward the fortress. "Do you see where to place them?”

"Wedo that, Generd," replied asoldier who'd surely been bornin Ireland.
"Then advance againg the palisade—d owly till you're discov-ered, and after that quick asyou can.”

Off went the ladders, one by one. Storming parties—he hoped they weren't forlorn hopes—followed
them. If everything went well, thefort would fall to the Atlanteans dmost before the enemy insde redized
it was under atack. But how often did everything go well? Not often enough, as Victor had seen... too
often.

Tonight, though, the scaling ladders were about to thud into place against the paisade before aredcoat
up there let out astar-tled yelp: "Bloody 'dl! It'sthe bleedin’ Atlanteand!”

A moment later, arifle barked. The sentry yelped again, thistime in pain. He had been adark blotch
againgt the lighter back-ground of the barracks hall. Now that blotch disappeared.

"Atlantis" Victor's men cried asthey swarmed up the ladders, and "The Proclamation of Liberty!" and
"Down with King George!™

Down with King George it was, at least in that one spot. So many men in green jackets got up onto the
palisade and dropped down into the courtyard behind it, the defenders never had a chance. Only afew
shotswere fired before the gates siwung open. Someone sang out in an Atlantean accent: "All yours,
Generd!"

"Wdl done" Victor said as he waked into the little fortress. "Very well done indeed, boys!™

The English captain who'd commanded the garrison didn't think so. A night attack? Not sporting,” he
sad sourly.

"If you show me where Hoyl€s rules state I'm not alowed to make one, perhaps I'll march away," Victor
said. "Or perhaps | won't."

His men jeered. The captain glared, and then tried a different tack: " Another thing—one of your blighters
lifted my pocket watch."

"Canyou tel mewhich one?" Victor asked.

"No, dammit.” The English officer shook his head. "Hewastdl. He was skinny. He had an evil leer and
foul breath.”

"Well, gr, asamatter of fact, so do you," Victor said, which won him another glare. Taking no notice of
it, he continued, ™Y ou do redlize you're describing more than haf of my army?' He wasn't exaggerating;
most Atlanteans seemed tdl to their shorter English cousins.



"I shouldn't wonder if more than half your army consigts of thieves." The captain didn't lack for nerve.

But Victor only laughed. "And you think yours doesn't? By God, sir, I've served with redcoats before. |
know better."

"We may bethieves, but we aren't foul rebels,” the captain said.

"Not yet, perhaps. Y ou would be surprised, though, at how many in the Atlantean army took the King's
shilling firdt," Victor responded.

He couldn't down the English officer, who said, "And what of Habakkuk Biddiscombe? Will you tell me
heisthe only Atlantean who at last came to see where histrue loydty should lie?"

"All I'll tdll you of Biddiscombeisthat sooner or later—likely soone—hell quarrel with hisEnglish
superiors, as he quarreled with me," Victor said tightly. "And | wish them joy of him when he does.”

That actualy made the captain thoughtful. "Mm... I've met the man, and | must say | shouldn't be
astonished if you proveright. But, having antagonized both sdesin this struggle, where can he go next?"

"He can goto the Devil, for dl of me" Victor sad. "I'll tell you where I'm going next, though. I'm going to
Hanover."

More often than not, the wind blew down from the Green Ridge Mountains toward the sea. When it did,
it carried the spicy, resin-ous scents of Atlantis vast evergreen forestswithit. Victor took that odor for
granted. He noticed it only when it changed.

Ashisarmy neared Hanover, it did. The breeze swung around to come off the Atlantic for awhile. The
ocean's sdt tang seemed to quicken Victor's pulse. Was that because dl Radcliff’s and Radcliffes sprang
from fishermen, and so naturally responded to the smell of the sea? Or did Victor's excitement grow
because the oceanic odor reminded him how near his goa he was? Some of each, he guessed; aman's
reasonswere rarely all of one piece.

Blaise pointed to the river beside which the army marched. "It did turn black, Generd, like you said.
Why?'

"Because it flows through peat beds under the meadows," Vic-tor answered. "Y ou know peat?"
"You canburnit,”" Blaise said. "Like God was trying to make coa but didn't know how yet."

Victor laughed in surprise. He wouldn't have come out with anything so blagphemous, but he probably
wouldn't have come out with anything so apt, ether.

Before long, the breeze from the east brought more than the odor of the Atlantic to hisnodtrils. It carried
the smdll of smoke with it—and aso, less attractively, the reek of sawage. That combi-nation dways
proclaimed alarge settlement not far away.

"Citiesgtink," Blaise complained.
"Well, sothey do," Victor said. "Do your African villages smell any sweeter?'
Blaise clicked histongue between histeeth. "Er—no."

"I didn't think s0," Victor said. "When | usethe privy, it's not angels that come out. No reason your folk
should differ there." The colored sergeant changed the subject, from which Victor concluded that hed
made his point: "How do you propose to take Hanover away from Cornwallis?*



"| can't answer that yet. | shal haveto seejust where the Eng-lish have placed their lines and their forts,
and how many men they can put into them now that they're dealing with trouble in Terranova, too,"
Victor said.

"Ah," Blaise said. "Y ou do make fighting more complicated than it needsto be."

More complicated than you were used to in Africa, Victor trandated. But anyone—black, white, or,
he supposed, copper-skinned—took what he'd grown up with as the touchstone for what was right and
proper therest of hisdays.

Beforelong, Victor had a pretty good notion of thelie of the English works outsde Hanover, and of how
many redcoats Corn-wallis had in them. The enemy commander did his best to keep the localsinsde his
lines. Cornwallis didn't want them bringing Victor such news.

Cornwallis best wasn't good enough. Hislines leaked. The English captain at the fort had been right:
there were plenty of loyaists and roydistsin land held by the forces following the At-lantean Assembly.
Sometimes they did go over to King George's army, as Habakkuk Biddiscombe had done.

But that coin had two sides. Hanover was afair-sized city by anybody's standards—not London, not
Paris, but afair-sized city. Of courseit had its share of people who cheered behind closed doorswhen
the United States of Atlantiswere proclaimed. And of course some of those men, seeing liberation asone
of Victor Raddliff’ soutriders, would leave the city to tel him what they knew of its defenses and the
soldierswho manned them.

He made apoint of separating hisinformants one from an-other. He interviewed them one a atime, and
made a sketch map of what each described. If one of them told atale different from the others... He
wouldn't put it past Cornwallisto try to lead him into atrap. He knew he would have done the same thing
to the English genera had he found the chance.

Adding dl the sketch mapstogether... By thetime he called a council of war, he had a pretty good
notion of what wanted doing. "Wewill feint here," hetold his assembled officers—and Blaise—pointing
with the fancy-hilted sword the Atlantean As-sembly had presented to him. "A good portion of our field
artillery will accompany the feint, to make it seem the more persuasive. Having drawn Cornwallis notice
thither, we gtrike here." He pointed again, farther south thistime.

Blaise held up hisright index finger. Victor nodded to him. "What do we do if Cornwallis hears of this
plan?' the Negro asked.

He did come up with cogent questions. "Well, that depends,” Victor said. "If | find out ahead of time that
he'sheard of it, the red thrust becomesthe feint and the feint theredl thrust.”

"What if you don't find out, Generd?" acolonel inquired.

Victor spread his hands. "In that case, we walk into asnare." He waited for the Sartled laughter to die
down, then added, "I shdl endeavor to extricate the army from it with lossesas smdll aspossble.”

At the beginning of thisfight, the mere thought of losing abaitle would havefilled hisofficerswith a
curious blend of rage and panic. Now they took the possibility in stride. They would do everything they
could towin. If that turned out not to be enough, they would pull back and try something else later.

Wheat did the Bard say about such coarsening? Victor tried to remember his Hamlet. And he did—the
linewas Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. Shakespeare was talking about
grave-digging, but he might aswell have meant war, the proximate cause of so much gravedigging. The



Atlantean officers had that properly of easiness now. They were veterans.
The redcoats had worked the transformation. And now— Victor hoped—they would pay for it.

Genera Cornwallis warded Hanover with aring of forts. These weren't timber palisades, like the one that
had tried to bar the way down the Blackwater. Their outwallswere of thick earth. A round-shot wouldn't
demolish them, asit would smacking into wood or stone. Instead, it would sink deep and disappear
without doing any harm.

Trenches and covered ways let English soldiers move from one fort to another without exposing
themsalvesto Atlantean ri-flemen and cannoneers. The enemy was as ready as anyone could reasonably
be.

So was Victor Raddliff. He thought he was, anyhow. In Eu-rope, mortars—gunsfiring explosive shells a
steep angles so they topped the walls of afort and came down inside—had given at-tackers at least a
fighting chance when assaulting works. The At-lanteans had afew iron and brass mortars smuggled in
despite the English blockade. They had afew more their smiths had made, imitating the European
models. And they had quite afew impro-vised from hollowed-out tree trunks bound with iron bands.
Be-cause amortar's barrel was so short, it didn't have to withstand anything like the pressure an ordinary
cannon did. The wooden mortars seemed to perform about aswell astheir stubby metal counterparts.

No one came out to warn Victor the English had learned of his plans. He suddenly wished he would have
established a homing-pigeon connection with Hanover. More than a century before, back in the days
when Avaon was the wickedest city in theworld, one of the piratica Radcliffes had done something like
that. Victor consoled himself by remembering that the pirate—not a close kinsman of his—had gone
down to defeat despite his pigeons

All the same... Finding ascrap of paper, Victor scribbled Croydon and Pigeons on it. Would hefind
that scrap again? Would he remember what the cryptic note meant if he did find it? Even if he did come
acrossit and did recal, would it matter? He couldn't know now. All he could do was give later the best
chance he could.

Off went the detachment that would make the noisy demon-gtration against the northern part of
Cornwallis fieldworks. Most of the ordinary gunswent with it. It was dso brave with banners, to fool the
redcoats into thinking it held al the units whose stan-dards waved aboveit.

Beforelong, the thunder of cannon fire and the fierce clatter of musketry—asound much like rocks
falling on sheets of iron— told him the demondiration waswell under way. Some of those volleysfrom
the muskets could only have come from perfectly trained and disciplined English regiments. If the
redcoats hadn't taken the feint, they never would.

If they hadn't, alot of hismen would get shot soon. He wasli-able to get shot himsalf. He made himsalf
shrug. He'd done the best he could.

"Comeon, boys!" he called. "Hanover's got the prettiest women in Atlantis, people say. You'll see'em
for yoursdves beforelong.”

That won him acheer, which he hushed asfast as he could. Fortunately, al the gunfire up ahead meant
the redcoats weren't likely to noticeit. He led the rest of the Atlantean army—including most of the
mortar crews—south at aquick march. Thelr com-rades had to keep the English troopsin front of them
busy for an hour, maybealittlelonger...

Severd of hismen had grown up in these parts. They pointed out paths that ran east toward the weak



spot in the works he thought he'd found. He sent mounted scouts ahead of hismain force. With luck, they
would scoop up any redcoat pickets or loy-alist Atlanteans who might dash east and warn the main
English force the Atlantean Assembly's army was on the way.

Without luck... Victor refused to dwell on that. We will be lucky, hetold himsalf, asif telling himsdlf
something like that would make it cometrue.

No horse pistols boomed ahead of the advancing Atlanteans. Victor took that for agood sign. His scouts
hadn't found a reason to shoot at anyone. Nor had they run into English cavary—or into Biddiscombe's
Horsed Legion, if it wasred and not afigment of some Englishman with aquill pen and an overactive
imagination.

"Almogt to the enemy'sline, General," said one of the men who'd come out from Hanover to give Victor
Raddliff what news he had.

"Soweare," Victor agreed. One more swell of ground, maybe two, and they'd be able to see what
awaited them. Just as much to the point, the English soldiersin Cornwallis fiddworks would be able to
seethem. Victor raised hisvoice: "Form line of battle!”

The Atlanteans deployed asif they'd been doing it for years. Wdll, alot of them had. Baron von Steuben
would have been proud. At thelast council of war, Victor had redlized his officers were veterans. So
were many of the troopers. He was surprised to hear them cheer asthey swung from column to line.
They hadn't done that since the early days of the war. Hed assumed they knew better. Maybe they had,
too. But they dso knew what taking Ha-nover back would be worth. It was worth a cheer, evidently.
"Therel” The man from Hanover pointed. "l see" Victor said quietly. Theforts and trenches scarred what
had been fields of wheat and barley. They werewell sited; Victor had never known English military
engineers not to take what ad-vantage of the countryside they could. His men would haveto charge up a
gentle dope to reach the English positions. If those positions were packed with redcoats... Well, in that
case thiswouldn't be one of those lucky days—not for his side, anyhow.

A musket thundered in the trenches. He watched the cloud of gunpowder smokerise. That wasasignd
shot, warning the Eng-lishmen up and down the line that the Atlanteans were here.

"Mortarmen!™ Victor shouted. Then he drew hisfancy sword and flourished it over his head. "Come on!™
he cried to the Atlan-teans whose bayonets glittered in the sun. "Hanover isourd ™

Not if the redcoats had anything to say about it. They started shooting from the trench. Cannon boomed
from aredoubt. Sev-era Atlanteanswent down as aroundshot plowed through their ranks.

The men who served the mortars did what they could. They dropped mortar bombs on the soldiersin the
trenches and on the enemy artillerists. They didn't take long to find the range. Hurting thefoewasa
different story. Mortar bombs had to be the most irksome weapons artificers had ever amost perfected.
Their fuses proved much more art than science. Some dropped harmlessly to the ground without
exploding. Some burdt high inthe air, which was frightening and distracting but not even dightly
dangerous. A few, and only afew, actudly did what they were supposed to do.

One of the English cannon abruptly fell sllent. That was good, for Victor's troopers were scrambling
through the stakes and felled trees set out in front of the enemy trench line. Then another well-placed
mortar bomb blew several English soldiersto bloody rags, right in front of the gap the Atlanteans had
cleared. Whoop-ing, Victor's men rushed forward.

Clearing trenches could be nasty, expensive work. Not this time—the redcoats here realy werethin on
the ground. Only afew of them fought when Victor's troopers bore down on them. More threw away



their muskets and surrendered or ran from the Atlanteans.
"Kegp moving!" Victor shouted. "On to Hanover!™
"On to Hanover!" his men roared.

English officers shouted, too, trying to get their men to form up in the open country behind their linesto
dow the Atlantean advance. The redcoats were nothing if not game. But then Victor's mortar crews
dropped several bombs on their lines. Stolid as the English soldiers were, they weren't used to that kind
of bombard-ment. Along with sharp volleys from the Atlantean infantry, it dis-rupted them and kept them
from putting up the kind of fight they might have.

Bit by bit, the Englishmen decided they'd had enough. They retreated to the north and south, toward
Croydon and New Has-tings. Church bells chimed in Hanover. People streamed out into the streetsto
welcome the Atlantean army. Tears stung Victor's eyes. If he could hold the city, hed done one of the
things he had to do to win thewar.

Chapter 16

Hanover. Not the oldest city in Atlantis, but the largest and the richest. And now in Atlantean hands
again! How Cornwallis had to be gnashing histeeth! How Thomas Paine would rejoice when word came
to distant Terranova... if the redcoats hadn't caught him and jailed him or hanged him by now.

Cornwallis, of course, wasn't the only one gnashing histeeth asthe Army of the Atlantean Assembly got
ready to winter in Han-over. Quite afew Atlanteanswho lived in Hanover felt the same way. Some of
them were loyalists down to their toes. Others had made alot of money providing the redcoats with food
and drink and complai sant women.

Oneof thelocals, afat taverner named Absalom Hogarth, looked apprehensively at Victor Raddliff.
Victor sat in the study that had once bel onged to his great-grandfather and was now owned by his
merchant cousin, Erasmus. A dusty honker's skull stared at him with empty eye sockets. Along with the
antique brass sextant and lesther-bound folios, it had sat in that study for along, long time.

Absalom Hogarth didn't seem to see any of them, or the in-quiring mind that had accumulated them.
Hogarth's gimlet-eyed gaze was focused on Victor as sharply asthe sun's rays brought together in apoint
by aburning glass.

Victor had aready talked to alot of people like the tavern-keeper. They depressed him, but he had to
do the job. Steepling hisfingers, he spoke in tones as neutral as he could make them: ™Y ou look to have
done pretty well for yoursdlf while the English ruled theroost here.”

"Well, Generd, asamatter of fact | did,” Hogarth said.
That was aresponse out of the ordinary. "Tell memore," Vic-tor urged, still neutra.

The taverner shrugged broad shoulders. Chins bobbed up and down. "Not much to tell. The redcoats
were here. | saw to their wants. | would've done the same for you and yours. By God, Generd, | will do
the same for you and yours."

Helooked asif he expected Victor to pin amedal on him for his salfless patriotism. Maybe he did. More
likely, years of dedling with—and, no doubt, bilking when he saw the chance—other people had made
him a better than tolerable actor. "L et me make sure | understand you," Victor said Sowly.

"Please.” Absalom Hogarth al but radiated candor.



"Y ou say you will treat usthe same way asyou treated the English.”

"Sol do. Sol shdl." Thetaverner sounded proud of himsdlf.

"Y ou say you would have trested us as well as you treated them had we held Hanover in their place.”
"I not only say it, Generd, | mean it."

"Then you must be saying that who rules Atlantis, whether she be free in the hands of her own folk or
groaning under the yoke of English tyranny, isamatter of complete and utter indiffer-ence to you."

"l do say that... Wait!" Too late, Hogarth redlized the trap had just dropped out from under him. He sent
Victor an accusing stare. "'Y ou're trying to confuse me. Of course I'm an Atlantean patriot.”

"Why 'of course, Mr. Hogarth? Plenty of Atlanteans aren't. Plenty of Atlanteansin thisvery city arent,”
Victor said. "1 know for afaect that the so-called loyaists had little trouble recruiting their rabble here.”
Too many of the Atlanteans who fought for King George were anything but arabble, and Victor knew it,
how-ever much he wished they were.

"None of them could recruit me," Hogarth said virtuoudly.

Victor eyed hisbulk. "There, Sir, | believe you. Y ou are not made for marching, and every horsein
Atlantismust dso know rdlief that you did not choose the cavdryman'slife.”

"Heh," Hogarth said. Were his position stronger, he might have added agood deal more. Hetried ajolly
fat man's chuckle instead. It came off well, but perhaps not quite well enough. He must have sensed as
much, for he sounded nervous when he asked, "Ah, what do you aim to do with me?’

"I've been wondering the same thing, Mr. Hogarth,” Victor re-plied. "If | treated you asyou deserve,
you—or your heirs—would have scant cause to love me theresfter." Hewaited for that to Sink in. By the
way Hogarth gulped, it did. "On the other hand, you cannot expect meto love you for playing the
weether vane."

"Y ou have away with words, you do." The taverner kept trying.

"Hereiswhat | will do," Victor Raddliff said after more thought, "I will fine you a hundred pounds,
payablein sterling, for giving aid and comfort—chiefly comfort, or it would go harder for you— to the

"A hundred poundd!” Thistime, Hogarth's yelp of anguish seemed atogether unrehearsed.

"A hundred pounds,” Victor repested. "Be thankful it's not more, for | doubt not you have it. After that,
you shal do asyou offered, and serve usin the fashion to which the redcoats became accustomed. And
if | hear any complaintsof cheating or goug-ing... But | won't... will 17

"No, indeed, Generd. | am an honest man—not g, apalitica man, but an honest man," Hogarth said.

Victor Raddliff didn't laugh in hisface, judging him humili-ated enough. A world that held such oddities as
cucumber dugs and flapjack turtles might also hold an honest taverner or two. It might, but Victor didn't
think he'd ever set eyes on one before. He didn't think he was looking at one now, either.

"Just pay your assessment,” he said wearily. "Pay your assess-ment, and try to remember you're an
Atlantean, not adamned Englishman.”

"I'll doit," Absalom Hogarth declared. And maybe he would, and maybe he wouldn't. Chances were he



didn't know yet himsdlf, or care.

There were plenty more in Hanover like Hogarth: men who were loydl, or at least obedient, to whoever'd
paid them last And there were others who'd unquestionably leaned toward King George and who didn't
careto lean away. Some were silent; others spat defiance at him. They caled themsalves patriots. He
hated the word in their mouths, but had trouble denying the justice of their using it.

Jugtice... Thewors offenders (no, the worst enemies, for they thought they were doing the Lord's work,
and in no way of-fending) had fled with Cornwalis men, knowing what waslikely to await themif they
found themselvesin Atlantean hands. Victor didn't hang anyone who remained behind. He did send a
handful of men out of hislineswith no more than the clothes on their backs. Whatever they held in
Hanover he confiscated in the name of the Atlantean Assembly.

"I reckoned your horde a pack of thieves before you brokein," one of the men who wasto be expelled
told him. "Y ou do nothing to make me believe mysdf mistaken.”

"Youloveusnat," Victor sad. "If you war againgt us, do you doubt we shdl love you not in return?'
"A Chrigian man loves hisenemies" theloydid returned.

"Well, then, we show our love as you showed yours,” Victor said. He pointed north, in the direction of
Croydon and, much closer, the nearest English lines. "Now get you gone.”

"Maybe you should have been rougher,” Blaise said after the last of the expulsions and confiscations.
"Our men would like to see some of those scoundrels go to the gdlows."

"Scoundréls, isit?" Victor managed atwisted smile. " Some-times the words you know surprise me.
Sometimesit's the ones you don't know."

"Did | gowrong? Is scoundrels not what they are?' Blaise asked serioudly.

"Scoundrelsiswhat they are," Victor assured him. "It'safancy word for what they are, but not awrong
one"

"Scoundrels.” Blaise said it again, with relish. "1 like the sound It makes them seem like dogs.”

"Likedogs?' Victor was briefly puzzled. Then herealized what the Negro had to mean. "Oh, | see. Like
ganids”

"Those dogs, yes. With the floppy ears,” Blaise said. Maybe he told the joke to a printer, or maybe
someone else had the same idea, for afew days later a newspaper had a front-page woodcut of severa
prominent men leaving the city with sorrowful expressions and big spaniel ears, let the dogsgo! it said
beneeath the cartoon. Custis Cawthorne showed more wit—and hired more talented engravers—but
Custiswasin Paris these days. Artistic or not, the woodcut struck Victor as effective. That would do.

As soon as spring came, the redcoats would try to recapture Han-over. Victor was as sure of that as he
was of the Resurrection and the Second Coming, and it Struck him as rather more immedi-ately urgent
than either of those. He set his men to digging trenches and throwing up earthworks to keep the enemy
from getting past them.

His soldiers concedled their enthusiasm for dl that cold-weather pick-and-shovel work very well. The
most he ever heard any of them say initsfavor was aremark from onetired Atlantean to his comrade as
they both piled up an earthen rampart: "Maybe dl thisdaving meanswe ain't so likely to get shot.”



"Maybe." The man'sfriend seemed unimpressed. "But it's near asbad asif we were, en?’
"Well..." Thefirg soldier weighed that. Then he nodded. "Afraid so," he agreed mournfully.

But neither of them stopped working. Victor didn't mind grumbling. William the Conqueror's soldiers
must have grum-bled, and Augustus Caesar's, and King David'saswell. Aslong asthey did what
wanted doing, they could grumble dl they pleased.

Grumbling only turned dangerous when it started swallowing work.

English scouts rode down to see what Victor's men were up to. Atlantean riflemen fired at the scoutsto
make them keep their distance. Every so often, arifleman would knock a scout out of the saddle. Then
the otherswould stay farther away for awhile.

Sometimes patriotic Atlanteans would sneak down from the north to tell Victor what Cornwallis men
were up to. Sometimes Victor wasn't so sure whether the Atlanteans who sneaked down from the north
were patriotic or not. But he had soldiersfrom al over the northern settlements. States, he reminded
himsdf. They're states now. We're states now. More often than not, he could find somebody who knew
his would-be informants, either by name or by reputation.

He didn't seize the men he reckoned untrustworthy. No: he thanked them for what they told him, and
then threw it on the menta rubbish hegp. He sent them back to the north with as much misinformetion as
he could feed them. Maybe Cornwalliswould redize Victor redized he was being fooled, or maybe not.
The chance to confuse King George's commander seemed worth taking

As spring approached, Victor wondered whether the enemy would let him hold Hanover undisturbed till
summer. Hewouldn't have done that himsdlf, but Howe and Cornwallis had dready tried severa things
he wouldn't have done himsalf. Some of them had worked, too, worse luck.

But then three reliable men in quick succession came down to warn him the redcoats were moving at last.
He put men into his north-facing works. He also sent horsemen out beyond those works to shadow the

Englishamy.

Cornwallis, naturaly, had his own spies. Just as patriots hur-ried south to warn the Atlantean army, so
loydists galloped north to tell the English what Victor Raddliff was up to. They must havegivenhima
good report of Victor'sfied fortifications. Instead of trying to bull through them, Cornwallisdid around
them to the west.

"Hewantsto fight it out in the open,” Victor told acouncil of war. "He thinks hisregularswill smash our
Atlantean fanners.”

The officersdmost exploded with fury. HEd never heard so many variationson "Well show him!" in his
life. He got a stronger reaction than he redlly wanted, for he retained a solid respect for the men who
filled the ranks of the English army. They were mis-erably paid, they weretrained and handled harshly
enough to make a hound turn and snap, but they were deadly dangerous with musket and bayonet to
hand.

If he marched out of Hanover and lost abattle in the open field, he wasn't sure he could fal back into the
city and hold on to it. And he wanted to keep Hanover—no, he had to. An Atlantean presence on the
eadst coast was visble proof the United States of Atlantiswere agoing concern. Not only that: the harbor
gave France a perfect place to land troops—if France ever got around to sending them.

And 0 Victor temporized: "Firg, let's see how mad we can drive him. Most of you remember how bad



the mosquitoes were down in the south.” He waited till the other officers nodded. Any-onewho'd
forgotten what the mosquitoes were like had to have an iron hide. Victor said, "I aim to make usinto
mosguitoes, the way we were when the war began.”

"Sounds pretty, Generd," acaptain said. "What'sit mean?”'

What would Cornwallis have done after aquestion like that? Had the luckless questioner flogged?
Cornwallis was a good-natured man, as Victor had cause to know, but...Most likely, the question would
never be asked in an English council. Unlike rude colonids, English junior officers knew their place.

Being arude colonia himsdf, Victor didn't drag the captain off to the whipping post. "1 want to put
riflemen or musketeers behind every tree and bush along the enemy'sline of march. | want to capture
every man of hiswho goes off into the bushes to answer natures cal. | want to shoot the animals hauling
his can-non and supplies. Let's see how much he enjoys an enemy with whom he cannot close. Doesthat
satidy you, Sr?"

"Reckon s0," the captain answered. "But if that's how you aim to fight, sesems a shame we wasted dl that
time on close-order drill."

"Wasted!" Baron von Steuben roared—actualy, "Vasted!"

" 'Bout thesize of it," the captain said—he didn't seem to care whom he antagonized. " Form square!
and By the right flank march! and Deploy from column to line! and | don't know what dl €lse. This
here coming up sounds like alot more fun.”

Before the German officer could murder the man, Victor said, "We need both styles. And our men are
better soldiers because they can fight like regulars aswell as guerrilleros. Close-order drill improves
discipline generaly. Will you tdl me I'm wrong?'

"Hayfoot! Strawfoot!" the captain said reminiscently. He spread hishands. "All right, Generd. Y ou've got
methere”

"Good." Victor smiled. "Now let's go get the damned redcoats.”

The portly English sergeant was amost beside himsdlf with rage when three grinning Atlanteans marched
himinto Victor Radcliff’ s presence. "Hello, Sergeant,” Victor said. "What seemsto be your trouble? Are
you not relieved to be captured rather than killed?!

"Relieved, sir?' Theword only infuriated the sergeant more. "I was taken with my trousers down! Isthat
any way tofight awar?"

"Evidently," Victor answered.

The Atlanteans went from grinning to laughing out loud. ™Y ou should've seen him jump when old Isaiah
here went and yelled, 'Hands up or well blow your arsehole off!" " one of them said.

Another—Isaiah, by the way he made asif to bow—added, "He didn't just jump, neither. He went and
shat them fancy breeches. Had to try and clean 'em off with some leaves he tore off a bush.”

"Generd!" the English sergeant cried piteoudy. For how many years had he made hisliving tormenting the
redcoats luckless enough to serve under him? And agood living it had been, too, judging by that bulging
belly. But now otherswere giving it to him, and he wasfinding he didn't likeit so well.

"If you sniff, Generd, you can dill smell him," Isaiah said. "Helet go, dl right—damned if hedidntt.”



"That will be enough of that,” Victor said. "Had his men taken you, you wouldn't want them gloating
afterwards."

"God blessyou, Sr," the sergeant said, knuckling hisforelock. "Y ou're agentleman, Sr, you are, a
meraful gentleman.”

"Huh." Thethird Atlantean spoke up. "A greeat tun like him don't deserve nobody's mercy. He'sthe kind
who loots and mur-ders and takes the women upstairs whether they want to go or not.”

Victor thought the soldier had made a shrewd guess. The ser-geant turned the color of paste, which said
alot about how shrewd it was. "I don't know anything about any of that," he said, but he didn't sound
persuasive.

"Maybe s0. Then again, maybe not," Victor said. The English-man went paler yet; Victor hadn't thought
he could. But if hewas sweating like that, why not sweat something out of him?"1'm sure the sergeant
does know where Generd Cornwallisis going and what he intends doing once he gets there.”

Not only did the sergeant know, he was patheticaly eager to tell. He sang like anightingale. Victor had
heard the birds in England; while European creatureslike the wild hog and the rat flourished in Atlantis,
al effortsto naturdize the nightingae had failed.

After the Englishman spewed out everything he knew, the At-lantean trooperstook him away. "Heruns
on at both ends, seemslike," Isaiah remarked.

By then, more confident he wouldn't be murdered out of hand, the sergeant had regained some of his
spirit. "If you were my man, I'd cane you for speaking of me s0," he said gruffly.

Isaiah gave him alook as cold as the blocks of ice that some-times drifted down near North Capein
winter. "Any man laysafinger on me without my leave—afinger, mind you, let doneacane—I'll
gutshoot him. And you, your God-damned Sergeant-ship, Sir, you've got adevil of alot of gut to shoot.”

Victor smiled asthe sergeant, suddenly silenced again, trudged away with his captors. Anyone who
thought he could use an At-lantean as he used an Englishman was ligble to get arude sur-prise. This
underofficer had got awhole string of them.

And yet, quite afew Englishmen found they liked Atlantean ways once they got used to them. Maybe the
sergeant would be one of those. HEd make agood drillmaster... aslong as heleft his cane behind.

Redwood Hill must have held the namefor along time. No red-woods grew on it now, or for miles
around. It was crowned by arank tangle of second growth. Ferns and bushes and saplings, some
Atlantis native productions and othersimported from Eu-rope or Terranova, warred for space and
sunlight.

Redwood Hill was aso crowned by an English observation post. An dert man with a pyglass up there
could seefor along way. He could easily keep an army under observation.

He might have much more troubl e spotting greencoats armed with rifles as one by one they dipped
through the second growth toward him. Victor hoped that would be so, and set about finding out
empiricaly. Riflesbanged, up near the hilltop. Before long, the greencoats sent amessenger down to
Victor to report that Red-wood Hill now lay in Atlantean hands. "Weve even got the bug-ger's
Soyglass,” the man reported.

"Capitd!" Victor said. Theart of grinding lenseswas further advanced in England than in Atlantis. "Now
we shal spy upon Cornwallis, not conversdly.”



Cornwallis must have foreseen that possibility, too. It pleased him lessthan it did Victor Radcliff. He
promptly despatched a good-sized force of English regulars to didodge the Atlanteans from the hilltop.
He aso sent asmall troop of loydist riflemen to match wits and weapons with the sharpshootersin green.

When the Atlanteans found themselves hard-pressed to hold the crest of Redwood Hill, Victor sent more
men forward. They drove the redcoats down the western dope of the hill... until Cornwallisfed more
Englishmeninto thefight.

That meant Victor had to reinforce again or yield the crest. After held already done so much fighting for
it, he wasn't willing to | et that happen. And, plainly, the English commander wasn't willing to let him keep
it.

"l did not purpose fighting our battle here," hetold Blaise. "Nor do | believe Cornwallis purposed any
such thing. But thisfight hastaken on alife of itsown.”

"It iswar. It hasits own purposes.” The Negro spoke asif war were alive thing, and one at least as
much in control of itsown destiny as either of the opposing generas. Well, maybe hewasn't so far
wrong. Hefinished, "If it wants afight at Redwood Hill, afight at Redwood Hill there shdl be."

Victor couldn't contradict him. A fight at Redwood Hill there was: amost cursed irregular fight, mostly
because of the terrain. The Atlanteans were used to fighting from cover whenever they got the chance.
They'd harried the redcoats |ooping march down from the north in just that way.

On overgrown Redwood Hill, not even the English regulars or their officers could dream of advancingin
neatly dressed ranks. They made their way forward as best they could. Some came up the narrow paths
that led to the top of the hill. They could move quickly, but they also exposed themsdavesto agdling fire
from the Atlanteans lurking in the undergrowth. Others pushed through the bushes, fighting
Atlantean-style themsdlves. That might not have been what they were used to, but they managed. Or
maybe they just had a strong disinclination to retrest. It amounted to the same thing either way: aharder
fight than Victor would have looked for.

He aso would have guessed that the Englishmen's red uni-form jackets made them better targets. But
when heinquired of aman who came back from the crest with aminor wound, the At-lantean shook his
head. "Don't hardly seem to matter. What with the ferns and the shrubs and suchlike, and what with the
powder smoke, them bastards spy us about as quick as we set eyes on them.” He held up hisright hand,
which was missing the lagt joint of the fourth finger. "I never did see the English son of abitch who done
gavemethis™

"Go get it bandaged up,” Victor said, and then, to one of his artillerigts, "Can we get our guns up to the
top of the hill?"

"Well, Generd, we can try," that worthy answered. "'I'm not so sure how much good it'll do, though.
Doesn't seem like anybody's al drawn up in rowsfor usto shoot at, doesit?"

"No," Victor answered. "But send afieldpiece up there any-how, if you'd be so kind. Try to command
the biggest path coming up from the west. If Cornwallis does seek to rush our position, that's how helll

essay it.”

The artillerist ketched asdute. "If that's what you want. Gen-erd, that's what you'll get. Warm work, it's
liableto be, but what can you do?' He gave his own ordersto hiscrew. They limbered up their
four-pounder and started for the crest.

Victor hoped he hadn't sent them off to be killed. When asol-dier talked about warm work, he



commonly meant he didn't think held come back from it. But even one gun &t the top of Redwood Hill
might mean the difference between victory and defeat. Some-times agenera had to move the pieces
across the board knowing they might be taken.

But the analogy with chess broke down too soon. A taken chess piece went into the box to wait for the
next game, where it would start out fine. A dead soldier sprawled in the dirt, waiting for araven to flutter
down and peck out hiseyes. A wounded sol-dier, especidly one hurt worse than the fellow with whom
he'd talked not long before, went screaming back to the surgeons, who might spare him aswallow of
whiskey and aleather strap to bite on before they sarted carving. He might fight again if he was lucky
(unlucky?), but he would never be the same afterwards.

And yet you would assuredly loseif you didn't place your men where some of them would get hurt or
killed. If you didn't carefor that unhappy certainty... you should never havetried the gener-ad'stradein
thefirst place.

"Rather too late to worry about that,” Victor muttered. "Worry about what?' Blaise asked—the mutter
hadn't been low enough.

"About whether this cup will passfromme," Victor said. "It wont."

"Cup?' Blaise briefly looked blank. Then hisface cleared. "Oh. The Bible." He was Chrigtian enough to
observe the forms of the mgority'sreligion. How much he truly believed, Victor often wondered. But that
was between Blaise and his God, if any— not for anybody else.

He had more urgent things to worry about than Blaisg's rela-tionship to his God, too. Therrattle of
musketry from the top of Redwood Hill grew fiercer and fiercer. That darmed Victor, for he knew the
redcoats could load and fire faster than his men. And then hislittle four-pounder boomed: once, twice.
After the second shat, it fell Slent.

Why? Victor wondered—and worried. Were al the gunners dead on the field? The fight went on. It
sounded as ferocious as ever. Had the fieldpiece knocked in the head of an enemy column advancing up
that path from the west? Or had something else, something incal culable from back here, happened
ingtead?

Victor decided he had to know. He swung up onto hishorse. "I'm riding up to the hilltop,” hetold Blaise.
"Y ou don't want to stop abullet,” the Negro observed.

"Who does?' Victor said.

Blaise exhded sharply. "Not what | meant. Atlantis don't— doesn't—want you to stop a bullet.”

"Atlantis doesn't want meto lose this battle, either, not when I might win it by giving orders without delay
from messengers rushing back and forth," Victor replied. He started to trot off toward the hill.

"Wait!" Blaise cdled. Victor reined in. His not-quite-aide never sounded so imperious without good
cause. Blaise mounted and came after him. "If you're going to play the fool, you should have some other
fool besdeyou.”

"Honored." Victor tipped histricorn.

"Honor," Blaise said. "White men's madness." They'd gone round that barn before. Instead of starting
around it again, Victor urged his horse forward with the reins and the pressure of hisknees. Blaise
followed. His elbows flapped as he rode. He bobbed up and down far more than a smooth horseman



would have. All that might—and probably did—make better riderslook down their nosesat him. It
didn't sop him getting from hither to yon, or even dow him much.

Wounded men staggered and limped down the east Side of Redwood Hill, bound for the surgeons.
Litter-bearers carried moaning soldierstoo badly hurt to get down by themsalves. One of the walking
wounded waved to Victor. ™Y ou should've seen ‘em, Generd!" he called.

" Seen whom? Seen them doing what?" Victor asked. But by then hishorse had carried him past the
injured Atlantean. He didn't want to dow down, even to find out more about mm, who-ever they were.

Blaise understood, as Blaise commonly did. "Y ou'll know soon enough, oneway or the other,” he said.
Victor nodded.

Redwood Hill didn't look like much till you rode up it Atlan-tean soldiers trudging up the path toward the
crest didn't seem sorry to stop for amoment and wave to their generd as he went by. "Will welick 'em?”
aman asked.

"Of coursewe will," Victor answered, hoping he was right But agenera who let his men see he had
doubts didn't deserve his epaulets. If agenera doubted, how could ordinary soldiers do anything else?
And soldiers who doubted weren't men who would stand fast when agenera most needed them to. A
genera had to seem confident, even—especialy—when he wasnt.

"Wedtill hold the crest." Blaise pointed to the line of green-coats ahead. They reloaded and fired at the
enemy asfast asthey could.

"Wedo." Victor fought to keep surprise from hisvoice, too. He wanted the words to convey that he'd
been sure of it dl dong.

He dismounted before reaching the crest. After tying his horse to asapling on the reverse dope, he
finished the climb on foot. No point to giving the enemy alarge target that shouted Here's the At-lantean
general! Hisgaudy officer's uniform would take care of that well enough, or maybe too well.

The field gun stood ready and waiting. Most of its crew still stood, too. It had done what Victor hoped,
not what he feared. Those two rounds held heard, loaded with canister, had torn the heart out of an
English rush toward the crest. Dead and wounded redcoats lay in hegpsin front of the gun, but they'd
never reached it.

"Right warm work it was, Generd," said the artilleryman in charge of the piece.

"l see" Victor said. He heard, too. Few sounds raised more sorrow and pity than the cries of men who'd
been hurt. Arigtotle called sorrow and pity the essence of tragedy. He must have seen his share of
battlefields, too. Even in the days before villainous sdtpeter, they were no placefor the faint of heart.

A musket bal cracked past his head. He and the gunner both gave it an automatic genuflection. They
grinned sheepishly at each other asthey straightened. Even the bravest man's flesh was less heroic than
hemight wishit.

Not many unwounded Englishmen and loydistswerevighble. If nothing ese did, their falled charge taught
them not to show themselves, not on thisfield. And black-powder smoke and the dust both sides had
kicked up helped mask everyone's movements.

A lieutenant held arifle that, with its bayonet, was dmost aslong as he wastall. He sketched asdute.
Victor returned it. At least half the time, nobody gave him proper military courtesy. A sketched salute
seemed ever so much better than none. "How do we fare?" Victor enquired.



"Wdll, Generd, we're fill here on the crest. With a spot of luck, the redcoats won't be able to take it
away from us"

"Luck?' Victor didn't like the word. "We need to hold, come what may."

"Sure enough. But | won't turn luck down, ether,” therifleman said. "That field gun got to the top just at
the right time, fry mefor an oil thrushif it didn't. Knocked the redcoats charge clear down to the bottom
of the hill again. If it ran late, we might be down at the bottom oursalves, over on the other sde.” He
jerked athumb back toward the east.

"Sowemight," Victor said uncomfortably. And if they were, Cornwalliswould hurl the English regulars at
them again, driving them in the direction of Hanover—or maybe driving them away from Atlantis leading
city so the Union Jack could fly there once more. Amazing to think how much a couple of rounds of
canister could do.

One of these days, historians would write blow-by-blow ac-counts of the grand and furious Battle of
Redwood Hill. Would the learned scholars and soldiers give the canister its due? Or would it fade into
the general chaos of battle? Victor had been through severa battles againgt the French Atlanteans and the
French that the historians had got their hands on afterwards. The descriptions of the fights held read bore
precious little resem-blance to the fights he thought he remembered.

Which meant... what, exactly? Even now, Victor wasn't sure. Maybe the men who'd done their best to
rival Thucydides and Tacitus knew better than he did. They'd questioned men from both sides; some of
them had got accessto French and English and even Atlantean officers papers—including hisown. But if
what they wrote differed from his memories, he didn't have to take them serioudy. He didn't intend to,
ather.

Three British fieldpieces unlimbered near the base of Red-wood Hill. The gunners aimed them with fussy
precision. Victor had never seen amuzzle pointed up so high, not even at the siege of Nouveau Redon.
What he would have done for some mortarsin his baggage train then! English and Atlantean long guns
had tried to reach the French fortress, and hadn't had much luck. Now... "They're going to try to blow
usoff thecrest,” the lieu-tenant of riflemen said.

"Sothey are," Victor agreed. "The next interesting question is, can they do it?" He eyed the cannon
apprehensively. Somehow, agun's bore always seemed two or three times as wide when it pointed
graight at you. "They don't look to have any mortars close by, anyhow, for which I'm duly grateful. | was
just thinking about thet."

"Mm—yes" the younger officer said. "'l wouldn't want those nasty burgting shells coming down on my
head, and that'safact." He paused thoughtfully. "Of course, like as not the fusing'd leave somewhat to be
desired.”

Victor Radcliff only grunted in responseto that. Atlantis mortars, improvised and otherwise, had done
yeoman duty in breaking the English lines outside of Hanover. But, asthe lieu-tenant said, they would
have done even more had the gunners been better able to control when the shells detonated.
Artillery-men dl over the world wrestled with the problem, none with much success.

The field guns thundered. Victor watched roundshot speed toward him. Then he watched the cannon
balsfal short, smash-ing through the undergrowth atop Redwood Hill till they cameto rest. He hoped
they smashed through some redcoats, too.

One of the gunners harangued his comrades. They lim-bered up; their teams started hauling the guns up
the path toward the crest. "Oh, no, they don't!" the lieutenant of rifle-men exclamed. "Well murder the



lot of them if they get much closer.” He sketched another salute and hurried off to instruct his
sharpshooters.

Even before the riflemen opened up on the English fieldpieces, that Atlantean four-pounder started
throwing roundshot at them. Aniron ball smashed the whed of afidd gun's carriage. That onewouldn't
move up any farther.

Then theriflemen did go to work. They couldn't fire nearly so fast as musketeers. But, unlike musketeers,
they had some hope of hitting what they aimed at out to three or four hundred yards. Several English
gunners went down, one after another. Their friends dove into the bushes to keep from meeting the same
fate. None of the field guns got close enough to pound the crest of Redwood Hill.

Asthe sun sank behind histroopers, Cornwallis gave up the assault. He sent aman to Victor under flag
of truce, asking leave to gather hiswounded and withdraw. Victor gaveit. Glumly, the Englishman went
back down the hill. He could see aswell as Vic-tor that the Atlanteans would hold on to Hanover.

Chapter 17

Deniswasasmall coastal town south of Cosquer, in what had been French Atlantis. Cosquer was an
important place, and had been for three hundred years. St. Deniswasn't, and never had been. A few
fishing boats went in and out. Every once in awhile, amerchantman would put in & itsrickety quays—as
often as not, abadly navigated merchantman that had been bound for some-where else.

Victor didn't know what made some townsthrive and others falter. Down in Spanish Atlantis, farther
south yet, Gernikaflour-ished. .. asmuch asany town in lackadaisica Spanish Atlantisflourished,
anyhow. Not far away, tiny St. Augustine, aso on the coast, drowsed under the semitropica sun. Yes,
Gernikawas older, but so what? New Hastings was older than Hanover, too, but Han-over had been the
biggest, most bustling town in English Atlantis—in dl of Atlantis—for along time,

Now St. Denis was about to reappear in the history books, or at least in the footnotes. Victor looked
down at the note on his desk (well, Erasmus Raddliff’ s desk, but Victor was using it these days).

That note dtill said the same thing it had when hefirst opened it afew minutes earlier. Heread it again,
just to make sure. French men-of-war and transports had evaded the Roya Navy and dis-gorged an
army at . Denis. HEd hoped that army would cometo

Hanover. It wasin Atlantis, but

It was now moving north up the Atlantean coast. Its com-mander hoped to effect ameeting with the
Atlanteansin the not too indefinite future.

"I will be damned,” Victor murmured, reading the missive from St. Denisyet again. It ill hadn't
changed—not asingle word of it.

The last time French troops landed in Atlantis, Victor and Cornwallis (then mgor and lieutenant-colond,
respectively, nei-ther having yet acquired the exated rank of generd) beat them in aseries of darmingly
close battles and forced the surrender of those who survived. Now Radcliff would be working with the
French commander, whatever sort of officer this Marquis de la Fayette turned out to be, against the man
who'd been hisfriend and dly inthe last war.

Which proved... what, exactly? Only that life could turn bloody peculiar sometimes.
"Oh, yes" Victor muttered. "Asif | didn't aready know that."



He got to hisfeet and stretched. Something in his back made anoise like the cork exploding from a
bottle of sparkling wine. He blinked, then dowly smiled; whatever'd happened in there, he felt better
because of it.

Hewalked over and picked up the big honker skull William Raddliff had acquired back in the last
century. "Alas, poor Yor-ick..." he began, holding it in the palm of hisleft hand.

Blaise camein. Confronted with the spectacle of the com-mander of the Atlantean army spouting
Shakespeare at the cra-nium of along-defunct bird, the Negro could hardly have been blamed for
besting a hasty retreat. But Blaise was atough fellow. Giving the honker skull no more than araised
eyebrow, he ad-dressed Victor asif the latter had never heard of Hamlet. " Are the Frenchmen redlly
and truly throwing in with us?'

"They are," Victor answered automatically. Only then did he set down the skull and send Blaise astartled
gare. "How did you know about that, by God? The letter telling me of it only came just now." He
pointed to the paper still Sitting on the desk.

"No doubt." Blaise might have been innocence personified, if innocence came with dightly bloodshot
eyes. He explained them, and himsdlf: "But you see. Generd, |'ve been drinking with the ladswho
brought it to you, and they blabbed somewhat—or maybe a bit more than somewhat.”

llmlll

"Victor could see what would spring from that. ™Y oure telling me dl of Hanover will know of it by this
o'clock tomor-row, and Cornwalliswill know of it by this o'clock day after tomorrow."

"Not me." Blaise shook hishead. "I don't need to tell you any such thing, since you aready know it as
well asl do."

Victor sighed. He wanted to start talking to the honker skull again. There was at least some hope it
wouldn't turn around and repeat gossip asfast asit got it. Instead, he looked up toward the heavens and
the God he hopefully believed in. "Dear Lord, will we ever be able to do anything or even plan anything
without |etting our foeslearn of it amost before we do?!

"If ever you want to get ahead of the English,” Blaise said, "gotdll al and sundry you're about to do this,
make asif you're about to do this, but then at the last moment, without telling anyone but the few who
needs must know, turn about and do that instead. It will betheir ruination. Ruination.” He smiled ashe
repeated the word. "I do fancy the sound of it."

"Ruination." Victor also savored the word. And he savored the conception that had led up to it. "Maybel
should give you my ep-aulets. Or maybe | should just remember never to let the fox guard the chicken
coop.”

"Y ou mean people need to remember thingslikethat?' Blaise said.
"Well, remembering them is better than forgetting them, wouldn't you say?' Victor replied.
"It might be," Blaisedlowed. "Y es, asamatter of fact it just might be."

The French army's rapid progress up the coast stopped just north of Cosguer. Cornwallis regularsin
Freetown—and the depressingly large number of loyaist troops the redcoats recruited in those
parts—skirmished with the Frenchmen, fell back amile or so, and then skirmished again.

They do not fight as regulars properly should fight, the brash young nobleman commanding the



French force complained in his next

letter to Victor. It isto be expected that regular troops should form line of battle in open country
and volley at one another until one side establishes its superiority, which the bayonet charge will
then enforce. But the enemy for ces shoot from behind trees and stones and fences, asif they were
so many cowardly savages.

"Oh, dear," Victor said on reading that: a comment which worked on several levels. The redcoats had
learned too much from fighting his Atlanteans, and they and their loyalists were now giv-ing the previoudy
uninstructed French some unpleasant lessons. And France, by al appearances, had learned very little.
Sheld sent another brave young seigneur across the Atlantic to lead her army during the last war. Marquis
Montcalm-Gozon ended up dead despite his dash and courage. Victor had to hope the same wouldn't
happen to thisfellow.

He a so had to flog hisfdtering French to respond in writing. Aswell wish for the moon as expect a
French nobleman to read English. His pen scratched across the sheet of rather coarse paper: coarse, yes,
but madein Atlantis. My dear Marquis de la Fa-yette: | regret that the redcoats' tactics have
disconcerted you. Perhaps the arrival of an Atlantean officer of suitable rank to instruct your
soldiers might improve the situation. Yours faithfully—Victor Radcliff, general commanding.

Off hisresponse went, by the fastest fishing schooner then in Hanover harbor. He wished he could send it
by semaphore or he-liograph tower. Unfortunately, the enemy controlled most of the territory that lay
between himsdlf and the French. He had to en-trust the communication to wind and wave.

In due course, and not agreat dedl later than he'd hoped, he got hisreply. It was, if nothing else, short
and to the point My dear General Radcliff, de la Fayette wrote, | ook forward to your joining us at
your earliest convenience. Your most obedient servant...

Staring, Victor said, "Wherethe devil did he get that notion?”’
"What isthe trouble now?" Blaise asked.

"| told the French general some officer of—I think | said some-thing like 'the right rank—would come
and show hisregulars how to fight in Atlantis," Victor answered. "And he thinks | meant I'd go mysdlf!"
He laughed at the absurdity.

To hissurprise, Blaise didn't. "Maybe you should. If the French know the man they fight beside, it could
be that they will fight better because of it. | mean truly know, you understand.”

"But—" Victor found himsdlf spluttering. "But—" Hefinaly managed to put hismain objection into
words: "What if Cornwal-listriesto take Hanover away from usagain?'

"Not likely, not after he turned away when we best him at Redwood Hill," Blaise answered camly. "And
evenif hedoes, do you think the army can fight only if it hasyou to tdll it how to go about things?"

Part of Victor thought exactly that. He knew better than to admit it, though. If the cause of liberty had an
indispensable man, was liberty what the Atlantean Assembly wasredly fighting for? Or would the
settlements—now styled states—merdly be exchang-ing one magter for another?

Sowly, Victor said, "When you put it that way..."

"l do," Blaise said. "Besides, don't you want to see with your own eyes what these French are like, what
they can do?'



"| saw too much of that in the last war. Thistime, at least, whatever they can do, they won't betrying to
doittome”

"Victor wagged afinger a Blaise. "l think you're telling me | should go be-cause you want to get down
that way yoursdf."

"Who? Me?' Butter would have stayed solid forever in the Negro's mouth. "I don't know what you're
talking about, Genera."

"Likefunyou don't,” Victor sad. "But dl right. Well see what we can do to get this de la Fayette's
soldiersmoving again, you and ."

"Good" Blaise said equably. Victor hoped it would be.

A brisk breeze from the north wafted the Rosebud out of Hanover harbor, bound for Cosquer or
somewhere not far north. The schooner had been a big fishing boat before war came to Atlantis. Now
she mounted a dozen eight-pounders: plenty for taking un-armed merchantmen, but not nearly enough to
gand againg even asmadl English frigate.

Victor Raddliff knew he came from aline that had gone to seafor generation after generation. He himself,
however, made amost indifferent sailor. But he outdid Blaise. Hed seen before that the Negro was
unhappy aboard ship. Setting a hand on Blaise's shoul-der, he said, "Cheer up, friend. Y ou won't end up
on the auction block after we disembark."

Blaise gave back asheepish smile. Y ou pinned it down, Gen-erd; that you did. | know here that thisis
no daver." Hetapped hisforehead. But then, touching hisbelly and his crotch in turn, he added, "Here
and here, though, I'm not so sure. | doubt that that'd make sense to someone who's never lainin chains,
but thereitis”

"No, I've never donethat,” Victor admitted. He said nothing about the profit various offshoots of the
Raddliff and Raddliffe clans had made from the dave trade. Blai se was bound to know aready; ill,
cagting it in hisface would be rude. Insteed, Victor said, "Maybe | can imagine alittle of what you went

through."

"Maybe." By theway Blaise said it, he thought Victor wastalk-ing through his hat. Since he had the
experience and Victor didn't, he might well have beenright.

Instead of arguing with him, Victor waited upon the Rosebud's skipper, a potbellied Hanover man named
Randolph Wélles. "What do we do if the Royal Navy cals on usto stop and be boarded?!

"Well, now, Generd, that depends.” Welles pipe sent upsmoke signds. "If we can run, why, run we
shdl—I promise you that. But if the choiceis between letting them board and getting blown out of the
water... All things considered, I'd sooner go on living." He spread his hands, asif to say therewas no
accounting for taste.

"l see," Victor said. "And who decides whether we shdl run or yied?!

*| do," Randolph Welles snapped. Till that moment, Victor had thought him mild-mannered. Now he
discovered held la-bored under a misgpprehension. Welleswent on, "On land you may do asyou please,
sr—that isyour province. But | am captain of the Rosebud, Generd, no one else—she assuredly is my
province. Let there be no misunderstandings on that score. They could cause unpleasantness. perhaps
evenworse.”

"All right." Victor wasn't sureit was. If Welles wanted to sur-render when that didn't look like agood



ideato him... But what could he do about it? If the Rosebud's sailors seemed inclined to obey their
skipper, preciouslittle. Victor's best hope then might be diving over therail and hoping he could swim to
shore. He wasn't much of aswvimmer. He could barely see the shore. If he didn't want the English to hang
him, though, what other choice had he?

Generals borrowed alot of trouble. Any commander worth having needed to worry about how he'd
respond if the enemy did this, that, or the other thing. Many of the thingsagenera could come up with
werewildly unlikely. Most of the things agenerd could come up with never happened. But the day he
didn't worry about them would be the day one came true.

So it proved aboard the Rosebud. Victor worried about what might happen if Roya Navy vessels came
after the schooner. She saw never a one as she sailed south past New Hastings and Free-town. She did
see afew fishing boats, al of them smaller and dower than she was. She had favorable windsand amild
sea. A day sooner than Victor expected her to, she did into the harbor at Cosquer.

Even Blase sad, "Wéll, that wasn't too bad." Knowing how he felt about ships, Victor didn't think he
could come out with higher praise than that. From hislips, even so much seemed extravagant

Cosquer had started as a specifically Breton town. Y ou could till hear Breton in these partsif you knew
which fishermen'stav-erns, which sallmakers shops, which sdt-sdllers establishments, to vist. Y ou could
aso hear English; that had been true long be-fore France logt its Atlantean possessions. But you were
most likely to hear French.

And so Victor was not surprised to find himself hailed in that language: " Monsieur le General ?'
"I am Generd Raddliff, yes" hereplied, dsoin French.

"Excdlent,” said thetall, lean man standing on the pier. "I have the honor to be Captain Luc Froissart,
alde-de-camp to the Marquis de la Fayette. Horses await you and your own aide, who would be... 7'

Victor gestured. "Hereis Sergeant Blaise Black, who has been my man of affairs sincelong before this
war began.”

Captain Froissart had bushy eyebrows. They jumped when he got agood look at Blaise's dark,
impassive face. "How most ex-tremely interesting!” he said. "I am sure the marquiswill be de-lighted to
acquaint himsalf with both of you. Isit that the sergeant speaks and comprehends French?”

"Me? Not aword of your language do | speak or compre-hend,” Blaise replied—in French.

Froissart blinked, then threw back his head and laughed. \Eh bum, Sergeant, it ssemsyou are one on
whom we shdl haveto keep an eye.”

"Y ou white people have been saying that for aslong as | was able to understand your speech,” Blaise
said. "Nevertheless, say-ing iseasier than doing, or | should never have escaped from dav-ery." He eyed
Froissart with araised eyebrow. "The fellow who bought mewhen | first cameto Atlantiswasa
Frenchman."

Victor waited to see how Froissart would take that " Thisfel-low, he was not me," the French officer
said. "He was not the mar-quiis, either, or any of the soldierswho have cometo Atlantisfrom la belle
France. Please bear it in mind, Sergeant”

It was Blaisg's turn to measure, to consider. "Well, | can prob-ably do that," he said at last.

He might have angered or affronted Froissart if not for hisearlier gibe. Asthingswere, delaFayette's



aide-de-camp nodded judicioudy. "Good enough. And can you aso ride ahorse?"
"How much you demand of me." Blaise sounded as petulant as a seventeen-year-old girl dreamt of being.
"You?' Victor exclamed in mock dudgeon. "He doesn't even ask if | canride.”

Captain Froissart made asmdl production of charging his pipe and flicking a aflint-and-sted lighter till it
gave forth with enough sparksto ignite the pipeweed in the bowl. After puffing acouple of timesand
ensuring that the pipe would stay lit, the Frenchman spoke in philosophical tones: "They warned me
At-lanteanswere. .. different. | seethey knew what they were talking about.”

Who were they? Victor dmost asked. In the end, though, he decided held rather not know. All that
mattered was that the French were on Atlantean soil, and on Atlantis sde. Aslong as he kept that firmly
inmind, he could worry about everything else later.

When camped, French regulars pitched their tents with geometri-cal exactitude. The perfect rows of
canvas might have been part of aformal garden: the effect was pleasing and formidable at the sametime.

The effect the Marquis de la Fayette had on Victor Radcliff was amost the same. De la Fayette was both
younger and better trained than Victor had expected. He also manifested far more en-thusiasm for the
Atlantean cause than Victor had looked for.

"Itisnot just amatter of giving England afinger in the eye, pleasant though that may be," dela Fayette
declared. "But the Proclamation of Liberty? Oh, my dear sir!" He bunched the fin-gertips of hisright hand
together and kissed them—he was a Frenchman, al right. "Thisdocument... How shdl | say it? This
document shdl live on asamilestonein the history of theworld.”

The praise sounded even more impressive in French, perhaps, than it would have in English. The marquis
did speak English after afashion, but both Victor and Blai se were more fluent in French. And, since
severd of the French officers had only their native tongue, they were happy not to haveto try to learn
Atlantis dominant language on thefly.

"Y ou gentlemen certainly have, ah, made yourselves a home here" Victor remarked.

"My dear 9r!" delaFayette said again. "It isfrom time to time necessary to fight awar. No denying that,
however great apity it may be. Still, it is not necessary to make onesalf unduly uncom-fortable while
fighting it, en?"

"So it would seem," Victor said, and left it there.

Hisdlieslived under canvas. they were, as de laFayette said, a war. But they'd brought over avariety
of light, ingeniousfolding furniture—not just chairs, tables, and writing desks, but aso bed framesand
wickerwork chests of drawers—that |et them fed asif they were back in their estates on the Loire or the
Seine.

And they'd brought over some vintages finer than any Victor had ever tasted, and some brandies that
taught him what brandy ought to be. They supplemented those with beer and ale and spir-its taken from
the countryside. And their chef... Blaise put it best when he said, "It'sawonder you gentlemen don't all
weigh four hundred pounds. Y ou've got some of the best victuas | ever tasted.”

"You do," Victor agreed; he was thinking about |etting his belt out anotch.

"Merci" the marquis said, smiling—he was an affable young man, no doubt about it. "1 shall pass your
praise on to Henri, who will be grateful for it." Henri was the genius who did things to poultry and beef



the likes of which no Atlantean cook had ever imagined.

Captain Froissart said, ™Y ou will remember, my friends, that we get our exercise comewhat may." His
colleagues grinned and leered and nodded.

Victor managed asmile himsalf. Mogt of the exercise the French officers got was of the horizontal
variety. They hadn't been in Atlantislong, but they'd acquired mistresses or companions or whatever the
word was. The girlswere dl uncommonly pretty. Quite afew of them, whatever they wereto be caled,
had dark skins.

Victor wondered what Blai se would have to say about that. Blaise took it better than held expected. "If
you deep with an offi-cer, you get presents you don't see from anybody else" he ob-served. "Y ou hear
things you don't hear from other folk, too. Y ou do al right for yoursaf afterwards, | bet."

"l wouldn't be surprised,” Victor said, and |eft it there.

Knowing the country between Cosquer and Freetown better than the newly come French—he'd fought
againgt Montcam-Gozon and Roland Kersauzon heregboutsin the last war—Victor accom-panied the
Marquis de |a Fayette on reconnai ssance rides to probe the English positions.

And, more than once, he accompanied the marquis on very rapid returns to the French army's positions.
The redcoats aso seemed to know the countryside quite well. Some of the Atlante-ans who fought on
King George's side knew it even better. Rad-cliff and de la Fayette barely escaped a couple of
ambuscades.

"Nothing like being shot a when they miss, n'est-cepas?’ de la Fayette said after some English musket
balls missed by not nearly enough.

"It isan improvement on getting hit," Victor agreed. "Past that, | don't think it has agreet ded to
recommend it."

By then, they were almost back to the French commander's tent. "Come in and take some brandy with
me," de laFayette said. "Y ou will see how much better it tastes now than it would have on an ordinary
day when nothing interesting happened.”

"I don't know about that, your Excellency, but I'll gladly make the experiment,” Victor said.

Onetumbler of brandy became two, and then three. Victor wasn't sure whether the bottled lightning
tasted better than it would have on an ordinary day. He wasn't sureit got him anymore drunk than it
would have on an ordinary day, either. Well before he finished that third tumblerful, hewas sureit didn't

Qget
himany less drunk.

The marquis seemed convinced held proved his point As herefilled his own tumbler, he solemnly
declared, "Thereis aso something el se that improves after oneisfired upon to no

effect.”
"Oh?" Victor responded with acertain intengity of hisown. "And what might that be?”

DelaFayette got afit of the giggles. "It might be any number of things, my friend. But what itis... If you
will excuse mefor afew seconds..." He hurried out of the tent without waiting to find out whether Victor
would excuse him or not. That affronted Victor, which only went to show he/d had agood dedl to drink



himsalf—not that he thought of it in those terms at that moment.

The marquistook longer to return than held promised. That didn't bother Victor Radcliff, who applied
himsdlf to the brandy with a dedi cation suited to—he supposed—ce ebrating a narrow escape.

Then de laFayette did return—with his companion, acharm-ing and intelligent (and Victor had seen that
she was both) young mulatto woman named Marie. And with the two of them came another pretty girl,
perhaps two shades darker than Marie. The marquisintroduced her as Louise.

"Enchanted, Mademoiselle,” Victor said, bowing over her hand with dow, exaggerated—well,
drunken—courtesy.

Louise started giggling then. So did Marie. Asfar as Victor knew, neither one of them had been into the
brandy bottle. The Marquis de la Fayette, who had, laughed so hard he dmost fell over. Victor stared at
him in owlish indignation. Sowly, de |a Fay-ette Sraightened. Even more dowly, hislaughter faded. He
was as sober as an inebriated judge when he pointed to Louise and said, "Does she suit you, Victor?'

"Eh? What'sthat you say?' Victor wondered if his ears were working the way they were supposed to.

"Does she suit you?' De la Fayette spoke dowly and digtinctly, asif to anidiot child. But he was not
talking about childish thingsat dl. "1 would not make you deep done, not after you came dl thisway to
show usthetricks of fighting in Atlantis—and cer-tainly not after you dmost got shot alittle while ago. If
you would rather lie down with someone el se, though, that can be arranged.”

Victor choked. No matter how much brandy he'd taken aboard, he couldn't very well misunderstand
that. He wasn't d-ways perfectly faithful when he was away from Margaret for along stretch. Onthe
other hand, he/d never acquired amistress before.

Helooked at Louise. She was more than enjoyable enough to the eye. "Isthiswhat you want to do?' he
asked her.

Her skin might be dark brown, but her shrug was purely Gal-lic. "Why not?" shereplied.

That question had alarge number of possible answers. Victor could see at least some of them. Seeing
them and caring about them proved two very different things. Hed drunk agreat ded of the Marquisde
la Fayette's excellent brandy. He'd been shot at without result, as the French nobleman reminded him.
Hed been away from Margaret for much too long. And Louise was sweet to the eye. Would she be
sweet to the touch as well? He couldn't imagine any reason why she wouldn't be—and he wanted to find
out for himsdif.

"Well, then," he said, asif that were a complete sentence

As he and Louise were heading out of de la Fayette's tent and off to his own, the French marquis said, "
hope you have a pleas-ant evening. Monsieur le General . | should aso let you know that your man of
affairswill not envy your good fortune, for | have ar-ranged companionship for him."

"Haveyou?' Victor said foolishly. But why not? Blaise had been away from Stellaaslong as Victor had
been away from Mar-garet. Victor nodded. "Good. That's good."

Louisetugged a hisdeeve. "Areyou coming?'

"I am, my dear. So | am," Victor said. The guards outside the Marquis de la Fayette's tent presented
arms as he and Louise |ft. The guards outside his own tent presented arms as he and Louise went in.
They knew what held be doing in there, dl right. But they were Frenchmen, too. They might envy him,



but he didn't think they'd blab. And if they did—well, so what? The brandy held dili-gently got outside of
told him it wouldn't matter abit.

The camp bed with which de la Fayette had equipped the tent was a masterpiece of compact lightness. It
promised one person afine night's deep. Victor wasn't so sureit would bear the weight of two, and it
was decidedly narrow for entertaining. He shrugged. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

Louise was every hit as enjoyable as hed hoped she would be. Whether she also enjoyed hersdlf ...
W, that wasn't aquestion you wanted to ask awoman who wasn't there because she loved you. Victor
gpproached theissue by sapsand pardlds, asit were: "Isthisbut for an evening, or will you join me

agan?'

In the gloom indde the tent, her race was unreadable "'l am to be yoursfor aslong as you wish meto be
yours, Monsieur It Gen-eral," she answered, which didn't tell him what he wanted to know.

"Doesthat suit you?' he asked, much as he had in de la Fa-yette's tent.

And she said, "Why not?," just as she had then. Then she asked aquestion of her own: "Twice, do you
think?"

"l don't know," Victor said in surprise. Twice? So soon? He wasn't such ayoung man any more. He
wasn't an old man yet, though. "Wdll, let'sfind out.”

Along with potent brandy, the Marquis de la Fayette had brought strong coffee from France. Victor
found himsdf drinking more of it than hewas usudly in the habit of doing. Without it, he might have found
himsalf nodding off at any hour of the day or night. War had its exertions, but so did... peace.

He noticed Blaise was dso drinking more than his share of that dark-roasted coffee. "A man must keep
hisstrength up,” Blaise said serioudly.

"Yes," Victor agreed, deadpan. "He mugt.”

Blaise's companion was called Roxane. If not for the shape of her nose and mouth, she might amost have
passed for white. The French in Atlantis had mingled with their davesfor aslong as they'd brought
Africansto thisland. Victor wondered whether dark Blaise knew some specid sense of conquest, lying
with awoman so fair. Wonder or not, he didn't ask. If Blaise wanted to talk about that, hewould. If he
didn't, anything Victor asked would be prying.

De laFayette's regulars skirmished with the redcoats and loy-alists who blocked their way north. They
made little progress. After awhile, Victor said, "It might be better to pull away from the coast and try to
dide around them. Doesn't look as though you're going to bresk through.”

"But will they not pull away with us, to keep usfrom diding around?' By the way the marquis echoed
Victor'stechnica terms, he found them picturesgue.

Patiendy, Victor answered, "Y ou can use a screening force to harass the enemy and hold them in place
whiletherest of your army steels amarch on them. Then your screenersfollow along, leaving thefoe
racing afat accompli.”

"What an interesting notion! What abrave notion!" de la Fay-ette exclaimed. He hesitated once more. "'l
am not sure how many of theloca women will wish to accompany us on thisjourney, or how many of
their ownerswill dlow themto do 0."

"Cert laguerre,” Victor sad gravely.



"True." DelaFayette sounded mournful, but only for amo-ment. "It could be, could it not, that there will
be other women in theinterior of Atlantis?"

"Wdl, soit could." Victor carefully didn't amile.
"Good! We shall proceed, then,” de la Fayette declared.

Proceed they did. Not only did they proceed—they thrived. Victor had seen enthusiastic foragers before.
His own Atlanteans, because of their sadly anemic supply train, did afinejob of living off the countryside:
and that regardless of whether the country-side cared to be lived on.

But he soon had to own that his own countrymen couldn't match the French regulars for the thoroughness
with which they stripped the landscape of everything even remotely edible. "Worn d'un rum” Blaise said,
perhaps surprised out of English a what the Frenchmen could do. "Not even locusts could empty things
the way these men do."

"They have locustsin the country you come from?' Victor asked. Atlantis had a profusion of different
kinds of grasshoppers. Great swarms of locusts, such asthose that devastated Egypt in the Bible when
Pharaoh hardened his heart, were fortunately rare.

"Oh, yes," Blaisereplied. "They eat our crops, and we roast them and eat them. But they do more
damage than avenging our-selves so makes up for.”

Victor's ssomach didn't turn over, though plenty of Atlante-ans might have. Out in the woods, hed
sometimes got hungry enough to skewer Atlantis big flightless katydids on a branch and toast them over
asmall fire. They weren't even bad, so long as you didn't think about what you were egting. He
suspected more than afew of his soldiers had done the same on the march to New Marseille. The only
trouble here was, those big katydids were get-ting scarce in settled country. Dogs and cats devoured
them with-out finicky human quams, while mice outbred them and outran them and scurried through the
undergrowth in their place.

The Marquis de |a Fayette's troops were relentless foragers of another sort, too. Victor had never seen
so many outraged fathers and husbands as congregated outside the marquis tent. De la Fayette at first
seemed inclined to make light of it. "I lead soldiers, not eunuchs,” he observed. "They are men. Itiswar.
These things happen. These thingswill lways happen, so long as men go to war.”

Were he merely defending a philosophica position, he would have had apoint. Raether more than
abstract philosophy was at stake, however. "Nothing obliges folk here to remain on the At-lantean
Assembly'sside,”" Victor pointed out "If your army makes people hate our cause, they will turn to King
George and England instead. We don't want that. Y ou aren't campaigning in enemy country, you know."

"What would you have me do. Monsieur 7' De la Fayette seemed genuinely perplexed.

"Next time you find someone who can point out awoman's ravishers with certainty, hang them,” Victor
sad.

"You'rejoking!" the marquis exclamed.

"Not abit of it," Radcliff answered. "I hanged afew of my men for crimeslikethat, and | rarely haveto
worry about them any more.”

"But these are soldiers,” de laFayette said again.

"L et them find willing women,” Victor said. "There are plenty. If the people here decide your men act



worse than the redcoats, they'll shoot at usfrom behind trees and fences. If your soldiers go behind some
fernsto answer nature's call, they'll get knocked over the head. They'll have their throats dit. | shouldn't
wonder if they don't get their ballocks cut off, too.”

"Barbarous," de la Fayette muttered.

"Well, soitis. But what would you call holding awoman down and forcing yoursdalf on her?* Victor
returned.

"Half the ones who screech rape afterwards were happy enough while it was going on," the French
nobleman said.

"It could be, but so what? That till leavesthe other hdf,” Vic-tor said subbornly. ™Y our Grace, you have
aproblem here, and you don't want to look at it. But if you don't, you'll have aworse problem soon. And
so will the United States of Atlantis. | don't in-tend to let that happen.”

"Do you presumeto give me orders?’ the Marquis delaFaryette inquired. Y ou travel with my army, if
yourecdl.”

Victor looked through him. ™Y ou travel in my country, your Grace, if you recall." De la Fayette turned
red—and turned away. Victor wondered if he'd pushed too hard. He couldn't make the Frenchman do
anything, no matter how much he wished he could.

Three dayslater, agirl was ableto point out the four men who'd taken turns with her. "What will you do
about them?' she asked de la Fayette. The smirking soldiers hardly bothered to deny it. Their bravado
turned to horror and disbelief when he ordered them hanged.

"To encourage the others,”" he said after the deed was done, so he knew hisValtaire, too. Then he asked
Victor, "Areyou now satisfied?"

"That you are serious? Y es, and your men will be, too,” Victor said. And so it proved.

Chapter 18

Blaise looked around. So did Victor Radcliff. There wasn't much to see: ferns and evergreen trees and
occasiond bits of grass, alandscape more nearly Atlantean than European. "Where the devil are we?"
Blaise asked, and proceeded to answer his own question: "In the middle of nowhere, that'swhere."

"Morelike the edge of nowhere, I'd say,” Victor answered judicioudly.

"Honh!" Blaisg's voice might have served as anillustration for skepticism, could voices only have been
illustrated. "I wouldn't be surprised if we saw one of those honker birds, like we caught over on the west
sde of the Green Ridge. If they don't live in the mid-die of nowhere, | don't know what does.”

"| should be surprised if we saw one," Victor said. "Y ou're a-ways surprised to see them on this side of
the mountains. I'm not sure how many areleft here, or if any are”

"If any are, they'd livein aplacelikethis" Blaiseingsted. He paused, struck by anew thought: "L ot of
meet on ahonker bird."

"That thereis," Victor said. "Asmuch ason adeer, say. | wouldn't mind seeing adeer in these parts,
ether."

Asif to underscore that, his ssomach rumbled. The Marquis de la Fayette's Frenchmen had indeed | eft



the redcoats behind by marching into the interior of Atlantis. They'd dso come periloudy closeto leaving
human habitation behind. Asaresult, they wereliving off the countryside, and the countryside had lessto
offer than Victor would have wished.

Things would have been worse were they Englishmen, or even troops from English Atlantis. Being
French, they cheerfully gath-ered the fist-sized snailsin the woods, and made tasty stews of the frogs and
turtles they took from the streams they crossed and the ponds they skirted. Blaise ate such fare without
complaint if with no greet enthusiasm. So did Victor, who'd fed himself on smilar victudsin hisjourneys
through the Atlantean wilderness. But plenty of his countrymen would have turned up their noses... till
they got hungrier than this, anyhow.

Victor might have thought the Marquis de la Fayette would turn up hisnose a alarge snail broiled on a
gtick over afire. The French nobleman ate it with every sign of relish. He aso failed to fdter at
flapjack-turtle stew. To see what he would say, Victor re-marked, "Y ou can aso eat the big green
katydidsthat scurry through the leaves and rubbish on the ground.”

"Isthat afact?' Rather than disgusted, the marquis sounded fascinated. "Y ou will have done thisfor
yoursdf?'

"I will haveindeed," Victor answered. "If you're hungry enough, you'll eat anything you can get your
handson.”

Whereupon de la Fayette caught a katydid and toasted it over the flames. He chewed meditatively. "Y ou
have reason. Monsieur |le General," he said when held finished. "They may be eaten. And, asyou say,
hunger likely makes the best sauce.”

"No doubt,” Victor answered, eyeing the young Frenchman— was he even twenty >—with new respect.

"Well, well," Blaise said that night ashe and Victor lay sde by sderolled in blankets. "More to him than
meetstheeye."

"Thereis," Victor agreed. That well well secredy amused him: his factotum was borrowing the phrase
from hisown way of spesking. "Pretty soon, well have to see how well the Frenchmen can fight. If they
do it aswdl asthey march, no reason to worry about them."

"I think they will do dl right," Blaise said. "French people used mefor adave, 0| don't lovethem. Butin
the last war, no one ever said the soldiers from France couldn't fight. They fought aswell asthe redcoats
did, but there were not enough of themtowin."

"True, every word of it. Besides, they would be embarrassed to fight badly when this bug-eating marquis
iswatching them, en?' Victor said.

Blaise didn't answer. A moment | ater, a soft snore passed hislips. A moment after that, Victor was
snoring, too.

Naturaly, the Marquis de la Fayette caled the river that divided what had been French and English
Atlantisthe Erdre. That name had gone into French atlases since the fifteenth century. Coming from the
other side of the border, Victor just as naturaly thought of it asthe Stour. Thanks to the way the politica
winds blew, the English name waxed while the French one waned.

Not all the bridges over the river had been destroyed. Not al of them were even guarded. The French
army crossed into English Atlantis without getting its feet wet and hurried north-east.

"You see?' Victor said to Blaise afew dayslater. "We'd gone farther west than this when we came north



with those two cop-perskins al those years ago. | wonder what ever happened to them. | suppose they
went west over seato Terranova, the way they wanted to. That was the middle of nowhere.”

Blaise would quibble with anyone. "No, that was the end of nowhere—and the wrong end, too."

"Well, maybe you've got something there," Victor admitted, remembering the swamps they'd splashed
through on the way up to the Stour. He changed the subject and lowered hisvoice at the sametime;
"What do you think of our French generd now?"

Also quiedy, Blaise answered, "1 wonder what helll be like when he grows up.”

Victor laughed loud enough to make de la Fayette glance hisway with araised eyebrow. Victor looked
back asimperturbably as he could. Eventudly, seeing that he wouldn't get an explanation, de la Fayette
gaveit up asabad job. Victor wasn't surejust how fluent in English he was, but suspected he
understood more than helet on. "You arearascd,” he said to Blaise.

"Me?' The Negro shook hishead. "Y ou must be thinking of someone else, Generd.” Victor laughed
again, not so raucoudy thistime. The marquis eyed him once more, but soon shrugged and went back to
talking with hisown officers

"I wonder what Baron von Steuben will make of him." By now, Victor took the German soldier's
pretensionsto nobility for granted.

So did Blaise, who asked, "Which is higher, abaron or amarquis?

"A baron. No—amarquis. | think. I'm not sure." Victor scowled. "No one has much use for fancy titles
of nobility in At-lantis. There are afew knights here—men you're supposed to call Sr—and maybe a
baron or two, but not many. If we win the war, if we cast off King George'srule, | don't believe we shall
have any nobles|eft a al. Everyonewill bethe same, at least in law.”

"Everyonewhite" Blaise said pointedly.
"Everyonefree" Victor corrected. " Or what would you be doing with those stripes on your deeve?!

Blaise grunted, acknowledging the point without wholly con-ceding it. " Can thiswork, with everyone the
same? Even in my tribe back in Africa—other tribes, too—we have the chief, and other men you have to
respect because of who they are... How do you say that in English?'

"Nobles?' Victor suggested.

"Maybe." Blaise didn't seem happy with the way the word tasted. "Not the same, | don't think. But we
have those folk, and then we have the ordinary people, too. Law not the same for chief and respectable
peopl€' —no, he didn't like nobles—"and ordinary folk. Chief makes law. How can it stick on him?"

"Well, King Louis of France would say the samething," Victor answered. "So would King George, even
if Parliament told him he didn't know what he was talking about. How will it work withouta king or
nobles?| don't know. It seemed to go all right in Athensin ancient days, and in Rome.”

"Ancient days," Blaise muttered to himsdlf. "ldeaseems glly to me. Y ou win thiswar againgt England,
you should be King of Atlantis”

That thought had crossed Victor's mind once or twice. Who could stop him if he decided to put acrown
on his head after he won thiswar? Who would want to stop him? Not many people. He could, in fact,
think of only one. "I don't want to be King of Atlantis, Blaise."



"Why not?' The Negro eyed him in honest perplexity. "What could be better? Then | would be one of
the king's—what do you say?—the king's minigters, that'sit. Y ou would be very rich, and | would berich
enough. Margaret would be Queen of Atlantis, and Stella her, uh, lady-in-waiting."

"Why fight to take down oneking if al you do is set up an-other onein hisplace?" Victor returned.
IIWW_?I

Before he could go on, one of the few French horsemen gal-loped back toward the head of the Marquis
de laFayette's column. "Soldiers! English soldierd" he shouted. "English soldiers at the bridge over the
Brede!"

What the devil are they doing there? Victor wondered. But the question answered itself. If the
redcoats knew the French army was on itsway, of course they would do what they could to dow it
down.

"Shall we didodge them?' de la Fayette asked gaily. "Wed better, if we am to get up toward Hanover,"
Victor answered.

"Then let usbe about it." The marquis Started shouting or-ders. Like the English, like the Atlanteans, the
French used bugles and fifes and drumsto maneuver their soldiers. Their callswere different, though, and
more musicdl, at least to Victor's ears. The troopersin their blugackets moved into line of beattle as
smoothly as redcoats might have done.

No more than a platoon of English soldiers guarded the bridge. They had onefield gun: alittle
three-pounder. " Surrender!™ Victor shouted to them. ™Y ou haven't aprayer of holding us off!"

"Bedamned to you, sir!" the youngster in charge of them shouted back—he had to be around de la
Fayette's age, "Come and get ud”

"Be careful what you ask for, son," Victor said, not unkindly.
"Someone may giveit toyou.”

"I am no son of arebel dog, nor son of afoul Frenchman, nei-ther." The redcoat shook hisfist at Victor,
at the Marquis de la Fayette, and at the soldiers deploying behind the marquis. "Come

on, then, if you've got the somach for it!"
"What does he say?' dela Fayette asked as Victor rode back to the French army.

"Hedefiesus." Victor whistled sourly; that didn't seem strong enough. "He casts his defiance in our
tegth.”

"Heisbrave." The marquis paused for amoment. "It could be that heisaso afool. He seems quite
young." Of his own age de |a Fayette said not aword.

Methodically, the French troops advanced to the attack. The Englishmen's fiel dpiece boomed. Itsbal—a
plaything to look at— knocked over four Frenchmen. One got up again. One never would. The cries
from the other two filled the air.

Just before the French opened up on them, the redcoats fired avolley. More menin blue fell. The French
returned fire. Several Englishmen went down. The others retreated to the north bank of the Brede,
hauling their popgun after them.



"Rush the bridge," Victor urged. "They're going to burnit or blow it up.”

De la Fayette shouted the order. The Frenchmen broke ranks and surged forward at arun. A couple of
them were on the bridge when the powder charge under it went off. Timbersflew every which way. One
of them speared the leading French soldier. He screamed like a damned soul as he toppled. The blast
flung the other French-man on the bridge into the Brede. He half swam, haf splashed back to the south
bank of theriver. The charge blew afifteen-foot hole in the bridge: too far for any soldier to hopeto
jump.

With amocking saute, the junior English officer led his sur-viving men off to the east. " Damn him," Blaise
sadquietly.

Victor Radcliff nodded. "He did everything aman in his place could hope to do—and rather more
besides, | should say."

"He shdl not delay uslong, despite hisarrogance,” de la Faryette said. Sure enough, French military
engineers—pioneers, they caled them—were making for the nearest trees. They would have the bridge
repaired soon enough: afew hours, aday at the most. All the same, the redcoats were costing them that
time. A platoon facing an army couldn't do much better.

"Hello, Generd." The Atlantean courier touched afinger to hishat in anot very military sdute. "Good to
seeyou again, damned if it ain't."”

"How did you find me? There've been times lately when | wasn't sure Old Scratch knew where | was, let
aoneanybody ese" Victor said.

"You ask me, it ain't so bad if the Devil don't know whereyou're at," the courier replied, and Victor
could hardly disagree The leathery horseman went on, "Devil or not, Generd, therésways." Helaid a
finger by the sde of hisnose and didn't elaborate

Not quiteidle curiosity prompted Victor to ask, "Have any of those ways got to do with afoul-mouthed
little head louse of an English lieutenant?'

The courier's mouth fell open, displaying discolored teeth and acud of pipeweed. The man spat brown
before asking, "How in blazes did you know that?"

"Blazes or not, theresways," Victor answered blandly.

"Well, hel's been bragging to dl and sundry in Bredestown how he daughtered ten thousand Frenchies
sngle-handed out in the wilderness—something like that, anyways," the courier said. "Figurestheréd be
some Frenchies | eft over, don't it? Figuresyou'd be with 'em if there was, don't it? Tracked them down,
tracked you down." Helet fly with another brown stream.

Had he seemed even alittle more impressed with himsdlf, Vic-tor Radcliff would have fdlt the urgeto
take him down apeg. Asthingswere, Victor only said, "Tell me a once—do we yet hold Hanover?'

"That we do. I've got letterstelling you this and that, but there's the nub: that we do." The courier shifted
his quid from one cheek to the other. Asif reminded of something, he added,

"Oh, and I've got letters for you from Honker's Mill, too."

"Do you, now?" Victor could hear how toneless his voice went. "And what's the latest from the Atlantean
Asembly?' He



wondered whether he really wanted to know.

"Some old Jew gave 'em anice stack of coin, so they aren't quite so flat asthey have been latdly,” the
man sad.

"Would that be Master Benveniste? He has always been gen-erous in supporting the cause of freedom,”
Victor said.

"Some old Jew," the courier repeated. His voice reflected abso-lute indifference to the Jew'sidentity.
"They'redl astack of Chrigt-killers anyways. Ought to chase 'em out of Atlantisfor good once wewin.

"But take their money in the meantime?* Victor enquired dryly.
"W, sure. Got to squeeze some use out of 'em.”
"Y our charity doesyou credit.” Radcliff hadn't thought he could get drier yet, but he managed.

"Much obliged, General." The courier recognized no irony. He handed Victor the letters, gavehim a
smarter salute than he had on first coming up, and then rode away.

"What isoneto do with such afdlow!" Victor cried, throwing hishandsin the air. "The United States of
Atlantis shal have free-dom for those who confess any religion—even for those who con-fess none, by
God!"

"So long astheir skins be not too dark," Blaise remarked.
"It isnot the samething,” Victor said.

"l am not surprised awhite man would say it was not," the Negro answered. "If copperskinsruled the
seas and held your folk in bondage to grow their sugar and dyestuffs, you would sing adifferent tune.
And if black men did—! Wdll, you would not fancy that very much, either, | think."

" Settlements make those arrangements for themselves—dtates, | should say,” Victor replied. "If you tell
meyou are one whit lessfreethan, | shdl call you aliar to your face."

"But you did not have to run away to make yourself free, whilst | did. Y ou did not have to abscond with
yourself, so to speak,” Blaise said. "Down in the French settlements, | am till awanted man—for steding
rrell

"We are both wanted men al over Atlantis, and for a crime worse than theft." Victor knew he was
deliberately trying to turn the subject. Hed gone round the barn with Blaise agreat many timeson this,
but he'd seldom felt the Negro chasing him quite so closdly.

Blaise, unfortunately, also knew he was turning the subject. " So the United States of Atlantis can decide
that anyone getsto pray to God any which way, but each settlement getsto pick who isfree and who
getssold. Well, well."

Saveowners from the settlementsin southern Atlantis might be persuaded to put up with Papists (for
those who were Protes-tant) or Protestants (for those who followed Rome) or possibly even Jews (and
some Jews owned daves, too). They might even tolerate freethinkers, so long as the men who thought
fredy didn't publish in the same way (and maybe sending Thomas Paine to Terranovawould end up
helping him stay safe). That daveowners who made money from their two-legged chattels would ever
tolerate equality with Negroes or copperskins struck Victor as most unlikely.



Blaisetried adifferent gibe: ™Y ou don't hate Negroes enough to keep from lying down with adave
wench. Suppose you got her with child. Would you sdll your son for profit? Some men who own daves
do that, you know."

"Itisn't likdy," Victor said uneasly. "But theissue of my issue does not arise. Louiseisnot my dave. |
have no daves. Y ou know that, too."

He thought Blaise would yield that point, but his factotum did not. "Isit not so that every white Atlantean
has davesif any white

Atlantean has daves? Y ou go dong with it " He shook hishead. "Thereis abetter word."

After amoment's thought, Victor suggested, "' Condone?’
"Yes. Thank you. That iswhat | wanted. Y ou condoneit.”

"Why do you say 'every white Atlantean? | did not see you too proud to lie down with adave, either.
Maybe you made her belly bulge."

"l hope not. | shot my seed on it whenever | could." But Blaise |looked embarrassed. "Not 'every white
Atlantean,’ then. 'Every free Atlantean. Every free Atlantean condones having davesif any free Atlantean
has daves. And thisfor the Proclamation of Lib-erty." He snapped hisfingers.

"We do what we can. We are not perfect. | did not say we were, nor would | ever," Victor said. "But we
are, or wetry to be, on the sde of the angels.”

"We have awaysto go."

"Weare men. | don't shit ambrosia, as| have reason to know." Victor wrinkled hisnose. "L et usfirst get
free of England—"

"And we can start to see how to get free of one another,” Blaise finished for him.
"That isnot what | was going to say.”

"Wl it had better be true anyhow. If we do not get free of one another, what point to it that we got free
of England? King George should not be my master, maybe. But | do not see that any other man should
be, either.”

Victor Raddliff laughed. Blaise glared a him till he explained: "Tan my hide for shoe legther if you do not
sound like every other free Atlantean ever born, be he white or black or coppery—or green, cometo
that."

"Mm... It could be." But, after amoment, Blaise shook his head. "No—say | sound like every other man
ever born. Do you think ever aman cameinto the world looking for amaster?!

"I do not know the answer to that, nor do you," Victor said. "Had you no davesin your African jungles
acrossthe sea?”’

"We had them," Blaise admitted. "But what we call davery and what you call davery are not the same
thing, even if they carry the same name. In our land, al the daves arelike what you call house daves
here. No fidld hands—no work out there under the lash if you dack off. And the other differenceis, here
you can mostly tell adave by looking at him. Not so in my land.”

Victor thought about that. He found himself nodding. South of the Stour, ablack man or a copperskin



was far more likely than not to belong to awhite man. In acountry where al the faceswere black. ..
"That must make runaways harder to catch," he remarked.

"Not so many of them there," Blaise said. "Maybeit is harder for aman who isamaster to be rough on a
davewho lookslike him. Even your Jesuslooks like you. He does not look like me.”

When you got right down to it, Jesus probably |ooked like some modem Mahometan. He came from
Pdestine, after dl, and He was a Jew. But European painters portrayed Him aslooking like themselves.
They passed that image on to the Negro daves they converted to Christianity. Victor hadn't thought
about what a potent spiritual wegpon awhite Christ might be.

But that wasn't the point. " So you have masters there, too?" he asked. That was.
Reuctantly, Blaise nodded. "We have them.”
"Y ou never thought it waswrong and unnatural ?*

"I never was adave before. Y ou see—if someone buys and sdlls you, won't you think it wrong and
unnatura ?"

"| daresay | should. But suppose you never got caught and sold. Suppose you grew to bearichmanin
your own country. Would you not have daves of your own now? Would you not be as contented a
daveowner as any white man in the old French set-dements or down in Spanish Atlantis?'

Thistime, Blaise did not answer for somelittlewhile. At lagt, hisface troubled, he nodded again. "Maybe
| would. Y ou ask nasty questions—do you know that?"

No doubt people had said the same thing about Socrates in Athens long ago. He'd ended up drinking
hemlock because of it, too—something modern gadflies sometimestried to forget. I will tell you
something, Blaise" Victor said. "So do you."

The French regulars showed no more love for the interior of At-lantis than the redcoats ever had. "It is
unfairly difficult to subsst an army herein such an empty land,” the Marquis de la Fayettecomplained.

"Not dways easy, true," Victor Radcliff answered: a honker-sized understatement if ever therewas one.

As he had awhile before, he thanked heaven the French sol-diers ate anything that didn't eat them first.
That helped keep them fed. But you could gather up only so many frogs and turtles and snailsand
wingless katydids (the French regulars found them better than tolerable, especidly with adash of garlic).
And there wasn't any bread to gather up away from farms, nor even fruits and nuts. Some Atlantean ferns
had parts you could eat— fiddleheads, country folk called them. Even so...

"We need to get into more settled country,” Victor added.

"| should say we do." The marquis crooked grin seemed al the more surprising on the face of aman so
young. "Otherwise, we shall be no more than wraiths by the time we haveto fight the English. In one
way, that might aid us, en? It could be that bullets pass through wraiths without doing harm. But | do not
believe our soldierswould appreciate the diminution of their corporea frames even s0."

"Er—yes." Victor didn't know how to take that. He redlized it was ajoke, and chuckled to show hedid:
he didn't want de la Fa-yette to think him nothing but an ignorant backwoodsman. But it was perhapsthe
most elaborately phrased joke held ever heard. It might have seemed much funnier in aParis drawing
room than it did in this sparsely settled stretch of Atlantis.



That very afternoon, one of the handful of French mounted scouts rode back to the main body of dela
Fayette'stroopsin high excitement. "Beeved" he cried. "Wonderful beeves!"

They weren't wonderful beeves, or they wouldn't have been to men not staring hunger in the face. They
were ordinary cattle: dis-tinctly on the scrawny side, in fact, and of no particular breeding. The same
description applied to the two men who kept an eye on them as they grazed in the meadow.

No wolvesin Atlantis. No bears. No lions. But French regulars could be even more ravenous. The
herdsmen stared at them in bleak dismay. "Isit that they hope to be paid?’ de la Fayette asked Victor.

"I don't know how happy even that will make them,” Radcliff replied. " Atlantean paper's gone up some
since France camein on our side, but we'd have to give them a bushel basket full of it be-fore they got
their money'sworth."

"Paper?' The marquis sniffed. Then he shouted for the army paymaster. That worthy repaired to one of
hiswagons. De |a Fa-yette waved to the herdsmen, summoning them into his presence. They came,
apprehensvely. The paymaster, asour look on hisface, gave them three smdl gold coinseach. The
herdsmen stared asif they could hardly believe their eyes. Victor knew he could hardly believe his. "Itis
good?' de la Fayette asked in accented but understandable English.

"It's mighty goddamn good, your Honor!" one of the herds-men blurted. The other man, startled past
gpeech, nodded dumbly.

"Haven't seen so much speciein adevil of along time,” Blaisesaid inalow voice,

"Nor havel," Victor whispered back. He had to gather himself before he could speak to de la Fayette:
"Y our king provided for you lavishly.”

"I will have need to pay the soldiers. | will have need to pur-chase victuds, as now," the French
commander said, shrugging. "And so hisMgesty has made it possible for me to do these things.”

"So hehas," Victor Radcliff agreed tondesdy. The Atlantean Assembly had madeit possblefor him to
do those things, too. The only trouble was, the Assembly hadn't made it possible for him to do those
things very well. France was rich, populous, and efficiently—many would say, tyrannically—taxed. The
United States of Atlantiswere none of those things. Here in this meadow, Victor got his nose rubbed in
the difference.

French army cooks proved to roast beef in much the same fashion astheir Atlantean counterparts. It was
charred black on the outside, as near raw as made no difference on the insde Along with garlic—which
Victor didn't much fancy—the French cooks had sdlt to add to the meat's savor, which Atlanteans might
well not have.

"Isthisfrom the salt pans of Brittany?" Victor asked.

DelaFayette looked at him asif held started using Blaise's language. "'l have no idea." He asked some of
the cooks. When they told him it was, he sent Victor a curious look. "Now haw would you have guessed
thet?"

"Well, my ancestor, Edward Raddliffe, wasin Brittany buying sat when Francois Kersauzon sold him the
secret of theway to Atlantisfor athird of hiscatch,” Victor sad. "Kersauzon found it firgt, but Radcliffe
ettled firg."

"Atlantis, sold for sdt fish." The Marquis de la Fayette sghed gustily. "France has had many long yearsto
repent of that bargain.”



"If you'd asked Kersauzon, he would have told you he was a Breton, not a Frenchman,” Victor said.
"Still atew—not many any more, but afew—in French Atlantis who remember the difference even now.”

"I saw as much in Cosquer. They arefools. But England has those, too, n'est-ce pas? Weshmen who
clingto Wdesand thelike," de laFayette said. "Have they no settlements of their own in Atlantis?’

"A few smdl ones. No big ones | know of," Victor said. The marquis raised an eyebrow at the
qudification. Victor explained: "West of the mountains, plenty goes on that people on our sSide, on the
long-settled Sde, don't find out about till later, if weever findout a al.”

"How charming!" de la Fayette exclaimed, which was hardly the word Victor would have used.
Something in his expresson must have given him away, for the young Frenchman quickly went on, "Inmy
country, thereisno roomfor villagesfull of mystery, villages of which the king and his servants know
nothing.”

"l see," Victor said, and he supposed he did. "In Atlantis, thereis ill room for people who want to be
left alone, yes." He wasn't so sure that was charming. Some of the people who wanted to be left done
weren't far removed from maniacs. Others were just robbers and runaways who had excellent reasonsto
want to re-main undiscovered.

But delaFayette said, "Thisistheliberty | am proud to assst: the liberty to be onesdlf.”
That night, Blaise softly asked, "Wdll, who e se can you be but yoursdf?'
"l don't know," Victor replied. "Y ou have to admit, though, it sounds alot better in French.”

Asthey came up from the southwest, Victor redized they weren't more than a couple of days travel from
Hooville. He shook his head in bemused wonder. Hed stopped in the little town on hisway to Hanover
when the fight against England was just on the point of bresking loose. And, if they were only a couple of
days away from Hooville, they were only three days from his own farm.

He said not aword about that. He didn't ride away to visit Meg. Blaise didn't go off to see Stella, either.
The French might have followed them. A vist from the dlies officerswould have been tolerable. A visit

from the whole French army? No. Victor knew too well what happened to countryside with soldiers on

it. He'd ordered his men to subsist themselves on the countryside often enough. He didn't want to watch
his own land stripped bare by locustsin blue jackets.

Instead, the French troops foraged south of Hooville. That was unfortunate. Victor had spent alot of
years building up hisown land. Having it plundered, even by friends, would have felt catastrophic.

"Somewhere east of Hooville" Victor told the Marquis de la Fayette, "the English will wait for usin
force"

"So | should think, yes" the nobleman said. "That isaso the direction in which Hanover lies, isit not so?
Hanover and the main Atlantean army?"

"Itis" Victor said. "We ought to join forces with them if we can. And even if we cant, | ought to go back
and take charge of

them again. I've been away longer than | thought | would.”

De la Fayette thought for amoment. "And you would perhaps wish my force to make a demondtration to
dlow youto dip past the English lines?'



"That would be excellent. Merci beauamp™ Victor said. The Frenchman might or might not be able to
lead meninthefield. Onthat, Victor asyet held no strong opinion either way. But de la Fayette was not
without strategic insght. Maybe he redlly would make an officer.

English cavalrymen—actudly, ridersfrom aloyalist troop, perhaps even Habakkuk Biddiscombe's
Horsed L egion—collided with the French scouts about halfway between Hooville and Han-over
("Between Noplace and Someplace,” as Blaise degantly put it). They pushed the outnumbered French
horsemen back on de la Fayette's main body. French field guns boomed. A roundshot felled an enemy
rider's mount asif it were aredwood. From sev-era hundred yards away, Victor couldn't make out what
happened to the man whose nag so abruptly departed thisworld.

French foot soldiersin loose order—skirmishers—advanced on the enemy cavalry. Theloyaistswith
carbines banged away at the Frenchmen. They had their own field gun. It unlimbered and fired a couple
of shots. Then, sedately, asif to say they had alun-cheon appointment somewhere €l se and weren't
withdrawing in the face of superior forces, the loyaists whedled their horses and rode away.

"They performed tolerably well. No great discipline, perhaps, but they are well mounted and brave.” De
laFayette spokein the clinical tones of adoctor ng acase of smallpox.

"Oh, no denying they're brave,” Victor said. "I only wish they weren't, or that they were brave in a better

"No doubt they fed the same about your men,”" de |a Fayette observed.

"No doubt,” Victor said. "Or they had better, at any rate. If the English weren't worried about us, they
wouldn't have to recruit these salauds.” That wasn't fair, and he knew it. The loydists weren't—or most
of them weren't—men who deserved to be sworn a. They were only men who had different notions of
how Atlantis should be ruled. Not men who deserved to be sworn at, no: just men who needed to be
killed.

Wéll, one or two of them had died here, along with one or two Frenchmen. The foot soldiers came up to
the horse the cannon ball had killed. They butchered it with as much enthusasm asif it had been acow.
Victor had eaten al sorts of strange meets, but he didn't remember ever eating horse before.

It wasn't bad. A little chewy—alittle gluey, as a matter of fact— and alittle gamy, but not bad. The
Frenchmen seemed to find it ddlicious. Victor wouldn't have gone that far. Neither would Blaise, but he
sad, "A bdlyful of horseisalot better than abelyful of nothing."

"lan'tit just!” Victor replied.

The French went on skirmishing with loyaists. After the cav-arymen reported their position, loyalist foot
soldiers harried them from behind trees and rocks, as Victor's men had harried the red-coats. But the
French werelessrigid than the English, and quick to fight back the same way. The loydists melted away
before them.

Victor waited for General Cornwallisto commit his own troops againgt the French. When the English
commander did, Victor took hisleave of delaFayette, saying, "I hope we shdl meet again. | expect we
shdl, and with luck the meeting will not be long delayed.”

"May it be s0," dela Fayette said. "We will keep them busy here. They will never think to look for you as
you fare east. Good fortune go with you."

To help good fortune dong, Victor and Blaise split up, as they'd done more than once before. They were



known to travel together, so each of them headed toward Hanover alone.
Chapter 19
"Hat!" the sentry shouted. "Who comes?”

Victor Raddliff reined in. Answering that question was always interesting—and sometimes much too
interesting. He thought the man had an Atlantean accent. Even if he turned out to beright, it might not do
him any good. Loydist postionsweren't likely so close to Hanover, but they weren't impossible, ether.

"l anafriend," he answered carefully.

"No doubt, but whose?" the sentry said, advancing with pur-poseful strides. "Are you the Atlantean
Assembly'sfriend, or King George's? In timeslike these, you cannot be friend to both.”

How right hewas! And, damn him, he gave no clue asto whose friend he was. An answer he midiked,
and he would shoot. And he was too close to be likely to miss, even with a smoothbore musket.

"l am the Atlantean Assembly'sfriend.” Victor's hand moved stedthily toward hispistal. If he had to fight
for hislife, hewould.

But the sentry—whaose clothes, rough homespun of linen and wool, aso refused to declare his
dlegiance—didnt fireright away. "And which friend of the Atlantean Assembly are you?' he demanded.

Had the English or the loyalists captured Blaise? Had fire and sharp meta torn from him word that Victor
was also bound for Hanover? If they had, the sentry was just waiting to be sure before he killed.
Sometimes aman had toroll thedice. "I am Victor Rad-cliff," Victor said. He could—he hoped he
could—make sure the enemy didn't take him dive.

"You are?' the sentry said. "Wdll, how do | know you're him, and not some braggart with more mouth
than brains?'

"Take meinto Hanover," Victor replied. "If they decide | am animpostor there, they will assuredly hang
me for my presump-tion, and you may have the pleasure of watching me danceon air.”

After thinking that through, the sentry nodded. "I'd have to be dumb as a honker to tell you no,” he said.
"That would not stop, nor even dow, agreat many men | have met,” Victor said.

"l do believeit." The sentry raised hisvoice: "Abraham! Ca-vin! One of you come down! | got to go into
town, | do."

A man did appear from an ambush position. Victor decided he waslucky they were on hisside. He
would not have had much luck ling the one fellow who showed himself, not when the sentry had
friends

The soldier—he called himsalf Jeremiah—did not have a horse. He walked toward Hanover beside
Victor, and didn't com-plain about it. "Got to make these boots fit my feet alittle better anyways," he
sad.

"Very fine boots," Victor said—and so they were. But they weren't perfecdy new, so he added, "How
did you come by them?'

"Bushwhacked aredcoat,” Jeremiah said matter-of-factly. "He was a bigger fellow than | am. | reckoned



| could stuff the bootswith ragsif | had to. But it turned out our feet were just about the same size."
"Good for you," Victor said.

A couple of milesfarther east, another sentry challenged Vic-tor and Jeremiah. This one stood by an
earthwork not far from the Union-Jack-and-red-crested-eagle flag the United States of At-lantiswere
using. Victor proclaimed himsdf with more confidence thistime. The new sentry said, "Wdll, haich me
from ahonker's

egg if you ain't. Welcome back. Generd!"

That satisfied Jeremiah's curiosity once and for al. " Since you are who you say you are, I'm back to my
friends.” Away he went, never once thinking he ought to wait for agenerd's permission.

Hewas an Atlantean, dl right.

Hanover looked much the same asit had when Victor left it. More shops stood empty than he would
have liked. Forts made the Royal Navy think twice about drawing near enough to bom-bard the city, but
the English warships stifled seagoing commerce. Even salt cod wasin short supply, and expengvein
specie—far worse in Atlantean paper. And when the coast of English Atlantis ran low on salt cod, the
end of theworld or something even worse lay around the next corner.

Victor found that Blaise had got into town aday ahead of him. That usually happened when they didn't
travel together. Victor had to be circumspect and careful. Blaise didn't, aslong ashewasn'tin aland
where he had to worry about being reendaved. Not many people paid much attention to a shabby Negro
riding dong by himsdf.

"Oh, yes. The redcoats stopped me once," he said. "I played dumb. They et me go after awhile. Some
of them tried scrubbing my arm to seeif the color came off." He laughed at their ignorance.

"Now we have to see how we go about smashing Cornwallis between our men and de la Fayette's,"
Victor sad.

"That will be good—if wecandoit,” Blaisesad. "Yes, that will be very fine—if we can bring it off.” His
mixture of hope and doubt seemed dmost Biblicdl inits cadences.

Victor was glad held found a certain scrap of paper in his pocket. "What we ought to do next,” he said,
"isto get some pi-geonsinto de la Fayette's hands.”

"He has plenty of food for now." Blaise caught himsdlf, and adso caught Victor's drift. "Oh—you mean the
messenger birds."

"That'sjust what | mean,” Victor agreed. "Then we can speak back and forth with him without risking
human messengers. The English are dso lesslikely to learn what we say to each other if we use pigeons
in place of men."

"I doliketheidea," Blaise said. "To set words on the wings of thewind... Weuse drumsin Africato
pass news from one village to another, but anyone can hear adrum and know what it means. The birds
are abetter answer." Then admiration seemed to curdle into anger, for he added, "One more thing you
white men thought of that we did not."

"Well, were going to use it againgt other white men,” Victor said.

Blaise might not even have heard him. "When | saw the ship that would bring me here... It was so big,



and had dl the sailsand dl the ropes—the rigging—and it was like nothing my folk could have built. And
then they chained mein the hold, and now | know what hell and damnation arelike."

Victor had never gone aboard a blackbirder—an innocent-sounding name for adave ship if ever there
was one. But he had been in Cosquer harbor when onetied up there. The stink com-ing from the daver
was enough to knock aman off his feet even afurlong or two downwind. To crossthe ocean in the
middle of that stench, in chains, on short rations... Victor was glad held been born awhite man, and an
Atlantean.

But Blaise hadn't finished. "When | came on shore at lagt, al wobbly and thin and sick, dmost thefirgt
thing | saw was ahorse pulling aman in atwo-wheded carriage. And thefirst thing that went through my
head was, What a good idea! Why didn't we think of mat?'

"Have you horses?' Victor asked.

"No. They scken and die," the Negro answered. "White men try to use them in my country now and
then, but they never last long.”

"Have you whedled carriages?’

"For children'stoys. Not for carts and carriages and wagons— and guns. Without horses, without oxen,
we have no beasts to pull them." Blaise grinned crookedly. "And | know your next ques-tion. We aso
have not the proper roads, only tracks for people on foot. So what good would the fine carriage bein
Africa? But it was o clever!”

"One of these days, | hope the world will say the same about the United States of Atlantis,” Victor said.
"And | hopethat what we do in Atlantiswill spesk evenin Africa”

"Maybe so—if it gpesks of freeing davesingtead of buying and sdling them,” Blaise said. And theold
argument began again.

In days gone by, Avaon's pirates had pioneered the practice of posting by pigeon. Red Rodney Radcliffe
and the other freeboot-erslost regardless. But the lesson of what they'd done, unlike so many, did not go
to waste. Atlantis had been a pigeon fancier's paradise ever since.

Finding out where de la Fayette and the French were came first. The Atlanteans needed pigeons that
homed for some nearby village. They aso needed to provide the marquis with birds that would return to
Hanover. Once those things were done, the two separated forces could easily and quickly talk back and
forth.

All that proved harder than Victor Raddliff had dreamt it would. The English, unfortunately, had
understood Atlantean predilections. While they held Hanover, they'd harassed and hunted anyone who
raised homing pigeons. They'd taken birds, and they'd killed birds, too. Several breeders passed more
time than they'd wanted in close confinement

"Didnt anyone keep aflock intact?' Victor cried in dismay— no, in something not far from despair.

One of the pigeon fanciers said, "Wasn't easy, Generd. By my hope of heaven, it wasn't possble—never
mind easy. Too many folk loya to King George in town. Someone who knew you had birdswould run
to the redcoats, and then it'd be dl up with you. Out in the countryside, there are fill birds that will home
for Han-over. Hardly any left hereto thelittle towns.”

To aHanover man, any town but his own was alittle town. Some Hanover men would likely call London
alittle town. But that wasthe least of Victor'sworries. Helet out a heartfdt sigh. "Well, not every plan



works the way you wish it would when you put it together.”
"Runners, then?' Blaise asked.
"Runners” Victor agreed, and wished he didn't haveto.

He aso wished he would have arranged a code with the Mar-quis de la Fayette before separating from
him. Then they would have had a chance to communicate without | etting the English understand what they
intended even if Cornwallis soldiers cap-tured a messenger. 1t would have been agood idea had he
thought of it sooner. Of course, many things would have been good ideas had one thought of them
sooner.

He had to explain the idea of codesto Blaise. Then he had to explain the explanation. Blaise could read
and write, but hed comelate to both arts. The vagaries of English spelling still be-mused him—when they
didn't enrage him. Y ou scramble up the words even worse than they are aready? Nobody never read
them after that," he said in dismay. Grammar deserted him, but not sincerity.

"We scramble them in afashion upon which we have agreed in advance,” Victor said. "That way, they
eadly may be unscram-bled once more.”

"Eadly?1 think not," Blaise said, and maybe he wasn't so far wrong.

Victor's men did everything they could to strengthen the works protecting Hanover's harbors. He didn't
know where the Roya Navy had gone—into Terranovan waters, to fight the new uprising there? or off
into the eastern Atlantic, to find and fight the French fleet>—but he didn't want ships of theline
unexpect-edly returning and cannonading the city. He had to be able to give them the warmest reception
he could.

In due course, one of his messengers returned with aletter from the Marquis de la Fayette. The fellow
aso displayed atricorn with abullet hole clean through the crown. "Good thing it'satri-fle small, and sits
high on my head," hetold Victor. "Otherwise, you'd be along time waiting for that there paper.”

"Wdll, Micah, | am glad you came back imperforate,” Victor replied. "Easier to get anew hat than anew
messenger any day of theweek, and that isafact.”

"Priceswhat they are nowadays, though, | reckon you can get yoursalf amessenger chegper,” Micah
sad. "Unlessyou've got speciein your pocket, anyway. A man with specie’'—he sghed wistfully—"he
can do anything, near enough. Sure ain't got my handson any for along time.”

Victor maintained what he hoped was a prudent silence. The merchants and shopkeepers and taverners
of Hanover discounted the Atlantean Assembly's paper no less steeply than anyone ese. If anything, the
Assembly's paper was worth less here than se-wherein Atlantis. Having lain under English occupation
for so long, Hanover was used to the sweet clink of silver and gold. Men with nothing but paper to spend
had to spend alot of it.

"Maybe you could do something about it," Micah said hope-fully. " Shoot people who won't take paper
at face—something like that, anyhow. Y ou're the generd, after dl.”

"Maybe." Victor knew the messenger sadly overestimated his power. The first merchant he shot for not
overvauing the Atlan-tean Assembly's paper would hurl dl the others headlong into the loydist camp. If
that didn't |lose the Assembly the war, nothing would. Y ou smply could not ask aman to cheat himself,
not even in the cause of liberty.

"What doesthe Frenchie say?' Micah asked, seeing he wouldn't get Victor to Start executing tradesmen.



With apracticed thumb, Victor popped the wax sedl off the letter. With his other thumb, just as
practiced, he ordered Micah from the room. The messenger muttered as he left, but leave he did. He
must have had a pretty good notion that Victor wouldn't tell him what de la Fayette had written. Still,
evenif the general commanding hadn't, he might have. How were you worse off for trying?

The marquis spoke in a straightforward fashion. He wrote amuch more flowery French, one that showed
off hislearning. Vic-tor could make sense of it, which was al that mattered. And, hav-

ing read through the letter, he found that de |a Fayette made good sense, even if the nobleman used twice
as many wordsto makeit as he might have.

De laFayette proposed ajoint atack against Cornwallis men two weeks hence, the aim being to push
the redcoats away from Hanover and up toward Croydon. If the foe can be trapped in Croydon and
defeated there, the whole of the coastal region from Hanover norm-wards shall be cleansed, he
wrote. Should this be accomplished, how shall England continue to maintain that she governs
Atlantis? Surely it would be the veriest impossibility.

"Surely," Victor said doud. Did that mean England wouldn't keep trying to maintain it? Could the enemy
be pinned in Croy-don and... cleansed, to use the young Frenchman's word? An-other good question.
Victor read the letter again. Sowly, he nodded to himsdlf. "Worth atry."

He spent a pile of paper and even some precious specie readying the army to move. As hed thought, the
sght of silver spurred Han-over's merchants and artisansto far greater exertionsthan did the Atlantean
Assembly's notes. " Pretty soon you'll need to bring me awhedbarrowful of paper to get yourself a
whedbarrowful of hardtack,” a prominent baker told Victor.

"Things aren't so bad asthat," protested Victor, who knew ex-actly how bad things were—he watched
the exchange rate like ared-crested eagle.

"Didn't saw 'now." Said 'pretty soon," the baker replied. "Nowadays, your barrow of paper'll buy you
three barrows of his-cuit, easy.” He still stretched things, but by less than Victor wished he would have,

Atlantean cavary patrols ranged north and south of Hanover. They brought back severa men—and one
woman—who'd tried to abscond with word for Generd Cornwallis. One of the men had a better written
summary of the Atlantean army's plansthan Victor had prepared for himsealf. "Where did you come by
this?' Victor demanded, wondering if his officersincluded another bud-ding Biddiscombe.

"Madeit up mysdlf,” the captured spy said, not without pride. "Asked around alittle here, alittle there,
put the pieces together, and that there waswhat | got.”

"Y ou do know what you'll get now?" Victor asked.

"Reckon | do." The man shrugged. He was giving agood game show of not showing fear. "Chance you
take, ian't it?"

"Itis" Victor agreed. "Y ou took it, and you logt."

He watched the spy hanged the next day. The fellow went up the stairsto the top of the gallows under his
own power. More than afew men about to die needed help on their last journey. Jeering patriots cursed
him as he climbed. His face was pale, but he had the spirit to nod back to them. The hangman tied his
legs together, hooded him, and put the rope around his neck. The trap dropped. A snap said the noose
broke the spy's neck. He got a quick death, then, and an easy one, as such things went.

Victor wondered how much that meant, and whether it meant anything. Had the riders caught al the



loydists dipping out of Hanover? Was some other man even now giving an English offi-cer word as
detailed as this dead spy would have brought? Or were severa others passing on smaler pieces of the
puzzle, pieces an intelligent enemy could fit together into a pattern that showed the truth?

It struck the commanding genera as only too likely. He'd done what he could do, though. He had to
hope it would prove enough.

One way to make it enough would have been to move out sooner than held planned and catch the
English by surprise. Had he been operating alone, he would have done just that. But he had to take his
aliesinto account. Moving out before the date agreed to with de la Fayette would also have caught the
French by sur-prise. Since the whole point of this scheme was to catch the red-coats between the two
armies, he couldn't afford to Strike precipitately.

A fishing smack coming up the coast from Cosguer brought him aletter. Asfar as he knew, hed never
heard of Monsieur Mar-cel Freycinet, who inscribed his name on the outside of the letter. Puzzled,
Victor broke the seal and unfolded the sheet of paper.

Monsieur Freycinet, it turned out, was grateful to him. As Vic-tor read on, he decided he would much
rather not have had the other man's gratitude. If he did have to have it, he would much rather not have
known he had it. Freycinet turned out to be the planter who owned L ouise, whose embraces Victor had
50 en-joyed when he was first making the Marquis de la Fayette's acquai ntance.

And not only had he enjoyed them, it seemed. L ouise was with child, and confidently asserted that Victor
wasthefather. Victor could hardly cdll her aliar. If he hadn't fathered achild on her, it wasn't for lack of
effort. Here was Blaise's query, come back to haunt him.

The situation wasimpossible. It wasimpossible, in fact, in severa different ways. One reason Freycinet
was grateful was that the baby, which would of course be adave likeits mother, would provide pure
profit for him. Imagining ason of his on the auction block made Victor fed he was bathing in hdllfire.

He couldn't very well claim the baby for his own, though. The mere thought of the scandal made him
flinch. And the scanda wasn't the worsg—far fromit. How would Meg fed if hedid such athing? He
thought of the three young children they'd buried to-gether. If he produced an heir of hisflesh, but
produced that heir from acomely Negress... The humiliation wouldn't kill hiswife, but it would kill
everything the two of them had together.

When L ouise opened her legsfor him, hed never dreamt there might be issue from their joining. He
wondered why not. He didn't wonder long: heéd cared about his own pleasure, his own satiation, and
very little e se. But awoman who lay down with aman could get up with child. It happened dl thetime. If
it didn't, there would be no more men and women.

It happened dl thetime, yes. Why did it have to happen thistime in particular? In spite of everything,
Victor laughed a him-self. How many men had said that before him? Any man who'd ever had it happen
when he lay down with awoman not hiswife— and that wasjust for Sarters.

What was he going to do?"What am | going to do?' he asked out loud. No answer came to him from
the empty air. The only folk who found answers there were prophets and madmen. If hewas going to
come up with any answers, hedd have to find theminside himself.

He couldn't even go tak with Monsieur Freycinet and seeif they could hash out something. No, hed
haveto do it by letter. Travel back and forth would make the conversation long and dow. And, if
Freycinet proved no gentleman, he could publish Victor's|etters to the world. That would embarrass not
only Victor per-sondly but dso the Atlantean cause.



WEell, no help for it. Even more reluctandy than if hewere vis-iting adentist, Victor inked apen. Hedid
the best he could, offer-ing to buy Louise and set her freein whichever northern state she preferred.
After alittle more thought, he added in the price the child—his childl—would likely bring. He could
afford it He thought he could, anyhow. Meg would surely notice the hole this price made in their
accounts. .. but what could you do? He'd worry about that when it happened. This had aready

happened.

He'd never seded aletter with such care. Thelast thing he wanted was for anyone, even Blaise, to find
out about this. The sealed sheet headed south aboard the first ship bound from Han-over to Cosquer.

Long before Victor could hope for aresponse—Ilong before that ship could possibly have got to
Cosguer—he had to lead the Atlantean army out against the redcoats. The chance of dying in battle had
never looked so attractive before.

Redwood Hill remained in Atlantean hands. Victor took the At-lanteans out into open country just south
of it then swung north-west toward the closest English positions. After (hefirst couple of daysin thefield,
thoughts of Louise—and of Marcd Freycinet— didn' fill his every waking moment He had other things
to worry about.

Messengers from the Marquis de la Fayette told him the French regulars were moving, too. Maybe
Cornwallis captured some of the marquis messengers. Maybe hisloyalist auxiliaries kept him well
informed about what his opponents were up to. Or maybe he smply had a good sense of what he would
have done were he commanding them. He maneuvered skillfully, doing ev-erything he could to keep them
fromjoining forces.

DelaFayette pressed hard from the west. Victor pressed. .. not quite so hard from the east. Victor ill
worried about protecting Hanover in case things went wrong. De la Fayette didn't care about such things
30 much: even more than Cornwallis, he enjoyed the advantage of fighting on territory not hisown. He
could afford to be more aggressive than either hisfoe or hisdly. And, of course, he was so very
young—headlong attack came naturdly to him.

It worked, too. Asthe French and Atlanteans pushed towards each other, Cornwallisfinaly had to draw
back toward the north to keep from getting pounded between them. Victor's soldiersfi-naly got to meet
the men who'd crossed the Atlantic to aid them against King George. And de la Fayette's soldiers got
ther first look a the army of the Atlantean Assembly.

After hard marching and fighting, the French weren't so ee-gant as they had been when they first landed
in Atlantis. Their uniformswere patched and torn and faded. But they till marched like men who owned
the world—and, even if they hadn't, like men who'd invented close-order drill.

"These—theseiss soldiers!” Baron von Steuben cried as de la Fayette's men gpproached. He might not
be grammaticd, but he meant every bit of it.

Looking at the ranks of hisown army, Victor knew them for soldiers, too. They weren't so perfect on the
parade ground as the French regulars, but they marched well. Their accouterments were far more
uniform than they had been when the fight against Eng-land commenced. Bayonetstipped most Atlantean
muskets. And the men had thelook of veterans. They were veterans. They eyed their French adlieswith
undoubted respect, but with nothing re-sembling awe. By now, they had the redcoats measure. And if
they could stand againgt English regulars, why shouldn't they be able to stland a ongside the men from
France?

The Marquis de la Fayette rode forward to greet Victor. As he drew near, the Atlanteans smartly
presented arms. He did the best thing he might have done: he saluted them. " Three cheersfor the



Frenchiel" adelighted sergeant cried, and the cheers rang out one after another.

DelaFayette doffed hishat. He saluted Victor Raddliff, who gravely returned the courtesy. "These men
aremore, ah, present-able than | was led to expect,” the nobleman said.

"Thisisnot Terranova. We are not savagesin breechclouts and feathers. We do not carry bows and
arrows, or hatchets with stone heads," Victor replied with as much dignity as he could muster. " Our
troops can give agood account of themsalves againgt alike number of European soldiers. We have given
agood ac-count of ourselves against like numbers of English redcoats.”

"l beg you to accept my apology, Monsieur le General. If | of-fended, | assure you it was unintentiona,”
delaFayette said. "I knew your men could fight before | sailed from France.”

Heand Victor had been speaking French; Victor was far more fluent in it than de la Fayettewasin
English. Now Victor loudly trandated the French nobleman's comment for the benefit of the Atlantean
soldiers. They cheered de la Fayette again.

Grinning in pleasure unashamed, the marquis said, "'l had not finished. | knew they could fight, yes, but |
had not expected them to present so pleasing an aspect to the eye. More than one Euro-pean monarch
would be delighted to have troops of such an ex-cellent appearance under his command.”

Victor trandated for his men once more. The Marquis de la Fayette won yet another cheer. Victor
Raddliff wagged afinger at him. "I think you're trying to seduce these good fellows away from the
Proclamation of Liberty and make them love kings and nobles again.”

He wasjoking. DelaFayette had to know it. All the same, the young Frenchman made asif to push
away hiswords. "Never would | do such athing! Never!" he exclaimed. "I told you my view of this soon
after we met. The Proclamation of Liberty isashining beacon in the history of theworld. And | think its
flame will—and should—spread far and wide from Atlantis.”

"It'saready spread across the Hesperian Gulf to the English settlementsin Terranova,” Victor said. Truly
Thomas Paine was worth hisweight in gold—no small praisein the specie-starved United States of
Atlantis

"| understand that, yes. But these settlements are only asmdll thing,” de la Fayette said. They—and their
importance to Atlantis— didn't ssem smadll to Victor. Before he could say so, the marquiswent on, "'l
expect the idedl s of the Proclamation of Liberty to kindle the kingdoms of Europe before many years go
by, Monsieur le General . And not Europe alone, it could be. Like our Lord, the Proclamation of Liberty
gpeaksto al mankind in avoice that can-not beignored. One day, itswordswill be heard by the
Ottoman Turks, by the Persians, by the Chinese, and even by the hermit kingdom of Japan.”

"Wel!" Victor said in astonishment. Not even Paine had ever made such claims. Victor bowed in the
saddleto de la Fayette. "Y ou are the most.... republican noble | ever imagined.”

"Y ou do me great honor by saying s0," the marquis answered. "That is, perhaps, one reason his Mgesty
chose me to command this army. He knew me to be more than sympathetic to your cause. And he may
have judged it safer for the monarchy in France to send me across the ocean.”

"l see" Victor said dowly. So King Louiswastrying to solve hisown problemsaswell as Atlantis, was
he? From things Victor had heard, he wouldn't have judged the King of France to be so clever. Maybe
Louiswasn't. So long as one of hisministerswas, what difference did it make?

DelaFayette perfectly understood his hesitation. "Have no fear, my friend," the Frenchman said. "My



country will not stint nor scant my soldiers because | am not in the best of odors at Versailles.”

Remembering how lavishly the French had aready provided for their overseas army, Victor Raddliff
decided he believed de laFayette. "Good," he said. "Now that we've joined forces, let's work together
until we root out the English from Atlantis oncefor dl.”

"Until victory, you mean,” dela Fayette said. Victor nodded; he meant that very thing. The marquis
cupped hishandsin front of his mouth and shouted it in English: "Until victory!"

Thistime, the cheers from the Atlantean army seemed loud enough to scare Cornwallis and the redcoats
all theway to Croy-don. De la Fayette made a good friend. He might also make a bad enemy—Victor
judged it very likely. Whoever had decided to let the marquis exercise his consderable taentsfar away
from France must have known what he was doing.

However loud the Atlanteans cheers, they didn't scare the red-coats away. Victor judged that a grest
pity. Cornwallis hung on north and allittle east of Hanover. If anyone was going to drive him out of
Atlantis, or even back to Croydon, it would have to be done with bayonet and musket and cannon, and,
no doubt, with aformidable butcher's bill. Mere noise would not suffice.

Frenchmen and Atlanteans exercised together. They tried to, anyhow. The Atlanteans could havefitin
finewith the redcoats. Atlantean drum and horn and fife calls were the same as the ones the English used.
How could it be otherwise, when the Atlanteans had borrowed theirs from the mother country? But
confusion ran rampant because the French used different calls and cues. Much polylingua profanity
followed.

Victor wanted to place the steady French professionasin the center of the combined army'sline of
battle. His own men, more mobile and more woodswise, seemed likely to do better on thewings. Or
they would have fared well with that arrangement, if only wings and center could each have been sure
what the other would do.

"If we do not learn enough to fight together, we will fight our first engagement separately,” the Marquis de
laFayette said. "We shdl defeat the perfidious Englishmen even 0."

"We have a better chance together,” Victor said fretfully. "Y our men didn't cross the ocean to stand apart
fromours”

"We came heretowin,” the marquis said. "Asfor how—" He snapped hisfingers.

"All right." Victor smiled in spite of himsdlf. "I've beenin afew fights like that. Sometimes you cantt figure
out afterwards how you won."

DelaFayette snapped hisfingersagain. "l tel you again, thisfor how! So long as you take the dave
wench to bed and swive her good and hard, what difference doesit make who climbson top?... Are
youwell, Monsieur le General ? Did | say something wrong? | have heard that English folk sometimes
don't care to spesk of mattersthat have to do with the boudoir. I never heard, though, that English folk
don't careto do them!"

"I'madl right," Victor mumbled. Had he turned red? Or white? Or green? He would have bet on green.
He and Blaise had joked about green men. But whenever he thought about L ouise and about the child
she carried—about his own child!'—green seemed the only color he could go.

But, in law, the child held fathered on Louise wasnt his. In law, that child belonged to Marcel Freycinet.
Throughout his ar-guments with Blaise, Victor hadn't felt davery'sinjustice. How should he, when that



injustice hadn't bitten him? Well, the trap had closed on hisleg now, or perhaps on an even more
sengtive appendage.

By thistime, hisletter should have reached Monsieur Freyci-net... shouldn't it? No sure accounting for
wind and wave, but Victor thought so. And the French Atlantean planter's reply ought to be on itsway
north... oughtn't it? Again, no way to be certain, but...

"Y ou seem perhaps un petit peu distracted, Monsieur, if it does not offend you that | should spesk so,"
de la Fayette observed. "If whatever troubles you can be washed away with brandy or rum, | should be
honored to lend whatever assstancein the cleansing | may.”

Victor Radcliff had never heard—had never dreamt of—afan-cier way to propose that the two of them
get drunk together. Mogt of the time, he would have liked nothing better. But if he started pouring it
down now, his sad story might pour out of him. He was readier to trust de la Fayette with hislife than
with hisreputation. He was, in short, aman.

"Once weve beaten the English, well have something worth
ceebrating,” hesad. "Till then, I'd rather not."

"A renunciaion! Crusading zed! Almost aLenten vow!" the marquis exclaimed. "Meaning no disrespect,
but I did not look for such aspirit from an English Protestant.”

"We don't dways find what we look for, or look for what we find,” Victor said. And wasn't that the sad
and sorry truth!

Hisforce and de la Fayette's kept working together. What choice had they? But Victor feared they
would have to fight as separate contingents, not as parts of asingle army. He wished he had the French
nobleman's confidence. Hewished... for dl kinds of things.

A few days later, acourier thrust a sheet of paper into his hand, saying, "This herejust got to Hanover,
Genegd."

"Thank you," Victor replied, breaking the sed on Marcel Freycinet'sletter. One of hiswishes, and not
the smadllest, had just come true. Now he had to discover how big afool hed been in wishing for it.

My dear General, Freycinet wrote, | amin receipt of your letter of the nineteenth ultimo. | regret
that | cannot see my way clear to agree to your undoubtedly generous proposal. While | was
pleased—indeed, privileged—to have Louise serve you for atime, | do not wish to be
perma-nently deprived of her, nor of the child sheisto bear. Sheis being treated with all
consideration, | assure you, and isin excellent health. She sends you her regards, as| send mine. |
have the honor to remain your most obe-dient servant. ... Hesigned hisname.

Although Victor hadn't cared to get drunk with the Marquis de la Fayette, he hadn't said aword about
crawling into abottle alone. And he proceeded to do exactly that.

Chapter 20

Ligtening to gunfire while hungover wasn't something Victor would have recommended. However much
hewished it would, his head didn't fall off. He disguised what the Spaniards called apain in the hair with
astoic expression and afew surreptitious nips from aflask of barrel-tree rum.

Maybe those nips weren't surreptitious enough. Both Blaise and the Marquis de la Fayette sent him
thoughtful glances. Nei-ther presumed to ask him anything about his sore head, though. That wasthe only



thing that redlly maitered.

No—that and the advance of the Atlantean and French armies. If not for their advance, musketry and
cannon firewouldn't have lacerated histender ears. The things | endure for my country, he thought.
But the rum, even if it did make hisfactotum and the French commander wonder, also took the edge off
his heedache By evening, he was more or less himsdf again.

"Anything | can do for whatever's troubling you, Generd?' Blaise asked, adding, "I know something is,
but damned if | know what."

"Itsmy ownworry, Blaise" Victor said, and not another word. He couldn't very well clam it had nothing
to do with the Negro. Knowing what it was, Blaise would have cdled him alia—and he

would have had apoint, too. He didn't know, though. Victor hadn't been too drunk to burn Marcel
Freycinet'slatest letter the night before. He supposed things would come out sooner or later, things had
an unfortunate way of doing that. Asfar as he was con-cerned, later was ever so much better than
sooner.

By Blaisg's expresson, he had adifferent opinion. "If | knew what it was, maybe | could give you ahand
withit," hesaid.

"I don't think s0." Victor heard the dammed door in his own voice.

Blaise must have, too. "Well, | bet you'll change your mind one of these days," he said. "Won't bethis
one, though." And he stopped probing at Victor. Even Meg might have kept at it

So might the Marquis de la Fayette, but another brisk skir-mish with the redcoats the next morning gave
him something el se to think about. He sent some of the French regulars on alooping march to the north
to try to drive in the enemy'sright wing. Corn-wallis soldiers, or the loydists serving besde them, must
have sniffed out the maneuver: the enemy fell back haf amile or so rather than waiting to withstand an
attack in adisadvantageous position.

Haf amile closer to Croydon, then. If the Atlanteans and the French kept moving forward at thet rate,
they'd get to the north-eastern city... some time toward the end of next winter. Victor repented of
making such caculations. Then he repented of re-penting, for he knew he couldn't help making them.

"I wish the English would stay to be netted,” de la Fayette said. "It would make the whole undertaking so
much esser.”

"Well, yes" Victor agreed, deadpan. "And if abeefsteak cut it-self up and hopped into your mouth bite
by bite after you cooked it, that would make eating easier, t00."

The French noble raised an eyebrow. "It could be that you take me less serioudy than you might.”

From aman of a certain temper, such a statement could be the first step on the path that led to adud.
Did de laFayette have that kind of temper? Victor Radcliff didn't careto find out. HeEd never fought a
dud, nor did he want to fight hisfirst one now. "lwastrying to make ajoke," he said. "If | offended you, |
did not mean to, and | am sorry for it."

"Then | shal say no more about it," delaFayettereplied. And, to his credit, he didn't.

North of Hanover, more fields were planted in rye and oats and barley than in wheat. That was partly
because the folk of Croydon brewed alot of beer. Oh, some Germans brewed beer from whest, but
most folk preferred barley. Victor knew he did. But the main reason the other grains gradualy supplanted
wheat was that the growing season got short up here. When the weather stayed good, or even



reasonable, wheat ripened well enough. But, if you were going to lose your crop about one year in four,
you had to own a certain boldness of character to put it in the ground in thefirst place. Farmers of the
more stolid sort chose grainsthat grew faster.

"Barley and rye, in France, arefor peasants,” the Marquis de la Fayette said. "And oats... Oats are for
horses.”

"Englishmen say the same thing about Scots and their oat-medl," Victor answered. "But more than one
Scot has seen that English farmers egt oats, too."

"Do you?' the nobleman asked.

"If | et katydids, I'm not likely to stick at oats, Monsieur. And | don't—I like catmeal myself. Nor
should you. I've aready seen that your French soldiers don't turn up their noses at horsemest. If you eat
the beasts that eat the oats, you may aswell eat the oats, too."

"It could be. But then again, it could aso be otherwise," de la Fayette replied. "The delicate woodcock
feasts on earthworms, while | should be less eager to do the same.”

"A point." AsVictor Radcliff thought about it, adow smile spread across hisface. "Asamatter of fact,
the same thing oc-curred to me not so very long ago, athough in aid of our native oil thrushesrather than
woodcocks."

"Thereyou are, then." The marquislooked around. "And herewe are. If we keep pressing forward, very
soon we shdll force Gen-eral Cornwallis and his Englishmen back into Croydon.”

"Let'shopewedo,” Victor said. If de laFayette had made the same calculation he had himsdlf, the
Frenchman would have redl-ized they wouldn't make the redcoats hole up in Croydon al that soon.
Aainly, delaFayette hadn't. Which meant... what? Most likely that de la Fayette was of amore
optimistic, less cdculating temperament. Victor laughed at himsdf. Asif | didn't already know that.

Mogt of the people who lived north of Hanover sprang from one

or another of the sterner Protestant sects that had sprung up in England and Scotland in the sixteenth and
seventeenth centuries. Their descendants till looked asif they disgpproved of everything under the sun. If
soldiersin the Atlantean army argued about God's nature or will, chances were at least one of them came
from the state of Croydon.

Fortunately, the locals grim disapprova extended to Corn-walisand hisfollowers. "That manis
assuredly hellhound,” one farmer told Victor, sounding as certain asif he'd checked St. Pe-ter'sregistry
and discovered the English generd's name wasn't there. (A joke Victor refrained from making: the
Croydonite would have discovered Papist pretensonsin him if he had, regardless of whether they were
redly there)

Instead of joking, Victor asked, "How do you know thét... ah... 7"

"My nameis Eubanks, General—Barnabas Eubanks," thelocal said. "Asfor how | know, did | not see
him with my own eyestake adrink of spirituous liquor? 'Wineisamocker, strong drink israging,' the
Good Book says, which makesit true. And did | not hear him most profanely take the name of the Lord
invain, that so being prohibited by Holy Scripture?"

He could as easily have seen Victor drink rum or heard him blaspheme. The profession of armslent itself
to such pastimes, perhaps more than any other. If this Barnabas Eubanks didn't un-derstand that... But a
glance at Eubanks stern, pinched featurestold Victor he did understand. He smply wasn't prepared to



make any alowances. Y es, hewas a Croydon man, al right.

"Whilel should be glad to see Generd Cornwalisin thein-fernd regions, | find myself moreimmediately
concerned with his earthly whereabouts,” Victor said. "What did you hear from him besides his

blagphemy?"

"He and one of hislackeyswere speaking of how they pur-posed making astand in Pomphret Landing.”
Eubanks mouth tightened further; Victor hadn't believed it could. "The place suits them, being aden of
iniquity,”" Eubanks added.

All Victor knew about Pomphret Landing wasthét it lay be-tween Hanover and Croydon. Until this
moment, he'd never heard that it was as one with Sodom and Gomorrah. "How isit so wicked?' he
inquired.

"l am surprised you do not know. | am surprised itsvilenessis not astench in the nogtrils of al Atlantis,”
Barnabas Eubanks re-plied. "Learn, then, that Pomphret Landing supports no fewer than three horrid
taverns, that it has atheater presenting so-called dramas, and'—he lowered hisvoicein pious
horror—"there iswithin its bounds a house of assgnation in which women sdl their bodiesfor slver!™

You silly twit! What do you expect sailors coming off the sea to do but drink and screw? No, Victor
didn't shout it, which only proved he waslearning restraint as he grew older. He also wondered where
the wanton women's partners came by silver in these hard times. He didn't ask that, either. All he said
was, "The theater doesn't sound so bad.”

"Oh, but it is" Eubanks said earnestly. "The plays presented encourage adultery, freethinking, and dl
manner of other such sinful pastimes.”

"l see" Victor murmured. If we can drive the redcoats out of Pom-phret Landing without smashing
the theater or burning it down, I may watch a play there myself One morething hedidnt tell his
narrow-minded, if patriotic, informant.

Forcing Cornwallisto pull back from Pomphret Landing wouldn't be so smple. The town sat on the east
bank of the Pom-phret. Cornwallis engineers had burnt or blown up the bridges over theriver. Locals
told Victor there was no ford for some mileinland. English artillerigts fired their field guns acrossthe
Pom-phret at his mounted scouts. Most of those shots missed, as such harassing fire commonly did. But
de la Fayette's Frenchmen butchered two horses that met cannon balls. And the Atlanteans buried aman
who aso made one's sudden and intimate acquain-tance.

French engineers assured Victor they could bridge the Pom-phret. "Fast enough to keep the redcoats
from gathering whileyou doit?" he asked them.

They didn't answer right away. The way they eyed him said he'd passed atest, one he hadn't even known
he wastaking. At last, cautioudy, the most senior man replied, "That could be, Mon-sieur . It is one of
the hazards of the trade, you might say."

"No doubt,” Victor said. "That doesn't mean we should inviteit if we don't haveto, n'est-ce pas?"

The engineers put their heads together. When they broke apart, their grizzled spokesman said, "Perhaps
if webegana night..."

"Y ou would be working by torchlight then, isit not so?'

"We are not owls. We cannot see in pitch blackness, you know," the senior engineer said regretfully.



"Do you not believe the Englishmen might notice what you are about?' Victor asked.

"Thistoo isahazard of thetrade, | fear," the engineer an-swered. "Having commanded for somelittle
while, Monsieur le Ge-neral, | daresay you will have observed it yourself by now."

Shut up and quit bothering us, he meant. An Atlantean would have comeright out and said so. The
Frenchman knew how to get his meaning across without being ostentatioudy rude. Either way, the result
was frugtrating. Victor looked up into the heavens. The moon rode low in the east. 1t would be full soon;
againg the day-light sky, it looked like asilver shilling with one edge chewed away. The pale-faced man
inthe moon didn't wink at him—that had to be hisimagination.

And if hisimagination wasworking hard enough to see such things.... If it was, maybe he could make it
work hard other ways aswdll. "Do you think you could bridge the Pomphret by the light of thefull
moon?'

He made the engineers huddle again, anyhow. That was as much as held hoped for—he'd feared they
would kill his scheme with gented scorn. The graying senior man replied, "That ispos-sble, Monsieur .
Possible, | repest. It isby no means assured.”

"] undersand,” Victor said. "Hereiswhat | haveinmind "

He spokefor somelittle while.

Thistime, the French engineers didn't need to confer. Almost identical, dightly bemused, smiles spread
acrossdl their faces as near smultaneoudy as made no difference. "Y ou have come up with something
out of the ordinary, Monsieur le General . No one could deny it for amoment,” their grizzled spokesman
sad. "Truly, | admireyour origina tenor of thought."

"And here | believed mysdf abaritone," Victor sad. The engi-neersflinched, asif a musket fire. Ignoring
that, Victor went on, "Do you think the plan isworth trying, then?'

"Why not?' the engineer said gaily. "After al, what isthe worst that can happen?’ He answered hisown
guestion: "We can get shat, fdl into the river, and feed the fish and turtles and crayfish. Not so very
much, en?'

"Onehopesnoat,” Victor said dryly.
"One adways hopes," the engineer agreed. "Thefish, the tur-tles, the crayfish—they get fat regardless.”

Againg the dark blue velvet of the night, the moon glowed like a new-minted sovereign. Torches and
bonfires blazed, turning night into day on this stretch of the Pomphret. Engineers shouted or-ders.
Atlantean and French soldiers, most of them stripped to the wai s, fetched and carried at the direction of
thetechnicdly trained officers.

Bridging ariver was not quiet work. Bridging ariver by fire-light a night was not inconspicuous work. It
drew English scouts the way those soldiers bare torsos drew mosquitoes. Some of the scouts fired horse
pistols and carbines at the Frenchmen and At-lanteans out of the night. Others galloped away to bring
back reinforcements. Victor heard their horses hoofbesats fade in the distance despite the din of axes and
saws and hammers and de-spite the Pomphret's gentler murmuring. He thought he heard those hoofbets,
anyhow. Maybe that was only hisimagination

again. He could hope so.
Hope or not, though, he placed somefield guns near the



Pomphret's west bank. If those reinforcements got here; no, dam-mit: when they did—they would have
cannon with them. He wanted to be able to respond in kind.

But Cornwadllis artillerists would have every advantage in the world. His own guns had to try to wreck
the carriages and limbers of enemy cannon hiding in the dark. The English gunnerswouldn't even care
about his, not unless hismen got very lucky. A growing bridge, dl lit up by flamesand by the brilliant
moon, made the easiest target any fool could think of. Sometimes there was just no help for asituation,
worse luck.

Crash! A cannon bal tumbled six feet of bridge into the Pom-phret. "Good thing nobody was standing
on that stretch,” Blaise said.

"Soitwas" Victor agreed. "But I'm afraid we can't play these gameswithout losses.” Hardly had he
spoken before another can-non ball jellied a French engineer'sleg. The man was carried off shrieking and
bleeding to the surgeons. One quick, dismayed glance a the wound—even that was too much, because it
made anyone who saw it want to look away—told Victor they would have to amputate to have any
chance of saving thefdlow'slife. A couple of minutes later, the engineer screamed again, even louder.

"Poor devil," Blaise muttered.

Victor nodded; he was thinking the same thing himsalf. Then he rode out into the firelight to let the
redcoats know he wasthere. It was important that they should understand he was personally supervising
this operation.

They didn't need long to realize as much. Bullets cracked past his head. His horse sidestepped nervoudly.
He didn't draw back into the darknesstill after a roundshot skipped past, much too

HARRY TURTLEDOVE

closefor comfort. And, thanksto the full moon, the darkness was less dark than it might have been.
Enemy fire pursued him far longer than he would have wanted.

"That wasfoolish," Blaisetold him after the English findly stopped trying to ventilate his spleen.

"It could be," Victor said. "But it was adso necessary. Now they are certain this bridge has the utmost
importance to our cause They will be so very proud of themsalvesfor thwarting its construction.” The
Negro clucked reproachfully. "They would have been mighty damn proud of themsalvesfor killing you.
Oh, yes, that they would."

"True enough, but they didn't." Victor Radcliff made himsdlf shrug. ™Y ou have to take chances
sometimes, that'sall.”

"We could have dragged you off to the surgeons, too,” Blaise said. "They would have shot the horse, and
then carved it into steaks and ribs and whatnot. They would not do the samefor you, eveniif it would
have been amercy.”

"It happens," Victor said. Horribly wounded men sometimes begged to die If their wounds were dreadful
enough, kind friends or gppdled strangers would put them out of their torment. As Blaise said, what was
mercy for ahorse could also be amercy for aman.

He eyed the moon. It was sarting the long, dow dide down toward the Green Ridge Mountains. After
midnight, then. An English sniper shot an Atlantean running out to lay more wood on abonfire. The
wounded greencoat hopped away from the blaze. By the way he swore, he wasn't too badly hurt. If
blood poi-soning or lockjaw didn't carry him off, held probably be back in thefight in two or three



weeks.

Time dragged on. Try asthe French engineers would, they seemed unableto push abridge very far
across the Pomphret. The redcoats mocked them from the far sde of theriver. Most of the mockery was
in English, which few of the Frenchmen understood. They were the lucky ones.

"Any man called me even aquarter of that, I'd kill him," Blaise said.
"Well have our chance beforelong,” Victor answered. "So | hope, at any rate.”

At last, dawn began painting the eastern horizon gray and then pink. The engineers gave up. The redcoats
jeered louder and more foully than ever. But now they were more visible to the French and Atlantean
atillerigts. The gunners answered with bals of iron.

Having made sure their foes wouldn't span the Pomphret here, Cornwallis men drew back out of range.
They left afew sol-diers near the river, where the men could keep an eye on their op-ponents and make
sure the French and Atlanteans wouldn't keep trying to bridge this stretch of theriver.

Which didn't mean the French and Atlanteans wouldn't try to bridge the Pomphret somewhere e se. It
only meant the redcoats wouldn't expect them to bridge it anywhere else Cornwallis troops made that
unpleasant discovery acouple of hours after sunup.

Pistol shots and carbines announced cavalry coming down from the north. The bigger boomsfrom field
guns announced that artillery accompanied the horsemen. Before long, crashing volleys announced that
solid blocks of infantry accompanied the cavary and field guns.

Genera Cornwallis hadn't sent hiswhole army north from Pomphret Landing: nowhere near. HEd sent
enough men to keep the engineers from bridging the Pomphret where his scouts dis-covered them
making the effort. He'd succeeded in that. Mean-while, afew milesfarther north, more French engineers
quietly did bridgetheriver... and the English had no ideathey were doing it till after it was done.

Taken in theflank by the troops who'd unexpectedly crossed to the east side of the Pomphret, the
redcoats fled south. Victor Radcliff crossed the river in arowboat.

He shook the hand of the Marquis de la Fayette, who'd led the larger detachment of Frenchmen and
Atlanteans over the Pom-phret to the north. "My complimentsto your engineers,” Victor said. "They
performed bravely here and splendidly in your position.”

"My chief engineer, Mgor Flamd, extends his complimentsto you, Monsieur le General " de la Fayette
replied. "He assures me it was by your clever ruse alone that we gained passage over theriver."

"Having anideaiseasy. Turning it into something useful isanything but,” Victor said. "Magor Flamd gets
the credit for doing that."

"As| have seen before, you are agenerous man,” the French noble said. "1 presume you now intend to
drive the Englishmen out of Pomphret Landing?'

"That'swhat | havein mind, yes. | don't know what kind of works they've built north of town—it doesn't
do to underestimate Cornwallis engineers, either,” Victor said.

"Sadly, | have dso seen thisfor mysdlf," delaFayette agreed. "But even if their fidldworks prove strong,
what prevents us from marching past them to the seaand trapping the redcoats between our linesto the
east and the Pomphret to the west?'



"I'd like nothing better than to trap them ingde Pomphret Landing,” Victor said. "If we do that, wewin
thewar. So it seemsto me, anyhow. And if it seemsthe sameto Genera Cornwallis, hewon't let usdo
it. Hell fall back on Croydon before we can cut him off. Croydon has the best harbor north of Hanover,
and it Stson apeninsulaeasy to fortify. | would much rather stand siege there than in Pomphret Landing,
especidly with the Roya Navy easily ableto supply the garrison by sea.”

"With Cornwalis having so much of hisforce here, the enemy will not easily be ableto bring in foodstuffs
from elsewherein At-lantis," de laFayette said. "Most of theland is under the control of the United
States of Atlantisin your person." He bowed.

"Thereissometruth in that,” Victor said. "Some, but lessthan | would wish. True, most of the redcoats
are here. But England could still land more Terranovan savages near Avaon, or aforce of German
mercenaries down by New Hastings. And forcesloya to King George—native Atlantean forces, |
mean—still hold too much of the countryside.”

"Cudtis Cawthorne and your other representativesin Paris spoke little of that," de la Fayette observed.
"They talked dways of the war againgt oppressive England, not of the civil war againgt your own folk."

"Should that surpriseyou?" Victor said. "Don't French diplo-matists aso paint the best picture they can
of your kingdom's Sit-uation and needs?'

De laFayette bowed again, thistime in amusement mingled with rue. "No doubt they do. But one does
not expect the vices of civilization from thefolk of aland so new and vital. Eh bien, per-haps one
should."

You aren't stun bumpkins as we thought. The marquis couldn't very well mean anything else. Now
Victor bowed to him. " Serving one's country to the best of one's ability is surety no vice, your Grace.”

"Well, no." De laFayette seemed faintly embarrassed. "But so many of uswere charmed by your
seeming rudticity. Monsieur Cawthorne gives a masterly portraya.”

Victor had dl he could do not to laugh himsdlf silly over that Could any man be compelled to enjoy
himsalf more than Custis Cawthorne enjoyed playing such arole? While that might be pos-sible, Victor
found it most unlikely. "And how many pretty little French girlshas Monsieur Cawthorne sweet-talked
into his bed by playing the poor chap who needsto be instructed in such arts? And how many of them
ended up astonished that he turned out to know so much aready?'

The Marquis de la Fayette |ooked astonished himsdlf. "How could you know that?*

Thistime, Victor did laugh; if he hadn't, he would have ex-ploded. "'I've known Monsieur Cawthorne
many years. | have some notion of how his beedy little mind works. Does he ask people to teach him
card games, too, and take away their money with what he cals beginner's luck?"

"Mmd'un nom!" de laFayette said, and not another word on that score, from which Victor concluded
that Custis had some of the no-bleman'smoney in his pocket Well, good for Custis, Victor thought. It
was high time the United States of Atlantisturned a profit on something.

Thefidd fortifications north of Pomphret Landing were as strong as the talented English engineers could
make them. All the same, Cornwallis used them to shield hiswithdrawd to the east, not to try to hold the
town. "It turned out as you foretold,” dela Fayette said. "It could be that | should ask you to read my

pam.”

"I'm sure we both have better thingsto do with our time," Victor said. After the Atlanteans and French



rode into Pomphret Landing, he found one of those things: he sent aletter to General Cornwallis, urging
him to surrender. Surely you can see your force is reduced to no more than a red-coated carbuncle
on the fair face of Atlantis, hewrote.

Before sending the letter to Croydon under aflag of truce, he showed it to dela Fayette. "A carbuncle on
the face of Atlantis?" the Frenchman said after working hisway through the English. ™Y ou prove yoursdlf
to be possessed of anoble heart, Monsieur le General . Me, | would cal him aboil on Atlantis arse”

Victor smiled. "That iswhat | was thinking, as amatter of fact. Whether | have anoble heart or not, |
would not presumeto say. But | am sure General Cornwallis has one. Thisbeing so, | am confident he
will divine my meaning evenif | dateit obliquely.”

"Obliquely?' The marquis savored that. "Not aword | would have used, which does not keep me from
understanding you. Asyou speak English with me more often, | discover init subtleties of which | would
not previoudy have suspected it was capable.”

"Y ou are generous, your Grace," Victor Radcliff said, more sincerely than not. For anyone from France
to dlow that English might be subtle was no smal concession.

Having received de la Fayette's gpprobation, the letter did go off to Croydon. Victor didn't think he
would have to wait long for Cornwallis reply, and he didn't. The courier who'd taken Victor's missive
also brought back the English commander'sresponse. "I didn't get to read it, Genera, on account of it
was upsy-down to me while he was a-writing it, and he sealed it up as soon asit was done, but | don't
reckon he's ready to chuck in the sponge,” the courier said.

"Theworst he cantdl meisno,” Victor said, bresking the sedl. "Even if he should, how am | worse off
than | would have been without making the attempt?’

He unfolded the |etter. Sure enough, the missive wasin Corn-waks own hand, with which Victor had
been familiar sncethelast war, when they fought on the same sde. Always a pleasure to re-ceive even
the smallest communication from you, my dear General Radcliff, Cornwalliswrote. If he wasnot a
man with anoble heart, he cer-tainly was one who flaunted his urbanity.

Because this pleasure is so great, it pains me doubly to find myself compelled by circumstance to
refuse you in anything, the English generd ‘continued. None the less, | am so compelled on this
occasion. | do not be-lieve our situation hopeless. very much the reverse, in fact. Whilst we do at
present find ourselves occupying only Croydon, this may change at any moment, as you must be
aware. The Royal Navy may come with ordersfor our embarkation, in which case we should land
at some spot not well pre-pared to resist us. Or, contrariwise, ships may bring us reinforcements
from across the sea. Should mat come to pass, you and your foreign allies would soon have reason
to look to your laurels. These things being so, continued struggle seems far preferable to craven
surrender. | have the honor to re-main your most obedient servant... Cornwalis appended his
sgna-ture, complete with afancy flourish below his name.

The courier had been watching Victor'sface. "He saysno, en?”’
"He doesindeed. He has reasons he finds good for going on with the fight.”
"Are they good reasons?’ the courier asked.

"They... may be" Victor didnt like to admit even so much Heimagined the Roya Navy taking
Cornwallis redcoats down to Freetown or Cosquer. Their arriva would indeed come as acom-plete
and most unwelcome surprise in those parts. And if trans-ports brought five or ten thousand more English



soldiers—or even mercenaries from Brunswick or Hesse—to Croydon, Corn-wallis could sally forth
againg the Atlanteans and French with every hope of success.

"What do we do, then?' the courier inquired.

"I'm still ciphering that out,” Victor said dowly. It seemed abetter answer than Damned if | know, even
if they meant about the same thing. What really bothered him wasthat he would have trouble laying
proper siege to Croydon. The Roya Navy didn't have to take the redcoats down the coast or reinforce
them to aid them againgt his army and the Frenchmen. Aslong asfood and powder and shot cameinto
Croydon, Cornwallis army was and would remain agoing concern. And the Atlanteans could do very
little to stop the Roya Navy from supplying the enemy.

Victor Radcliff took Cornwallis reply to dela Fayette. The marquis read it with grave atention. "What
he saysisvery much what | should say if | found mysdlf in his position.”

"And |," Victor agreed. "Isthere any chance the French navy might interposeitself between Croydon and
the ships of the Roya Navy? Prevent Cornwallis from revictualing himself and he be-comes vulnerableto
al theusual hazards of asiege. That failing heisin amost as enviable a position as the defenders of
Nouveau Redon before the spring was put out of commission.”

"I could wish you had chosen a different comparison,” dela Fayette said.

"My apologies,” Victor said, "but you will, | trust, understand why it sprang to mind. Not only was|
there, but so was General Cornwallis—Lieutenant-Colonel Cornwallis, as he was then.”

"Indeed.” De la Fayette's tone showed him to be imperfectly appeased. With an effort, he brought his
wits back to the matter at hand. "Asfor our navy... | must confess, | know not whether that may be

within its capacity.”
"We should find out." Victor's enthusiasm spurred him on. "Wetruly should, your Grace. If we can cork

up the Englishmen in Croydon, the war is ours, and the United States of Atlantisin-disputably free. For
what other purpose did you and your brave men leave France?

"For no other purpose,” the marquis admitted. .. reluctantly? He also found a notabl e difficulty with
Victor's scheme, and pro-ceeded to noteit: "How do you propose to inform the French navy that its
sarvicesin these parts are desired? | have not the faintest ideawhere in the broad Atlantic—or even the
not so broad

Mediterranean—its ships of the line and frigates may be."

Enthusiasm or no, Victor Radcliff found himself compelled to contemplate the cogent question. Having
contemplated, he ddiv-ered hisverdict: "Damnation!”

"Just s0," de la Fayette agreed.

But, where he seemed to think the heartfelt curse settled things, Victor waslessinclined to givein or give
up. "We have asyet no Atlantean navy to spesk of—" he began.

"Indeed not, or you would give your own vesselsthe task of interdicting Croydon,” de la Fayette said,
and then, "Interdicting? It istheright word, n'est-cepas?’

"Yes, itis, but | hadn't finished yet," Victor said. "We have no navy to spesk of, but we have agood
many merchantmen and agreat plenty of fishing boats. If we send them forth in search of your warships,
they should be able to find them before long, and to lead them back here to render our cause such aid as



may prove within their power."

The Marquis de la Fayette blinked. "God has blessed you with an adventurous spirit—thisis not to be
denied. Have you any no-tion how very wide the ocean is, however?"

"l do, gr," Victor replied. "I have crossed it myself, and my an-cestors made their living from it for
centuries” He didn't mention that he was no sailor himsdlf. De la Fayette might aready know that, but
what point to reminding him if he did? Victor went on, "With enough boats searching, the enterpriseis
bound to succeed in time—and, chances are, in not such along time, too."

"Well, it could be." De laFayette didn't seem atogether con-vinced. Victor wasn't atogether convinced,
either, but he was convinced it wasworth atry. And the French nobleman seemed to admit that much,
for he asked, "And what will our land forces be doing whilst awaiting the navy's arrival—which may not
prove a-together timely?*

"I expect wewill be doing what we would be doing if there were no such thing as the French navy,”
Victor replied. "That isto say, we will be doing everything in our power to defeat Cornwallis army in
and around Croydon. Had you anything esein mind for us?"

"By no means, Monsieur le General.. | merely wished to make certain you did not intend to rest on our
laurdls, so to speek. Thewar gtill wants aggressive prosecution, and will fail without it."

"D'accord," Victor said. DelaFayette amiled at the very French agreement. Victor continued, "My first
target for prosecuting the war would be the English works defending the hamlet of Wilton Wdlls. If we
drive them away from the village, we dent their linesin away Cornwaliswon't carefor.”

"Splendid!" the marquis said gaily. "L et us proceed, then." Proceed they did. But Cornwallis fieldworks
bristled with cannon. Ditches and abatis kept the Atlanteans from getting close. The forlorn hopesthat
broke through the interlaced tree trunks and branches proved exactly that. The English guns sprayed
them with canister. The men who could staggered back through the gaps they'd made in the abatis. The
rest lay wherethey'd falen, some writhing and moaning, others ominoudy fill.

Some of the forlorn hopes were French, others Atlantean. Neither commander had any excuse to blame
the other's soldiers, for they'd failed together. All dela Fayette said was, "It could be that we will find an
easer way toward Croydon than the one that goes through Wilton Wells."

"It could be, yes," Victor said, admiring de la Fayette's sang-froid. "I had not thought this one would
prove so well defended.”

"Not everything works," de la Fayette said. "One of the tricks of the gameisto keep trying even after a
falure"

"True enough.” Victor had been agood ded older than the Frenchman was now when held learned
that—which madeit no lesstrue.

Chapter 21

The Atlanteans planned to feint at Wilton Wells again and strike alittle farther east, just past Garnet
Pond. Woods | et them closely approach the redcoats linethere, and it didn't seem strongly held. If they
could break through, Cornwallis men would haveto fal back toward Croydon in ahurry. Victor and de
laFa-yette could concentrate their force and attack where they pleased. The redcoats, trying to hold a
linewell outside of Croydon, had to try to stay reasonably strong dl aong it. Reasonably strong, with
luck, would prove not to be strong enough.



With luck. Victor Radcliff had much too much reason to re-member those two little, seemingly innocent,
words after the thrust past Garnet Pond cameto grief. Theworst of it was, he couldn't think of anything
he should have done differently.

It was sunny when the attacking column set out for Garnet Pond early in the morning. Sunny—he
remembered that very well. Oh, the wind came down from the northwest, but what of it? Summer was
over, and chilly winds were nothing out of the ordi-nary, especidly in anorthern settiement—anorthern
state—like Croydon.

De la Fayette seemed as happy with the arrangement as Victor was himsdlf. "Thisisawell-conceived
plan," he declared. Evenif hewasvery young, his praise warmed Victor. "The false attack at the place
we struck before will hold the Englishin place, or even, it could be, draw men from Garnet Pond to the
position that seems more threstened.”

"l hope 50, yes." Victor did his best to keep his smile sheepish and modest rather than, say, full of
gloating and anticipation.

"And we have deployed afull complement of sharpshooters and skirmishers to ensure that the true attack
isnot detected pre-maturely,” de la Fayette went on. "Nom d'un nom, Monsieur le Gen-eral, | cannot
imagine what could possibly go wrong."

Maybe that was what did it. Had Victor been more pious, he might also have been more nearly certain it
was. The Frenchman didn't precisaly take the Lord's namein vain. He didn't use the Lord's name at
al—not directly, anyhow. But wasn't trotting out aeuphemism just as bad, redly? Assuming the Lord
was listening, wouldn't He know what was on your mind, what was in your heart, regardless of whether
His name actualy passed your lips? Victor wondered about it afterwards. But afterwards wastoo late,
as afterwards commonly is.

"Clouding up," Blaise remarked not ten minutes after the at-tacking column set out.

"Well, soitis" Victor agreed. "What of it?' Hetried to look on the bright Side, even if that bright side
was rgpidly vanishing from the sky. The clouds were thick and roiling and dark. It hadn't been warm
before they swept across the sky; it got noticeably colder as soon asthey did. The air seemed damper,
too, dthough Victor tried hisbest to tell himsdlf that was only hisimagination.

He might have managed to persuade himsdf. But Blaise's broad nodtrilsflared. "Smdlslikerain,” he said.

"l hope not!" Victor exclaimed. But he knew that wet-dust odor as soon as Blaise pointed it out. Asa
matter of fact, he'd known it before, even if he hadn't wanted to admit it wasthere.

No matter what hed managed to talk himself into, he wouldn't have stayed deluded much longer. When
rain started coming down, it wasimpossible to believe the weather remained fine. And thiswasn't alight
shower of the kind some of the people farther south called liquid sunshine. Thiswas adownpour, agully
washer, acloudburst... The ground under hisfeet turned to mud, and then to something agood desl
more liquid than the suff com-monly known by that name.

"What doesthe Bible talk about?' Blaise said—shouted, re-dly, to make himsdf heard over, or through,
that roaring rain. "Forty days and forty nights?'

It hadn't even been raining forty minutes then. All the same, Victor understood why the Negro asked the
question. It had gone from cloudburst to deluge. Had Noah's Ark floated by, Victor wouldn't have been
amazed (but why didn't the Ark seem to con-tain any Atlantean productions?).



"Maybe | should recall them,” Victor said. The Atlanteanswould have adevil of atime shooting once
they got past Garnet Pond—wet weather turned flintlocksinto nothing more than clumsy spears and
clubs

"Redcoats won't be able to shoot at them, either,” Blaise re-plied, understanding what he was worried
about.

"Wel, no," Victor said. "But not dl our men have bayonets." At the beginning of the war, very few
Atlanteans had them, giving the redcoats a great advantage when the fighting came to close quarters.
These days, thanks to captured weapons and hard work at smithies al over Atlantis, most greencoats
were aswell armed astheir English counterparts. " Or maybe | worry overmuch.”

A few gunshots marked the moment when the feint went in. Victor admired the men on either sde who'd
managed to keep their powder dry. The shotsrang out distinctly, even through the rain. But there were
only afew. And no one had the dightest hope of reloading. After the scattered opening volley, both
Atlanteans and Englishmen might have fallen back through time athousand years, back to dayslong
beforethefirst clever artificer made abatch of gunpowder without blowing himself up in the doing.

Instead of musketry, afew shouts and screams pierced the curtain of sound the downpour spread over
the scene. They were enough to let Victor pictureit in hismind. Heimagined dripping, muddy men
stabbing with bayonets and swinging clubbed muskets asif they were cricket bats. He imagined rain and
blood rolling down their faces and rain trying to wash away spreading patches of red on their tunics. And,
knowing soldiers as he did, he imagined them all swearing at the wesather &t least as much asthey swore
at one another.

Off to the east, the main attacking party should have been able to gauge when to hit the English lines by
the noise the men in the feint made. They probably couldn't hear the meninthefeint at dl, though. The
magor commanding them had to use his best judgment about when to go on—or whether togoinat al,

Victor Radcliff wouldn't have blamed him for aborting the at-tack. But he didn't. His men—and the
redcoats facing them—al so managed to get off afew shots. One cannon boomed. Hearing it go off truly
amazed Victor. He had to hopeit didn't harm his men too much.

And then he had to wait... and wait... and wait. No mes-senger came back from the main attack to tell
him how it was going. Maybe the officer in charge forgot to send anyone. Maybe the messenger got
killed or wounded before he went very far. Or maybe he just sank into the ooze and drowned.

If the attackers weren't going to tell Victor what had happened, he had to find out for himsaf—if he
could. He rode toward the woods through which the Atlanteans should have gone. He rode ever more
dowly, too, for the rain rapidly turned the road to ariver of mud. The horse looked back at him
reproachfully, asif wondering whether it would sink out of sight. Not much farther on, Victor began to
wonder the samething.

Where he had trouble going forward, he soon found out the Atlantean soldiers were managing to go
back. "1t's no use, Gen-erd!" one of them bawled through therain.

"What happened?’ Victor asked.
"We damn near drowned, that'swhat," the soldier answered.

"That cannon ball blew Mgor Hal's head off," another man added, which went along way towards
explaining why the poor mgjor hadn't sent back any messengers. Losing your head meta-phoricaly could
distract you. Losing it literdly... got everything over within ahurry, a any rate. And whoever'd taken



over for Hall must not have thought to send word back, either.

"We got in amongst the redcoats,” a sergeant said, "but we couldn't get through 'em. Nobody could do
anything much, not in thisdop." Hiswavetook in rain and mud and bedraggled men.

"Damnation!" Victor Raddliff shook hisfigt at the black clouds overhead. They took not the dightest
notice of him.

The sorm lasted amost aweek. By thetimeit finally blew out to sea, haf the English earthworks had
collapsed. Entrenchments on both sides were more than half full of water. Since the redcoats had so
much trouble using their field fortifications, the Atlanteans might have walked into Croydon. They might
have, that is, had walking anywhere not involved sinking thigh-deep in clinging muck.

Victor thanked heaven his own quartermasters had managed to keep most of the army'sgrain dry. That
meant the troops could go on esting till the roads dried enough to bring in more whest and barley and
rye. Even oats, Victor thought. No onein these parts would have any trouble finding plenty of water for
sewing up oatmed.

If Cornwallis chose this moment to try to drive the Atlanteans away from Croydon, Victor didn't know
how he would be able to hold back the redcoats. But the Englishmen, while working fever-ishly to repair
their lines, didn't try to come out of them. Before long, Victor redized hed worried over nothing. Had the
redcoats attacked, they would have bogged down the same way his own men did.

"Are such ssorms common in these parts?* de la Fayette in-quired, his manner plainly saying Atlantis
wasn't worth living inif they were.

But Victor shook his head. "Down in the south, hurricanes are known," he answered. "Rainstormslike
thisup here..." He shook hishead again. "Bad luck—I know not what elseto call thisone."

"Bad indeed,” the French noble said. "And are we to expect blizzards next?"

"God forbid!" Victor exclaimed, knowing too well that God was liable to do no such thing. But then,
trying his best to look on the bright side of things, he added, "'If we should have a hard freeze, the ground
won' try to swalow us up, anyhow."

"Well, no." If that prospect pleased de laFayette, he hid it very well. "But | find the climate in this country
imperfectly equable. The southern regions suffer from excessive heat, while these parts seem to have a
superabundance of both rain and snow. A more moderate regimen would be preferable—aregimen
more likethat of, exempli gratia, la belle France."

Hisreaching that particular conclusion amused Victor with-out much surprising him. The Atlantean
genera spread hishands. "'l fear | cannot help it, your Grace. As| said amoment before, the wegather is
under the good L ord's command, not mine.”

DelaFayette crossed himself. ™Y ou have reason, certainly. | shdl pray that He might extend to your
country the blessings He has generoudy granted mine."

If God hadn't changed Atlantis climate at least Since the days when Edward Radcliffe founded New
Hastings—and probably not for centuries before that—he was unlikely to dter it at the marquis request.
De laFayette had to know that aswell as Victor did. All he meant wasthat he didn't care for the way
thingswere. Victor didn't, either, not the way they were up here. Heliked the weather around hisfarm
much better. Which only proved he, like de la Fayette, liked what he was used to and didiked any
departurefromit. Blaise fdt the same way, though his African norm wasfar different from either white



man's.

"L eaving the power of prayer out of the question, we should discuss what we might best attempt now,”
Victor said.

"So we should." The marquis sighed. " Such a pretty plan we had before. We would assuredly have
surprised the redcoats with it." He paused, considering. "I don't suppose we could smply try it again.”

That made Victor pause to consider, too. Hisfirst response wasto call the suggestion ridiculous. The
redcoats would be wait-ing for it. Or would they? The more he thought, the less sure he grew. He started
to laugh. "Our stupidity in repesting oursalveswould surprise them, at theleasst.”

"Just 0. Just 0! Dela Fayette seemed to catch fire at the idea. "However insolent they are themselves,
they would never believe we have the insolence to make the second stroke the same asthefirst.”

Victor thought out loud: "Perhaps we should make the previ-ous stroke the feint, and the previousfeint
the stroke.”

"No. But no. Certainly not." De la Fayette shook his head so vigoroudy, he had to grab histricorn to
keep from losing it. "That, they would anticipate. It is precisdy the ploy an ordinary man, aman without
imagination, might try, thinking himsdlf clever be-yond compare.

"l see" Victor muttered, hisears burning. Well, hed never thought himself anything but an ordinary man.
De la Fayette seemed to agree with him.

Unaware that he might have given offense, the Frenchman went on, "If we try something atogether
different from our previ-ous ploy, we may find success. If, contrariwise, we surprise them by our
supidity, we may aso hopeto triumph. Theflaw liesin the middle way, asit commonly does."

And so it was decided.

Even after it was decided, Blaise had his doubts about it. "If the redcoats ook for this, they will daughter
[B"

"That they will," Victor agreed, which made the Negro blink. Victor went on, "But if we essay anything
that they anticipate, they are likely to daughter us.”

"Hmm." He'd made Blaise stop and think, anyhow. Then the black man delivered hisverdict: "If we are
going to do this, we had better do it quickly, lest adeserter betray the plan to the English.”

That made excellent sense. Victor ordered the feint to go in a dawn the next morning, and the true attack
to follow as soon as the redcoats seemed to have taken the bait. He also strengthened the picket line
between hisarmy and Cornwallis. He didn't know whether he could keep deserters from dipping away,
but hein-tended to try.

Both columnsformed up in the chilly predawn darkness. Baron von Steuben volunteered to lead the
attackers, replacing the late Mgor Hall. "Any cannon ball that hitsthis hard head will bounce off," he
declared in gutturaly accented English.

"Try not to make the experiment,” Victor said. The German soldier of fortune nodded. Victor added one
more piece of advice: "Strike hard and strike fast.”

"l doit. The Soldaten do it also. They fear me more than any piffling redcoats,” von Steuben said.
Chances were he knew what he was talking about, too. A good drillmaster was supposed to in-spire that



kind of respectful fear in hismen.

To Victor's ears, the feinting and attacking columns both made too much noise asthey moved out. But he
didn't hear any shouts of alarm from the English lines. Very often, what seemed obviousto aworried man
was anything but to the people around him. Even more often, hisfallureto redize that aerted those other
people to the ideathat something funny was going on. Don't give the game away ahead of time, Victor
told himsdlf.

He waited to hear what would happen next. The feint went in when he expected it to. He'd urged the
men to fight especialy hard so they'd make the redcoats believe they truly meant to bull their way
through. He was sure they understood the reason be-hind the order. He wasn't sure they would follow it.
If anything, he feared them lesslikely to do so precisely because they under-stood why he asked it of
them. Most of his men were veterans by now. They knew that, the morefiercely and ferocioudy they
at-tacked earthworks, the better their chances of stepping in front of a cannon ball or abullet or of
meeting one of those fearsome English bayonets.

If they were veterans, wouldn't they take such mischances in stride? Redcoats would have. So would
troops from the Continent—Baron von Steuben had taken such soldiering for granted till he got here. The
Marquis dela Fayette fill did, and got it from his Frenchmen. But Atlanteans were a different breed.
They expected—no, they demanded—a solid return on their in-vestment, regardless of whether they
risked their time or their money or their lives.

English cannon thundered. Blaise coughed to draw Victor's notice. When Victor glanced hisway, the
Negro said, "The red-coats are going, 'Here come those Atlantean madmen again. Don't they ever learn
their lessons? "

"Heh," Victor Raddliff said uncomfortably. "Just wait a bit. Pretty soon, they'll find out how mad we arein
truth.”

"No." Blaise pointed a him. "Pretty soon you find out how mad we arein truth.” Since that was what
Victor was afraid of, he grimaced and shook his head and kept his mouth shut.

He wanted to go up and fight dongside the men in the strik-ing force. Only onething held him back: if
Cornwallis troops rec-ognized him there, they would be sure that second column was the one they
needed to concern themsalves with. The general commanding started to swear.

"What now?' Blaise asked.

"Bugger meblind, but | should have gonein at the head of thefeint,” Victor said. "If anything would have
made the Englishmen sure that was our principa column, my presence at its head wasthe very thing."

"And dso the very thing to get you killed,” Blaise observed. Atlanteans were more pragmetic than
Europeans about such things: lesslikedly to get themsdveskilled over pointless points of honor. Blaise
was far more pragmatic than most white Atlanteans. He added, "Besides, thefdlow leading it don't want
you up there. If you are up there, the men pay attention to you, not to him.”

Once more, Victor would have liked to find some way to tell him he was talking nonsense. Once more,
he found himself un-able. Mg or Porter was as much in charge of the feint as Baron von Steuben wasin
charge of the striking column. Both officerswould do everything they could with what they had... and
wouldn't want anyone elsein pogition to joggle their elbow.

Thefeint went in. The racket of gunfire—and of shouts of rage and agony—grew and grew. So did the
shouts of Englishmen rushing to their comrades aid. By the noise they were making they thought the



Atlanteans were hitting the place where they'd bluffed before. After al, no one could be stupid enough to
try the samething twicein arow.

So de la Fayette had assured Victor, anyhow. It dl sounded so lucid, so reasonable, so rationd when the
noble spelled it out. Then again, Frenchmen had a knack for sounding lucid, reason-able, rationdl. If they
were as sensible as they seemed, why wasn't France in better shape?

Victor found himself cocking his head toward the left. Hed committed the feint. The redcoats were
aready responding to it. Baron von Steuben could get close to their line without their knowing it, asthe
luckless Mgor Hal had been doing when the heavens opened up.

"When?' Blaise asked.

"If I were up there with them, we'd go in—" Victor had won-dered if he was nervous and fidgety and
inclined to jump the gun. But he couldn't even get now out of his mouth before von Steu-ben put in the
attack.

This cacophony made the other one smdl by comparison. Victor clenched hisfigstill his nails—which
weren't long—hit into his calused pams. If they broke through... If they broke through, de la Fayette's
Frenchmen would go in behind the Strik-ing column. They'd tear aholein Cornwallis linethat you could
throw ahonker through.

And then what? Croydon? Victory? True victory at last? Cornwallis handing over his sword in token of
surrender? Corn-wallis admitting that the United States of Atlantiswere hereto stay?

Till thismoment, the fight for Atlantean freedom had so con-sumed Victor, hed had scant opportunity to
wonder what would come afterwards. If Cornwallis and the redcoats had to sail away from Atlantis
forever, where would they go? Back to England? Or west across the broad Hesperian Gulf to fight the
rebels on the Terranovan mainland? Suppose they won there. How would the United States of Atlantis
cope with being dl but surrounded by the unloved and unloving former mother country? Victor had no
idea

There were worse problemsto have. Losing the war againgt England instead of winning it, for instance.
Not so long before, that had looked much too likely. Then, gtill unloved and unloving, the mother country
would have set its boot on Atlantis neck and stomped hard.

Which she might do yet. Victor knew held been building cas-tlesin the air. Any number of things could dl
too easily go wrong. He called to one of his young messengers—one who spoke fluent French. "My
complimentsto the Marquis de la Fayette, and please remind him to be ready to lead his men forward
theingtant the Stuation warrants.”

"Right you are, Generd," the messenger agreed. One of the usual dipshod Atlantean salutes, and away he
went at agood clip. Victor smiled at hisback. That kind of response would have earned the puppy
gripesfrom Cornwalis—and, very possibly, from dela Fayette aswell. Atlanteans did thingstheir own
way. It might not be pretty, but it worked... or it had so far.

Victor had talked himsalf hoarse making sure Baron von Steu-ben understood he was to send word
back as soon as he thought it likely he would penetrate the redcoats defenses. And the Ger-man officer
did, but not quite the way the Atlantean commandant had expected. Instead of telling Victor what was
going on in the middle of that cloudbank of black-powder smoke, von Steuben sent arunner straight
back to de la Fayette.

That runner and Victor Radcliff’ s messenger must have reached the French noble at dmost the same



time. Thefirst Victor knew about it was when de la Fayette's soldiers surged forward, musicians blaring
out their foreign horn and drum calls

For aheartbeat, Victor was mortaly offended. Then he redl-ized what must have happened. He also
redlized von Steuben had been absolutdly right. If de la Fayette's troops were the ones who were going
to move, de la Fayette was the man who most needed to know when they wereto move. If Victor's
laugh wasrueful, it was alaugh even so. "Why doesn't anyone ever tdl me anything?' he said.

"What'sthat?' Blaise asked.

"My own foolishnesstalking,” Victor said, which probably made less of an answer than Blaise would
have wanted. Victor climbed up onto his horse. His factotum also mounted. Urging his gelding forward,
Victor went on, "If we are driving them, I will seeit with my own eyes, by God!"

"And if by some mischance we are not driving them, you will ride straight into something you could have
stayed away from," Blaise was dways reedy to seethe cloud to asilver lining.

Thefiring ahead hadn't died out. The redcoats were till plainly doing dl they could to hold back the
Atlanteans—and, now, de la Fayette's Frenchmen aswell. But, as Victor rode past the woods that had
sheltered his striking column till the moment it struck, he redlized their best wouldn't be enough.

"By God!" he said again, and thistime he sounded like aman who redly meant it.

Baron von Steuben's men had punched a hole through the English line better than afurlong wide. Victor
had hoped they might be able to break through so splendidly, but hadn't dared count on it. Counting on
something ahead of timein war too often led but to disappointment.

And the Atlanteans had done what they were supposed to do after breaking through, too. They'd swung
out to left and right and poured afierce enfilading fire into the redcoats in the trenches to either Sde.
Arrows on amap couldn't have more precisely obeyed the man who drew them. And if that wasn't von
Steuben's doing, whose was it? The German deserved to be acolond, if not abrigadier general.

De la Fayette's French professionas poured through the gap Atlantean ardor had torn. They too
methodicaly volleyed at the Englishmen who tried to plug that gap. Victor wasjust riding into what had
been the English position when the redcoats, every bit as competent astheir French foes, redized they
were playing alosing game and started falling back toward Croydon.

"On!" Victor shouted to his own men, and then, in French, " Avant!" Hefell back into English to continue,
"If we take the town from them, they've nowhere to go after that!" If dela Fayette or some of his officers
wanted to trandate his remarks for the benefit of the French soldiery, they were welcometo.

Croydon's outskirtslay only acouple of miles away. Whenever Victor rode to the crest of somelittle
swell of ground, he could see the church steeples reaching toward the heavens. One of them was
supposed to bethe tallest steeplein dl Atlantis, aclaim furi-oudy rejected in Hanover and New Hastings.

"l think we can doit." Wasthat Blaisesvoice? Damned if it wasn't. If Blaise believed Croydon would
fdl, how could it do any-thing el se?

Victor aso began to beieve hismen would storm Croydon. And if they did... when they did... No one,
yet, had thought to write atune for the United States of Atlantisto usein place of "God Save the King."
Maybe some minstrel needed to get busy in ahurry, because what stood between those united states and

liberty?
Damn dl Victor could see. His men were making for Croydon faster than the redcoats pulling out of their



entrenchments and earthworks. If nothing dowed the Atlanteans and Frenchmen, they were less than half
an hour from guaranteeing that the Union Jack would never fly over Atlantisagain.

If nothing dowed them... One more thought Victor Radcliff remembered along, long time. No sooner
had it crossed his mind than aband of cavary—something more than atroop, but lessthan a
regiment—thundered out of Croydon and straight toward the advancing Atlantean and French foot
oldiers.

The riders wore buff and blue, not the red of English regulars. Loyalists, then, Victor thought with
distaste. Like any cavarymen, they carried sabers and carbines and long horse pistols. Most would have
asecond pistol stashed in aboot. Some might carry one or two more on their belts.

"Form linel" Victor shouted. "We can take them!”
Blaise pointed. "Isn't tha—7?"

"God damn him to hell! Victor burst out. Sure asthe devil, that was Habakkuk Biddiscombe—and the
riders had to be Bid-discombe's Horsed L egion, which had been much spoken of but, till now, little seen.
Victor wished he weren't seeing it at this mo-ment, which did him no good whatever.

He wasn't the only one to recognize the defector, the traitor, commanding the roydist Atlanteans. The cry
of "No quarter!" went up from a dozen throats at once. Anyone who fought for and alongside Habakkuk
Biddiscombe knew the chance he took. Muskets boomed. Here and there, legionaries did from the
saddle and horses went down.

But the horsemen who didn't fall came on. They knew exactly what they were doing, and why. They
despised the soldiers who fought for the United States of Atlantisat least as much asthose men loathed
them. And now at |ast they had the chance to show their hated kinsmen and former friends what they
could do.

"Deseth to Raddliff!" Biddiscombe roared. In an ingtant, every man he led took up the cry: "Degth to
Raddiff!"

They dammed into the front of the advancing Atlantean col-umn: into aline that hadn't finished forming.
They dammed into it and through it, shooting some soldiers and dashing at otherswith their swords. And,
by their courage and ferocity, they stopped Victor Radcliff’ sarmy initstracks.

"Kill them! Drive them out of theway!" Victor shouted furi-oudy, drawing the gold-hilted sword the
Atlantean Assembly had given him and urging his horse forward, toward the fight. "On to Croydon!™

Againg aforce of infantry that size, brushing them aside would have been amatter of moments—nothing
that could have serioudy delayed the assault on the redcoats last sheltering place But the horses of
Biddiscombe's Horsed L egion gave the men on them a striking power out of al proportion to their
numbers.

And so did the way they hated the men they faced. Victor might—did—reckon their cause and the way
they upheld it dto-gether wrong. That didn't mean their contempt for desth and retrest was any lessthan
his might have been under like circumstances.

"Biddiscombe!" he caled, brandishing his blade as he rode past his own men toward the fight. “I'm
coming for you, Biddiscombe!"

"Oh, just shoot the son of awhore," Blaise said, which was bound to be good advice.



What were the redcoats doing behind Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion? Victor knew too well what he
would be doing while such an outs zed forlorn hope bought him time. Without adoubt, Cornwallis men
were doing the same thing: everything they could to hold their foes as far awvay from Croydon as possible

After what seemed avery long time, the survivors from the Legion galloped back toward the town.
They'd bought the redcoats—King George's fellow subjects, they would have said-enough of that
precious, impal pable substance to form aline across the neck of the peninsula on which Croydon sat.
And, whether from out of the town or from their abandoned field works, the Englishmen had half adozen
cannonintheline.

"Don't likethelooks of those," Blaise said.

"Nor do," Victor agreed. No Atlantean artillery was anywhere close by. He didn't think the French had
brought guns forward, either. Which meant... We're going to catch it, he thought sorrow-fully.

The field guns spoke. Cannon balls and canister tore through the Atlanteans and Frenchmen. Two quick
volleysfrom the dread-fully proficient foot soldiers followed. Men and pieces of men lay wherethey had
falen. The wounded staggered back when they could. When they couldn't, they thrashed and wailed and
clutched at hale men, hoping to be helped away from thekilling fire.

They got less help than they would have wanted. The Atlante-answere proficient in the craft of daughter
themselves by now, and gave back the redcoats musketry as best they could. And more Frenchmen
hurried forward to stiffen them should they re-quire stiffening—and to shoot at the English any which

way.

When the redcoats cannon spoke again, one of their balls knocked amusketeer near Victor right out of
his shoes. The mus-keteer howled—mercifully, not for long. At the start of the war, the Atlanteans never
could have endured such carnage. Now they took it in stride, as sailors took the chance of being
drowned. It was a hazard of the trade, no less and no more.

Regardless of how calm and brave they were, one thing seemed only too clear to Victor. "We shan't
break into Croydon after al," he said bitterly. "God fling Habakkuk Biddiscombeinto hell for ever and
ever. May Satan fry him on ared-hot griddie for al eter-nity, and stab him with afork every so oftento
seeif hésdone.”

"Maybeit is happening even now," Blaise said. "Maybe he waskilled in the fight at the front."

"Maybe hewas. If God ismerciful, hewas" Victor said. "But then, if God were merciful, Biddiscombe
would have died of the pox long ago."

With no hope of seizing Croydon, Victor reluctantly pulled his men out of musket range. The English guns
kept banging away at them. But, by the same token, Atlantean riflemen picked off artillerists one after
another.

Victor looked back over his shoulder. They'd forced the red-coats out of their lines, forced them to give
up thefidld fortifica-tions on which they'd expended so much time and labor. It was avictory: no doubt
of that. If it wasn't quite the overwhelming vic-tory held wanted when he set thingsin mation... well, what
man thisside of Alexander or Hannibal or Julius Caesar won such an overwheming victory? For an
amateur genera with aformerly amateur army, held done pretty well.

Looking back over his shoulder aso reminded him how closeto sunset it was. His long-stretching
shadow, and his horse's, should have told him as much aready, but held had other things on hismind. He
wondered if he had the nerveto fight alarge night action, and regretfully decided he didn't.



"Well camp here," he ordered, and then, to sweeten it as best he could, he added, "Here, on the ground
wevewon."

DelaFayette favored him with asdute. Y ou accomplished amost everything you intended, Monsieur le
General," the French nobleman said. "It isgiven to few to do so much for their country.”

"I thank you," Victor replied, returning the sdute. "If only | could have done alittle more.”
That made the marquis smile. "A man who has much but wants moreislikely to acquireit.”
"I wanted it today," Victor said, and cursed Habakkuk Biddis-combe again.

Night brought only anervous, halfhearted break in the hodtil-ities. The redcoats a so encamped on the
held, not far out of gun-shot range. Men from both sides went out to rescue the moaning wounded and
plunder the sllent dead—and if afew wounded were suddenly silenced in the process, so what?
Englishmen and At-lanteans sometimes stumbled over one another in the darkness. They would grapple
or open fire—except when both sidesran away at once.

The redcoats seemed busier than the exhausted Atlanteans. Victor didn't need long to redlize why: they
weredigging ininfront of Croydon. Rising earthworks partly hid their fires. They would have amuch
shorter lineto hold now, even if they would adso have far fewer men with whom to hold it

When the sun rose again, Roya Navy shipsweretied up at Croydon's piers. They were only frigates, but
their guns out-weighed and outranged anything the Atlanteans could bring against them. If Croydon fell, it
would havetofdl by sege.

Chapter 22

"Damn the Englishmen!” Victor said when heid ridden around the redcoats new linesin front of
Croydon. "God butter them and Satan futter them, they dig like skinks."

"Comment?" inquired the Marquis de la Fayette, who'd ridden the circuit with him. "Like what do they
dg?'

"Likeskinks," Victor repeated. De la Fayette's question puz-zled him: the smile was common enough in
Atlantis. Then he de-cided it might be common only in Atlantis. He cast about for a European equivaent,
which he found after amoment: "Like moles, you might say."

"Ah. | see" The French nobleman did indeed ook enlight-ened. But then he asked, "What are these
Kinks?'

"Why, lizards, of course. Peculiar lizards, though—I will say that," Victor Raddliff answered. "They're
short and stout as lizards go. They have no eyes, but their front feet are broad and strong and their
tongues uncommonly long and clever. They dig through dirt after worms and bugs—only in summer in
these northern lands, but year-around farther south, where the westher stays milder. They can be pestsin
gardens or on well-mown lawns, on account of the furrowsthey leave."

"They do sound like moles," de la Fayette said, "save that they are of the reptile kind rather than being
furry. But has Atlantis no true moles?’

"No more than we have any other viviparous quadrupeds ex-cept bats," Victor replied. "We have now
the usua domestic beasts, and rats and mice plague our towns and houses. Deer and foxes course the
woods, along with wild dogs and cats. Settlers brought al those beasts, though: thiswas aland of birds
and scay things before they came.”



"And yet Terranova, beyond Atlantis, has an abundance of productions much like Europe's,” dela
Fayette said. "How could this be so?"

"Thefirs man who learnsthe truth there will write hisnamein large letters amongst those of the leading
savants of hisday," Victor said. "But what that truth may be, | have not the faintest idea. | am more
interested in learning how to winkle Genera

Cornwallis out of Croydon."
"Y ou do not bdieve we can sorm thisling?"

"Doyou?' Victor didn't like answering a question with aques-tion, but he wanted to find out what the
Frenchman thought

DelaFayette's shrug held a certain doquence. "It would be... difficult.”

Victor sghed. Steam puffed from his mouth and nogtrils: the day was chilly. "They do have good
engineers.” The new English line before Croydon took advantage of every little swell of ground. It was
aso far enough outside the town to keep Atlantean and French field guns from bearing on the harbor.
That meant the at-tackers couldn't keep the Roya Navy from resupplying Cornwal-lis. "Heaven only
knows wheat kind of butcher's bill well pay to bresk in."

"Onelarger than we should desire, without doubt,” de la Fa-yette said, and Victor could only nod glumly.
The marquis added, "Our best course, then, appearsto be to proceed by saps and paralels.”

Formal European siege warfare had had little placein Atlantis. Victor and Cornwallis had invested
Nouveau Redon, but they hadn't advanced towardsit aline at atime. Cornwallis clever engineers had
stopped the spring instead, which made the defenders abandon the town for a saly with scant hope of
SUCCESS.

"That will teke sometime," Victor said.
"Areyou urgently required el sewhere?' de la Fayette inquired.

"Well, no," Victor admitted. "But if the English choose to re-inforce their garrison while we dig, we shdl
have wasted consider-able effort.”

"Soweshdl. What of it?' delaFayette said. "We shall dso have wasted considerable effort—and just
as much time—if we merely encircle the English position. Better to do our utmost to force a surrender,
n'est-cepas?"’

"Mm," Victor Raddliff said. "When you put it that way—"

"How else would you have me put it?' the marquis asked. "And, once we have demonstrated to the
English commander that we are capable of making the approaches effecting a breach, how can he do
anything but surrender?”

"Isthat the custom in Europe?’ Victor said.

"Mogt assuredly,” delaFayette replied. " Continuing the battle after a breach is made would be merdly a
pointless effusion of blood, don't you think?"

"If you say s0," Victor replied. If de laFayette thought that way, Cornwallislikely would, too: they fought
in the same style Victor thought there were times when he would keep fighting aslong as he had one man



left who could aim amusket. But he was only an Atlantean bumpkin—in the eyes of Europeans, just a
short step better than a copperskin—so what did he know?

"l do say s0," dela Fayetteinssted.
"Sapsand pardles, then," Victor said, and the Frenchman nodded.

Sapsand paralelswere part of asoldier'sjargon. Even Victor Rad-cliff, who'd never used them or even
seen them used, knew of them. And they were dways mentioned that way: always sgps and pardlds,
never paraldsand saps.

Inthefield, though, the paradle dways came first. People could argue about the chicken and the egg, but
not about the sap and the parallel. One evening, under the profane direction of their engineers, French
soldiers began digging atrench aigned with the stretch of enemy works the army would eventudly assail.
That was how the parallel got its name.

The Frenchmen threw up the dirt they excavated on the Sde whereit would protect them from English
fire. At that range— four or five hundred yards—only alucky shot could hit anyone, but the game had its
rules. And, when the redcoats redlized what was going on, so many shotswould fly through the air that
some were bound to be lucky.

Realization came a sunrise the next morning. Cornwallis knew the same tricks as de la Fayette. They
might have sprung from different kingdoms, but it was asif they'd attended the same college As soon as
Cornwallis saw that growing parapet protect-ing the first pardld, he did what any other commanding
officer in his unpleasant position would have done: he started shooting &t it with everything he could bring
to bear.

Musketeers banged away. By the lead they expended, they might have been mining the stuff under
Croydon. Most of the bullets either fell short or thumped into the dirt of the parapet. A few, more likely
by luck than by design, just got over the top of the parapet and into the trench it warded. Wounded men
went howl-ing back toward the surgeons. One unfortunate fellow caught amusket bal in the sde of the
head and smply fell over, dead be-fore he hit the ground.

English field guns aso opened up on the parallel. The parapet swalowed some cannon balls, but others
got through. Some skipped harmlessly between soldiers. That was uncommon luck; acannon ball could
knock down three or four men, and too often did.

Cornwallis stayed busy back in Croydon, too. His men soon found or made mortars, asthe Atlanteans
had outside of Hanover. Mortars had no trouble at al throwing their shells over the para-pet and down
into the parallel. At least as often as not, that didn't matter. English fuses were as unreliable asthe ones
Victor Radcliffs artillerists used. Sometimes the mortar bombs burst in the air. Very often, they failed to
burgt at al.

Every oncein awhile, though, everything would go asthe ar-tillerigswished it would dl thetime. Then
the shell would go off just when the gunners had in mind, and the exploding powder would work afearful
daughter. But it didn't happen often enough to keep men out of the trench.

When thefirst parallel got long enough to satisfy de la Faryette's engineers, they—or rather, French
soldiers (and now Atlan-teans with them)—began digging a zigzag trench toward the English outworks: a
sap. Because of the way the sap ran, it was harder to protect than the paralel had been. More mangled
men went off to the surgeons. Some would get better after their ministrations—although a good many of
those, no doubt, would have got better without those ministrations. Others would get wounds that
festered, and would dowly and painfully waste away. So war was, so war had always been; so, asfar as



Victor Radcliff could tell, war would ever be,
"Arethe redcoats likely to sally?' Victor asked as the sap snaked closer to the enemy line.

"I don't think so, not yet," de la Fayette answered. "Look how much open ground they would haveto
cross before they could interrupt us. Our musketeers and your fine riflemen and the can-non would
daughter too many of them to make it worthwhile. When we draw closer... That may prove adifferent
dory."

Victor grunted. Like so many things de la Fayette said, the Frenchman's explanation made such good
sense, Victor wondered why he hadn't thought of it himsalf. Of course Cornwalliswould wait till they'd
dug another parale or two before trying to disrupt the excavations with hisfoot soldiers. Victor would
have done the same thing himsdif.

He rode back to a high point so he could survey Croydon and his harbor with his spyglass. The Roya
Navy frigates were gone, but severa tubby merchantmen had taken their place. Tiny in the distance even
through hislenses, stevedores carried sacks of grain off the ships and into the town. Victor swore under
his breath. Atlanteans and Frenchmen would have to break through the de-fensesin front of Croydon,
for they would never starve the redcoats out.

"No big gunsthere, then. No nasty warships, neither,” Blaise said when Victor gave him that bit of
intelligence. He added,

"Where did the Roya Navy go? When will it come back?"

"If I knew, | would tell you," Victor replied. "And, if you are about to ask me why the frigates set sall, |
aso know that not."

Blaise chuckled. "1 could have done that well mysdlf.”

"So could any man here," Victor said. " Perchance, those frig-ates may return. Or firgt-rate ships of the
line may taketheir place. Or, then again, the English may prove content with wallowing scows like the
ones now tied up in Croydon. They give Cornwallis and his redcoats their necessary victuas and, no
doubt, acopious supply of powder and lead.”

"They have been shooting enough of it," Blaise agreed.

"Too much!" Victor said. "Damn meif they have not. Well, we did not think thiswar would be easy when
we began it Mogt At-lanteans, | daresay, failed to believe we could win it"

"You did not dways believe that yoursdf," Blaise reminded him. ™Y ou went around preaching that we
must not lose, that so long as we stayed in the fight England would tire of it sooner or later.”

"l did?' Victor Raddliff had to think back to what now seemed very distant daysindeed. After asheepish
chuckle, he found him-self nodding. "I did, sure enough. It may yet cometo that, you know. Evenif we
best them here, the English can mount another invas on—if they have thewill to attempt it."

"What if they do?' the Negro asked.

Victor shrugged. "Wefight on. We stay in the field. We refuse to own oursel ves beaten, come what may.
Y ou see? The same song | sang before. We Radcliff’ s are a stubborn clan, say whatever else you will of
lB"

"Then you need someone stubborn enough to stay beside you," Blaise said, and tapped the chevrons on



hisarm. Smiling,
Victor dapped him on the back.

The second paralel. Asbefore, the soil went up on the side facing Croydon's defenses. Thistrench being
closer to the redcoats works, the Frenchmen and Atlanteans who manned it took more casudties. The
English artillerists got as good with their mortars as anyone could with those balky wegpons. The

bes egers dug sheltersinto the sides of the trench, and dove into them when the shells came hissing down.

Then it rained—not so hard asit had on the day when Victor's attack went awry, but hard enough. The
rain softened the dirt, which should have made digging easier. .. but who wanted to dig when he sank
ankle-deep in mud if hetried? The parapet in front of the trench displayed an aarming tendency to sag,
too.

Firing from the English trenches dackened, but it didn't stop. The redcoats had had plenty of timeto
strengthen their works while their foes dug. Some of their men fired from shelters ade-quate to keep their
powder dry. Some of their mortars till tossed hate into the air.

One shdll splashed down into a puddle that doused its fuse. "Drown, you son of abitch!" shouted the
closest Atlantean infan-tryman. Within aday, haf the Atlanteans were telling the story. So were aquarter
of delaFayette's French soldiers—it was easy enough to trandate.

Therain changed to deet, and the deet changed to snow. The ground went from too soft to work with
conveniently to too hard to work with conveniently, al in the space of acouple of days. At-lanteans and
Frenchmen shivered in huts and tents. No doubt the redcoats were chilly, too, but they had Croydon's
snug housesin which to lodge.

Watching smoke rise from chimneysin town, Victor said, "Sooner or later, they'll run short of firewood.”
"Soon enough to do us any good?' Blaise asked.

"I don't know," Victor admitted. "How much wood did they have before the siege began? How cold will
the winter be? How many of the Croydonites chattelswill the redcoats bum to keep from corning down
with chilblains?'

"Asmany asthey need to," Blaise said without hesitation.

"| shouldn't wonder," Victor said. Shivering Atlanteans would do the same—he was sure of that. Instead,
they had plenty of tim-ber close by. But wood freshly cut would smoke horribly when it went onto the
fire. That wouldn't stop his men from using it, but the soot would make them ook like Negroesif they
kept on for very long.

"We need more picks, fewer shovels," delaFayette said a cou-ple of days|ater. "We are chipping at the
ground more than dig-ging throughit."

"Well, soweare" Victor said. "Unless your blacksmithsfed like besting spadesinto picks—an
eventuaity of which the Good Book says nothing—I know not where we shdl come by them.”

"Off the countryside?" de la Fayette said hopefully.

"Good luck," Victor replied. "Maybe we can get afew. But un-lesswe pay well for them, our own
farmerswill start shooting at us from ambush.”

"They would not do that!" the marquis exclamed.



"Hal" Victor said, and then again, louder, "Ha!" That done, he proceeded to embellish on the theme:
"Y our Grace, chances are you know more about how they fight in Europethan | do. Y ou'd better. But |
promise you this—I| know more about Atlantean fanners and what they're likely to do than you've ever

imagined.”
"It could be. Very probably, it is. French peasants, however, would not behave s0," de la Fayette said.

"Next timel campaignin France, I'll remember that," Victor said. "For now, you need to remember
you're campaigning in Atlantis"

"l am not likely to forget it,” the French nobleman replied, tartly enough to suggest that, while he
conceded he wasn't lost on the trackless prairies of northern Terranova beyond the Greet River, he aso
didn't see himsdlf as being so tar away from those buffalo-thundering grasdands. After pausing just long
enough to let that sink in, he continued, " One reminder is the weather. How soon can we resume our
excavations, even if we obtain picks? Will we be ableto do so at al before spring?”

"Wadl, | don't exactly know." Victor held up ahand before de la Fayette could speak. "Nobody exactly
knows the westher—I understand that. But | don't even gpproximately know. | do not spring from this
part of Atlantis, and | have not spent sufficient time up here to have agood fed for what'slikely to
come."

"Some of your men will, though?' de la Fayette suggested.
"Can't hurt to ask," Victor said, and instructed one of his messengers.

Grinning, the youngster said, "1'd make my own guesses, Sir, but I'm from down in Freetown myself, so
they wouldn't be worth an a—" He broke off, flushing to the roots of his hair. "They wouldn't be worth
much, | mean. I'll go fetch somebody who was born around here." He dashed away asif his breeches
wereonfire.

Victor Raddliff stared sourly after him. Wouldn't be worth an Atlantean, the messenger hadn't quite
swalowed. When the Atlan-tean Assembly's own followers scorned the paper the Assembly issued. ..
When such athing happened, you knew that paper had lost more vaue than you wished it would have.

The messenger quickly returned with a sergeant who gave his name as Saul Andrews and who said, "'l
come from afarm about twenty milesfrom here. Never strayed far from it, neither, Gen-eral, not till |
picked up a musket and went to war with you." Sure enough, he used the flat vowels and muffled final fs
of aCroydon man.

"Good enough,” Victor replied. "How long do you expect this harsh cold spdll to last?"

Andrews glanced up at the sky. Whatever he saw there only made him shrug. "Wdll, now, gr, that'sa
mite hard to calculate,” he said. "If it'sahard winter, it could stay thisway till spring. I've seeniit do that
very thing. But if it's not so hard, well get some warm spells betwixt and between the freezes. Which I've
aso seen.”

"If you had to guess—?" Victor prompted.

Sergeant Andrews shrugged. "The good Lord knows, but He ain't told me. Only thing | can say is, we
got to wait and see.”

"All right, Sergeant. You may go," Victor said, siflingasigh.

Andrews departed with dmost as many signs of rdlief asthe mes-senger had shown afew minutes



earlier. Try as Victor would, he couldn't get angry at the man. Custis Cawthorne had tried using
barometer and thermometer—both of which held had to make himself—to foretell the weather. And
sometimes held been right, and sometimes held been wrong. Anyone who'd lived out in the open long
enough to grow up could have done aswell without fancy devices. So people delighted in telling
Cawthorne, too, till hefindly gave up and sold the meteorologicd instruments for what the glass and
quicksilver would bring.

"He does not know?' De la Fayette's English was imperfect, but hed got the gist.

"No, hedoesn't.” Thistime, Victor did Sigh. "I don't suppose anyone esewill, either. Ashe said, we just
haveto wait and see.”

"Very well." By theway delaFayette said it, it wasn't But even ayoung, headstrong nobleman
understood that a Power higher than he controlled the weeather. "We shall just have to be ready to take
advantage of the good and do our best to ride out the bad.”

Victor Radcliff set ahand on his shoulder. "Welcometo life, your Grace."

In due course, the paralle advanced again. Then ablizzard froze the ground hard asiron, and digging
perforce stopped. The wind howled down from the northwest. Snow swirled and danced. The redcoats
defensive works and their foes saps and parallels van-ished under a blanket of white.

Almogt everything vanished, in fact. While the storm raged, Victor had trouble seeing out to the end of his
arm. Hewondered if he could turn that to his, and Atlantis, advantage. Cornwallis men would have
trouble seeing, too. Attackers might be able to get very close to their works before getting spotted. If
anything went wrong as they approached, though. ..

Since he had trouble making up his mind, he held acouncil of war to see what his officers—and the
French, most of whom needed trand ation—thought of the idea. As he might have guessed, they split

pretty evenly.

"If anything goes wrong—even theleast little thing—you've spilled the thundermug into the stewpot,” one
major said.

"If things go the way we want them to, we walk into Croydon," a captain countered. Both those notions
had been in Victor's mind. His officers had as much trouble weighing them one againgt the other ashe
did.

"The glory of victory complete and absolute!” de la Fayette said enthusiagtically. Whether his officers
were or not, he was ready to attack.

He seemed 0 very ready, in fact, that he made "Baron™ von Steuben gtir. "We have in hand the game,”
the German veteran said. "With saps and paralels, sooner or later we are sureto win, or dmost. An
attack, even an attack in Schnee—ah, snow—and we al thisrisk. Why take the chance?'

"Only asnake could look at thingsin amore cold-blooded way," de la Fayette said—not quite theinsult
direct, but close. A touchy officer might have called him out for it.

Von Steuben only smiled and bowed. Do not down your nose at snakeslook, your Grace," he said.
"Therearein thisworld of them agreat many, and most of them seem uncommonly well fed.”

"| should rather fight like aman," de la Fayette said. "No one saysto on your belly crawl to the redcoats
linesand bitein the leg an English sergeant. Thisismore likely you than him to poison,” von Steuben
replied. The Atlantean officerslaughed right away. After the joke was trandated, so did most of the



Frenchmen. Even de la Fayette smiled. VVon Steuben went on, "Y es, you should like aman fight. But you
should dso like asmart man, not like some dumbhead, fight, isit not so?"

Fainly, de la Fayette wanted nothing more than to tell him it was not so. Just as plainly, the Frenchman
couldn't, not unless he wanted to make aliar of himself. All but choking on the words, de la Fayette said,
"ltisn.”

"Good. Very good." Von Steuben might have been patting a puppy on the head, not talking to his
nomina superior. "You can thingslearn. Give yoursdf achancelonger to live, and you will more things
learn.”

De la Fayette looked more affronted than von Steuben had when the French noble—the genuine
French noble, Victor reminded himsalf—called him cold-blooded. But &l von Steuben had ac-cused
him of was being young. Timewould curethat.... unless he did something foolish enough to get himsdlf
killed beforeit could.

The council of war went on awhile longer after the exchange between von Steuben and de la Fayette. As
Victor soon saw, though, men on both sides of the question were only kicking it back and forth in the
sametrack.

That l€ft it up to him. Well, it had always been up to him, but now he had to look the fact square in the
face. "Well wait," hesaid. "Well go on digging, as best we can. If matters develop dif-ferently from the
way we now expect... Wdll, in that case, chances are Croydon will see another blizzard before winter's

"Y ou took that German cochon's word over mine," de la Fayette said hotly asthe council broke up.

"I will take good advice wherever | canfindit," Victor replied. "He wasright: failure would cost more
than we can afford, whilst successis apt to come down without the attack, if rather more dowly."

"Areyou agenera or abookkeeper?'
"I've been both," Victor said. "Oneis not the opposite of the other.”

De la Fayette's response was funny, sad, and pungently ob-scene dl a once: very French, in other
words. Then he added, "I wish | could change your mind."

"A lot of people have said that down through the years," Vic-tor answered, with a shrug far more
resigned than the ones held got from Saul Andrews. "Not many of them have doneit, though. Raddliff’s
are good at going straight ahead or stopping short, not so good at turning.”

"Good at stopping short when you should go straight ahead,” de la Fayette observed, and walked off
with the last word if not with what he wanted.

Bright sunshine greeted Victor when he got up the next morn-ing. Squinting againg its glare off snow, he
knew his men would have got daughtered had they tried to storm the English works. Even had he agreed
to the attack the night before, he would have had to cdll it off now. Sometimes what aman wanted or
didn't want had nothing to do with anything: he smply had to make the best of the hand he got dedlt.

Victor set his men to shoveling snow out of the entrench-ments that worked toward the redcoats lines.
Once they'd thrown out enough so they could move around fairly fregly, they started hacking away at the
frozen ground. The pardld advanced again.

Cornwallis soldiers shoveled snow out of their trenches, too. They made it as plain asthey possbly



could that they wouldn't give up without afight. They went right on shooting at the diggersin the pardld.
Every s0 often, they hit somebody. Being able to go back to Croydon when they weren't on duty, they
had better quar-ters than the Atlanteans and Frenchmen investing their lines. English ships kept coming
into port, too, which meant the red-coats were bound to be better supplied than their foes.

But the English soldiers remained shut up in onetiny corner of Atlantis. Cornwallis didn't seem to think
they had the strength to break out againgt Victor'sarmy. If they could be beaten here, they would haveto
try some massive new invasion to makethewar goon. If...

In due course, the French engineers pronounced themsalves satisfied with the second paralel. A new sap
angled toward the English line. With muskets and mortars, the redcoats showed how little they
appreciated the compliment.

Then afresh snowstorm shrieked down from the north. The digging had to stop for severa days. Victor
Radcliff swore and fumed, but he could do no more about the weather than Blaise or Sergeant Saul
Andrews or any other morta. All he could do was hope the storm blew itself out before long—and hope
his troops stayed hedlthy long enough to let them attack the Englishmen. He could do no more about that
than he could about the wesather.

"At least the weather iscold," Victor said to Blaise. "There seem to be fewer sicknesses at this season
than in warmer times."

"What about chest fever?' the Negro retorted. "What about catarrh? What about tire—what do you call
it?2—the grippe?'

"Wadll, those are troublesome,” Victor admitted. "But | was thinking of fluxes of the bowels, and of the
plague, and even of smalpox and meades. They are seen more often in spring and summer—especialy
thefirgt two."

"They probably stay frozen in this snow and ice, the way mesat does." Blaiserolled his eyes. "Who would
have thought you could keep mest fresh aslong as you frozeit? In the country | come from, we have to
smokeit or sdt it or dry it or eat it right away. | never saw ice—I never imagined icel—till you white men
dragged me here.”

"Kind of you to admit iceisgood for something,” Victor said. "Y ou are not aways so generous.”

"If you could keep it in abox and useit for what it isgood for, that would befine," Blaise said. "When it
liesdl over the country-side and triesto freeze off your fingers and your toes and your prong, then that is
too much." His shiver was melodramatic and Sincere a the sametime.

"Wewill be warmer once we break into Croydon,” Victor said. "'l have said the same to the men
advancing the sap. | can think of nothing better calculated to inspire them to dig.”

"It would ingpire me, by the Lord Jehovah!" Blaise exclaimed. "But some of you white men like this
wegther. | have heard some of you say so. If you tell me now that these men are not mad, | will not
bdieveyou."

"l dsothink they are.” Victor could take it no further than that, as he knew too well. Some
Atlanteans—and some French-men, too—did relish winter for its own sake. He liked cold westher
himsdf, heliked coming in out of it, warming himsdf in front of aroaring fire, and Spping from aflagon of
mulled wine or flip, the tasty concoction of rum and beer. Spending much timein it was adifferent sory,
asfar as he was concerned.



Time dragged on. The sap moved closer to the redcoats line, which meant they sent al the more musket
balls and mortar shells and roundshot at the men digging it. Thethird parald would be very close indeed.
The sgp that led out from it would bresk into the English works. After that, and after aclash and ashow
of resstance, Genera Cornwallis could yield with honor.

He could, yes. But would he? In afight to the finish, his men had at least some hope of beseting the
Atlanteans and Frenchmen opposing them. Since heled the last English forcein Atlantis, mightn't he fedl
obligated to fight as hard as he could? If he did win, he kept the war alive.

Every time Victor tried to decide what Cornwallis would do, he came up with adifferent answer. The
English generd certainly was conscious of hishonor; Victor had seen that in the fight against the French
Settlers. Was he a so conscious of the political demands his position imposed on him? How could hefall
to be? And yet people weren't dways sensible or clever—far from it. There was no sure way to judgetill
attackers swarmed into the breach.

Then the Atlantean commander found something new to worry about, for a courier from Hanover
brought him aletter in ahand he found far too familiar. Hed never dreamt he would rec-ognize Marcel
Freycinet's script so readily. No matter what he'd dreamt, he did.

The letter was cheerful enough. Freycinet assured him that Louise was doing well, and that the dave and
her owner both an-ticipated her safe passage through birthing time. Take heart, Mon-sieur le Generd,
and be of good cheer, Freycinet wrote. Such things have happened since the days of Adam and
Eve. You have nothing to be ashamed of; rather, pride yourself on your virility.

Victor would have been happier to do that had any of the chil-dren Meg gave him lived to grow up. He
could not wish for Lou-ise's baby to die untimely... but neither could he wish his sole descendant to be
sold on the auction block like acow or asheep. Nor could he buy the child himsalf, not when doing so
would show hiswife hed been unfaithful.

That left... Victor burned Monsieur Freycinet's letter on the brazier in histent. It Ieft nothing he could
see. Nothing a al. He'd been scrabbling for away out since hefirst learned his bedwarmer was with
child. He had yet to find one, scrabble as hewould.

Since he couldn't do anything about what was going on far to the south, he threw his energy into the Sege
of Croydon. Even in the snow, he kept digging parties hacking away at the hard ground. A thaw came
just after New Year's Day. Asthelast one had, it turned saps and parallels into morasses and made

parapets dump.

No doubt the redcoats were smilarly discommoded. But their works were dready in place. They weren't
trying to extend them and trying not to drown at the sametime.

"Confound it, there has to be something between ground that's rock and ground that's soup!" Victor
complained.

"What you want for it to beis summer again,” Baron von Steuben said. "And soon enough it will be."
"It will be, yes, but not soon enough,” Victor said.

"For fighting? Maybe not. For anything ese... Summer comes sooner every year," the German said. "So
doeswinter."

He wasn't much older than Victor was himsalf, which didn't mean he didn't have apoint. Victor had
noticed the same thing himself. Y ears used to stretch out ddlicioudy ahead of him. Now each one seemed



shorter than its predecessor. Before he had time to get to know it, it disappeared. And once time was
gone, could even God call it back again?

Before long, Louisg'slight brown baby would be born. Before long, the boy—or would it be a
girl>—would be sold. Marce Frey-cinet would pocket considerably more than thirty pieces of silver.
Everyonewould be happy... except Victor, and probably thelittle child who was flesh of hisflesh.

Baron von Steuben said something. Whatever it was, Victor missed it. "Crave pardon?' he murmured.

The German pointed out to sea. "Here come more English ships," he repeated. "May the woodworms eat
them dl below the waterline.”

"That would be splendid,” Victor agreed. "Devil take meif those be not first-rate ships of theline, too.
From closein to shore, their guns may even reach the spot where we hope to breach Cornwallis lines. A
ball from along twenty-four-pounder can do horrid thingsto aman.”

"So can abdl from amusket," von Steuben said, which wastrue but had scant flavor to it. His hard,
weathered features folded into afrown. "1t does not seem asiif they hopetotieup.”

"Soit doesn't,” Victor replied. "I wonder why not."

"They have to be more stupid than you would expect, even from an Englishman,” von Steuben said.
Victor Radcliff wondered what kind of opinion General Cornwallis held about the German soldiers of
fortune from Hesse and Brunswick and other petty states who took King George's silver and fought for
England. Smilarly low?He wouldn't have been surprised.

He watched the men-of-war working their way toward Croy-don against mostly contrary breezes. When
all of them presented their broadsides to the town at the same time, a sudden mad hope caromed through
him. He ducked back into histent for the spy-glass. Aiming the long brass tube out into the Atlantic, he
drew out the dimmer part to bring the warshipsinto focus. And when he saw them clear...

When he saw them clear, he began to caper like afool, or like aman possessed. "They're French ships!”
he shouted. "French, | tell you! French!"

"Wassagen Se?' von Steuben demanded, though Victor didn't know how he could have made himsalf
any clearer. A moment later, al the shipsfired together. Tons of hot flying iron crashed down on
Croydon.

Chapter 23

It had snowed again, blanketing the ground with white. While the flakes flew, the French shipsrefrained
from bombarding Croy-don. Maybe they didn't want to shoot at what they couldn't see Victor Radcliff
didn't know how much differenceit made They'd aready gone along way toward smashing the town,
and started severd fires,

And they'd captured three English merchantmen that tried to sneak into Croydon under cover of the
snowfdl. It hadn't screened them well enough. The French ships of the line might not have wanted to fire
at Croydon through the swirling snow, but they weren't shy about shooting at the blockade-runners. All
the mer-chantmen struck their colorsin short order.

Somehow, the French warships must have won a battle against the Roya Navy out on the open sea.
Victor could imagine noth-ing e se that accounted for their presence here That wasn't quite amiracle from
On High, but it came closer than anything else held seen lately.



"Generd! Generd!" Severa excited men shouted outside histent. One outdid the rest: "An Englishman's
coming out with awhiteflag!"

"God blessmy soul!" Victor murmured. He hurried out to seefor himself, Blaise at hishedls.

The Atlanteans out there all pointed at once. Victor needed none of those outthrust index fingers. The
enemy soldier'sflag of truce might be scarcely visible against the snow on the ground, but his scarlet
uniform tunic stood out like spilled blood.

Too much blood spilled already, Victor thought. "Bring him to me at once," he ordered doud. " Show
him every courtesy. Unless | should be very much mistaken, thiswar is about to end here.” That was
plenty to send his own soldiers dashing off toward the parald closest to the enemy’'sworks.

By thetimethey got there, men dready in the paralel had taken charge of the redcoat. They offered him
no abuse; they too could see he had but one likely reason for coming forth. By the time held made his
way back through the trenches to Victor's tent, he had close to a company's worth of Atlanteansand
Frenchmen escorting him.

"You are Genera Radcliff, r?' he asked formdly, after lower-ing the flag of truce and delivering a
precise salute.

"None other,” Victor said. "And you would be... ?'

"Captain Horace Grimdey, Sir," the English officer replied. "Generad Cornwallis compliments, and he has
sent me to ask of you the terms you require for the cessation of hostilities between our two armies. Under
the present unfortunate circumstances'— he couldn't help looking out to sea, where the French warships
bobbed in the waves with their recent prizes—"he fed's we have no reasonable expectation of
successfully ressting theforcesin arms againgt us.”

"My compliments back to the generd, Captain, and to your-sdf aswell,” Victor said. "By al meanstdll
him that | am pleased to treat with you, and that the forces under his command have fought bravely and
wdl."

"Thank you. He told me you would show yourself to be agentleman.” By the way Grimdey spoke, he
hadn't believed aword of it. "And your termswould be... 7"

Victor had been thinking about them since the moment the French men-of-war appeared off Croydon.
"Y our men will stack their arms and surrender. Officers may keep their swords, in token of your brave
ressance.”

"A gentleman indeed," Cagptain Grimdey said under his breath.

"No surrendered soldier or officer will take up arms againgt the United States of Atlantisuntil he shall
have been properly ex-changed,” Victor continued.

"Agreed,” Grimdey sad.

"Wegpons excepted, men may keep one knapsack's worth of persona effects apiece,” Victor said.
"Property above that amount shall be reckoned spoils of war, and will be divided amongst At-lanteans
and Frenchmen in amanner we shdl determine. We shdl undertake to preserve your men'slives and the
aforesaid persona effects unharmed, so long as you continue to comply with the terms of the surrender.”

"Agreed," Grimdey repeated. But then he asked, "By ‘weap-ons,’ Sir, do you mean to include common
eating knives, dirks, daggers, and bayonets?'



"Upon surrender, your men will no longer need their bayo-nets, which will prove auseful accessonto
our own stocks." Vic-tor paused amoment to think. "They may retain knives with blades shorter than,
hmm, twelve inches. Isthat satisfactory to you?'

After hisown brief consderation, Captain Grimdey nodded. "It will do."

"Very well." Victor Radcliff’ s tone hardened. " One thing more: our promise of safety and property does
not gpply to the individu-als enrolled in what is commonly termed Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion. Those
men aretraitors againgt the United States of Atlan-tis, and shall be used accordingly.”

"Oh, dear. Genera Cornwallisfeared you would say some-thing to that effect, gir,” Grimdey replied. "He
ingructed meto tell you that Sngling them out for oppressive treatment isin no way acceptable to him.”

"No, eh?" Victor growled. "Why the devil not?!

"Because they are King George's subjects, in the same way as his Mgesty's other soldiersin and around
Croydon."

"They're Atlanteans. They'retraitors” Victor said. "Were General Cornwallis now besieging rather than
con-versely, you would al be reckoned traitors againg the king," Cap-tain Grimdey reminded him.

"Maybe so. And do you think he wouldn't single out redcoats who'd chosen to fight for the Atlantean
Ass=embly?' Victor said. "We have agood many of them in our ranks, including some of our best
drillmegters”

"| shouldn't wonder at that," Grimdey said. To the English eye, Atlantean soldiers till fell woefully short
on spit and polish: nothing Victor didn't already know. Cornwallis plenipotentiary went on, "My principal
will not permit any English subjectsto be unjustly mistreated.”

"They are Atlanteans" Victor said again. "They have given aid and comfort to the enemies of the United
States of Atlantis. They havetried tokill us. By God, gir, they have killed us, most recently at the sart of
thissiege. How can you—how can your commander-reckon them anything but traitors?*

"They are not traitorsto the king. Until thiswar began, adl At-lanteanswere, and saw themsdves as, his
Maesty's subjects. How can you condemn these men for holding to their prior alegiance?”

"Aha" Victor Raddliff amed afinger a him asif it were asharpshooter'srifle. | have you now! | might
be prepared to accept your claim for men who fought against us from the beginning. But you will know as
well asl, s, that Habakkuk Biddiscombe served in the army of the United States of Atlantis until,
dissatisfied with his progpects amongst us, he suddenly discovered an undying loy-alty to King George.
Heturned his coat, in other words. If that does not make him atraitor, | am hard pressed to imagine
what would. The same holdstrue for most of hisfollowers."

"Generd Cornwalis seesthe matter differently,” Grimdey said. "In hisview, these men were but
rediscovering their origind dlegiance.”

"That's pretty,” Victor said. "It means nothing, but it's pretty.

You gotdl him I want those men. If he should choose not to yield them, the Siege will continue until we
storm the breach. The can-nonading from the ships offshore will also continue. How long before famine
does our work for us?"

Grimdey hit hislip. He had no answer for that. Neither did Cornwallis, or he would not have asked for
terms. At last, the Eng-lish captain said, "May | beg atruce of twenty-four hours to take your words



back to my superiorsfor their consderation?”
"Certainly," Victor said. "But unlesstheir answer suitsme, | fear the conflict must continue.”

"l understand, Sir. Please accept my assurancesthat | wish with al my heart circumstances were
otherwise." With that, Cap-tain Grimdey took hisleave.

Naturdly, the line the Atlanteans and Frenchmen held around Croydon ran from seato sea. As nauraly,
some parts of it were held with greater force than others. The redcoats manned their line the same way.
They concentrated most of their strength against the saps and pardlels that brought their foes up closeto
their works. And Victor Radcliff likewise kept most of histroopsin and near those precious trenches.
Anything € se would have in-vited disagter.

Later, heredized he should have wondered when the redcoat asked for atruce stretching through the
night. But that was later. At thetime, the request seemed reasonable enough. Grimdey had refused a
condition Victor saw as essential. Cornwallis and hisleading officers might well need sometimeto decide
whether to yield up the men who'd fought so ferocioudy on their side.

For that matter, Victor felt he needed his own council of war. "If they ingst on our keeping Biddiscombe
and hismen prisoners of war like any other, how shal we respond?’ he asked his offi-cers. "Shdl we
dlow it for the sake of the victory, or shal we say we must have the villains heads?'

"L et the pigdogs go," Baron von Steuben said at once, "The surrender winsthe war. That isthe point of
the busness™

"We can win the war even if the redcoats don't surrender," an Atlantean retorted. " The redcoats wouldn't
ask for termsif they weren't at the end of their rope.”

"That's where Biddiscombe and his buggers ought to be—at the end of arope." Another Atlantean
officer twisted his head to one side, stuck out histongue, and did his best to make hiseyesbulge: a
gruesomely excellent imitation of ahanged man.

The laugh that rose in the tent held afierce, baying under-tone. Victor wasn't the only one there who
wanted Habakkuk Biddiscombe dead. But did he want Biddiscombe dead badly enough to makeit an
issue that might disrupt Cornwallis surren-der? Most of his officers certainly seemed to.

As councils of war had away of doing, this one produced more heet than light. Severa men had to get
between a captain who favored flaying Biddiscombe and sprinkling sdt on his bleed-ing flesh before
hanging him and amajor who thought letting him be trested as an Englishman was areasonable price to
pay for asurrender.

Wearily, Victor dismissed his subordinates. "What will you do, Generd?" one of them asked.
"Make up my mind comemorning,” he answered.
"Then why did you cdl the council ?* the man said.

"To learn whether | might be able to make up my mind to-night,” Victor told him. "But, as both Sdes
have strong argumentsin their favor, | need more time to decide what best serves us at this crucia hour.”

His officers had to be content with that. Muttering, they went off to their own tents. Victor turned to
Blaise. "The man in me wants to see Biddiscombe at the end of arope,” hesaid. "The gen-erd saysl
should do as von Steuben suggests and et him go for the sake of victory.”



"Chances are you get the victory anyway," Blaise answered.

"I know," Victor said. "But there's dso the chance that some-thing may go wrong if | delay. | know not
how badly those French shipsworsted the Roya Navy. If an English fleet should suddenly appear off
Croydon, al our work would of necessity commence again.”

"Not al of it," the Negro said. "We have got close to the red-coats line now. When we bresk in, what
canthey do?'

Victor Raddliff smiled. "Yes, thereisthat. Y ou know asmuch
of dege warfare these days as any Atlantean officer.”
"Morethan astupid nigger would, eh?' Blaise said, not with-out an edge to hisvoice.

"Do | maltreat you or reckon you less than aman because your skinisblack?' Victor asked. He waited.
At last, Blaise shook hishead. "All right, then,” Victor said. "Where, before you cameto Atlantis, would
you have learned of sapsand pardlels? It isnot amatter of stupidity, my friend—only inexperience. Set
me amongst your folk, and | should make the most useless of spearmen.”

"Ah." Blaise consdered that. "Yes, it could be. But you would be ableto learn.”
"l hope s0. Y ou have certainly learned agood dedl here,” Vic-tor said.
"Not dwaysthings| want to learn," Blaise said.

"I shouldn't wonder." Victor followed the words with ayawn. He stepped out of the tent and looked
over toward Croydon. Most windowsin the town were dark or showed only the dim sunset glow of
banked embers. Firdlight did pour from two or three buildings. In one of those, Cornwallisand his
officerswere proba-bly still hashing out what to do. Victor wished he could have been afly onthewall at
that conclave.

His breasth smoked. His ears Sarted to tingle. He would have been a chilly fly on the wall—he was glad
to duck back under can-vas. It wasn't warm insde the tent, but it was warmer.

"Youll degp onit, then?' Blaise sad.

"Yes, I'll degp onit." Victor nodded. "Maybe I'll be wiser come morning. Or maybe I'll seem wiser, at
any rate”

He pulled off hisboots and shed his hat Other than that, he lay down on the cot fully dressed. Even with
two thick woolen blankets, he was glad for every extrabit of cloth between him and winter. Would he
realy be, or at least seem, wiser after the sun came up? He could hope so, anyhow. He closed his eyes.
Before long, he dept.

"General! General!" Shouts pierced dreams of an earthquake. No, the world wasn't faling down around
him. Someone was shaking—had shaken—him awake.

It was dtill dark. "What's gone wrong?" Victor asked blurrily. Something must have, or they would have
left him donetill dawn.

"Therésfighting, Generd, over in the northeast, on the far sde of theline," answered the man who'd been
doing the sheking.

"A pox!" Victor groped for his boots, found them, and tugged them on. The far sde of Croydon from the



encampment was aso the weakest-held part of hislines. " Are the redcoats bresking out?" If they were
going to do it anywhere, they were most likely to try there.

"Somebody sureashdl is" the Atlantean soldier said.

Victor hurried outside. He could hear muskets boom from that direction, and could see muzzle flashes
piercing the night likefiercefireflies. Not al the booms came from muskets. Even a thisdistance, a
trained ear like his could tell pistol shots from mus-ketry. There were quite afew of them...

He suddenly thumped his forehead with the hedl of hishand. "Biddiscombe!" he exclamed, and it was as
much ahowl of self-reproach as anaming of the man likely leading that attack. " The Horsed Legion!”

What had been going on al night in Croydon? Why, Generd Cornwallisand his officersweretrying to
decide whether to throw Habakkuk Biddiscombe and histroop of horsemen over the side to keep the
French ships and the Atlantean and French armies from pounding them to jelly. Captain Grimdey had
inssted that Cornwallis would never abandon Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion. Buit if the redcoats would
never dbandon their loca dlies, why were they talking deep into the night about doing exactly that?

Why indeed?

Now, too late, Victor could read Habakkuk Biddiscombe's thoughts. If the English army changed its
mind and decided to give him and hismen to the rebel Atlanteans, they were dl asgood asdead. And if
the redcoats refused to cough up the Horsed

Legion and the rebel Atlanteans and the French broke into Croydon—which seemed dl too likely—he
and hisfollowers were also as good as dead.

Breaking out offered more hope than either of those chances. Or maybe Cornwallis had goneto
Biddiscombe and said something like, | wish things wer e otherwise, but they are asthey are. | have
no way to protect you. Flight seems your best hope. If you attempt it | shall look the other way
whilst you ready your selves.

Cornwallis was bound to deny any bargain like that. So was Habakkuk Biddiscombe. Victor doubted he
would ever be able to prove athing. But he could see the scenein hismind'seye dl the same.

"What do we do, sir?" asked the soldier who'd wakened him.
"Try to stop them, of course," Victor snapped.

But some of them would break through—no, some of them had aready broken through. Victor could
seethat by the places from which the gunfire was coming. They'd hit the weskest point in hisline, dl right.
Wasthat good generaship? Wasit fool luck? Or had someone gone over and told them where to strike?
Inafight likethis, with so much betraya on both sides, could you be sure of anything?

Victor was sure of one thing. "From this moment on, those men are outlaws, to be run down like wild
dogs. They will leave tracksin the snow. As soon aswe have light by which to follow them, we shal hunt
them to dedtruction.”

"What if the whole English army goes after ‘'em?’ the soldier said.

"Look at Croydon." Victor waved toward the town, which was quiet, and even darker now than it had
been before he went to bed. "Not the dightest sgn of that. No, it's Biddiscombe, trying to get away while
the getting isgood.”



And Cornwallis, glad to rid himself of an embarrassment, he added, but only to himsdf. He couldn't
prove that now. Odds were he would never be able to. Which didn't mean he didn't believeit, and didn't
mean he didn't regpect and even admire the English commander for so negtly disposing of his problem.

Captain Horace Grimdey gave Victor another of his precise sa-lutes. "General Cornwallis compliments
asbefore, sir, and he bids metell you no outstanding reason remains that he should not ac-cept the terms
of surrender you proposed yesterday."

"My complimentsto your commander in return,” Victor said. "Y ou may dso tdl him we havedain or
captured a good many members of Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion, and that we hopeto berid of every
one of thevillains beforetoo long. It was. .. conve-nient for your principd that they chose to decamp
under cover of darkness."

The English officer looked back at him with no expression whatever. "Generd Cornwalliswishesmeto
assure you that he had no prior knowledge of Colond Biddiscombe's intentions, and that neither he nor
anyone elsein our force assisted or abetted the Horsed Legion in any way."

"l bet he wants you to assure me of that!" Victor said.
"Do you presume to doubt hisword, sir?' Grimdey asked coldly.

"Damned right | doubt it," Victor answered. "Whether | doubt it enough to throw away the truce and tell
those French shipsto start firing again. .. That isanother story. Once weve disarmed your lot, well be
ableto send more of our men after Biddiscombe. With the war as good as won, not so many people will
careto hep or hidehim."

"It could be s0," Captain Grimdey admitted. Then he said, "'If you havetruly cast off hisMgesty King
George'srule, shal we now commenceto style you King Victor the First?"

"No," Victor said, and then again, louder, "No! We shall en-deavor to make do without kings from here
onout."

"Foolishness," Grimdey sad.

"Perhgpsitis. But it isour own foolishness, which isthe point of the matter,” Victor said. "And we
reckon it aworse one to owe attachment to a sovereign across the broad sea, a sovereign who knows
little of usand cares less, asovereign in whose Parliament we are suffered to have no members. Better
no sovereign a al, we think, than such asovereign asthat.”

He wondered if he would get through to the redcoat. But Captain Grimdey only shrugged. " Sometimes
it's better to have a king who pays you no heed than one who paystoo much. Look at Frederick of
Prussa—you can't walk into a backhouse there with-out paying aturd tax to some collector."”

Victor smiled. All the same, he said, "Better not to have to worry that the next King of England will take
after Frederick, then. And from this day forth, Captain, no King of England, good, bad, or indifferent,
shdl tell uswhat to do.”

"I cannot speak to thet, Sir," Grimdey said. "Have you the terms of surrender properly written out for me
to convey them to General Cornwalis?'

"l do," Victor said. "You will note | have lined through the provision pertaining to Biddiscombe's Horsed
Legion and ini-tided the ddetion. | should be grateful if Generd Cornwalis did likewise, dong with
sgning the document as | have done"



"Y our courtesy isappreciated,” Grimdey said. "If dl proves satisfactory to the generd, shdl we st the
forma ceremony of surrender for noon tomorrow? Should any questions arise before then, you may be
certain | shal come out to confer with you con-cerning them.”

"Noon tomorrow. That is agreesble to me" Victor held out his hand. After momentary hesitation, Captain
Grimdey shook it.

The Englishman a so sdluted after the handclasp. "When | came here, | never dreamt it would end this
way," he remarked.

"That isdwaystruefor onesidein awar,” Victor answered. "The United States of Atlantis no morewish
to be England's ene-mies than we wished to be her subjects. As equasin the comity of nations, one day
we may becomefriends."

"l supposewe may," Captain Grimdey said. "I doubt, however, whether it will be any day soon.” Having
won the last word if not the last battle, he took the surrender terms back into Croydon.

Victor Radcliff wore the best of histhree generd's coats and the better of histwo tricorns. Under the
tricorn, he'd even donned a powdered, pigtailed periwig for the occasion. His generd's sash stretched
from one shoulder to the other hip. On hisbelt swung the Atlantean Assembly's gold-hilted sword.

His men were drawn up in neat ranks outside of Croydon. They looked as spruce and uniform asthey
could. After long ser-vicein thefield, not al of them could boast clean breeches. Their green jackets
were of many different shades. Most of them woretricorns. A few, even in wintertime, had only farmers
straw hats. More than afew went bareheaded.

But they al had muskets, and most of them had bayonets. Thelong stedl blades glittered in the cold
sunlight. They might not be so degant as their English counterparts, but they'd proved they could fight.

Acrossthe way, the Marquis de |a Fayette had assembled the soldiers he'd brought from France. They
looked more nearly uni-form than the Atlanteans did. They'd proved themsdlvesin battle, too. Victor
waved to de la Fayette. The Frenchman returned the gesture.

Inside Croydon, church bells began to ring the hour. Victor had a pocket watch, which ran fairly well
when he remembered to wind it. At the moment, it was five minutes dow—or, possibly, Croydon's
clocks were five minutes fast. One way or the other, it hardly mattered. Generd Cornwalliswould have
no doubt that noon had come.

And he didn't. The redcoats formed on the frozen meadow in front of the town hal. Then, flagsflying and
band playing—at firgt faint in the distance but soon louder and louder—they marched toward the
assembled Atlanteans and Frenchmen.

"What tune are they playing?' Blaise asked in alow voice.

After cocking his head to one sde and listening for amoment, Victor answered, "l think it'scalled The
World Turned Upside Down."

"Isit?' The Negro grinned. "Well, good."

"Yes" Victor sometimes thought Blaise found white men's music as curious as anything else in Atlantis.
The songs Blaise had brought from Africa had different rhythms—not less complex

(infact, perhaps more s0), but undoubtedly different.



Then again, that so mattered little. Here came the English army. Asthe redcoats | ft their works and
came out into the open between the ranks of the Atlanteans and the French, the band fin-ished "The
World Turned Upside Down™ and started anew tune. Not the most musical of men, Victor needed a
moment to recog-nize " God Save the King."

Some Atlantean patriots had tried writing new words to the old music. Victor had heard severd different
versions, none of which heliked. Maybe one day someone would come up with new words that really
described what the United States of Atlantis stood for, what they meant. (And maybe that wouldn't
happen for awhile, because who could redly say right now what this untested country stood for?) Or
maybe amusician would find or make an-other tune better suited to this new free land in the middle of
the sea.

One morething Victor could worry about later, if heworried about it at al. He caught the Marquis de la
Fayette's eye again. At his nod, both commanders rode forward to meet Generd Corn-wallis, who was
also on horseback.

A bugle a the head of the English army blared out acall. A leather-lunged sergeant echoed it in words:
"All—hdt!" The red-coats did. Then the sergeant bawled another command, one that had no equivalent
inhorn cals " Stack—armd™

Half adozen muskets went into each neat stack Asthe sur-render terms had ordained, a bayonet topped
each Brown Bess. A fair number of Atlantean soldiers till carried hunting gunsthat couldn't even take a
bayonet. Thelongarmswould definitely strengthen the new nation's arsend.

AsVictor and de laFayette drew near, Generd Cornwallis sa-luted each of them in turn. The English
commander was not far from Victor's age. He looked older, though, or perhaps only wearier.

"Good to seeyou again,” Victor said.

"Andyou," Cornwalisreplied. "Youwill, | trugt, forgive mefor saying | wish we were meeting once
more under different circumstances.”

"Of course." Victor nodded. "I do not believe you've made the acquaintance of the French commander.”
Heturned to de la Fa-yette and switched languages. "Monsieur |e Marquis, | have the honor of
presenting to you the English genera, Charles Cornwalis"" Back to English: "Generd Cornwallis, hereis
the Marquis de la Fayette, who leads our ally's soldiers.”

"A privilegeto meet you, your Grace," Cornwalis said in ac-cented but fluent French. ™Y our army played
no small part inlead-ing to... to the result we see here today." He didn't care to come right out and say
something like in leading to our defeat. Well, he could beforgiven that. What man living didn't try to put
the best face he could on misfortune?

"I thank you for your kind words, Generd," dela Fayette said in English. Sitting his horse dong with the
middle-aged Atlantean and English commanders, he seemed even more outrageoudly young than he redlly
was. Returning to French, hewent on, "I have never seen English soldiersfight lessthan bravely.”

"Kind of you to say so, sr—very kind indeed," Cornwallis murmured. He turned back to Victor. "When
you winkled us out of Hanover: that's when things commenced to unravel, dammit.”

"Yes, | think s0, t00," Victor said. "Hanover is our windpipe, so to spesk. After we got your hands off it,
we could breathe freely once more."

"Just s0." Cornwallis stared out to sea at the line of shipsfly-ing King Louis fleurs-de-lys. "And who



could have dreamt the Roya Navy would let usdown? That | might lose on land isone thing. But the
navy hasturned back dl corners since the damned devil Dutchmen back in the last century.”

The pirates of Avalon had dso given the Roya Navy dl it wanted and alittle more besides. Victor
remembered Red Rodney Radcliffe far more fondly than his own clipped-e Radcliff grest-grandfather
had ever thought of the pirate chieftain—he was sure of that. In daysto come. Red Rodney might yet be
reckoned asymbol, a harbinger, of Atlantean liberty. At thetime, William Raddliff had consdered his
own unloved and unloving cousin nothing but a God-damned bandit. HEd been right, too. Symbols and
harbin-gers were best viewed at a distance of agood many years.

Cornwallis cough brought Victor back to the here-and-now. The English genera reached for his sword.
"If you want this—"

"No, no." Victor held up ahand. "As| said in the terms of sur-render, you and your officers are welcome
to your weapons. Y ou certainly did nothing to disgrace them." But he couldn't help add-ing, "Except,
perhaps, by seeking to harbor Habakkuk Biddis-combe and his band of cutthroat traitors."

"Oneddesvillainisthe other's hero,” Cornwallis answered. "We were comradesin arms once, you and
|, againg the marquis kingdom. Had things gone differently, you would be the man blamed for turning his
coat, not Biddiscombe."

"Had things gone differently, Atlantis might bejoined to the Terranovan mainland, or even to the
European,” Victor said. "In either of those cases, we would not be here discussing how things might have
gonedifferently.”

Cornwallis smilewas sad. "'l find mysdlf in apoor position to disagree with you." Ashe spoke, hismen
went on stacking their muskets. After surrendering them, the redcoats stepped back into line. Benesth
their professiona impassivity, Victor saw fear. With-out wegpons, they were a their enemies mercy. He
would have cared for that no more than they did. But that cup, at least, had passed from him.

Far off in the distance, gunshots rang out. Regardless of this surrender, men from Victor's cavary went
on pursuing Biddis-combe's Horsed Legion. If Biddiscombe's men rode far enough and fast enough,
some of them might get away. Odds were some of them would. Victor hoped his own followers would
beat those odds and hunt down every last one.

"How soon do you think we shal be sent back to England?’ Cornwallis asked.

"Word of your surrender will haveto crossthe Atlantic,” Vic-tor said. "After that, it depends on how
soon his Mg esty's government sends ships hither to transport you, and on wind and wave. On wind and
wave, your guessis as good as mine. On his Mg es-ty's government, your guess should be better than
mine."

"I suspect you credit me with morethan | deserve," Cornwa-lissaid. "That his Mgesty's government
worksis not to be denied. How it works... isnot aways given to mortal men to know."

"When the ships come to repatriate you, they will be most welcome: thet, | promise,” Victor said. "And |
hope they will also bring representatives of King George's mysterious government so we can cometo
termswith it once for al and take our recognized place amongst the nations of the earth.”

"And aso so that peace may be restored between the king-doms of England and France,” dela Fayette
added in French. Hed followed the interchange in English between Victor and Cornwal-lis, but preferred
to comment in hisown language.



"Yes, that will aso be necessary,” Victor agreed, switching to French himsdlf. "France's aid to our cause,
both on land and at sea, was most significant.”

"Y ou would never have won without it," Cornwalis said.

"There again we gtray into might-have-beens” Victor said. "Do you believe his Mgesty's government
would have been pre-pared to put up with twenty years of raids and ambushes? Would it not eventualy
have decided Atlantis was arunning sore, more costly of men and sterling than it was worth, and gone off
and |eft usto our own devices?'

"After twenty years of such annoyances, it might well have done so," Cornwallis answered. "But your
own followers aso might well have given up the war as abad job long before that, had they seen no
more immediate prospect of victory."

Since that had always been Victor's greatest fear about having to resort to guerrillawarfare, he couldn't
very well cdl hisbeaten foealiar. Instead, he gruffly repeated, "Might-have-beens,” and let it go at that.

"Onething more," Cornwallis said, some anxiety in hisvoice: "Now that we passinto your hands, | trust
you will be ableto vict-ua us until such time aswe return to the mother country?*

"Well manage." Victor knew he till sounded gruff. He half-explained why: "1 fear it won't be boiled beef
one day and roast capon the next. Our commissary cannot come close to that, even for our own men.
But your troopswill go no hungrier than we do ourselves—on that you have my solemnword.”

Cornwallis glanced over toward the Atlantean ranks. "Y our soldiers are leaner than mine, asa generd
rule, but | own that they are not famished. Very wdll, ar. If we must tighten our belts, so beit. | know
that, when you give your promise, heto whom you giveit may rely onit."

"They are good men, the Atlanteans: better even than | ex-pected before | came here,”" de la Fayette
sad, againin French. "Meaning no disrepect to you, Generd Cornwallis, but your country wasfoolishin
the extreme in not doing everything it could to retain their affection and Loyalty."

"It could be that you have reason," Cornwallisreplied in the same tongue. " Or it could be that nothing we
might have done would have retained them. If afolk isdetermined to rise up, rise up it will, regardliess of
whether it has good cause.”

Victor hadn't wanted to lead Atlantisinto rebellion against England. But plenty of prominent Atlanteans
had, among them men as eminent as | saac Fenner and Custis Cawthorne. And Eng-land hadn't done
everything it could to conciliate them—not even close.

All of which waswater over the dam now. "No matter what we might have been, we are the United
Statesof Atlantis' hesaid.

"And we shal see—theworld will sse—what comes of that."
Chapter 24

Spring in Croydon. Some but not dl of the robins had flown south for the winter. All the birdsthat had
were back now, hop-ping and singing and digging worms from the thawed ground. General Cornwallis
was amused when Victor Radcliff named them. "Not my notion of robins," the English general declared.

"Yes, | know," Victor answered equably; held heard the like from Englishmen before. " Soon enough,
you'll have your own lit-tle redbreasts back again.”



Even as he spoke, redcoats filed aboard the shipsthe Roya Navy had sent to bring them home from
Atlantis. Many of them were thinner than they had been when they stacked their mus-kets. But none had
garved. They might have been hungry, but he knew the difference between hunger and hunger .

So did Cornwallis. "Y ou have met the obligation you set your-self,” he said. "No one could have treated
captured foesmorefairly.”

"For which | thank you," Victor said. "We have no wish to be your enemies, as| tell Englishmen
whenever | find the chance. So long as your country no longer seeksto imposeitswill on ours, | hope
and trust we can become friends."

"May it be 0," Cornwallisanswered. "But you must work that out with the learned commissioners
digpatched from Lon-don, not with me. | have no authority to frame apeace; minelies—or, | should say,
lay—solely inthe military sphere”

Victor wasn't sure how much authority in the political sphere he had himsalf. Hed begun talks with King
George's peace com-missioners, but hed had to warn them that the Atlantean Assem-bly might
supersede him at any moment. So far, the Assembly hadn't seen fit to do so. Back in Honker's Mill,
everyone still seemed amazed the United States of Atlantis had emerged victori-ous. Victor cast no
aspersions on the Conscript Fathersfor that. He was more than alittle amazed himsdlf.

"Havel your leaveto take ship?' Cornwallis asked formally.

"Y ou know you do," Victor said. "Thisisnot your firgt vist to Atlantis. | hope one day you may come
back here in peacetime, the better to see how this new experiment in liberty progresses.”

"| should like that, though | can make no promises," Corn-wallissaid. "Asasoldier, | remain at his
Majesty's beck and call-provided he caresto call on asoldier proved unlucky inwar."

"Wl | am smilarly a the service of the Atlantean Assembly,” Victor said.
"True." Cornwalis nod was glum. "But you are not Smilarly defeated.”

He sketched asdute. Victor held out hishand. Cornwallis clasped it. Then, dinging aduffel bag over his
shoulder, the Eng-lish generd strode toward the pier and marched down it with his men. Boarding the
closest English ship, he made hisway back to the poop. He would have a cabin there, probably next to
the cap-tain's. And, aboard ship, he would no longer get his nose rubbed in Atlantean egditarianism. He
was agood felow, but Victor doubted he would missit.

A horseman trotted up. "Genera Raddliff, Sr?
"Yes?' Victor nodded. "What isit?"
"Letter for you, Sr." The courier handed it to him and rode away.

Victor eyed the letter asif it were amortar shell with the fuse hissing and about to explode. He kept
waliting for orders from the Atlantean Assembly, and kept dreading the kind of ordersthe As-sembly
might give

Hewould go on waiting awhile longer. The letter was not ad-dressed in the preternaturally neat hand of
the Assembly's secre-tary. Nor wasit bedizened with the red-crested eagle the Assembly had taken to
usngonitssed.

That did not mean the missve bore good news. It also did not mean hefailed to recognize the script in



which it was addressed. He had his doubts about whether he wanted to hear from the At-lantean
Assembly. If only he could forget hed ever heard from Marcel Freycinet, he would have been the
happiest man in the newly freed, ecstatically independent United States of Atlantis. So hetold himsdif,
anyhow.

Which didn't mean he hadn't heard from Freycinet. He flipped the sedl off the letter with histhumb. It lay
not far from hisfeet. As he unfolded the paper, alittle brown sparrow hopped over and pecked a the
wax. Finding it indigestible, the bird flut-tered off.

Victor feared he would find the letter's contents just asindi-gestible. Freycinet wasted no time beating
around the bush. | con-gratulate you, hewrote. You are the father of a large, squalling baby boy.
Louiseis also doing well. She has asked that he be named Nicholas, to which | am pleased to
assent. | pray God will allow himto remain healthy, and mat he will continue to be an adornment
for my household. | remain, sir, your most obedient servant in all regards... Hisscribbled sgna-ture
followed.

"A son," Victor muttered, refolding the sheet of paper. A son somewhere between mulatto and
quadroon, born into davery! Not the offspring held had in mind, which was putting it mildly. And if
Marce Freycinet chose, or needed, to sell the boy (to sl Nicholas Raddliff, only surviving son of Victor
Radcliff—hailed as Liberator of Atlantis but unableto liberate his own offspring)... well, he would be
within hisrights

Suddenly and agonizingly, Victor understood the Seventh Commandment in away he never had before.
God knew what He was doing when He thundered against adultery, al right. And why? Not least, surely,
because adultery complicated men'slives, and women's, in ways nothing el se could.

A bird caled. It was only one of the robins whose Atlantean name General Cornwallis and other
Englishmen so disdained. All the same, to Victor's ear it might have been a cuckoo. HeEd hatched an egg
inanest not hisown, and now he had to hope other birds would feed and care for the fledgling as it
deserved.

Someone's soles scuffed on the dirt beside him. He looked up. There stood Blaise. The Negro pointed at
theletter. "Isit from the Assembly?!

"No." Victor quickly tucked the folded sheet of paper into a breeches pocket. "Merely an admirer.”
Blaiseraised an eyebrow. "An admirer, you say? Have you met her? Is she pretty ?!

"Not that sort of admirer.” At the moment—especidly at this moment—that wasthe last sort Victor
wanted.

"Wheat other kind isworth having?' Blaise asked. When away from Stella, he could il think like that,
since he hadn't got Roxanne with child—and since he didn't know Victor had impregnated Louise.

"l sad nothing of whether this one was worth having," Victor answered, warming to histheme: "Thisisa
fellow who, having read the reports of our fina campaign in the papersin Hanover, isnow convinced he
could have taken charge of our army and the French and won more easily and quickly and with fewer
casudtiesthan wedid. If only he wore gilded epaulets, he says, we should have gained our liberty year
beforelast.”

"Oh. Oneof those" Blaise sad. Thelie convinced him al the more readily because Victor had had
severd red lettersin that vein. A startling number of men who'd never commanded soldiers—and who
probably didn't know how to load a musket, much |ess clean one—were convinced the art of generaship



suffered greatly be-cause circumstance forced them to remain netmakers or potters or solicitors. Victor
and Blaise were both convinced such men un-derstood matters military in the same degree as ahonker
compre-hended the calculus.

I'm afraid 0," Victor said.

"Well, if you waste the time and ink on an answer, by al meanstdl him | think he'sadamn fool, too,"
Blaise said, and took him-sdf off.

"If I do, | shdll,” Victor answered—a promise that meant noth-ing. He reached into his pocket and
touched the | etter from Frey-cinet. However much grief hefdt, it remained aprivate grief. And the last
thing he wanted—the very last thing—wasthat it should ever become public.

Dickering with the English commissioners hel ped keep Victor from brooding too much over thingsin his
own life he could not help. Richard Oswald was a plain-spoken Scotsman who served as chief negotiator
for the English Secretary of State, the Earl of Shelburne. His colleague, David Hartley, was a member of
Parlia-ment. He had a high forehead, a dyspeptic expression, and a shoulder-length periwig of the sort
that had gone out of fashion when Louis XTV died, more than haf acentury before.

Most of the negotiations were straightforward enough. The English duo conceded that King George
recognized the United States of Atlantis, separately and collectively, asfree, sovereign, and independent
dtates. He abandoned dl claimsto govern them and to own property in them.

Settling the borders of the new land was smilarly smple. The only land frontier it had wasthe old one
with Spanish Atlantisin the far south, and that remained unchanged. One of these days, Victor suspected,
his country would take Spanish Atlantis for its own, either by conquest or by purchase. But that time was
not yet here, and did not enter into the present discussions.

"There'd be more of ato-do over who owned what and who claimed what were you part of the
Terranovan mainland,” Oswad remarked in aburr just thick enough to make Victor pay close a-tention
to every word he said. The comment reminded Victor of hisbyplay with Cornwallis at the surrender
ceremony. Oswad went on, "Asthings are, though, ocean dl around keeps us from fashin' ourselves
unduly.”

"So it does," Victor said, hoping he grasped what fashin' meant.

They disposed without much trouble of fishing rights and of the due rights of creditors on both sidesto
get the full amount they had been owed. Then they cameto the sticky part: the rights remaining to
Atlanteans who had stayed loyd to King George. That particularly grated on Victor because Habakkuk
Biddis-combe and a handful of hismen remained at large.

At last, David Hartley said, "L et them be outlaws, then. But what of the plight of the thousands of
Atlanteans who never bore arms against your government but till groan under expulsonsand
confiscations? | fear | see no parallel between the two cases.”

That gave Victor pause. How could he say the Englishman's complaint held no justice? Sowly, he
answered, "If these one-time loydists are willing to live peacefully in the United States of Atlantis, and to
accept the new nation's independence, something may perhaps be done for them.”

"Why do you adlow no more than that?' Hartley pressed. "L et your Atlantean Assembly pass the proper
law, and proclaim it throughout the land, and al will be asit should.”

"If only it were S0 Smple,” Victor said, not without regret.



"Whereforeisit not?' Hartley asked.

"The Assembly chooseswar and peace for al Atlantis. It treats with foreign powers. It coins specie. It
arranges for the dealings of the Atlantean settlements—ah, states—one with another,” Victor said. "But
each state, within its own boundaries, retains its sover-eignty. The Assembly has not the authority to
command the sev-erd statesto treat the loyaists within 'em thus and so. Did it make the attempt, the
dates Assemblies and Parliaments and Legida-tures would surely rise againgt it, reckoning itsimpositions
astyr-annousasal Atlantis reckoned King George's.”

"Thisisnot government,” Richard Oswad said. "Thisis|u-nacy let loose upon the world.”

Although inclined to agree with him, Victor knew better than to admit as much. He spread his hands. "It
iswhat we have, sir. | do not intend to touch off acivil war on the hedls of the foreign war just past.”

"Lunacy," Oswald repeated. He seemed more inclined to wash his hands of the United States of Atlantis
than to spread them.

But his colleague said, "Perhaps thereisamiddle ground.”
Oswald snorted. "Between madness and sanity? Give me leave to doubt.”

"How would thisbe?' David Hartley said. "L et the Atlantean Assembly earnestly recommend to the
governing bodies of the re-spective statesthat they provide for the restitution of estates, rights, and
properties belonging to those who did not take up arms againgt the United States of Atlantis. Thiswould
be congs-tent not only with justice and equity but also with the spirit of conciliation which on the return of
the blessings of peace should universdly prevail."

Victor Raddcliff suspected hotheads in the Atlantean Assembly would damn him for a soft-hearted
backdider for making an ar-rangement like that. He also suspected the states governing bodies might not
care to heed the Atlantean Assembly's recommendations, no matter how earnest they were. But amild
occupation of French Atlantis had gone well on the whole, where aharsh one might have sparked
festering rebellion. He didn't nod with any great enthusi-asm, but nod he did. "Let it be s0."

"Capita!" Hartley wrote swiftly. "I believethis conveysthe gist of what | said. Isit acceptableto you?'
Victor read the proposed article. He nodded again. "It is.”

"By the same token, then, there should be no further confiscations—nor prosecutions, either, for that
matter—because of past loydlties," Richard Oswad said. " Any such proceedings now in train should also

be stopped.”

"l will agreeto that, provided it also appliesreciprocaly,” Vic-tor replied. "England should not prosecute
any Atlanteansin her territory for preferring the Assembly to theking.”

Oswald looked asif hed bitten into an unripe persmmon. But David Hartley nodded judicioudy. "That
seemsonly far,” he said. With his own countryman willing to yield the point, Oswad grumbled but did
not say no.

Termsfor the evacuation of English troops had aready been worked out between Victor and Genera
Cornwadlis. It remained but to incorporate them into the treaty. The English aso under-took not to
destroy any archives or records. Quite afew docu-ments had dready gone up in flames, the better to
protect informers and quiet collaborators. Well, the Atlanteans had burned their share of papers, too. But
enough was enough.



"One other point remains," Victor said. "Operations of which we here know nothing may yet continue
againg Avdon, New Mar-sdille, or the smaler towns of the west coast. In case it should hap-pen that
any place belonging to Atlantis shal have been conquered by English arms before word of thistreaty
arivesin those parts, let it be restored without difficulty and without compensation.”

The English commissioners looked at each other. They both shrugged at the sametime. "Agreed,”
Oswdd sad. Again, David Hartley wrote down the clause.

After hefinished, he asked, "Is your west coast as savage as the savants say ?"'

"It issparsdly settled, though Avalon makes afar-szed town,” Victor answered. "The truly empty region
istheinterior between the Green Ridge Mountains and the Hesperian Gulf. Itsday will come, | doubt
not, but that day is not yet here."

"Will it comeinour lifetime?' Hartley asked.
"l can hope s0," Victor said. "I must admit, | don't particularly expect to seeit.”

"Shall we proceed?’ Richard Oswald said. "Does anything more need to go into thistreaty?' He waited.
When neither his countryman nor Victor said anything, hewent on, "Then let it go into effect wheniitis
ratified by Parliament and by the Atlantean Assembly, said ratification to take place within sue months
unless some matter of surpassing exigency should intervene.”

"Agreed,” Victor said. He shook hands with both Englishmen.
"| shal giveyou acopy of thearticles," David Hartley said.

"For which I thank you kindly," Victor replied. Amazing how defeet in thefidd inclined England toward
sweet reason. He bardly kept himsdlf from clapping hishandsin glee. No one now, not King George and
not the Emperor of China, either, could claim the United States of Atlantis had no rightful place among
the na-tions of the world!

Victor was |odged above a public house called the Pleasant Cod. The place had been open for business
for upwards of a century; by now, very likely, every possible jest about its name had been made. That
didn't keep new guests from making those same jokes over again. Only the glazed look in the taverner's
eyekept Victor from exercisng hiswit at the Cod's expense.

He—or rather, the Atlantean Assembly—was paying for hislodging. One of the principal grievances
Atlantis had againgt Eng-land was the uncouth English practice of quartering troops on the citizenry
without so much as a by-your-leave—and without so much as afarthing's worth of payment. And if the
taverner gouged him for the room. .. well, Atlantean paper <till wasn't closeto par with sterling.

Someone pounded on the door in the middle of the night, Victor needed amoment to come back to
himself, then another to remember where he was and why he was there. He groped for the fine sword
from the Atlantean Assembly. In these days of gun-powder, generalsrarely bloodied their blades on the
battlefield. But the sword would do fine for letting the air out of arobber or two.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Whoever was out in the hal really wanted to come in. People in other rooms swore
at theracket. Victor had no trouble hearing every angry oath through the thin walls.

"Who'sthere, dammit?' he cdled, bladein hisright hand, the latch in hisleft. He wasn't about to open it
till he got an answer he liked.

He made the knocking stop, anyway. "Isthat you, Victor?' avoice inquired. A familiar voice?



"No," hesaid harshly. "I am the Grand Vizier of the Shah of Persa" He would have assumed a Persan
accent had he had the faintest notion of what one sounded like.

Someone dese spouted gibberishinthe hdl. For dl Victor knew, it might have been Persan. It was
beyond adoubt Custis Cawthorne. Victor threw the door open. "I thought you were still in France!” he
exclamed.

"Hisship put in at Pomphret Landing," 1saac Fenner said. "We\ve ridden together from there to Croydon
to seeyou.”

"Perhaps not quite so much of you asthis" Cawthorne added. Victor looked down at himsdlf inthedim
light of the hdlway lan-tern. All he had on were alinen undershirt and cotton drawers.

"l was adeep,” he said with as much dignity as he could mus-ter. "Y ou might have waited till morning to
cometocal."

"That'sright! Y ou bloody well might have, you noisy bug-gers" someone else yelled from behind a
closed door.

Victor ducked back into hisroom. After some fumbling, he found the candle stub that had lighted hisway
up the gairs. Helit it again at the lantern. Then he made agesture of invitation. "Well, my friends, aslong
asyou are here, by dl meanscomein.”

"Yes—go in and shut up!" that unhappy man shouted.
"We should havelet it wait till morning,” Cawthorne said as Victor shut the door behind them.

Hislittle bit of candle wouldn't last long. Then they could e-ther talk in the dark or go to bed. "Why
didn't you?' he asked.

"Because what we came for istoo important,” |saac Fenner answered stubbornly. The dim, flickering
light only made his ears seem to stick out even more than they would have anyway.

"Andthatis... ?' Victor prompted.
"Why, to finish negotiating the treaty with the English com-missioners... Confound it, what's o funny?*

"Only that | reached an accord with them this afternoon,” Victor answered. "I the Atlantean Assembly
should decide the said accord is not to itsliking, it is welcome to change matters to make them more
satisfactory. And, should it chooseto do so, | shdl retire oncefor dl into private life with the greatest
delight and relief imagineble.”

Cudtis Cawthorne burst out laughing, too. "All thisrushing might have been avoided with afaster start,”
he observed. "But then, that proves true more often than any of us commonly caresto contemplate.”

Fenner, implacable as one of the Three Fates, held out hishand to Victor. "Kindly let me seethis
so-called agreement.”

"No," Victor said.

Shadows swooped across Fenner'sface as it sagged in sur-prise. "What?' he sputtered. "Y ou dare
refuse?’

"Tooright, | do," Victor answered. "God may know what mis-erable hour of the night it is, but, not being
inclined to fumble out my pocket watch, | havent the faintest notion. | am certain the treaty will keep till



daylight. For now, Isaac, shut up and go to bed.”

"But—!" Fenner seemed about to explode.

"Isaac..." Cusgtis Cawthorne spoke hisfriend's namein avoice full of gentle, amused melanchaly.
"What isit?" Fenner, by contrast, snapped like the jaws of a stedl trap.

"Shut up and go to bed. | intend to." Asif to prove as much, Cawthorne shrugged out of his coat and
began undoing the tog-gles on histunic.

His colleague's face was a study in commingled amazement and fury. Fenner'sred hair warned of his
temper, asalight on alee shore warned of dangerous rocks. But then the Bredestown Assembly-man
aso started to laugh. "All right, dl right—just asyou please. | seethere are two bedsin the room. Who
shdl havewhich?'

"Thisoneismine." Victor pointed to the unmade one, in which hed been deeping. "The two of you may
share the other, thisbeing the price you pay for disturbing mein so untimely afashion.”

Isaac Fenner looked ready to argue about that, too. Cawthorne, by contrast, took off his shoes.
Grunting, he bent to reach under the bed Victor had designated. He picked up the chamber pot that sat
there. "'l trust you gentlemen will excuse me..." he said, po-litely turning his back. When held finished, he
presented the pot to Fenner. "'lsaac?'

"Oh, very well." Fenner used the pot while Cawthorne lay down and made himself comfortable. Victor
sretched out on his own bed. Blaise wasin the servants quarters downstairs. Chances were the Negro
was adeep right this minute, too. Victor wished he could say the same.

"You'd better hurry up,” hetold Isaac Fenner. "This candle won't last much longer.” Sure enough, it
guttered and almost went ot.

Fenner got into bed. The ropes supporting the mattress creaked under hisweight. "Good night,
sweetheart,” Custis Caw-thornetold him, asif men didn't deep two or three or four to abed dl thetime
intavernsor inns.

"Good night—darling,” Fenner retorted.

Victor blew out the candle. Blackness plunged down from the celling and swallowed the room whole.
Victor didn't know about how his eminent Atlantean comrades fared after that: he went back to deep
himself too soon to have the chance to find ouit.

Down in the common room the next morning, Blaiselooked grouchy. He usualy drank tea, but a
steaming mug of coffee sat in front of him now. He sipped from it as he attacked aham steak and aplate
of potatoesfried in lard. When Victor asked what the trouble was, hisfactotum sent him awounded
look.

"Some damnfool commotion in the nighttime," Blaise an-swered, swallowing more coffee. "Didn't you
hear it?1 thought it was plenty to wake the dead. | know it woke me, and | had adevil of atime getting
back to deep again afterwards.”

"Oh," Victor said. "That."

"Y es, that. Y ou know what it was?'



After aglance at the stairway, Victor nodded. "Here it comes now, as amatter of fact.”

Blaise blinked as | saac Fenner came down. He frankly gaped when Custis Cawthorne followed. "But
he'sin France," Blaise blurted.

"| thought so, too," Victor said. "In point of fact, though, he wasin my room last night, wanting to seethe
treaty | hammered out with Oswald and Hartley yesterday. Well, actualy, no: | saac was the one who
wanted to seeit just then. Cugtis came with him, though.”

The Atlantean dignitaries bore down on the table where Vic-tor and Blaise sat. Without so much asa
good-morning, Fenner said, "Y ou have the terms with you?"

"| craveyour pardon,” Victor said. "l must have left them up in the room. After | break my fast, you may
rest assured | shall let you examinethem at your leisure.”

That produced the desired effect: it incensed Fenner. "Devil fry you black asagriddle cake forgotten
over thefire!" he shouted, loud enough to make everyone in the common room stare at him. "Why did
you not have the cons deration, the common courtesy, the—the plain wit, to bring them down with you?
Think on how much time you might have saved, man! Just think!"

"Easy, |saac, easy. Y ou might do some thinking yoursdlf, in-stead of bellowing like abranded caf."
Custis Cawthorne set ahand on Fenner'sarm. "Unless| find myself much mistaken, Gen-era Raddliff
would end up holding your leg in hishand if he pulled it any harder.”

"What?' Fenner gaped, goggle-eyed.

"l do havethetreaty here, Isaac,” Victor said. The serving girl chose that moment to come up and ask
him what he wanted. He got to prolong Fenner's agony by hashing over the virtues and vices of ham,
sausages, and bacon. Having finally picked sausages and sent the girl back to the kitchen, Victor
produced the draft. "Hereiswhat the Englishmen and | have arrived a. Why don't you and Custis Sit
down and look it over and order something to put balast in your bellies?!

"A capital notion," Cawthorne said. "Capitd." He proceeded to follow Victor's suggestion. | saac Fenner
stood theretill the older man tugged at hisseeve. "Y ou wanted to see this. Now that you can, aren't you

goingto?'

"Errr—" Fenner had to take a deep breath to stop making the noise. He sat down most abruptly. Almost
asif againgt hiswill, he started reading over Cawthorne's shoulder. Then he tugged the paper away from
the other man, so that it lay on the table between them.

The serving girl came back with Victor's breakfast. She smiled at Fenner and Cawthorne. "What would
you gents carefor?"

"I don't carefor thisfifth article—not even dightly,” Fenner said.

"She meansfor breakfadt, Isaac,” Custis Cawthorne said. "Asfor me, I'll take the ham and potatoes, and
amug of deto wash'em down."

"Bregkfagt." By the way Fenner said it, the possibility had dipped hismind." Hmm... What Custis chose
will suit mewdl enough, too."

Victor wouldn't have given better than three to two that Fenner had even heard what Custis Cawthorne
chose for bresk-fast. The answer was enough to make the serving girl go away, though, which was what
the Bredestown Assemblyman had in mind. Fenner'sforefinger descended on thetreaty. "Thisfifth



arti-cle—" he began again.
"England wanted usto compel the states to undo their mea-sures againgt the loyaists,” Victor said.
"Good luck!" Cawthorne exclaimed. "Wed be fighting half adozen wars at onceif wetried.”

"Just what | told 'em," Victor said. "They do have something of apoint, after al—loydists who did not
bear arms againgt the Atlantean Assembly may become good citizensin the circum-stances now
prevailing. No certainty of it, but they may. And so— what's the phrase Hartley used?—'earnestly
recommending' that the states go easy struck me as a reasonable compromise.”

"Why should we compromise?' Fenner said. "Wewon!"

Petiently, Victor answered, "The firmer the peace we make with England now, the smaller the chance
well haveto fight an-other war in ten years time, or twenty. God has not sent me word from On High
that we are bound to win then. Has He been more generous with you?'

"When | was aboy, Croydon folk would have thrown you in the stocks for ajape like that,” Cawthorne
sad. "They might do it yet, were the fellow so exercising hiswit some abandoned vaga-bond rather than
the hero of Atlantis liberetion.”

"People here are touchy about God," Blaise agreed. "Even touchier than they are most places, | mean."”

"They are certain they areright. Being thus certain, they are equaly sure they have the right—nay, more:
the duty—to impose their views on everyone they can,” Cawthorne said.

A crack like that might have won him timein the stocks were he less prominent and less notorious. His
breskfast, and Isaac Fenner's, interrupted perusal of the treaty. After awhile, Fenner said, "Thisisgood."
Again, he sounded surprised.

"A full belly strengthensthe spirit." Custis Cawthorne seemed to listen to himsdlf. "Not bad. Not bad at
al. | must remember that one.”

Fenner was still eyeing the draft of the treaty. "It will be some time before we can pay our debts at par
with sterling,” he said sadly.

Victor also knew the parlous state of the Atlantean Assembly's paper—who didn't? But he answered,
"Would you rather | had told the English commissioners we intend to repudiate those debts? They lodge
down the street. | will introduce them to you later thismorning. If you intend to convey that message, you
may do so yourself."

"No, no," Fenner said. "Now that we are a nation, we must be able to hold up our heads amongst our
fellow nations. Even so, putting our housein order will prove more difficult than many of uswould wish.”

"Never fear. We can always find some cozening trick or an-other to befool our creditors,” Cawthorne
said. "France has proved that year after year."

"How was France?' Victor asked him. "Most enjoyable, at the level where | traveled,” Cawthorne said.
"If you have the meansto live well—or have friends with the meansto let you live well—you can live
better in and around Paris than anywhere else on earth. But the peasantry? Dear God in heaven! Upon
my oath, the grievances the French peasants have againgt their king and nobles make ours againgt
England seem light as afeather drifting on the breeze by comparison.”

"Then let them rise, too," Fenner said. "Freedom is no less contagious than smallpox, and no inoculation



wardsagang it."

"Would you say the same, Mr. Fenner, to aNegro dave pick-ing indigo or growing rice in the south of
Atlantis?' Blaise asked.

Custis Cawthorne chuckled softly to himsalf. Fenner sent him anirritated look. " Speaking for mysdif, |
have no great use for davery,” hereplied. "l hope one day to seeit vanish from the United States of
Atlantis, asit has already vanished or grown weak in so much of the north here. For the time being,
however, it—"

"Makesthe daveholders piles of filthy lucre,” Cawthorne brokein.
"Not how | should have phrased it,” Fenner said.

Why not? Victor wondered. His son could be sold a any time, for no better reason than to line Marcel
Freycinet's pockets. That made him look at holding Negroes and copperskinsin perpetud servitudeina
whole new light.

But Fenner hadn't finished: "One day before too many years have passed, | expect property in davesto
grow hopelessy uneco-nomic when measured againgt property in, say, machinery. And when that day
comes, dave holding in Atlantiswill be at an end.”

"How many years?' Blaise pressed, asif wondering how pa-tient he should—or could—be.

"l should be surprised if it cameto passin fewer than twenty years," |saac Fenner answered. "1 should
aso be surprised if dav-ery il perssted alifetime from now."

Blaise made anoise down deep in histhroat. That did not please him. No—it did not satisfy him. Isaac
minks my son Nicholas will grow to manhood a slave, Victor thought. He minks my son may live
out hiswhole life as a chattel . Put in those terms, Fenner's rea-soned and reasonable estimate didn't
satisfy him, ether. But what could he do about it? Freeing daves was far more explosive than

compensating loydids.
"Can | bring you anything e se, gents?' the serving girl asked.

Custis Cawthorne shoved his mug across the table toward her. "If you fill thisup again, | shal thank you
swedtly for it"

"And you'l pay for it, too," she said, and walked off swinging her hips.
"One way or another, we aways end up paying for it,"” Caw-thorne said with asigh.

Fenner wasn't watching the girl; he was still methodically going through the tresty. When at last he looked
up, Victor asked, "Doesit suit you?"

"We might have squeezed better terms from them here and there." Fenner tapped the document with the
nail on hisright index finger. "But, if you have dready made the bargain..."

"I have," Victor said. "They may possbly reconsider: | daresay there are certain smdl advantagesthey
gtill hope to wring from us. If you reckon the game worth the candle, | do not object—too much—to
your proposing further negotiation to them.”

| saac Fenner tapped the treaty again. By hisexpression, up till Victor's reply held thought only of what
the United States of At-lantis might get from England, not of what England might till want from the new



nation. "If the agreement asit stands suits you and suits them, we might be wiser to leave it unchanged,”
hesad.

"So wemight," Cawthorne said, "not that that necessarily stops anyone.”
Chapter 25

Victor hadn't thought it would stop Fenner. If it did, he wasn't about to complain. If he did complain,
after dl, wouldn't hefdl into the common error himsdlf?

Victor had wondered whether the English commissioners would want anything to do with | saac Fenner
and Custis Caw-thorne. After al, held already reached agreement with King George's officials. And, had
he brought Fenner aone, the English-men might well not have cared to treat with him.

But Cawthorne made dl the difference. Richard Oswald and David Hartley were as delighted to meet
him asif he were ayoung, beautiful, loose-living actress. Oswald used a pair of spectacles of
Cawthorne's design, so that he could read with the lower haves of the lenseswhile till seeing clearly a a
distance through the uppers.

"Ingenious! Most extraordinarily ingenioud" the Scot ex-claimed. "How ever did you cometo think of
it?"

"What gave metheidea, actudly, was abadly ground set of reading glasses, in which part of the lenses
were of improper cur-vature," Cawthorne answered. "1 thought, if what had chanced by accident wereto
be done better, and on purpose— Once the no-tion wasin place, bringing it to fruition proved easy

enough.”

"Remarkable," Oswad said. "It takes an uncommon mind to recognize the importance of the
commonplace and obvious."

Curtis Cawthorne preened. The only thing he enjoyed more than hearing himself prai sed was hearing
himsdf praised by some-one with the discernment to understand and to state exactly why he deserved all
those accolades.

Because the commissioners so admired Cawthorne, they even put up with Fenner's urge to fiddie with
thetreaty. Asfar as Victor could see, none of the changes from either side made a hafpen-ny's worth of
difference. A few commaswent in; afew others dis-appeared. Several adjectives and a sprinkling of
adverbs were exchanged for others of almost identical import. Fenner seemed happier. The Englishmen
didn't seem dismayed or, more impor-tant, irate.

The one phrase David Hartley declined to change was "ear-nestly recommend” in thefifth article. Fenner
proposed severd d-ternatives. Hartley rgected each in turn. "I do not believe that has quite the meaning
his Mg esty's government wishesto convey,” he would say, and the Atlantean would try again.

Findly, Victor took Fenner aside. "He likesthe wording of that article asit is," Raddliff said. "Heis
particularly pleased with it be-cause he created the formula himsdlf.”

"Ah!" Fenner said, asif agreat light had dawned. "I had not fully grasped that he was suffering from pride
of authorship.”

Although Victor might not have phrased it just 0, he found himself nodding. " That isthe condition"—he
didn't want to say disease—"contralling him."

"Very well, then." By Fenner'stone and expression, it wasnt. Victor followed him into the meeting room



with some gpprehen-sion. But Fenner was smiling by the time he sat down across the table from the
English commissioners. "Mr. Hartley, General Rad-dliff has persuaded me that your language will serve. |
ghdl ear-nestly recommend"—his smile got wider—"to the Atlantean Assembly that it should abide by
thisarticle asit doesby dl therest.”

"That ishandsomely said, Mr. Fenner,” Hartley replied. "1 am pleased to accept it in the spirit in which it
isoffered. And | also thank you for your good offices. Generd Radcliff."

"My pleasure, sir," Victor replied. He still wasn't sure he liked the way 1saac Fenner was smiling. The
Atlantean Assembly could earnestly recommend as much asit pleased. That didn't necessar-ily mean the
Atlantean states would pay any attention to it. Fenner had to know as much, too. But he said nothing of it
to David Hartley. Maybe he had the makings of adiplomat after dl.

"With that matter settled, have we any more outstanding?' Richard Oswald asked, as he had with the
draft he and Hartley ar-ranged with Victor. Nobody said anything. Oswald nodded deci-sively, like an
auctioneer bringing down the hammer on... On a slave, Victor thought, and wished he hadn't. Before he
could dive deeper into his own worries, Oswald went on, "Then let us affix our signatures and sealsto the
document. Mr. Hartley and | will deliver our copy to London, whilst you take yoursto Honker's Mill."

His manner was adtogether matter-of-fact, which only made the comparison more odious. London was
the greatest city in the world, perhapsthe greatest in the history of the world. Honker's Mill... wasn't. A
touch of asperity in hisvoice, Isaac Fenner said, "Now that peace has been restored, New Hagtings will
become the capitd of the United States of Atlantis.”

"How nice," Oswad murmured. New Hastings wasn't the grestest city in the history of the world, ether.
Maybe one day it would be, or Hanover if it wasn't o lucky, but neither came any-where close yet. Not
even the most ardent—the most rabid— Atlantean patriot could claim otherwise.

"Signatures. Sedls," Custis Cawthorne said—and not one word about New Hastings honor.

Men from both sides solemnly initialed the changed adjec-tives and adverbs on the treety. They let the
atered commas go. Maybe, one day, some historians would note the ones that had been deleted and
learnedly guess which ones had been added after the first draft was done. For the time being, nobody
thought they were worth getting excited about.

Richard Oswad and David Hartley signed for England. They splashed hot wax down on both copies and
pressed their Sgnet ringsinto it. Then the Atlanteans followed it first Victor, then | saac Fenner, and
finally Custis Cawthorne. One by one, the At-lanteans aso used their sedls.

"Itisaccomplished,” Hartley said asthe wax hardened. ™Y our land is separated from ours.” Jeremiah
could have sounded no gloomier. Even Job would have been hard-pressed.

"Now it istruly our own, to do with aswe will!" |saac Fenner, by contrast, exulted. Victor wondered
how that balance between gloom and exultation would tip in years to come. Only the com-ing of those
yearswould tell.

Company by company, regiment by regiment, the Atlantean sol-diers who'd taken service for the
duration of the war against Eng-land went home. The United States of Atlantiswould retain asmal
professona army—one modeled on that of the mother country—but most of the greencoats wanted
nothing more than to go back to their farms and shops, and to their families.

And French ships put in a Croydon to return de la Fayette and the survivors from hisarmy to their native
land. French ser-geants cursed more musicaly than their English or Atlantean counterparts, but they were



no less sincere. Ordinary French sol-diers seemed as ready to go anywhere they were told and do
any-thing they weretold as alike number of redcoats would have.

De laFayette clasped Victor'shand. "Y ou may be sure, Mon-sieur e General, it was agreat honor to
serve beside you and to help bring freedom to your land." The French noble grinned impishly. "And | dso
very much enjoyed giving England oneintheeye."

"The fight would have been much harder and much longer without you, your Grace," Victor answered
truthfully. ™Y our ar-my's courage and its skill taught us agreeat dedl, and your fleet dammed the cork into
Cornwallis bottle." He paused amoment, then added, " And, had you not come here, | should not have
made afriend | value."

"| fed the sameway." De la Fayette squeezed his hand again. He too hesitated before continuing in alow
voice: "Now that At-lantis has shown the world what freedom means, perhaps my country will also
discover it beforelong.”

Victor remembered Custis Cawthorne's comments on the current state of France. What Cawthorne
could say among hisfd-low Atlanteans, Victor didn't fee comfortable repesting to a French nobleman,
even one of liberad ideaslike delaFayette. He contented himsalf with replying, “Come what may, in your
land and in mine, | hope we meet again.”

"Asdo l—and may it be s0!" The marquis smile was sweet and sad and knowing beyond hisyears. "If
thisisto cometo pass, | think | shal have to come back here. Atlantean affairswill likely leave you far
too busy to crossthe seaand vist mein France.

"Maybe so—but then again, maybe not,” Victor said. "l am going back to my farm. | never wanted to be
anything more than a private citizen. Now that the war isover, | intend to saize the chance and go back
towhat | was."

"Wel, man ami, | wish you good fortune in your endeavor." Y es, de la Fayette's smile looked knowing
indeed. "But fame, onceit takes up aman, often isnot so eager to let him go again.”

That had dso worried Victor. He gave the best answer he could: "If I am willing—no: eager, by
God'—to et tame go, | hope the beast will prove willing to takeits claws out of me."

"A man should dways hope," de la Fayette agreed. Victor Rad-cliff was old enough to be hisfather. The
marquis had no busi-ness sounding like the more experienced of the two of them. But he brought it off
with grace and without much effort, as he brought off so many things.

"Youdon't bdievel candoit." Victor turned that into an accusation.

DelaFayette's shrug was a small masterpiece of itskind. "What a man can do... What fatewill do...
Who but k ban Dim can say how they fit together? As, for example, the matter of your paternity.”

"What about it? How did you know about it?" That was the last thing Victor wanted anyone to know
about. And it wasthelast thing he wanted to talk about, even if they were unlikely to be overheard.

Thistime, delaFayette's shrug just looked... French. "Monsieur Freycinet communicated the newsto
me. Rest assured, he understands the need for discretion, and he relies on mine, asyou may."

"Mmm," Victor said. Freycinet could afford to rely on that. Victor couldn't. Might the man from the south
have told anyone else? Radcliff didn't want to contemplate that.

With asigh, delaFayette said, "It isagreat pity when what should be atime of joy bringsyou no



heppiness.”

Cdlingit apity, to Victor'sway of thinking, made aformidable understatement. He forced ashrug of his
own: apoor thing next to those of de la Fayette, but it would have to serve. "Nothing to be done about
it," hesaid.

"l know," the marquis agreed sympatheticaly. "Not even amending your lawswould change the
predicament, | fear. If you led asinglelife... But you do not, and no woman can look kindly upon her
man after he sresachild on another.”

"No," Victor said, wishing the marquis would shut up. Noth-ing de la Fayette said hadn't crossed hisown
mind. He and Meg had got on well for many years, but she wouldn't be one to take something like thisin
gride. How many women would? Pre-cious few. Victor didn't need the Frenchman to point that out for
him.

Someone aboard the nearest French ship called de la Fayette. The marquis grabbed Victor's hand one

moretime. "l must go," he said, and kissed Radcliff on both cheeks. He hurried down the pier, over the
gangplank, and onto the ship. He waved from the deck before heading back toward the poop.

Victor dso waved. Little by little, Atlantiswas being left to her own devices. The prospect excited |saac
Fenner. Despite dl thefighting Victor had done to produce exactly this result, he still wasn't sure whether
it excited him or frightened him more.

Writing to Meg, which once was dways a pleasure, had become atrid since Victor learned Louise
would bear his child. He wasn't used to concealing himself from hiswife. HEd aways been able to speak
hismind to her. No more, or not fully.

If she ever found out about his dark descendant, she would speak her mind to him. He had no doubts on
that score.

Worrying about what would happen when he got home kept him in Croydon longer than he would have
lingered with aclear

conscience. His aides could have handled the release of what was |eft of the army that had bested the
redcoats. They knew it, too. He caught the quizzicd 1ooks they gave him when he rode out to

the shrinking encampments outside of town.

He hoped none of them knew about his predicament. He'd done his best to keep it secret, but Custis
Cawthorne had plenty of pungent thingsto say about secrets and all the things that could go wrong with
them.

Hislingering meant he wasin Croydon when a courier rode into town at afull galop, hishorse kicking up
great clouds of dugt till hereined in. "What isit?" Victor asked anxious y—good news seldom needed to
travel so fast. He hoped there hadn't been a bad fire somewhere, or a smallpox outbresk.

Thistime, the courier surprised him. The man threw back hishead and howled like awolf. Then he said,
"Weve caught Habak-kuk Biddiscombe, Generd!"

Everybody who heard that clapped and cheered. "Have we?" Victor breathed.

"Sure have," the courier said. "1 haven't seen him mysdlf, but word ishésa sorry starveling thing. And
hell get sorrier pretty goddamn quick, won't he?”



More cheers declared that the people of Croydon liked the idea. Victor wondered how much he liked it
himsdf. After Biddis-combe went over to England, Victor had wanted nothing more than to see him
dead. He wondered why killing the traitor in cold blood seemed so much less appedling.

Appedling or not, it would have to be done If held wanted to avoid it, he would have let Generdl
Cornwallis take Biddiscombe and the men of the Horsed Legion away with him when he went back to
England. At thetime, heéd made a point of alowing no such thing.

"Whereishe?' Victor asked.

"Upin Kirkwall, about fifty miles north of here," the courier said. "Do you want them to string him up
there? They'll do it in a heartbeat—you can count on that."

"No," Victor said, not without a certain amount of reluctance. "Even atraitor deserves atria.”

The courier shrugged. " Seems awaste of time, if you want to know what | think." Like most Atlanteans,
he assumed people did want to know what he thought. After another shrug, hewent on, "I'll need me a
fresh horse to head north. Almost ran the legs off of this here poor beast.”

"You'll have one" Victor assured him. "Are dl the cutthroats captured with Biddiscombe, or do some
reman a large?"

"Most of 'em're caught or killed," the man answered. "A few got away. Odds are they'll chase 'em down
pretty soon."

"l hope s0," Victor said. "The sooner they do, the sooner At-lantiswill know perfect peace at last.”
"Perfect peace,” the courier echoed. "That'd be something, wouldn't it?"

"Soitwould," Victor said solemnly. Sure enough, with Hab-akkuk Biddiscombe gone from the stage, the
United States of At-lantis might come to know perfect peace, at least for alittle while He wondered
when—or if—hisfamily ever would.

But Biddiscombe's capture did let him writeto hiswife. My dear Meg, | am sorry past words to have
to tell you my departure from Croydon is once more delayed. | am not sorry, however, to tell you
why— Habakkuk Biddiscombe is run to earth at last. Until such time as he should receive the
justice he deserves, | find myself compelled to stay here. And, until such time as| can get away, |
remain, fondly, your ... Victor.

His goose quill fairly raced across the page. The letter held agood dedl of truth. He would have written
one much like it had he never bedded L ouise. He might even have set down the very same words.
Unfortunatdly, he knew the difference between what might have been and what was. Had he never
bedded L ouise, he would have meant dl the words he wrote Now hewas at least partly re-lieved to stay
in Croydon. If Meg had heard the truth...

Sooner or later, he would have to go home and find out. For now, later would do.

Atlantean horsemen brought Habakkuk Biddiscombe and half adozen men from the Horsed Legion into
Croydon three days later. Theleading traitor and hisfollowerswere al skinny and dirty and dressed in
clothes that had seen hard wear. Their hands were bound to the reins; their feet had been tied together
under their horses barrels. Some of them, Biddiscombe included, had aready taken a beating or two.

The people of Croydon crowded the streetsto stare at the traitors, to jeer at them, and to pelt them with
clods of dirt and rotten vegetables. Only when stones began to fly did the prison-ers guardsraise



wespons in warning to leave off. Even that was more to protect themsalves than to save Biddiscombe
and hisfriends.

Croydon'sjail wasasolid brick building, with iron bars across the narrow windows. Victor Radcliff
wondered if it was strong enough to hold out the crowd. He stood on the front steps and held up his
hands. "Have no fear!" he shouted. "They will get what they have earned. Let them get it through lawful
meand"

"Tear them to pieces!" someone squalled.

"Paint them with pitch and set them afirel" That was awoman. More than afew people of both sexes
cheered the suggestion.

Victor shook hishead. "If they areto die, let them die quickly. Are we not better served to leave harsh,
wicked punishmentsto England?'

"No!" The cry came from adismaying number of throats. One man added, "Cut the ballocks off ‘em
before you kill ‘'em!™ He won himsdlf another cheer.

"Y ou will haveto kill me before you murder them," Victor declared.

For abad moment, he thought the mob would try just that He set his hand on the hilt of the Atlantean
Assembly's sword. If he went down, held go down fighting. To ether sde of him, At-lantean horsemen
raised pistals, while Croydon constables pointed ancient blunderbusses at the angry crowd. The
blunderbusses, with their flaring muzzles, had barrdls packed end to end with musket balls and scrap
metal. At closerange, they could be mur-derous... if they didn't blow up and kill the men who wielded
them.

The sight of weapons aimed their way killed the crowd's ardor. People at the front edged back. People
at the back dipped away. Victor had hoped that would happen, but he hadn't been sureit would.

"Y ou see, Generd?" one of the horsemen said as he dowly lowered hispistal. ™Y ou should have let us
settle the bagtards up in Kirkwall. Then we wouldn't have had dl this foofaraw."

"No." Not without some regret, Victor shook his head. "Laws haveto rule. More: laws have to be seen
to rule. Let Biddiscombe and the men who rode with him havetheir trid. Y ou know what the likely result
will be. Once the matter is settled with al the pro-priety we can giveit, that will be time enough for their
just deserts.”

"Padt time. Long past time," the Atlantean cavaryman said stubbornly.

"We can afford what we spend here." Out of the corner of hiseye, Victor glanced at the crowd, which
continued to thin. "Can we go inside now without seeming cowards?”

"Reckon so, but why would you want to?"
"To speak to Biddiscombe," Victor answered. "He was one of us not so long ago, remember.”

"So much the worse for him," the horseman said. "If he'd stayed on the side where he belonged, we
wouldn't've had near so much trouble throwing out the God-damned redcoats.”

"That istrue," Victor said. "Biddiscombe, of course, purposed our having more trouble sill."
"Devil take him. And Old Scratch will—soon.”



"| shouldn't wonder.” Victor did go ingdethen. Thejail smelled of sour food, unwashed bodies, and
chamber potsfull to overflowing. Much of Croydon smelled that way, but the odors seemed
concentrated in here.

"Hello, Generd." Thejailer, aman with aface like aboot (and a man who hadn't missed many meals),
knuckled hisfordlock asif he were aservant instead of the master of thislittle domain.

"Which of the scoundrels d'you care to see?!
"Biddiscombe himsdlf," Victor answered.

"Thought you might. Heh, heh." That chuckle would have sent ice snaking up any prisoner's spine. "Come
aong with me. Welve got himin the snug cdll by hislonesome, so he can't go try-ing any mischief."

The snug cell had aredwood door asthick asthe sdetimbers on afirst-rate ship of theline. The pair of
locksthat held it closed were both bigger than Victor's clenched fist. The jailer opened atiny door set
into the enormous one. Aniron grating let people peer into the cdll. Thejailer gestured invitingly.

Victor looked through. The window that gave the cdll its only light was more than aman's height above
the ground. Even if it hadn't been barred, it was much too small for even the most ema-ciated prisoner to
squeeze through. Habakkuk Biddiscombe had got thin, but not that thin.

Helay on amiserable straw pallet. Along with awater pitcher, a cup with the handle broken off, and a
thundermug, that palet comprised the furnishingsin the dark, gloomy cell. Biddiscombe's head svung
toward the opening in the door. "Who'sthere?' he asked.

"Victor Raddliff."

"1 might have known." Biddiscombe stiffly got to hisfeet. Y es, held taken athumping when the Atlantean
cavary caught him— and maybe afterwards aswell. "Cometo gloat, have you?'

"l hopenot," Victor said. "Y ou would have done better to stay with your own side.”

"That's how it worked out, dl right. But who could have guessed ahead of time?' Thetraitor peered
through the grating "And you would have done better to listen to me more.”

"It could be s0," Victor said. "Y ou aren't the only man | didn't dways heed, though. The othersdidn't turn
their coats to pay me back."

"Wadll, the more foolsthey." Habakkuk Biddiscombe kept the courage of his convictions, even if he had
nothing d<e.

"How well did Cornwadllisligten to you?" Victor inquired.

"He would have done better if held listened more." Biddis-combe hadn't lost his sdlf-regard, either. "In
that case, maybe you'd be stuck in this stinking cdll instead of me.”

"He wasn't going to hand you over. Y ou might have done bet-ter staying where you were."

Habakkuk Biddiscombe laughed raucoudy. "Likey tell! If hed made up his mind to protect us come
what might, he wouldn't've needed to call acouncil of war. And the damned Englishmen wouldn't've
taken so long making up their miserable minds, e-ther. No, they were going to hand us over to you, dl
right, sure as Jesuswalked on water. They wouldn't've lost any deep over it, After dl, we were nothing
but Atlanteans—one step up from nig-gers, and a short step, too.”



And what would Blaise have said about that? Something in-teresting and memorable, Victor was sure. "If
the redcoats felt that way about the loyalists who fought beside them, why did you stay on?"

"Because | wanted your guts for garters, Generd Victor High and Mighty Grand Panjandrum Raddliff,
and that looked like my best chanceto get 'em.” Biddiscombe didn't bother hiding his venom. And why
should he? Things could get no worse for him than they were dready.

"If it makes you any happier, | felt the same way about you after you raised Biddiscombe's Horsed
Legion," Victor said.

"It doesn't, not so much asafart'sworth,” Biddiscombe re-plied. "Only one of uswas going to get what
he wanted, and | wish to heaven it were me." He scowled through the grating. "If you were any kind of
gentleman, you'd passme apistol so | could end thison my own."

Victor shook hishead. "Thetria will go forward. The hounds baying outside wanted to end it on their
own, too."

"Ah, but my way would finish it fast, and with luck it wouldn't hurt so bloody much,” Biddiscombe said.
"When properly done, hanging days quickly and cleanly,” Vic-tor said.

"Why bother with atriad when you aready know the verdict?' jeered the man on the other sde of the
grate.

"So dl the evidence comes forth. So the future can know you for the traitor you are," Victor answered.

Biddiscombe's mouth twisted. "A traitor isaman unlucky enough to end on thelosing side. Past that, the
word has no meaning.”

"Not quite," Victor said.
"No?How not?" hisonetime cavary officer returned.

"A traitor isaman unlucky enough to choose thelosing sdein the middle of thewar,” Victor said. "You
might have chosen oth-erwise. Y ou would have done better if you had. And you will pay for what you
chose"

Habakkuk Biddiscombe's siveegping gesture took in the whole of hissorry cedll. "Am | not aready
paying?"

"You are," Victor said, and walked away.

Victor declined to serve on the three-officer pand that decided Biddiscombe'sfate. "1 doubt my ability to
bejust," he said. He doubted any Atlantean's ability to be just to Biddiscombe, but that was the
turncoat's hard luck. At least Biddiscombe's blood would not directly soil his hands.

He was summoned to testify againgt Biddiscombe. The ac-cused did have counsel, a Croydon barrister
named Josas Rich. Outside the small meeting room in the town hal that served as a courtroom, Rich told
Victor, "I do thisnot in the belief in the man's innocence, nor for the sake of my own advancement, God
knows—people | thought my friends commence to cut mein the streets. | do it for the sake of Atlantis
honor. Even adog should have someone to spesk for it beforeit is put down.”

"Y our views do you credit, and | agree," Victor said. Josias Rich—whose worn linen and
down-at-the-hedl's shoes belied his name—| ooked surprised and pleased.



In due course, a sergeant serving as bailiff called Victor into the room. Hetook his oath on astout Bible.
Thejudges dicited from him that Habakkuk Biddiscombe had commanded cavary in the Atlantean
army, had gone over to the English and formed Biddiscombe's Horsed Legion, and had led the Horsed
Legion in combat againgt the forces of the United States of Atlantis.

Biddiscombe (who was burdened by manacles and by aball and chain attached to his ankle) had
muttered to Josas Rich dl through Victor's testimony. The barrister rose. "Did Biddiscombe fight well
and bravely while serving under your overal command, Generd?" he asked.

"Hedid," Victor said.

"Might he have continued to serve Atlantiswell and bravely had you been more inclined to recognize and
goplaud hismilitary merits?' Rich asked.

"| have no way to know that,” Victor replied.
"What isyour opinion?"

"My opinionisthat, had | judged him worthy of more recog-nition and gpplause, | would have given
themtohim."

Rich tried again: "Do you now regret not having given them to him?'

"| regret that any man who once fought for us should have decided to cast hisfate with King George,
whatever hisreasons may have been,” Victor said carefully.

"In retrogpect, do you wish now that you had been more in-clined to heed his suggestions asto the
Atlantean army's conduct of its campaign against the redcoats?"

"Do | think he might have been right, do you mean, Sir?'
"Wedl—yes," JodasRich said.

"Here and there, he might have been,” Victor said. "Buit that is hard to say with any certainty now,
looking back onit. And it would have been dl the harder to say trying to look forward into an unsure
future”

"Thank you, Generd." Rich sat down.

One of the captains who would decide Biddiscombe's fate asked, "Did other officers who sometimes
disagreed with your or-dersremain loyad to the cause of the United States of Atlantis?'

"They did," Victor said. And there, in two words, was the es-sence of Biddiscombe's treason.

The panel excused Victor after that. Heleft the little room with nothing but relief. Baron von Steuben
waited outsde "Bad?"' the German asked sympatheticaly.

"Well..." Victor didn't need to think long before nodding. "Y es. Plenty bad.”

"Treason isafilthy busness," von Steuben said. "Common where | come from—so many little kingdoms
and duchies and principdlities, so many divided loydties—but filthy dl the same Here you have but one
country. If God loves Atlantis, no reason for treason again.”

"May Hegrant it be so," Victor agreed.



The sergeant stepped out into the hallway. ™Y our turn, Sir," he said to von Steuben, who sighed and
shrugged and followed himiin.

Thetriad was more than adrumhead, but less than something a civilian would have wanted to face The
pand of judges called severd more witnesses. Even o, they'd heard enough to satisfy themselves by the
middle of the afternoon. And they delivered their verdict only an hour or so later Habakkuk Biddiscombe
was guilty of treason againgt the United States of Atlantis, and should suffer the pendty of death by

hanging.

Naturally, the news didn't need long to reach Victor, who sat in atavern across the Croydon Meadow
(onwhich afew sheep grazed) from the town hall drinking porter and eating a sausage and pickled
cabbage stuffed into along roll. He sighed and nod-ded to the man who'd brought word to him. "Wall,
no one ex-pected anything ese," he said.

"No, indeed,” the man said. "Y ou ask me hanging's too good for him. He should take awhileto go so he
has time to think about what he did to deserveit.”

Victor shook his head. "H€ell have plenty of timeto think on that before the trep fdls. If we once Sart
putting men to desth cruelly, how do we stop?’

"Y ou must be abetter Chrigtian than | am, Generd," the man said. Victor was far from sure he meant it
as praise Blaise had his own mug of beer and cabbage-shrouded sau-sage. "What will you do if
Biddiscombe begs you for mercy?' he asked after the news-bringer had gone on hisway.

As commanding generd, Victor had the authority to set aside any court-martid's verdict. He had it, but
he didn't think he wanted to use it. "Not much room for doubt about what he did, or about what treason
deserves” hesaid, and let it go at that.

Tridsfor the men captured with Biddiscombe went even faster than the leader's. All of them were
convicted and sentenced to death by hanging except one. No witnesses came forward to show he had
actualy fought againgt the Atlantean army. The officers who made up his court convicted him of aiding
fugitivesfrom judtice, but nothing more. They sentenced him to thirty lasheswell laid on, the punishment
to be carried out immediately.

A whipping post stood in the middle of the Croydon Meadow. Excited townsfolk chased away the
sheep, the better to enjoy the spectacle. The guilty man got astrip of leather to bite down on, asif hed
gone to the surgeons after a battle wound. The man with the whip had a French accent. Maybe held had
practice whipping daves south of the Stour. Victor wished he hadn't thought of thet; it made him imagine
his own son under the lash.

Crack! Crack! The strokes sounded like gunshots. Despite the thick strap, the guilty man soon
screamed after each one. The crowd cheered amost loud enough to drown him out. After the last stroke,
they loosed his shackles. He dumped to the ground at the base of the post like adead man. Thena
doctor came forward to smear ointment on hisraw, bloodied back, and he started screaming all over

again.

Croydon didn't have a permanent gallows. Carpenters who would have been building furniture or houses
or ships gleefully took time off to knock one together not far from the whipping post. The sheep were
probably offended, but no one cared. Long enough to hang dl the convicted traitors at once, the gallows
dominated Croydon Meadow.

Ravenstumbled in the air overhead as guards with bayoneted muskets brought Biddiscombe and his
confederates from the jall to the execution site. Victor Radcliff wondered how the birds knew.



Biddiscombe had not appedled his sentence; he must have known it was hopeless. Two of the men from
the Horsed Legion

had. Victor turned them down. Men who took up arms against the United States of Atlantis had to
understand what they could look forward to.

Habakkuk Biddiscombe climbed the thirteen stepsto the plat-form asif his beloved awaited him at the
top. He took his place on the trap and looked out at the crowd howling for his death. "Deviltake you dl!"
he shouted. The Croydonites howled louder. The hangman put ahood over Biddiscombe's head.

There was abrief delay while a parson and a Catholic priest consoled some of the condemned men. The
parson approached Biddiscombe. He shook his head. Even though he was hooded, the motion was
unmistakable to Victor—and to the parson. Click-ing histongue between histeeth, the man withdrew.

The hangmen positioned the victims, then looked at one an-other. Some signal must have passed
between them, for al the traps dropped at the same time. Mogt of the hanged men, Biddis-combe among
them, died quickly. One jerked for afew minutes before stilling forever. The crowd applauded. The
hangmen bowed. People | eft the meadow in a happy mood. Some stayed to bid for pieces of the rope. A
raven perched on the galows, waiting.

Nothing held Victor in Croydon any longer. He could go home. He could, and he would. HEd never
dreaded going into battle more.

Chapter 26

Meg hugged and kissed Victor. Stella hugged and kissed Blaise. So did their children. It was the happiest
homecoming anyone—any two—coming back from the wars could have wanted. Victor and Meg,
Blaise and Stella, drank rum. The Negroes chil-dren drank sugared and spiced beer. Joy reigned
uncongtrained.

Blaisetold storiesin which Victor was a hero. Not to be out-done, Victor told storiesin which Blaise
saved the day. They both stretched the stories alittle. Victor knew he didn't stretch histoo much. He
didn't think Blaise stretched histoo much, but nobody could properly judge stories about himsdif.

They ate ham and fried chicken and potatoes and pickled cab-bage and cinnamon-spicy baked applestill
they could hardly walk. After supper, Blaise and Stellaand their children went off to their smaller cottage
next to the Raddliff’s farmhouse.

And Meg Radcliff looked Victor in the eye and said, ™Y ou son of abitch.”

He opened his mouth. Then he closed it again. After that opening, how was he supposed to answver?
Helplesdy, he spread his hands. ™Y ou know." He'd thought those were the two worst words that could
possibly come out of his mouth. And hed been right, too.

"Dont | just!" hiswife answered bitterly. ™Y ou were supposed to ride a horse while you were on
campaign, Victor, not some damned colored wench. And how many other trollops were there

that | don't know anything about?'
"None. Not aone." Victor lied without hesitation or compunction.

Meg laughed at him—not the sort of laugh sheld given him before they were done. "Do you suppose |
hatched out of ahonk-er'segg? Y ou just happened to lie down with this one bitch, and she just
happened to get up with child.”



"That iswhat happened.” Having begunto lie, Victor had to go on. Except for what had happened with
Louise, Meg couldn't prove anything, anyhow. What she suspected. .. she had aright to suspect. But she
couldn't proveit.

"Hal" It wasn't alaugh—it was asound she threw in hisface.

"Meg..."

She wasn't going to listen to him yet. Maybe eventualy— maybe not, too. Certainly not yet. "So tell me,"
she sad, "have you got yoursdf anigger son now, or adaughter?' She wouldn't have used that word if
Blaise or Stellamight have heard it. But she seized any weagpon she could get her hands on to hurl at her
husband.

"A son," Victor answered dully. "How isit you don't know that?"

"Because | had only oneletter from dear Monsieur Freycinet," she snapped. "It was addressed to you,
of course, but | opened it because | thought it might be important. And so it was, but not theway |
looked for. He had to inform you that sweet Louise was having your baby."

Damn Monseur Freycinet, Victor thought. The planter had been much too thorough. He'd sent one
letter to where he guessed Victor was, and another to the place where Victor was bound to get it sooner
or later. And Victor wasindeed getting it, though not in theway Marcel Freycinet would have had in
mind.

"A son." Meg breathed out hard through her nose.

"Yes, ason. A sonwho isdear Monsieur Freycinef's property. A sonwho isadave, and likely will be
dl hisdays" Victor said. "If you think | haven't flayed mysdlf about this, you are much mistaken.”

"Y oufool, you'reflaying yoursdf because you made her belly swell," Meg snarled. "1 want to flay you
because you bedded her in the first place. The hero of the Atlantean War for Liberty! Huzzah!"

Victor hung hishead. "I deserve dl your reproaches.”

"And more besdes," Meg agreed. "Why, Victor? Why?' But before he could answer she held up ahand.
"Spare me any more falsehoods. | know why. | know too well—because you are a man, and she was
there, and | was not. Heaven help me, though, | did not think you were that kind of man. Which only
goesto show how little | knew, en?”"

"What can | say?' Victor asked miserably.

"I know not. What can you say? What would you have doneif you could? Not just leave Louisein her
present Stuation, | gather?"

"No," Victor said. "I offered to buy her and set her free here north of the Stour, where davery isas near
dead as makes no dif-ference. | offered apricefor... for the boy, aswell. Freycinet de-clined to sdll her
or the boy."

"God is merciful! hiswife exclamed. "That would have blown aholein our accounts, not so? Did you
Think | would not notice?'

"No. | thought you would," Victor said.
"And ...?" Theword hungintheair.



"What difference does it make now? | might have been ableto explainit. Or if not, that would have been
no worsethan this."

"Therel" hiswife said in something like triumph. "That'sthe firgt truth you've told snce you came home,
unlessI'm much mistaken.”

She wasn't, and Victor didn't have the nerveto claim shewas. "I'm sorry,” he muttered under his bregth.

"Y ou're sorry you got caught. Y ou're sorry your hussy caught. Are you sorry you went in unto her, asthe
Good Book says? Not likely!"

"What would you have me do?' Victor asked.

He thought she would say something like Cut it off and throw it in the fire. By thelook in her eye, she
wasn't far from that But what she did answer was, "I never dreamt in al my born daysthat | would say
such athing asthis, but right now | wish with dl my heart you were more like Blaise. He would never
misirest Stellaso—never!”

Victor didn't remember Blaise declining to swive Roxane, the dave girl who was so nearly white. The
only difference between genera and factotum—between one man and another—was that the factotum's
companion hadn't conceived.

The generd had no intention of betraying the factotum. One man, onefriend, did not do that to another.
But Meg'swords caught him by surprise. Some of what went through his mind must have shown on his
face.

Blood drained from Meg's cheeks. "No," shewhispered. "He didn't! He couldn't! He wouldn't have!™
Victor didn't claim that Blaise did or could or would have. He aso didn't legp to hisfacto-tum's
defense—not that Meg would have believed him if he had. He just stood there. That was bad enough, or
worse than bad enough, al by itsdlf. If Cornwallis had been able to blast holesin his defenses so eadily,
the Atlantean cause would have foundered in short order. Meg shook her head in what had to be horror.
"God saveme! Youtruly aredl dike!"

"Don'ttel Stella,” Victor sad.

"I have not the heart to do any such cruel thing," Meg said. "The truth will come out, though. Sooner or
later, it will." She paused. "Did he get abyblow on his harlot?!

"Not so far as| know," Victor answered. "And, so far as| know, he has no notion that | did."

"I wish I had no notion that you did!" Meg exclamed. Then she hesitated. "Or do I1?Isit not better that
the truth has comeforth?'

"I know not," Victor said, "but | do know how much | wish Monsieur Freycinet had never told mel
have a colored son.”

"And, surely, you wish even more that he had never told me you were to have acolored child,” Meg
sad. "The one thing you have not said is that you wish you had never used this Louise for your bedstraw.
Am | to gather that the reason you have not said it is becauseit is not true?!

Victor had no idea how to answer that. What man ever regret-ted doing that which made him aman? He
might—he would!'— regret discovery. He might—he would'—regret unexpected offpring. But regret
lying down with a pretty woman and getting up afterwardswith asmile? No, not likely. And yet...



"l wish | had not hurt you by doing what | did," he said—and he meant it all the way down to histoes.

Not that it helped. "Y ou would do better to wish me made of stone, then,” hiswife said. "I trusted you,
Victor. Fool that | was, | did. Now | see | must have been afool indeed. If you took this L ouise on that
journey, then you must have taken aNell or aJo-annaor aSue or an Anne or aBessor aKate on dl
your others. And then you would come home and say how much you missed me!”

Hed feared he was wasting his breath when he inasted held falen from virtue, falen from fiddity, with
Louise done. How hideoudly right held been! "I always did missyou,” he said, and he meant that, too.

"Not enough!" Meg retorted. "Besides, why would you. What did you have from me you could not get
for afew shillingsfrom any tavern wench with ahot cleft?"

That shot, like so many of hers, came too close to the center of the target. Unlike some of the others, it
wasn't quite abull's-eye. "What did | have from you?Y oursef. With Louisg'—Victor sill wouldn't admit
to any others, no matter how right about them Meg was—"it was amatter of amoment, forgotten as
soon asit wasover. With you, | dways knew we werein harness together so long as we both should
live, and | never wanted it any other way. | loveyou, Meg."

"Forgotten as soon asit was over? Sheleft you something to remember her by, though, didn't she? And
nothing but luck she didn't give you the pox to remember her by, too, and for you to bring hometo me,"
Meg said. "You love me, you say? Y ou love metill you ride off far enough so you can see meno more,
and then you go your merry way!"

"That isnot 0," Victor said, painfully aware how likely it was to seem so to awoman who discovered
hersalf scorned.

But Meg was shooting bigger guns. "What isnot so? That you love mewhilst | am within Sght? For
beyond doubt you cease to do so once | sink below the horizon. Then the whoresrise!™

"I have been away since the beginning of thewar,” Victor said.

"So you have. And how would you have liked it had | enter-tained gentlemen cdlersthe way that black
bitch entertained you?

Do you suppose | have not been londly of nights?'

Hewinced. "I should have liked that not one bit, asyou must know. But... it isdifferent for aman, as
you aso must know."

"Much too well!" Meg said. "Which makes me believe God istruly aman, for were He She we should
operate under some other, more equitable, dispensation.”

"Whatever you would have me do to show my contrition..."

"Ride south and shoot them both, and that brothel keeper Freycinet with them, and sink dl the bodiesin
the swvamp?" hiswife suggested.

"| doubt | could escape uncaught,” Victor said, which was putting it mildly. "And it is not the baby's fault.”

"No. Itisn't." Meg started to cry then. "Not hisfault helives and cries and makes messesin hisdrawers,
whiledl of mineliein the cold ground. Not hisfault a dl.” Thetearsran down her cheeks. "Damn you!"

Victor had wondered if she might let him buy Nicholas and bring the colored boy north for some free



colored couplein these partsto raise. He didn't bring it up now—the answer seemed much too obvious.
Maybe she would change her mind once her temper, like any tempest, at |ast receded.

On the other hand, maybe she wouldn't.

When they went upstairsto bed, she said, "If you lay so much asafinger on me, | will scream the house
down."

"M®_"

"I will," sheinssted. "Better than you deserve, too." She started crying again. "And if | don't yield myself
to you, what will you do? Go out and scatter your seed among more strange women." She eyed him on

the sairs. "l could win abill of divorcement against you. Not much plainer proof of adultery than achild,
isthere?'

"No," he sad, the cold wind of fear blowing in hisears. She could win adivorce. And if shedid, he
would never be able to hold up his head in polite society again. Wherever he went, he would aways be
the man who.... And, behind his back, he would aways be the man with the nigger bastard.
Conversation would stop when-ever he walked into aroom, then pick up again on adifferent note. How
could you go on likethat?"I... hope you don't." He forced the words out through stiff lips.

"l don't want to," she answered. "Not only for the scandd's sake, either. | want to love you, Victor. |
want you to love me. | want to be able to believe you love me."

"Whatever | can do to bring that about, | will." After amo-ment, Victor added, "It will be harder if | may
not touch you."

"One day, maybe. One night, maybe. Not today. Not tonight,” Meg said. "Asthings areright now, |
could not stand it."

"All right," Victor ssid—he could hardly say anything else. They went up the rest of the Stairstogether
and amillion miles apart.

Victor stood by the edge of the pond, eyeing the ducks and geese. They swam toward him, gabbling
eagerly—they hoped he would throw them grain. And he did, and smiled to see how eagerly they fed.
There were more of them than held thought there might be. The farm asawhole was in better shape than
he'd expected. Meg had done a splendid job.

And hed repaid her with abastard boy. Worse—much worse-she knew it, too.

Blaise ambled up dongside of him. The Negro looked less happy with the world than he had when he
was riding up to the farmhouse with Victor afew days before. Victor understood that down to the
ground. He was none too happy himself.

Blaise eyed agoose asif he wanted to wring its neck. "Women." he said—a one-word sentence asold
asmen.

"What'swrong?' Victor asked. Maybe someone e sg's trou-bles would help take his mind off his own.

"Some kind of way, Stella done found out about that girl 1 had, that Roxane, when | went down with you
to meet delaFayette" Blaise answered. "My life's been amisery ever since.”

"Oh, dear," Victor said. Evenif Blaise didn't, he had a good idea about how that might have happened.
Hiswife might have told him she wouldn't say anything to Stella, but



"Had Meg got wind of you and Louise?' Blaise asked. "Isthat why you were biting peopl€'s heads of f
while we besieged Croydon?'

"Was|?' Victor said. "l tried not to."

"Y ou did pretty well most of thetime," Blaise said, by which he had to mean Victor hadn't done well
enough often enough. He went on, "No wonder you didn't care to talk about it, though. A woman who
finds out her man's put it where it don't belong..." He shook his head. "She'strouble.”

"I found that out,” Victor said. The part of the truth his facto-tum had grasped was the part that wouldn't
get in the way be-tween the two of them. It was also the part that Victor didn't much mind getting ouit.
Meg might say what she would, but only the most censorious condemned a man who dept with other
women when he was away from home for years at a stretch. A white man who sired alittle black bastard
on one of them, though, was much easier to scorn.

"Expect Meg was the one who tattled to Stella, then,” Blaise said resignedly. "Women arelike that,
dammit. | suppose | should be grateful she waited till after we got back—Stellawasn't waiting for me
with ahatchet, anyhow."

"That's something," Victor agreed.

"How do you go and sweeten up your wife after she finds out about something like this?' Blaise asked.
"Back in Africa, | never had to worry about it."

Did he mean held never strayed or held never got caught? If he wanted to explain further, hewould. If he
didnt careto, it didn't much matter. The question did. "If you find away, | hope you'll be kind enough to
passit ontome," Victor answered. "So far, | am il seeking one mysdlf. 'Seek, and ye shdl find,' the
Bible says, but it tells me nothing of where or when, worse luck.”

"| try to make her happy as| can, every way | know how," Blaise said. "But it's harder when she won't
let me lie down with her. If she did, maybe | could horn it out of her. Now—" He shook his head and
gpread his hands, lighter palms uppermost.

"If misery truly loves company, you should know you aren't the only one in the same predicament,”
Victor told him.

"Damned if | know whether misery loves company or not. It's till misery, isn't it?" Without waiting for an
answer, Blaise pulled ameta flask out of hisback pocket. "Here'sto misery," he said, and swigged.
Then he handed Victor the flask. "Takes the edge off your troubles, you might say.”

"To misery,” Victor echoed. Barrel-tree rum ran fiery down histhroat. If you drank enough, the potent
stuff would do more than take the edge off your troubles. Of course, it would give you new troubles, and
worse ones, in short order, but plenty of people didn't worry about that. Their calculation wasthat, if they
drank enough, they could forget the new troubles, too. If you didn't care that you lay stuporousin a
muddy, filth-filled gutter, it wasn't atrouble for you... wasit?

"My children are angry at me, too," Blaise went on in sorrow-ful tones as Victor gave back the flask.
"They don't hardly know why, but they are. Long astheir mamais, that's good enough for them.” He
took another nip, asmaler onethistime.

Victor didn't answer. Blaise wasn't tactless enough to say he was lucky because he had no children of his
own; the Negro knew how Victor and Meg had kept trying and failing to start afamily. He didn't know,
and with luck would never find out, how Victor had succeeded at lagt, if not in away he either expected



or wanted.

Something else occurred to Victor, something he hadn't thought of before. He wondered if the rum had
knocked it loose.

If tiny Nicholas—would he be styled Nicholas Radcliff? entitled to afamily name?—grew to beaman,
what would hethink of hisfather? | hope he doesn't hate me, Victor thought. A moment later, he
added too much to himsdlf. He didn't see how adave could help hating hisfather someif the man who'd
begotten him was free himsdlf.

"Sooner or later, thingswill work out,” Blaise said: an asser-tion that, to Victor's mind, would have been
all the better for proof. His factotum went on, "Well have to watch ourselves from here on out, though.
Y ou get caught once, that's bad. Y ou get caught twice..." He dashed the edge of hispalm across his
throat.

"| fear you havetheright of it," Victor said with asigh.

A goosewaddled up to him, stretched itself up to itsfull height, and honked imperioudy. It wasa
barnyard bird, of stock brought over from Europe, but the call still reminded him of the deeper onesthat
came from honkers. Plainly, the enormous flight-less birds had some kinship with geese. Why geese lived
al over theworld, why the rgpidly fading honkers dwelt only on thisland in the midst of the seq, Victor
had no moreideathan did the most learned European natura philosopher. But then, honkers were far
from God's sole strange creations here.

He fed the goose grain. Before lowering its head to peck up the barley, it sent back a black, beady-eyed
dare, asif to say, Wl you took long enough. A mallard came over to try to filch some of thetreat. The
goose honked again, furioudy, and flapped itswings. The mallard scuttled away.

"Any rum left inthat flask?* Victor said suddenly.

Blaise shook it. It doshed. Blaise handed it to him. He drank. After he swallowed, he coughed. "Y ou dl
right?' Blaise asked.

"On account of therum?Yes" Victor sad. "Everything ese? Everything ese—is pretty rum." He
wondered if the Negro knew that turn of phrase,

By thelook on Blaisg's face—hdf grin, haf grimace—he did, and wished he didn't. But he nodded.
"Can't live without women," he said, "and can't live with 'em, neither.” To celebrate the pro-pounding of
that great and profound truth, he and Victor made sure the flask didn't dosh any more.

A month went by, and then another week. Victor did not lay ahand on Meg in dl that time. Hedid lay a
hand on himsdlf, severd times. Doctors and preachers unanimoudy inveighed againgt the practice.
Preachers called it the sin of Onan. Doctors said it sapped the body's vital energies. Victor didn't care. It
kept him from want-ing to haul off and clout Meg. It dso might have kept him from jumping out a
top-floor window and hoping he landed on his head.

He and his wife stayed polite to each other where anyone else could see or hear them. So did Blaiseand
Stdla If Blaise hadn't told him, Victor wouldn't have known anything was wrong between them. He
hoped he and Meg showed an equally good facade.

The two of them had an extramug of flip apiece with supper before they went upstairs on ahot, muggy
summer evening. Meg lit the candle on her nightstand. "I hope you degp well,” Victor said ashe put on
histhinnest, coolest nightshirt.



He waited for her to scorch him. These past five weeks, sheld done it more often when they were alone
than he could count. She arted to say something. Whatever it was, she swallowed it before it got out.
After amoment, she brought out something that had to be different: "Victor?'

Only hisname; nothing more. No, something more—atone of voice he hadn't heard from her in private
since hed come back from Croydon. "What isit?" he asked cautioudy.

She looked at the candle flame, not at him. "Would you careto try?" she asked in return, her voice very
low.

"Would | careto try what?' For amoment, Victor honestly didn't know what she was talking about.
Then redization smote, and hefdt likeafool. "Try that?' Hewas very glad hisown voice
didn't—quite—break in surprise. "Are you sure?'

"Assureas| needto be" Meg answered, which was less sure than Victor wanted her to be. She went
on, "If we are going to braze this back together, we should begin again, not so?"

She made it sound about as romantic as using a prescription
from an apothecary. Victor didn't care how it sounded. "Yed" he
said eagerly, and then, "Pray blow out the candle.”

Meg surprised him by shaking her head. "If you see me, if you cannot help but see me, you will have a
harder timeimagining | am... someone d<e... than you would in the dark” Her chin came up defiantly.

Victor sarted to tell her he wouldn't do anything like that Thistime, he was the one who reconsidered.
She wouldn't believe him— and why should she? So dl he said was, "However you please.”

They lay down together. Meg didn't flinch when he began to caress her, but she didn't move toward him
or embrace him, e-ther, the way she would have before she learned about L ouise. She'd enjoyed his
lovemaking... up until then. HEd always en-joyed hers, too. He hadn't strayed when she was close by.
How as-tonishing wasit that that turned out not to be good enough?

Hewent dowly and carefully, literally feding hisway dong After awhile, she did begin to kissand caress
him in return. He didn't pride himsalf on warming her up, and not just because they both would have been
swesting even if they'd lain gpart. She did it with the attitude of someone remembering she was supposed
to, not with akindled woman's wanton enthusiasm.

Afterwards, Victor asked, "Wasit dl right?"

"It was." Meg seemed surprised to admit even so much. "Y ou... took considerable pains, and | noticed,
and | thank you for it."

"It seemed theleast | could do,” Victor said. "Yes, it did,” Meg agreed, which made him gnaw at the
ingde of hislower lip as she continued, "But how was | to know ahead

of timewhether you would do even so little?"
"I loveyou," Victor said.

"I believeit—aslong asI'm in sight When I'm not, you think that what | don't know won't hurt me, and
S0 you please your-sdf," hiswife said. "Weve been over that ground before.”

"We haveindeed," said Victor, who didn't want to go over it again.



Meg overrode him: "But what you forget is, sometimes | find out what | didn't know, and then it does
hurt. It hurtsdl theworse, in fact." Sheldd been having her say much more often than usud sincelearning
of Louise—and Nicholas. Shetaked of going over the same ground. Asthingswere, she held the mora
high ground, and used it as adroitly as a professional soldier would have used the literd kind.

"l am sorry for the pain | caused you," Victor said. "1 know not what more | can do to show you
that——"

Shedidn't answer for alittle while. Then, thoughtfully, she said, "After what just passed between us, |
aso know not what more you might do. Y ou loved me asif you love me, if you take my meaning.”

"l think s0," Victor said, nodding. "Darel ak if | beforgiven, then?"

"In part, surely—else you should not have touched me s0," Meg said. "Altogether? Not yet. Not for
sometime, | fear. | shall find myself wondering about you, worrying about you, whenever you go more
than an hour'sride from here. More than an hour'sride from me, | should say.”

"Then | had better not go any farther than that, en?" Victor said.
"An excdlent notion." Hiswife blew out the candle at |ast.

The messenger wore the green coat of an Atlantean cavaryman. With aflourish suggesting held played in
an amateur thegtrical or two in histime, he handed Victor Radcliff aletter seeled with the Atlantean
Assembly's red-crested eagle. " Congratulaions, Gen-erd!" he said in aloud, ringing voice that also made
Victor guess he'd been on the stage.

"Er—thank you," Victor answered. "But for what?'

Still inthose ringing tones, the man said, "Why, for being cho-sen one of thefirst two Consuls who will
lead the United States of Atlantis now that no one can doubt our freedom from King George's wicked
rue"

Ever since departing from Honker's Mill and returning to the much larger (and more euphonious) New
Hastings, the Atlantean Assembly had argued about how the new nation should be run. Victor had
followed the often-acrimonious wrangling from what held thought was a safe distance.

Taking astheir modd the Roman Republic, the Assemblymen had decided to let executive authority rest
in the hands of two Con-suls, each with the power to veto the other's actions. Roman Consuls served
only one year a atime, though; their Atlantean counterparts would have two-year terms. The Assembly
had a so rechristened itsdlf the Senate, even if hardly anyone used the new name yet. It would select the
Consuls. Under the rules it had agreed upon, one man could serve up to three consecutive terms, and a
totd of fivein hislifetime.

"Who shall my colleague be?' Victor asked. Theletter was bound to tell him, but the messenger seemed
well informed. And, if he didn't care for the answer he got, he had every intention of declining the
Asambly'sinvitation (no, the Senate's, he reminded himsdf).

"Why, Isaac Fenner, of course,” the messenger said, asif no one else was even imaginable. But Victor
had imagined plenty of other possible candidates: anyone from Custis Cawthorne to Mi-che du Guesclin.
Still, he could easily see how Fenner would have got the nod.

And he found himsalf nodding, too. "Isaac should be agood man to work with," he said, hoping he
would till fed that way two years hence.



He broke the sedl. The letter was addressed in the fantastically neat script belonging to the Atlantean
Assembly's secretary—the Senate's secretary now. That same worthy had indited the con-tents. In much
more forma Language, the letter told Victor what held aready heard from the messenger.

Hewas 4till reading through it when Blaise walked over and Meg came out of the house to see what was
going on. Victor told them. Blaise shook his hand. Meg hugged him and kissed him on the cheek. She
went back ingde, returning amoment later with amug of rum punch, which she handed to the messenger.

The horseman doffed histricorn. "Much obliged, maam." He gulped the punch and smacked hislips.
"Ahhh! Much obliged indeed—that's tasty stuff."

"Y ou shdl be one of thefirst Consuls," Meg said to Victor. " Schoolboys yet unborn will haveto learn
your name and deeds or get awhipping, asif you were William the Conqueror or Queen Elizabeth.”

"Y ou make methink | should say no!" he exclamed. Blaise and the messenger laughed. Meg... didnt.

Blaise went back to his cottage to tell Stellaand the children. They came out to congratulate Victor. In
public, al seemed wdll between Stellaand Blaise. But Blaise hadn't said anything about her letting him
make love to her again. Even though Blaise hadn't got Roxane with child, Stella seemed lessforgiving
than Meg.

Victor'swife ducked into the house once more. When she came out again, she gave the messenger
another mug of rum punch and a sandwich of roast duck between two thick dices of brown bread. The
duck was from night before last, and wouldn't stay good much longer. Even so, the messenger wasn't
inclined to complain. Just the opposite—he dipped his head and said, "By dl that's holy, maam, | wish
I'd had call to come here sooner!™

"Y ou rode along way, and you brought good news," Meg said. Her gaze siwung toward Victor. "l
supposeit isgood news, anyhow."

The messenger only grinned—he didn't follow that. Victor smiled uncomfortably—hedid. Blaiseand
Stellaand perhaps even their children understood... some of it, a any rate. But none of them let on.

"Well, Generd Raddliff—uh. Consul Raddliff, | guess| should say—wiill you write me an answer | can
take back toward New Hastings?' the messenger asked.

"| shall do that very thing," Victor said. "Comeingde with me, why don't you? Everyone come
insde—well get out of the sun.”

After finding asheet of paper andinking aquill, Victor wrote quickly: To the Conscript Fathers of the
Senate of the United Stales of At-lantis, greetings. Gentlemen, | am honored beyond my desertsto
be selected

Consul, and gratefully accept the office, which | shall fulfill to the best of my abilities, poor
though they may be. | am also proud to share the Consul-ship with the most distinguished Isaac
Fenner, and look forward to working with him closely and cordially. | remain your most obedient
servant and the servant of our common country.... He signed his name and added his sedl.

He sanded the | etter dry, shook away the sand, folded the paper, and used aribbon and his sedl againto
make sure it stayed secure. On the outside, he wrote To the Senate of the United Sates of

Atlantis, convened at New Hastings. His hand was no match for that of the Senate's secretary, but was



tolerably legible

"Youdidtel 'emyes, | takeit?' the messenger said as Victor gave him thereply. "I need to know that
much, in case something happensto the paper.”

"Yes, | told them yes," Victor answered.

After two mugs of rum punch, the messenger thought that made afinejoke. "Yes, yes" hesaid. "Yes,
yes... Yes, yes... Yes, yes!" Hekept trying to find the funniest way to stressit, and laughed harder after
each new try.

Herode off down the dirt track that would take him east and south, back toward New Hastings. Victor
wouldn't have been amazed had he trotted west instead, and ended up in the foothills of the Green Ridge
Mountains. But no.

"Wadl, | won't have to chase after him and put him on theright road," Blaise said, so Victor wasn't the
only onewho'd had his doubts.

After congratulating Victor again, the Negro and hisfamily went back to their own cottage. That |ft the
new consul alonewith hiswife. When Meg said, "New Hagtings," she might have been talking about the
talest dunghill for milesaround.

"New Hagtings" Victor agreed in avery different tone of voice.

"I had not planned on leaving the farm for so long, but | had better come dong with you,” shesaidina
voice that warned she would tolerate no dissent. ™Y ou go there to keep an eye on the country, and | shdll
go there to keep an eye on you."

Sed quis custodiet ipsos custodes? For once, Victor had an answer to Juvenal's ancient and cynical
guestion. He knew exactly who would watch at least one of Atlantis watchmen. Helet out a soft
chuckle.

'And what do you find funny now?" Meg asked ominoudly. Victor explained. To hisrdief, Meg at least
smiled. She was an ed-ucated woman, even if she hadn't used her Latin much since her school days (for
that matter, neither had Victor). After amoment, though, she said, "But Juvend wasn't talking about the
Roman Senate and Consuls when he wrote that, was he?"

"No, | don't believe hewas,” Victor said, and not another word. Juvena had been talking about brothel
guards. If Meg didn't recall that, Victor wasn't about to remind her.

"Between you and I saec, the country will bein good hands," she said, mercifully letting the quotation
drop. "Between my right and my left, sowill you.”

"Fair enough,” Victor agreed. And, at least for the time being, it was.



