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Chronology

2032 Captain Jed Byers of the CDSS Ranger discovers a planetary sized moon of a gas giant and
names it Haven. It is not so much a niche as aloophole for life

2037 Garner Cagtell buys the license to establishNew Harmonysettlements on Haven

2038 Sauron is discovered by Avery Landyn, a survey pilot for 3M. World is rich in radioactives
and heavy metals.

2040 CoDominium Bureau of Reocation begins mass out-system shipment of convicts and
undesirables. Colonization of Spartaand St. Ekaterina, First convicts arrive on Haven.

2046 Two thousand American miners sent to Haven after the Great Lakes Iron Revolt. When they
discover the dtrict laws prevailing inCastdI City, they found their own town, Hell's-A-Comin'.

2052 Shimmer stones are discovered on Haven. Word leaks out by tramp ship and miners begin to
flock to Haven.

2058 CoDominium sends a brigade of Marines and an ambassador to Haven. The new viceroy lays
the foundation forFortKursk.

2079 Sergel Lermontov becomes Grand Admird of the CoDominium Space Navy.

2098 Saurons evict the CoDominium and declare their independence. They begin to build their own
space navy.

2103 Great Petriotic Wars. End of the CoDominium. Exodus of the Fleet.

2250 Leonidas | of Spartaproclaims the Empire of Man.

2258 Seventy-seventh Divison ("Land Gators") of the Imperid Marines is commissioned on Haven.
Principd duties, garrison and peacekeeping on Haven. Mohbile Reserve for Twelfth Army.

2250—- 2600 Empire of Man enforces intersellar peace.

2434 Firgt Cyborg is created on Sauron.

2603 St. Ekaterinais nearly destroyed by the Saurons. Secession Wars begin.

2613 Lavacais liberated from the Saurons during the Lavacan Campaign.

2618 Third Imperid Heet is nearly destroyed off Tabletop.

2623 Seventy-seventh Dividon is withdrawn from Haven dong with dl Imperid officids.

2637 Sauron supported Secessonist amada and Clamant fledts fight to a draw at the Battle of
Makassar.

Frg there was the CoDominium, an uneasy dliance which kept the peace on Earth, but a a cost
greater than many were willing to bear. Then came the Alderson Drive, which gave mankind the gtars;
and those who hated the CoDominium could leave, and many who did not want to leave the Earth were
exiled.

Mankind had the stars, but not wisdom; and when a hundred worlds were settled, the CoDominium
could no longer keep the peace. CoDominium became chaos, and from that rose the Empire, built on
dreams but hdd together by the Navy. And the Empire grew its own seeds of destruction, to dissolve
into the Secesson Wars.

Through it dl Haven endured. Then the Saurons came.

THE FACE OF THE ENEMY-DON HAWTHORNE

The Universe exidsin chaos;
Man is the measure of the Universe. The ultimate chaos of man's exigence Is the human endeavor



cdled War. By magtering War, we master the Universe.

Children's song taught in Sauron primary schools, Trandated by Colond Nigd McKeegan,
Director of Imperia Forces of Occupation, Secesson Wars Higtorica Task Force, 2643

"What are we?'

The quedtion was directed toward a viewport of the Sauron heavy cruiser Fomoria, but was
addressed to the figure behind the speaker, who blinked in surprise a the words.

The officer at the viewport stood with hands clasped behind his back, watching the immensgty of
interstelar space before him as if he might actudly discern something amid dl that blackness. If any
human-spawned eyes were capable of it, his were. Vessdl Firs Rank Galen Diettinger turned from the
viewport and fixed the young Soldier before hm with a piercing stare. I asked you what we are, Fighter
Rank Severin."

"Your pardon, Firg Rank, but the question is out of context. Are you referring to this ship and her
crew, or to you and me, or isthe nature of the question metgphysicd?'

Diettinger nodded dightly, seeming satisfied and disappointed at the same time "The context is
immaterid, Fighter Rank Severin. You have answered the question.” Diettinger took his seat at the desk.
"St," he ordered. Severin sat. "You commanded the reconnaissance flight to Tanith System this morning.
Report your impressions of the Stuation there.”

Severin remained impassive, but inwardly he was disgpproving. He was part of that group of younger
Saurons, born since the start of the Secesson Wars, who believed persond interpretation of data to be
a best an outdated tradition and a worst a dangerous indulgence. Accurate information, in sufficient
quantities, made it unnecessary to "read” the enemy’s intentions, whatever his intentions might be, his
actions would be dictated by the actions of the Saurons.

But Diettinger was of an older school, one that thought prudence to be as crucid as boldness, an idea
Severin's generaion could bardy understand, let done embrace. The Firs Rank even had an Old Earth
antique in his office, something cdled a "sample™ from the Peninsular Campaigns of the Sauron role
modd ,Wdlington, which read: "Discretion is the better part of vaor." Whatever that meant.

"Hrg Rank, enemy fleet digpogtions at Tanith are three Chinthe-class destroyers, the light cruisers
Strela andK onigsherg, and the Imperid battlecruiserCanada.”

Diettinger waited urtil the silence began to discomfit the Fighter Rank. "Ground force deployments,”
he sad.

"Deployments, sr?" Severin was confused. "Sensors indicated one battalion of mechanized infantry,
one of heavy armor, and four of foot infantry, with assumed attendant support units and an unidentified
concentration presumed to be a gpecid operations brigade, standard for Imperid ground forces of this
gze"

"You seem unconcerned, Fighter Rank."

Severin shrugged. "Their lack of armor support or infantry vehides suggests overdl poor combat
readiness.”

Diettinger's face remained blank. "How low was your reconnai ssance pass, Fighter Rank Severin?”

"Low, Sr?" Severin was taken aback; doctrine directed that reconnaissance ops be conducted from
high orbit, to dlow the maximum spread of the sophisticated sensor gear aboard the fighters. " Standard,
Firg Rank, 150 kilometers™

Diettinger dmogt smiled. "While you were optimizing the scanning equipment on board your fighter,
did you make any use of the scanning equipment in your head?"

"Hrg Rank, Tanith is under dmost perpetua cloud cover, | saw no reason - "

"Tanith is under such cloud cover, Fighter flank, because it is hot, extremey so. It is a veritable jungle
inevery place above sealeve whereitisnot swvamp, or sheer diff, or broken ground. That is the reason
for the low vehicdle-to-infantry ratio. With very few exceptions, armored vehicles are worthless on Tanith,
while infantry with arlift support, and particularly specia forces groups, comprise the dominant forces in
battle. Y our falure to provide accurate digpostion of these enemy forces has endangered the success of



our misson and the lives of hundreds of your fdlow Soldiers.”

"But, Firg Rank, they are only human normg™

Now it was Diettinger's turn to be surprised. Recovering, he stood and looked down at Severin.
"What have you learned since release from your training creche, Fighter Rank? Have you forgotten that it
has been "human norms across known space who have bled Sauron whitein thiswar?"

Severin went cold; this type of conversation was periloudy close to treason. Sauron reverses in the
last few years of the war could clearly be attributed to manpower and materid superiority of the enemy
forces, even a that, such Imperid victories as had been won were, to say the least, pyrrhic. The Stuation
a Tanith was a classsoom exercise; the Sauron heavy cruiser which could not utterly destroy such a
meeger opposing force as Severin had reported was not worthy of the name.

"Your squadron will immediatdy make secondary reconnaissance sweeps and report directly to me.
These will be low dtitude passes, 100 meters or less, with augmented visud recording gear. If your
second report is satisfactory, you and your squadron will not be remanded to combat overwatch during
the battle. Dismissed."

Diettinger watched the young Soldier leave.

The new ones arive filled with the invinahility of Sauron, he reflected. Their historicd training is being
neglected, or they would know that only losng armies do that to their young warriors.

Diettinger reviewed his orders once more. "Massve quantities of pharmaceuticals on Tanith awaiting
convoy for off-shipment,” they read, and then one word: " Secure.”

Pharmaceuticals on Tanith meant one thing: borloi. An addictive vice among the human norms that
comprised the Empire, borloi inits most concentrated form was the only drug capable of anesthetizing a
Sauron for surgery. With the fearful wegpons both sides were employing in this war of secession, more
and more Soldiers were beng wounded and maimed, and while their superior heding ability and
resstance to trauma increased thar survivahility vis a vis therr Imperid counterparts, they couldn't grow
back lost limbs or organs without help.

At leadt, Diettinger thought, not yet. And until the Breedmasters perfect that capability, we can't fight
the Empire with paraplegics. Regeneration might be an exact science, but grafts and regrowth implanting
were not painless, particularly for burn victims. Sauron needed that borloi, and Diettinger's ship was the
closest to Tanith for the misson.

He accessed data on the vessds Severin had reported in orbit: three destroyers, two light cruisers,
and the origind of theCanadaclass of battlecruisers. TheCanadawould be over fifty Standard Years old;
perhaps the Empire was draining in this war, as well.

Sauron ship designations were derived from weaponry and mission profiles, rather than tonnage, but
the Fomoria was more than a match for the Imperid BC. The other ships would be dangerous inasmuch
as Fomoriawould have to ignore them while she engaged theCanada, during which time dl the Imperid
vessds would be firing on her, attempting to overload her Langston Fields with energy weapons and dip
missles past her point defense systems.

Though space was the only battlefidd where the Imperids could engage Sauron forces on something
like an even footing, Diettinger himsdf had developed tactics to redress that problem, tactics which were
now standard procedure wherever the Saurons faced the Imperia Navy. The navd aspect of the raid
was thus the least crucid. The problem was the raid on Tanith hersdlf.

Library data gave him the generd layout of Tanith's man spaceport, but it was accurate only to ten
years ago, meking Severin's reconnaissance update crucid; 4ill, until he knew more, the First Rank
would work with what he had. After a few minutes planning he had arrived a what he fdt was an
acceptable battle outline.

He scheduled the Staff mesting for one hour after the return of Severin's squadron.

Captain Will Adderly of the INSS Canada and commander of the Tanith Patrol Fleet launched his
pen across the room toward the dart board for another bull's-eye. It was something he did to relieve
tenson, and it was dmost second nature to him now.

Desgn Notes:

The Chinthe-class destroyers (Type D-76) were origindly desgned by Prabash and Beng, Ltd.,



ofMakassar, as fast merchant vessals. However, a the time of ther design the possibility of a breakdown
of the Empire had apparently occurred to certain people in the firm.

S0 the ships (designated the P-8 Class) were given high speed, a limited sdf-refuding capability,
compartmentation to military specifications, overszed computers, and a number of compartments that
could easily be converted to weapons mountings or anmunition storage.

The result was a ship with limited armament for its Sze (grester than mogt light and some heavy
cruisers) but high speed and (when lightly loaded) exceptiona range. These qudities became vauable
from the early days of the Secesson Wars, as hodtile forces disrupted the Imperid Navy's network of
bases.

Consequently, an order was placed for twenty-sx P-8's with a built-in armaments suit. . . .

- From Janes ALL THE GALAXY'S WARSHIPS 19th Edition (Sparta, 2645)

He read the reports again, hoping they would say something different this time, but it was not to be.
The Tdon-class Sauron heavy cruiser Fomoria was dill out there, a ship as fearsome as the reputation of
her commander. Sauron heavy cruisers were designed to be all-purpose vessdls, carrying fighters, ground
troops, and far more armament than their Imperid Navy counterparts. They were an Admird's dream,
the firg ships in human higory truly able to "outfight what they couldn't outrun, and outrun what they
couldn't outfight." Adderly launched another pen. Unfortunatdly, the very flexibility of such a ship made it
impossble for him to guess what it might be doing here. A force of trangports and battleships meant Sege
and invasion, aforce of carriers meant a strike, but one heavy cruiser only meant trouble.

The Saurons had arrived in-system three T-weeks ago. As usud in this war, they had been preceded
by automated bombs, high-yidd nukes on smple clockwork timers, sent ahead dong the Alderson Point
tramline to soften up anybody waiting on the other end. The disorientation effects of Jump Lag made such
atactic mandatory, snce dl humans, even Saurons, were S0 debilitated by the phenomena that a monitor
waiting on the other end could destroy them with easeiif it happened to be close enough to the tramline's
exit point. Computers fared worse, but even Jump Lag couldn't disrupt a spring and a handful of gears.

Immediatdy upon recovery, they had engaged the converted asteroid sentry base, dill recovering
from the Sauron nukes, that guarded Tanith's Alderson Point. In less than a day, it was reduced to
rubble.

And since then, nathing. The Fomoria dill had made no move againg his meager task force and he ill
did not dare engage her until the convoy arrived with its escort to reinforce.

The Saurons had been probing this sector off and on for about four years now, and despite being
bloodied in three mgor navd engagements, they were far from beaten. It was only by grace of the trave
times between Alderson Points that the Empire had survived the initid Sauron victories of the war at dl.
The decades falowing were filled with the constant struggle to push the Saurons and their dlies back.
Now it seemed asif the Saurons were on the wane.

But twice snce the tide had turned in the war, the Imperid Generd Staff had launched offensves
agang Sauron strongholds, and twice the carefully garnered reserves and precious resources of men and
ships had been obliterated, when everything in the Staff plans had predicted otherwise.

Now they were at Tanith, one of the crossroads into the heart of the Empire. From here it was only a
short trip to Gaea, or Covenant; evenSparta, the Imperia capita would be in range of a Sauron Fleet
based at Tanith. If the enemy got afoothold there.. . .

Adderly's congtant requests for reinforcement had gone unheeded. He had been promised that a
portion of the convoy escort would be turned over to his control, but he couldn't leave the Fomoria out
there, unmolested, to welcome the convoy when it arrived, helplessin the throes of Jump Lag.

Adderly recdled the old military adage from over a century ago, when Sauron ill provided loyd
troops for the Empire, before the Secesson War: "No battle plan survives contact with a Sauron.” Too
true. Perhaps even more o of this Sauron. Adderly rechecked the dim intd file on Gaen Diettinger,
commander of the Fomoria

At leadt it's an old warhorse like me, he thought.

One problem with beng a war for generations was that details on the enemy's up-and-comers
became amogt impossible to get. There Smply were no Sauron defectors, and human norms who tried to



impersonate them rarely succeeded.

It wasn't dl that tough for a Sauron to tone down his abilities and pass for a human norm. Rumor had
it they did not look dl that different. For dl the "racid supremacists’ bilgewater the Imperid Propaganda
Committee put out about them, the Saurons varied in physiognomy as much as human norms; they were,
after dl, "purpose-bred people.” And they possessed enough human norm worlds as dlies from which to
draw their espionage community. On the other hand, there seemed to be no end to the petty thieves and
bureaucrats willing to betray the Empire for a few feeble promises of neutrdity or specid trestment, or
just plan money.

And what did that say about the state of the Imperia society he was risking his neck to preserve?
Adderly dismissed the memory of his wife's voice. Alysha would never understand. Alysha never had,
athough she had promised she would. They had married during his midshipman days at the Academy -
when no one had yet dared to labd the Empirés ongoing skirmishes as the Secesson Wars - he
promisng to join her father's merchant fleet as soon as those skirmishes were resolved.

But the Saurons had emerged to lead the Secessionist cause, and the skirmishes had become a war.
Hisfour years of required service became alifdong career, despite his influentid father-in-law's offers to
get him out of the Navy for "critica dvilian services”" His refusals had led to battles with Alysha that
rivaled those with the Secessionigts.

Addely sghed; at least this Diettinger was a more or less known quantity. The file cadled him
resourceful and innovaive, with aflag at the last word. Sauron discipline and aggressiveness tended to
make them somewhat predictable, but they possessed their share of daring commanders. And, being
perhaps the ultimate military pragmeatists, they were quick to place these exemplars where they could do
the most good.

Adderly read of engagements in which the Fomoria took part under Diettinger; none of the accounts
gave him cause for rgoicing. The Fomoriatypicaly had been used to engage numericaly superior forces,
once even here during the Battle of Tanith.

Soon to be renamed the FirgtBattleof Tanith, no doubt, Adderly mused.

Diettinger had one of those records that a Civilian might have chalked up to mere genius, but Adderly
knew better. No action Diettinger commanded had ended in defeat for the Saurons unless he had been
relieved by the appearance of higher ranking officers. The man was not just good, he was lucky.

It was a rare Sauron who daimed a congstent record of navd victories. Ship to ship, the Imperia
Navy was equa to anything the Saurons could mugter. It was dl that was winning the war againgt them. It
was aso why Sauron ships were built to be twice as powerful as any opposing vessals of their type.

If the Sauron moved before the convoy arrived, Adderly knew that any battle plan he could come up
with would be only the firgt casudty.

He decided it was time to confer with the commanders of the light cruisers Strela andK onigsherg, and
cdled his Firg Officer's duty station. "Jmmy, get Captains Casardi and Saunders on line for a briefing in
two hours. Thank you."

Will Adderly had been in the Navy for twenty years, dl of them at war, dl fighting Saurons or ther
dlies and he had developed a amdl for trouble. He looked at the holo of the Tanith sysem above his
desk.

It stank.

"The enemy convoy is due in-sysem a any time. We may expect heavy support in addition to the
trangport ships. Theissue is therefore to be resolved as araid, with rapid deployment of ground forces to
the spaceport to determine the location of the borloi, secure it, and maintain the perimeter againg locd
counterattack while the materid is being up-loaded to the Fomoria.™

Diettinger turned to the commander of his ground force complement, Deathmaster Anson Quilland.
"Satus?'

"All forces a operationa strength, First Rank. Heavy anti-armor unit outfitting now, heavy antiaircraft
unitswill be ready in one hour.”

"The Imperid force deployments indicate they are moving thar ground units to reinforce the
spaceport, evidently to secure it from our attack, but only two enemy infantry bettalions have reached it



as yet. Augment your force with twice-norma anti-personnd wegpons. Use captured projectile weapons
as they become available. It will add to the enemy's confusion if he sees non-energy weapons like his
own firing from within the spaceport.”

Quilland amiled; he considered himsdf fortunate to be in Diettinger's command. The First Rank was
crafty and thorough, and under him, Quilland had been promoted quickly. No one dse of his creche had
yet atained the rank of Deathmaster, the authority to decide whom among their Soldiers would be
committed to large battles, and thus who would live, and who die.

"All means at your disposal are authorized to secure the perimeter. The enemy must be aware of our
presence in-sysem and cannot fal to eventudly guess your objective, but the longer we keep them
bdieving that an invason bridgehead on Tanith is our god, the less difficulty we will have in off-shipping
the borloi." He looked to hisleft. " Spesk."

"What are loss parameters for the operation, Sr?" Second Rank was compiling the database
necessary for the coordination of the plans by her Staff department.

"None." Diettinger acknowledged the reactions of the other Soldiers with a nod. "High Command's
orders were to secure that borloi. No options were indicated.” Diettinger turned to the massve form a
the end of the table. "Cyborg RankKoln."

Heavy facd bone dructure, litle subcutaneous fat and the short, lank har of the Cyborgs
gaveKolnthe look of a hungry skull. Diettinger had heard that human norms cdled the Cyborgs "death's
heads," &fter the crossed bars and skull-shaped nuclear cloud of the Pathfinders inggnia He had begun
to sugpect that was not the only reason.

"Your Pathfinders will, as usud, precede the firs landings to mark and secure the drop zones and,
maost importantly, locate the borloi. Your forces will have to split up suffidently to maintain pressure on
the spaceport until reinforced, however."

Kolnshook his head. "No difficulty, First Rank. Four Pathfinder Cyborgs can locate the borloi while
the rest of the force maintains the feint.”

"Be aware that we cannot risk the nudear pre-strike standard in your operations; the borloi is usdess
if radioactive.”

"Understood.”

"Vay wel. In four hours the Fomoria will move to engage the Tanith patrol fleet. Finish your
operational plans and coordinate with Second Rank; she will have your timetables for you in ninety
minutes. Dismissed.”

After the others had Ieft, Diettinger turned to Second Rank. "The convoy will be escorted with
additiona Imperid warships. Double the dengty of mines at the Alderson Point. Detach a squadron of
heavy fighters to engage and delay anything that gets through." Diettinger considered the improved qudity
of the latest reconnai ssance. "Give the command to Fighter Rank Severin.”

Second Rank raised her head. "Comment, First Rank."

"WIll not dl fighter squadrons be required to engage enemy spacecraft?’

"Hopefully not, because your next task is to dispatch an emergency distress buoy through the
Alderson Point back to Second Fleet. Tdl them that we are encountering heavy and unexpected
resistance, with more enemy ships arriving daily, and to dispatch dl available reinforcements.”

Second Rank's eyes widened. "But . . . Fird Rank . . . that's not true!™

Diettinger looked at her. "No, Second Rark, it is not true. Today. Nor may it be true tomorrow. It
may in fact never be true, but | am not willing to take that chance.”

"Hra Rank, if word of this gets back to High Command, you will be executed for misuse of
resources.” Diettinger did not notice thet her voice was trembling.

"Second Rank, the Imperidswill receive reinforcements when their convoy arrives. They will certainly
request more as they engage us, if they have not aready; that is standard Imperid procedure. We, too,
will request reinforcements as they escalate, thet is standard Sauron procedure. | am smply moving up
the timetable. | will have that borloi for Sauron, Second Rank, and | will take no chances thet it be lost
because our Fleets are on standby, waiting to rescue one of our more incompetent alies from their own



blunders. Digpatch the buoy, dismissed.”

He watched her go, back giff. How she could be so concerned with procedure at times like this was
beyond him.

Couldnt they see, any of them? After two decades of war, the pattern | described to Second Rank is
now set in stone. Sauron has logt the ability to seize the initiative, to make the enemy react to us the
Imperids now know what we will do; not in detall, we dill hold that tactical advantage. But in procedure,
that fidd where battles may be lost but the war ill won. Diettinger ran a hand through his hair, straight,
white and, he redized, thinning.

The Imperid commander a Tanith knows what | will do. My only hope is to deceive him as to how |
will do it.

"And the hdl of it is, gentlemen, that | havent the faintex goddamned idea of what those Sauron
sonsofbitches are going to do, nor when, nor how, nor even why!"

Adderly had been throwing his pens at the dartboard for the last ten minutes, there was a cluster of
them grouped around the bull's-eye, each later makeshift dart driven in deeper than the last. He was now
darting to pitch them hard enough to bury them in the plagtic of the wall behind the board, and it was
doing no more to relieve his tenson than when he'd started.

Captain Edwin Casardi of the Strela leaned back in his seat and spread his hands. "Will, take it easy;
they haven't moved yet. If they wait until the convoy arives, they're hopdesdy outnumbered. If they hit
us now, we only have to hold, harass and withdraw. One Sauron heavy cruiser againg Tanith Starports
Langston Fed won't amount to a pisshole in a snowhegp.”

Adderly stopped to look at him, then to Casardi's opposite number, Saunders. "Is that what you
think, Colin?"

Saunders was a red-haired Gad from New Scotland, fair skin and freckles making him look eterndly
young. The freckles dmog disappeared when he was angry, as he was now.

"Like bloody hell. Sir." Saunders did not like Casardi, and made no secret of it. The Strelas CO was
too confident for Saunders taste, and too easy on his crew by hdf. Saunders ownKonigsbergboasted
the best readiness record of her class, if not the Navy. Now here was a chance for that readiness to be
proven, and thislazy wop wanted to run!

"This Fomoriais a heavy cruiser, by thar rating, a heavy battlecruiser by ours, she outgunsCanadaand
ather of our light cruisers, but she canna outgun al three ships and the Chinthes t'boot! We know she's
out there, and if she's preparing to hit us, as you say, then | say shélll neéer be more vulnerable. Let's take
dl we've got and run the bastard t'ground!”

Adderly rubbed his face with his hands. "I'm amazed, gentlemen; you agree on something.” He looked
up at both of them, scowling. "And you're both dead wrong.

Rul out, or attack; either way we leave Tanith to fend for hersdf. Christ, men, we're the bloody
Navy! What if we guess wrong, Calin, and don't find her, and she dipsin the back door with a load of
thermonukes, and Tanith gets dagged in a terror bombing while we're out begting the bush? Or say we
pull safdly out of range, Ed, and wait for the convoy to pull our asses out of the fire, and suddenly, wham,
the Sauron drops a divison of marines through the Fidd and into the spaceport just in time for ther
reinforcements?’

"Will, theré's dmost two-thirds of a full-grength Divison down therel" Casardi sounded offended.
"They'd outnumber a Sauron Battdion by six-to-one!"

After twenty years of being kicked around by the Saurons and ther Codition of Secession, Adderly
knew that the Navy's ranks had been winnowed mercilesdy, leaving men who had been fighting in this
war long enough to become shrewd, dedicated and skilled in judging their Sauron foe.

| wonder where those men are? he thought, rubbing his eyes. "Ed, Sauron Battaions are designed to
engage Imperid Divisons, engage them and defeat them.”

Casardi dmogt snorted. "Maybe twenty years ago, Will, but they're on the run, now, everybody
knowsi it. It's only a matter of time."

"Aye" Saunders snapped. "So you'd as soon avoid putting your neck on the line and let somebody
e do the dirty work?'



Casardi's eyes flashed. In her fird engagement three years previous, Strela had been rammed
amidships in a battle off Kennicott, loang hdf her crew in an ingant. Twice sance then she had suffered
heavy losses, once when her fighter cover had strayed, exposing her to attack, and agan when a missle
bay had taken a freak hit through a flaw in her Langston Field. The Strla was now marked; an unlucky
ghip.

"My crew has seen combat, Captain Saunders. | confess | would like to try to spare them further
unnecessary "glories’ which less experienced officers might find welcome.”

Adderly had heard enough. "All right, that's enough, both of you. When thisis over I'll officiate a a
sanctioned dud if that's what you want but until then, and | mean this, gentlemen, | will relieve you both if
you dont put your persond differences asde and dat working together immediady. Is that
understood?'

The short slence that followed before Adderly's order could be acknowledged was shattered by the
battle darm.

"NOW HEAR THIS. NOW HEAR THISBATTLESTATIONSBATTLESTATIONS. ENEMY
WARSHIP DETECTED AND CLOSING. CAPTAIN TO THE BRIDGE."

"Ah, Chrig on a crutch,” Adderly groaned. "You two get back to your ships, Ed, Il want Strela in
squadron withCanada. Colin,Konigsbergstands back at reserve distance until further notice.”

Saunders was too wdl trained to object, but the bitterness couldn't be kept from his "Aye, gr.”

Casardi only looked at Adderly. "Right," he said, thinking: three destroyers, one light cruiser and a
haf-century old BC againg the Fomoria. Thisisit for Strela; our hoodoo's caught up with us, & last.

Adderly caught his ook, pretending to ignore it as he ushered his officers out and raced for the bridge.
He knew the Strdds reputation for hard luck and he knew Saunders temperament; hed chosen
Casardi's ship to accompanyCanadafor those very reasons. Casardi would be prudent in the
engagement, while Saunders might prove reckless. And when the inevitable reinforcement was cdled for,
Saunders would throw his ship into the battle with dl the fury held built up waiting on the Sddlines.

If the Navy wouldn't give him geniuses, held have to try and use what he had with brilliance.

"Enemy ships dodng, Firg Rank. Three Chinthe-class destroyers, the battlecruiserCanadaand the
light cruiser Strela. Engagement range in fourteen minutes™

In contrast to conditions aboard the Imperid ships, the Sauron bridge was quiet. No klaxons blared.
No dations reported readiness levels, they were dways prepared for battle. Only deficiencies were
dlowed to interrupt the First Rank's concentration, and aboard the Fomoria there were none.

Strapped into the acceleration couch, Diettinger watched the display on the battle screens. Tanith's
aurly orange bulk crouched on the bottom Ieft while five red circles tracked dowly about the middle of
the view. "Marine gatus.”

"Standing by, First Rank." Diettinger's persond modification to space combat was ready; no doubt
the Imperias were prepared for it, but there was redly no way they could prevent it.

The three amdler circles moved away from the larger two, moving down and to the left, across the
face of Tanith.

"Degtroyers flanking to port, First Rank."

Weapons haf-turned in his seet; the First Rank often waited to raise the Langston Fidd until the last
moment, but he was taking even longer than usud.

"Enamy systems locking on us"

"Target theCanada."

"Done”

The samdler circles were a the lower left edge of the viewscreen. "Destroyers off port bow."

"Viaud to 360."

The wals disappeared. There was now only the celling, the floor, and around them Tanith space.

Weagpons finger hovered over the Fed activation pad. "Destroyers to port,” he caled. "Coming
about and dosing on bearing 225. Destroyers have activated ther Fidds.”

"All enemy Fdds ativaing." The red crcles had changed to solid squares of black with red
becklighting.



"Targeting stations, abort fixes onCanada," Didltinger said. "All batteries switch to and engage the
middle destroyer. Activate FHeld.”

Weapons finger stabbed fire pads and the Fidd key dmost smultaneoudy. "Torpedoes away; lasers
firing."

Aboard theCanada, Adderly's bridge crew had locked down ther own acceleration couches into the
creular floor plate surrounding the combat hologram. Adderly wanted them prepared for vidlent
maneuvering, in the hope that theCanada's agility might not be known to the Sauron.

The black bubble of Canada's Langston Feld was charged to maximum, ready for the initid enemy
sdvo. Adderly wanted to buy time for the destroyers to get in and unload on the Sauron; the Chinthes
were a new desgn, greatly over-gunned for their Sze, and he was hoping they could charge the
Fomorias Fieds with more energy then could eeslly be dissipated beforeCanadastarted firing.

"The Sauron's lost her lock on us, Sr!" The weapons officer's ation turned to puzzlement. "Wait,
she'slocking again - gods, they're fagt! - right; now she'sfiring, ar."

"Engineering, sand - " Adderly watched the traces in the combat hologram reach out and enfold the
lead Chinthe-class destroyer. That ship, too, had her Fidd a maximum, but it was not so powerful as
theCanada's, and was never intended to absorb such a flood of energy a one blow. The Chinthe's Feld
went from black to red and up through the spectrum to violet dmost too fast for the eye to follow. White
gparks danced over its surface as the Fomorias battleship-killing lasers burned through with insulting
ease. The Feld collapsed aoruptly and the Chinthe was obliterated.

"The sonofabitch is going for easy kills™ a hdmaman cursed. "Cowardly Sauron bastard.”

The other two Chinthes cut hard away from each other, one preparing to pass to the rear of Fomoria
and the other to go below her.

Adderly was grim. "Dont kid yoursdf; he's working drictly by the numbers. That's one less ship to
help overload his Fidd." And | needed her. "Time to impact of torpedoes?' he snapped.

Langgton Fieds on the big ships didn't go quickly like those of destroyers; they absorbed lasers and
proximity-detonated nukesin prodigious amounts, becoming supercharged wals of missle-egting energy.
Thetime to get torpedoes in was now, before their own beams turned the Sauron's Feld into a free line
of defense againg them.

There were dl sorts of wrinkles to thisline of work.

"Ninety seconds, sr."

"Hdm, lay in thirty degrees port, five-G emergency burn and stand by." Five-G was more than human
norms could be expected to suffer for any length of time, even with the acceleration couches, but Adderly
was sure they'd prefer it to being vaporized by the Sauron.

"Thirty degrees port, five-Gs emergency ladin."

"Sgnd Strelato go postive two kilometers and fire dl lasers at will."

"Srdla acknowledging.”

"Incoming torpedoes, First Rank.”

"Taga theCanada” The black square representing the middle Chinthe was gone from the
viewscreen. Excdlent. Diettinger's Intdligence officer had estimated that this class was very heavily
armed for ther 9ze, and the enemy commander's commitment of them at such close range confirmed it.
Destroyers usudly hovered at the fringe of battle, launching missles to ad in overloading enemy Fieds.
Only if they had great laser cgpability would they be worth risking close in agang a ship like the
Fomoria

And now an darm did sound, but it was a soft, triple chime from Weapons console. "Point defense
penetration, Firs Rank; one torpedo incoming." Weapons completed targeting the enemy BC rather than
anticipate the missle impact; there was nothing to be done about that.

TheCanada's torpedo detonated ingde the Fomorias Field. Much of the energy was dill absorbed by
the back sde of the screen, but the rest poured into her hull, vaporizing plates of reflective armor,
exposng the true outer hull and in places even burning through that. Superheated air and coolants burst
within the Fomorias skin, rattling the heavy cruiser with a sound like bad plumbing in winter.

"Chinthes dowing; holding positions aft and negative. They're firing, First Rank.”



"Assess and report,” Diettinger ordered. "Torpedo damage atus?'

"Combat efficdency unimpared.”

"Srela a two kilometers pogtive, Frs Rank. Opening fire with lasars,  locking
torpedoes.Canadaclosing, firing again.”

"Chinthe assessment, First Rank."

"Main laser batteriesin the C-gigawatt range, tens-kiloton thermonuclearsin torpedoes, but light salvo
indicates amd| load same.”

Diettinger was glad he'd killed one early; the Chinthes were armed with the firepower of a light
cruiser. The Fomoria now had enemy ships pouring fire into her Fied from five of her 9x aspects, leaving
only one free for shifting power into areas of the Feld that might require it. The trap was obvious. "Aft
and ventra batteries; engage destroyers and continue firing until destroyed. Dorsal batteries, engage the
Strela. Wegpons."

"Weapons ready.”

"Mixed ordnance, heavy sdvo, on theCanada."

Mixed ordnance was the proverbid kitchen sink. TheCanadawould receive fuson torpedoes, particle
beams, visble lasers and X-ray cluster burdts in an attempt to both burn through her Fied and roll back
her point defense systems. Weapons fingers flew over the keypad; this was, after dl, what he had been
born to do.

"Engineering, Sx-Gsin one minute. Deathmaster Quilland.”

"Quilland here."

"Have your Marines stand by."

"Acknowledged.”

"Sr, Chinthes report their Fields going into the green.”

"Tdl them to just hold on for a few more seconds. SigndKonigshergto engage; she's to take up our
position as soon as we've cleared and unload on the Sauron with everything she's got. Gunnery, prep
starboard batteries for enhanced charge and stand by." Adderly watched the hologram; if they could
keep up the punishment to the Sauron's shields, and not lose another ship, this might work. The Sauron
should soon have to shunt power from the starboard, non-engaged sector of his Field to those being
bombarded and, hopefully, weakened.

Then, if he knew Saunders, the rabid Scotsman would be in their position dmost before they |eft,
dlowing Adderly to bringCanadaacross the Sauron's bow and hit the enemy’s thinned starboard Feld
sector with the battlecruiser's ful broadside. He wouldn't get a Fied collapse out of it, but he might get a
few burn-throughs, and that could provide him with the edge he needed.

"Konigshergat two hundred thousand kilometers and dosing, sr.”

"Speed?"

"Speed of ... this can't be right - uh; he's coming like a bat outta hell, Cap'n.”

Addely grinned. Good old Colin. "Hem, execute. Gunnery, stand by." "Thirty degrees, five-Gs
emergency, aye." "Gunnery ganding by." The Gunnery officer's last word was wrenched out of his lips as
theCanada's main and maneuvering thrusters roared into life at five gravities acceleration.

"Engaged Fed sectors moving into orange, Firs Rank.”

Diettinger had activated the overhead viewscreen, and was watching the Strela in his positive aspect
ran its lasersinto them. "Enemy satus?'

"Chinthe shidds moving into violet. Canadaana Strela shie ds moving into the green.”

"Wegpons, fire mixed savo on theCanada. Enginearing accelerate to sx-Gs. Marines, launch pods.”

Fomoria andCanadaleaped toward one ancther a a forty-five degree angle. Fomoria's mixed savo
savaged the Impeid battlecruiser's starboard dde, piecng her FHedd with a dozen
burn-throughs.Canada's starboard batteries, overcharged for Adderly's planned enhanced broadside,
blewv out over hdf their capacitors, destroying the weapons and turning the surface of the Imperid
battlecruiser into ragged fail.

On the hed's of the mixed salvo, Fomoria disgorged dozens of pods and hundreds of chaff dispensers.



The pods were torpedoes, ther payloads removed and modified with internd maneuvering controls, and
each carried one of Diettinger's picked EVA Marines.

A third of the pods sped past theCanada, effectively out of the battle until they could be retrieved or
turned around. Perhaps a dozen were hit by point defense, despite the chaff, or caught in the ragged
sdvo theCanadayet managed to generate from her ruined batteries, a volume of fire that vaporized chaff
and pod dike. But the rest pierced the battlecruiser's shredded Field, losng some kinetic energy to the
Field's effect but not enough to keep them from intercepting theCanada's hull, where they maneuvered
into position and disgorged the bulk of Sauron marines in powered battle armor, who regrouped on the
hull within seconds and began planting breach charges.

TheCanada's own savo was much reduced, but dill effective. Fomorias acceleration carried her out
from between the combined beams and missiles of the Strea and the two Chinthes, and directly into the
path of the oncomingKonigsberg. Saunders had everything the light cruiser could bring to bear firing on
the Sauron, and the Field shifted to meet it.

Canada's broadside burned through the Fomorias weakened starboard Fied sector a three points,
disabling two batteries and breaching the hull at a hangar door.

"Proximity dert.”

TheKonigshergand the Fomoria closed a a combined speed gpproaching thirty kilometers per
second; respectable even at the distances normd in space battles.

"Rdl starboard 180, negdtive five hundred meters. Ventra and port batteries mantain fire, fire for
effect.”

Diettinger's orders made little sense to anyone until the moment theKonigshergand the Fomoria
passed each other. Narrowly avoiding collison, Diettinger's maneuver had kept the distance between the
ships to less than four hundred meters, putting them inside one another's Fidds.

The ventral and port batteries of the ralling Fomoria were firing blindly, but it was impossble for them
dl to miss. The Fomorias lasers, with no Field to stop them, raked across the belly and port-low aspects
of theKonigsberg, opening her to space like a gutted fish. Asif to add inault to injury, the two ships
intersected Feds "bubbled,” combining as they passed and didributing the stored energy in the
Fomorias Field evenly between the two. The Fomorias screens dropped from ydlow back to dull red;
dl Adderly's work from the beginning of the battle was los.

At the time, however, Adderly was too busy to notice.

“"Damage Control! Hdm, hard about, come to 170, dow to one G." Adderly was coughing as the air
filled with smoke. He tried to pick out detalls on the bridge. The battle hologram stood out brighter then
ever in the haze, but now he could no longer see the crew around it. "Hem, acknowledge, dammiit, |
know you're not dead, | can hear you bleeding.”

"Hard about 170, aye" the hdmsaman hacked out areply. "Slowing to one G."

"Damage report.”

"Starboard batteries out, 9r; Fed intect, but ..." He fdl dlent for a moment. "Captain, I'm getting
weird sgnds on my board, looks like multiple hull breaches.”

"Wha?' Adderly directed his acceleration couch to the Damage Control Officer's gation. "What's the
location?"

The DCO shook his head. "Everywhere, sir, modly toward the rear of the ship, but spread out in
pockets - there goes another one.”

"They must have gotten something ingde the Field, but what would do - "

He suddenly recalled Diettinger'sfile: the product of a race of soldiers who yet had never logt a navd
engagement when in ful command. An innovator. To Adderly those two facts meant Diettinger's
successes semmed from chances he took that the regular Sauron High Command would never have
alowed.

"l will be dipped in shit." Adderly whispered. "Hdm! Emergency stop, dl engines reverse full.”

"Reverse full, aye, emergency stop.”

The next indant, the klaxons went crazy, followed by the voice of theCanadas Security Officer on the
emergency address system.



"ATTENTION ALL DECKS. ATTENTION ALL DECKS. INTRUDER ALERT. INTRUDER
ALERT. ENEMY MARINES ON DECKS ONE AND THREE, SECTIONS FIVE, SEVEN,
EIGHT, NINE AND TWELVE. NUMBER UNKNOWN."

Adderly keyed in the Security Officer's station. "What the hdl is going on, miger?'

The SO was ayoung Imperid Marine, Lieutenant Harris, Sruggling to get into his battle dress and tak
a the sametime; Adderly could hear smdl arms firein the background.

"Saurons, Captain, some kind of EVA Marines. They're usng breach charges and coming in through
the hull. We're loang atmosphere up there and half my men can't get to ther suits”

"What's their srength?”

"Unknown, dr. Ther€'s a least a dozen of the bastards insde; they aren't even trying to secure an
arlock, they're just burning their way in - " Harris suddenly looked confused, then startled, and findly
shocked. Adderly redized he couldn't hear the background noise any more, understanding only when he
saw the lieutenant's cheeks turned pink and his eyes red as he began franticdly groping at the wall.
Finding an emergency oxygen hood, Harris was pulling it on when an impossibly broad shape appeared
inthe doorway behind him.

"Harris - " No use; there was no atmosphere to carry the waning, and Harris wasn't wearing a
headphone. The armored Sauron's wegpon probably killed Harris, it cetanly destroyed the
communications plate. The screen went dark.

"Engineering, sed off decks one through four."

"Which sections, Sr?'

"All of them, sem to stern! And sedl deck five as well. Then flood them with whatever you've got, and
| don't mean gas. Use coolant, use fud, use plasmaif that's dl you've got, but do it, and | mean now!"

"But . . . Coptain Adderly, there are dill men up there ..."

The look in Adderly's eyes told him that he knew that; that, in fact, he was not likely ever to forget it.

"Entering Tanith's gravity wel, Firs Rank."

"Cut velocity, enter orbitd path." Diettinger had heard nothing from Damage Control, meaning they
were on the job. Fomoria was now a 87 percent combat effectiveness, wdl within acceptable limits.
"Desthmagter Quilland: gatus of EVA Marines?'

"Assault Leader Bohren reports top Sx decks secured, First Rank. Imperids tried flooding the decks
with liquid hydrogen from their fud cells, but the Marines reached the Sxth deck before it was sedled off"

"Excdlent.” The EVA Marines were on their own for awhile, a least until Fomoria emerged from the
other gde of Tanith. "Communications enemy satus?'

"Srdlais coming aongsideCanada. Both Chinthes are firing controlled bursts into the upper decks of
theCanada, igniting pockets of fud in the flooded sections.”

Diettinger turned in his seet & that. "Whet?'

Communications was just as bewildered. "It is apparently intentiond, Firg Rank. | am getting
fragments that indicate the Imperids think they have trapped the EVA Marines up there and are trying to
finish them off."

Diettinger thought about what that implied. Can they be that irrationd? Could any race of men hate
another so much?

"And theK onigsberg?"

"Hred engines a maximum reverse, Firs Rank. Accderation now .001 G, drifting. Field erratic; I'm
picking up sporadic communications thet indicate severe internd damage.”

Didttinger nodded, satisfied. It had dl gone surprisngly wel. The opportunity to fire at
theK onigsbergfrom insde her Field had decided the battle. He redized Second Rank was looking a him.

She stood againg the now three-G acceleration with little effort and approached Diettinger's chair.
"The message buoy, First Rank."

"Yes, Second. The one | ordered you to send. | presume you did s0."

"Of course, Firgt Rank; but ..."

"But now you are concerned that it was unnecessary."”



Second Rank said nothing.

"Recdl, Second, that we have not yet secured the borloi, and we may yet have to ded with an enemy
convoy and its reinforcements.” He turned back to the screens. "And, in any case, what is done is done.
Return to your gation.”

"Entering Tanith orbit, Firs Rank."

"Time to spaceport?”

"Twenty-three minutes™”

Diettinger accessed Drop Bay Three. "Cyborg RankKoln."

"Kolnhere"

"Stand by for drop in twenty-three minutes."

"Affirmetive.”

The featurdless cloud cover of Tanith reveded nothing of the surface beneeth to the naked eye, but
the screens projected the outlines of continents, idands, inland seas, overlad with the traceries of man's
marks on the face of the jungle world. There were not many of those.

At one minute before the drop point, Diettinger turned control over toKoln. Sixty-one seconds later,
Weapons pands read green.

"Pahfinders away, Firs Rank."

"Deathmaster Quilland. Prepare your men for drop on the next pass.”

"Affirmetive.”

Forty-five minutes later,Kolnsgnaled the spaceport auffidently secured for reinforcement, and the
Fomorias drop tubes opened again. Diettinger's full complement of ground forces was now committed to
Tanith's spaceport. "Take us out of orbit. Make for theCanada. Stand by to retrieve any EVA Marines
who have not reached the enemy ship.”

Seeing the Fomoria dosing on them again from Tanith orbit, Adderly ordered the Strela and the two
Chinthes to try and get any survivors off theKonigsherg. TheCanadawas beyond help.

The Sauron EVA Marines had not been caught in the upper decks as was hoped.Canada's marines
hed been killed to amean by at least fifty Saurons, probably more.

Adderly had given the order to abandon ship, foraing his bridge crew off dmost a gunpoint, findly
demanding they leave as his find order. He had then tried to initiate the scuttle codes, but found he
couldn't access them. Either the Saurons had done something to the ship's computer or it had been
damaged when theCanadatook the mixed sdvo from the Fomoria.

Whatever the cause, Adderly had been franticaly trying to run a manua sdlf-destruct program when
the Saurons had blasted their way onto the bridge.

The next thing he knew, figures in powered armor were shoving him into a space suit. He was
prodded down the corridors ahead of a wicked looking energy weapon and hustled into his own shuttle.
A Sauron waiting there put cable ties about his wrigts while another one piloted the shuttle out of the bay.

He looked out the viewport, hoping for some sgn of the Strela, but it was nowhere to be found.
Instead, the dagger-shaped Sauron heavy cruiser grew in his Sght. His shuttle landed in a hangar bay that
could have hdd dl three Chinthes, and the rush began again.

The Saurons dways seemed to be in a hurry, but Adderly found that he didn't redly mind; he was
beyond caring. No one taken prisoner by the Saurons had ever been heard from again, and he doubted
that he would be any exception.

Adderly wound up in a room with a desk, a viewport and a conference table. The two guards in
powered armor who'd brought him in the shuttle stood behind him on ether side. Incredibly, he found
himsdf reading a sampler on one wadl, looking impossibly ancient, and reading in Anglic: "Discretion is the
better part of vaor."

After a few moments, the door behind him opened, and a digtinguished-looking man entered. Tdl,
with sharp features, his sraight white hair yet falled to make him look old. He went to the desk and sat
down.

The hdmet was suddenly unlaiched and jerked from Adderly's head, and he blinked despite the
lighting of the room, subdued, comfortable.



Theman at the desk frowned at the cable ties on Adderly's wrigts and said something to the guards in
adrange language. One of the guards was about to pull Adderly's wridts gpart to break the cable tie, but
the man stopped him with asingle word. The guard instead broke the tie with his fingers.

"You are the commander of theCanada,”" the men said.

Adderly frowned. "I am. Captain Will Adderly. May | ask who you are?'

"VesH Firg Rank Galen Diettinger, commanding the Fomoria™

Adderly's jaw dropped. "Wha?' He looked over his shoulder at the huge forms behind him. "Bt . . .
thisis a Sauron ship!"

Diettinger looked puzzled. "Yes. Is it surpriang that a Sauron ship should be commanded by a
Sauron?'

One of the guards guided Adderly to the chair opposite Diettinger's desk.

"Butyou . . . you're human. At leadt, you look human.”

At that, Diettinger actudly blinked. He leaned forward, frowning. "What did you expect, Captain
Adderly?'

Snce the Secesson Wars had begun, intersdlar trade had ground to a danddill. Imperid
propaganda had been stronger every year, and Imperid paranoia over Sauron eugenics had grown more
drident with each passing day. It had suddenly struck Adderly that he had been fighting Saurons for
twenty years, yet this was the first timein hislife he had ever actudly seen a Sauron.

These were the people who were bringing Sx hundred years of interstelar avilization crashing about
his ears, who were breeding themsdves for war, finetuning their genes to create a race of human
Warrior Ants. The people who had serilized dmost a dozen worlds in hdf as many years.

Somehow, this Diettinger's obvious humanity and apparent decency made it dl even worse then it
dready was.

"l expected . . . something different. What do you want?' Adderly asked, hisvoice dead.

"I had you brought here not as a prisoner of war, but for a paley. My maines are taking
theCanadaas a prize ship, but you have my word that after this meeting is concluded, you will be released
for retrieva by another ship of your task force. Captain Adderly, | am here a Tanith on asmple raid, not
for thisworld's conquest.”

"You mug think I'm an idiot," Adderly said. "Tenith's Alderson Point routes are old news. Her
tramlines reach into Secessonist as wdl as Loydist space. And Tanith sysem has a mucking great gas
giant for cheap refuding. That makes the whole system extremdly atractive.”

Diettinger nodded. "Obvioudy. But there are many other waysinto the Empire, and securing Tenith is
the last one | would choose. It should be obvious, however, that more than a sngle heavy cruiser would
be assigned to the task. In any case, that is not my decison.” Diettinger leaned forward, watching him for
amoment.

"Andif | thought you were an idiot, Captain Adderly, you would not be here, now."

He doesn't blink, Adderly thought, though he knew it had to be his imaginaion. He suddenly redized
that this was the fird timein his Me he had ever been confronted by someone with a discernible force of
will. Charismatic bastard, I'll give him that.

"l have a proposition for you that can save a grest many lives, both Sauron and Imperid.” Diettinger
sad.

/ would have said "both Sauron and human,” Adderly redized. He amiled atired amile.

"Thisshould be good. Let's heer it."

" want the exact location of the borloi awaiting shipment by your convoy. | have Pathfinders looking
for it now; | bdieve you cdl them 'death's-heads.’ They are supporting Marines who are securing the
spaceport for shuttles to ship it to the Fomoria. While this Stuation persists, both your forces and the
aitizens of Tanith will be subject to heavy loss of life

"Borlol - " Adderly said, dmost sagging in the chair with relief, but caught himsdif.

They're here after the borloi? Why? Suddenly he remembered what Diettinger had said about Tanith:
"There are many other ways into the Empire” Had he meant routes, or tactics? Were the Saurons going
to try to destabilize the Empire by flooding it with the drug? It didnt make sense, nobody had time or



money for vices in this kind of war, but. . . He wracked his brain, trying to think of the military
goplications of the drug.

None came to mind, but the Saurons did nothing without a reason, usudly military, and they were no
douches in the chemicad warfare department. Still, if the borloi was ther target, that meant they didn't
know the red reason the convoy was coming.

Adderly waited along time before answering. "All right,” he said findly, defeated. "Give me something
to write with."

Diettinger smiled. "l have an excellent memory. Y ou may Smply tdl me the location.”

Adderly shook his head. "What good would it do? How old are your maps of Tanith? Sure, the
borlai's at the spaceport, but where? There are a lot of storage chambers, most unmarked, and dl of
them underground.”

Diettinger considered a moment, then handed him a writing stylus of some heavy Sauron dloy. "Very
well. Please don't embarrass me by trying to kill yoursdf with this or yoursdf by trying to harm me. |
promise you that neither your speed nor your hand-to-hand combat kills are a match for mine or those
of my troops.”

Adderly grunted and began to draw. Rectangles, circles, landmarks, roadways, al negily labeed, al
pure fiction. He was fliring with treason to buy time for that convoy, so he was determined to be
convinang.

He had dmog finished when he noticed Diettinger had turned to the viewport, looking out at the
wreckage of theKonigsberg. Something twisted in Adderly's chest a seeing this Diettinger smugly
reviewing his defeat of Adderly's task force.

Ancther one for your record, eh? It was hopeless anyway; he had never entertained the notion that
Diettinger's promise to release im had been sincere. He added a few more notes to the fraudulent map
while he waited for Diettinger to start to turn around again. The Sauron's reflexes might be superhuman,
but he couldnt react to what he didnt see coming, and they had to be as vulnerable as humans
somewhere. He only hoped the pen was heavy enough.

Adderly made shaking mations with the pen. "I thought these things were supposed to work in low
gravity."

"Il get you another.” Diettinger began to turn to his desk, and Adderly extended the mation into an
over-handed throw.

The pen was a centimeter away when Diettinger saw it - and caught it, Adderly redized with a shock
—but dmogt too late. The makeshift dart had penetrated deep into the Sauron's left eye.

Diettinger's head snapped back and cracked againg the viewport. Ingantly Adderly fet a hand close
about his throat and lift him off the floor. The guard holding him began shaking him like a rat.

"No!" Diettinger said. He had pulled the pen out, and was holding a hand to his ruined eye. The other
guard was speaking rapidly into an intercom device, probably summoning medics to treat Diettinger and
carry away what would be left of Adderly.

"Congratulations™ Adderly thought he heard him say, unsure of anything as his vison darkened; the
guard hadn't killed him, but he hadn't put him down, either.

At asgnd from Diettinger, the guard drove Adderly to his knees againg the deck. Adderly watched
the Sauron commander's blood fdl dowly to the floor before him, then stop. He looked up; Diettinger's
face was close to his, the ruined eye darkened with clotted blood, no longer bleeding.

Fast heding, Adderly groaned inwardly. They would be. . .

"l cannot understand you. | brought you here because you conducted yoursdf like a soldier, and |
wanted to offer you something | thought you vaued, the chance to save lives”

The guard was holding Adderly down, crushing his throat; he could breathe, but only a little. He
cursed through clenched teeth, gasping: "Asif you bastards ever cared about that!"

Diettinger remained impassive. "In point of fact, Captain Adderly, | do. Though we do not see desth
the way you do, | am humen, after dl.”

"Youre a gooddamn trator, then - " The grip tightened. Adderly desperatdly wanted to lose
consciousness - he had no desire to see the end the Saurons would provide for him after this - but his



brain subbornly refused to shut down.

Diettinger rose. "l serve a race fighting for its independence from a regime that does not understand
our motives and cannot possibly appreciate our gods. That makes me a patriot, Captain Adderly. You
serve that regime, enforcing itswill on hundreds of planets, regardless of whether they want you there or
not. What does that make you?'

Addely glared a the Sauron. "Patriot? Freedom fighter, maybe? Like hdl; you think you're the first
ones to trot out that old saw? You gtarted your ‘war of independence by an unprovoked attack on St.
Ekaterinal A hillion people, Diettinger! Y ou think you can judify that? Go ahead, giveit a shot!”

Diettinger appeared honestly puzzled. "We don't judtify’ our actions, Captain Adderly, any more than
you explan your mativations to the family pet. Sauron is the cradle of the ultimate expresson of the
humen race; and thet is a far greater respongbility. than suffering public censure over the remova of a
threet like St. Ekatering, or an inconvenience like her mongrelized population of convicts, thieves, and
other non-productives.

"Inconvenience ..." and for the fird time since being captured, Adderly was truly afraid. Not for his
life, or any of his crew that might dso have been captured; not for the convoy, or even the Empire. He
was suddenly very afraid for dl mankind.

The Saurons were making aruin of the Empire, and they were losing the war. What would they make
of humanity if they won?

"I will assume this map to be useless, of course” Diettinger said, "so we will carry out the battle, and
people will die on both sides, a waste, Snce the population of Tanith is regarded as geneticaly promising.
But understand, Captain Adderly, it isimmeaterid to me whether their casudties are one or one hundred
million, I will have the borloi, you have my word on it.

The outcome is decided. | merdy wished to give you the opportunity to decide the means”

He gestured to the guards, who lifted Adderly to his feet. " See that his spacesuit is intact. Provide him
with a rescue beacon and put him out the airlock.”

Adderly was sunned. "What?'

The Sauron looked back at him with his remaining eye. "I have given my word to you on two counts
today, Captain Adderly. | want you to see that | am reigble on the one, so that you will not make
another mistake by doubting the other."

One of the Chinthes picked him up afew hours later.

Diettinger was back on the bridge, the |eft Side of his face hidden in bandages.

How could 1 have been so stupid? Haven't | seen the evidence of their hatred for us a thousand
times? Didn't | see it again, today, when they were witting to risk a conflagration aboard their own ship
just to finish off Saurons they thought were aready trapped, and probably dead?

Diettinger found the idea of such hatred difficult to credit, and impossble to judify. Saurons were
trained from birth to accept the nature of the human species as being emationd, rationd, predatory,
dominant. To these and the dozens of other adjectives summing up the Sauron verson of the human
condition, the race that caled themsalves"The Soldiers' had added a find qudifying virtue: efficient. The
levd of passion which human norms applied to their activitiesin genera and ther rdaions with Sauronsin
particular was, Diettinger felt, conspicuousin its lack of appreciation for that virtue.

There was something about them that made persond dedings difficult, diplomacy impractica and
surrender for ether Sde impossible, and Diettinger found it dl . . . what?

Wasteful, he redlized, but the confuson and distaste he fdt was not so easlly summarized as thet.

And yet the degree of the human norms hatred for Saurons was no more than the Saurons degree of
contempt for them; probably less, Diettinger thought.

Some Sauron commanders in the Secesson War regarded the conflict as one of extermination;
Didtinger was not one of these, but gingerly probing the wounded sde of his face, he wondered if dl
human norms might not be.

His depth perception was gone, of course. Adderly's throw had been very strong, and the optic nerve
itsdf had been ruined. Damned nuisance; it would mean at least a week in regeneration therapy, but there
was nothing for it; he couldn't very well wear an eyepatch like some ancient pirate captain.



Fomoria was in high orbit off Tanith again, now accompanied by theCanadaas a prize ship. Tanith
gpaceport's Langston Fdd was on, and with an atmosphere and plenty of ground water to disspate
energy into, it could hold off againgt a dozen Fomorias indefinitey. Laser communications antennae |ofted
by Quilland's unit pierced the Fidd in a dozen places to establish contact with the Sauron warship.
Fghting for the spaceport was reported heavy, but indecisve. Despite the numericd superiority of the
Imperids, the large ratio of Cyborgs augmenting the dready potent Sauron force prevented them from
mounting any assault that would not require levding the spaceport, and this they were understandably
reluctant to do.

"CyborgKoln; status on the objective?"

"Materid located and secured, First Rank."

Splendid; an eye logt for nothing. Diettinger Sghed. Ah, well. Liveand lean. . . .

"Deathmaster Quilland; enemy anti-aerospace srength?!

"Margind, First Rank; the Imperids have been ariving piecemed, disorganized. We assume thisis a
result of poor surface trangportation network and low arlift cgpability, compounded by indement
westher."

Diettinger looked again at the solid mass of orange clouds over the surface of Tanith. "It dl looks
indement from here, Desthmagter.”

Quilland chuckled, a rare moment of humor, which meant events planetsde were going very wdl,
indeed. "Affirm. Weether data being up-loaded now, First Rank; shuttles should have no difficulty.”

"Spaceport gatus.”

"Currently diminating pockets of Imperids gill within the spaceport perimeter. The spaceport's
Langston Fed generator has been captured intact.”

"Very good. Be advised that INSS Canada taken as war prize; her shuttles will dso be engaged in the
off-shipment of materid. Expect firs wave - "

"Emergency break in." Communications cut through.

Diettinger changed orders in midbreath; no human norm mind or tongue could have switched tracks
S0 quickly, or completely.

"Hghter Rank Severin at the Alderson Point, First Rank; large force Imperids emerging from Jump at
three second intervals. Squadrons engaging during Jump

Lag”

Standard Imperid convoy Jump procedure, Diettinger recalled. No nuclear precedents, why should
there be? They think they're coming into a friendly system.

"Force mix." The answer surprised him.

"Enemy battlegroup . . . first wave, dl capitd ships, four battleships, one carrier, Sx heavy cruisers ..."

Thiswas no ordinary convoy; this was a Fleet. Diettinger whirled on Second Rank. "Lay in course for
the sysem asteroid bdt a saven Gs accderation. Download data for same to autopilot onCanada.
Quilland: Enemy flegt ariving in system, stand by for compogtion. Deploy for sege. Under no
circumstances are you to lower the spaceport's FHeld."

While Quilland set Diettinger's orders in mation, the First Rank returned to Fighter Rank Severin.
"Enay flest Satus?"

"Capita ships Fidds have gone up." An automatic and expected result of a ship being attacked while
her crew was dill in Jump Lag. "Enemy ships dill emerging, First Rank . . . ten light cruisers . . . twenty
destroyers ... 9x troop transports ..."

Sr troop trangports? His force on Tanith could not hold out for long agang that levd of
reinforcement; without Fomoria's aerospace support they would inevitably be overwhemed. Unless ...

"Hghter Rank, break off attack on capital ships and engage transports. Override the targeting sensors
on hdf of the mines and guide them to the transports.”

"Affim."

There was nothing to do but wait, now. In minutes, the human norms aboard the firg wave would be



recovered sufficdently to evade the mines and launch their own fighters. Severin's voice came back a
moment later.

"All enemy Fidds up, Firsd Rank. First wave maneuvering into flest ops formation. Second wave
beginning to maneuver. Enemy fighters emerging from carrier.”

"Mines"

"Clodng on dl ships, capitals taking hits . . . trangports evading, First Rank.”

Evading? Then it hit him: Of course they were evading; they bore no cargo to reduce ther
maneuverability. They were not coming for the borloi; the drug's medicind vaue to norms was so potent
that there was more here than they could use in centuries; it was dl smply surplus. The red cargo of
vaue on Tanith was the two divisons of trained fighting men, desperately needed by the human norms,
perhaps to fight the Saurons, perhaps to hold their crumbling Empire together as world after world used
the war to declare their independence.

"Fghter Rank Severin, break off and rendezvous a asteroid bet sector five Do not atempt to
engage.”

Diettinger made contact with Quilland once more and apprised him of the stuation. "We will make a
supply pass to your forces before removing to the asteroid belt. Until our own reinforcements arrive, we
can only mount harassment attacks. You may expect greater effort on the part of the Imperids to seize
the spaceport. Whatever happens, the borloi must be retained.”

"Understood.” Diettinger broke the connection.

He turned to Second Rank, who was watching him with an utterly indefinable look.

Well, Diettinger thought, at least now my request for reinforcements can't be cdled misuse of
resources. That ought to make her happy.

The Imperid fleat was less than an hour behind as Fomoria finished her supply drop a Tanith and
prepared for the seven-G dash to the safety of the asteroids.

"Satus of Tanith patrol ships™ Diettinger said abruptly.

"One Chinthe shadowing us, Firsg Rank. Strela and second destroyer rendezvousng with Imperid
Fleet."

"And theK onigsberg?"

"Sill drifting & .001 G, no emissons. Effectively dead in space, First Rank.”

Diettinger nodded. "Good, Make for the bdlt; fire on the Chinthe until she's vapor or driven off."

For two days, the Imperiads hunted the Fomoria and her prize, the deadly game frustrated each time
by the asteroid belt. On Tanith, the Sauron troops and their Cyborg support unit held off the Imperid
ground forces with dmogt insulting ease. The Tanith troops were far from inept. It was Smply that there
were so many Cyborgs. Imperids usudly encountered the Super Soldiers as specid forces units, or ad
hoc groups integrated with Sauron dlies for support duty, or with regular Saurons for a breakthrough;
and regular Saurons were bad enough.

But as Adderly knew, Sauron heavy cruisers were specid operations craft, and carried four times the
number of Cyborgs in ther troop complement as any other capitd ship. On Tanith, no less than a
hundred of these "death'sheads’ had been deployed, and the Tanith military smply could not bring
aufficent force to bear to root them out without orbital strikes from their fleet, which, in piercing the
spaceport's Fidd, would doubtless destroy the fadlity as wel as the Saurons, and maroon the Imperid
troops for weeks or even months.

So, far above the orange clouds of Tanith, the Imperid Heet circled, and waited, laying Sege.

"Hrg Rank, massve radiaion readings at the Alderson Point; Sauron-wavelength precedents.”

"Enamy presence a Alderson Point?!

"INSS New Chicago, three squadrons Imperid Heavy Fighters.”

"Current overwatch?'

"Two Chinthes, gr; twenty thousand kilometers postive. The Strea is holding a fifteen thousand
kilometers negdive.”

The Imperids were searching for them, but the asteroid fidd blocked ther view; Fomoria
andCanadahad merdly to extend passve sensors out from behind ther asteroid hiding place to know



when ther "shadows' were getting too close.

"Hve thousand kilometers negative, make for the Alderson Point a three Gs.Canadato mirror our
maneuver after three minute delay.” The Imperid light cruiser would have to choose whether to pursue
from above or below the bet. Whichever way she took, she was outgunned. "Wegpons."

"Redy."

"You have discretion here and forCanada. If the Imperids pursue either ship, concentrate fire and
destroy them, priority to the Strela.”

"Affim."

Will Adderly stood on the bridge of the Strela, and cursed the luck that had let him live.

Thearivd of the Imperiad convoy to pick up Tanith's troops had secured the system from the Saurons
and trapped their troops on the planet, but it had aso brought Admird Sr Owen Kdlogg, whose
relationship with Adderly quickly became as inimicd as Diettinger's. The Admird's reaction to the loss
of Canadawas cold fury. Within an hour of the task force's arriva, Kellogg had summoned Adderly to his
quarters aboard his flagship, the Aleksandr Nevsky. After ligening to Adderly's report, Kellogg had
dismissed his secretary and launched into atirade.

Adderly's report of the EVA Marines subgtantiated severa rumors that Imperid Intelligence had of
new Sauron navd tactics, but Kelogg dismissed ther importance. Instead, the Admird raged that ther
effectiveness could only have been the result of Adderly's incompetence ... or worse.

Kdlogg brought up the matter of Adderly's capture and, incredibly, release, compounded by his dam
that the Sauron commander had asked about nothing more than the borloi.

Adderly had exploded at the implication, and Kelogg's retorts had culminated with the notification of
aful board of inquiry as soon as Tanith system was secured.

But the most the Admira could do now was pull rank. He couldnt afford to rdieve Adderly, so he
hed deposited him and the other survivors of theCanadadebacle aboard the Strela, leaving Adderly in
command of the remnants of the Tanith Patrol. These Kdlogg dispatched to hunt for the Fomoria in the
agteroid fidd. They were forbidden to engage, only to shadow the Saurons and ther prize and dert the
Aleksandr Nevsky immediatdly upon sghting them.

Adderly scowled as he stared at the combat hologram. And here | can be the fird to see when my
ship, which | lost makes arun for it. Good old thoughtful Admiral Kellogg.

"Son of abitch," he murmured.

Casardi looked over. He could fed Adderly's strain, the desire to conn the Strela himsdf; but he
knew he would never usurp Casardi's authority. Knowing it, Casardi respected him dl the more for it.
And as far as Casardi was concerned, Adderly would never have to usurp him.

If Adderly had told Casardi to fly them into Tanith's sun, held have done it in an ingtant, knowing he
hed a reason, and that the reason would see them through.

For Adderly was the man who had led Strela into combat, againg a Sauron heavy cruiser, and
brought her out unscathed. The hoodoo was lifted, and every man jack aboard knew it; an unofficid
party had gone on for thirty hours, until every shift had its chance to participate and toast the Old Man's
name. Secretly, of course. Neither Casardi nor his men would have embarrassed Adderly by saying
anything to his face. Adderly's former bridge crew, however, was ancther story; they were nursng
hangovers that would be weeks in the forgetting.

The Fird Mate turned to them: "Captain, | have multiple nukes at the Alderson Point; ships on station
there report very high-yidd precedents.” He listened for a moment, then continued: "NewChicagoreports
heavy damage to her fighters, recdling them now . . . Fidds going to ... dr, Fieds went graight into the
violet, one of the precedents was a direct hit on New Chi's fidd, at least a hundred megd™

Casardi met Adderly's eye.

"Thisisit," Casardi sad.

Adderly nodded. "They'll move, now; Sgnd the 'Nevsky. Tdl them we're preparing to shadow the
Sauron and - her prize" He just couldn't bring himsdf to say it.

The INSS New Chicago had backed off from the Alderson Point, her batteries out of range, watching
as the Sauron reinforcements emerged from Jump. Admird Kellogg had ordered New Chi's commander



to hold his position until relieved, so the carrier had recdled her surviving fighters, refuded and rearmed
them, and sent them out again.

"Fomoria dill accelerating, Captain.”

"Wheré's theCanada?' Casardi asked his own boards.

"There, gr;Canadagoing five thousand klicks postive, matching speed and maneuver on the Fomoria™

The firg Sauron ship through the Alderson Point emerged with her Field activated, spewing more
precedent nukes, few ships carried large enough Field generators to do so with impunity, but this was
one of them.

The commander of the New Chicago immediatdly ordered his flight controllers to warn off the
fighters, but it was too late for hdf of them. The rumor that Saurons recovered from Jump Lag more
quickly than human norms was apparently true, for the batteries and missle launchers of the Sauron
battleship Leviathan began sweeping New Chi's fighters from space.

Kelogg had his fleet dogng on the Alderson Point at four Gs, but New Chi's skipper knew that it
would not be enough. Leviathan was deploying thousands of perimeter mines, dearing the way for the
reinforcements which must follow her. NewChicagowas forced to open range as the Leviathan continued
to advance, but her screens dill picked up the ariva of a least a dozen Sauron warships in the firgt
wave.

Aboard the Strela, Casardi's communications officer turned from his board. "Sr, the Fomoria is in
contact with the Sauron bettleship; | think it's the Leviathan, gr.”

Casardi and Adderly shared a look. The Leviahan had been the vanguard of the Sauron inveson
force that had captured Meiji over three years ago; nothing had been heard from the Imperid world
snce, and the Sauron bettleship had been on hand for mogt of the Empire's disasters that followed. To
sy she possessed afdl reputation in the Imperid Navy was to damn her with fant praise.

"More Saurons emeging, Captain . . ." The commo officer began cdling off ship types and
identification estimates, and as the lig grew, Adderly's spirit died.

God, we haven't a prayer; weve got hdf the Eleventh Fleet here, but there's just so many of them.

"Captain Casardi, please have your communications officer patch mein to the bridges of the Chinthes
accompanying us. Secure beam, if you would, and Il make the contact in my cabin.”

Casardi carried out the request ingtantly. But he spent a long time looking at the door after Adderly
|eft.

"Chinthes and Strda shadowing the prize ship, Firsd Rank,” Weapons announced.
"ActivatingCanadds batteries now, firing on the Stirela.™

Diettinger maintained his own communication with the commander of the Leviathan, Vessdl Firs Rank
Vonnerbek. They had worked well together in the past, and he was confident they would do so now. As
the commander on the scene, Diettinger was placed in charge of the Leviathan and her attendant forces
for the duration of the misson; in this case, the securing of the borloi. Vonnerbek waited until Diettinger
hed finished relating the tactica Stuation to him before speaking.

"Thank you, Diettinger. Be advised that the First Fleet is arriving this location in nine days.”

Diettinger was thunderstruck; only iron discipline kept the shock from his voice and features. "Do you
have informetion regarding this, Vonnerbek? Is the High Command planning to invade Tanith, attempting
to secure it permanently?’ He remembered what he had told the human norm, Adderly, regarding routes
into the Empire, and with good reason. Tanith lay a severd tramline exit points, true, but each one in
Empire territory was an Imperid Navad base! The jungle world was indudridly worthless and militarily
untengble,

Vonnerbek spoke fredy; there was no known way to tap into modern communicetions lasers.
"Affirmative The Firs and Second Heets together represent the mgority of Sauron's remaning nava
grength. Our planners indicate that if we secure Tanith, even as no more than a refuding stop, and move
before the Empire can react, then the next stop could be any or dl of those bases, evenSpartaitsalf.”

Diettinger held the other First Rank's gaze. "That will not win the war, Vonnerbek.”

"That isHigh Command's estimate as wdl. But Socio-Ops are convinced that such action againg the
catle" - it was the Sauron term for non-combatant human norms, not an insult - "will result in vast dvilian



backlash againg the Imperia military, possibly forcing a peace.”

Diettinger arched hisright brow, the one not covered by bandage. "l see. Socio-Ops is not my fied,"
he said Smply.

"Nor ming" Vonnerbek agreed. In fact, both of them conddered it a waste of personnel, taent and
resources. But both were Soldiers, and that meant both followed orders. "And of course” Vonnerbek
concluded, "Leviathan is carrying speciad Occupation Breedmasters.”

Occupation Breedmasters were the "eugenic shock troops' of the Saurons; supplied with a hundred
thousand fertilized ova from Sauron femdes, they implanted these in selected human norm "Breeders'
who would then carry the Sauron fetuses to term. The genetic qudity of these waking wombs would
have no gppreciable effect on the resstant proto-Saurons they bore, and freed femde Soldiers for more
important war duties.

Diettinger nodded, but the idea did not st wdl with him. The use of Occupation Breedmasters
sgnded totd commitment on the part of the High Command, and he doubted if they were aware of the
growing fanaticism among the human norms againgt the Saurons. They had not seen the enemy’s Chinthe
destroyers drafing their ownCanadgjust to kill afew Sauron Marines.

"l wonder what Socio-Ops would make of my interview with the human norm, Adderly," Diettinger
added.

Vonnerbek shook his head, and for a member of a race known for an inexhaudible supply of
willpower in the face of adversity, Diettinger thought he had never seen such alook of hopelessness in his
life

"I strongly doubt they would take any lesson from it, Diettinger.”

Diettinger nodded; he and VVonnerbek were agreed.

We have logt, and in this last stage of the war, we are trying to regain the initidive againg the enemy
military with diplométic tricks dreamed up by warriors, and genetic terrorism conceived by diplomats.

Sill ... if the war had taught him anything, it was that anything was possible. Perhaps the Imperids
could be forced into a peace of sorts. And in that peace, Sauron could rebuild.

Unlikdy, but we may yet survive, somehow. That will be up to diplomats, however; perhaps the
Breedmasters can create a species of Sauron devoted to that art. 1t will not be up to Soldiers like me.

"Strela and Chinthes breaking off."

Diettinger acknowledged Second Rank's update and returned to the conversation with Vonnerbek.
"Veay wel. Prepare task force gatus for transfer to Fomorias tactica computer. Secure the Alderson
Point and stand by for Staff meating on our arrival. Diettinger out.”

Adderly waited for the skippers of the Chinthes to digest what he had said. Both were on private
linkups to him, but each had to know the other was being consulted. He had ordered them not to be
influenced by that fact, but he knew that would do no good. Findly, each one sgnded him that they were
willing to try.

"Thank you both, gentlemen. Godspeed, and good luck."

I'm asking them to commit mutiny, he thought. But | can cover for them if I'm wrong, and if I'm right, |
won't have to.

There was another if, of course ... if the Chinthes were destroyed, by Adderly's order or the Saurons.
But there was no point in thinking about that.

"Sr, Admird Kelogg's force is dosng with the Sauron flegt."

Casardi looked to Adderly, but the Old Man smply stared at the screens. "Hem, port fifteen, make
for the flet," Casardi said quietly. "Signd the Chinthes - "

"Bday that." Adderly turned to Casardi. "Connthe Strela as you will, Captain Casardi. The Chinthes
have ther orders.”

The Imperid and Sauron Fleets clashed like ramming icebergs; an initid impact, formations interfacing
and locking as ships began pouring energy into one another's Fields, then the dow dance, as each sde
probed the edges of the enemy's formation for weak spots, spreading out the concentration of ships in
three dimensons, the rainbow-hued Fidds connecting in a lattice of green and red lasers and Stresking
torpedoes. Inevitably, amid the flares of the thermonuclears and the brilliant laser batteries, there came



the brighter flashes of collgpsing Fieds, as outmatched or outgunned ships died.

Unnoticed in the first minutes of the carnage, two Chinthe-class destroyers dove through the center of
the Sauron formation, Felds a maximum, lasers firing and torpedoes dropping through their Feds to
engage targets of opportunity. Far richer targets were avalable to the Sauron gunners, and the destroyers
were ignored.

In the confusion of the battle's early moments, their fate was indiscernible.

Kelogg's Operations Officer knew only that they disappeared into a madstrom of Sauron lasers
somewhere near the Alderson Point. The Saurons probably knew what had happened to them, but they
weren't tdling.

Eventudly, a series of lucky hits burned through the Fieds of the largest Imperid warships. The
Imperid Heet broke off, but the Saurons were in no podgtion to pursue, dl ther Felds were into the
violet, and Diettinger was determined not to throw away hdf the remaning Sauron space forces
unnecessxly.

Instead, he ordered the Sauron flegt to skirt the sysem in a wide arc, toward Tanith, to relieve ther
ground forces and get what he, at least, had origindly come for. *

"Admird Kdlogg on the ling, gr." Casardi's commo officer had managed to refine his "3rs' so that
Casardi knew when he meant him and when Adderly. It was for Adderly, thistime.

"Addely here

"Adderly. | see you've lost the rest of your destroyers.”

Adderly said nothing. Kellogg couldn't make much of that anyway; hdf the flegt's destroyers had been
log this day. But the mood on Strelas bridge went brittle as cold iron. Adderly heard one of the middies
mutter an oath, tactfully directed toward his screens.

"Your pardon, Admird, but we have casudties here, and damage control has us pretty busy. What
can | do for you?'

It was insubordinate, of course, but Adderly didn't redly give a damn. It would be worth it to watch
Kdlogg's face.

"W, | have good news for you, miger," the Admird amost sneered. "The King George V lost her
bridge crew in that last sdvo from the Sauron battleship Wattenstein. Captain Lester, his Firgt Officer; dl
dead.

| can't afford to have the KGV out of action and | haven't anyone to spare from the Heet."

Adderly fdt the floor rock beneath him and knew it had nothing to do with the Strdla. A second
chance? Or VMS Kdlogg redly just desperate? And what difference did it make ather way? "My
bridge crew from theCanadais intact, Admird. | know they'd be eager to serve.”

Kelogg logt control, damming his fig againg his desk. "Goddamnit, Adderly, don't make me ask!
Weve been mauled in this engagement, but that's nothing like the worgt of it. This mess is holding up an
entire rdief operation; we need to get those troops off of Tanith!”

Adderly fdt his face redden. Somebody was being a stupid, sdfish bastard, and it wasn't Kellogg.
"I'm sorry, Sr. We're on our way."

Kdlogg raised a hand, which he then put to his brow, like a man who'd thought of something hed
been trying to remember dl day. "I've just seen the reports on Strelas performance in the engagement,
Captain Adderly.” He sighed, wearied at halding the words back "My compliments to you and Captain
Casardi. You've both been mentioned in despatches. Sgnd me when you're aboard the KGV. Kdlogg

The connection had not been broken one second when Casardi gripped his hand. "Congratulations,
Will." He grinned and snapped off a sdute as he delivered the traditiond Navy farewdl to a departing
Hag officer.

"And good riddance. Sir."

Adderly amiled back, but he was not thinking of the KGV, not even theCanada. As he had since
gving them their orders, he was thinking about the Chinthes.

Over the next five days, the Sauron and Imperid Fleets kept the planet between them while they
reformed, tended their wounds, and spaced their dead with the ceremonies respective to each Navy.



Nether pursued the other aggressively, but the Saurons doggedly drove off any Imperid attempts to
bombard the spaceport, and the Imperias made it clear that they were not about to dlow the Saurons to
retrieve thar forces from the planet's surface.

Maneuvering so close to Tanith put both FHeets deep within the planet's gravity well, where
high-speed accelerations would result in ships being dingshot out of the action dmost before they could
engage. Caution and patience became the watchwords as the opposing flegts cirded Tanith warily,
waiting for an opportunity to destroy one another.

Between those fleets, Tanith turned under her changeless skies, the ground battle having reached a
ddemae. The Sauron and Imperid troops were both unsupplied, but the Saurons were too
outnumbered to venture out of the spaceport, and the Imperid troops were not about to sorm the gates
and go hand-to-hand with a force containing over a hundred Cyborgs.

The enemies waited, and planned.

The Fomoria was mated by docking deeves and umbilicds to a flegt replenishment vessd. Combat
and persond supplies were transferred between the ships, preparing them for the next engagement being
planned even now by Diettinger and the other commanders of the Second Fleet.

Second Rank was ddivering the Fleet status update from the Fomorias briefing room; the other
commanders were tied-in by message laser.

"Caaudty reports 10 percent in our favor, plus a variable advantage conferred by the destruction of an
edimated 75 percent of the New Chicago's fighters™

"Satus of the enemy capitd ships?'

"Edimates only, Fird Rank,” she said. "Our reconnaissance cannot close aufficently for accurate
observetion."

Diettinger pressed a switch that cut off ther sgnd to the other ships. "Then give me the estimates,
Second; an gpology for circumstances beyond your control is pointless and time-consuming.” He had
dept little, his temper was as short as their time for resolving this conflict, and Second Rank's habit of
overclarification was becoming annoying.

Second Rank did not look up from her screen as she read. "Aleksandr Nevsky, George Washington
and Garibddi suffered moderate but reparable damage. King George V suffered burn-through to her
bridge section by an X-ray laser; 95 percent probability of complete command crew fadity.”

Diettinger listened to the rest of the report, struck by the smilarity in casudties taken on both sides.
Except for the lucky hit on the KGV and the destruction of the enemy fighters, losses were gpproximately
equa. On impulse, he asked Second Rank for specific about one ship.

"Satus on the Strela”

"No damage, Firg Rank, despite its engagement of four of our ships at different pointsin the battle.
The Strdaiis evidently conned by an extremedy capable commander.”

Diettinger smiled, dlowing himsdf to notice for a moment the dull ache in his face where his left eye
had been. Capable, he thought, or highly motivated; just what did happen to that Adderly fdlow? And
what happened to those two Chinthe destroyers that were headed for the Alderson Point at five Gs? Did
thet last sdlvo get them both, or only one?

"Very good." He turned to face the images of the Fleet dement commanders. "Asyou know, the First
Fleet will arrive herein four days. Thiswill precipitate a conclusve battle for control of Tanith space and
theinvason of the world itsdlf, necesstating heavy planetary bombardment. The borloi is Hill there, and
must be removed from the surface of Tanith before such bombardment destroysit.

"Hrg Rank Vonnerbek; the Leviathan will lead the first dement of the Fleet againg the Imperid force.
You will maneuver around Tanith and attack from over the north pole of the planet. Firg Rank Lucan;
the Wdlengein will lead the second dement around the equator with a fiveminute separation from
Vonnerbek's dement. Firg Rank Emory; the Damans will lead the third dement over the north pole as
well, with a ten-minute separation from Vonnerbek's eement.

"Between the time task force Walengtein engages and task force Damaris departs, Fomoria and the
combined shuttles of the Heet will enter geosynchronous orbit over the spaceport and begin
amultaneoudy re-supplying the troops there and lifting the borloi. Fomoria will then proceed immediaiely



to the Alderson Point to Jump to Sauron. Task Force Damaris will accompany us as escort and to
secure the Point for the arriva of the First Fleet. Questions?”

Emory spoke. "Deployment for the initid engagement, First Rank; would it not be more effective to
engage the Imperids from a third flank, thus spreading their forces?"

"Negative. Once the second dement of the Fleet engages, the Imperids will percelve a pattern and
begin shifting forces to meet the third attack you suggest. Human norms choose patterns in their tactics -
orienting their navd ops pardld to the plane of the ediptic, reacting to sequentid maneuvers in a
clockwise pattern - it is a trait of which even they are sddom aware. As a result, there is an even
probakility thet they will shift their forces, either toward the south pole, or away from Lucan's equetorid
thrusg with task force Wadlengten, thus further weekening ther postion for your reinforcement of
Vonnerbek'sinitid thrugt.”

Emory nodded in admiration. There were few Imperias who could boast Diettinger's mastery of navd
tactics, and amost no Saurons.

"Propogtion, First Rank.” Vonnerbek this time. "The Fomorias ground troops have been on-gation
for dmost two weeks, troops of the Firs Fleet en route and those aboard our own ships were
designated for inveson ops before departure and are heavily supplied for same. They could assume
occupation duty of the spaceport while your troops were returned to Fomoria.™

Diettinger considered the offer; the moment the borloi was secured, he would be expected to make
for Sauron, and any delay to recover his own troops, in the face of the current Imperia presence, could
wel prove fatd.

He nodded. "Excdlent, Vonnerbek. Thank you. Your shipboard Desthmasters may coordinate with
our own Quilland and my Second Rank."

"Casudty parameters, Firg Rank," Lucan asked. Quigt, low-keyed, even for a Sauron, Lucan was
widdy referred to as "The Phantom.” Under his command, the Wallengtein had led a charmed life more
then two dozen mgor engagements, seven enemy capita ships and merchants without number destroyed,
dl without the loss of a Sngle crewman.

Diettinger amiled. "Let's see how it goes, sl we?' He was confident; these First Ranks were the
finest nava officers of Sauron; the First Fleet now on its way would have many more ships, but no
commanders of ther cdiber. "The Stuaion will very likey present unexpected opportunities.”

There were no more questions after that, only satisfied acknowledgments from the other First Ranks.
"Commence task force formation." Diettinger finished the medting. "Operations commence in tweve
hours."

The bridge of the King George V was exily intact. No equipment was damaged, the acceleration
couches showed no blood; there was even a bulb of cold coffee floating idly in the corner. It looked as if
her bridge crew had dl amply stepped into the next room and would return a any moment. There was
nothing to indicate they had dl died within seconds of one another.

A squad of Imperid Marines sanding guard at the bridge had presented arms, their corpora
ddivering amournful Taps before a Navy bosun piped Adderly and his own crew through the hatch.

A little late, Adderly thought. There had been no such ceremony in the confusion of his arrivd, but he
hed demanded it before he would set foot on the KGV's bridge. He would not explain whether the
decison arose out of respect or superdtition, but whatever his reasons, the Marine and the bosun would
carry the word to the surviving crewmen that the new skipper was a man who did the right things.

"All right, Jmmy," he told his First Officer, cdling up the KGV's datus report a his command station
screen. "Let's see how the lady's feding.”

Adderly's new command had come to him with more woes than an empty bridge, but most
damage-control reports were into the green dready, the status lines reflecting the work of an excdlent
repair crew. Adderly saw that while severd lines were dill amber, only one remained red: BRIDGE
CREW.

He frowned, tgpping it with a knuckle, a habit as ancient as it was pointless. Findly he caled upon the
Damage Control Section and informed them of the error.

"Sorry, Sr. We show green for the bridge throughout the rest of the ship; probably something bollixed



by that X-ray laser hit. Might have burned the sensors into that setting. Let me try a few tricks a this

But despite the DCO's €fforts, the status line would do no more than flicker brigfly into the green
before stubbornly returning to red.

Bad luck, that, Adderly thought, trying to make it humorous but not succeeding. He noticed that even
with afull and busy crew, the bridge was quiet. Men carried out their duties with subdued conversation, if
any, and remembering the Strelas crew, convinced of ther own ill luck, he wanted to avoid any such
rumors aboard the KGV.

Put the dead to rest, Adderly thought; sailors as a rule were a notorioudy superdtitious lot. The other
hdf of the old saying suddenly came to him. And God grant they lie dill. . . Evidently Captains were no
exception.

He had bardly finished reviewing the repair operations when the Fleet darm went off.

Adderly's headset was patched into the FHleet Communications Net before he was strapped into his
accderaion couch. His fingers stabbed the acknowledgement codes into the commander's termind.
Captain Lester was doing this less than a week ago, he suddenly thought, wondering what sort of man
the KGV's former skipper had been.

FleetComNet was chattering in his ears, giving hm force deployment and formation orders; his
officers who needed dl this were getting it too, but everything in the Imperid Navy went past the Old
Man as well.

The fant voices of acknowledgements were overlaid with the sgnd of Kelogg's Fleet Operations
Officer, Commander Saka: " - reconnaissance report enaemy fleet dements gpproaching from over north
pole of Tanith . . . one-fourth estimated surviving strength enemy FHeet in task force, Sauron Battleship
Leviathan identified as core vessd. . . Task ForceWashington, shift to Tanith-postive aspect and prepare
to engage . . . Task Force Garibaldi, stand by . . . Task Force King George V, status report ..."

KGV's Damage Control Officer relayed the necessary information while Adderly ordered Al
shipboard systems to full dert; any repairs left for the KGV or the ships with her would have to walit;
doubitless there would soon be more to go with those she aready had.

Admird Kdlogg's image suddenly appeared on al command screens, abruptly bresking through the
cacophony of voices.

"Sorry, gentlemen, but the Saurons aren't giving us much time for a battle briefing. This firg wave
coming over the pole means they'll probably send the successive waves from opposite directions dong
the equator and under the southern planetary axis We can expect this attack to be typicdly
Sauron-thorough; they rardly leave loopholes in thar maneuvers that aren't traps. Keeping that in mind,
there is little excuse for us to fdl into one. All Task Forces are to mantain srict coheson; no one will
engage until ordered to do so, and dl activities are to be coordinated through mysdf or 'Nevsky's
FleetOps officer, Commander Sakai. Kedlogg out.”

Addely sghed. This is twice now they've moved before we were ready for them. This Diettinger
redly was the innovator the intd dossier had labeed him, which disturbed Adderly; the report had aso
noted that Diettinger had never lost an engagement of which he was in command.

"Terific," he said aoud. The Strela crew's fadistic stresk had attached itsdlf to him.

"Sr?' The Fird Mate looked up.

Adderly shook his head. "Nothing, Jmmy. Sgnd the task force to come into formation." At leest this
time there's plenty of backup. . . .

Task Force KGV was ordered to stand by in reserve forWashington's move againg the Saurons.
Adderly found himsdf anxioudy watching the combat holo, ligening for the engage order, checking and
rechecking the straps of his acceleration couch. Every part of him ached to close with the Saurons, fight
them, hurt them, smash them.

He looked around at his bridge crew, survivors of theCanada. They were dill quiet, but now it was
not respect for their predecessors; now they looked less reverent than grim. Revenge for theCanadawas
a hand, and they couldn't wait.

Adderly looked to the First Mate. "Blood in the water, eh, Immy?' he asked quidly.



The First mate smiled thinly. "Aye, sr." "Wdl." Adderly addressed the bridge crew ina low voice that
carried to every sation. "Let's keep our heads even so, shdl we, gentlemen? The day is wrong, but the
toast fits 'A willing foe, and sea room." | think it's safe to say that were dl getting that wish. Just
remember that this foe isdl too willing, and any mistakes we incur in our eagerness can benefit only him.”

"Imperid task force Washington engeging the Leviathan dement, Firsd Rank. Walengein dement
accelerating and moving to engage.”

"Sgnd Damaris dement to dday engagement until notified." Digtinger amended the timetable; the
human norms might sometimes be predictable, but they were dso more flexible in their thinking than most
of the rigidly-trained Soldiers. Their adaptability could surprise you. "Lay in course for the spaceport,
standard ground force retrievd maneuvers.”

He turned toward the sound of furious activity at a command station. "Wespons, satus?’

"All systems operationd, First Rank." Diettinger amiled at the srain in the officer's voice.

Saurons were masters of remotely-piloted vehicle technologies, theCanadawas now an R-P platform,
its actions dictated by the First Rank, but initiated by Weapons, who dill retained dl his duties aboard the
Fomoria Weapons was carying out his task admirably, but the Fomoria andCanadawere both
formidable ships, and even Saurons could only do so many things at once.

Task ForceWashingtonengaged Leviathans group with dl the subtlety of a train wreck. The Sauron
linehdld againg theinitid ondaught, but even the Soldiers were surprised by the ferocity of the Imperid
attack.

At firg, Vonnerbek wondered just who was attacking whom, but the engagement levded off just as
the Wdlengten force rounded the equator. The Imperids dispatched TF Garibddi to meet the new
threat, holding the KGV and Aleksandr Nevsky in reserve, waiting.

Aboard the KGV, Addely watched the screens, demanding continuous updates on the ships
engaged. He did not have to ask where the Fomoria was, the moment the Sauron Heavy appeared,
every officer on the bridge would shout it.

The FHeat Communications Net kicked in. "Task Force KGV, this is FleetOps, proceed with dl
speed, negative aspect, to southern pole sector Tanith, prepare to engage Sauron third wave."

Adderly frowned. "Say again, FleetOps? South pole?’

"Affirmative, KGV. Tacticd andyds indicates Saurons atempting envelopment maneuver, you are to
cut them off on far Sde of Tanith, engage and hold urtil relieved or recdled.”

Adderly looked a the combat holo. The tacticd andyss made sense; the guess of a Sauron
envelopment sounded right, but . . .

He sighed. "Acknowledged, FleetOps. Hdm, you heard the man. Communications, sgnd the rest of
the Task Force we're moving out.”

Both officers looked at him blankly. " Speed, Sr?' the hdmsmen findly asked.

Adderly scowled. All speed, the FleetOps had said. He turned to the Engineering Officer. "What have
we got, Mr. Rostov?"

"Engines are fine, Captain; we can make safe maximum with no problem.”

That would be four-Gs, Adderly thought. Tough on the crew, but bearable for the short time involved.
And wewill go along way in that short time.

"Two-Gs, hdm.” He noticed his Firgt Officer's warning glance; the whole Fleet knew that Adderly
was in dutch for the loss of theCanada. His caution now would not st wel with Kdlogg. "And lay in an
emergency course-change: three-Gs a 045, initiste on my order only, no prior natification to the Task
Force."

The midshipman at the hdm looked to his older, more experienced counterpart. Seeing no reaction
there, the middie hdmaman aso complied without comment. He's the Captain, he told himsdf. He knows
what he's doing, | guess.

It was as comforting alie as any other.

"King George V group moving toward the Tanith south pole, First Rank."

Didtinger indinctivdly made a gripping motion with his hand. "Sgnd Damais dement to
engageWashingtongroup. Make for the spaceport.” Expressive for a Sauron, his tone carried a sense of



dation that puzzled some among his bridge officers; they had only fooled human norms, after dl.

KGV and the ships of her task force were beneath Tanith's equator, the mass of Tanith's south pole
looming above them, when the FleetComNet crackled with a stray sgnd:

" - nder Nevsky, this isWashington, third Sauron dement joining the Leviathan. We are severdy
outnumbered, requesting permisson to break off ..."

"Commo, tie-in to that, | want to hear Kellogg's response.”

"Sr, | don't know if - " the commo officer began, but Adderly cut him off with a shout: "Do it, miger!”

A moment later FleetOps officerSakal's voice came through; Adderly noticed it had lost none of its
cool detachment.

"Negative,Washington, do not, repeat, do not break off. Task Force 'Nevsky moving dl speed to
your sector now, hold position and wait for reinforcements.”

Adderly ground a knuckle into his forehead. He'd expected something like this, but he hadn't been
sure. The Saurons had duped them; now what?

His Fird Mate cursed quigtly besde him. "The Fomoria mugt be headed for the spaceport.” He
suddenly grinned. "That's why you plotted the forty-five-degree course change!”

Adderly nodded, once. "Yeah. HAm."

"Sanding by, ar."

"Clear that course change from the board. Put us at four thousand meters and compensate for speed
of one point five-Gs total. We're hitting those Sauron dements from the rear.”

The First Mate looked puzzled. "But, Captain Adderly; the spaceport ..."

Adderly nodded, gaing a the combat holo. "That's right. The Saurons will get away, or itll fal,
whichever they choose to do." He turned to the Firs Mate. "I'm getting a little weary of doing what this
Diettinger wants me to do, Jmmy. The Saurons can stand two full gravities acceleration higher than we
can; by the time we match orbits to engage whatever is at the spaceport, they'll be long gone” He turned
back to the holo. "But if we can put three Task Forces agang the Saurons where they're expecting two,
we can grind the bastards down to dugt.”

/ hope, he added to himsdif.

Diettinger watched the viewscreens, scanning with his eye for information that could only be hoped for
on sophigticated sensors. Where was the enemy? Would they get here before the operation was
completed?

Before him, the troop ships turned over to him by Leviathan, Wdlengtein and Damaris had moved into
pasition and begun sprinkling points of light toward the black expanses of the planetary Langston Fields.
Thelights were assault boats launched by the hundreds amid broad-band interference decoys deployed
by the thousands.

Dozens of lasers reached up from the surface of Tanith to intercept them, and where a laser hit, a light
went out, but there were too many lights to extinguish them dl. The decoys attracted the lasers, wasting
the defenders shots.

The Fomoria tracked the planetary lasers, firing to diminate their sources before the more vauable
shuttles would join the cloud of decoys.

Fndly, the pinpoints reached the surface of the spaceport's Field, to disappear into the atificd night
benesth, out of Sght and out of communication. The planetary defense lasers ceased firing. There was
nothing to do now but wait.

The bridge seemed slent for along time before Communications, monitoring the ground troops, made
his report. "Fre Rank, Cyborg Koln reports 83 percent of relief force arrived intact and regrouping at
the spaceport.”

"Resume suppressive fire on enemy ground lasers. Desthmaster Quilland, dispatch shuttles and begin
retrieva. Weapons, interpose theCanadaremote between the main concentration of ground batteries and
the shuttle flight paths.”

"Wadlengein dement is holding againg the Garibadi group, Fird¢ Rank. Damaris and Leviathan
elements breaking through theWashingtongroup, Aleksandr Nevsky group is moving to reinforce same.”



"And the King George V7'

"Beyond the south pole of the planet; continuing on course for equator.”

Diettinger caled up the data to his own screen. Any moment now, they should be breeking off for the
spaceport; but they were not. They were dlowing the Saurons to take it? What was worth such a
sacrifice to the Imperias?

"Communications, Sgnd Leviathan and Damaris dements that the King George V' group may attack
thar rear.”

"Your pardon, First Rank, but planetary fidd interference very heavy, and no line-of-sght for message
lasers at thistime™

"Then put the Canada up and rdlay message lasers through her, immediatdy.”

Either way, we get the borloi, Diettinger thought. And the spaceport is secured for the arrivad of the
Firg Heet, with more troops for the subjugation of Tanith itsdf. The Occupation Breedmasters will
fallow, and we will have a back door into the Empire.

His misson was nearly complete, and with it, his status as Fleet Firg Rank. The Second Heet had
been his offidd reinforcements for securing the borloi, and so was under his control. The Firs Flegt
would bring a new commander with amisson of his own.

Jug as wdl, he consdered. This damned eye is becoming a nuisance. Aboard the Leviathan,
Communications FHfth Rank Boyle strained to catch the lock-on 9gnd of a message laser.

"Message from Fomoria, Firs Rank Vonnerbek, via Canada. Enemy group dosing on our dements
from the equator.”

" Status Washington?"

"Multiple burn-throughs dl ships Washington group.”

Vonnerbek considered. All the Leviathan dements Feds were into the violet, but there were no
burn-throughs as yet, and thus no serious damage. The Imperiads would have to preserve their Heet to
have any chance of defending their borders once the Saurons had Tanith. The Washington groups would
be forced to break off a any moment.

And the Aleksandr Nevsky was dogng to reinforce the Washington now. Vonnerbek's intd sources
hed identified the ‘Nevsky as the command flagship.

The human norms put great stock in such things, he remembered.

"Hgnt us through to the Aleksandr Nevsky group.

Sgnd Damans dement to go about and guard our rear. Maintain fire on the Washington group until it
disengages™

Saurons were the product of hundreds of years of genetic engineering for the perfect soldier, whose
defining persondity trait was an utter subjugation of the ego to the gods of the Battle Plan. Vonnerbek
was too perfect an example of the eugenicid’s art.

What he himsdf did not possess, he could not conceive of in others.

"Lad shuttle secured, First Rank. Full complement recovered, cargo intact.”

Diettinger actudly sghed in relief. Now, to resolve this battle before -

"Hra Rank, enemy group King George V is engaging Damaris dement. Walengten dement is
Bresking through Garibaldi group. Leviathan dement is fighting through to engage Aleksandr Nevsky
group.”

"Status enemy forces”

The report did not bode wel for the Imperids only the KGV and 'Nevsky's ships Fieds were not in
the violet. All those in Washington's force had suffered burn-throughs, severa were destroyed. It was
nearly over, now.

"Digpatch dl attached forces to return to respective dements and reinforce. Bring Fomoria and
Canada into position to reinforce Leviathan dement. Engage Washington group as Leviathan disengages.
Sgnd dl dement commanders to prepare to break off engagement.”

Thenava part of the misson was over. When the First Fleet arrived, Vonnerbek could rack up dl the
victories he wanted.

"Emergency sgnd from the Leviathan, First Rank.”



"Clear."

"Fomoria, this is Communications Ffth Rank Boyle We have massve damage here, request
immediate relief.”

Hfth Rank? What had happened to the bridge? "Hfth Rank Boyle, who isin command?”

"Unknown, Firg Rank. One of the enemy Felds collapsed - | think it was the New Chicago - we
were too close when she went, our FHeld was dready in the blue. It caught the released energy and
overloaded. We have heavy internd damage here, no response from bridge or forward weaponry.”

"Status on enemy ships?' Diettinger asked Second Rank.

She was frowning, unable to resolve what she saw with logic. "No change, Firsd Rank;
theWashingtongroup has no Field that isnt vidlet but they aren't bresking off."

Diettinger went cold. Of course. They wouldn't. In thet ingtant, the entire character of the war changed
for im: as a Sauron, a Soldier by breeding, training and perspective, he had seen it as a conflict between
indugridized ndtions, an inescapable result of the dynamics of evolution. The Empire was in the way of
Sauron's advancement; Sauron represented the next step in human evolution, therefore the Empire mugt
go.
That the Empire would resst going was axiomatic. But that it would do so suiciddly had been an
extremdy low probability consideration. Or so Sauron military philosophy had proposed.

But they are wrong, he suddenly redlized, and unthinking, his hand stole to the ruined scar that had
been hiseye.

It is not, as Sauron philosophy has supposed, Smply a war of evolutionary imperatives, not to the
Imperids To themitisawar of extermination.

"Stand by, Ffth Rank Boyle; sgnd the crew to initiate evacuation procedures.” A Hfth Ranker! "And
try to find some officer of command rank."

"Frg Rank, the 'Nevsky isin range of the Leviathan; she's firing now."

"Make for the Leviathan, use maximum acceleration dlowing gravitationa enhancement. All batteries
andCanadato fire on the 'Nevsky." He considered the wording of his next order. "Communications, sgnd
dl commanders. No bresk-off. Continue to fire on dl enemy forces until destroyed.”

"Standard pursuit options, First Rank?"

Diettinger shook his head. "Pursuit options unnecessary. The enemy will not attempt to disengage.”

Ever again, he thought. But perhaps he could change their minds; today, at least.

"Weapons. Prepare the following modifications toCanada.”

Commander Sekai, Kellogg's FleetOps officer, fdt he was becoming a part of his console. "Admird,
the Fomoria and theCanadaare cosing with us, bearing 150, our heading, speed of five Gs."

Kelogg was garing at the combat holo unblinkingly. The 'Nevsky'sCaptainHarbourwas carrying out
his orders to the letter. The Aleksandr Nevsky poured destruction into the Leviathan, burning through her
Fed again and again.Washingtonhad bought them dl a chance with her and New Chi's sacrifices, those
sacrifices were not to beinvain.

"Who's on gtation there?”

"Heavy cruisersMontpelierandVladivostok, Admird, with a destroyer screen of seven Chinthes.”

Kdlogg grunted. "Hm. Not much againgt the Fomoria and a captured battlecruiser. Tdl them to
engage and hold the Saurons until we've finished off the Leviathan.”

The HeetOps officer complied, then stared a his screen, confused. "Admird, | have
theCanadamaking seven Gs now, and 4ill accelerating.”

"Saurons can stand more than nine Gs with acceleration couches, Commander." Kdlogg informed
him, mesmerized by the Sght of Leviathan's death throes.

"Yes Admird, but . . . Admird, theCanadais a nine Gs now, and dill accderating . . . the 'Nevsky's
gunnery officer is saying she has locked dl weapons onto us."”

"Our shiddswill hold, Commander,” Kelogg remained cool.Canada's purloined torpedoes would be
impossible to evade when launched at that speed, and most would probably get through their Fidd; but
'‘Nevsky was unwounded as yet, and Kdlogg would not lose the chance to destroy the Leviathan.
"Unless you're afraid they are going to ram us?' he added dryly. At nine Gs, theCanadacould not hope to



correct for any evasve maneuver taken by the Nevsky.

He went back to watching the holo. Every part of hm was directed toward destroying the Saurons,
even the misson that required Tanith's troops was forgotten. "Admird - "

"What the devil is it, Commander?' "TheCanada, dr; she's reversed heading and firing full thrugt -
she's maneuvering like a fighter plane.”

At that Kelogg did turn away from the holo. Eighteen Gs aboard theCanadawould flatten anything,
Sauron or not. "What's happened to her weapon lock-ons?' "Holding, Admird, but her Fied is going
into the violet and she's dill dosng.” "Whao'sfiring on her?"

"MontpdierandVladivostokreport scoring hits, but not enough for that.”

Kedlogg's indincts overrode dl bloodiust and most of his training. She's firing into her own Fed . . .
"Cease fire on the Leviathan, sgnd dl shipsin the vidnity to break off and take evasve maneuvers”

FleetOps officerSakaihad patched in to dl the commanding officers of Task Force Aleksandr
Nevsky; he was about to pass on the Admird's commands when he died.

Canada's lagt attack was a marve of coordination possible only for a suicidd crew or a very good
remote controller. Converted by Weapons expertise into a forty-thousand ton missle, her Fied opened,
and every intact torpedo port launched on the 'Nevsky. As Kelogg had guessed,Canadas lasers had
been directed againg the ingde of her own Fidd, the stored energy then augmented by scuttle charges,
and the FHdd capacitors themsdves disengaged.

Canada's Fed collapsed while she was only three kilometers from the Aleksandr Nevsky, even as
her torpedoes drove the Imperid flagship's Fidd up through the spectrum to blue-green. The released
energy fromCanada's resulting immolation proved more than the ‘Nevsky could take.

Aboard the KGV, Adderly watched the destruction of the Aleksandr Nevsky in mute horror. When
he regained his voice, it was to answer his commo officer's announcement of multiple Sgnas coming
through.

"Hold them, commo; get me senior commander of the other battleships, first, whoever that is”

Jesus. The 'Nevsky gone; eighty thousand tons of battleship, just gone. . . .

"Captain Adderly,” the commo officer dmogt whispered. "The other bridges say that Captain Lester
of the KGV was senior commander after Admird Kdlogg andCaptainHarbour- sr, they dl want to
Speak to you."

He suddenly found it difficult to breathe.

Sweset Jesus.. . .

Rescue of the Leviathan's survivors was amplified by the bresk-off of the Imperid Fleet. The
Communications Hfth Ranker who had contacted Fomoria had, indeed, managed to find someone of
Command Rank. The Occupation Breedmasters aboard Leviathan had demanded priority for the
fertilized Sauron ova they had brought for the subjugation of Tanith. In Sauron society, Breedmasters
carried more influence than Cardinds of the Inquigtion, so the firg things that came aboard Fomoria
were saventy suitcase-szed environment boxes; dl that had survived of the one hundred that had been
seded away sy at the center of the Leviathan. The Breedmasters complained that less than haf might
dill be viable, but Diettinger ignored them. There were more important things to consder; the Sauron
Firg Fleet had arrived.

"Congratulations, Diettinger,” Fleet Firs Rank Morgenthau was spesking from the bridge of the fleet
battleship Sauron. Pleased at the status report of the spaceport and the damage inflicted on the Imperid
Fleet, he was less enthusiagtic over the use to which Diettinger had put theCanada. Morgenthau was of
the same creche as Fighter Rank Severin, Diettinger noted, though higher caste, of course. Young, but
bred specificdly for the job of a Fleet Commander.

"It was an older design, Heet Firs Rank; little could have been learned from her that we did not
dready know."

Morgenthau seemed about to comment, but stopped. "Wl done," he sad findly. "We will isolate the
remainder of the Imperias from the Alderson Point and hunt them down before leaving. The Damaris will
escort you there now and accompany you back to Sauron.”

"We are dill carying severa hundred crew from the Leviathan, dong with the Occupation



Breedmasters and their equipment.”

"Imméaterid. The Leviathan crew should be returned to Sauron for trestment and reassgnment. The
Occupation Breedmasters as well; we have more than enough of them here with the First Heet."

"Heet Firs Rank, | request permission to stay in the Tanith sector and ad in the hunt for the Imperids,
| fed | have gained a particular ingght into their nature.”

"Request denied. The borloi is required immediatidy on Sauron." Something flickered across
Morgenthau's face. "There have been . . . severe reverses.. . . dsewhere, Firg Rank.”

Can that be why he reacted as he did to the loss of theCanada? Diettinger thought. Are we reduced
to usng the enemy's captured ships now, as wel astheir captured femaes?

"Understood. Then may | cdl specid atention to the portion of my report that deds with two
Chinthes which may have escaped early in the battle - "

"So noted.”

"Heet Firgt Rank, | stress the danger of reinforcement which those ships present to - "

"Thet danger has been assessed, First Rank. Rendezvous with Damans and return to Sauron.”

Distiplinary action among Saurons was rardy needed, and thus so rardy encountered that
Morgenthau's cam reiteration of Diettinger's orders was the equivadent of a physica blow.

Diettinger acknowledged and broke the connection.

"Make for the Alderson Point, Second Rank. Coordinate with Damaris for smultaneous Jump
sequences to Sauron.”

Adderly watched the combat holo with growing hopelessness. The glowing sphere with its ships and
navigationa aids had filled hisvison for the last T-week, undergoing a bizarre apotheosis asit did so. No
longer mildly hypnoatic, it seemed now to be Tanith, and the space surrounding it, and the ships which
lived and had died there. This was redity for Adderly and his bridge crew; not the amdl of burned metd,
the Sght of burned flesh, or the wreckage that had been filling Tanith space on an dmogt daly bass snce
the Saurons had firg arrived.

Now, over two hundred vessdls surrounded Tanith, Sauron ships of every sze and function.
Messages from Tanith had continued, but the troops there had retreated from the spaceport; they had no
hope of retaking it now.

By seniority of commisson, Adderly was now Commander in Chief of the Imperid FHeet. The
aurvivors of Kellogg's force, from destroyer on up to the King George V hersdf, numbered less than fifty.
The origind mission, to pick up Tanith's garrison for use in revolt supression a New Hibernia, was
forgotten. Instead, hopelesdy outnumbered, the Fleet had fdlen back to the asteroid belt, where less than
two weeks ago they had hunted the Fomoria and her prize, tending now to ther own wounds, and
praying for amiracle.

The Sauron Fleet invested Tanith, and had not ceased its bombardment in seventy-two hours. The
city's Field could not hold out indefinitely, nor could her troops hold off againg the planetside forces the
Saurons had deployed.

Sghing deeply, Adderly turned his gaze back to the holo. As he watched, two of the lights
representing the Sauron FHeet detached themsdlves, heading for the Alderson Point.

"Jmmy, can you give me an ID on those ships?'

"One's the Damaris, dr. Sauron heavy battleship. Huge drives, ther IR sgnature aone is enough to
gve her awvay. The other one ..." The Firg officer's face screwed up in concentration, then, eeily,
smoothed out to match the lack of emotion in hisvoice. "The other one is the Fomoria, Captain,” he said
quigtly.

Why were they leaving? Could it be that Diettinger's cock-and-bull story about the borloi had been
true dl dong? Adderly redized suddenly that he didn't care. He fdt a weight drop from his shoulders,
and a that moment he knew what had happened.

Relieved, he thought. Diettinger's been relieved. And despite the irrationdity of the thought, despite
the fact that he knew it to be irrationd, he found himsdf feding like a man who dreamed held died, only
to awaken safein his own bed.

VessH Firg Rank Gaen Diettinger, the only Sauron who had never lost a naval engagement which he



commanded, was leaving. At the moment, Adderly didnt know if hed gone crazy or not, nor did he
care. The idea bubbled up in him like a suppressed laugh in a graveyard, shocking, liquid, bright. It was
past hislips before he knew it.

"We can't lose”

The First Mate blinked reddened eyes. "Sr?’

Adderly passed a hand over his face; subble. Smdl wonder, hed been living on the bridge the past
two days. He laughed.

"l said, IJmmy, that we can't lose. Sgndl the Fleet. Pursue the Fomoria and Damaris to the Alderson
Point. Come on, let's get cracking!”

The Firs Mate, now the Fleet Operations officer, rdlayed the commands to Adderly's new
subordinates.

"Captain Adderly; they want to know the battle plan for the intercept.”

"Aan? No plan, Jmmy. No plan at dl."

"Hrg Rank, | show multiple drives activating in the asteroid belt, bearing 090 our heading.”

"Good. Flegt Firgt Rank Morgenthau now knows where to find the Imperids. Accelerate to seven Gs
and plot the Jump.”

Navigation looked up in horror. The Alderson Points that began and ended tramlines between stars
were by no means large; standard procedure caled for them to be entered at less than a tenth of a G,
snce finding them was by no means an exact science. Diettinger's order could just as eesly carry them s0
far past the Point that they would be weeks redigning for the Jump. Still, Navigetion did the best he
could.

"WEell never catch them, Captain Adderly.” Adderly watched the combat holo; fully hdf the Sauron
combined Flegt had left Tanith orbit, and was bearing down on Adderly's force. "I don't care if we do,
Jmmy. The Fomoria and Damaris are heading for the Alderson Point. At their speed, they'll likdy missiit.
We, however, will not."

"Sr? We're leaving?'

Adderly's look would have dropped snow on Tanith. "You haven't heard me order a generd retredt,
have you? Now get back to your post, mier.”

"Status on mines at the point?'

Second Rank checked her screen a second time before answering. "Unchanged, First Rank.”

"Unchanged? The First Fleet didn't renew the seeding Ieft by the Second?’

"Hrgt Rank, the Second evidently left no new minefidd.”

Diettinger was logng his temper; as rare an event as one could hope for. "Get me the monitor at the
Alderson Point."

Second Rank shook her head in offended awe. "There is no monitor, First Rank; the Alderson Point
has been |eft unguarded.”

"Navigation, status on the Jump plot?’

"Complete, First Rank; comment.”

"At seven Gs acceleration, we and the Damaris have less than a fifteen percent chance of accurately
entering the Alderson Point when activating our Jump Drives."

"Thank you, Navigation."

"Enemy ships, First Rank," Second cut in, sumbling over the words. "Frg Rank, | have massve
readings of enemy ships a the Alderson point; there are ..." Her voice faded. Diettinger turned his
acceleration couch enough to see far too many figures marching up her console screen.

"Edimae, Second Rank?"

"Approximatdy two hundred fifty to three hundred enemy ships, First Rank."

"Sgnd Morgenthau aboard the Sauron.”

The return was agonizingly dow in coming. "What isit, Diettinger?"

"An enemy reinforcement fleet has -

"We know that, Firg Rank. We will ded with the threat. All the required information is being



coordinated now."

"Morgenthau, there are dmog three hundred Imperials coming in, and you didn't even mine the Jump
Point!"

Incredibly, Morgenthau smiled. "Our combined Fleet is datidticaly capable of inflicting break-off
losses on twice that number, Firg Rank. Mining the Alderson Point would only have Ieft the Imperids
more prepared.”

"Satigics? You inbred fool, don't you understand? Didnt the destruction of Leviathan teach you
anything? There won't be any bresk-off! It took sacrificing the prize shipCanadato win the last one, and it
will be the last one. The Imperiads will press the attack beyond dl raionad military consderations, they
will destroy themsalves to destroy the Combined Feet. And you've just divided your forces™ Diettinger's
rage had him leaning out of his acceleration couch againg seven gravities, cords stood out on his neck,
and the wound beneath his bandages had opened. Blood soaked the dressing, stresking down his jaw in
the artifida gravity to splash audibly againg the floor.

Morgenthau's face went blank. ™Y ou have your orders, Firs Rank. Evade the enemy fleet and return
to Sauron with the Damaris. Sauron out.”

Diettinger didn't ask Second Rank for an update on the enemy fledt; the look on her face told him all
he needed to know.

"Alderson Point in two minutes, First Rank." Navigation usudly gave the warning time in seconds, but
a saven Gs, minutes seemed more prudent.

"Evedve action, Firs Rank?'

"None. WEll be at the Point before they recover from the Jump Lag. Status on Damaris™

"Matching velocity and heading with us.”

"Jump coordinates coinciding?'

"Affirmetive.”

Diettinger sat back. One minute and forty-five seconds to go. "Wegpons. Set wide pattern mine
release at thirty seconds to Jump. Disable seek and maneuver programs on mines and set fuses for ample
proximity. Sgna Damaris to maich deployment.” It was dl he could do.

The Fomoria streaked between the Imperid Fleet ships dill recovering from Jump. Her lethd shadow,
Damaris, narrowly missed calliding with an Imperid dreadnaught, but passed through without other
incident. Helpless as the enemy was, the Saurons could do nothing; they were sSmply going too fadt.

With any luck, well miss the Jump Point and have to rgjoin the battle, Diettinger thought.

He had not reckoned with the quality of his navigation officer and enginesring crew.

Navigation counted down the last seconds to the Alderson Point, pausng at ten seconds with:
"Engage Alderson Drives," and finishing at "zero" with "Jump.”

The Fomoria winked out of existence; the Damaris followed.

Diettinger's report on the battle of Tanith would hardly have been credited by the High Command
were it not for the corroborating testimony of Vessdl Firs Rank Emory of the Damaris and those few
survivors who later limped back to the Homeworld.

Fndly facing the loss of the First and Second Fleets, the High Command recalled dl forces to defend
Sauron againg "probable imminent attack.” Diettinger and Emory were both promoted to Feet First
Ranks, despite the fact that their "flets’ a the moment were composed dmost soldy of supra-orbital
fighters.

That would change, they were told. All nonvitd industry on Sauron, both her moons and in the
system's asteroid fidd, was changed over to military equipment production.

Which, for Diettinger, was the crowning irony. The borloi was downloaded to Sauron and placed in
cold storage. No indudrid fadlity could be spared for its processng. Soldiers on the operating table
would have to get dong without it, High Command informed him. They could stand a little suffering,
couldn't they? They were Saurons, after al.

What is to become of us dl? Diettinger wondered in his cabin. He had just received the date for his
firg regeneration session. It was unlikdy held be able to keep the appointment; too much to do. It would
be weeks, perhaps months before the Empire's Heets arived a Sauron to finish the work begun a



Tanith, but they would come. High Command thought they could be forced to a negotiated peace. After
dl, they had argued, the Empire was hurt just as badly a Tanith as was Sauron; they would not
recklesdy drip ther frontiers to pursue Smple vengeance - their citizens would not tolerate it.

Perhaps they are right. Perhaps we can make the price of defeating the Homeworld a butcher's bill so
great that even the Empirewill see reason. He didnt think it likely.

He thought it far more likdly that the Empire would stop killing Saurons only when there were no more
Saurons left to kill.

Andif that happens, what? Perhaps some of us somewhere will survive, to go on, to rebuild.

Rebuild what, Diettinger didn't know, and with characteristic professonaism, he put the thought out of
hismind. He couldn't concern himsdf as to whether or not Sauron or the races she had spawned would
urvive,

It wouldn't be up to him to decide, ether way.

Thereault of the last Imperid reinforcements to arive a Tanith sysem was summed up by the Flegt
commander in one word: "Murder."

Imperid Navy Command had received word from the surviving Chinthes of the origind Tanith patrol,
dispatched by Adderly on their dmost suicidd run for help. Incredibly, the Naval Staff had acted boldly;
and saized an opportunity, stripping ships from every available operation and redeploying them to Tanith
with one god in mind; the destruction of the Sauron Second Fleet. Upon finding the Sauron First Fleet
waiting for them as well, the battle had, as Diettinger anticipated, become a man of extermination.

Ship after ship of the Saurons died, their commanders unable, or unwilling, to beieve that the losses
the Imperids were suffering would not eventudly force them to break off.

None did. By the end of the third day of continuous battle, ranming was not uncommon. By the end
of the fourth day, the Imperids controlled Tanith's orbital space.

The Saurons occupying Tanith spaceport were dedt with in summary fashion: the spaceport was
obliterated. A nearby city complex which the Saurons had captured after landing was officdly designated
"unsalvageable" and likewise erased from the face of the planet. No demands for or offers of surrender
were issued by ether Sde.

Adderly watched dl of this, participated in mogt of it, understood little and could judtify less.

By the end of the gxth day, the remnants of a mighty Fleet, bled white and ruined, reduced to less
then thirty ships, broke for the Alderson Point to escape. Less than two dozen made it.

Adderly had been part of that, too, and he had stood on the bridge of the KGV, engines a last
reduced to ameraful one-and-one-half Gs of thrust. They had tried to go to a standard gravity, only to
find the crew over-compensating and bumping into things. More tools were broken, and more bones,
living at One Gravity than during the last week of living between three and four.

Adderly had watched the ruined hulks fight their way to the Point, most making it, but some not.

Adderly had canceled the find attack, seconds before the last Sauron had Jumped, but he could not
say why; only that he had been ungble to give the order to shoot.

And therein lies a tae, he thought, waiting outside the offices of the Board of Inquiry. Hed been
waiting an hour when a young officer came out to collect him, accompanied by two Imperid Marines.
The officer looked like he had esten something bad. The marines just looked like Marines.

"Captain Adderly; I'm Commander Jackson Harold. It's a pleasure to meet you, Sr."

Adderly shook his head. ™Y ou might regret saying that."

Harold shook his head. "I doubt that, Captain.” He looked over his shoulder, back toward the doors
of the office where the Board sat. "I dways enjoy medting a fine officer as opposed to a scoundrd in
uniform. And if | ever had any doubt of the difference, today it was dispelled.”

Adderly looked a Harold for a moment. "Commander Harold, you look like a man with something
unpleasant to say. | wonder if we should be heading somewhere while you say it."

Harold tried aamile it dmost worked. "Let's cross the grounds, shdl we? Marines.”

The sky of Tanith was characteridticaly orange, overcast, sodden and hot. Ther tunics dung to ther
backs within ten paces, but it was ar, by God, and Adderly dlowed that he had never tasted any so
Sweet.



Lieutenant Harold walked dowly. "It'sdl fdling apart, you know."

Adderly nodded. "Yes The Sauron Fleets are wrecked; the next Navy push will be agang thar
Homeworld. No more bettles a the fringes. This one will be for the war. And after that ..." Adderly
dhrugged. "The Cadition of Secesson cant hold up without the Saurons for backbone.
TheirUnifiedState, theair Trade Bloc, None of it will - " Harold was saring a him. "What's wrong?"

"l was speaking of the Empire, Captain Adderly. Ours.”

Adderly took a deep breath. "Ah. Yes, | guess | knew that, too." But he wondered. Had he known?
Or, more to the point, wouldn't he have been far happier not knowing?

"Y ou're right about the Saurons, of course” Harold went on. "But it won't end with them. The Outies
have been pushing everywhere, any place weve ignored or sripped to ded with the Saurons. The
Codition of Secession is gone, but the damage is done. Now there's another crop of Clamants. Did you
know that we have three nobles who can prove - prove, mind you, the legitimacy of their dam to the
purple? To ligen to them, you'd think everybody and his brother were qudified to be Emperor. Right
now they're screaming in the Senate for a 'council of emperors based on their contributions to the war.
Can you imagine what kind of hydra that would be?*

Could he? Adderly didn't know. In truth, he didn't care. The sky of Tanith was beautiful, in its way.
Thiswhole world, that he'd fought for and lived on and given everything to save, was a this moment the
mogt glorious place held ever seen.

"Anyway, Captain Adderly - "

"Cdl me Will. I'll cdl you Jack; or do you preferJackson?’

Commander Harold's expression went from uncomfortable to downright miserable. "No, gr, Jack is
fine All right; Will. The loss of Canadawas bad enough, to say nathing of the part it played in the loss of
the Aleksandr Nevsky. Still, few of us have ever run into that EVA Marine tactic; the same might have
happened to anyone. It's the borloi that's got them. That and the fact that the Saurons had you and let
you go. That's never happened before, Will. Never. And your suggestion as to why it should have
happened to you did not go over wel with the Board."

"| sand by it. Diettinger conducted himsdf like an officer and a gentleman.” And | returned the
compliment by trying to kill him, mutilating him instead. But he hadn't told them that. They wouldnt have
believed him, anyway.

"Yes wdl, be that as it may, there is dill the matter of the borloi drug. The board smply will not
accept that the Commander of an Imperid Planetary Patrol Task Force, who logt a battle to a sngle
Sauron heavy cruiser, should be entertained for a time aboard that cruiser and then released unharmed.”
Commander Harold thought he heard Adderly begin to laugh, and rushed on. "Particularly since you
yoursdlf damed that the Saurons wanted nothing more than the location of huge planetside stores of the
Empirés mogt profitableillegd drug.” Harold now saw that Adderly was laughing, but the humor got lost
on theway to his eyes. "That's ther reasoning, anyway. The Tanith spaceport was nuked a dozen times
over, S0 there's no tdling if the Saurons got the borlol out of it or not. But they ve had so many dedings
with Outies and smugglers, to say nothing of traitorsin - ™

The Commander's voice died before he could say: "the Navy."

"Thewors part, Captain Adderly, isther motives. Those bastards want to hang you not because you
logt, but because you won. A Plangtary Patrol Commander holds off two Sauron Fleets for a fortnight.
That's bloody megnificent work! There's alordship in that sort of thing these days, and those fools will fdl
to squabbling amongst themsdlves for it when you're gone.™

Harold continued on past the officers quarters and led Adderly and the Marines to the left-hand path
that cut across the compound and past the gdlows. "The Empire is dying,” Harold said in a low voice,
"and the jackas are killing each other for the bones.”

Adderly shook his head and smiled.

S0, in the end, Diettinger's triumph is total. Kelogg got his Board; the obvious, most convenient
concdusion was drawn, and that is the end of William Danid Adderly, Imperid Navy.

His guilt or innocence hardly mattered, nor did the avarice of the men who judged him; a this stage of
the war, treason was a charge whose barest whisper would kill a man, if not physcdly, then certainly



professondly.

The Empirés attitude toward the Saurons had changed. They were no longer the enemy, they were
evil incarnate. Adderly had seen it growing in his men; held seen it in himsdlf, the day he met Diettinger.
He had seen it againin Kellogg's sngleminded attacks, and findly in the Fleet's pursuit of the remaining
Sauron shipsto the Alderson Point.

That atitude would consume more than the Saurons, he knew, but they would be the firg to go.

They had reached the stockade.

"I'm sorry, Captain Adderly. Will. But under the circumstances | think it's obvious what the verdict
will be if you receive a court martid.”

Commander Harold had sumbled over the word, but Adderly had caught it. //.

He looked at this young man; so very, very young. But not too young to know that the Navy would
take its peculiar care of one of it's own. The brotherhood among Nava officers might not be able to save
Adderly, but it could send a young volunteer - it was aways a volunteer - like Commander Harold to
show it had not abandoned him.

"If theré'sanything | cando . . ."

"Asamatter of fact, there is. My wife Alysha. She's living on Gaea. Our address isin the records. Tdl
her dl this, if you would. The red story, not the officd one.

"l understand. I'm sure shell be very proud.” "I'm not. But shélll be - judified, | think. That's very
important to Alysha | suppose it's important to alot of people, these days." Adderly turned at the top of
the steps, where two more Marines opened the door. He looked up at the clouds.

"It's funny, but | can't stop thinking about them. The Saurons, | mean.”

There being nothing to say, Commander Harold listened.

"They're dying," Adderly went on, dmogt to himsdf. "And they can't understand why they're dying.
They think they've been outfought, and they have, but theyll convince themsalves it was some flaw in
their battle plan. 1t will never occur to them that the cold logic of the ultimete Soldiers was Smply no
meatch for the heart of the Beast."

He turned and held out his hand. "Goodbye, Jack."

The two men shook hands, and Adderly fdt the expected packet pressed into his pam.

"The men of the King George V wanted you to know they appreciated what you did for Captain
Lester and the bridge crew.” Harold swallowed. "Goodbye, Captain Adderly.”

Adderly amiled. "Will."

Adderly had turned when Harold caled him back. "Will?"

He raised an eyebrow. "Y es? Something?"

"Captain, I'm twenty-two years old, and I'm a ful commander. It's not hard to guess why, and
knowing why, it's not likely I'll see twenty-three. 1t's what you said, about how Diettinger treated you. I'd
like to know: What are they redly like? | only know the propaganda minigry suff; but you've seen them
up close, talked to one. What's it like to actudly look into the face of the enemy?'

Adderly turned and looked a the jungle-choked hills in the distance; rife with some of the most
dangerous predators in known space. He had hunted there once, on an absurdly dangerous dare. Closer
in, on the far Sde of the compound, was the building that held the Board of Inquiry. He amost laughed
aoud, thinking of how much safer that jungle looked to him, now.

The beasts have come down from the hills. . . .

A flagpolein front of the Board's offices bore atired banner, its faint movement in the sultry Tanith air
reminding him of some dying bird. Adderly saw it was the flag of the Empire of Man.

Dying; dready dead? Or isit too much to ask that it might just be adeep?

Adderly sad nothing for a very long time. Fndly he turned his gaze back to meet Commander
Harold's.

"With enemies like them, Jack," he said quietly, "you don't need friends"" Then he went back up the
dairs and into the stockade, a Marine on ether Sde to escort himto his cell.

"For God's sake, let it go!"

Albert, Baron Hamilton of Greensward, smiled thinly. "Let it go. Mgor, if it would hep ex-terminate



the Saurons, | would persondly burnWhitehdlto the ground. It wouldn', though.” Nothing will, but | can't
say thet to one of Gary's officers.

Maor Hendrix looked around the pandled study, with its high calings and ornate tapestries. Such
elegance had dways been rare on Haven. Now, after the widespread destruction brought by the Sauron
invaders, it was unigue. "Saurons. Why us?'

"I've wondered that mysdf. We're the arse end of the Empire. Maybe that's why. Maybe the Saurons
are losgng the war, and this shipload of the bastards istrying to hide."

"God, | hope s0," Hendrix said. "And the Fleet will be back. It will."

"It might be awhile. And meanwhile we hang on, and ruiningWhitehdlwont help.”

"I don't want to ruinwWhitehdl, | want you to take our refugees.”

"Same thing, redly. If we take in everyone you send, we won't last a season. Better that some survive
then none.”

"And what do you think you accomplish by the mere act of survivd?'

Hamiltonshrugged. "Possbly nothing. But | can try. Maybe the horse will sng. | want to
saveWhitehdl, because loang it won't make any difference, and if we're here we can hdp rebuild. Magor,
if every one of those monsters drops dead tomorrow well be generations away from a dvilization!"

"But, the Empire - "

"Mgor, | doubt the Empire will return. Ever. They abandoned us before the war heated up. Even if
the war is over now - and we don't know that -Spartahas its own rebuilding to do. They don't care about
us Never did, redly.”

"Then you won't hdp us”

"Mgor, | can't help you, not with anything that will do you any good. House Hamilton cant even meet
obligations to our own. We're turning out relaives of our own liegemen. Do you think | like that?"

"No, of course not - ook, can you do anything? Anything &t al?"

"I can take in your family. Yours and the Generd's. No more. And | can send you a hundred
volunteers, reasonably well supplied and equipped.”

"No more then thet - "

"You can't feed more than that,"Hamiltonsaid. "Wel supplied means they aren't sarving. It doesn't
mean we can spare a month's rations.”

"Damnit, that's no help at dl! Y our grandson promised us more - *

"John does not command here" There. I've done it. Disavowed my grandson's pledged word. And
there may be hel to pay for that.Hamiltonsuppressed a wry amile as he watched Maor Hendrix. It was
dl too easy to see what Hendrix was thinking.Hamilton'sWhitehdlmilitia was scattered, and Hendrix had
his own platoon of escorts. And John had dready promised. One bullet, and there would be a new and
more tractable Baron aWhitehdl. | think he may try it.

Hamiltonwhigtled, a short trill tone. One of the elaborate pands opened to reved three militiamen. The
sergeant touched his cap in sdute.Hamiltonnodded acknowledgment.

"Yes Baron?' the militia sergeant asked.

"Please send word to my grandson that | wish to see him."

"Yes gr." The pane closed agan.

Hamiltonsghed in reief. Good. Hendrix didnt have time to do anything he needs to gpologize for.
Maybe he wouldn't have anyway. Maybe.

"If that's dl you will give me" Hendrix said.

"All I can give you,"Hamiltoncorrected.

"Can. | don't agree, but | suppose | should take what | can get." He hedtated. "Also - | will be
sending up my family. Ruth Hendrix, and the two kids."

" will keep them as safe as | keep my own,"Hamiltonsaid formdly. "Tdl Gary Cummings the offer
gopliesto him aswdl."

"Yes gr. We - haveaplan.”

"I'd be amazed to find you don't. | hope it's damned successful, and damned bloody. Go kill some
Saurons for me”



DEATH'SHEAD PATROL

ROLAND GREEN

AND JOHN F. CARR

Roger Boyle knew he wasn't a red Soldier. In normd times he wouldn't have been admitted to the
ranks, much less theWarAcademy, but the past decade hadn't been normd times. So many of the dite
were dead, and the technicd work gill had to be done. Then, suddenly, traning nowhere near
completed, Boyle was Ffth Rank. But only a Tech. Not redly a Soldier, not now, not ever, and the
others would never let him forget even if he could. HEd never have graduated from the Academy. He
shouldn't have been there at dl—

It didn't matter. The Academy was radioactive dust. So was the Home Planet. Boyle watched it die.
It writhed like a live thing, and from its ashes marched an endless stream of Imperid soldiers. When
Fomoria fdl from the skies to Haven's barren plains they laughed, and now they marched toward the
wreckage, legions of them, death in thar eyes. Soon there would be no more Soldiers. The marching
column grew and grew until it filled the skies, and endless ships poured from the Cat's Eye, and the
universe was filled with their noise -

Boyle found himsdf on the floor. What was that? Whatever it was had thrown him out of his bunk,
and caved in hdf the wal. There were shouts, and men running. He stood groggily. Others did the same.
For a moment the barracks room was confusion before they sorted themsdves out and began putting on
thar equipment.

"Ranks. Any Ranks here?' Boyle shouted.

"Aye aye, Asault Leader Roxon here”

"Hfth Rank Boyle. Who's senior?' There was no answer. He'd known there wouldn't be. "Hfth Rank
Boyle assuming command,” he said, as held been taught, and as held dways known would happen some
day. But in his fantases when he took command he did great deeds, and High Command was proud of
him. Now it was redl.

Now what?

"Roxon, take two and see what's hgppening outsde. Who's closest to the comm line?”

"Tareyton, gr.”

"Doesit work?'

"Checking. No, dr. No daic. Dead, gr.”

"Right"

There were sounds of combat outsde. Smdl arms fire, and atillery. Boyle pulled on his jacket and
fingered the deeve unit. "Boyle cdling anyone. Anyone, thisisBoyle" Static. At least it was working. He
hadn't expected more. "Hep the wounded,” he said. And nothing to do but wait -

Roxon came back in. He tried to keep his voice cam, but there was a nervous tremor to it as he said,
"Mushroom cloud over Headquarters, sir. High explosive rounds dropping on barracks area. Delta one
took adirect hit. | saw no other damage to barracks, but it's lethd in the open out there. There's ill a lot
of A-P fdling among the bunkers."

Anti-personnd munitions peppering the bunkers. Harassment, it wasn't likely to do much damage. The
barracks were solidly built, concrete bunkers protected by earthworks, and dl of Firebase One was built
like a Roman fortress, critica targets scattered, each defensvdy sdf-sufficient. But where the hdl were
the Ranks?

His orders were to survive. As the only officer present that was mandatory, until another Rank
showed up.

More sounds of atillery. "That's ours" he said, and regretted it. They'd dl know, same as he did.
"What's the status of Communications Centrd ?'

"Bunker looks intact,” Roxon said.

"WEell go there as soon asit quiets down.” Which ought to be soon enough, with our counter-battery
fire. "When we move out, Roxon, youll lead."

"Aye aye, gr."

"Who's had advanced med tech?"



"Here, 9r. Swvenson.”

"Good. All troops, if you can't walk, stay here. Well send Medica for you when we can. Swenson,
do what you can, and lisen on Channd Four."

"Aye aye, Sr.

Outsde was quiet. Counterfire had done its work. Boyle waited, watching his deeve timer. Minutes
passed. Sll quiet. Long enough, anything on the way had got here. "Move out, and make it smart. Theyll
shift positions and fire again.”

Twenty-eight men. Out of fifty in the barracks. Twenty-eight in the dim light, with the Cat's Eye
henging above, laughing at them.

Exploson. Another. Then -

He was thrown to the ground. Everyone dove for cover as debris rained down. Then another
exploson. Not cluser bombs this time. High explosve, and they'd detonated something. Fue and
ammunition supplies, Boyle thought. Has to be those. So what have we got |eft? Damn little.

We have US. The Cyborgs, and the Soldiers. Firs Ranks. High Command. While we live, Sauron
lives Even if we breed with the cattle. Sauron lives here. Sauron rules here. And one day we will return
to rebuild Homeworld.

The communications bunker hadn't been hit. Anidand of cam order in a sea of explosons.

"Hfth Rank Boyle here, reporting for duty. Who's in charge?’

"Communications Technician Landau acting in command, Sr. Do you rdieve me?'

"l rlieve you. Report.”

"Headquarters heavily damaged, may be destroyed. Rediation levd dabilized at forty-four millirem,
projecting sixty-five in two hours. There have been two attempts by smdl units to infiltrate the barracks
area. | have increased survellance to maximum. Standing by for further orders.”

"Report change of command here to High Command, and carry on.”

"Aye aye, gr."

At least he was among friends, who were no more Soldiers than he was. We can play a being
Soldiers, In fact, we damned well better. Go by the book. What ese can we do?

"Screens up,” someone caled.

The wdl screen lit to display a terrain map. Two specks moved across it. Robots one and two,
moving toward wha High Command assumed was the enemy's Headquarters. Boyle watched in
fascinaion. They moved inexorably, towardFortK ursk.

"Kurskis ours" Boyle muttered.

"Not any more" Landau said. "Cummings and his militiatook it half an hour ago.”

Took it. From Soldiers.Kurskwas hed by Cyborgs! "The cattle can fight,” Boyle said grudgingly. He
remembered the Academy professor, the odd one who had said they must never speak of the enemy as
catle, because "that term creates distorted expectations that might affect decisons made on the
battlefidd, and certainly after victory." And thistime even High Command underestimated the enemy.

The dots moved dowly on the screen, towardKursk. Toward Generd Cummings.

"Get Cummings and the war is over,” Landau said excitedly.

"You addressme as 'gr." "

There was a laugh in his voice as Landau said, "Aye aye, Sr." But the tone changed suddenly.
"Apologies, Roger. Sir."

On the screen the dots converged onFortKursk, then whedled away. Weapons launched -

There was aflare, the large jagged-edge red pattern that indicated a nuclear explosion. Ten megatons.

The men cheered.

"Slencein the ranks."

"We got him," someone shouted. "The butcher's dead."

Along with how many of our own? But it was worth it. Cummings who had killed Fomoria
Camming* was agod worth dying for.

"Enamy message treffic, Ffth Rank. Coded. A lot of it."

"I dentification?"



"Pattern indicates enemy High Command.”

So we didn't get him after dl. But the day isn't over, and the Hawks are ill flying. "Locate and notify
Firebase Two."

"Aye aye."

Cummings, we're after you. Just stay there alittle longer -

"Nothing but static, Sr."

"You're sure it's gatic, not jamming?' Generd Cummings asked.

Sergeant Alice Hoskins shook her head. "Jugt the bomb plus Haven's usud conditions” A month ago
shed been a dvilian tech in the Communications Minigtry. Now -

"Cary on, Sergeant."

"Yes dr, but - when are we going to move?'

"When I'm donel" Cummings looked a his watch. It had stopped. EMP, probably. One more
damned thing to worry about.

At least she didn't have to worry about delayed radiation effects. Dosages that threatened to kill him
before the Saurons did were another matter. / we had been an hour closer to the Fort ...

Cummings looked downhill to where the last of the rubble was being shoveled on to the graves.
Eighteen militiamen. The rubble was as much of a grave marker as they'd ever have. Ten times more
were part of the dust cloud whereFFortK urskhad stood.

It was cold comfort that most of them had died before the bomb hit, killed in retaking the Fort and
reectivating its weapons systems. But forty of the best would have seen the firebdl. Or worse. At least
we hurt them. Enough?

Last month it had been Mg or Seastrum and his company, drawing the Saurons away from the missle
team that destroyed the ship. Next month it will be someone else. But | swear by Laura and the girls
memory that | will never get used to it.

"We're ready to move whenever you give the word, sr," Colond Anton Leung said.

Cummings nodded. The nervous attentiveness in Leung's Tartar eyes reminded Cummings of how he
himsdf watched over Marshd Blaine during the liberation of Lavaca. Had old age caught him aready, at
seventy-threg?

Wedl, maybe not old age, just long service Hed spent his whole adult life in uniform, at
theMarineAcademyon Freiland, then in the Imperid Marines, then as Marine Commandant of Haven,
and findly these lagt eighteen years as Commander-in-Chief, Haven Militia

That's one post | won't be retired from! A joke, because militia commandant was a retirement post.
He should have been a gentleman fanner, close toWhitehdl, raisng lettuce. For amusement he could
shoot somachsnouts, and hoist a glass or two with Albert.

Cummings chuckled at the thought. Sure held be welcome aWhitehd!! With every Sauron on Haven
looking for him. Some friend, to carry that scent . . .

Now the Brigade was scattered between Redemption and theMiracleMountains. With intengfied
Sauron survelllance, it was best they stayed in amdl groups.

"Colond, send Charlie Company on ahead to New Survey. Well veer west, to Greensward. | have
to warn the Baron about what we've unleashed here today."

"What about a tight-beam message?’

Cummings jerked his thumb toward the Ste of FortKursk. "The equipment's back there. This time,
we're redly on our own.”

Leung shrugged his broad shoulders with the weary resignation of a man who has seen it dl, but is
willing to see it dl againif that's what his C. O. needs.

Cummings continued. "Well send out scouts as we march, to trade anmunition for drugs and mounts.
I've heard of some remarkable things done with loca plants”

It was Leung's turn to point at the plateau. "Anybody who hdps us could be risking that.”

"Some of them won't care. Others - well put on a convincing 'bandit’ act for them. Let them tdl the
Saurons we scared them witless™" Maybe it won't be an act.

Leung laughed sharply. The laugh turned into a barking cough, and the cough into a sege that left him



bent over and gagging.

"Areyou dl right?'

"Nothing that a T-year in awarm, mois dimate wouldn't cure, Generd.”

"Il buy you aticket to Tanith as soon as | can find atrave agency.”

Colond Leung wiped blood-flecked lips and grimaced. "The Saurons may not believe we'd be willing
to rob our own people "You don't know, Colond Leung, what the Saurons will believe about what they
cdl ‘cattle’ until you've been on a Sauron-pacified world. On Lavaca - oh never mind, that was years
ago. Let's fick to the problems we have. | want to avoid another engagement.”

"No word from Cook yet?'

Leung's tone wasn't entirdy professond, but then his son and daughter-in-law had gone in with
Cook's company. His wife hadn't lived to see the coming of the Saurons, only the breakdown of order
on Haven after the Imperids left. His other son and hisfamily died with Cagtell.

"Nothing since they told us to expect an ar drike" Cummings answered. The picked company with
short-range rockets and demoalitions to follow up the strategic strike had reported themselves in position.
Operation Shutoff had worked as planned, cutting off key communications and detection equipment just
before the gdtrike. Cook had reported initid results, induding the destruction of one fighter and the
ammunition dump.

There hadn't been a word since. Cummings refused to believe that 180 picked troopers could have
gone into the bag without a peep. They had to be busy.

It didn't help, ether, that Cat's Eye was not only up but having a firg-class radio storm. At times like
this, even if a message got through, it needed a couple of repeats before you could be sure you had an
ungarbled verson.

"“Theyll turn up, one way or another," Leung said.

More likdy dead than dive, probably - but not without leaving their mark.

"Com gear's packed," Alicecalled.

"Right." Cummings turned to Leung. "The Com section has a spare muskylope.”

Motorized vehicles weren't extinct on Haven, but driving one outside Sauron-occupied territory was
asking for trouble. A vehicles heat signature was guaranteed to be picked up by a Sauron bombardment
satellite, leading to a hypersonic crowbar rammed up your exhaust.

After 9x weeks of the Saurons, Haven was along way back toward the Dark Ages. Baron Hamilton
had known what he was doing, when he fortified Castle Whitehdl and put his men into durasted long
Johns,

Even the muskylopes and horses that gave the drike force what mahility it had were modly for
wegpons and equipment. Officers were the only unwounded troopers mounted when they turned ther
backs on the plateau.

This was the firg time Roger Boyle had ever attended a saff mesting. But then, it was aso the firg
time he had seen senior Communications Rank available.

Communications Fourth Rank Davis was ill dive, but Haven stone was hard enough to break
Sauron ribs and dent a Sauron skull. He would be in bed for at least a T-week, on light duty for severd
more.

For anyone from the Citadd, it was a two days journey to Firebase One, through guerrilla-infested
country. The Saurons arcraft had more important work than ferrying saff officers. One job: fallowing up
suspicious heat sgnatures picked up by the three low-orbit satelites that covered theShangri-Lavalley.
That might put them on the trall of Cummings Brigade. Even learning where they had been could help; a
few raids on Cummings sympathizers might reduce their sympathy.

Or at least their numbers, much good that may do us.

It was only an unlucky coincidence that this thought came to Roger at the same moment his eyes met
those of Cyborg Rank Koln. The Cyborg's eyes were large, apparently unblinking, and pae gray. They
made one believe the rumor, that Cyborgs were teepathic, never mind what the manuas said.

HadKolnjust read a defedtist thought out of Boyle's mind?

Firs Rank Diettinger took the chair.



"The Haveners have shown complete disregard for their own casuaties when afforded the opportunity
to kill our troops,” Diettinger said. "All soldiers are therefore to be secure in thar respective posts before
truenight." Having established that the medting was to be brief, the Firs Rank nodded to Desthmaster
Quilland. The senior gaff Rank rose and stepped before the eectronic map display.

The Deathmagter's legendary brevity made a complex subject no smpler, nor did his ability to see
opportunity everywhere make bad news any better. That was Boyl€'s firm opinion, and consdering the
twenty-odd long faces around him he wasn't done.

Cummings missle dtrike had destroyed formidable percentages of the Sauron's remaning specia
weapons, drategic ddivery systems, fud stockpiles, and other irreplaceable items. Personnel casudties
had been surprisngly light, thanks to the limited manning of the above-ground fedilities, but Breedmaster
Caius dill had to make afind assessment of potential genetic damage.

The Haveners had dearly reoccupiedFortKursk, either bringing in strategic ddivery sysems by covert
means or more likdy activating stored weapons. They had dso evacuated the area of the fort
immediatdly after the Sauron retdiatory Strike.

"As soon as radiation dropped to safe leves, we landed a Pathfinder Team.”

The Pathfinders were an dite Cyborg unit, pecidizing in nuclear attack follow-up. During the state of
emergency falowing the Haveners grike, Diettinger had released a very few of the Pathfinder Cyborgs
from fertility testing to fidd duty.

Quilland continued. "The Pathfinders reported that the Haveners had buried ther dead, disabled
surplus equipment, and left the area at least two days ago.”

"Are the Pathfinders pursuing?'K olnasked.

"We sent only four. They are setting up an observation post in theFortK urskarea.”

"Thisshould have been done,"Kolnpointed out, "when we redized that these were a superior variety
of cattle, requiring extraordinary messures.”

"No doubt,” Quilland said. "But by that time, theFortkKurskarea was swvarming with guerillas and
bandits. Our amdl garrison was so busy sending out recon and pacification teams that they didn't fully
examinethe fort. A larger force would have diverted srength from more important operations.”

"From what seemed at the time more important operations,"Kolncorrected. Abruptly the Deathmaster
cut him off.

"A company-strength force of cattle infiltrated the area of Firebase One. Usng short-range missles
and infantry weapons, it added consderably to the tall of vehicles and supplies.

"The security troops, reinforced by mobile patrols, have been pursuing these infiltrators for the last
two days. We have killed 135 of them. No prisoners were taken."

"Our own casudties?' First Rank asked.

Kolnbeing slent seemed to Boyle, if anything, more snister than his being loudly insubordinate.

"Three Soldiers killed, twenty-two wounded. Fourteen of the wounded will return to duty within a
T-week."

Diettinger kept the reports flowing swiftly from the department heads, then from the Firebase and
outpost leaders. Somewhere in the middle of the department heads, Boyle gave his Communicaions
report, athough afterwards he couldn't have repeated a word held said.

He did remember the faces, though, when he reached one point.

"Our Sauron capabilities free us from dependence on computers. We are not so fortunate where radio
and radar are concerned. We and the cattle both need them.”

Unhappy faces, and inKoln's case outright unfriendly.

Diettinger summarized the whole stack of reportsin afew sentences, then went to the map display. A
few more sentences summarized his Strategy.

"The haven Militiais to be destroyed as afighting unit. All other actions againg Havener forces are to
be downgraded to defensive holding actions. | don't want any crucid positions surrendered, but we aren't
trying to serve awhole planet dl a once. This - Militia—is a rdlying point for the planetary forces. "It is
effective and well-led. It is to be hunted down and destroyed within the month.”

For once, even Cyborg Koln seemed to agree with the First Rank. But turning this strategy into a



series of tacticad moves took longer than Boyle had expected. It was the ancient problem: if you cannot
defend everything, what are your priorities?

Priority, Diettinger decreed, would go to the Citadd and the breeding stock - the femde cattle dready
rounded up. They could lose nearly everything ese and dill survive,

In more than the very short run, they would need more space for breeding creches than the Citadel
could provide. But meanwhile the breeders could be crammed into the Citadel, and dl the Soldiers who
would otherwise be tied down defending isolated camps and firebases would be free to fight Cummings

Once Cummings was broken, there would be defensible creche sites for the asking, and the Engineers
and Breedmasters would come into their own. Right now, even the Cyborgs would be assgned to the
duty of driving the breeding stock to the Citade!!

Cyborg Rank Koln's face was a sudy when Diettinger announced that assgnment.Kolnhad been
displeased over lack of combat duty for his Cyborgs, so he could hardly refuse outright. But assgning
those who represented the future of the Sauron race to cattle-herding - !

"The Haveners will go berserk at the sght of their women being driven off as breeding stock, First
Rank," Quilland put in.

Diettinger nodded. "Yes. | know. Twenty percent losses among the captive women will be acceptable
if a Haven trooper-to-femae kill raio of ten-to-one is mantained. All captives are expendable if
Cummings Haven Militia can be drawn out."

Boylées intake of bresth was noticed by the other officers. Only Quilland reacted, however. The
Death-master gave the young Fourth Ranker alook that said: "That iswhy heis First Rank.”

Boyle was beginning to understand & last what being a Sauron was dl about.

From a distant escarpment, a tamerlane called. The horses and muskylopes whickered, hissed, and
moaned.

Generd Cummings dismounted to rest his mount. Colond Leung did the same, even though he'd been
swaying in the saddle dl night.

"Ishe cdling his mate, or cdling up dl hisfriends for dinner?' Leung wondered hdf in jest.

"We won't be going hisway," Cummings said, as he unfolded the map. Even the so-called flatlands of
Haven were filled with smal mountains and patches of rugged terrain.

Cummingsit the shrouded candle-lantern he was usng to save the flashlights for the medics. With one
dark finger, he traced a route looping south and west around Redemption.

"That's taking us close to theHamiltonbarony.”

"l know. | need to talk to the Baron. We owe him."

Leung nodded. HEd been a company commander when Baron Hamilton made his ded with
Cummings during the days when paper money had been devdued to less than the cost of printing
it.Hamiltonhad traded gold and grain for working durasted up into suits of armor. The gold filled the
Brigade's paychests and the grain filled its men's bellies.

When troops were not paid and fed they perforce turned bandit or a best mercenary. WithHamilton's
help, Cummings had kept the First Haven Volunteers in existence as an organized militia They had even
kept a semblance of order in theShangri-Lavdley, when the rest of Haven had dipped into chaos even
before the Saurons arrived.

" agree that we owe him for keeping us dive, but that was ten years ago,” Leung said. "Sure, he's
helped us since, but what are we going to pay him with?

"Not armor this time" Cummings said. Baron Hamilton had done wdl with his new-mode knights.
They'd made him a power in the Vdley dmog as effective as Enoch Redfidd on the other sde of
theMiracleMountains. Unlike Redfield,Hamiltonwas respected as well as feared. Even now, the Barony
was as peaceful as anyone could hope for, this close to Sauron territory.

"We pay with intdligence” Cummings said. "Not just about the Saurons, either. Remember the scout
we captured, from the Redfidd Rifles?'

Leung nodded. The man had been looking for anmunition dumps - for his leader's forces, he said. But
the militia recognized a paper he carried as a Sauron safe-conduct. Any ammunition hoard he found
would be confiscated by the Saurons, the nearest village leveled, the inhabitants endaved or killed - the



whole ghedtly tae they'd seen a dozen times and heard twenty more.

The more meraful of the troopers had wanted the man staked out for tamerlanes. Others had
proposed more ingenious entertainments, such astying a bucket with a drillbit in it upsde down over the
man's groin.

Cummings had provoked universal outrage by smply shoating him outright.

"Youreright, Generd," Leung admitted. "Redfied's dways been one to play up both sides, as long as
theyll leave imin power. Remember the ded he struck with King Stedle the First and Last. Now, if he
thinks the Saurons are winning - "

"Our friends ought to know."

Darkness was dmost complete now, but fortunately the next stretch of the journey was over nearly
open ground. They couldn't make it dl the way in and out ofHamiltonterritory during truenight, but they
could get in and go to ground before dawn.

Then the Saurons might miss them atogether, so close to the holdings of a man who'd given them
neither dlegiance nor oppostion. If the strike force was discovered and had to fight its last battle,
theHamiltonswould ill have a plausible excuse for not knowing that it had ever been there.

The tamerlane cdled again, and this time severd more replied. The pack was on the prowl, and
Cummings posted an experienced hunter with a night-scoped rifle a either end of the column before they
moved out.

The hdf-ruined village had been overrun by bandits ten years ago, when Baron Hamilton was dill
sdtling the affars of Cagtdl and "King David® Stedle. Its survivors had joined the Castle Whitehdl
garrison, women, or labor force, depending on their age, abilities, and indlinations.

Herdsmen and peddiers Hill used the few windproof buildings as a waysation. So even the most
paranoid Sauron would find nothing suspicious in an occasiond light or a few tethered muskylopes with
saddlebags.

One of those lights was a candle, burning in the middle of a camp table set on a dusty floor. On camp
sools to ether Sde of the table sat Baron Hamilton of Greensward and Generd Cummings.Hamiltonwas
bent over a sheaf of papers, squinting at them with eyes that had many more wrinkles around them than
two years ago.

"Thanks for putting it dl on paper,Gary,” the Baron sad findly. He straightened up, then winced and
put a hand to the amdl of his back. "Were going to be back to abacuses and wax tablets in another
generation if things go on thisway."

"Be sure you've got ardiable scribe to copy this on something more durable” Cummings said. "This is
from our lagt batch of flash paper. We didn't want anybody caught with it, oursalves included.”

"l understand. I'll have Méttie do it. She's only five weeks to term, but she's going to dimb wadlsiif |
can't find something for her to do.”

"How many great-grandchildren does this make?* Cummings knew he should remember how many
children Matilda Hamilton and Captain Aram Mazurin had produced, but he was too tired.

"Thisisthe fourth, and the other three are dl dive so far." The Baron looked around for some wood
to knock, then compromised by thumping his own forehead. Cummings grinned.

The sound of scuffling outside the hut wiped the grinright off his face. A few moments later, Sergeant
Magor Saer entered with a disheveled John Hamilton in tow.

Sater had been Cummings driver when they were both with the Land Gators in '21, and close to
retirement age even during the war againgt David Steele. He giill managed a firm grip on a man hdf his
age and hdf again hissize

"I found this one skulking outside, gr."

"Itsdl right. You can let im go."

Sater rdeasedHamiltonfrom the hammerlock, saluted, and stepped out.

The Baron spoke firg. "John, what the bloody hdl do you think you're doing, vidaing the generd's
hogpitdity - 7'

Cummings slenced the Baron with a dicing gesture. The twoHamiltonswere peas from the same pod.
If they had a set-to, held never find out what this was dl about without derting every Sauron from here to



the Citaddl.

John took the reprieve to roughly finger-comb his tangled harr. It had some streaks of gray in it now,
Cummings noticed, but John sill had those holo-star looks that seemed to improve with age. It wasn't by
accident that held been the rake of Cagtell.

He'd settled down, though, when he had to. He'd been his father's right hand in turning the barony into
afeudd domain, and done as much as most to bring down the late unlamented David Steele.

"l want to fight the Saurons. I'm tired of waiting things out at\Whitehdl, waiting for the other boot to
drop. One of these days - maybe not for another twenty years, but it trill happen - the Saurons are going
to want our little backwoods portion of Shangri-La

"Then they'll be our problem. Before that, someone from Greensward has to learn how to ded with
them, negotiate with them, or fight them. We can't go on livingin afool's paradise of Theyll Never Come
Here.

"They're coming. It's only a question of when!"

Cummings could see that this was an old argument. He could dmost hear what his friend had asked
before.

"Havent | given enough to the Empire? My favorite grandson, my father, two brothers, an unde -
where does it end? Here and now with the last of theHamiltons? Our name may not be a great one, but
it's good. Our bannersfly in Imperid Hal. Colin Hamilton was the fird commander of the 77th Marines,
the Land Gators.

"Do we owe the lagt drop of our blood?"

Asdlently, Cummings gave his reply.

"I'm sorry, my old friend, but the answer isyes."

Fathers, sons, daughters, children were dying dl over Haven thanks to the Saurons. And the red
harvest had just begun.

It was dill summer, but the Saurons had bombed dl the food factories and power plants.
TheShangri-Lavdley, with the most temperate climate on Haven, grew only about hdf its own food.
With fields bombed 104
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and burnt and food stocks carted off by Sauron raiding parties, what would happen when winter blew
in?

Hunger, then famine, and then how many dead? Haf a million, a million, two million, four million
dead?

What about the rest of Haven, where life was dready on a knife's edge? The Saurons didn't need to
sweep Haven dean of resstance. In far too many areas, winter would do it for them.

On top of it dl, John Hamilton was right.Whiteha Ineeded to know more about the Saurons - good, if
there was any, and bad, which there was a lot of. Otherwise the Baron's legacy would be no more than
bleached bones behind crumbling walls.

"Albert, ligen to your grandson. He's making sense. The Saurons aren't going away. They're here for
the duration. And don't count on any hdp from the Empire. If the Saurons haven't won, they've done the
next worst thing. Driven the Empire back to defending its heartworlds, and hang the frontiersl”

The old Baron flinched a each word. True. Damn it.

"Asfor you, young man, I'm gppointing you an acting captain in the First Haven Volunteers - "

"| thought it was Cummings Brigade?'

"Over my dead body. When I'm gone, it can cdl itsdf anything it damned wel pleases. Meanwhile,
you have alot to learn about the military. Lesson one: you never interrupt a superior officer, even if he's
blathering.

"Lesson two: you do not disobey orders, the way you did with your grandfather here tonight. Y our
job with meis to observe and survive, not die leading the Charge of the Light Brigade.

"Are you with me so far, Captain Hamilton?"

"Yes gr."

"Good, because | don't have much time. If the Saurons find anything or anyone from Greensward with



my command, ther patience with you will evaporate. Right now youre tolerated. As long as youre
tolerated, there's hope for non-Sauron dvilization on Haven.

"Give them an excuse to strike you, and that chance vanishes. So doesWhitehdl.”

"I thought you took out the lagt of their nukes?!

"So did I, until they laid ten megatons onFortK ursk. Understand this, our intelligence of the Saurons is
somewhere between negligible and zero. All we know is what we see.

"That may have been the lagt of their ready weapons. Even if it was, | wouldnt bet agang their
scrgping up enough fissonables for a pony bomb. There's only one commander on Haven who's sure
he's out of nukes, and you're looking at him."

John Hamilton frowned. "Would they risk thair own people assembling a pony bomb?'

"If they were desperate, yes. Or they might ask Enoch Redfield to ‘volunteer' some technicians™

The Baron frowned. "The satrapy's that far into their pockets?"

"It might be. What we know isdl down there." Cummings tapped the sheef of flash paper.

"Now, John, | want you to give your grandfather everything that might link you towhitehdl. That
means your universty ring and your underwesr, if necessary.

"While under my command, youll use the name John Hall. That should reduce the confuson and
obscure your padt.

"Pagt - you're too young to be a former Imperid officer. So - let's make you a former officer of the
Navy Krakow Second Militia You ran into me and decided to re-up to fight the Saurons. Can you
speak Polish?"

"I can do a sort of generic Savic that should fool a Sauron, at leest."”

"Good. That's your cover.”

"Yes, gr."

"You're learning. Now, Captain Hal, say goodbye to your grandfather. I'll be outsde with the
horses”

A dark-haired, large-featured head rose over the rim of the landing pad. Roger Boyle advanced to
greet Cyborg Sargun.

Today was the high point of Boyles militay career so far. Hed just been agppointed
second-in-command of the patrol searching for Cummings strike force. Deathmaster Quillan himsdf had
given Boyle a fidd promotion to Fourth Rank, ostensibly for initistive. Boyle knew better. There Smply
waan't anyone |eft.

Daviswas back on duty, and two Third Ranks had come down from the Citaddl. Boyle was now free
to go into the field. His announced objective was to find Cummingss drike force.

He dso had another misson, one Diettinger had given himin person diis morning. "I'd have promoted
you to Third Rank if you had more combat experience,” the First Rank said. "You will have that, after
thismisson.”

He handed Boyle a sedled envelope. "It has been brought to my attention that there is some question
about Cyborg Sargun's loydty to the present command system. He will dill be senior commander of the
patrol. But if hisleadership - suffers - during the expedition, these orders will put you in full command, by
my authority.”

That was dl Didtinger had sad on the subject, but even the hints took avay much of Boyles
enthusasm for his fird combat command. Everyone knew about the faction among the Cyborgs led
byKolnand Zold.

Sill - Boyle ran hisfingers over the two opposing siver pips on his chevron. His spirits began to lift.

Fourth Rank, and a combat command to go with it. That has to be worth putting up with a few
Cyborgs!

Boyle squatted at the edge off the pad and waited while the Cyborg finished hauling himsdf up the
forty-meter diff face. Soldiers would dieif their leaders disagreed. So be it. No arguments.

Sargun stood, looked down at Boyle from hisfull two and a hdf meters.

"All squadron Soldiers present or accounted for?"

"Yes, Cyborg."



"Satus of our transport?’

Boyle looked behind him at the three bigHilt rotors with improvised armor. Both the machines and
their armor had been scavenged atFortFornova

"Rully fuded and inspected, Cyborg.”

"Cdl the Soldiers for a briefing."

"With respect, Cyborg, | gave the basic tacticd briefing while we were waiting for you." Which was
twenty minutes longer than it would have been if you hadn't decided to play dimbing vine.

"Without my orders?'

"You gave no orders againg the briefing. Our orders from the Deathmaster were to lift out at 0820."

Sargun looked at the sky. Roger doubted that the Cyborg could tel time by the pogtion of Cat's Eye
yet, S0 the gesture merdly annoyed him. He remained at attention, and if he could have willed the dirty
butter-colored hair on his head to stand upright as well, hed have done it.

"Veay wdl," Sargun said findly. ™Y ou have done your duty as you saw it. Perhaps you will not need as
much indruction as | feared a Tech might.”

Boyle won the battle to keep a buning flush from risng above his jaw. | probably won't, war
machine. But I'm not meking bets on you.

Cat's Eye's waning orange light was more snister than usud, or perhaps it was just in Roger's mind as
the troop carrier ran the ridges dong theMiracleMountains.

Boyle had gone ridge-running before, in training. Now it was red. And | am not redlly a Soldier.

Nor was his state of mind helped by the knowledge thet one of the pilot's arms was a prostheses. The
med techs damed the prostheses were every hit as good as flesh and blood, yet one heard stories -

"Heat sgnature,” the copilot shouted. He rattled off a gtring of coordinates.

"Ignoreit,” Sargun said. "That's not where the report said the camp was."

Boyle saw the pilot shake his head very dightly, dmost to himsdlf.

"There was an error factor in the report,” Boyle reminded the Cyborg. "Tha heat Sgnature is wdl
within the limits of error.”

"A big sgnature, too," the pilot added. "Could be fifty campfires, maybe more."

"All the more reason to ignore it, then. Nobody unfriendly would be lighting that many fires in Sauron
territory.”

"Not unless it was a decoy,” Boyle said. "My edtimate is thisis a group of campfires left burning to
attract our atention. | see no animd sgnatures.”

"They might be logt in the spillover effect from the fires" the pilot said.

"Possibly,” Sargun replied. "But the cattle could have smply run off and left their fires burning when
they heard us coming.”

"Or - " Boyle began.

"Or what?'

"Or left the fires burning to draw usinto an ambush.”

Sargun didn't amile. By temperament, if not by heredity, Cyborgs were dmog incgpable of the act.
But his face looked less stern.

"Land on the ridge running west from Hill 1367, about hdfway aong. That will give us good command
of the camp. If they want to come back to it, the cattle will have to run the guantlet of our fire™

The pilot began turning the tilt-rotor toward the ridge, while the other two ships followed. They stayed
athousand meters above the ground, out of range of most smdl-armsfire.

"Banditd" the pilot called. "Two missles”

The ship lurched in evasive action. The flare launchers popped as the computers andyzed the attack.
One missle soared past the transports, wobbled, started to turn to track the heat pulse of the last
tilt-rotor, then ran out of thrust and began to tumble.

Before Boyle could see where it landed, the second missle exploded just under the left wing.
Windows shattered, gouging skins with flying plastic. Lights flickered and dimmed, and the note of the left
engine changed sharply.

"We're going straight down before we lose her,” the pilot shouted. He was usng one arm on the stick,



the prosthesis was bent at an unnatura angle below the elbow.

Boyle had judt tightened his shoulder harness when the transport landed, hard.

The landing sent everything and everyone not strapped down flying toward the overhead, then
crashing down. A squad of cattle would have logt hdf its strength to fractures and concussons. The
Soldiers had only one man hurt, a Soldier who took aful anmunition box on the knee.

The wounded Soldier was half-carried, half-dragged out, as the squad swarmed out of every door
and hatch, and a couple of the shattered windows as well. Boyle smdled lesking fud and fdt the ground
quish under his boots.

Asthe pilot lurched out beside him, Boyle asked, "Anything | can do to hdp?'

The pilot looked down at his oddly bent aam and said, "I was scheduled for the regeneration tanks a
week ago, but there was a schedule foul-up.” He grinned. "Mugt have been my lucky day."

Boyle pointed to the ground. "Y ou've got a fud leak somewhere. Y ou might want to start evacuating
the transport.”

"We're down to less than a dozen of these rotors,” the pilot said as he patted the side of the transport
like awoman's flank. "1'd sooner leave my good arm.”

"Boyle Deploy security around these transports,” Sargun ordered. Then the Cyborg led the other two
squads from the undamaged craft uphill. Boyl€'s night vison and the digtant glow from the campfire let
him see the Soldiers dternately cregping and rushing, usng every bit of cover while mantaining slence
and firediscipline

A quick check showed they had a secure perimeter.

"With permission, | will examine the ship,” the pilot said.

A look into the pilot's eyes told Boyle he was going to examine his ship, permisson or not. "Go
ahead, but be careful. No lights We're lesking fud, and | don't know if that missile team was the only
céttle around.”

A quick jerk of the pilot's thumb on his good arm told Boyle whose fault the pilot thought that was.
Then the two crewmen dimbed uphill toward their disabled craft.

The two pilots had just disappeared through the cockpit when rifles spattered the transport's armor
with bullets. The security Soldiers promptly imitated drillbits, burrowing deeper into the ground than ever.
Like their comrades uphill, their fire discipline held.

The other two tilt-rotors lifted off in clouds of dust. They quickly vanished in the inky darkness of
truenight. All that remained of Cat's Eye was a smudge of orange behind the digtant peaks.

Boyle scanned the darkness, windng every time bullets punched out another window or struck sparks
from metal.Sparksand lesking fud were a bad combination.

He heard an asthmatic cough from someone's rifle, then watched in helpless frudtration as a grenade
detonated on the troop carrier's right wing. An dmost full tank ignited. A huge bdl of fire swalowed the
transport, igniting what was left in the other tanks and on the ground as well.

For amoment his night vison was blinded by the intense light, then his eyes adjusted and he could see
agan. The tilt-rotor was nothing but a pile of buning wreckage; Boyle fdt a pang of regret for the
one-armed pilot who would never live to see his prosthesis replaced. Then he knew he was one step
closer to being a Soldier and that it was not going to be anything he had expected.

"Take out that grenade launcher!” Boyle shouted, through the gunfire as the ammunition for the bely
gun cooked off.

The cattle didn't run. They even got off two more grenades, but the blazing transport seemed to dazzle
them. Both grenades went wide and the Soldiers return fire cut the grenadiers down where they stood.

They died in Slence, as the pilots had.

Sargun led the charge up the Side of the hill. The burning fud illumineted the dope of the ridge, giving
both sdes clear targets. The Soldiers superior marksmanship and firepower gave them a quick victory,
but not a bloodless one.

When Boyle joined Sargun on the ridge ling, the firg thing he saw was two Soldiers dressng each
other's wounds. "How many cattle were up here?' Boyle asked.

"Eighteen, with two launchers. We killed them dl, captured one launcher and two spare missiles, and



are ready to move on the camp.”

Boyle turned and looked down hill a the burning wreckage until he could control his face. "Attack the
camp?'

"Of course,” Sargun said, aflicker of annoyance creasing his face. "These cattle can hardly be the only
ones, from a camp tha sze. If we hold it when the other cattle return, they will be waking into the kind
of trap they set for us™

Boyle decided that Sargun's plan would be keeping the tactica initiative, not committing suicide. It
aso might dlow the strike team an opportunity to replenish supplies lost with the transport.

And, if Sargun was right, any cattle in the area probably would have to come back to the camp. Then
they could be fought on ground of the Soldiers choosng, ingdead of being chased dl over
theMiracleMountainsto be fought only when the cattle chose.

Gary Cummings could swear that he fdt the cold lance right through the stone wadlsinto his temporary
officein the town of Last Chance. He pulled on his lightest gloves, then turned back to the map showing
the deployment of his brigade.

Mogt of one regiment, the Fghting First, was scattered dl over the Miracles and ther foothills. The
other, Falkenberg's Irregulars under Colond Harrington Cahill, was deployed dl through theAtlas
Mountains, north near the Citadd.

Technicdly the Irregulars were dill under Cummings command, but in practice, communicaion with
them was too sporadic to make his control effective. This was beginning to cause trouble. Laidy Cahill
seemed to believe that he was going to execute a mgor counterattack, with Cummings support.
Together they would drive the Saurons out of the Citadd itsdf.

The secret to fighting the Saurons had to be never to concentrate againg them, Cummings knew.
Snipe a them instead, in guerrilla ambushes, loca uprisngs, the whole repertoire of the weaker force.

Who are you fooling, old man? came the bitter thought. The only reason the Brigade dill exigs is that
you havent yet got the Saurons pissed off enough to do anything serious to you! This could change any
day, and your firg notice that it has could be a squad of Cyborgs coming through your CP door.

Loud knocking jerked Cummings back to redlity.

"Comein." Ingead of a Cyborg, Mgor "John Hal" entered. It took a conscious effort now for
Cummings to think of him as John Hamilton.

"Sr, weve made contact with the enemy.” Cummings wished he could share the enthusaam of his
new chief of staff.Hamiltonhad replaced Colonel Leung after the former chiefs death in an ambush outsde
New Saem. With the post came a temporary promotion to mgjor.

Cummings knew thered been grumbling, butHamilton's gppointment was meking the best of a bad
job. In close combat againgt SauronsHamiltonmight last a T-week. At Headquarters, hed be under
Cummings eye, with time for alittle on-the-job training.

He might not even need that much traning. HE'd done a good report on the ambush that killed Leung,
one that impressed Cummings dmost as much as the ambush itsdlf.

No doubt about it, the bandits were getting bolder, or at least controlling more ground suitable for
ambushes. They'd cost Cummings thirty-five men, then retreated when the reserves got around their rear,
without taking many casudties themsdves and with the weapons they'd captured. Saurons in front,
bandits to the rear, locd potentates on dther flank - the whole planet seemed to have overdosed on
borloi weed!

"Where are the Saurons?' he askedHamilton.

"They landed about fifteen klicks north of Ranjapar village. Captain Moraes reports three squads of
Soldiers. His missle teams took out one of the tilt-rotors during the landing.”

"Good. What would three Sauron squads have?'

Hamiltonrose to the test. "At full strength, each squad has nine Soldiers, one Under Assault Leader,
and one Assault Leader. That's the equivadent of nine privates, a corporal, and a sergeant.”

"Right as far asit goes. But remember that a typicd Sauron Soldier, not common enhancements, has
as much training and ill as one of our sergeants. Their Assault Leaders are the equivaent of our



Sergeant Mgjors. Man for man, they're the best combat troops ever to see action.”

Hamiltonfrowned. "Sir, you sound dmogt asif - you admire them.”

"l respect thar military skill. | only hate their cause and their culture, and what they've done to people
who wanted to livein peace.

"The ones | hate persondly are the Cyborgs. Those bastards are hdf-devil, hdf-homicidd
psychopath. They scare the hdl out of me and anyone ese who's been lucky enough to fight them and
urvive.

"Lesson's over." Cummings turned back to the mgp and checked unit pins in the wal map. "Fox
Company and Easy Company should join Morales. Able Company should move out of Hatfiedd and
work their way north. They won't join up for aday or two, but they can act as Moraes reserve.

"Meanwhile, general Sgndl to everyone to be ready to move out on an hour's notice. Those bastards
have stuck their necks out far enough that maybe this time we can redly chop them good and hard!"

Maybe it will work. They can't afford to lose a platoon every time they go outsde their controlled
area. They can't afford to waste any nukes they have left on dispersed targets, which is dl well give
them.

Maybe we can findly come up with a tactical problem for which that wily old boss tamerlane
Didtinger can't come up with a solution!

At firs Roger Boyle thought the cattle had a machine gun. Bullets snapped and whizzed around the
Soldiers, spanngged off rocks, and wheeted off into the dawn, half a dozen every second.

Others ended thelr flight with the solid chunk that Roger had learned too well meant driking flesh or
bone. Even Sargun legped and shouted a war cry, as a bullet creased his cdf just above the top of his
scuffed boot.

Is there no end to these cattle? Boyle thought. After a week of dmost continuous attacks and only
gporadic communication with Firebase Three, he fdt as if his command was facdng Cummings whole
Brigade.

As abruptly asit began, the ambush ended. A couple of stray shots echoed around the hillsde, but the
bullets went nowhere. From ether sde Boyle heard the scrunch and rettle of Soldiers digging themselves
in deeper, mostly with bare hands. In this high country, the ground was so hard that an entrenching tool
was usdess weight, and the Soldiers were not in the habit of burdening themsdves with what might be
useful.

Certainly not this high on the eastern lip of theShangri-LaValey. Three thousand meters above wha
Haven laughingly cdled "sea levd," a Soldier found less oxygen than he did a Sx thousand meters on
Homeworld. The superior phydcd endowment of the Soldiers largdy baanced the superior
acclimdization of the Haveners, but balancing was dl it did. On Haven, the drategic advantage went to
he who held the low ground.

Boyle looked uphill, not redly expecting to see anything in the tangle of boulders and crevices. They'd
been marching too close to the crest for his comfort, but Sargun had indsted on the route.

"Body-hesat pulses” the IR detector tech said. "Looks like less than ten men, dill within range but
moving back over the crest.”

"Good work," Boyle said.

Sargun nodded. "Excdlent work. You will come with me and two squads. Fourth Rank, you and the
other squad and the wounded will mantain a base of fire here. If we are able to pin down the cattle, you
can join usfor the kill."

"Whose kill?* Boyle asked.

The Cyborg frowned. "What do you mean, Tech Fourth Rank?"

"l mean that the cattle may be usng those ten men to set atrap.”

"Perhaps. But if we let that fear move us - "

"Who said anything about fear?'

"You interrupt, Communications Tech."

"I need not endure insult, Cyborg Sargun. Nor do we need to endure the risk of being drawn into yet
another ambush. Let me take one squad draight up to the crest. If the far side of the hill is open, one



squad will be suffident to detect and pin down the enemy. If it's more rugged ground like the crest, half
the Soldiers on Haven could ill lose the enemy'stral.”

"And if the cattle wait on the crest?”

"Then a squad isdl well lose"

"My spesking of your fear was ingppropriate, Fourth Rank. But we will carry out my plan. This
discussonisat an end.”

Boyle supposed it had been inevitable from the start, but loydty to his soldiers had forced him to put
up as much of afight as he could.

The messenger practicaly tumbled down the ladt fifty meters of dope, went on his hands and knees,
and crawled into the thicket of wood ferns. Generd Cummings went to meet him personaly.

The messenger couldn't be more then fifteen T-years old, with a strong trace of Andean Indian in his
ancestry. Hisrun and being greeted by ared generd left im speechless.

"Catch your breath, son," Cummings said mildly. He uncorked his canteen. "Drink some water, t0o."

Redizing that the generd wasn't going to eat him dive, the boy swalowed a mouthful of water. He
reported that the ambush had been successful, and the Havener survivors were withdrawing, taking one
wounded man with them. They'd hidden their two dead and Ieft two more men at the observation post
with the flare pigtol.

Cummings nodded approvingly. "Wl done - what's your name?"

"Bric Vrusako."

Some FHnn dong with the Indian, it seemed. "All right, Eric. You and your people can go home now.
In case the Saurons win the next fight, we don't want you caught with our forces.”

"Ah, Generd, gr - "

"y e

"My father - he says we stay with you in the fight. Make sure we get our share of Sauron weapons
and anmunition you capture.”

"What are you doing, boy, arguing with the generad?' a voice snapped behind Cummings.

"Let him speak, John," Cummings said without turning.

John Hamilton was a technicaly competent chief of staff. At handling people instead of paperwork,
though, Anton Leung had been worth two of him.

Hamiltonhad spent haf of his life disobeying orders and the other haf obeying them blindly.
Somewhere dong the line he - and a lat of the other hereditary nobles Cummings had known - had
stopped paying attention to the people factor.

"Are your people planning on setting up alocd resistance?’ Cummings asked.

"I - wdl, Pop wouldn't tdl meif he was. But | don't think so." Eric frowned. "It's more likdy he wants
wespons for fighting bandits. We know what Saurons are like - they took away my sster and her little
girl. But there's not many Saurons. There's lots of bandits, and Redfielders, and gray shirts, and dl kinds
of people who say they take what they need to fight the Saurons. But like my father says, mosly they're
just taking it for themsdlves.”

The cynicdiam of a middle-aged man in a boy of fifteen made Cummings wince. On Haven, people
aways grew up fagt or they didn't grow up at dl. Yet before the Saurons came, they hadn't grown into
intriguers before their voices broke.

Another debt for the Saurons to pay in blood.

"All right, Eric. Drink some more water, then wait urtil the messengers leave. Go back to your father
with them.”

"Generd - "

"You will obey that order, or youll find I'm not too old or too high-ranking to spank you!"

Eric saluted, then nearly fdl on his face trying to dick hisheds. "Sr!"

As soon as Eric was out of hearing,Hamiltoncame up and handed Cummings the three outgoing
messages for the next stage of the battle. Cummings remembered when a battle invalving one-quarter this
many soldiers would have meant ten times the communications load. But that was before they had
Saurons ligening and these blasted mountains interfering.



Hamiltonstood awvkwardly at atention, asif he had something else on his mind.

"Yes, John?'

"What about having the messengers - ah, hold on to Eric, at least until the fighting is over? He's just a
boy. | redly don't think he knows what he's up againg.”

"Maybe you'd like to tdl the boy thet to his face? He's been in a least Sx firefights snce the Saurons
landed. Who knows how many before? Would you like to compare battle records?”

Hamiltonmanaged to day at attention, but he swallowed and his face turned pale.

"Good. While you've been living safe and secure behindWhitehdl's walls, these people have been
fighting and dying. Eric may not be full-grown yet, but he's a soldier.”

From the stricken look onHamilton's face, Cummings knew he'd overdone it again.Hamiltonhad seen
afar amount of combat, beginning with the Battle of Whitehdl. Not having dugged it out with the
Saurons was his fate, not his faullt.

Bloody hdll, I am getting too old for breaking in new officerd

Hamilton's face was regaining its norma holo-star tan as he left. Cummings sat down and began a
perfunctory check of the ordersHamiltonwouldn't have made any serious errors in detall.

It struck Cummings that Haven might be in a race between the Saurons killing her defenders and the
defenders turning into Saurons themsdves. Or worse, into people like Enoch Redfidd - usng the
Saurons to fud thelr own ambitions.

Who would win?

Cummings decided that mere generds were not on God's need-to-know lig for the answer to tha
one.

From Roger Boylé€'s right, the dmost meticulous rattle of Sauron suppressive fire echoed around the
hillsde Straight ahead, the lagt of Sargun's flanking movement was vanishing up aravine,

Boyle tried to wish himsdf smdler or the rock shidding him larger and more firmly seated. It rocked if
he sneezed, and a nearby exploson could send it ralling over on to him. Unfortunately, the only postion
where it hid him was directly downdope.

Other then that, he was having the time of hislife. Growing up, he'd believed that being a Tech meant
he couldn't be a red Soldier. Now he was finding out that wasn't true. He was no Cyborg, but even
Sargun was giving him a grudging respect.

He had to complete this misson with honor; the com bunker would not be home after this

One of the Soldiers going up the ravine bellowed like a muskylope twice. That meant they were at the
halfway point.

Boyle scanned the dope to both left and right, and resgned himsdf to staying put. He had tried his
best to convince Sargun to avoid the ravine. While it was the quickest way to the crest, it was d<o the
mogt obvious Ste for an ambush.

So Boyle had done the next best thing: set up his command post where he could keep track of events
inthe ravine. Sargun might need ether reinforcing or rescuing on very short notice.

A bullet whnnnggged off the boulder, making it quiver but not roll. "Got a count of our friends up
there?' Boyle asked the Under Assault Leader working the scanner.

The Soldier shrugged. "The rock's warming up, dong the crest. If they can find cover in the sunny
patches, they may not give an IR pulse” He rested a hand on the scanner. "This fdlow's due for an
overhaul."

For which there are no spare parts within more light-years than even a Soldier wanted to think about.

The Soldier began to make another scan of the crest. This involved exposing himsdf to possible
enany fire, but none came. Maybe the squad's base of fire was doing some good in return for the
ammunition expended. They were scheduled to meet one of the tilt-rotors a Hill 2582, to pick up
reinforcements and ammunition. Now, if they could just get past thishill -

Somewhere above the ravine, the hillsde vomited smoke and rocks. The exploson dammed across
Boylé€s ears, drowning out the firing. Then the ralling echoes of the explosion were swalowed up by the
roar of the landdide sweeping across the hill.

The dust completely obscured the ravine and the hillsde for fifty meters on either sde. The dust didn't



hide the strong IR pulse.

"The cattle are moving, going to hit our people before they recover!” the Under Assault Leader
shouted.

"Coordinates?"

They came; Boyle cupped his hands and shouted them out. He heard them relayed, then saw the flare
of the rocket launcher.

He dso saw dugt spurting around the rock, and the Under Assault Leader's head shatter as a
ricocheting bullet smashed into the base of his skull, just below the rim of his hdmet. A little up, a little to
theright or the left, and it would have been no more than a headache.

But it had caught im where a Soldier was as vulnerable as cattle.

Boyle shouted and sgnded for more suppressive fire on the crest, then redlized tha the squad was
dready generating it. Three generations of warfare had created Soldiers who automaticaly used tactics
based on squad-leve initiative.

When Boyle was sure that the Haveners were ether dead or pinned down, he sprinted for the foot of
the ravine. Hed covered a hundred meters before the crest of the hill came to life again, and the
remaning hundred before they got his range. Meanwhile, his squad was hogng the crest with their
covering fire

The survivors of the flanking squads appeared stunned, incgpable of ether thought or movement. All
of them were covered with dust and some of them, induding Sargun, oozed blood. Sargun's wound had
stripped hdf the scalp off the right side of his head, and his eyes were barely focused.

"Form up!" Boyle shouted. "Follow me back up the ravine. We need to clear the head, then bring up
the other squad and dig out our comrades.”

"Dig - ?* someone said, his voice cresking like a rusty hatch.

"Of coursg, dig. It takes more than afew rocks to kill Soldiers.”

This was true enough, but neither caitle nor Soldiers could survive being buried under haf-ton
boulders. Also, anyone too badly hurt to wak was going to present a problem. They were dready at the
limit of the number of wounded they could carry without abandoning heavy weapons - but without those,
they'd be stobor bait.

Boyle looked at the Soldiers again. Words wouldn't reach them. Only actions would register. He
dammed a fresh magazine into his assault rifle and shouted, "Follow me™

He took the ravine a a rush, adrendin pumping, dipping and diding on loose rocks but somehow
daying on his feet. He dso managed not to look back to seeif anyone was following him. If they werent,
tripping and faling because held missed his footing wouldn't bring them up.

Boyle was hdfway up the ravine before a cattle survivor took a shot a him. He returned fire, a
three-round burst, and heard a cry.

He aso heard more bursts from behind him, and Sauron war cries. The dusty air seemed to pour into
hislungs and blow him up like a balloon, until his feet skimmed the rocks.

He reached the head of the ravine, to find a man with a shattered am crouched over a body. No, a
boy, dark-haired and no more than sixteen T-years old. The boy turned with a hunting rifle in his good
hand and tried to fireit.

Boyle and the Soldiers who'd caught up with him fired together. The boy flew five meters and landed
orawling. He did not move.

One of the Soldiers, Boyle saw to his annoyance, was Sargun. Hed somehow managed to dress his
wounded scalp, dthough blood was aready soaking through the dressing.

"Wdl done, Fourth Rank," Sargun said. The words set off a coughing fit. Boyle saw the Cyborg
wince a the pain shooting through his skull. A moment later Sargun had composed his face and
Sraightened.

"Thet should teach the cattle how little they can gain by usng cowards weapons. Now let's search the
ravine for salvageable wegpons.”

Boyle and the other Soldiers looked past Sargun at one another. Has he forgotten the Soldiers buried
under the rocks? wasin everybody's eyes.



Roger shook his head dightly. Aslong as Sargun was capable of sanding and giving orders, removing
him from command - even with Diettinger's memo - would be dangerous. The conflict might not stay
verbd, and by himsdf Boyle was no match for even a dazed and wounded Cyborg.

Asfor enliging help, Sargun could do the same. That would mean a avil war in their smal command,
deep in enemy territory, perhaps in the presence of the enemy.

"As you order, Cyborg. If we find any of our comrades, though, could you lend your strength to
hdping them?"

"Of course™

If Sargun saved anybody's life, it would strengthen his authority dl over again. But Boyle would have
whistled up a pride of Sauron nightfangs, if he'd thought they would save his men!

More Soldiers had come up the ravine now. Boyle spread the eeven men in a line across the ravine,
with himsdf just out in front of the center and Sargun just to the rear.

"Follow me"

Generd Cummings stooped as he entered the camouflaged tent. John Hamilton was gtting by the
degping bag where the lagt survivor of the patrol lay dying.

"You didn't - need - " the man began, then shook his head. "Thanks, gar."

"I should thank you. Mgor Hal says you did a good job."

"Wigh - we could have got more - but we - we counted ther filthy corpses. Three of them. And - |
think they took - some wounded with them. Sir."

That was likdy enough. Not that Sauron wounded were as much of a ligbility as ordinary wounded,
but they Hill dowed down a marching column.

"WEell show we have some teeth Ieft,” Cummings said. "Well done.”

Cummings tookHamilton's notes and read them over. The patrol had gone to check the Sauron graves
and give the batlefield a once-over-lightly for any usesble equipment that ether sde might have left.
Seven men, mounted but lightly armed, with orders to disengage from any Sauron oppostion.

They'd reached the ravine, counted the Sauron graves, then discovered tha the Saurons had Ieft a
rearguard. At least one machine gun plus assaullt rifles, and the usud excdlent Sauron marksmanship.

Caught in open ground, the patrol hadn't a prayer. The last man survived only because he played
dead, and the Saurons didn't make a close ingpection.

He might not be dying now, except that the firing had stampeded the ponies. Hed walked home, after
usng up agood ded of strength moving the bodies.

" don't understand why hel'd do such a stupid thing,"Hamiltonsaid. "If thisis going to become a habit -

"Mgor," Cummings said with deceptive gentleness, then looked at the dying man. His breathing had
dready faded to where he could no longer talk, but his eyes were open. To Cummings, it seemed that dl
of his dead looked out from those glassy eyes.

So it wasn't just to "John Hdl" that he spoke, when he said, "He didn't want our dead to lie near the
Sauron graves. He couldn't bury them, but he had to move them. Any more questions?’

“No, gr."

Roger Boyle watched the tilt-rotor whirl out of the dust and head northeast toward Firebase Three.
For a moment he had a most unSoldierly wish to be aboard. Although what would he be returning to?
The pilot had unloaded their supplies, loaded their wounded, but brought only Sx reinforcements instead
of the asked-for full squad.

The pilot's answer when questioned had been cryptic indeed. "Trouble a the Citadd.” What kind of
trounle? The pilot ether didnt know or wouldnt say. He only added that thereéd be no more
reinforcements urtil the trouble was over.

Boyle wondered briefly if Cummings had mounted an attack on the Citaddl. But he doubted that the
trouble there came from the outside. The pilot wouldn't have been so close-mouthed if it did. Nor would
the Citadd itsdf. Radio reception the past few days had been rancid even by Haven's standards, but
Boyle was sure he would have heard something.

If the trouble was internd, on the other hand, radio Slence would be the firg thing imposed - possibly



by one sde or the other sazing the com center.

Boyle dlowed himsdf a second-unSoldierly thought: that it might have been better if the Cyborgs had
come to Haven as garm plasm. Germ plasm couldn' fight as well as live Cyborgs, but it couldn't intrigue
ather.

Riflefire crackled from the empty village Sargun was searching. Quickly Boyle led his squad plus the
reinforcements through the village gate.

He found Sargun with three Soldiers, standing in front of a stone hut. As Boyle approached, Sargun
whirled and fired right over his head. Bullets sprayed stone dust and chips dl over Boyle. If the Cyborg
hed amed a bit lower, it would have been Boyle's blood and brains oraying dl over the nearest wall.

"Taget?' He had to ask three times before Sargun answered. Then the Cyborg had to speak twice to
get through the ringing in Boyl€e's ears. Most of the Soldiers had backed out of Sargun'sline of fire.

Boyle knew the ringing in his ears wasn't just the near-miss by friendly fire or the dtitude. It was the
drain of watching Sargun stagger toward the edge of madness, until it looked as if he would topple over
and findly leave Boyle free to command the survivors.

Each time, though, the Cyborg somehow managed to pull himsdf back jugt in time Just in time to
make rieving him of command more dangerous than leaving im aone.

If this went on much longer, one of the able-bodied Soldiers would have to dump both the Cyborg
and Boyle, then lead the other twenty survivors out of the highlands. Both officers would be urfit for
command.

"Look!" Sargun shouted again, waving an am a something behind Boyle. Boyle dropped to his
hands, whirled around, and came up with his rifle in his hands. He saw nothing but Rock Crest's one
stone-paved street.

"She mugt have gone to cover," Sargun said. He pointed to the two houses on either side of the Street.
"Search them.”

The squad broke up and vanished into the houses.

"She?' Boyle queried.

"An old woman, with a knifein her hand. One of those Tartar daggers, | think."

A woman screamed - not old, from the amount of noise she was making. Two Soldiers hustled her
out of the house to the Ieft. A third carried her baby. It was pae, blotchy, and whined pitifully.

"Femde, where are the rest of the villagers?' Sargun asked. Apart from the opening word, he
sounded dmogt polite. But Boyle saw him rubbing the bandage over his wounded scalp and battered
skull. When they started hurting more than usud, Sargun aways drifted toward the edge.

"Where?' Sargun asked again.

"All gone," the woman said. "All gone into the mountains. Word came this morning. Y ou were coming.
They went." She spoke Anglic, with an accent Boyle couldn't identify.

"l don't know. They didn't tel. | had to stay behind. My baby's sick. She couldnt be moved." The
tears started. "She - "

"Where?" Sargun's politeness was gone.

" don't know. In the name of God - "

"What about Generd Cummings? Do you know where heis?'

"Cummings - who's he?' Her voice took on a hystericd note. "l tdl you - *

"And | tdl you, femde" Sargun shook his massve head. "No, | show you." Before the woman could
react, hed snatched the baby from her arms and flung it againgt the nearest wall.

"See. Now you can go to your friends, if you tdl us where they are.”

The woman now seemed incapable of speech. Sargun grabbed her by the har and twisted. She
whimpered. The Cyborg mationed the squad forward. Boyle took advantage of Sargun's attention being
elsawhere to join the point of the squad. Torturing cattle was not his idea of sport.

The woman started screaming, and didn't stop for along time. By the time Sargun redized that she
was tdling the truth, the damage had been done. There was nothing to be done with the woman but what
they'd done in other villages. Put her head on a pole outsde the village gate as a warning to the other

villagers



Asfor thevillage -

"Bumnit," Sargun ordered.

"Bun stone huts?' Boyle asked. He wanted to flinch from Sargun's glare, but héld dready done
enough flinching for the day, ligening to the woman.

"There's bound to be something in each house that will burn. Rileit dl together and start the fire. Now
get to work."

Sargun, unfortunately, was right. The stone houses themsdves would survive, but they'd be
smoke-blackened shells when the villagers returned.

The wind was up, but the smoke cloud from Rock Crest dill rose two klicks into the umber sky
before it dispersed. Boyle hoped there were not too many around to see it. They dready had more
enemies than they needed.

Two kilometers above the village, just below oxygen-garvation levd for most Haveners, a corpora
and two privates of Sherpa descent manned an observation post, untroubled by dtitude. They plotted the
smoke of the burning village, noted its probable source, and helio-graphed the message back to
Cummings mobile HQ.

Cummings cursed, then decided not to waste the energy. Sauron atrocities were becoming part of life
on Haven, and nathing short of amiracdle - or the return of the Empire, which amounted to the same thing
- was going to change it. His current problem was a new one. Or was it an opportunity?

Cummings swore a solemn oath to himsdlf, that this was the last time he would miss Anton Leung. But
why oh why had the man taken a bullet in the head before this message arrived?

Colond Cahill in theAdasMountainshad thought it worth sending by radio. So Cahill believed it. But,
could Cummings believe Cahill? It sounded like a smple case of wishHulfillment fantasy.

Time to bite the bullet. Which may be more than an archaic phrase, if we have too many more
casudties before we restock on anesthetics.

"My compliments to Mgor Hdl, and would he come to my quarters.”

If the chief of gaff hadn't been actudly ligening at the tent door, he must have been expecting the
messenger. He poked his head in thirty seconds later. Cummings thrust the message a him.

Hamilton's eyebrows rose.

"Evdudion, Sr?'

"Yes"

Hamiltonlooked at the map. "If there's ared dust-up at the Citadd, it's probably a rebdlion agangt
their high command. One or two of the ground commanders disagrees with the firg rank to the point of
trying to depose him. If enough Soldiers get involved, this could be the answer to our prayers. If one sde
decidesit can't win without dlies - "

"They wouldn't dly themsaves with ‘cattle.' "

"Wouldn't they, sr? If it was their one hope of victory?

"It wouldn't be a red dliance”” Cummings pointed out. "The cattle would be back to the pens the
moment they weren't needed.”

"Yes, but what they might do while the Saurons needed them ..."

"Or at least had their backs turned? Y ou're right. This needs thinking about."

Cummings stepped up to the map. "Are we dill reporting caravans headed for the Citadd ?"

Hdl tapped the map in two places. "There and there, dthough the fird one's three days old. The other
message came in this morning.”

"Never mind. Try to get a message into one of the caravans as wdl as to Colond Cahill. In the event
of aavil war among the Saurons, everyoneisto try to escape.”

"Excape?’

"Yes The only way theyll be safe is get out of reach of the Saurons while they're busy with each
other. Also, if the Saurons serioudy try chasng them, the Soldiers will be scattered dl over Hel's
hectares before they redizeit's alost cause.”

"And wéll hit them while they're dispersed?’ Hadl had good teeth, which helped make his grin dl the
more diabolical.



"Exactly." Cummings measured distances on the map. "Therés no way we can get to the Citadd in
time to ad the escape, even if we risk going motorized. But we may be able to get a battdion there in
time to cover the escapees’ tracks.”

" hope to God we do, gr."

"Good boots and hot medswill do more than God right now. Make certain every body has both.”

"Yes, gr. Ah - what about the Sauron patrol that just burned Rock Creek?”

"If we take Firg Battdion into the Vdley, Mgor, that means well only have Second Batdion to
cover this entire range. Third Battalion is dill based outsde New Survey, where the Miracles turn into the
Devil's Heater. They can follow usinto the Vdley as areserve.”

"But Second Battdion is way understrength. They took the worst of it, both atFortKurskand at
Firebase One. They're nat fit for much more than garrison duty.”

"If I want to be told the obvious, | don't need a mgor to do it. Are you bucking for corpora ?*

"No, gr."Hamiltonpulled three sheets of paper out of his pocket. "I did alittle plotting with a caculator
and map. Some of the locds threw in their knowledge too. Youll see that the four villages the Saurons
burned are dl on a route toward theShangri-Lavaley."

"You think they're trying to get away now, not find us?'

"If they weren't, they will be now. | bet this rebdlion isnt news to them. While they're leaving, |
believe they're trying to do as much damage as they can, both physcaly and psychologicdly.

"l thought I'd hand this plot over to the locas. They don't have our communications, so they can't
deploy their forces as fast. But they've got just as many people, they're mad as hell, and they know the
ground. If they aso know where the Saurons are likdy to show up next..." This time the grin looked
smug rather then diabolica.

Cummings nodded. It made sense. So much sense, that if "Magjor Hal" pulled something like this two
or three more times, held be alight colond. Then John Hamilton would go back to his grandfather a redl
oldier.

"The cattle have fire superiority,” Sargun said. "'l did not expect that."

When they outnumber us five to one, and dmog every Havener has access to a weapon? Roger
Boyle asked himsdlf. | thought you had more tactica sense. Cyborg Sargun.

"They don't have clear targets, and we do,” Boyle pointed out. He gripped an outcropping and
hoisted himsdf one-handed over a meter of near-vertica pitch.

"That givesme an ideg," Sargun said. He plunged upward, covering the last twenty meters to the crest
inagnglerush. Hisfeet and didodged stones made enough noise to be heard in theShangri-Lavdley, if
the Haveners farther dong the ridge hadn't been firing so heavily.

Boyle wondered if they were hitting anything, except by chance, and when ther officers would redize
that their men were wasting ammunition. Before that happened, the Sauron flankers had to go to work.

Boyle scanned the hillsde. The heavy wegpons were coming up, a rocket launcher team and a
mechine gun. They were a thousand meters lower than they'd been while hunting Cummings, but that
gave the Haveners as wdl as the Soldiers more oxygen.

After the Citadd revolt, orders had come to return to Firebase Three. Three days ago they would
have gone by arr. Now they had to go on foot. Sauron muscles and night vison didn't hep much when
coping with steep dopes strewn with loose stones. Nor at night when you couldn't see the one stone that
turned underfoot, until after it had you tumbling downhill, ass over gpex. . . .

At least dl the Soldiers who'd started the dimb on to the Haveners flank made it. Boyle saw that
Sargun had withdrawn into one of his abstracted moods and took persona charge of placing the
Wegpons.

When Sargun's mood had continued for a good five minutes and the Haveners fire was beginning to
dacken, Boyle began to get uneasy. So far they had the advantage of surprise, and ten Saurons againg a
hundred cattle needed every advantage they could get. More Cyborgian musng, and the cattle might
notice -

"Are the heavy weapons ready to move?' Sargun asked.

Boyle managed to keep surprise out of hisvoice. "They arrived five minutes ago. They're in pogtion to



open fire on your order."

"Pogtion?' Sargun made the word sound obscene.

"l thought - "

"You didn't think. You faled in both intellect and courage. From where we are, we can assault dong
the ridge. The cattle will fal before our weapons.”

Boyle couldn't keep the surprise off his face. The plan had been to maneuver the flanking force into a
position where the Haveners on the ridge would have to attack it. The heavy weagpons should do enough
dameage to discourage thet attack for awnhile

During that time the Soldiers below could disengage and withdraw through the pass. Nearly the last
pass between them and safety. Probably the last pass the Haveners could defend in force.

"Let's open fire before we risk moving," Boyle suggested, more politdy than he fet. "If we draw the
catleontous-"

"Wha mord advantage to that? What, | ask you?' Sargun dmogt screamed, as if heéld forgotten the
presence of the enemy.

"Deed cattle are dead catle - "

"Sauron courage cannot die! We mugt feed it, with our blood if necessary! Tonight it is necessary!"
Sargun loomed over the weapons crews. "Prepare to advance on my command. Marching fire"

Boyle swalowed three times before he was sure his ssomach was going to stay down.

Even with a surprise flank attack, ten Saurons were at risk, facing more than a hundred Haveners on
their chosen ground, at night, with al the potentia for confuson darkness gave. At risk - and worsg, if the
Haveners redized how few Saurons they faced.

All ten Soldiers could die, even if they destroyed the cattle on the ridge. Then the Soldiers below
would be in danger, because they would be without more than a third of ther drength, ther heavy
weapons, and their two senior leaders. If the Havener resistance defended any more of the passes to the
lowlands, the survivors of the patrol would be lucky to see Firebase Three again.

Boyle wasn't about to risk another squad of Soldiers on the dim chance that the locd resstance had
exhaugted its resources.

"Open fird" he shouted. He wanted to shock the others into action before Sargun redized what was
happening. If the heavy weagpons opened up, the assault dong the ridge line would lose surprise. Even
Sargun would have to see that it was madness.

Or would he?

Little as Cyborgs dedt with emotion, Sargun was for a moment a picture of totd surprise. In that
moment, the machine gun opened up, and the launcher's loader dapped a round into the tube. The gunner
dghted and shouted, "Firein the hole™

"Mutiny!" Sargun screamed.

That made the riflemen hesitate, and one man loading his grenade launcher turned to Stare at his
leaders. Boyle took a step backward. "Only executing previous orders. The tactical dtuaion hasn't
changed enough to judtify - "

"Mutiny!" Sargun screamed again. He wheded and aimed a kick a Boyl€s knee. If it had landed, the
knee would have shattered and the fight ended at once.

Boyl€s knee wasn't there to be shattered. Hed wheded in the opposite direction and sidekicked.
Sargun whirled and caught Boyl€e's leg, but not before the foot caught himin the lower ribs.

Sargun gripped the leg, but Boyle kicked with the other foot. A combat boot drove into Sargun's jaw.

The Cyborg let Boyle fdl, and he rolled downhill just far enough to make Sargun think that he was out
of control. Then he braked hisfdl and sprang to his feet again, to meet Sargun coming downhill.

The way the Cyborg moved told Boyle two things, both of them good news. Life-or-desth news. The
Cyborg wasn't as a home on rough ground as Boyle, who'd grown up on the northern continent
ofAlberta. Also, the Cyborg's head injury had affected his sense of balance. The two together might just
give Boyle the edge he needed.

Make that a chance, he amended, as Sargun legped three meters and nearly landed on top of his
opponent. Boyle risked a two-handed chop to the side of Sargun's throat and got away with it, but that



wasn't enough to put the creature down.

Creature. That'swhat | cal him now. And | was raised to think of the Cyborgs as the future form of
the Race.

Then Boyle had to duck, dodge, and weave as Sargun counterattacked. Any of the blows would have
disabled him, unable to avoid alethd second blow. He was too busy to strike back, but not too busy to
natice that Sargun was much dower than a Cyborg ought to be.

The two fighters smung around in a five-meter circle, now one uphill, now the other. Both were now
cautious about dosng, Sargun because he knew he could take punishment but not dedl it out, Boyle
because he knew he couldnt redly do ether. The Cyborg ill had twice his strength, if not twice his
Speed.

Not twice his intdligence, e@ther. If he had, hed have drawn his sdearm and used it dready. Mutiny
was an open-and-shut case for lethd force. If Sargun was gicking to bare hands, it was ether
overconfidence or diplomacy, and if the cresture had a diplomatic cdl in his augmented body Boyle had
never seenit.

Boylées feat shot out from under him, as a patch of scree shifted. He fdl rolling downhill, saw Sargun
thundering downhill after him, and twisted on his buttocks to bring his feet up.

Sargun came too fadt to stop, and met Boyl€e's feet with his abdomen. Breeth wsshhhed out of him.
Boyle sprang up, gripped the Cyborg's arms, then flipped his feet up into the creature's bdly and flung
himsdf backward.

Boyle crashed to the ground, but Sargun went flying over his opponent and came down headfirs.
Boyle had a tense moment wondering if held lost his gamble, because held knocked dl the wind out of
himsdlf. If Sargun could so much as crawl -

He managed to reach hands and knees, and crawl downhill himsdf to where Sargun lay. The
Cyborg's skull was a good ded flaiter on one sde than it had been. His head was aso twisted a an
impossible angle to his shoulders.

Even with such injuries, Boyle could dill fed a dight pulse. The idea of giving him the find stroke
barehanded was revalting, but the idea of leaving even a Cyborg for the Haveners to torture was even
more 0.

Hed jus finished drangling Sargun into find death, when he sensed a figure above him. It was a
Soldier, the launcher loader. Boyle remembered his obedience, but dso remembered that held been one
of Sargun's loydids

I've done my best to get the patrol home. If someone wants to shoot me now -

He thought of pulling out the First Rank's letter. That might keep him from being shot tonight. But it
was dill along way to theShangri-LaVdley, plenty of time for "accidents.”

Also, Boyle redlized that invoking orders from on high would cost im some of the Soldiers respect.
He needed that to get them home, dmost as much as he needed a safe back.

The Soldier cleared histhroat. "We're out of rockets. Want we should join the firing line?'

Boyle stared. They'd brought twenty rounds uphill - no, thirty. Had they dl been shot off in a couple
of minutes?

"Fourth Rank, you and the Cyborg were - ah, sitling your differences - for a good ten minutes™

That explanswhy | fed asif I'd fdlen off adiff. It doesn't explain the tactical stuation.

"Have the cattle counterattacked?'

"No, Fourth Rank. We saw ahit of firing, toward the other end of the ridge. Looks like the Soldiers
inthe valey went up there and made things look like a pincers movement.”

Boyle limped to where he could look aong the ridge. All the firing that wasn't from his position was at
the far end of the ridge. Between the two bands of Saurons, the crest lay dark, slent, and maybe even
empty.

The Soldier helped Boyle limp a little farther, to the radio. Assault Leader Lutz came on admost
immediady.

"Squad two went up the far end of the ridge with some of those flash grenades we captured, a couple
of villages back. Tried to make the cattle think we had men to spare for enveoping them.”



"Thet was a mongrous risk!"

"Worked out dl right, didn't it, Fourth Rank? They were too nervous up on the ridge to send a patrol
down to count noses in the vdley. | think most of them just buggered off. I've sent a patrol up to be
ure”

Boyle went cold. "Who's halding the vdley?'

"Me"

Boyle closed his eyes, tried to compose a scathing rebuke, then redized that he had no grounds.
What did unorthodox tactics compare with killing hislegd superior?

Had the killing redlly been necessary? If the cattle were so ready to live down to ther name and shy
away a phantoms, might not Sargun's assault have succeeded?

Might have. It aso might have led to the disaster Boyle had feared.

There could be no sure answers, in this or anything else about war - and few answers anywhere ese.
Boyle resolved to remember that. He might have many years of service to the Race ahead of him. The
fewer he spent worrying about what couldn't be hel ped, the better.

"Report!” he cdled. He thought he was shouting, but* he had to cdl three times before everyone
heard. He redlized that his throat was too dry to do more then croak like a marshmouth.

"Soldiers. We have the pass clear. Let's take advantage of it.”

"And Cyborg Sargun?' one of the riflemen asked.

Boyle stared defiantly at his Soldiers. Now was the time for any of Sargun's friends to shooat, if they
wanted revenge.

"Cyborg Sargun died in combat with the enemy. He was severdy wounded and flung himsdf down a
diff to avoid burdening us. All honor to his memory."

Or a least dl honor to what he did when he was a good Soldier.

"Hall, Sargun's memory!" the rifleman said, and everyone took it up. Even Boyle joined in, urtil his dry
throat gave him a coughing fit.

A soldier pressed a canteen on him. "Drink up, Sr. We can rdfill a alittle oring | noticed on the way
up.”
"Thanks. Since you know where the soring is, you take point.”

"At your command, Fourth Rank."

Boyle wasn't taking point this morning. He fdt so fine, with the uncommonly clear weather and the
low-dtitude oxygen supply, that he kept wanting to run. A patrol with two stretcher cases and five
walking wounded could not keep up with a running point.

So he ran the kinks and bruises out of hislegs by zigzagging back and forth in the rear of the column.
The Under Assault Leader on point was the firg to spot the Soldier patrol. Boyle sprinted up to the head
of the column as the APC stopped and an Assault Leader climbed out.

Boyle hailed him and identified himsdf and his patrol. The Assault Leader was too good a Soldier to
gape, but his face certainly worked for a moment.

"We thought you dl were lost. The caitle clamed the destruction of a Sauron patrol in the Burnt Rock
Pass”

"The reports of our desth were greetly exaggerated, but we maintained radio slence after we crossed
the pass. | wanted to make the cattle think we were dead.”

Boyle looked a the APC. "Improvised” was a kind word for it; it was a locd dl-terrain six-wheder
with rough applique armor and a ring mounting on the roof that looked as if it had been machined in the
dark and inddled by a drunk.

The Assault Leader was sudying the patrol. "Where is Cyborg Sargun? All Cyborgs have been
ordered to report to the Citadd at once.”

"What for?

"Didnt you hear about the Revolt?'

"l heard rumors, but no details. That's why we walked out; Firebase Three cut off our ar support.”

"Let mefill you in, Fourth Rank."

The rest of the patrol gathered around to listen to a brief and - Boyle suspected - garbled account of



the Cyborg revolt. Zold was dead,Kolnloya, many breeders dead and some escaped, but one of
Cummings regiments brought to battle and in the end nearly destroyed.

When the Assault Leader was finished, Boyle nodded. "That explains why we fought only loca units
the lagt hf of the patrol. | suppose we owe the rebel Cyborgs a vote of thanks. But thinking they could
rule on Haven ..." He shook his head.

"That's what comes of getting a superiority complex in your genes, instead of working for it," the
Assalt Leader said. "By the way, what did happen to Sargun?'

Boyle couldn't risk turning his back on the Assault Leader to judge the reactions of his Soldiers. With
the Cyborgs dearly disgraced, if nothing worse, nothing would happen to him for tdling the truth. Nothing
offiad, anyway.

But again there was the respect of the Soldiers held led through so much to think about. Consistency
might get him into trouble with the authorities, anything else would lose him hard-earned respect from
somefine Soldiers.

"Cyborg Sargun was killed in action at Burnt Rock Pass. He was mortdly wounded, and threw
himsdf off adiff rather than burden us or risk capture.”

"Hmmmp. There's couragein the breed, I'll admit. Just don't spread that story around, though. This is
no time to get Soldiers thinking of Cyborgs as martyrs.”

Boyle wanted to laugh, but coughed instead. Another sde of command they didn't teach at schoal:
information as a weapon. Hold it back or spread it out, you needed to give as much thought to
information as you did to ammunition.

The Assault Leader was going on, about plans to regularly assgn women to Soldiers for breeding.
Boyle listened with hdf his aitention, the rest on his Soldiers.

The ones who had the habit of amiling mostly were, except for the wounded or exhausted. The ret -
wall, gpprova was hard to judge. But ther body language said a good dedl, and most of that was.

"Wdl done, Fourth Rank Boyle™

Boyle turned back to the Assault Leader, who was now rambling on about the ddights of a harem.
Boyle didn't much care whether the new breeding program gave him one womean or fifty. He cared a
great ded about whether he could find words to teach this campaign's lessons to the Soldiers those
women would bear him.

From the diary of Martha Rhodes

Today was a bad day for Willhold. My best friend Kate was killed by the savages. We caught them
red-handed geding our supplies again. This time we were ready. We killed a whole bunch. Poor Kate
was reloading crosshows when a stray arrow caught her in the eye - it was horrible!

Thisisan awful place and | hate my father for bringing us dl here!

I was only Sx when he took us from our home inCasteICity, but | keep every precious memory of
those days in my mind as though they were shimmer stones. | remember wal screens with voices and
moving pictures - my brother Im says I'm aliar, but he's only ten so what does he know anyhow?

I'm seventeen years old now, but they dill treat me like a child. When Willie asked for my hand last
soring, Father told him / was too young! I'm old enough to remember the good old days - even if they
won't talk about them.

| can dill see boats thet fly in the sky, and wagons that float on a bed of air ... Sure the little ones don't
believe, but Kate did - she.. . . remembered ... them too. Now they'll dl think I'm crazy! To Hdl with
them; well everyone of us be dead in this horrible place soon enough. | can fed it in my breast. It's
adways cold here, even when the sun shines your fingers and toes turn blue. What kind of place was this
to bring afamily?

Stoves that cooked in minutes, with red flames Taking pictures on the wal so | could tak to my
friends and Granny. Machines that talked and walked. Most of the elders have forgotten - so they say! -
or won't admit the truth. Father gets very angry when | bring them up so modlly | just keep them in my
head, where no one here can touch them.

It was the evil King Stedle who convinced my Father to start the hold with ax other families. Now
there's only four of the origind families left. The Stones Ieft the second year after ther baby died; the



Krenshaws were killed in an ambush this spring while driving the wagons to Morgan Town. Daddy says
that's the lagt trip to Morgan; they're going to have to come here from now on. | just know they won't;
who would ever come to thisugly scratch of avillageif they didn't have to?

How will | ever see Willie again? If the traders ever come, like Father dams, I'm leaving with them. |
won't let this terrible place kill me, too!

Thereisnothing left here to hold me now. Kate, poor Kate ... | miss you aready. | won't forget you!
Youll livein my mind dong with dl my other precious memories. | promise, Kate. | promise.

STRONG BLOOD-G.C. EDMONDSON

It was during that time of year when wise folk stay in camp and durp pemmican soup, which can be
tadty if the women who pound the dried meat and suet are fortunate enough to find a stand of wild
onions. Otherwise, the concentration of fat and protein with barely enough berries to stave off scurvy is
nourishing, but with about as much gustatory appeal as wet cardboard.

Ten-year-old Jeréme wished he was in winter camp somewhere enjoying unlimited pemmican but
ingead, he squatted, incompletely sheltered from the mild but biting wind by a sngle lope hide a his
back. The primary was too low and the gas giant too occulted. Defying the fant breeze, an ice mig lay
tenacioudy over thered ice.

An hour ago the boy had heard the feint, hair-raising howls of a tas-wolf pack on the prowl. But they
mus have gone the other way for he had heard nothing since. The cold was so severe tha he was forced
every few minutes to poke his spear down through the yard-thick ice to keep the hole open. He had
done this enough times to eradicate the last whiff of blood from his spear, which probably accounted for
the tas-wolves lack of interest. The boy was about to clear ice agan when hefdt atug on theline

He held his breath, praying this one would hook itsdf instead of just sedling bait. The fish nibbled and
played with the bait, seemed to reject it, and findly bit. Jerome gave a jerk and knew he had it. Hauling
hedtily, he had the fish hdfway up the hole when it jammed againgt the unbroken ice. From the bony,
spearshaped head he knew it was ajack. Not the best egting but the boy was in no position to quibble.
Holding the line with one hand, he struggled to chip fresh frozen ice and enlarge the hole with the other.

At fird the fish struggled but by the time he had cleared the hole it had frozen into an awkward half
moon graining shape that forced him to chip the hole even wider. Findly the foot-long jack lay beside
him on the windswept ice, tentacles frozen in mid-writhe like some narcissstic Medusa. Jerome studied
the brighter portion of the sky where Cat's Eye struggled vainly to punch through the mig and knew it
would turn colder in another hour. He tossed the fish into his sack dong with the other two and began
trudging back to camp.

Camp conssted of two tipis constructed of oilplant stalks covered with every hide not needed for
other purposes. Even multiple layers of muskylope with the hair on could not make a tipi warm in this
kind of weather. Heat rose in these conicad structures, snesking out the smoke flgp and leaving the
inhabitants to shiver no matter how high-banked was the snow and earth around the edges of the lodge.
Y et the Cree had stuck stubbornly by them for millenia, shivering and muttering over-the-shoulder curses
a the Manitou while ignoring their northern neighbors who dressed differently, ate differently, and were
warlocks and witches since how, without supernatura help, could those shortbodied, shortlegged folk
come down laughing and chearful from the north where it redly got cold? Such were the strangers
disgudting habits thet they were caled "ests raw meat” which, in Cree, is pronounced eskimo.

But Jerome had learned this dl secondhand from triba legends and campfire tales. The Burdoc had
never rounded up any Inuit Sx hundred years ago when ther sweeps removed dissdents and dackers
dike from Old Terra. Those hardy hunters had undergone a culturd revivd and pulled out of the
CoDominium - back into the trackless north as dvilization became increesingly unbearable. The Cree had
not, so now they were on Haven dong with Apaches, Arabs, and anyone whose presence the old
CoDominium had found inconvenient. For the lagt three years they had dso shared the planet with the



Saurons.

Haven had never been a migorint for heaven. The entire planet had sustained a bare twenty million
when the Saurons, on the run from alost war and seeking whatever bolt hole they could find hed settled
on Haven. To prepare those twenty million for the new order the Saurons had blown every protein
factory and every starch stand off the face of Haven. Five and a hdf million starved during the firg winter
of Sauron occupation.

Haveners who thought about such things which meant everyone dill dive, cdculated and
extrapolated. Without the Empire's daly ration of synthetic swill the planet could, at best, support Sx
million - providing those sx million mastered stone age techniques of hunting and gathering since al heavy
indudtry had been taken out in the same drike that put an end to the unfree lunch. By the third year of
Sauron occupation Haven's population was down to the projected levd. Out in the boondocks, away
from the relatively amenable dimate of Shangri La the firg year brought little change. Nomadic peoples
living a margind life were annoyed by dty and fam folk overrunning their trap lines but most of the
refugees did not live long enough to disrupt the nomads lives.

It was during the second winter of the Sauron presence that the survivors were winnowed out and
tough enough to push the nomads off into the low-rent didtricts far north of the Shangri La Valey and
beyond the digtant range of the Atlas. Which in turn pushed little Jerome's band that much farther north -
up into the uninhabitable swamps that surrounded theNorth Sea. The ar was so thin a this dtitude that it
was dmost impossble to start a fire. Once ignited, it required congtant fanning and infuson of pitch or
animd fas to keep the wood burning.

Jerome flexed a sheen of ice off his mittens and made a snowbdl which he overhanded againg the
diff-frozen skin of the smdler tipi. Thus warned, presumably the inhabitants would not spear him before
he could finish crawling through the flap. When he got ingde his eyes took hdf an eternity to adjust to the
darkness. Why, he wondered, had his mother |t the fire die so low? He found a diver of pitch-kindling
and blew the codsinto life. And saw why she had let it die so low. Jerome's maman would never cook
another medl.

Life wounds. Scar tissue forms and after a while one learns to accept the inevitable. But not a age
ten. Fish forgotten, Jerome rushed from the tipi and without pausing traversed the ten meters to the larger
tipi. "Oncle Antoing" he shrieked as he forced the flap open. Then he saw the dead-cold ashes and
remembered that his uncle had aready taken the Sky Path. His two aunts, one Oncle Antoine's sister and
the other the old man's wife, had died over a week ago.

The old man had been too feeble to do what should have been done. There were no large trees handy
and even had there been, ten-year-old Jerome could never have gotten the siffened corpsesin podtionin
a crotch. In the warmth of the tipi they had become unbearable after the third day so, with Oncle
Antoings reluctant acquiescence Jerome had rolled and levered the two old ladies onto a toboggan and
dragged them a kilometer out onto the ice. The theory was that when spring breakup came the Manitou
would give them a decent burid & the bottom of the lake. But of course, the tas-wolves had gotten there
fird.

Something had gotten to Oncle Antoine since Jerome had last been in this tipi. It did not look like a
woalf. But the old man's flint-frozen face had been nibbled at. Eyes were pecked out. Lips had been
chewed away to reved ground-down teeth in an unnaturd grin. His nose and earlobes had dso been
shredded by smdl teeth. There was a sudden buzz and Jerome collgpsed into a fetd bal of panic as
something huge screed and flapped past him and out into thin-aired twilight.

Minutes later the chill brought him to his feet. There would be no help from here. He went back to his
mother's tipi. In his frantic rush he had left the flap gaping and now it was as cold ingde as outsde. He
looked at the shrinking woodpile and knew tomorrow he would have to do something about that, too.
But right now he had to get some food into himsdif.

Once the fire was reviving he hung his three fish above the tiny flame where they would defrost enough
for him to skin and gut them. Meanwhile, he looked to his mother.

It had been a crud winter. More so because of crud men driven beyond ther limits by Sauron
excesses. Although Jerome's band had never actudly encountered a Sauron, ther planetary strike had



sent a shock rippling round the planet, pushing ardling wave of sarving people ahead of it. At fird frost
Jerome's band had numbered twenty-two, of which nine were able-bodied men. Eleven had been
women of varying ages and the other two had been ten-year-old Jerome and his Oncle Antoine who
could not remember how old he was. After a summer of dim pickings, moving dways farther north
where it froze even in summer and the air was too thin for parturition, Oncle Antoine had been anxious to
get past the barrens even if it meant venturing into the near-impossible swamps surrounding theNorth
Sea. It was, & minimum, a place where they could count on being left done.

But those Sodbusters a day's ride beyond the last paisaded settlement had been too tempting. This
far north they had missed out on the orbital bombing. Whole barnloads of winter forage, ristras of
tobacco and chiles and onions and other treasures draped from walls and fences, just waited to be taken.
Even to ten-year-old Jerome it had seemed too good to be true.

It was.

When the firg rad succeeded beyond Oncle Antoings wildest expectations they came back for
seconds. And the Sodbusters were loaded for bear. Lightly armed so they could carry off more, the
Lafranche band was firg distracted from their looting by an unannounced blizzard of dung stones.
Boiled-leather armor immediatdy demonstrated its inadequacy when three men and a woman went down
in the firg volley. One man regained his feet judt in time to catch the firg of the short, heavy crossbow
quarrdsthat next came at the raiders from three sides.

Retregting in the only direction that lay open, the Lafranche band abruptly found themseves
thigh-deep in awild grain bog. The Sodbusters came at them in pirogues, drawing long bows with even
longer brush-penetrating arrows whose sectiona dengty was even more demondirative of the inadequacy
of fried-leether armor. One arrow went through Jerome's father's muskylope breastplate and emerged
from that heavy built man's back, stopping only when its leather fletching snagged at his chest. More
pirogues came sneking through the grass and women of the Sodbuster colony belabored the surviving
raiders with the heavy gticks with which they thrashed wild grain heads into canoes.

Homein camp, ten-year-old Jeréme refused to bdieve it. Four men and three women had returned,
bedraggled, mud-smeared, bloody, bearing neither arms nor loot. Jerome sat up dl night waiting for the
others to come home. Those dready there did not wagte time. They hit the trall at firgt light, making
tracks before the Sodbusters could follow up on thelr advantage.

Shorthanded and short-rationed was no way to start a winter in even the nicer parts of Haven. Thus,
despite his band's ingrained digtaste for fish, Jerome had been fishing. His catch was dripping now, and
hed relaxed from the agonized shapes into which it had frozen to death. He gutted it and managed a
hafhearted job of skinning before letting the three smal jacks swing back over the fire. When tentacles
began to crackle he snatched the smdlest in mittened hands, waved it about for a minute, and began
chewing before it could freeze again.

Mamean lay relaxed in her haf-open blankets, dmogt asif she were degping. But Jerome knew better.
Like the others, one by one, maman had starved to death. Jerome was the lagt surviving member of this
branch of the Lafranche band. He ate the second-largest fish, grumbling at the armored boniness of the
jack's huge head. He was edting the last claw when abruptly Jerome redlized he was no longer done.

Cautioudy, he glanced around. The smoke flgp was just barely cracked. The door flgp was secure
and tied behind him. The 'dactyl must have taken refuge from the cold and the risng wind when he had
panicked and rushed out, leaving the flap open. It must have been heredl thistime.

It was a huge 'dactyl, over a meter tdl and with a wingspan that could bear away a muskylope cdf.
This leathery-winged marsupid had claws on its leading edges, and was as savage as most of the locd
fauna. With ten-year-old hindsght, Jerome knew this was what had bowled him over in Oncle Antoine's
tipi. He aso abruptly guessed that this anima who entered tipis and was not shy around humans must
once have been someone's pet. "So what do you do here, brother " he asked.

The Lafranche band's usud range was farther north than other nomads, and they had had minimd
contact with the more southerly rovers. Little Jerome had heard the older men speak of spirit-talk but
none of the Lafranches daimed tha ability. With the pragmatism that derives from a Sngle decade of
exigence, little Jerome's attitude was, "I've never seen it, therefore it does not exist." Thus he was totdly



unprepared when the ‘dactyl replied.

"It's because I'm not used to being done” Jerome told himsdf. "Or maybe I'm gaing to die of the
blood cough like Tante Marie. Or maybeif | had another fish or a piece of mest to fill my bely | wouldn't
imagine things like this

"You are not Creg," the 'dactyl spirit-spoke.

"Metis"" Jerome said. "Ma mere fut nettement francaise.”

"Then," the 'dactyl said, "the white Sde of your brain will convince you that you're hdlucnaing and
thet none of this redly happened.”

Jerome was indlined to agree with this.

"But you will be wrong. Don't you know what dl Indians know?'

"Maybe"

"Jerome, mon fils, je viens de dire ton nom."

"S0 you have spoken my name. What's yours?'

Lightning flashed brifly in the ‘dactyl’s eyes as a nictitating membrane closed and opened. With the
proto-avian equivadent of a shrug the 'dactyl said, "Wedti."

"All right, Weeti. Now what?'

"Now begins your education - providing you don't freeze to desth tonight.”

It was dready too cold and too dark to think about hunting more firewood. Jerome found his blankets
and began laying himsdlf out as close to the tiny fire as he dared.

"Pan ahead, boy," Westi spirit-spoke.

“I'm doing my best."

"Maman's blankets too, boy. Do you think she ill needs them?'

As he buried himsdf in the robes and dowly began to fed warmer it abruptly occurred to Jerome that
the 'dactyl's spirit-voice sounded just like Oncle Antoine,

Hunger dmogt satisfied, Jerome fell adeep and dreamed that he had been taking with a 'dactyl. From
some reserves of his subconscious he recdled other bits of esoteric Cree knowledge. The 'dactyl had
spoken hisname. Of course he knew what that meant. Everybody knew that! Yet, despite his desperate
gtuaion Jerome was cdmly certain that he was not going to die. Other people sickened. Others were
struck down by arrow or blade. Not Jerome. He'd been around for ten years and it hadn't happened yet.
Therefore it was never going to happen.

The faint growing light cast a glow through the upper part of the tipi where the greased skins were
only one layer thick. Jerome stretched and heard the tinkle as frozen breath shattered off the outer Sde of
histaswolf robe. To the uninitiated these robes of inch-wide twisted strips of winter fur seemed useless.
Woven so loosdy that a finger could be poked through a any point, they seemed totdly incapable of
tempering the minus Sxty of this prairie. Yet, unlike blankets, a wolf robe never absorbed perspiration,
never became soggy, did not hold dirt, and was inhospitable to vermin.

Without conscious thought, Jerome stepped out of the tipi and spread his robe to the mormning air.
Immediately the moisture of a night's deeping turned to frost which fluttered to the ground like a miniature
snowstorm when he shook the robe. Freeze-dried and dean of dl vermin, he rolled it and took it back
inddethetipi.

Westi - funny how he remembered that name. Had the 'dactyl redly spoken to him? The 'dactyl was
edling. It took Jerome an indant to redize what the beast was edting. Then he redized there was only one
piece of fleshin thistipi.

This morning the carnivorous marsupid did not spirit-talk him, leaving Jerome sure that it had never
happened. But what was a 'dactyl doing ingde a tipi? Then he knew. Tight-tied flgps and the smoke of
fires kept mogst predators away. The fire had been out for days in Oncle Antoines tipi. With game
scarce, the 'dactyl was no respector of persons. Now that the fire had gone out in thistipi too, the 'dactyl
was having breskfast from Maman's marble-hard corpse.

"No time to be delicate, boy. The dead are dead. If she were dive sheld want you to live”

It had to be hunger. He was dizzy and darting to see double. But whether the message was coming
from a'dactyl or his own subconscious, Jerome knew it was smple truth. He had been warm as long as



he dept wrapped in enough coverings for two people but now the cold was getting to him. Before he
could muster energy to go hunt firewood or more fish, Jerome had to get something into his somach. In
the dim light of the tipi he found the axe and began hacking.

Frozen raw liver is of the crunchy consstency of a popsicle, less difficult to chew than plainice. It is
dso infinitdy more nourishing. Without further comment, the 'dactyl cleaned up the bits and pieces left
where Jerome's hasty ill-aimed axe had faled to hit twice in the same groove. The meter-high carnivorous
marsupid il roosted atop a berrying basket hung from the doping tipi wal when Jerome had rested and
fdt strength returning. He took the flesh-fouled axe and went to look for dry wood.

Among the extraordinary fantasies which humans are capable of bdieving, the myth of a balanced diet
isright in there with other true whoppers. Explorers starved on ancient Earth, logt teeth and skin from
scurvy, had expedition after expedition fall for lack of supplies before one white man asked what, in hind
sght, seemed an obvious question: if vitamins and lime juice and green vegetables are dl necessary to
sudan hedth, how do Eskimos, who've never seen a green vegetable, manage to live long, happy lives
and die with a mouthful of teeth?

When Vilhjdmur Stefansson who, despite his Icdandic name was an American, considered this
question he went native and learned the secret, which isno secret at dl to any Argentine gaucho.

When primitive hunters made a kill the cuts normaly found in a supermarket - steaks, chops, roadts,
and other muscle-meat were given to the dogs. Organ mesets had higher and better flavor. Liver, kidneys,
lungs and spleen, brains, guts, reproductive organs, and other items not normdly on dvilized menus
contained dl the vitamins necessary for a balanced diet. Thus Jerome survived the winter by eeting firs
his mother, then his unde - from the inside out.

It was not easy. Gathering firewood took the greater part of each short day. And his people had dl
died of hunger, leaving lean stringy bodies without an ounce of fat.

Fat in Haven's dime is essentid. In winter the over-long, folded-back deeve of a parka forms a
pocket aways stocked with whatever fat is avalable. Those who have not endured a Haven winter
forget that, though it is possble to wear layers of furs and protect one's exterior from cold, no one has
yet devised afur lining for lungs. Each icy breath exits warmed, carrying away calories a such a rate thet
it is difficult to move in the open without dipping into that parka cuff for a mouthful of fat every ten
minutes or 0. Fndly Jerome caught a semi-dormant spiny boar and gorged himsdf on its oozy,
juniper-gin-tasting ail which possesses the virtue of not hardening no matter how cold the wesather.

But if the short days were hard, the nights were harder. No matter how cold and hungry, it's difficult
to remain motionless, wrapped in walf robes for the nearly week-long stretch of a midwinter night on
Haven. Especidly at age ten. On the colder clear nights when the wind died and the Kotsnaku took
advantage of the intervd to thresten Manitou with his fiery war dances, the dry ar was so charged with
mana that skin prickled and har stood on end. The gods and demons charged and countercharged
across the sky, ratling and shaking fiery blankets at one another until the whole sky rippled with fire and
the very ar hissed. Night after night the Sky People squabbled, never once paying the dightest heed to
men below who lived out their lives unable to fly through the sky or fling shafts of aurora at one another.
Nights like this Jerome would take Oncle Antoines bow and shoot a couple of arrows into the northern
sky. "l am herd" he hissed, just as Their light shows hissed and made little balls of fire balance on
treetops. 'l am dive. Someday | will eat Y our liver!"

When the winter was over and game no longer in hibernation the londy boy speared a pair of bearcat
cubs and, while their meet was drying in the smoke of the tipi fire he used their hides to patch out his
daothing which was fdling apart after a winter without maman to mend things. With Weeti watching
slently from a nearby tree, the boy bundied together the bones and skin that remained of his family and
wrapped them in the oldest of his aunts deeping robes. Then, seeing Weed's huge round eyes studying
the bundle Jeréme knew he would be bardly out of Sght before some scavenger had undone his work.

These bits of skin and bone were just that, nothing more. But they had been Jerome's family, the sole
aurviving members so far as he knew of the Lafranche band. They deserved some respect. Before
bresking camp he put them dl into the biggest tipi and piled enough wireweed around it to ensure a
proper holocaust.



Westi had not spirit-talked the boy for close to a month now. As his potbelly smoothed from better
diet Jerome was increesingly unable to bdieve it had ever happened. Starved as he was, he must have
just imagined it dl. Still, the ‘dactyl stuck with him. Together, they had survived the winter. He was not
surprised when, ten miles south on his march to get out of here before soring thaw and spring biters
turned this region into a muddy branch office of hdl, Jerome once more saw the 'dactyl roosting on a
scrub hangmean bush just beyond the smoke of his campfire.

Jerome awoke suddenly in the midgt of a nightmare. Then he redized it was redly hgppening. The
'dectyl perched on his chest, claws locked in the boy's buckskin shirt. Saucer-round eyes stared
unblinking into Jerome's,

The boy did not know whether it was spirit-talk or jus common sense. He rolled away from the fire,
snaching robe and spear as he oozed away from the faintly glowing coals. From the phase of the Cat's
Eye, he had been degping about sx hours, which meant at least three more hours before ful daylight.
Whoever or whatever was out therein the semi-dark . . .

Jerome willed his mind blank and receptive. Nothing. What good was spirit-talk if it did not work
when he needed it? There wasn't any such thing anyhow; he was sure of that now. Breathing shdlow, lest
he send too far a scent, Jerome was sure he amdled something familiar. An indant later when a
muskylope trumpeted through blubbery lips he knew what that amdl was. If Jerome could just dip
around and get that muskylope while somebody was out there in the brush dill creeping up on hisfire. . .

Then came the answering trumpeting of another muskylope in the opposite direction. Jerome froze.
They were dl around him. He could not remember the route too wel but Jerome thought he was farly
close to that place where the Lafranche band had come to grief againg the Sodbusters. Should have
circled wdl around it. But it was too late now for afterthoughts.

"Personne.” The voice was low but Jerome recognized the overly nasdized joud that had been native
to the Lafranche band. He swallowed his sudden hopes and waited.

"Only one, no muskylope. Short fellow. Maybe a woman." These observations came from a second
voice. In the distance light flared and Jerome redlized someone had ignited a torch from his dying fire.

"One of ours?" thefirg voice asked.

"Who es2? Would a Sodbuster be out here done? Hey ami!" he cdled in a soft voice. "You out there
inthe bush.Est ce que vous etez des Lafranche?'

"Who wants to know?" Jerome called.

"Marc-Antoine, chef-Lafranche.”

"Over here, Uncle"

"Westigo!" an old woman muttered when the dozen Lafranches in Marc-Antoin€e's group learned how
Jerome had survived the winter. Cannibalism was an everpresent spectre in a country where flesh freezes
and corpses are an eternd temptation in lean times. Every tribe had its own repertory of horror stories, of
supernatural anthropophagous mongters. To preserve sanity at the sght of a camp full of haf-eaten
corpses it was necessary to create mongers, legends, devils - anything but admit that humans just like
oursalves had done this, done it so often that someday surdy we might do it too.

Next winter was jugt as bad. Worse, shce Marc-Antoine had not reduced the number of mouths in
his group with some disastrous battle. They had been shot at severd times by muskylope-mounted militia
but no one had been hit and the cavary were unwilling to mire their beasts in the mud which became a
refuge for the Lafranche.

After soltice it was obvious that Marc-Antoine's dozen, plus Jerome added up to an unlucky number.
They had accepted the boy. He was, after dl, a Lafranche, and his parents had been close kin. But there
was dways a certain resarve. That boyish, innocent face had eaten forbidden things. Tha he was
doggedly followed by an ill-omened carnivorous marsupid did not enhance the boy's dtatus. It was
possible that the boy might grow up to be a warrior. More probable, most agreed, that Jerome would
become a warlock.

But as winter turned the ice flinty and game disappeared the boy increasingly took over. Old Gisde,
who had pronounced him weetigo, was fird to succumb. Quietly, as befitted an old lady, she had expired
inher deep. After the wake Marc-Antoine had supervised the wrapping and her pdl had been lifted into



the fork of the nearest winter-bare backstabber bush. A week later her husband, an ancient with
abundant dlvery hair dso named Jerome, had grown weary of life without her.

Over the next month Marc-Antoine had eyed eeven-year-old Jerome quietly, studioudy, without
pronouncing judgment. The others grew thin; short of breath, hectic of cheek. Young Jerome remained
chearful and hedthy, managing dways to do more than an deven-year-old's share of the work of
breeking ice to bring water, sweeping show aside to hunt for dry wood, and the constant round of the
traps looking both for furs and edible animds. There were not enough of ether.

"You've been eating well and steadily, haven't you?' Marc-Antoine asked one night when the others
hed fdlen into the restless deep of hunger.

Jerome made no effort to deny it.

"Who?'

"N'importe pas. When you're ready youll dl fight

over my leavin's"

"l hope it doesn't come to that,” Marc-Antoine said.

"Sodid I. Butit did and | did and I'm dive. | plan on Sayin' that way."

"Can you redly spirit-talk that "dactyl?"

The dleven-year-old shrugged. "You redly believe tha kind of Suff?"

Marc-Antoine was not sure what he bdieved. Once years ago an itinerant priest had described
heaven and hell. In spite of the priest's badmouthing, the latter seemed possessed of a more amenable
dimate and more interesting companions. Someone ese had once told Marc-Antoine that a true mark of
leadership was to believe three impossble things before breakfast. But there had been no breskfast
today. "I wouldn't go tdlin' t'others about it just yet," the chef warned.

Jerome took thiswarning to heart. He dso brought Marc-Antoine asmdl gift of raw liver a couple of
hours later.

A week later the surviving Lafranches grumbled among themsdves and found it difficult to ook young
Jerome in the face but they dl ate of the stew he provided and nobody asked where the meat was
coming from. The equinox came with no letup in the sub-zero westher and the daily meet ration turned
into athin, unsalted broth boiled from bones. The older, less active Lafranches studied one another from
sddong eyes. Some wondered why they didn't bail up that damned 'dactyl that hung about the camp but
none dared suggest it.

Anacther month passed and ill no hint of thaw. Jerome was the only survivor strong enough to keep a
hole punched through the yard-thick ice but his fishing was not sufficdent to keep them dl dive. He took
to throwing the fish whole in with the bone stew to lend some remembrance of nourishment. Toothless
oldsters complained of off flavor as they choked on fish bones.

Marc-Antoine's teeth had loosened badly. In the middle of one night of blustery wind he awoke bent
double with a sharp abdomind pain. Jerome punched up the fire and their eyes met. Each knew what the
other was thinking. ™Y ou were right," the chef told the boy. "Go ahead and do it."

"But chef,” Jerome protested, "spring will come. Who then will lead us on the hunt?!

The spasm of acute gppendicitis pan passed momentarily and Marc-Antoine relaxed at this reprieve.
He was catching along sghing breath when Jerome drove the knife into his back.

Soring breakup came about the time Marc-Antoine was finished. Jerome began to bring home snow
lizards, nooraks, spiny boar, and an occasond wild muskylope cdf. Within a week the surviving
Lafranches had fleshed out enough to pull their weight and hunting began in earnest. And a deep sense of
embarrassment settled over the Lafranche band.

They found it difficult to meet thar savior's eyes. All were willing to admit that, had it not been for
Jerome they would not be dive They could admit that his hard young head had seen and dearly
diginguished the dreadful choice between should and must. What they could not admit in so many words
- not even to themsdves - was that after months of Jerome exotic high-flavored mests, the dringy,
fat-free goring herbivores they were egting now was pretty poor suff.

At twelve Jeréme was the acknowledged leader of the Lafranche band. Weeti's postion was less
cearly defined but no one these days ever thought of egting the ‘dactyl. Trekking back south on foot,



they moved dowly, putting on fa a about the same rate as the winter-starved animds they hunted.
Emerging from the worst of the swamps, the band chanced upon a muskylope.

From its looks and tack Jer6me took the gdding for a survivor from some Sauron battle. The animd
was dightly below ided riding stature and 4ill bore the remains of a bridle it had not quite managed to
shuffle off. The saddie marks were prominent. While the band spread out in an effort to surround the
beast, Westi launched himsdf from a nearby backstabber bush and soared, landing essly on the
muskylope's back. Instead of flinching, the animd trotted directly toward Jerome and nuzzled his
shoulder.

Wesdti had not spirit-spoken Jerome for nearly a year, leaving the boy increasingly convinced thet it
had dl been hdlucinaions and hunger. These days he had other, more pressng concerns. At tweve
Jerome had become abruptly and acutdly aware that some parts of his rgpidly growing body could be
made to serve other than ther prosaic tasks of dimination. And the Lafranche women of childbearing age
were dl of aferocious determination to bear his child. It was heady suff for a twelve-year-old.

Jerome tore his mind back to here and now, wondering what had suddenly aarmed him. Then he
knew. The thin-aired, barely perceptible breeze was wefting an odor of wood smoke. Mounted on the
beast, he 9gnded his Hill-afoot clansmen. With no need for detailed ingtructions, the women took the
bulk of the baggage into the midst of a strangleberry thicket, evicting a ground-covering mass of foot-long
gpping worms as they burrowed into invishility.

It was not a town. Three houses with barns, stables and other outbuildings faced inward on a amdl
square. Ther heavy-beamed, pointed-topped outer wals of vertica logs formed the palisade. The only
entry into the town was through a gate which stood open.

Three houses ... as few as three men or as many as twenty . . . The able-bodied fighting men in
Jerome's band presently numbered fifteen. All older than Jerome, of course, but dl suffidently dull and
docile to offer his primacy no resistance. It was midmorning. Jerome decided to St it out behind this dight
rise and see how many came back into the fort for lunch.

The fidds seemed deserted. Ryticde was just beginning to draighten after months of "gtoaling,”
cregping furtive as strawberry runners aong the ground waiting for the snow to met off. To walk in those
fidds now would do nothing apart from destroy grain and create knee-deep footprints. Which meant the
men were off hunting, off on a trading expedition to the nearest waled town - or manning that stockade
just wating for the Lafranche band to come within range.

The 'dactyl returned from one of its patrol sweeps and flared wings to land on Jerome's cuir bouilli
clad shoulder. The left shoulder of his armor was white from the digging of Westi's claws and from the
‘dactyl's uninhibited droppings. The 'dactyl emitted a grating shriek and for an ingant Jerome's mind
gyred and wywvvered as it had during that first avful time. Then he saw what Weeti was looking .

Coming boldly over the hill, doing what Jerome would have done if hed had more men, more
muskylopes, and more experience, twelve nomads on midsze mounts moved toward the gate at a smart
trot, lances at ready.

There was no outcry from the stockade. Jerome hunkered down behind his hill and thanked whatever
demons saw fit to protect him. He could have been trying to get in there and have these defenders trot in
right behind him at the worst possible moment. Then aoruptly his perception shattered again. When the
dozen nomads were less than a hundred yards away there was an off-key blat of a trumpet or possbly a
conch shdl and the gates dammed shut just as the fird hal of dingstones came whizzing from behind the
palisade.

The lightly-armed nomads were totaly unprepared. Some bore lightweight targets which they held
overhead like hats. Which did not hedp when stones, peppered increesngly with darts, crossbow
quarrds, and arrows converted their unarmored muskylopes into panicked, screaming kicking nightmares
that forced the nomads to jump clear and run, some even leaving weapons behind.

"To Kattihaw, to Kattihaw!" a foghorn herad's voice roared, and those who could retreated beyond
range to re-form. Two men and three muskylopes were dill out there under the walls, animas screaming
and kicking and the men gruggling fesbly to crawl out of range of flashing hooves. From the dightly
higher paisade dongside the gate an archer pulled alongbow and one man stopped moving. It took three



arrows before the defending archer finished off the second raider.

The Lafranche men had no difficulty imagining themselves down there on the kilting fidd instead of
these strangers. Jerome had worried that they might think him too cautious for a leader but he could
sense that his stock was rapidly risng. It was nice to be liked.

Abruptly the strangers became aware that they had an audience. Immediatdy they formed up, wounds
forgotten as they faced a new enemy. At a walk, the tiny squadron began advancing toward the knall
behind which the Lafranche band rested. Westi launched himsdf from Jerome's shoulder, swept in a
wide arc over the riders and, true as a boomerang, completed his circle with a flared-wing landing on his
friend's shoulder. Jerome suspected any stranger would be at least as awed by atame 'dactyl as were his
own people. He was dso the only one mounted. He rode out to meet the nomads.

"What do you here?' the red-mustached nomad |leader asked in trade Imperid.

"Meme comme vous," Jerome said, then switched to Imperid when it became obvious that the nomad
leader did not understand joud. "The same as you. We were sudying how to learn the strength of the
town when you mogt kindly came aong to show us."

"You aint workin' for theyum Sodbusters, then?' Jerome shook his head. Those of the Lafranche
band who understood Imperid found thisidea hilarious.

The nomad |eader's eyes narrowed. "If'n you ain't Sodbusters, then where's your muskylopes?”

"It's along story that grows no nicer with the tdling." "So you had to eat 'em theyun?' "Among other
things"

Until this moment Jerome had not redlized his talent as a sandup comedian. His fdlow dansmen were
in stitches. He turned and something in his eyes brought the snickers and giggles to an abrupt end.

It was at this moment that Red Mustache fird redlized he was talking to afdlow chief and not to some
twelve-year-old messenger. "Wel," he began. "Looks like weuns bit off a little moren we could chaw.
"Thout muskylopes | don't reckon you'd be havin' much luck ether. What say we throw in together?"
"Who gets what?" Jerome asked.

"Wadl, they's fifteen of you'uns and ten of us. But you an' got but one gelding and he's gittin long in the
tooth. Weluns figger a muskylopeisjust as good as a man.

“Inthat case I'll trade you five men for five muskylopes” Jerome said.

Les Kattihaw laughed, then redized Jerome was not joking. "How you fixed for women?' he asked.

Too fucking many of them and they dl want to do it under my blanket. But Jerome was leader enough
not to voice this opinion in front of his men. "Well both know that better after we take the farm, won't
we?'

"l Spose you'reright,” Kattihaw agreed, "and they ain't no use dividing the booty until the battle's won.
Y'dl infor haves?'

For form's sake Jerome glanced around at his dlansmen before he nodded. They spent the rest of the
daylight meking fire arrows tipped with packets of dried muskylope dung wrapped in dried willow bark
and soaked in amixture of tallow and pitch.

Under cover of darkness they crept closer to the stockade and the Kattihaws salvaged what gear they
could from dead men and dead muskylopes. While a mixed bag of the best archers from the Lafranche
band and the best of the Kattihaw circled to concentrate therr fire on the rear of the holding where the
paisade was dightly lower, Jerome and Armand, who was the strongest man in the band, manhandled
two barrdls of the same combustible with which they had tipped the arrows up againg the wooden pillars
that sustained the Sngle spike-studded gate. To Kattihaw's ddight and Jerome's mild surprise, everything
worked out as planned.

Even though the defenders had been expecting just such an attack, the thoroughness of it was
overwhdming. With everyone scurrying about in the darkness pulling out fire arrows and begting down
flamesit was too late before they knew what was redly going on. The paisade on each sde of the gate
wasin flames. The fire was too far dong to be inconvenienced by a few ill-aimed buckets of water. Still,
they had to face the Sodbusters.

"To every man upon this earth

Desth cometh soon or late. And how can man die better



Then facing fearful odds, For the ashes of his fathers,

And the temples of his gods."

Lafranches and Kattihaws poured through the collapsing gate to a reception of bailing bran which,
flung from aladle, possesses a digbalic ability to stick until skin and flesh are cooked enough to fal from
bone. The Kattihaws had mosly swords and hangers, and dightly more cuir bouilli armor than the
Lafranche band whaose recent hard times were reflected in their relative lack of armor and the wolf spears
they carried in lieu of proper ams.

At twelve Jerome was dill a foot short of his ful growth and the spear he had appropriated from
Oncle Antoine was, rddivey speaking, more like a short pike in hisimmeature grasp. But his short Stature
gpared him from the worst of those gobs of flung bran and Jerome managed to dip between fighting,
screaming, curdng men to drive a spear into the broadfaced woman who was ladling out woe with such
abandon. He got a foot on her supine body and removed the spear from between huge pillowy breasts
jugtin time to drive it into the demon-faced Sodbuster who rushed him with a pitchfork. Jerome had to
drive the foot-long spearhead three times into the man's chest, dmost losing it when vertebra musculature
gpasmed and held the spear fast. Findly the wild-bearded man was down. Eyes glazing, he dill clawed a
the boy who had killed him.

Without conscious intention Jerome knelt over the man's bloody breast and sucked a mouthful of
wam gushing blood. Suddenly renewed, he wrenched the spear loose and charged into the stockade
intent on his next victim.

But there were no more victims Men and boys, dl dozen of them, were dead. While Kattihaws
rounded up women and girls, the Lafranche band patrolled the corpses, driving a spear into any that il
moved: Infants and any girls under ten were killed on the spot, aswel as dl the older women. Which left
only two worth consideration as daves or concubines.

"Whichin you want " Les Kattihaw asked.

The Lafranches were aready topheavy with women. And twelve-year-old Jerome wanted nothing
more than to get one night's degp without some helr-hungry woman crawling under his blankets and
rubbing hersdlf againgt him urtil the inevitable happened . . . again!

"Tdl you what," he offered, "you keep 'em both."

Les Kattihaw stared in disbelief. "What do you want?' he demanded.

"Your folk have better arms than we do. And more muskylopes."

"l can't spare any muskylopes.”

"Can you spare us the holding?'

"Thislittle pissant fort? They ain't so much as one good sword in the whole place. All youll git's a few
kitchen knives, maybe a scythe or two and some pitchforks.”

Jerome nodded.

"Isthat redly dl you want - you're willing to let us take the women and whatever we done picked up
dready?'

Jerome nodded again.

"Wadl, I'll be danged! Boy, any timeydl Lafranches need some help you can count on Les Kattihaw."
The heavily-mustached man frowned in perplexity. "Onething | can't figger," he said. "I saw you rush the
gate. Was you hitin' that bugger after you kilt him?"

Afterward Jerome never knew why he sad it. But once said, he knew the idea mus have been
germingting within his brain for the last couple of years. Above dl, saying it, he knew it was true. "Brave
man. Can't let srong blood go to waste.”

Kattihaw gave him a doubtful grin and changed the subject. The Kattihaws were awed a the easy
way they had gotten the best of the bargain with these unsophidticated Lafranche. So the band had too
many women . . . had they never heard how much in trade goods a young woman could fetch down
south? Y et the Kattihaws amusement was tempered by the dy grins of the Lafranche band. It was just as
if they had somehow tricked the Kattihaws into the bad end of a bargain.

As the fires died down Cat's Eye began graying the eastern skyline. By the time the sun was up the
Kattihaws were on ther way back to ther man camp. The Lafranche band surveyed the scorched



farmgtead, licking lips at the sght of dl those fat Sodbusters. They turned to with skinning knives. Then
the women started cooking.

From Bar Lev, A Traveer's Tdes of Twenty Worlds (Dayan, 2618)

They don't cdl it the Outback on Tanith, because for some reason the ubiquitous footloose Ausses
missed the ship to Tanith. They do cdl the wild land beyond the settled areas a great many other things,
few of them suitable for print.

And it is wild, make no mistake about that. Almost eerily wild, for a planet that has had not only
settlers but cities for five centuries, and escaped the worst of the Formation Wars thanks to being under
the Falkenberg Protectorate for mogt of them.

Part of the problem is that bad flying weather, uncomfortable temperatures, and rugged terrain dow
down communications over alarge part of Tanith. It's too much trouble to get to a good part of the land
area, S0 few people try.

Those hardy souls who do try and survive don't make much of an impact on the land. There aren't
very many of them, and what they do cut and clear, the land is congtantly trying to take back. They dso
don't talk with the government, even the local government, more than they have to - and the government
usudly doesn't find it worthwhile meking them talk.

So | came to Tanith wondering why it's so often the setting for novels of exotic adventure, lost races,
and what have you. | |&ft, no longer wondering.

I'd stopped wondering the day | went three klicks into the wilderness from somebody's farm (I won't
embarrass my host by giving his name) and it took dl of the next day for me to find my way back. | was
dry and bug-bitten and thorn-pricked and thanking dl the gods of the gdlaxy tha the Weems Beast it
as common asit used to be.

The locds say thisis because dl the ones who survived to breed after the Formation Wars were too
smart to hang around human settlements. | said | thought that would make a fine horror nove - the
Weems Beasts secretly developing inteligence.

My host handed me a diiff drink and said that you don't make jokes about some things, even if you've
been in the jungle for two days.

BRENDA -LARRY NIVEN

2656 AD, March (Firebee clock time)

Human-settled worlds dl looked dike from high orbit. Terry thought that the CoDominium explorers
mud have had it essy.

Alderson Jump. ZZZTT! One white pinpoint among myriads has become a flood of white light. Nerve
networks throughout ship and crew are srummed in four dimensons. Wait for the biur to go away. You
hed a hangover this bad, once. It lasted longer.

Now search the ediptic a decent distance from the sun. Look for shadows in the neudar screen:
planets. Big enough? Smdl enough? Colors: blue with a white froth of clouds, if men are to breath the air.
Is there enough land? How big are the ice caps? Three or four months to move close, and |ook.

Nuliguk'sice caps had covered hdf the surface. If they ever mdted, Nuliguk would be dl water. A
cold world. Nobody ese would settle, but what about Eskimos? So Terry Kakumee's ancestors had
found a home, Sx centuries ago.

Tanith had no ice caps a dl, and dmost no axid tilt. Tanith had clouds dl the time. Hot too. Half land,
but plenty of ranfdl: the equatoria oceans boiled where they were shdlow enough. Sat deserts around
the equator. Swvamps across both poles. Transportees had settled the north pole.

Terry Kakumee floated againg the big window at Firebee's nose. It was Sxteen years snce hed seen
Tanith.

Tanith was a growing crescent, orange with white graffiti, and a blazing highlight across the northern



pole. Summer. One serious mountain, the Warden, stood sx kilometers tal. It had been white-tipped in
winter.DagonCitywould be in the foothills, south.

The clouds were sparse for Tanith. The dty itsdf didnt show, but he found a glare-point that had to
be the old spaceport.

Brendal's farm would be south of that.

Sharon Hayes drifted up behind him. "I've been taking to the Dagon Port Authority. One George
Cdlahan, no rank given, tdls me they don't have much in the way of repair fadlities, but were intensdy
welcome. I've got adinner date.”

"Good." On a world this far from what dvilization was left nearSparta, the population would fed cut
off. Ships would be welcome. "What about fud?'

"They can make liquid hydrogen. Theré€'s a tanker. Calahan gave me a course down. Four hours from
now, and well have to lower Firebee's orbit. Time to move, troops. Are we dl going down?"

She meant that for Charley. Charley Laine (Cargo and Purser) was dmost covered in burn scars. His
face was a smooth mask. There was an unmarred patch dong his jaw tha he had to shave, and good
skinin grips dong his back and the backs of hisarms and legs, and just enough unburned scalp to grow
adecent queue. Sometimes he didn't want to face strangers. He said, "Somebody'd better stay on duty,
Captain Sharon. Did you ask about outies?'

"They haven't been raided since theBattle. They do have a couple of high-thrust mining ships. Charley,
| think Firebee's safe enough.”

Charley let out a breath. "I'll come. | can't be the only war vet on Tanith. There was - | wonder - *

Brenda

"Brenda" Terry said.

"Yeah. | wonder about Brenda sometimes™

"l wonder too."

2640A, November (Tanith locd time):

Lieutenant Kakumee had been Second Engineer aboard the recon ship Firebee during the destruction
of the Sauron Second Feet. The enemy's gene-tailored warriors were dead or fled, but they had left their
mark. Damaged ships were limping in from everywhere in Tanith system. Firebee would orbit Tanith until
she could be refitted or rifled for parts.

Firebee's midsection was a blob of metd bubbles where the Langston Fidld generator had veaporized
itsdf and haf meted the hull around it. It was the only hit Firebee had taken. Charley Lane had been
caught in the flare.

They'd taken him toSt. AgnesHospitalin Dagon

"The sky's ful of ruined ships” Terry told him. "Mog of them have damaged Langston Fdd
generators. Firg thing that goes in a battle. Well never get replacements.”

Charley didn't answer. He might have heard; he might have fdt the touch of Terry's hand. He looked
like a tremendous pillow stuck with tubes in various places.

"Without a Langgton Fidd we don't have a ship. 1'd give Firebee a decent burid if | could get her
down. Youll be heded a long time before any part of her flies agan," Terry said. He believed that
Charley would hed. He might never look quite human again, and if he walked hed never run; but his
central nervous system wasn't damaged, and his heart beat, and his lungs sucked ar through the hole a
one end of the pillow, while regeneration went on ingde.

Terry heard urgent voices through the door. Patients hedthy enough for curiosty gtirred restlesdy.

"Something's going on." Terry patted the padded hand. "Il come back and tdll you about it."

At firg glance she wasn't that badly hurt.

She was dumped in an armchair in the lobby. Half a dozen people swarmed about her: a doctor, two
nurses, two MPs and a thick-necked Marinein aful leg cast who was trying to stay out of the way and
see too. She was wearing a bantar cloth coverdl. It was a mess sky blue with a green-and-scarlet
landscape on the back, bardly visble under severd pounds of mud and swamp mold.

Bantar cloth had been redtricted to Navy use up to eighty years ago. It was nearly indestructible. It



waan't high syle, but farmers and othersin high-risk jobs wore bantar cloth a hdf the price of a tractor.
Whatever had happened to the woman, it would have been worse without that.

She had black ancestry with some white (skin like good milk chocolate, but weathered by fatigue and
the dements) and orienta (the tilt of the eyes.) Thick, tightly coiled black har formed a cushion around
her head. It carried its own share of mud. A nasty gash cut through the hair. 1t ran from above her Ieft eye
back to the crown of her head. A nurse had cleaned it with acohol; it was bleeding.

She drained a paper cup of water. A doctor - Charley's doctor, Lex Hartner - handed her another
and she drained thet too. "No more" Hartner said. "Well get you some broth.”

She nodded and said, "Uh." Her lip curled way up on the left. She tried to say something dse.
Stroke? Nonsense, she couldn't be past thirty. The head wound -

Poor woman.

Hartner said, "Well get that soup into you before we look you over. How long were you out there?!

"Wumble" Her lips curled up; then hdf her face

Brenda wrinkled in frudration. The other hdf remained dack. She held up one finger, then lifted
another.

"A week or two?'

She nodded vigoroudy. Her eyes met Terry's. He amiled and turned away, feding like an intruder. He
went back to tak to Charley.

2656 AD, June, Tanith locd time

The wrecked ships that had haloed the planet after the Battle of Tanith, were long gone. Shuttle #1
descended through a sky that seemed curioudy empty.

What had been the Tanith spaceport ill glared like a polished sted dish. Seen from low angle the
crater became a glowing eye with a bright pupil.

The big Langston Fed dome had protectedDagonCityduring the battle. The smdler dome a the
spaceport had absorbed a stream of guided meteors, then given dl of the energy back as the fidd
collapsad.

A new port had grown around the crater's eastern rim. Terry and Charley, riding as passengers
whileSharonflew, picked out a dozen big arcraft, then a horde of lighter craft. The crater must make a
convenient arfidd. The gleaming center was asmdl lake. Have to avoid that.

Both of Firebee's shuttles had lost their hover capabiility. They'd been looking for repair fadilities for
ax years now. Shuttle #1 came in a little fast because of the way the crater dipped, coasted across and
braked to a stop a the rim.

Tanith was hot and humid, with a andl of dien vegetation. The sun was low. Big autumn-colored
flutterbys formed a cloud around them as they emerged. These were new to Terry. Hed never seen a
Tanith summer.

They had drawn a crowd of twenty-odd, dill growing. Terry noticed how good they looked: shorter
then average, but al wel muscled, none obtrusvely fat. A year in Tanith's 1.14 gravity made anyone ook
good. The early strokes and heart attacks didn't show.

Terry was around man; he fet rounder by contrast. Sharon Hayes fit right in. She was past fifty, and
it showed in the deep wrinkle patterns around eyes and mouth; but regular exercise and a childhood in
Tenith gravity had kept her body tight and muscular.

The airport bar was cool and dry, and crowded now. George Cdlahan was a burly man in his forties,
red hair going gray, red fur dong histhick arms. He and Sharon seemed to like each other on sight. They
settled at a smdler table, and there they dedlt with entry forms on Callahan's pocket computer. (Cargo: a
Langston Fed generator big enough to shidd asmdl city. Purpose of entry: trade.)

Tary and Chaley drank at the crowd's expense and tried to describe Sxteen years of interstdlar
trading.

Tery let Charley do mogt of the taking. Let him forget the fright mask he wore. "Yes we are heroes,
by damn! We savedPhoenixfrom famine two years ago." Hed tried to hold his breath when Firebee's
Langston Fed generator blew up, but his voice dill had a gravdly texture. "Wed just come from



Hitchhiker's Rest. They've got a gene-tailored crop caled kudzu grain. We went back and filled Firebee
with kudzu gran, we were living in the quff dl the way back, and we strewed it across
thePhoenixcroplands. It came up before twenty-two million people quite ran out of stores. Then it died
off, of course, because it isnt designed forPhoenixconditions, but by then they had their crops growing
agan. | never fdt that good before or ance™ The barmaids were stting out a free lunch, and someone
brought them plates. Fresh food! Charley had his mouth full, so Terry said, "It's Hitchhiker's Rest that's in
trouble. That kudzu grain istaking over everything. It redly is wonderful suff, but it eats the houses"" He
bit into a sandwich: cheese and mysery meat and tomatoes and chili leef between thick dices of
bread.Sharonwas working on another. She'd have little room for dinner ... or was this lunch? The sun had
looked like |ate afternoon. He asked somebody, "What timeisit locd?"

"Ten. Just short ofnoon.” The woman grinned. "And nights are four hours long."

He'd forgotten:DagonCitywas seven hundred kilometers short of the north pole. "Okay. | need to use
aphone.”

"Il show you." She was aamdl brunette, wide at hips and shoulders. When she took his aam she was
about Terry's height.

Charley was saying, "We don't expect to get rich. There aren't any rich worlds. The war hurt
everybody, and some are a long time recovering. We don't try to stop outies. We just go away, and |
guess everyone ese does too. That means alot of worlds are cut off.”

The brunette led hm down a hdl to a bank of computer screens. He asked, "How do | get
Information?"

"You don't have a card? No, of course not. Here" She pushed pladtic into a dot. The screen lit with
data, and Terry noticed her name Maria Montez. She tapped

QQQ The operator had alook of bony Spartan aristocracy:

pae skin, high cheekbones and a smdl, pursed mouth. "Whet region?’

" don't know the region. Brenda Curtis."

The amdl mouth pursed in irritation. (Not a recording?) He said, "Try south-south. Then west."
Brenda had inherited the farm. She might have returned there, or she might dill be working a the
hospitdl.

"South-south, Brenda Curtis" The operator tapped a he  own  keyboard.
"Six-two-one-one-six-eight. Do you have that?'

Shewas divel "Yes Thank you." He jotted it on his pocket computer.

Mariawas il there . . . naturadly she/d want her card back. Did he care what she heard? He took his
courage in both hands and tapped out the number.

A gl answered: ten years old, very curly blond hair, cute, with a serious look. "Brendas."

"Can | tak to Brenda Curtis?'

"She's on the roof."

"Wl you get her, please?’

"No, we don't bother her when she's on the roof.”

"Oh. Okay. Tdl her | caled. Terry Kakumee. When should | cal back?'

"After dinner. About eighteen.”

"Thanks™" Something about the girl . . . "'Is Brenda your mother?'

"Yes. I'm Reseda Anderssen.” The girl hung up.

Mariawas looking a him. "You know Brenda Curtis?'

"l used to. How do you know her?"

"She runs the orphanage. | know one of her boys. Not hers, | mean, but one of the boys she raised.”

"Tdl me about her."

Maria shrug-sniffed. Maybe taking about another woman wasn't what she'd had in mind. "She moved
to a swamp farm after the Battle of Tanith. The City paid her money to keep orphans, and | guess there
were a lot of them. Not so many now. Lots of teenagers. They've got their own skewbdl team, and
they've had the pennant two years running.”

"She was in bad shape when | knew her. Head wound. Does her lip pull up on one sde when she



taks?'

"Not thet | noticed."

"Wdl," he said, "I'm glad she's doing okay."

Thinking of her as a patient might have put a different light on things Maria took his arm again. They
made an interesting match, Terry thought. Same height, both rounded in the body, and dmost the same
shade of hair and skin. She asked, "Was shein the Navy? Like Mr. Laine - "

“No."

Brenda

"How did she get hurt?’

"Maria, I'm not sure that's been declassified. She wasn't in the Navy, but she got involved with the
Sauron thing anyway.” And he wouldn't tl her any more.

2640A, November (Tanith locd time):

He'd taken Dr. Hartner to dinner partly because he fdt sorry for him, partly to get him talking.

Lex Hartner was thin dl over, with a long, narrow face and wispy blond hair. Terry would dways
remember him as tired . . . but that was unfair. Every doctor on Tanith lived at the edge of exhaudtion
after the battle of Tanith.

"Your friendll hed," he told Terry. "He was lucky. One of the fird patients in after the battle. We ill
hed eyesin stock, and we had a regeneration deeve. His red problem is well have to take it off hm as
soon as he can live without it."

"Scars be damned?!

"Oh, hell scar. They wouldn't be as bad if we I&ft the deave on him longer. But Napoleons coming in
with burn cases - "

"Yesh. | wouldn't want your job."

"Thisisthe hardest part.”

It was clear to Terry: there was no way to tak Lex into leaving Charley in the deeve for a little longer.
So he changed the subject. "That woman in the hdl this morning - *

Lex didn't ask who he meant. "We don't have a name yet. She appeared a a svamp fam south of
here. Mrs. Maddox cdled the hospital. We sent an ambulance. She must have come out of the swamps.
From the look of her, she was there for sometime”

"She didn't look good.”

"She's manourished. There's fungus dl over here. Bantar cloth doesn't let ar through. You have to
wear net underwear, and hers was rotted to shreds. That head wound gouged her skull dmost through
the bone. Beyond that | just can't tdll, Terry. | don't have the ingruments.”

Terry nodded; he didn't have to ask about that.

There had been one massve burn-through during the Battle of Tanith. Raw plasma had washed
across severd dty blocks for three or four seconds. A hotel had been dagged, and shops and houses,
and a stream of flame had rolled up the dome and hovered at the apex whileit died. The hospitd had lost
mogt of itswindows . . . and every piece of equipment that could be ruined by an dectromagnetic pulse.

"Theresjust no way to look ingde her head. | don't want to open her up. She's coming dong nicdly,
she can say afew words, and she can draw and use Sgn language. And she tries so hard.”

All of which Terry told to Charley the next day. They'd told hm Charley wasn't conscious most of the
time but Terry pictured him going nuts from boredom ingde that pillow.

2656, June (Tanith locd time)

The bar had turned noisy. At the big table you could Hill hear Charley. "Boredom. You spend months
getting to and from the Jump points. Weve played every game program in ship's memory hdf to death. |
think any one of us could beat anyone on Tanith a Rollerbdl, Chance, the Mirror Game - *

"Weve got a Mirror Game," someone said. "It'sin the Library."

"Great!"

Someone pushed two chairs into the pattern for Maria and Terry. Charley was saying, "We did find



something interesting this trip. There's a Sauron ship in orbit around EST 1310. We knew it was there,
we could hear it every time we used the Jump Points, but EST 1310 is a flare star. We didn't dare go
after it. But Brenda this trip we're carrying a mucking grest Langston Feld generator in the cargo hold ..."

Captain Sharon looked dubious. Charley was tdking a lot. They'd pulled vauable data from the
Sauron wreck, sdegble data. But so what? Tanith couldn't reach the ship, and maybe they should be
consdered customers. And Brenda might hear. Let him talk.

"It was Morninggtar, a Sauron hornet ship. The Saurons must have gutted it for anything they could
use on other ships, then turned it into a 9gnding beacon. They'd left the computer. They had to have that
to work the message sender. We disarmed some booby traps and managed to get into the programming.

People drifted away, presumably to run the airport. Others came in. The party was shgping up as a
long one. Terry was minded to stay. He'd maintained a pleasant buzz, and Brenda had waited for Sxteen
years. Sheld wait longer.

At saven he spoke into Marias ear. "I'd be pleased to take you to dinner, if you can guide me to a
retaurant.”

She said, "Good! But don't you like parties?’

"Oh, hdl yes. Stick with the crowd?”"

"Good. Till later.”

"l ill have to make that phone cdl.”

She nodded vigoroudy and fished her card out of a pocket. He got up and went back to the public
phones.

2640A, November (Tanith locd time):

When Firebee's Shuttle #2 came down, there had been no repair fadlities left on Tanith. There was
little for a Second Engineer to do.

Napoleon changed that. Napoleon was an old Spartan troopship ariving in the wake of the Battle of
Tanith. Word had it that it was loaded with repair equipment. Now Napoleon's shuttles were bringing
duff down, and Napoleon's Purser was hearing requests from other shipsin need of repairs.

Captain Shu and the others would be cutting their own dedlsin orbit. Terry and Charley were the only
ones on the ground. Terry spent four days going through Shuttle #2, lising everything the little GO craft
would need. When he went begging to Napoleon's Spartan officers, he wanted to know exactly whet to
ask for. He made three ligs maximum repairsif he could get them, the minimum he could settle for, and a
third lig no other plantiff would have made. He hoped.

He hadn't visted Charley in four days.

The tal dark woman in the corridor caught his attention. He would have remembered her. She was
gght inches tdler than Terry, in a dressing gown too short for her and a puffy shower cap. She was more
griking than beautiful: square-jawed and lean enough to show ribs and hip bones where the cloth pulled
taut.

She caught him looking and smiled with one side of her face. "Heo! | member you!" Her lip tugged
way up on the left.

"Oh, itsyou," Terry said. Sx days ago: the head wound case. "Hey, you can tak! That's good. I'm
Terry Kakumee."

"Benda Curris"

It was an odd name."Benda?'

"Br, renda.Cur, tiss"

"Brenda. Sorry. What were you doing out there in the swamps?’ He indantly added, "Does it tire you
to tak?"

She spoke dowly and carefully. "Yes. | told my story to the Marines and Navy officers and Doctor
Hartner. | dont likeit. You wo - wouldnt like it. They smiled alot when we al knew | wasn't pregnant.”
She didn't seem to see Tery's bewilderment. "You're Charley's friend. He's out of the regeneration
deave”



"Can he have vigtors?'

"Saure. I'l take you."

Charley wasn't a pillow any more. He didn't look good, either. Wasted. Burned. He didnt move
much on the water bed. His lips weren't quite mobile enough; Brenda he sounded a hit like Brenda.
"There are four regeneration deeves on Tanith, and one tank to make the goo, and when they wear out
theré's nothing. My deeve is on a Marine from Tabletop. Burn patient, like me. | asked. | see you've met
Brenda?'

"Yeah"

"She went through a hdl of an experience. We don't tak about it. So how's the work coming?'

"Il go to the Purser tomorrow. | want dl my ducksin a row, but | don't want everyone getting ther
requests in ahead of me dther. | made alig of things we could give up to other ships. That might hep.”

"Good idea. Very Eskimo.”

"Charley, it isn't redly. The old traditions have us giving a stranger what he needs whether we need it
or not."

He noticed Brenda garing at him. She said, "How strange.”

He laughed alittle uncomfortably. "'l suppose a stranger wouldn't ask for what the village had to have.
Anyway, those days are dmogt gone.”

Brenda lisened while they talked about the ship. She wouldn't understand much of it, though both
men tried to explain from time to time. "The Langston Fed is your reentry shidd and your weapons
shidd and your true hull. WEll never get it repaired, but Firebee could Hill function in the outer system.
I'm trying to get the shuttles rebuilt. Maybe we can make her a trader. She sure isnt part of a Navy any
more."

Charley said, "The Tanith asteroids aren't mined out."

"Gy

"Aderoids. Metd. Build ametd shdl around Firebee for a hull.”

"Charley, you'd double her masd™

"We could dill run her around the inner system. If we could get a tank from some wrecked ship, a
detachable fud tank, we'd be interstdlar again." His eyes flicked to Brenda and he said, "With more fud
we could dill get to the Jump points and back. Everythingd be dower, we couldn't outrun anything . . .
have to stay away from bandits ..."

"Y ou're onto something. Charley, we don't redly want to be asteroid miners for five years. But if we
could find two good tanks - "

"Ahhh! One for ahull. Big. Off a battleship, say."

"Yesh"

"Terry, I'mtired," Charley said suddenly, plaintively. "Take Brenda to dinner? They let her out.”

"Brenda? I'd be honored."

She amiled one-sided.

November was twelve days long on Tanith, and there wasn't any December. Every so often they put
the same number on two consecutive years, to stay even with Spartan time.

In November Dagon City was dark eighteen hours out of twenty-one-plus. The street lighting was
back, but snatchers were dill a problem. Maybe Terry's uniform protected him; and he went armed, of
course.

He took her to a place that was dill passable despite the shortages.

He did mogt of the taking. Shedd never heard of the Nuliguk migration. He told her how the
CoDominium had moved twenty thousand Eskimos, tribes dl mixed together, to a world too cold for the
comfort of other peoples.

They'd settled the equator, where the edges of the ice caps dmost met. They'd named the world for a
myth-figure common to dl the tribes, though names differed: the old womean & the bottom of the sea who
brought game or withheld it. There was native sea life, and the imported sedls and walruses and bears
throve too. Various tribes taught each other their secrets. Some had never seen a sed, some had never
built an igloo.



The colony throve; but the men studied fuson and Langston Field engineering, and many wound up on
Brenda

Navy and merchant ships. Eskimos don't redly like to freeze. The engine room of a Navy ship is a
better place, and Eskimos of dl tribes have a knack with tools.

Nuliguk was near Sol and Sparta. It might dill be part of the shrinking Empire, but Terry had never
seen it. He was a half-breed, born in a Libertarian merchant ship. What he knew of Nuliguk came from
his father.

And Brenda had lived dl her life on a Tanith farm. "l took my educetion from a TV wal. No
hands-on, but | learned enough to fix our machines. We had a fuson plant and some Gaineses and
Tofflers. Those are specid tractors. Maybe the Saurons |eft them done”

"Saurons?'

"Sorry." Her grimace twisted her whole face around. "I spent the last four days taking about nothing
s | own that faam now. | don't own anything ese" She studied him thoughtfully. Her face in repose
was symmetrical enough, square-jawed, strong even by Tanith standards. "Would you like to see it?"

"What?'

"Would you like to see my fam? Can you borrow a plane?’

They st it up for two days hence.

2656, June (Tanith loca time)

Brendas face lit when she saw him. "Terry! Have you gotten rich? Have you saved avilization? Have
you had fun?'

"No, yes, yes. How are you?'

"You can see, cant you? It's dl over, Terry. No more nightmares” He'd never seen her bubble like
this There was no dur in her voice . . . but he could see the twitch at the left Sde of her mouth. Her face
was animated on the right, camer on the left. Her hair bloomed around her head like a great black
dandelion, teased, nearly a foot across. The scar must have heded completdy. Sheld gained some
weight.

He remembered that he had loved her. (But he didn't remember her having nightmares)

"They tdl me you opened an orphanage.”

"Yeeh, | had twenty kidsin one schlumph,” she said. "The city gave me financing to put the farm back
onitslegs, and there were plenty of workmen to hire, but | thought 1'd go nuts taking care of the children
and the fam both. It's easier now. The older kids are my farmers, and they learn to take care of the
younger ones. Two of them got married and went off to start their own farm. Three are in college, and
the oldest boy'sin the Navy. I'm back down to twenty kids."

"How many of your own? | met Reseda.”

"Four. She's the youngest. And one who died.”

"l guess I'm surprised you moved back to the farm.”

She shook her head. "I did it right. The children took the curse off the memories. So how are you?
You mugt have stories to tdl. What are you doing now?!

"Therés a party at the spaceport and we're the stars. Want to join us?'

"No. Busy."

"Can | come out there? Like tomorrow,hoonor thereabouts?'

He was watching for hesitation, but it was too quick to be sure. "Good. Come.Noonis fine. You
remember how to get here? Andnoonis just past eeven?'

"Andmidnightis twenty-two-twenty."

"Right. See you then."

He hung up. Now: summon the Library function on the computer? He wondered how much of the
Sauron gtory was dill classfied. But a party was running, and a spaceman learned to differentiate there
was atime for urgency and atime to hang loose.

When he pushed back into the crowd, Maria grabbed his am and shouted in his ear. "Mayor
Anderssen!” She pointed.



The Mayor nodded and smiled. He was tdl, in his late thirties, with pae skin and ash-blond hair and a
wispy beard. Terry reached across the table to offer his hand. The Mayor put something init. "Card,” he
shouted. "Temporary.”

"Thanks."

The Mayor circled the table and pulled up a char next to him. "You're the city's guest while you're
down. Restaurants, hotdls, taxis, rentals”

"Vey generous. How can we repay you?'

"Your Captain has dready agreed to some interviews. Will you do the same? We're starved for news.
| talked Purser Laineinto speaking on radio.”

"Hne by me. I'm busy tomorrow, though."

"l got acdl from afriend of mine, a Brenda Curtis. She says she used to know you - "

"l just caled her aminute ago. Hey, one of her kids - *

"Reseda. My daughter. Brenda isnt married, but she's had four children, and she's got something
going with a neighbor, Bob Maddox. Anyway, she caled to find out if | was getting you cards, which |
dready was.

Terry's memory told him that nuclear families were the rule on Tanith. "An unusud life tyle” he said.

"Not so unusud. We've got more men than women. Four hundred ships wrecked in theBattle. Lots of
rescue action. Some of the crews reached Tanith and never went any further. We tend to be generous
with child support, and there are specidized marriage contracts. Can you picture the crime rate if every
woman thought she had to get married?!

Tanith had changed.

Maria handed Terry a drink, something with fruit and rum. He sipped, and wondered.

Brenda mugt have cdled the Mayor as soon as the little girl told her about his firg cdl. He
remembered an injured woman trying to put her life back together. Sheld been in no postion to do
spur-of-the-moment favors for others. Brenda had changed too.

2640, November (Tanith locd time):

"We're trying to save dvilization. Napoleons Purser lectured Terry. "Not individud ships. If Tanith
doesn't have some working spacecraft, it won't survive until the Empire gets things straightened out. So.
We're giving you - Firebee? - if you want it. The terms say that you have to run it as a merchant ship or
loseit. That'sif we decide it's worth repairing. Otherwise - wdl. Well have to give any working parts to
someone ="

Arrogant, harassed, defensve. He was dispensing other peopl€e's property as charity. The way he
used the word give—

They discussed details. Terry'sthird list surprised him. He studied it. Y our drives are intact? Alderson
and fuson both?"

"Running like new. They are new, dmog." Terry knew the danger here. Firebee was diveif her drives
weredive. . . and some other ship might want those drives.

"Wadl. | don't know anyone who needs these spares, offhand, except . . . well record these diagnogtic
programs. Very bright of you to list these. Some of our ships lost most of ther datato EMPs. Can | copy
thislig?'

"Yessr."

"l can give you arebuilt fuson zap. You'd never leave orbit without that, would you? We can recore
the hover motors on your #2 boat. Spinner for the ar plant if you can mount it. Don't tdl me you can if
you can't. Someone else might need it. Y ou could ruin it trying to make it fit."

"l canfitit

"l dare say. Nuliguk?'

"Half-breed. Libertarian mother.”

"Look, our engineers aren't Esks or Scots, but they've been with us for years. So we can't hire you
oursaves, but some other ship - "

"I'd rather make Firebeefly agan.”



"Good luck. | can't give you any more.”

From the temporary port he went directly to the hospitd. Lex Hartner was in surgery. Terry vidted
with Charley until Lex came out.

"Brenda Curtis invited me to vist her farm with her. Anything | should know? What's likdy to upset
her?"

Lex stared a him in astonishment. He said, "Take agun. A big gun.”

"For what?'

"Man, you missed some excitement here. Brenda said something to a nurse a couple of days after she
got here. You know what happened to her?"

"She doesn't want to talk about it."

"She sure doesn't, and | don't blame her, but the more she said the more the Navy wanted. Sheld
have died of exhaudtion if | hadn't dragged her away a couple of times. She was kidnapped by two
Saurong! They killed the whole family.”

"On Tanith itsdf?'

"Yegh, alanding craft got down. More like a two-seater escape pod, | guess. | haven't seen pictures.
It came down near an outback farm, way south. The Saurons killed off her family from ambush. They
stayed on the farm for amonth. She . . . belonged to one of them." Lex was wringing his hands. Likely he
didn't know it. "We looked her over to seeif she was pregnant.”

"I should think you bloody would! Can they dill breed with human beings?' Rumor had it that some of
the Sauron genes had been borrowed from animas.

"We won' find out from Brenda. She's had a child though. It probably died a the farm. She won't
talk about thet either.”

"Lord. How did she get away?'

"One went off by himsdf. Maybe they fought over Brenda. The other one stayed. One day a Weem's
Beast came out of the water and attacked them in the rice paddy. It clawed her; that's how she got the
head wound. When she got the blood out of her eyes the Sauron was dead and so was the Weem's
Beast. So she started waking. She had to live for two weeks in the swamps, with that wound. Hel of a
woman."

"Yeeh. Youre tdling me there's a Sauron loose on Tanith.”

"Yup. They're hunting for him. She took the Marines to the farm, and they found the escape pod and
the corpse. I've been doing the autopsy. Y ou can see where they got the traits - "

"Animd?'

"No, that's just a rumor. It's dl human, but the way it's put together . . . think of Frankengtein's
monger. A bit here, a bit there, the shape changes a little. Maybe add an extra 'Y gene to turn it mean.
I'm guessing there. The high-power microscope's down.”

"The other one?"

"Could be anywhere. He's had dmogt a month.”

"Not likdy held stick around. Okay, I'll take a big gun. Anything else | should know?"

" don't know how shell react. Terry, I'll give you a trank spray. Put her out if she gets hyserica and
get her back here fagt. Other then that . . . waich her. See if you think she can live on that fam. Bad
memoaries there. | think she should =i the place.”

2656, June, (Tanith locd time)

Dinner expeditions formed and went off in three directions. The cluster that took Terry dong ill
crowded the restaurant. A blackboard offered a sngle med of severa courses, Spartan cooking
drangdy mutated by locd ingredients.

The time change caught up with him as desserts arrived. "I'm running out of eam,” he told Maria
Montez.

"Okay." She led him out and waved at ataxi. The gray-haired driver recognized him for what he was.
She kept im talking dl the way to Mariads gpartment house.

She wasn't interested in planets; it was the space between that held her imagination.

On the doorstep Maria caefully explaned that Tery couldnt possbly presume on an



acquaintanceship of one afternoon (though he hadn't asked yet.) She kissed him quickly and went ingde.

Terry started down the steps, grinning. Customs differ. Now where the hdl was he, and where was a
taxi likdy to be hiding?

So Brenda was dive and doing well. Friend of the Mayor. Running an orphanage. Four children.
Wi, well.

Maria came out running. I forgot, you don't have a place to stay! Terry, you can come in and deep
on the couch if you promise to behave yoursdf.”

"I can't redly do that, Maria, but if youll cdl me ataxi?'

She was affronted. "Why not?"

He went back up the steps. "I haven't set foot on a world for four months. | haven't hed a woman in
my amsin longer than that. Now, we heroes have infinite self-control - "

"BUt - "

"l could probably leave you done dl night. But | wouldnt deep and I'd wake up depressed and
frugtrated. So what | want is a hotd.”

She thought it over. "Come in. Have some coffee.”

"Were you ligening?'

"Comein."

They entered. The place was low-tech but roomy. He asked, "Was | supposed to lie?"

"It'snot alie, exactly. It just, just leaves things open. Like | could be tdling you we could have some
coffee and then get you a taxi, and we could wind up siffing some borloi, and . . . you could be
persuasve?’

"Nuligukslie It's cdled tact. My mother made sure | knew how to keep a promise. She wasn't just a
Libertarian. She was a Randi."

Maria gmiled a him, much amused. "Four months, hey? But you should learn to play the game,
Terry."

He shook his head. "Theré's a different game on every world, dmog in every city. | can't sniff borloi
with you ether. | tried it once. That Suff could hook me fast. | just have to depend on charisma.”

She had found a amdl bottle. "Take a couple of these. Vitamins, hangover formula. Take lots of
water. Does wonders for the charisma.”

Maria made scrambled eggs with sausage and fungus, wrapped in chili leaves. It woke him up fast and
made him forget his hangover. He'd been looking forward to Tanith cooking.

There were cdls registered on his pocket computer. He used Marias phone. Nobody answered at
Polar Datafile or Other Worlds. When he looked at his watch it was justseven o'clock.

No wonder Mariawas yavning. She'd woken when he did, and that must have been about ax. "Hey,
I'm sorry. It's the time change”

"No swesat, Terry. I'll deep after you leave. Want to go back to bed?!

He tried again later. Polar Datafile wanted him tomorrow,five o'clocknews. An interviewer for Other
Worlds wanted dl three astronauts for two days, maybe more. Good payment, hdf in gold, for exdusve
rights "How exdusve?' he asked. She reassured him: radio and TV spots would be considered as
publicity. What she wanted was depth, and no other vidtapes competing. He st it up.

He cdled Informetion. "I need to rent a plane.”

Maria watched hmwith big dark eyes. "Brenda Curtis?"

"Right" The number answered, and he dedlt with it. A hoverplane would pick him up at the door. He
was expected to return the pilot to the airport and then go about his business. How far did he expect to
fly? About forty miles round trip.

Maria asked, "Were you in love with her?"

"For about two months.”

"Are you going to tdl her about us?'

"That might put both women in danger. "No. In fact, I'm going to get a hotel room - "

"Damn your eyes, Terry Kakumee!"

"Il be back tonight, Maria. I've got my reasons. No, | can't tdl you what they are.”



"All right. Are they honest?"

"l ... dammit. They're right on the edge."

She sudied hisface. "Can you tell me after it's over?'

"... No." Either way, he wouldn't be able to do that.

"Okay. Come back tonight." She wasn't happy. He didn't blame her.

Theland had more color than he remembered. Fields of strange flowers bloomed in the sivampland.
Huge dark purple petads crowned plants the size of trees. A fidd of sunlovers, slver ahead of him, turned
greenin hisrear view camera

Farms were sparse pae patches in dl that color. In the wake of the Battle of Tanith they had had a
soruffy look. They were neater now, with more rice and fewer orange plots of borloi. The outworld
market for the drug had disintegrated, of course.

He should be getting close. He took the plane higher. Farms dl looked dike, but the crater wouldn't
have disappeared.

It was there, severa miles south, a perfect circle of lake. . . .

2640B, January (Tanith loca time)

... A perfect cirdle of lake surrounded by blasted trees lying radidly outward. "A big ship made a big
bang when it fdl," Brenda said. She was wearing dark glasses, dacks and a chamois shirt. Her diction
was as precise as she could make it, but he gill had to ligen hard. A Tanith farm girl's accent probably
durred it further. "We were on the roof. We wanted to weatch the battle.”

"Sauron or Empire ship?'

"We never knew. It was only alight. Bright enough to fry the eyebdls. It gave us enough warning. We
threw oursalves flat. We would have been blown off the roof.”

They turned east. Presently he asked, "Is that your farm?'

"No. There, beyond.”

Four miles east of the fresh crater, a wide stretch of rice paddies. The other faam was miles closer.
The Saurons mugt have gone around it. Why?

They'd passed other farms. Here the paddies seemed to be going back to the wild. The house nestled
on arise of ground. The roof was flat, furnished with tables and chairs and a snimming pool in the shape
of abloobby eagle. The walls doped inward.

"You don't like windows?"

"No. It rains. When it doesn't, we work outside. On a good day we dl went up on the roof."

The door showed sgns of damage. It might have been blasted from its hinges, then rehung.

Lights came on as they entered. Terry trailed Brenda as she moved through the house.

Pantry shelves were in neat array, but depleted. The fridge was empty. The freezer was working, but
it stank. He told her, "Thereve been power falures. Youll have to throw dl this out." She sniffed; haf her
face wrinkled.

He found few obvious sgns of damage. Missing furniture had Ieft its marks on the living room floor,
and the wdls had been freshly painted.

There were muddy footprints everywhere. "The Marines did that,” Brenda said.

"Did they find anything?"

"Not here. Not even dry blood. Horatius made me cdean up. They found the escape pod three miles
away."

Beds in the master bedroom were neatly made. Brenda turned on the TV wal and gotDagonCity's
gangle gation, and a picture of Boat #1 floating gracefully toward the landing fidd. "This works too."

Terry shook his head. "What did these Saurons look like?!

"Randus was hizarre. Horatius was more human - "

"It looks like he was ready to stay here. To pass hmsdf off as a man, an ordinary farmer.”

She paused. "He could have done that. It may be why he left. We never saw a Sauron on Tanith. He
was muscular. His bones were heavy. He looked . . . round shoulders. His eyes had an epicanthic fold,
and the pupils were black, jet black." Pause. "He made sex like an attack.”



The amiling faces of Firebee's crew flashed and died. The lights died too. Terry said, "Foo."

"Never mind." Brenda took his am and led him two steps backward through the dark. The bed
touched his knees and he sat.

"What did Randus look like?'

"A monger. | hated Horatius, but | wanted him to protect me from Randus.”

Could he pass as a farmer? Held have to hide Randus the mongter and Brenda the prisoner, or kil
them. But he hadn't. Honor among Saurons? Or ... leave the monger to guard his woman. Find or carve
asafe house. Come back later, seeif it worked. The risk would not be to Horatius. So.

"Did Horatius think you were pregnant?"

"Maybe. Terry, | would like to take the taste of Horatius out of my mind."

"Timewill do that."

"Sex will do that."

He tried to look & her. He saw nothing. They were Stting on a water bed in darkness like a womb.

"l haven't been with a woman in over a year. Brenda, are you sure you're ready for this?" He hadn't
thought to ask Lex about thid

She pulled him to his feet, hands on his upper ams. Strong! "Y ou're a good man, Terry. I've watched
you. | couldnt do better. Do you maybe think I'm too tal for you?' She pulled him againg her, and his
cheek was againgt her breasts. "You can't do thiswith a short woman.”

"Not standing up." His arms went around her, but how could he help that?

"Isit my face? Werein the dark.” He could hear her amusement.

"Brenda, I'm not exactly fighting. It's judt, | il think of you as a patient.”

"0 be patient.”

She didn't need patience. She had none hersdf. Hed expected the aftereffects of the head wound to
make her dumsy. She was, a little. She came on as if she would swalow him up and go looking for
dessert. He was apdlled, then delighted, then . . . exhausted, but she wouldn't let im go. ...

He woke in darkness. He wasn't tempted to move. The water bed was kind to his gravity-abused
muscles. He fdt the warmth of the woman in his arms, and presently knew that she was awake.

No warning: she attacked.

She disappeared into the dark like a vampire leaving her victim. She draped his clothes over him and
dropped the heavy flechette gun on his belly. He giggled, and presently dressed.

She led him sumbling through a black maze and out into the dusk of a winter morning. "There. After
dl, I know the house."

"Thisis the trouble with not having windows," he groused.

"Weem's Beadts like windows too. In rain they can comethisfar.”

The graveyard was eight stone markers cut with a van-saw, letters and numbers cut with a laser. "The
names and dates are wrong, except these old ones,” she said. "Horatius hoped it would look like they dll
died many years ago. I'll get achisd or alaser tofix it."

There was no smdl grave. "Lex told me you had achild”

"Miranda He took her with him."

"God." He took her in hisarms. "Did you tdl the Marines?"

"No. | ... try not to think about Miranda.”

There was nathing more to see. She told him that the Navy men had found Randus skeleton and
taken that, and sent out a big copter for the rescue pod. When the lights came on aroundnoon, Terry
helped Brenda clean up the mudgtains and empty the freezer and fridge.

"l need money to run the farm,”" Brenda said. "Maybe someone will hire me for work in Dagon.”

"Why not sl the place?'

"It was ours for too long. It won't be bad. You can see for yoursdf, the Saurons Ieft no trace. No
trace at dl."

2656, June (Tanith locd time)
Four miles east of the crater. He should be near. He was crossng extensve fidds of rice. A dozen



men and women worked knee-deep in water that glinted through the stalks like fragments of a shattered
mirror. A man stood by with a gun. Terry swooped low, lowered his flaps, hovered. Severd figures
waved.

They were dl children.

He st the plane down. The gun-carrier broke off work and came toward him. Terry waded to meet
him; what the hell. "Brenda Curtiss?'

The boy had an orientd look despite the black, kinky hair. He grinned and said. "Where ese would
you find dl these kids? I'm Tarzan Kakumee."

"Terry Kakumee. I'm vidting. Y ou'd be about sixteen?”

The boy's jaw dropped. "Seventeen, but that's Tanith time. Kakumee? Agronaut? You'd be my
father!"

"Yegh. Can | stare alittle?’

They examined each other. Tarzan was an inch or two taler than Terry, narrower in the hips and face
and chest, and his square jaw was definitdy Brendas. Black eyes with an orientd dant: Terry and
Brenda both had that. The foolish grinsfdt identical.

"I'mon duty,” Tarzan said. "I'll see you later?'

"Can't you come with me? I'm due for lunch.”

"No, I've got my orders. There are Weem's Beasts and other things around here. | once shot a tax
collector the sze of my am. It had its suckers in Gerard's leg and Gerard was screaming bloody
murder.” Tarzan grinned. "I blew it right off him."

Smdler fidds of different colors surrounded a sprawling structure. If that was the farmhouse it had
doubled in sze . . . right. He could make out the origind farmhouse in the center. The additions had
windows.

Feds of mdons breadfruit, and sugar cane surrounded the house. Three children in a mango grove
broke off work to watch him land.

Brenda came through the door with a man beside her.

He knew her at once. (But wasit her?) She waved both arms and ran to meet him. (She'd changed.)
"Terry, I'm so glad to see you! The way you went off - my fault, of course, but | kept wondering what
had happened to you out there and why you didnt come back!" Her dress looked like current Tanith
dyle, cut above the knee and high at the neck. Her grip on his am was farmhand-strong. "Y ou wouldn't
have had to see me, it just would have been good to know - Well, it is good to know you're dive and
doing dl right! Bab, thisis Terry Kakumee the astronaut. Terry, Bob Maddox is my neighbor three miles
southeadt.”

"Pleased to meet you." Bob Maddox was a brown-haired white man, freckled and tanned. He was
large dl over, and his hand was huge, big-knuckled and rough with work. "Brendas told me about you.
How's your ship?'

"Truth? Firebee is gradudly and gracefully disntegrating. There's a double hull ingtead of a Langston
Feld, and we have to patch it every so often. We got Boat #1 repaired onPhoenix. Maybe we can hold
it dl together till the Empire gets back out there. Y ou interested in spaceflight?!

Maddox hesitated. "Not redly. | mean, it's surprisng more of us don't want to build rocket ships,
conddering. We weren't dl transportees, our ancestors.”

Brenda turned at the door. She clapped her hands twice and jerked her thumb. The children who had
been dimbing over Terry's rentd plane, dropped off and scampered happily back toward the mangoes.

They went in. Reseda Anderssen, busy a a samovar, amiled a them and went out through another
door. There was new furniture, couches and smdl tables and piles of pillows, enough to leave the living
room quite cluttered. Brenda saw him looking and said, "Some of the kids deep in here.”

It didn't look it. "You keep them neat." He noticed noises coming from what he remembered as the
kitchen.

"I've got ared knack for teaching. Have some tea?'

"Borloi tea? I'd better not.”

"l made Earl Grey." She poured three cups. Sheld aways had grace, even with the head injury to



scramble the sgnas. He could see just a trace of her lip pulling up on the left when she spoke. She
settled him and Bob on a couch and faced them. "Now tak. Wheréve you been?

"Phoenix. Gafia. Hitchhiker's Rest. Medea. Uhura. We commute. We tried Lenin, but three outie
ships came after us. We ran and didn't come back, and that cuts us off from the planets beyond. And we
found a Sauron ship a EST 1310."

It was Maddox who stared. "Wel, go on! What's I€ft of it? Were there Saurons?'

"Bob, we were clever. We knew there was a ship there because we caught the sgnd every time we
used the Jump Points to get to Medea. We couldn't get down there because the star's a flare star and we
don't have a Langston Fied.

"Only, this time we do.Phoenixsold us - actudly they gave us a mucking great Langston Feld
generator. We left it on. We moved in and maiched orbit with the sgnd ship, and we expanded the fidd
to put both shipsinsde”

"Clever, right. Terry, we Taniths are alittle twitchy about Saurons - "

"Jug one. Dead. They rifled it and left it for a message beacon. They left a Sauron on duty. Maybe a
flare got im." The corpse had been a skewed man-shape, a bogie man. Like Randus? "l managed to get
into the programming. Now we're thinking of going on toSparta. We learned some things they might want
to know."

"Let me just check on lunch," Brenda said, and she went.

It left Terry feding awkward. Maddox said, "So there are dill Sauron supermen out there?!

"Jug maybe. The beacon was set to direct Saurons to a Jump point in that sysslem. Maybe nobody
ever got the message. If they did, | don't know where they went. | ran the record into Firebee's memory
and ran a trandation program on it, but | didn't look at the result. 1'd have to go back to Firebee, then
come back here"

Maddox grimaced. "We don't have ships to do anything about it.Spartamight. I'd be indined to leave
them the hdl done”

"Did they ever catch - "

"Nope.Lotof excitement. Every so often some nut comes screaming that he saw a Sauron in the
marshes.

The Mayor's got descriptions of a Sauron officer, and he says they don't check out. How the hel
could that thing il be hiding?'

"Those two mugt have gone right past your place to get here."

"Yeeh. Brenda had to backtrack to get to my place. Weeks in the wild, fungus and tax collectors,
polluted water, God knows whet she ate . . . W, yeah, I've wondered. Maybe they saw we had guns”

"Thet's not it."

Bob hesitated. "Okay, why?"

He'd spoken without thinking. ™Y ou'd think I'm crazy. Anyway, | could be wrong."

"Kakumee, everyone knows more about Saurons than the guy he's taking to. It's like skewbdl
scores. What | want to know about is, | never saw Brendas lip curl up like that when she talks™"

"Old head injury."

"l haven't seen her face do that since the day she staggered through my gate. | wonder if meeting you
agan might be upsetting her.”

Bob Maddox was coming on like a protective husband. Terry asked, "Have you thought of
marriage?"

"That's none of your business, Kakumee - *

"Brendals - "

" - But I've asked, and she won't." His voice was dill low and reasonably cam. "Sheld rather live
adone and | don't know why.Venturas mine

" haven't met her."

"l guess | don't mind you worrying over Brenda. Have you met any of the kids?"

"YVeeh - "

Brenda was back. "We can serve any time you get hungry. Terry, can you stay for dinner? You could



meet the rest of the children. They'll be coming in around five”

"I'd like that. Bob, fed like lunchtime?'

"Yeah"

The men hung back for a moment. "I'll leave after dinner,” Terry said. "I tdl you, though, | don't think
anything's bothering Brenda. She's tougher than that.”

Bob nodded. "Tough lady. Kakumee, | think she's working on how to tdl you one of the kids is
yours™

2640B, January to March (Tanith locd time)

Thar idyll lasted two months.

They made an odd couple. Tdl and lean; short and round. He could see it in the mirror, he could see
the amusement in strangers and friends too.

Terry's rented room was large enough for both. Brenda began buying clothes and other things after
she had ajob, but she never crowded the closets. Brenda cleaned. Terry did dl the cooking. It was the
only task held ever seen her fal at.

He was busy much of the time. In a week the work on Boat #2 was finished. There were parts for
Boat #1, and he carried them to orbit to work. Boat #1 gill wouldn't be able to make a reentry.

He talked Napoleon's Purser out of a ruined battleship's hydrogen tank. Over a period of three weeks
(with two two-day leaves in Dagon) Terry and the rest of the crew moved Firebee into it. Had Charley
been thinking in terms of a regeneration deeve for the ship?

Firebee was now the slliest-looking ship since the origind Space Shuttle, and too massve for
interselar capability. Without an auxiliary tank she couldn't even use a Jump point with any hope of
reeching a planet on the far sde.

Captain Shu had done something about that. Firebee now owned a amdl H2 tank aboard Armadillo,
but they'd have to wait for it to arrive. Terry went back down toDagonCity.

Brenda was dlill atending the dinic every two days. She was working there too, and trying to arrange
something with the loca government. She wouldn't talk about thet; she wasn't sure it would work.

He made her a different offer. "Four of our crew want to stay. Cropland doesn't cost much on Tanith.
But you've got a knack for machines. Let me teach you how to make repairs on Firebee. Come as my
apprentice.”

"Terry -

"And wife"

" get mation sickness.”

"Damn." There had never been a lover like Brenda. She could play his nervous system like a vidlin.
She knew his moods. She mantained avilizetion around him. The thought of leaving her made him
quessy.

Armedillo had won an expengve victory in the outer Tanith system. The hulk was just capable of
thrugt, and it didn't reach Tanith until months after the battle. Then crews from other ships swarmed over
it and took it apart. Firebee's crew came back with an intact tank and fud feed system. Terry had to tear
that apart and put it together different, in vacuum. It would ride outside the second hull.

Firebee was fragile now, fit to be a trader, but never a warship or aminer.

Charley was in decent shape by then and working out in alocd gym. He came up to hdp wed the
fud tank. He seemed fit for space. "Captain Shu wants to go home, but weve got you and me and
Sharon Hayes and that kid off Napoleon, Murray Weiss. | say we go intersdlar.”

"I know you do, but think about it, Charley. No defenses. We can haul cargo back and forth between
the mining asteroids, and if outies ever come to take over we'd have someplace to run to.”

"And you could see Brenda every couple of months™

The argument terminated when Terry returned to Dagon.

Brenda was gone. Brendas clothes were gone. There was a phone message from Lex Hartner; he
looked grim and embarrassed.

Phoning him fdt dmost superfluous, but Terry did it.



"Weve been seeing each other,” Lex said. "I think she's carrying my child. Terry, | want to marry
her."

"Good luck to you." The days in which an Ihamiut hunter might gather up a band of friends and hunt
down a bride were long ago, far away. He consdered it anyway. And went to the stars instead.

2656, June (Tanith loca time)

Reseda and three younger children served lunch, then joined them at the table. Three more came in
from the fidds. There was considerable chatter. Terry found he was doing alat of the talking.

Dessert was mangoes dill hot from the sun.

Brenda went away and came back wearing a bantar cloth coverdl. It was the garment she'd worn the
day she reached the hospitd, like as not, but much cleaner. The three adults spent the afternoon pulling
weeds in the sugar cane. Brenda and Bob Maddox ingtructed him by turns.

Terry had never done fidd work. He found he was enjoying himsdlf, swesting in the sun.

The sun arced around the horizon, dropping gradudly. Other children came flocking from the rice
fidds shortly after five The adults pulled weeds for a little longer, then joined the children in the
courtyard. He could smell his own swegt, and Bob's, different by race or by diet.

Twenty children dl grinned a some shared joke. Brenda must have briefed them. When?

"Brenda, | can sort them out,” Terry sad.

"Go ahead.”

"The Mayor dready told me Reseda was his. The freckled gl must be Ventura Maddox.Hello,
Ventural"She was hig for twelve, tanned dark despite the freckles, and round in the face, like Bob
himsdf. A tdl girl, older, had Brendas tightly kinked black hair, pae skin and a pointed chin. "I don't
know her name, but she's. . . Lex's?' Lex's face, but it would ill be a remarkable thing.

"Yes that's Sepulveda”

"Helo, Sepulveda. And the boy - " Tarzan grinned at him but didnt wave. Tactful: he didnt know
whether they were supposed to have met " - ismine”

"Right again. Terry, mest Tarzan."

"Hdlo, Tarzan. Brenda, | set down inthe rice fidd before | got here”

She laughed. "Dammit, Terry! | had it dl planned.”

"And they're named for suburbs of some city on Earth.”

"I never thought you'd see that.”

A different crew served dinner. Bob and Brenda took one end of the table. Terry and Tarzan taked
asif nobody else was present, but every so often he noticed how the other children were ligening.

But tracksin hismind ran beneath what he was saying. They look good together. He's spent time with
these children, probably watched them grow up. She should marry him.

She can't! Unless I'm dl wrong from beginning to end.

Wouldn' that be nice? "Weve been carrying kudzu grain in the cargo ever snce. Someday well find
another famine - "

She mugt have been carrying Tarzan when she took up with Lex. She held his attention while she
carried Tarzan to term, and she held him &fter Lex knew Tarzan wasn't his, and then she had Sepulveda.
She could have held him if shed married him, but she didn't. Held him anyway.

Quite awoman. And then she gave him up. Why?

Terry took the car up into the orange sunset glow and headed north. En route he used his card and
the car phone to get a hotd room. By nine he had checked into the Arco-Elsewhere and was cdling
Maria

"Want to see the best hotel on the planet? Or shdl | get a cab and come to you?'

"l guess I'll come there. Hey, why not? It's close to work.”

He used an operator to track down Charley and Sharon, and wasn't surprised to find they had rooms
inthe same hotd. "Cdl me for breakfast,” Sharonsaid groggily. "I'm not on Dagon time yet.”

Charley seemed dert. "Terry! How's Brenda?"

"Brendas running the planet, or at least twenty kids worth of planet. One of the boys is mine She



looks wonderful. Got a burly protector, likesble guy. Wants to be her fiance but isnt.”

"Youve got akid! What's he like?'

Tery had to sort out his impressons. "She raised 'em dl wel. He's sdlf-confident, delighted to see
me, taler than me ... if he saves avilization I'll take hdf the credit.”

"Tha good, huh?'

"Eadly.”

"I've been working. Weve sold the big Langston Fidd generator. Farmer, lots of land, he may be
thinking about becoming a suburb for the wedlthy. | got a good price, Terry. He thought he could besat
me at the Mirror Game - "

"He bet you?'

"Hedid. And I've Sgned up for eight tons of borloi, but I'll have to see how much bulk that is before -

"Borlai!"

"Sure, Terry, borloi has medicad uses too. Well ded with a government at our next stop, give it plenty
of publicity too. That way itll be used right.”

"I'm glad to see you've put some brain swest into this What occurs to meis - "

The door went bingbong.

"Company." Terry went to open the door. Maria was in daytime dress, with a large handbag. "Come
onin. Check out the bathroom, it'sredly sybaritic. I'm on the phone™ He returned. "Borloi, right? It's not
worth stedling on the way out, but after we Jump we tdl the whole population of Gaea about it? Shrewd.
WEeIl be atarget for any thief who wants to sl eight tons of borloi on the black market.”

"Good point. What do you think?'

"Oh, | think we raise the subject withSharon, and then | think well do it anyway."

"Let's meet for breakfast. Eight? Someone | want you to meet.”

"Good." He hung up. He cdled, "I can offer you three astronauts for breskfast.”

Maria came out to the sound of bathwater running. "Sounds ddicious. It has to be ealy, Tery.
Tomorrow's aworking day."

"Oh, itll be early. Early to bed?' Hed wanted to use the city computer files, but he was tired too. It
wasn't the time change; the shorter days would have caught him up by now. It was stoop labor inhigh G.

Mariasad, "I want to try that spa. Come with me? Y ou look like you need it. And tdl me about your
day.”

They dl met for breakfast in Charli€'s suite,

Charley had a groupie. Andrea Soucek was a universty student, sunningly beautiful, given to cliches.
She was goshwowed-out by the presence of three star-travellers.Sharonhad George Cdlahan. Terry had
Maria

The conversation stayed generd for awhile. Then George had to leave, and so did Maria Over coffee
it degenerated into shop talk, while Andrea Soucek listened in half-comprehending awe.

Eight tons of dry borloi (they'd freeze-dry it by opening the airlock) would fill more than hdf the cargo
hold. Not much mass, though. The rest of the cargo space could go to heavy machinery. Ther next stop,
Gaea, had a smdl population unlikdy to produce much for export, unlikey to buy much of the borloi.
Most of it would be with them on two legs of their route.

Sharonasked, "Tanith doesn't manufacture much heavy machinery, do they?"

"l haven't found any | can buy. I'm working on it,” Charley said.

Tery had an idea. "We want to freeze-dry the borloi anyway. We could pack it between the hull and
the deeve. Plenty of room for light suff in the cargo hold."

"Hmm. Yeah! Any drug-running raider attacks us, his firs shot would blow the borloi dl across the
sky! No addicts on our conscience.”

"Repe the addicts. Evolution in action,” Sharonsaid. "What land of idiot would hook himsdf on borloi
when the source islight years away? Get ‘em out of the gene pool.”

Andrea began to give her an argument. All humans were worthwhile, dl could be saved. And borloi
was a harmless vice -



Terry returned to his room carrying amug of coffee.

The aristocratic phone operator recognized him by now. "Mr. Kakumee! Who may | track down for
you?'
"LexHartner,MD, surgeon. Lived inDagonCity, Dryland sector, fifteen years ago."

"Hfteen years? Thanks alot." But sheld stopped showing irritation. "Mmm. Not Dryland ... he doesn't
appear to be anywhere in Dagon.”

"Try some other cities, please. He won't be outsde a city.”

Almost aminute crawled by. "I have a Lex Hartner inCoralBeach.”

"'l try that. Thanks™"

It was Lex. He was older, grayer; his cheeks sagged in Tanith gravity. "Terry Kakumee?'

"Hdlo. | met your daughter yesterday.”

The sagging disappeared. "How is she?'

"Shel's wonderful. All of Brenda's kids are wonderful. Are you wondering whether to tdl me I've got a
boy?’
"Yesh"

"He's wonderful too."

"Of course heis™ Lex amiled at lagt. "How's Brenda?'

"Shels wonderful. | asked her to marry metoo, Lex. | mean Sixteen years ago.”

"Who dse has she turned down?”

"Brawny farmer type named Maddox. Lex, | don't think she needs a man.”

"How are you?'

"I'm fine. Would you believe Charley Laneis fine too? He looks like you'd expect, but his groupie is
prettier than mineif not as smart.”

"l did agood job there, didn't 7"

"That's what I'm tdling you."

"Isit too late to say I'm sorry?'

"No, forget that. She didn't need me. Lex, have you got a moment? I've got some questions.”

"About Brenda?'

"No. Lex, you did an autopsy on the corpse of a Sauron superman. Remember?!

"A man it likdy to forget that. They rot fast in the swamps. It was pretty wel chewed, too."

"Was there enough |€ft for a gene andydss?!

"Some. Not enough to make me famous. It matched what the Navy aready knew. | didn't find
anything inhumean, anything borrowed from animas.”

"Yegh. Anything Sartling?'

"Nope. It'sdl in the records.”

"A Sauron and a Weem's Beast, you don't expect them to go to a photo finish."

"It mugt have been something to see. From a distance, tha is. Brenda never wanted to tak about it,
but that was a long time ago. Maybe she'd tak now."

"Okay, thanks. Lex, | dill think of you as a friend. | won't be on Tanith very long. Everything | do is
on the ity account for awhile - "

"Maybe I'll come into town."

"Cdl mewhen and if, and everything goes on the card. I'm at the Arco-Elsewhere.

Next he linked into theDagonCitycomputer files

Matters rdaing to Saurons had been declassified. Navy ships had transferred much of their data to
dty computers on Tanith and other worlds. Terry found a picture hed seen before: a Sauron, no visble
wounds, gassed in an attack on Medea. It rotated before him, a mongter out of a nightmare. Randus?

An XYY, thetext said. All of the Sauron soldiers, any who had left enough meet to be anayzed, had
hed fresky gene patterns - males with an extra’ Y gene, where XY was mde and XX was femde - until
the Battle of Tanith. There they'd found some officers.

Those pictures were of dides and e ectron-microscope photographs. No officer's corpse had survived
unshredded. Their gene patterns included the XY pair, but otherwise resembled those of the XYY



berserkers.

Reaults of that gene pattern were known. Eyes that saw deep into the infrared; the dtered eye
gructure could be recognized. Blood thet clotted fast to block awound. Rapid production of endorphins
to block pain. Stronger bones. Bigger adrend glands. Powerful muscles. Skin that changed color fadt,
from near-white (to make vitamin D in cold, cloudy conditions, where a soldier had to cover most of his
skin or di€) to near black (to prevent letha sunburn in fidd conditions under a hotter sun.) Officers would
have those traits too.

Nothing new yet.

Ah, here was Lex Hartner's autopsy report on Randus himsdf. XYY genes. Six-times-lethd damage
from a Weem's Beadt's teeth, and one wound . . . one narrow wound up through the base of the skull
into the cerebd lum, that must have paralyzed or killed him at once.

A Sauron superman working in a rice paddy might not expect something to come a him out of the
water.

Terry studied some detail pictures of a Weem's Beast. It was something like a squat crocodile, with
huge pads for front paws, cdaws inward-pointing to hold prey, a sngle dagger of a front tooth . . . That
might have made the brain puncture if the thing was biting Randus head. Wouldn't the lower teeth have
left other marks on, say, the forehead?

So.

And a stranger, human-looking but with big bones and funny eyes, had run loose on Tanith for sixteen
years. Had a man with a smdl daughter appeared somewhere, set up a business, married perhaps? By
now he would have an identify and perhaps a postion of power.

Saurons were popularly supposed to have been exterminated. Terry had never found any record of an
attack on whatever world had bred the mongters, and he didn't now, though it must have happened. No
mention of further attempts to track down flegts that might have fled across the sky. The Navy had |eft
some Suff classfied.

Ealy files on the Curtis family had been scrambled. He found a blurred family picture: a dark man, a
darker woman, five children; he picked out a gawky eeven-year-old (the file said) who might have
grown to be Brenda. The file on the Maddoxes was bigger, with severa photographs. The men dl
looked like Bob Maddox, dl muscle and confidence and freckled tans. The women were not much
smdler and tended to be freckled and burly.

So.

An XY officer, a mde, migt have wanted children. Might have had children. They were
gene-tailored, but the doctors had used mogtly human genes, maybe dl-human, despite the tales. They
weren't a different species, after dl. What would such children look like? How would they grow up?

The Polar Dafile interview was fun. The Other Worlds interview the next day fdt more like work.
Charley's voice gave out, so they cdled it off for afew days.

Theborloi arrived in severd plandoads. Terry didn't notice any specid attempts at security. On many
worlds there would have been a police rad followed by worldwide publicity. Memo: cdl dl possible
ligenersin Gaea system immediatdy after Jump. Sdl to government only. Run if anything looks funny.

They flew hdf the borloi to orbit and packed it into Firebee's outer hull, with no objection
fromSharon. The work went fast. The next step was taken dowly, carefully.

The Langston Feld generator fromPhoenixsystem was too big for either boat.

Sharonput Firebee in an orbit that would intersect the atmosphere. With an hour to play with, they
moved the beast out of the cargo hold with an armchair-type pusher frame and let it get a good distance
away. They dl watched as Terry beamed the Sgnd that turned it on.

The generator became a black sphere five hundred meters across.

Charley and Terry boarded Shuttle #1.Sharonset Firebee acceerating back to orbit.

When the black sphere intersected the atmosphere there was little in the way of reentry flame. Despite
the massve machine at the center, the huge sphere was a near-vacuum. It dowed rapidly and drifted like
abaloon. Boat #1 overshot, then circled back.

Air seeped through the black force fidd to fill the vacuum insde. It ceased to be a baloon.



It touched down in the marshes south and east ofDagonCity, more or less as planned. No sgnd
would penetrate the fidd. Terry and Charley had to go into the Fidd with a big inflatable cargo raft,
mount it benesth the generator and turn it off.

At that point it became the owner's problem. He'd arranged for two heavy-lift aircraft. Firebee's crew
waited until the planes had landed, then took Boat #1 back to Dagon.

They were back a the hotd thirty-six hours after they'd left. Maria found the door open and Terry
ldling in the spa. "I think I'm dmogt dissolved," he told her.

Lex didn't call. Brenda didn't cdl.

They ferried the rest of the borloi up aday later. Some went into the outer hull. The rest they packed
around the cargo hold, leaving racks open in the center. Dried borloi for padding, to shidd whatever ese
Charley found to carry.

It was morning when they landed, with time for sghtseeing. Andrea and Charley opted to rent
equipment and do some semiserious mountain dimbing in the foathills of the Warden. Terry cdled Maria,
but she couldn't get off work, and couldnt see him tonight either. That made mountain dimbing less
attractive. Terry hiked aroundDagonCityfor awhile, looked through the mgor shopping mdl, then went
back to the hotdl.

He was hadf-adegp with his shoes off when the phone chimed.

The face was Brendas. Terry rubbed his pams together and tapped the answer pad.

"Hi, Terry. I'minthe lobby. Can | come up?'

"Sure, Brenda. Can | order you a drink? Lunch?'

"Get me arum callins”

Terry rang off, then ordered from room service. His pams were swesting.

/ ran the record into Firebee's memory and ran a trandation program on it, but | didn't look a the
results. I'd have to go back to Firebee, then come back here. Had Bob Madden told her? Probably not.

She walked in like she owned the hotd, amiling as if nobody was supposed to know. Her dress was
vivid orange; it went wdl with her color. The drink trolley followed her in. When it had rolled out she
asked, "How long are you going to be on Tanith?"

"Two weeks, give or take a week. Charley has to find us something to sell. Besides borloi, that is”

"Have you tried bantar cloth? It's just about the only

hi-tech suff we make enough of. Don't take dothing. Styles change. Get balts, and be sure you've got
the tools to shapeit.”

"Yeah . . . Brenda, is there anything you can't do?'

"Cook. And I'm not the marrying type.”

"l know that now."

"But | have children. Do you like Tarzan?'

He amiled and relaxed alittle. "Good job there. I'm glad | met him.”

"Letf'sdoit agan.”

His drink slopped. Somehow he hadn't expected this. "Hold it, Brenda. I'm with another womean this
trip.”

"Maria? Terry, Marids with Fritz Marsden tonight and al tomorrow. Fritz is one of mine. He works at
the fuson plant at Randdl's Point, and he only gets into town every couple of weeks. Maria isnt going to
gvehimup for a, well, atrangent.”

He sipped his drink to give himsdf time to think. When he took the glass from hislips, she pulled it out
of his hand without sailling it and set it down. She pulled him to his feet with a fig in his belt. "I'm not
asking for very much, am 17"

"Ah, no. Child support? Well be leaving funds behind us anyway. Are you young enough?' Was she
serious?

" don't know. What's the worst that can happen?' She had unzipped his shirt and was pulling it loose.
And with wild hope he thought, It could be!

She sripped him naked, then stepped back to examine him. "'l don't think you've gained or logt an
ounce. Same muscle tone too. Y ou people don't even wrinkle"



"Wewrinkle dl at once. Y ou've changed incredibly.”

"l wanted to. | needed to. Terry, an | coming on too srong? Youre tense. Let me show you
omething e | learned. Face down on the bed - " She helped him irresstably. "I'll keep my dress on.
Okay? And if you've got anything like massage ail around, tdl me now."

"I've never had a massage of any kind."

The next hour was a revelaion. She kept tdling him to rdax, and somehow he did that, while she
tenderized musdes hed strained moving borloi bags in free fdl. He wondered if hed been wrong; he
wondered if he was going to die; he wondered why held never tried this before.

"I took massage training after you left. | used it a the hospitd. | never had to work through a
Nuliguk's fat padding before ... no swedt. | can reach the muscle underneath.”

"Héell, you could reach through the ribs" "Isthistoo hard? Were you having trouble in orbit?' "Nope.
Everything went fine" "Then why the tensgon? Tum over.” She rolled him over and resumed work on his
legs, then hisarms and shoulders. "You didn't used to be shy with me" "Am | sy now?"

"You keep tenang up." Her skirt was hiked up and she straddled his hips to work on his bdlly. "Good
musde here. Ease up - Wel." He had a respectable erection.

She caressed him. "'l was afraid you'd changed." She did forward and, hdll, she didn't have panties. "I
kept my promise” she gloated. "True" he croaked. "Take it off." She pulled her dress over her head.
There was ill a brassiere; no woman would go without one in Tanith gravity. She took that off too.

She was smoothly dark, with no pae area anywhere. His hands remembered her breasts as amdler.
Four kids - and it had been too long, far too long. He cried out, and it might have been ecstasy or grief or
both.

Sherolled away, then did up aong the length of him. "And that was a massage.”

"Wdl, I've been missng something." "I did you wrong dl those years ago. Did you hate me? Is that
why you're so tense?'

"That wasn't it." He fdt good: relaxed, uncaring.

She'd come here only to seduce him, to mend fences, to revive memories. Or she dready knew, and
he might aswdl learn. "There's a Sauron message sender, gdactic south of the Cod Sack. It was there
to send Sauron ships to a certain Jump point.”

"y

"Would you like to know where they were supposed to go? | could find out.”

“No."

"Hat-out no? Suppose they come back?"

"Cut the crap, Terry. Hints and secrets. You never did that to me before.”

"I'm sorry, love - "

"Why did two Saurons go around the Maddox farm and straight to us? Y ou told Bob you knew."

"Because they were white"

Brenda's face went uncannily blank. Then she laughed. "Poor Bob! Held think you were absolutdy
looney."

"He sure would. | didn't want to know this, Brenda. Why don't you want to find the Saurons?"

"What would | want with them? | want to see my children safe - ™

"Send them.”

"Not likdy! Terry, how much have you figured out?"

"l think I've got it dl. | keep testing it, Brenda, and it fits every time"

She waited, her nose four centimeters from his, her breath on his face. The scent of her was very faint.

He said, "You saw to it that three of your own children were out in the rice paddy, induding Tarzan.
The girl you kept at the house was Reseda, the blond, the girl with the least obvious of Sauron genes.
You invited Bob over. Maybe he'd get rid of me before the kids came back."

"Jugt my luck. He likes you."

"They took away your scent. No enemy could smdl you out. They gave you an epicanthic fold to
protect your eyes. Thefla, wide noseisless vulnerable and pulls in more ar." He pushed his fingers into
her hair. Spongy, reslient, thick. She didntt flinch; she smiled in pleasure. "And thiskind of hair to protect



your skulls. Itll take an impact. You grow your own skewbal hdmetd™

"How gracefully you put it."

"But it looks like a black woman's hair, so you want black skin. So you spend an hour on the roof
evey afternoon. Naked?' There were no white areas.

"Sure.”

"There was a burn-through overDagonCity, and the EMP destroyed most of the records, but maybe
not al. Whatever was left had to say that the Curtis family was mostly black.”

"Whereas the Maddoxes are white," she said.

"That burn-through was important. You had to be sure. I'm betting you caused it yoursdf. It didnt
have any serious military importance, did it? The pulse wiped out hospital equipment too, so they couldn't
look indgde you. Couldn't see that you aren't built - "

"If you say, 'Not quite like awoman," I'll turn you upside down." She reached down to grip his ankle,

"You came down in a two-man escape pod. One XYY Sauron, and you. There wasn't any Horatius
loose for fifteen years. Miranda ether.”

"Only an XX," she said. Oh, she fdt good lying dongside him. The Saurons weren't different species.
Gene-tailored, but human, quite human.

He said, "But you didn't speak Anglic. Here you were on Tanith with some chance of passing for a ...
dtizen. But you couldn't speak aword, and you were with a Sauron berserker - "

"We say Soldier. Soldiers and officers. We don't say Sauron.”

"Okay."

"We killed afamily and took over the house. It was dill war, Terry. We cleaned up as best we could.
Hid one body, agirl aout my size, and buried the rest. | painted our bantar cloth armor. Turned on the
TV wdl and It it on. It didn't tdl me what they were taking about, but | got the accents. Worked naked
inthe fidds, but that didn't help. It left my feet white up to the kneed™

"The Soldier couldnt hide, so you had to kill him. Lex found the knife wound. He wouldnt tel me
about it, Brenda."

"Lex knows. He ddivered Van, our second. Van was a Soldier.”

He couldn't think of anything to say. Brenda said, "l killed Randus. | found a Weem's Beast and gave
hm to it. We don't think much of the soldiers, Terry. | cut a daw off the Weem's Beast and made the
wound - "

"Almog through your skull."

"It had to be done in one stroke. And kept septic. And in the jungle | had to dimb a tree when | had
daylight and take off dl my clothes to keep the tan. | waved at a plane once. Too late to hide. If the pilot
saw me he must have thought he was hdludinging.”

"What'd you eat out there?"

"BEverything! What good is a Soldier who gets food poisoning? Anything a De Lap's Ghoul can edt, |

"Thet's not in the records.”

"That's why | can't cook. | can't tdl when it tastes wrong, | can't tdl when mest's rotten. | used
recipestill I could teach some of the kids to cook."

"You couldnt talk, but you could fake the symptoms of a stroke. That's the part | just couldn't believe
- Goddamn!"

"Theleft Sde of her face had gone dack as a rubber mask. She grinned with the other side. "Brenda
Curris”" she said.

"Dont do that."

She reached across him and finished the Callinsin two swalows. "How long have you known?"

"Maybe fifteen years, but | didnt know, Brenda. | was dill angry. There's a lot of time to think
between the stars. | made up this tale. And worked on the kinks, and then | started thinking | must be
crazy, because | couldn't pick aholeinit. You told the Marines about the Saurons to make them tak to
you. They wouldn't notice how fast your speech improved. They were hanging on every word, trying to
get aline on the escaped Sauron, and chattering away to each other. They taught you Anglic.



"l used to wonder what you saw in me. I'm an outworlder. | couldn't recognize a Tanith accent. You
made love to mein the dark because you'd lost too much of your tan in the hospitd - "

He stopped because her hand had closed hard on his arm. "' wanted your child! | wanted children,
and Tarzan would look like he was hdf outworlder. | didn't plan the power falure, Terry. Hdl, it
probably tipped you off."

"Yeeh, you moved like you could dmost see in the dark. And wore dark glasses in daylight. The
Tanith sun doesn't get that bright, love.”

"Bright enough.”

"Tanith mugt have been perfect for you. The sun never gets high. In this gravity everybody's got
muscles”

"True, but | didn't pick Tanith. Tanith was where the ships went. What €se did you notice?'

"Nothing you could have covered up. | taked marriage a you so you switched to Lex. While you
were carrying my child.”

"But | can't get married. In winter the tan goes away. | have to use tanning lotion and do everything by
phone.”

"What wasit likefor ... you? Before?'

Brenda sat up. "For Sauron women? All right. I'm second generation. Test tube children, dl of us.
Women are kept in ... it's like a laboratory and a harem both. The firg generation didn't work out. The
women didnt like being brood mares, so to speak, and one day they killed hdf the doctors and ran
loose™

"Good."

"There's nothing good about any of this. They were hunted down and shot, and | got dl of this by
rumor. Maybe it's true and maybe it isnt."

"They made you a brood mare too, didn't they?"

"Oh, sure. The second generation Sauron women, we like having children. 1 don't know if they fiddled
with our genes or if they just kept the survivors for, for breeding after the revolt. They gave usa TV wdl
and let uslearn. | think the first group was suffering from sensory deprivation. Most of the children were
bottled, but we tended them, and every so often they'd let us carry a child to term, after they were sure
itd survive. | had two. One was Miranda."

"urvive?' He was stting up now too, with the remains of his Callins.

"Maing two Saurons is a bad idea. The doctor's don't give a shit about Sde effects. Out of ten
children you get a couple of Soldiers and an officer and a couple of girls. They're the heterozygotes. The
homozygotes die. Paired genes for infrared eyes give blindness. Paired genes for fast blood dotting gets
you strokes and heart attacks in your teens. You get dbinos. You get fresks who die of shock just
because the adrena glands got too big.”

"Yuk."

"Can you see why | don't want to find the Saurons? But these are good genes - " Her hands moved
down her body, inviting him to witness good genes, yes. "As long as you don't backbreed. My children
are an asst to the humen race, Terry.”

w oo

"Sx of us escaped. We killed some doctors on the way. Once we reached the barracks it was easy.
The XY'Yswill do anything for us. They smuggled us into four of the troop ships. | don't know what
happened to the others. | got aboard Deimos as a Soldier. None of the officers ever saw me. We were
part of the attack on Tanith. When | saw we had a good burn-through in theDagonCityshield, the whole
plan just popped into my mind. | grabbed a Soldier and we took an escape pod and ran it from there.”

"Youreincredible” He pulled back to look at her. Not quite awoman . . . not quite his woman, ever.

"Terry, did you wonder if | might kill you?"

"Yegh. | thought you'd want to know where the Saurons went firs."

"You bet your life on that?'

"l bet on you."



"I'm not dead yet," he pointed out.

"Bad bet, love. When | knew you knew, | assumed you'd made a record somewhere, somehow, that
would spill it dl if you died. | couldn't find it in the dty records. But suppose | decided to wipe out
everyone who might know? Everyone you might have talked to. Charley, Sharon, Maria - "

Ohmy God.

" - Lex, Bob because you might have talked to him, George Cdlahan in case Sharon talked, maybe a
random lawyer; do you think | can't trace your phone cdls? Okay, cdm down now." Hands where his
neck joined his shoulders, fingers behind the shoulder blades, rubbing smooth and hard. The effort
distorted her voice. "We Saurons ... we have to decide . . . not to kill. I've decided. But youve got a ...
red blind spot there, Terry. You put some people in danger.”

"l guess | jugt don't think that way. | had to know whether you'd kill me, before | told you anything
useful. 1 had to know whet you are.”

"Whet am 7" she asked.

“I'm not dead. Nobody's dead since you reached the hospitd.”

"Except Van."

"Yegh. VanBut if any of this got out, youd be dead and Tarzan would be dead and, hdl, they'd
probably kill every kid who ever lived with you, just in case you trained them somehow. So." "So," she
sad. "Now what?'

2656 AD, April (Firebee clock time)

Firebee approached the Alderson Jump Point with aload of borloi and bantar cloth.

Tanith's sun had turned smdll. Terry searched the sky near that hurtingly bright point for some sgn of
Tanith itsdf. But stars don't waver outsde an atmosphere, and he couldn't find the one point among

mary

e made some good memories there," Sharonsaid. "Ancther two minutes . . . Troops, are we redly

going to try to reechSparta?’

Charley cdled from aft. "Spartas along way away. See what they buy on Gaea fird."

Teary sad, "I'm againg it.Sparta's got Sx Alderson points. If they're not a war they'll be the center of
dl locd trade. This beloved wreck won't be worth two kroner againg that competition. We might have
to join aguild too, if they let us"

"lant there a chance the Emperor would buy the data we got from Morningstar?”

"Il run through those records, Captain, but my guess is weve got nothing to sl. There won't be
anythingSpartadoesn't have."

She nodded. "Okay. Jumping now."

And Firebee was gone.

The following transcript was discovered among the papers of the lae Henry Blane Barton,
Commander, Imperid Navy Reserve. Between the time of his retirement from active duty and his desth
a the age of saventy-nine, Commander Barton added to his military honors by diginguishing himsdf as
the Empire's foremost expert on Sauron Phenomena.

Critics have pointed to a certain lack of objectivity (Some say fanaticiam) on the part of Commander
Barton regarding Sauron "survivors' that might have escaped the destruction a the Second Battle of
Tanith and the following Sack of Sauron, spreading throughout the Empire as sort of a "gendtic fifth
column,” daiming that Barton's wartime defense experiences clouded his judgment. In Commander
Barton's defense, it must be pointed out mat his knowledge and expertise concerning the Saurons, gained
though it was by gfting through the ruins of their society on Sauron, was far superior to that of any of his
critics a point conceded by the more honest of that breed.

Thus, while his warnings of a resurgent Sauron can be seen (in the light of today's problems
throughout the Empire) to be somewhat strident, it would be a migtake to dismiss them out of hand.
Perhaps the danger is less from a reborn Sauron than from twisted individuas and degenerate societies
seeking to emulate them, but it might be a danger, nevertheless.



This transcript was previoudy unknown to Imperid research teams, and seems to have generated
ggnificant interest, though no offida comment has been issued regarding it.

SOME THINGS SURVIVE -JOHN LAVALLEY

TIME: 1423/SAURON INVESTITURE

UNIT: 97th Imperid Fighter Squadron (Jolly

Rogers), INSS Centurion (CV/Ald.) ELEMENT: Red Hight, Captain Serling commanding:

Lieutenants De Tar, VVogd ,Willoughby, Stewart and Gold accompanying.

Gunners and Co-Pilots. Endgns Sullivan, Hassan, Y ermakov, Wdsh, Obata and Valadares. (At this
time Red Hight was intact, conggting of Sx heavy fighters of the "Morgan” class (AF-7), two-seat assault
craft.)

SERLING: Form up, Red Hight, | have visud on target. Fidd status.

VOGEL: Enemy's fidd shows no burn-throughs, Captain.

SERLING: | make ship engaged with target to be the Lermontov.

VOGEL: Affirm that, Captain.

SERLING: Wel somebody tdl 'em to pour it on, for chrissakes!De Tar.

DE TAR: Roger.

SERLING: Take your hdf in a rake down me target's sde, I'll bring my hdf across her bow. And
make sure the Lermontov knows we're coming.

SULLIVAN: Burn-throughs, gr ... multiples, looks like the Lermontov's weking up and decided to
play.

SERLING: Bday that, Sully. You never know who's ligening, De Tar.

DE TAR: (Lt. De Tar's tranamisson is severely garbled, presumably due to his close proximity to the
enemy ship's overloaded Langston Fidd) Closein ... Gold firing . . dl missles. .

SERLINGS: Say agan, De Tar ... ah, shit, bring us over the Sauron's back, link up with De Tar's
eement and -

VOGEL: Break, break, target moving, target may be atempting to disengage.

DETAR: .. . confirm. . . firing maneuvering . . . coming about (?) to ... five

SERLING: De Tar, break off your dement, repeat, break off your dement.

VOGEL: Sauronfiring . . . De Tar's hit, Captain, looks like alucky main battery shot.

SERLING: Anything left?

WILLOUGHBY': Chrig, they're angd dust.

SERLING: Match acceerations and close with target, coordinate Lermontov.

VOGEL: Lermontov says she's not pursuing, Captain; says there's other ships vectoring now.

SERLING: Mantain pursuit.

VOGEL: Sauron at five Gs accdl.

SERLING: Squadron to sx Gs.

VOGEL: He's headed for the Alderson, Captain.

SERLING: Hdl never hitit at this speed.

VOGEL: Sauron at eght Gs.

SERLING: Godammiit, go to ning!

WILLOUGHBY: Logng . . . thrud ... linefeed . . . fracture.

(Severe digortion here due to accderation effects on inboard recording equipment. Transcripts are
edimates.)

SULLIVAN (inboard): VST (Vitd Sgns Tdemetry) show Stewart and Gold unconscious.
Wil-loughby going, | don't fed so hat. . . mysdif.

SERLING: Vogd; where's the Sauron?



VOGEL: Coming up on Point at eeven Gs.

SERLING: He can't make a Jump a eeven Gs. Impossible. Hold us at nine well catch him.

OBATA: Three-F! Three-F! (Fud Feed Falure, a common danger a high G acceeration,
particularly in the Morgans.)

SERLING: Bresk off, Obata

SULLIVAN: He€'s gone, Captain; engine blew. VST shows him and Stewart gected safdy and
drifting.

VOGEL: Sauron's coming up on the point . . . Jeez, he'sfiring his Alderson Drives ...

SERLING: | don't (expletive deleted) bdieveit.

SULLIVAN: Captain ...

SERLING: Red Hight, intercept Obata and Stewart for pickup, drop to three Gs ASAP. Vogd, wha
have you got on that Sauron?

VOGEL: Fragmentary, Captain. Sounds like they were trying for a Random Jump. No way to tdl if
they made it a the other end.

SERLING: (Expletive) They're gone either way. Sully, download everything we got out of this fiasco
to FleetOps.

SULLIVAN: Think anybody'll care?

SERLING: Somebody sure as hdl ought to.

".. . All of which brings me to this, gentlemen,” said retired admird Hawthorne. "Whether that cruiser
got where it was going in one piece or in many pieces is not as important as the fact that we don't know if
it made it in one piece.”

The haf-dozen other men stting around a warm, old-style hearth fire in the admird's home were qui€t.
It had been along night, just discussing the generdities of the Assault on Sauron, the last and most furious
battle of the Secesson Wars.

The admird had dominated the conversation partly by his persondity but mogly because the others
fdt he was right. One of the particulars of the battle made it possible that the most expensive victory of
the war would be the most useless. Something would have to be done.

Hawthornepaused to gp the carefully-aged whiskey he shared with his guests. "You've dl heard my
plan. Marcus and Philip, I'll need you both to pull whatever strings you can with the Council. Cdl in every
favor anyone owes you and then some. Be sure not to mention my name. Much as it pleasures me to be
hated by Councilor Campbelson, 1'd hate to see thisfdl apart because of an old grudge.”

Philip Daybridge shook his head. "'l don't think Councilor Pedorakis will help, no matter what he owes
me.

He has opposed fleat refurbishment and dl other military spending - "

"True, but 1 know of a Stuaion developing with a certain young femde officer who works as his
attaché. The stuaion could be embarrassing for himin about Sx months. | think we could use it."

"l like that," said Daybridge, musing. "l like that."

"As much as | admire the ideg," said Captain Ezio Sanchez. At age forty-two he was by far the
youngest of those present. "I don't see how you are going to get it past Campbelson. He's very much
agang the old military lobby and he knows each of you wel."

"Funy you should say that, Ezio. Because | dont think he knows you tha wdl a dl,"
sadHawthornewith a chummy grin.

Sanchez's shoulders fdl. Oh shit, he thought.

Captain Sanchez stood at ease before the pand of Councilors. He shifted his weight dightly as he
answered a question from Hyron Campbelson, the High Councilor to the Imperid Viceroy of Sector
Twenty-Eight. "Yes, gr. Thereis an offidid reference to a Sauron warship making an Alderson Jump. A
log entry from the Centurion describes a large Sauron ship making for the Alderson point at top
acceleration. The Centurion's log goes further, sr. Ther fighters had just broken off from engaging the
vesd and - "

"Why did they break off?" asked the High Councilor, seeming irritated.



"They were desperately short of fud, sir, and had hardly enough wespons Ieft to make another attack
worthwhile"

"You mean to say that they didn't fight to the last bullet?!

The High Councilor seemed to have romantic notions on how to fight a war. Sanchez shook his head.
"No, gr. If they had tried, they'd not have had aufficent fud to return to the Centurion. As it was, only
two were logt in the engagement. If they had run out of fud, the whole strike force would have been log.”
"Stll, if they hadn't let the Sauron ship get away, you wouldn't be here making this request, now would
you?"
Come within arm's length of me and ask that again, you chicken-necked - "No, gr."

"Any idea where they went, Captain?’

"Sr, it is admittedly unlikdly that they would have survived given the damage they'd taken, but if they
did survive, there weren't many places they could go. We, that is, my saff and | compiled a lig of known
worlds that are nether Imperid domain nor known to be under control by Outies.”

The High Councilor scanned the documents on the table before him. The lig he found filled severa
pages. He looked at Sanchez over his glasses. "Y ou're kidding."

It was a reaction Sanchez had expected. "Sir, we believe that the Saurons Ieft to accomplish one of
two things. Firdt, they would want to hole up and repair the ship. We consider thisto be unlikey because
they were so badly damaged that only a good-sized shipyard could serve the purpose. They'd have to
avoid the Empire. There's nowhere they could go for repairs.”

"All right,”" conceded the High Councilor.

"The other posshility, gr," sad Sanchez, geding himsdf againg the Council's stares, "is that they
wanted a system with a human population but completdly isolated from any Imperid contact or contact
with any of the Outies. That reduces possible planets to fewer than one hundred, sr.”

"Wadl," the High Councilor was punctilious, "as long as they're gone and out of our har, | see no
reason why we should expend ships hunting them down when were having enough trouble holding things
together here”

Captain Sanchez suppressed an inward sSgh. Were dl Imperid paliticians this myopic? "Sir, any planet
that forgotten and isolated would probably not have kept up the technology to defend themselves from a
Tdon class heavy cruiser.”

"S0 the Saurons beat them up. What of it?" "That ismost certainly what they did. The problem is what
they may be doing now." "Which is?'

"Breeding, Sr. That ship had a large enough crew for a core breeding stock. It is my guess that they
augment this stock with the best of the local gene pool, probably by force.”

"Your guess, Captain?' "There are higoricd precedents for it, ar." "Wdl, you would know about that,
right, Professor?' The High Councilor's contempt for historians was more than evident now, which made
Captain Sanchez, as a professor of higory a New Anngpolis, fed less than confident. He fdt tha
politicians dmost universd disregard for the past was the reason so much of it was repeated. "It is
possible, however unlikdy gr, that in another few hundred years, we may be faced with a Sauron
inveson."

"Which makes it hardly our problem now, does it? Stll, wed hate to go down in higory,"
Campbelson looked at the other councilors, then smiled condescendingly at Sanchez, "as the men who let
it happen. The Council will recess for two hours to discuss your proposal, Captain.”

Hyron Campbelson sat hunched in his chair at the end of the long conference table, enjoying the
massage a young servant girl was giving him. "That's enough,” he said, rotating his shoulders and leaning
back.

Campbelson watched the girl quietly leave, tracing the curve of her hips with his eyes, and decided to
retain her for other servicesin the evening.

"I'm not sure we should take this Captain Sanchez too serioudy,” one of the Councilors said. "He's
asking for more than hdf the capitd ship strength in this sector to chase ghosts with.”

"The Viceroy would take our headsif - "

"I think we should send three squadrons.” Councilor Mendd| was the only Frystaater on the Viceroyd



Coundil. His lone presence on a sixteen-member council was far indication of his world's control over
sector afars. He, dong with Councilor Pedorakis, presented the only arguments in favor of Sanchez's
proposa. His statement slenced the others in the room only for a second. ,

"You're afool, suggedting - "

"We don't even have three squadrons - "

"They'd never return - *

"Exactly," Campbelson said, amiling confidently. He tilted back in his chair and interlocked his fingers
behind his head, showing the casua control with which he dominated the Council. "You don't seem to
redlize what an opportunity thisis"

The others waited out the pause. Campbelson enjoyed ther confuson. Smple things which muddled
the Councilors or escaped their notice entirdy were smdl problems to him. There was little doubt as to
who would succeed the Viceroy, whose hedlth was in noticeable decline.

"In recent years," he began, sounding dmost bored, "weve been getting a lot of trouble from certain
navd officers. | can think of fivein particular, who don't seem to agree with the way we run the sector. |
think we should let them see the gdaxy for themselves. Then we can function alittle more smoothly.”

"But three cruisers - 1"

"No," Campbelson raised a hand, chuckling. "No, not three cruisers.”

It was close to four hours before Captain Sanchez was summoned to the Council Audience Chamber.
The Council's decison left him bitter and angry.

"Captain Sanchez, the Council agrees to a modification of your plan," the High Council began.
"Instead of the three large cruisers you asked for, we authorized a destroyer to be used -

"Sr-I"

"No protests, Captain! We're having the devil's own time maintaining order with what's lft of the fleet
asitis. All resources are a a premium. We just can't spare you the cruisers to pursue these wild geese of
yours."

TheHigh Councilor took a theatricdly deep breath. "Agan, we authorize a destroyer to be used for
the purpose of reconnoitering these designated planets for any sgn of Sauron activity. This destroyer will
not be equipped with nucdear or other planetary bombardment wegpons. It can have ship-to-ship
wegpons and short-range defenses but nathing more.

"If you find anything important you are not, repest, not to take any direct action. Instead, you are to
return immediately and show us what you find.

"And, Captain?'

"Yes, 9r?'

High Councilor Campbelson amiled his tight, imperid amile. "You are the expert on the history of the
wars and snce we've no use for that anymore, you may go hunt wild geese with the ship, but only as an
advisor. You will have no place in the chain of command. Y ou will have no authority.

"So entered in the Council Record." He tapped the smdl gave. "This Audience Sesson is adjourned.”

Captain Sanchez exited the arlock of the drydock station and propelled himsdf dong the gangway
tube to the ship.

The vessd was perhaps three hundred meters long and cylindricd in design. To Sanchez it looked like
alength of pipe, dightly swollen in the middle. The ship was built on the design of a ramjet, with the
interior diameter of the tube narrowing from both ends to pinch point at the center, like an hourglass.

On the outsde, Sanchez could see the thick region in the middle, ringed with the ship's main wespons
batteries and sensor arrays, as he dowly moved through the access tube. He shook his head sadly when
he noticed one of the missle arrays being removed from its barbette. A large telescope was tethered
nearby, waiting to be did into place. Scattered over the hull, several work crews were busy panting the
ship adull, light-absorbing black.

"Captain, Imperid Fleet, ariving." The airlock guard's words were the firs sound Sanchez heard as
the lock opened into the ship, He noticed that the young salor's face had the look of hard wood or
chisded granite common to natives of the planet Frystaat.

He showed hisidentification to the guard. "Is the Captain on board?"



"Right here" said a tdl uniformed man emerging from a corridor. "You must be Captain Sanchez.
Wecome aboard the Fledermaus. I'm Kattinger, Hans Kattinger, Commanding Officer.”

"Cdl me Ezio." Sanchez took the proffered hand. It was like sheking hands with a living statue. The
ship's cgptain was from Frystaat as well.

"Ezo, you'e the last of the new arrivas. Clad to have you aboard.”

As he and Kattinger floated down the corridor, Sanchez noted two things. First, each of the crewmen
they encountered had the same hewn-from-rock feetures of therr cgptain and the airlock sentry. And
second, when passng others in the corridor, crewmen would salute Sanchez, the stranger, with sharp
perfection, while sdutes given Kattinger were more relaxed, not doppy but with respect shared by
confident familiarity. Usudly, the sdute accompanied a cheary "Good morning, Captain.” Or even,
"Hdlo, Skipper."

There seems to be, thought Sanchez, a closeness, a tightness to this crew, like afamily. Good.

"Captain Sanchez," Kattinger spoke, stopping by a closed door, "here is your stateroom. 1've had
your things put ingde aready. I'll be in my cabin just around the corner. If you'd like to get rid of that
pressure suit and put on some red clothes, then join me for some coffee, 1'd be grateful

"Beapleasure, ar."

"Please, cdl me Hans™

Sanchez did fed comfortable in the shipboard uniform. He fdt even more so upon entering the C.O.'s
stateroom. The ship being a destroyer, the Captain's cabin was not very spacious, but Kattinger had
meade room for a three-tiered bookshelf. And what books! Hitler and The Third Reich, The American
Revolution, and The Rise and Fdl of The Roman Empire were some of the titles Sanchez recognized.
"May 1?" he said, tentatively reaching for one of the books.

"Go right ahead.”

"The Rise and Fdl of The Roman Empire" Sanchez breathed, carefully opening the book. "My
father's copy was lost during the war and | haven't been able to find one. It's out of print."”

"Not aboard thisship,” Kattinger amiled. "Watch."

Bdow the shelves, againd the bulkhead was a smdl personal computer and printbinder. Kattinger's
fingers beat a quick, ddicate tattoo over the smdl console. Within seconds, a pile of printed pages
accumulated in the bin. A double-creased board appeared under the stack then folded over it. A darting
red beam ditched dong the edge, meking holes for the samdl composite pins that did into place. A press
flattened the ends of the pins, then a printed cover was snapped and pressed onto the spine. The finished
book then did into awire tray on the Sde of the binder. The whole process took |ess then thirty seconds.

"That's impressve" said Sanchez. He saw that the book in the tray was identica to the one in his
hands.

"Now go ahead,” said Kattinger, "and tear the title page in hdf."

"What? Thisis- "

"Goon, try it."

Sanchez opened Kattinger's book and carefully tried to rip the firgt page down the middle. It resisted.
He glanced a Kattinger, who smply nodded. He pulled mightily for several seconds, then gave up. The
paper showed only the dightest wrinkle which rapidly smoothed out.

Sanchez shook his head dowly. "Isit that harsh on your world?"

Kattinger burst out laughing. "No, no, it's not our westher. It's our children!™

Sanchez thought for a moment, then had to agree. It made sense that a smdl child with nearly the
grength of a norma human adult could wreak havoc in alibrary.

"The paper is high-memory polymer impregnated with composte fiber. The nice thing is, you could
lose that book in the Kraggerian jungle, find it fifty years later and you'd only have to wash the mud off to
make it look new."

"Now that isimpressve” said Sanchez, returning Kattinger's book to the self. He noticed that many of
the books therein were smilarly bound.

Kattinger gestured to the new book in the tray. ™Y ou might want to let it cool down for a bit. The ink
has to be heat-fused to the paper. Here, have some coffee”



All thoughts of books vanished from hismind as Sanchez took the insulated bulb. He popped the vent
open for a second, then amelled the aroma. His eyebrows arched in surprise. "Isthis red coffee?"

Kattinger nodded.

Sanchez drew from the bulb, amiling in sublime pleasure. "Mmm.”

Kattinger chuckled. "Hasit been that long?'

"Too long," said Sanchez, carefully drawing more of the hot liquid. "Much too long." He swalowed
then looked at Kattinger. "I've got to ask, how did you get this?"

The destroyer's captain grinned again, his blue eyes sparkling with remembered mischief. "Last month
we stopped over New Colombia and | gave a plantation owner and his family a ride in one of the ship's
longboats. For an hour and a hdf they goggle-eyed at the blue boulder hanging over us. Then, | treated
them to a reentry burn with the viewports open. Sefior Aldonado said that he knew he was going to
Heaven because held seen the fires of Hell.

"It wasillegd, but so what? They loved the ride and we got about eeven tons of his best coffee. It's
filling up number three hold right now, al packed in nitrogen.” Kattinger winked dightly. "Stays fresher
that way."

"Wl Hans," said Sanchez, "I guess we should get down to business. Have you been briefed about
the misson?'

"Jud that we were handpicked to check on a possible renegade Sauron ship in the remote systems.
We look around, see what we can find, then go home. What | don't understand is why you wanted a
destroyer to hunt for a heavy cruiser. Not that | mind - "

"Hans, | didn't want a destroyer!” Sanchez said in exasperation. "' wanted three cruisers. Dear God, |
wanted the whole flegt." He sghed, feding the futility of his anger. "Hans, please do not misunderstand
me. From what | can see, the Fledermaus is afine ship, but againgt that cruiser | wanted - *

"Ez0," said Kattinger, his face softening such as it could, "I know what the Council can be like. You
should have asked for the whole fleet, they'd given you a squadron of cruisers. Don't worry, well do our

"l know," said Sanchez, drawing from the bulb again.

Feding awkward, he changed the subject. "That brings me to something | wanted to ask. Are you 4l
from Frystaat, your whole crew?”

Kattinger nodded. "There aren't many of usleft, dl - Frystaat crews, that is."

Sanchez knew why. The Sauron attacks on Frystaat had been beaten back by the Imperid FHeet but
the planet did not go unharmed. Centers of indusiry and culture were destroyed leaving a disrupted and
fractioning avilizetion to be picked at by off-world vultures clad in the robes of thelmperia State.

"Thereis not aman or woman in this ship," said Kattinger, "who hasn't lost many of those who were
close, even our new crewmembers. Many were orphaned in the attacks.

"l just hope that if we find Saurons, that Hedermaus is part of the attack force sent me to kill them.”

For a moment the merriment left Kattinger's eyes. It was replaced by something else, something which
sent a cold feding dong the back of Sanchez's neck. It was gone in an ingant, but had been there.
Sanchez noticed a smdl, framed picture on the desk, a picture of an atractive Frystaat woman and two
litle girls. "I'm sorry, Hans"

Kattinger blinked, some of the sparkle returning to his eyes. "Can | ask about you, Ezio? | mean, did
you volunteer to join this expedition?

"W, sort of," said Sanchez, hestating. "l was assgned by the Council .

Kattinger nodded to himsdf, knowingly. "I thought New Anngpolis saff had immunity from space
duty."
"l didn't want to use it. Besides, the Academy is phasing out the History Department. They were going
to retire me. What then? Who in the Empire wants a used history teacher?”

Sanchez could see from the patient ook on Kattinger's face that the man was not yet convinced.

"All right, do you want the red reason? Look a those books, Hans" He gestured to the shelves.
"Think of the minds that made them - not just the histories but the literature, the philosophy and science.
Look, you've got the Shakespearean plays, the works of S.L. Clem-ens. Do you think the Saurons could



write that? Could they produce a Socrates, or - or a Dawin or a Franklin? No! And I'll tdl you why. It's
because the very things tha bring out those qudities in men were gene-dtered out of them by people
who forgot thet a perfect soldier will resent taking orders from those less capable than hel™

Sanchez caught his breath. "I'm sorry, Captain. Sometimes | forget that I'm not in a classroom
anymore.”

Kattinger sat, quietly ligening.

Sanchez spoke again. "Hans, when | firg read the entry in the Centurion's log of a Sauron ship
escaping, my heart froze. | could dmogt hear a sound, like a drumbest and voice tdling me that dl that |
live for, my whole cvilization, was going to die.

"No gr. No. I'll fight them. I'll fight them with guns, rocks. Break my naked teeth on themif I - "

Sanchez fdt a warm, strong hand on his shoulder. It was Kattinger's. "Ezio," the Frystaater said softly,
"I understand. Y ou're among friends. Welcome aboard the Fledermaus, sr.”

Sanchez gave a weak smile, regaining his composure. "Thank you, Captain. | should get my stateroom
ready to get underway.”

"Good idea. Be sure to get in touch with the Engineer and ask him for a set of piping and dectricd tab
books and get a qual-card from the X.O."

"Qud-card?’

"Yes" sad Kattinger, "you and the other new officerswill have to learn how to stand watches - "

"But Hans, I'm not even certified in basic navigation. I've never been assgned to aship - "

"I know. | was ordered to have you do nothing while we were underway, that you would not be a
member of the crew.

"That's a lat of bullshit, Ezio. You'd be dimbing the wadls with boredom. When | sad 'Welcome
aboard,’ | meant it. You are now a part of the ship's crew.”

"Wdl, yes" said Sanchez, looking doubtful. "I should certainly pull my own weight, but is it wise? |
mean two full captains?’

Kattinger waved the problem away. "Don't worry about it. Youll be under mysdf, the X.O, the Eng
and the Navigator but you will dill be given the respect due a captain.

"Let'sfaceit, Ezio. You may aswdl keep the title because you've endorsed your lagt paycheck.”

"What!" Sanchez's dark eyes flared.

Kattinger consdered the man before him. A bespectacled college professor in a captain's uniform. An
higtorian with a sense of the past but one who logt Sght of the forest when a tree got in the way. "You
don't understand, do you?'

"No, | don't think s0." Sanchez tried not to appear ruffled.

"Did you ever read about a certain 'hand-picked’ Roman Legion that was ordered to march east until
they reached the end of the world?'

As the destroyer's captain watched, Sanchez caught dght of the forest. He looked at Kattinger.
"That's us, it it?"

"You, me, my crew, the five other ‘troublesome' officers, the Council doesn't want us to come back,
let done expect us™

Both men remained slent, Sanchez wrestling with his doubts and questions. He could find no answers.

At lagt Kattinger broke the tillness of the room. "Ezio, the Empireis going to Hell at high-gee, and for
years I've watched the Viceroy rape my planet. Not a goddamn thing | can do about it.

"But let me tdl you something. If there are Saurons out there, well find them. Sooner or later, well
find them. What happens then is entirdly up to us. There redly isn't going to be any attack force.”

"l see" sad Sanchez, his voice a dry whisper. "Thanks for the coffee” he said, moving toward the
door. His stateroom was only one of the things he now had to prepare for the voyage.

"We limit ourselves to two cups a day, to make it lagt," Kattinger said as he opened the cabin door.
"But fed free to come by any time"

Captain Sanchez had dmogt reached his own cabin when Kattinger caled him back. "Ezio, you
amog forgot your book."

"Oh, yes. Thank you."



"In a few minutes they'll be serving lunch on the mess deck,” said Kattinger. "I think it's ved cutlets
today. Genuine ved."

Sanchez stared a him.

Kattinger just smiled. "No, don't ask.”

Later, making his way to the mess area, Sanchez thought about the ship's captain. On the one hand,
he seemed very resourceful and cared for the wel-being of his crew. On the other hand, such skippers
were becoming rare in the fledt.

Something else nagged at him. In his father's time, things like coffee and ved were common staples
throughout the fleet. After the war, however, they were unheard of. The Heet's tdling its captains that
they were "free to provison ther own vessdls as they see fit" was only a tacit admisson that the Fleet
was unable to provide proper logistic support for its units, even in peacetime.

The Empire of Man was going the way of the Romans, only this time there were more than just new
versons of Goths and Vandals. There were Saurons.

Sanchez fdt his appetite begin to wane. He shook his head to clear his thoughts. He refused to be
cheated out of the enjoyment of good food by a distant and probably nonexistent enemy.

In the mess area, Sanchez found not only genuine ved, but red spices as wdl. The usud glutamates
were absent. In their place were pardey, bas, rosemary and garlic.

Hans Kattinger floated near his acceleration char on the bridge, feding none of the excitement he
usudly fdt just prior to getting underway. He listened camly as Carl Hansen, the Maneuvering Watch
Officer-of-the-Deck, gave him the find routine message. "Sir, the ship is stowed for maneuvering and
acceleration. The Maneuvering Watch is set with dl hands accounted for, and we have Dock Control's
permisson to get underway.”

"Vay wdl. Take us out." Kattinger and Hansen strapped themsdves into their chairs. Kattinger
noticed a monitor screen which showed the curved surfaces of the planet below. Benegth the patterns of
cloud were various greens, blues and browns, mosily browns. Frystaat.

He reached out to touch the screen, tracing the length of coastline where he lived.

"Now dl hands brace for pitch maneuver,” came over the announcing system.

Sowly, with barely perceptible movement, the planet's image began to rotate on the screen. Kattinger
bardy heard the voice of Sgmund Besmann, the Chief-of-the-Watch, spesking to Hansen. "Sr, Dock
Contral reports the dry-dock has reached safe distance. The tugs have completed the pitch maneuver
and are ready to detach.”

"Very well, detach tugs," said Hansen, following Kattinger's gaze to the monitor.

Outside the ship, eight tugs, each basicdly alarge fud tank with a rocket cluster and cockpit, released
their mechanicd hold on the grip flanges near the ends of the ship and turned on smdl maneuvering jets.
Within minutes they had grouped up and followed the dry-dock to safe distance from the Fledermaus.

On the bridge, Hansen waited until the tugs Sgnded their arivd with the dock, then cdled the
communications center. "Radio, Bridge. Inform Dock Control that we are commencing the five-minute
countdown to departure burn.”

"Bridge, Radio. Aye."

In the ensuing quiet on the bridge, Chief Besmann saw his captain saring a one of the screens. The
look in Kattinger's eyes confirmed what the chief and most of the crew suspected. That something about
this misson was wrong, very wrong. "Captain," he sad a lat. "Thisisit. Isn't is?'

For savera seconds the only sound was the vent fan whirring in the corner. Kattinger twisted a knob
by the screen, fading the picture to black. His voice was a choked sgh. "Yes”"

Sanchez crouched with his ear to a sxty-millimeter pipe labeled 'D | WATER.' He pulled a spoon
from his pocket and tapped the pipe three times. He was soon answered by three fant taps from further
down the line "That's it," he said, opening the door to the next compartment, "I think that's the whole
system, Lieutenant.”

Lieutenant Johanna Dettering was one of the new officers sent by the Viceroyd Council to exile
aboard Fledermaus. She and Sanchez had jus finished tracing the ship's deionized water system. "Do
you think we're ready to get this Sgned off, Sr?' she asked.



"Wdl, | think the only ones who can Sgn it are on watch or adeep, so well have to wait. I'm going to
the hydroponic section. How about you?'

"Oh, no gr," sad Dettering. "I've been chasing quas dl day. I've got to get some deep before | go on
watch. Good night, gr.”

"Good night.”

Sanchez could not help looking at Dettering as she left the compartment. Only on Frystaat could rock
hard muscles look so good on a woman.

It's too late for you, old fellow, he told himsdf. About ten years too late. Besides, she could probably
twid you into a pretzdl.

Stll, Sanchez had to admire her. Dettering was the only one of the new officers who did not grumble
a her new assgnment. She seemed very adaptable and openly enjoyed the chdlenge of ship
qudification.

Sanchez wondered how many times people like her had been robbed of ther futures, therr dreams, by
the shortsghted but powerful. As many as the days Captain, he thought, snce the monkeys started
throwing rocks.

In the hydroponic gardens, Sanchez enjoyed a rare moment's solitude. It was here that one could
amaog forget one was on a ship. With piped-in sounds of birds and running water one could eesly
imagine a paradise on some other world. Even if the feding lasted only a moment.

Ancther reason Sanchez enjoyed the gardens were the things grown there. In addition to the
oxygen-producing dgae vats and fibrous plants consumed by the crew, dl the spices the cooks used to
season the meds with were grown and tended in the gardens. There were anise, rosemary, mint, thyme,
sage, severd kinds of pepper. There were rows of onions, potatoes and garlic. Foods, spices and
flavorings too numerous for Sanchez to remember a once, dl cared for by the ship's hydroponic techs
and the Chief Cook.

In one section, Sanchez found something truly wondrous. Severd citrus trees induding lemon and
mandarin orange. A smdler tree provided cinnamon bark and another - nutmeg! Ladtly, he discovered
the source of the ddicious dessert hed enjoyed earlier. The ice cream itsdf had been atifiad but the
vanillaflavor came from the beans produced by the vanilla orchids hanging in the gardens.

It's no wonder the crew loves and respects thar captain, thought Sanchez, he cares enough to feed
them well. These men and women et better then most people in the empire.

From Hans Kattinger's private log aboard Hedermaus. . . .After searching only seventeen habitable
systems, we have good news. There is srong evidence of recent Sauron presence in this, the Byers
System. The bad news for usis the nature of the evidence...."

"All class-D dectricd equipment is shut down, gr." The ODD's report informed Kattinger that
computers, dectro-magnetic sensors, and other complex dectrical gear had been deactivated for the
Alderson Jump.

"Vay wdl," said Kattinger, turning to the navigaion plotting party. "Mr. Rossbaum, are your scopes
reedy?'

"Yes dr," sad the Navigator. He had sat three of the ship's telescopes to the known postions of
three fixed dtars in relation to the sysem they were about to enter. "ETA to Alderson Point in
twenty-seven seconds.”

"Vay well. Test the comm dircuit.”

"Aye aye, Sr.Maneuvering, Bridge. Thisis the Navigator, how do you read?'

"Bridge, Maneuvering. We read you loud and clear.”

"Maneuvering, Bridge. Stand by to activateAlderson Driveon my mark. Stand by at five. Four. Three.
Two. One. MARK!"

One of the lagt vessdls to enter the Byers System had Ieft twenty devices in podtion to monitor the
Alderson Point and render a particular greeting to any who might follow.

Since then, only one ship had arrived in the sysem before Fledermaus. An Outie freighter had come
looking for new markets and products for trade. The slent, guarding machines forced the merchant and
his crew into a kind of early retirement. Pieces of the destroyed freighter il drifted in scattered orbits



throughout the Byers System.

With the passage of time, twelve of the devices had run out of fud needed to keep Station with the
Point and drifted into long, dliptica orbits around the primary.

Eight of them remained.

One of the peculiarities of the Alderson drives was the way it played havoc with complex dectrica
systems, induding biologicd ones. After a Jump, crewmen, would fed drunk or dizzy for as long as
severd minutes. The older the crewman, the longer the effect generdly lasted. For this reason many
gpacers found a place to settle and refrained from interselar travel. For some, fdling the lengthening
effect of each successve Jump was like watching a clock whose hands moved inexorably toward the
hour of desth.

In Maneuvering, the room where Fledermauss power and drive equipment were controlled, Chief
Petty Officer Gartner had a smple but vitd post during Jump Watch. After the Jump he would pull a
amdl, three-position switch to the "ON" position, activating the circuits that energized and controlled the
ship's Langston Fidd.

Normaly, a ship's protective Langston Field could be left on during a Jump, but sometimes one or
more of the more delicate components of the control circuitry would be damaged by the momentary dip
and surgein the dectrica current. Because of this, Kattinger had ordered the Fed to be energized only
after a Jump was complete. Fledermaus could afford to risk very little on the voyage.

Gartner dways worried dightly about Alderson Jumps. He was one of those who listened to that
imaginary but terrible clock. With this Jump, the clock would tick again for him. It would tick very loud.

On the bridge, Kattinger fet the familiar dazed confuson that dways followed a Jump. He watched
the sudden shift of background stars from one pattern to another on a screen. His smile was dmost
childlike as his imagination began to work out congdlations in the garfidd. The stars were so beautiful.
Y es, beautiful and - vishblel With a Fidd on, the screen should have been blank.

He shook his head as awareness returned. "Maneuvering, Bridge. Where the hdl's that Langston
Hdd2"

In Maneuvering, the Engineering-Officer-of-the-Watch answered the cdl and glanced questioningly at
Chief Gartner.

Startled, Gartner goun around to find a horrifying sght. The switch for Langston Fied was only in the
neutrd position. He quickly snapped it on, then spoke gpologeticdly, "Switch on, dr." Gartner kept
daing at the switch. He could fed the eyes of the others upon him and could not bear to look back.

"Bridge, Maneuvering. The Fidd switch was in neutrd," said the EOW. He knew what Gartner was
feding. His words would stab but the report had to be made. "Jump Effect, ar.”

Kattinger knew that Gartner had made dozens of Alderson Jumps in Fledermaus and that he was
usudly one of the first among the crew to fully recover. But changes happened and there was nothing for
it. "Maneuvering, Bridge. Very wdl."

Kattinger glanced again at the star-filled screen. It would be a few more seconds till the Feld came
up. The contral crcuitry for the Langston generator was deliberately made smple in design to speed
recovery dafter a Jump. It was as Smple as possible, but no smpler.

A telescoping mast with a sensor cluster had extended beyond the known reach of the Langston
Fedd.

Rossbaum looked into one of the scopes and turned a mechanicd did. "l have one, two stars. Wait a
second,” he adjusted a vernier crank. The third star had moved a bit from its previoudy charted position.
"Three stars and," he turned to another scope and turned the dia again. " Spectro readings match. We're
inthe Byers System, gr."

The eght sentinds awakened. Something had entered the space they were guarding. The newly
arrived object was immediaidy scanned and recognized as to type and class. Smdl computers made
decisons according to ingructions given many years before.

"Vay wdl," sad Kattinger. "Officer-of-the-Deck, secure from Alderson Jump Waich. Return to
underway watch, section five and tdl Maneuvering to reenergize the four-hundred cyde switchboards.”

With that, Kattinger prepared to settle into the routine of system reconnaissance.



A technician in Maneuvering, whose hull monitoring station had one of the fird computer systems to
reactivate, changed dl that.

"Bridge, Maneuvering.Hullmonitor registers rapid temperature increase at eight points dong the
Mid-Ship bulgel™

One of the bridge screens came on, showing the locations of the heat buildup.

On the hull, dong the ringed arrays of exterior equipment cirding the destroyer's middle section, eight
separate areas began to glow. Just smdl points of red, at firg, but rapidly expanding and becoming a
bright, incandescent white. Black paint blistered and outgassed.Hullplates and equipment began to mdlt.

Kartinger's reaction was immediate. " Chief-of-the-Watch, sound Genera Quarters. All hands on the
bridge, thisis the Captain, | have the Deck and theConn." He growled into a microphone. "Maneuvering,
Bridge. What's the matter with that goddamn Feld? It should be up by now!"

As the relieved OOD raced from the bridge, the Chief-of-the-Watch grabbed a microphone.
"Generd Quarters! Generd Quarters! All hands man your Batle Stationd™ A repeated gong sounded
throughout the ship for severa seconds.

The EOW watched the Langgton Fidd control pand tensdy. The green light he expected didn't
appear. In its place blinked one red light, then another. He fought to keep the fear out of his voice.
"Bridge, M-Maneuvering. Weve got critica fault indications on the Langston panel. 1've got to take it
off-lingl"

"Shit!" snarled Kattinger. "Maneuvering, Bridge. Very wdl. Get a DC and repair paty a the
generator on-the-double!” Angrily, he switched the mike to another circuit. "All hands, thisis the Captain.
The ship has just entered the Byers Sysem. The Langston Fidd is down and were teking energy
hits This not a drill. ManBattleStations now!"

All over the ship people were legping, flying and otherwise propdlling themselvesin the zero gravity to
reach their assgned posts. For most, however, ther Jump station andBattlestation were the same. It took
only afew seconds for everyone to find their places.

But seconds were precious.

"l want Auto-Response!" said Kattinger to Will Kreigler, the Weapons Officer.

"It'son ling, g, but | don't have a sensor or weapons for it!"

"You do now, gr," said voice from across the bridge. "Number Two Fidd Cail, on line™

"Itll have to do," said Kattinger. "What do we have for wegpons?'

"Jud the close-ins, they - "

"Tiethemin and activate, now!"

"Aye, dr. Activated.”

One of Fledermauss fidd coils energized, generating a torus-shaped magnetic fidd which rotated with
the array. Severa kinetic energy and short-range laser weapons fired, sdecting and resdlecting ferrous
anomdlies as targets.

Kattinger fdl into a pattern of short, brief commands. "Target andyss”

"Tagets were” Kregler looked a the readout display, "missles conventiond, possble
multi-warhead. Seven diginct salvoes. We are now tracing trgjectories to likdy points of origin."

"Very wdl."

"Sr," said the Chief-of-the-Watch. "All compartments report manned for Battle Stations.”

"Vay good. Set ship's artight condition One-Alpha.”

All ship's artight doors and airlocks were shut to reduce possble atmosphere loss in battle. Only the
ventilaion lines remained open, but ready to be closed.

"Maneuvering, Bridge," sad Kattinger. "What's the status of the energy hits?'

"Bridge, Maneuvering. Hit points dill active. Temperature increase has dowed down, however."

"Maneuvering, Bridge. Aye" Kattinger switched comm mikes. "Radar, Bridge. Ship's sensor gatus.”

"Bridge, Radar. Number Two Main Radar is down. Telescopes One, Three and Four are down.
Number Two Maser is down. All other sensors are on ling, ar.”

"Widl, findly some good news. Weps, what have you got for the Main Battery?'

Kreigler gave awry smile "I've got turrets Two and Three on line. Number One is gone. Indicates



red across the board, Captain.”

"Bridge, Radar,” spoke a voice from the wdl speaker. "We finished our sweep of those missle
bearings from Fire Control, sr, and they show seven dationary contacts a one five zero thousand
kilometers and one dtationary contact at two seven zero thousand.”

"Radar, Bridge. Good work. Send the bearings to Fire Control."

"Bridge, Maneuvering. DC party reports Langston generator housng has been breached and the
generator appear to be mdting. Petty Officer Schmidt reports that she can see stars through the three
levels of deck out from the generator room and the airlock door is getting hotter.”

"Maneuvering Bridge. Aye. Get your DC party into pressure suits and get everyone out of the
compartment and shut the compartment ventilaion valves™

In Maneuvering, the EOW acknowledged then relayed the orders to the DC party.

On the bridge, Kriegler looked up a his captain. "Sr, Fire Control has target acquistion. Man
Battery tracking.”

Kattinger wasted no time. "Good. Open Fire"

Two of Hedermauss main laser turrets swiveled in conjunction with the remaining large radar dish.
Rapid-pulsed invishle beams Ieft eight expanding clouds of gas and debris where the devices had been.
A full, active sensor sweep showed no other hogtilesin space.

"Something doesn't make sense” Kattinger muttered under his breath. "Eight contacts, eight energy
hits Where's the @ghth missle savo?' His eyes flashed accusngly a the tech monitoring the
Auto-Response system. "Dammit! Where's that other salvo?!

"I've nothing, Sr, no indication!”

Kattinger checked the readout himsdf and saw that the petty officer was correct. "I'm sorry, son.”
Theincident was immediately forgotten. "Maybe it didn't launchany ... or - "

Kattinger and Kreigler locked eyesin mutud redization - "Non-ferrous vehicles™

Kattinger spun, grabbing his mike. "Maneuvering, Bridge. Have you got any drive control at dl?"

"Bridge, Maneuvering. Not yet. We should have locd control injust afew - "

"Enginear, we better get some right now, or we wont - "

"Sr! Sir, we just got locd control on lineright now - "

"All right, | want afull, twenty-second burn dong the yaw axis. Ascend ship, ninety degrees - zenith.
Do it now!"

"Aye aye sr!"

Kattinger got halfway through "Brace for acceleration” when the ship trembled with the power of the
sub-ramspeed drives pushing the vessel ninety degrees from itsline of mation.

The sudden change in direction caught some crew-members unaware. The point-two-gee acceleration
resulted in a number of sprained limbs and one crewman was knocked unconscious.

Twenty seconds later, the shaking subsided, as zero gravity returned.

Thirty-nine seconds later, two of the ship's enhanced optical monitors burned out with a flash.

"Bridge, Radar. We jugt recorded Sx pulses, three gamma and three neutron. Mild EMPs detected
indicated thermo-nuclear detonations in the one-to-two kilo-ton range." Kattinger heard the hiss of dtatic.
Radar dill had their mike keyed. The same voice quigtly spoke. "Thank you, Sr."

"Radar, Bridge .... Radar, Bridge. Aye. Maneuvering, Bridge. Damn good work." Looking around the
bridge, Kattinger was met with looks of admiration, of thanks for ddiverance and of lingering fear for the
nearness of the escape.

He broke the tension by reaching for the PA mike. "Now dl hands make reports to Damage Control
Centrd. Secure from Generd Quarters.”

"Superficd hull and armor damage in the Midship Bulge area - "

"Langgton Fidd generator and control guides fused - *

"Waste Heat Exchangers Twelve through Seventeen ruptured due to coolant expansion - "

"Number One Main Turret, laser crysd firing and feed-rack sysem beyond repair - "

"Telescopes One and Three destroyed. Number Four under repair -

"Twelve minor injuries and one concussion due to evasive maneuver. No deaths.”



Sensors, weapons, auxiliary equipment dl destroyed or damaged beyond hope of repair. These the
officers and senior enlisted crew of the FHedermaus took camly. The ship and crew had been through
worse.

When dl damage reports were in, there were only two that seemed to affect anyone at dl. The effect
was devadtating. The ship's three hydrogen scoop fidd generators had been dagged by the energy
Wegpons.

And fud bunkers were down to 7.89 percent capacity.

The Enginear's face was like red cora. "They knew right where to fucking hit ud"

"Can't we repair one of the scoop generators?' asked Sanchez.

"With what? - Sir? All our big spares were off-loaded before we left. What are we supposed to do,
rub two - " "Eng" sad Kattinger. "That's enough.” "Ezio, as | sad, the Council was very thorough.”
Kattinger paused to rub sore neck muscles. "There is supposed to be an automated repair and fuding
dation in orbit over Cat's Eye, whichisthat big gas bdl we're headed to. Perhaps we can do something
there”

Kattinger hovered over one of the scopes in the radar room, just &ft of the bridge. In the room were
more than just radar equipment. All manner of ship's sensors were controlled from wha was Smply
cdled "radar room."

Kattinger swore a the monitor. "Nothing. All right, let's go active. Hartmann, set Number One Maser
for a one-second pulse. Ostillate a one hundred cycles, set arc radius point oh-two degrees around
prime locetion.”

"Aye aye, dr," sad one of the three petty-officers on watch.

On top of the ship, behind the bridge, one of the new sensors, a large microwave laser, swiveled and
tilted. A samdl resonator activated and the laser dement began to vibrate..

Seconds later, "Ready, Captain.”

"Okay, go active.”

The tech touched a control. In one second the beam from the array washed back and forth over the
prime location one hundred times, then stopped, while a radar antenna passvely listened.

"Pulse sent, ar.”

"Very wdl." They waited. And waited.

"No echo, gr."

"All right. Go ahead and secure the array.”

"Aye aye, gr."

At the other end of the room, Lieutenant Dettering, Officer-of-the-Watch in Radar, spoke up.
"Captan, | just finished the orbit run on those metd objects we've been tracking.”

"Y es, Johanna?'

"Wdl, they dl have rather eccentric orbits which do intersect the known orbit of the gation.”

AN

"l ran the orbit paths back until they converged, accounting for perturbations from dl the moons. They
do converge together with the prime orbit, Sr."

Kattinger caught his bresth. "Let me guess, thirty years ago, right?"

The woman nodded solemnly.

"Widl, that tiesit up then. Good work. Just keep alid on it for awhile” Kattinger turned and Ieft the
radar room.

"Wha?' said a disbdieving Sanchez when he heard the news.

"It seems" sad Kattinger, "that the Saurons or whoever was in this system thirty years ago blew up
the refuding station when they got here. We can't scoop gas off a giant, we can't ram, and now there's no
way to repair the generators. And we don't have the fud to get back to Alderson Point.

"Ezo, | think were here to day.”

Sanchez seemed more angry than surprised. " 'Resources at a premium’ the motherless dog said. The
lives of men are cheap but spare parts they had to squeeze." Then the full redity of it hit him. "Is there
nothing we can do?"



"Not much, nothing in the way of fud, anyway. I'm going to cal a mesting of the wardroom in one
hour. Y ou're welcome to put forth any idess”

Sanchez nodded absently as Kattinger |eft.

Coffee bulbs bobbed gently at the ends of wrist tethers or were motionless, gripped in officers hands
as the medting progressed. Captain Kattinger had amog finished spesking. "So that's where it stands.
We're stuck in the system, we're low on fud and theré's no way for us to get more. We are currently on
course for Haven, our low consumption trgectory will bring us there in just over nine hours. Once there,
well achieve alow orbit from which to observe the surface.

"Officers-of-the-deck will from here on refrain from using attitude thrusters or any other rockets for
maneuvers unless we are on the daylight side of Haven - which reminds me"

Kattinger spoke into a bulkhead panel. "Bridge, Wardroom. Thisis the captain.”

A voice came in from the speaker. "Wardroom, Bridge.

Officer-of-the-deck here"

"Bridge, Wardroom. Set exterior lighting for darken ship. De-energize dl outsde lights and secure dl
port windows. | don't want so much as a photon of visble light leaving the ship.”

"Wardroom, Bridge. Aye. Does that mean | can Hill dump heat?'

"Bridge, Wardroom. Y es, use the radiators as necessary, but try to use those that are on the opposite
dde of the ship from Haven."

"Wardroom, Bridge. Aye"

Kattinger turned back to those in the room. "Did you dl get that?' There was a generd "yessir,
ayeaye' and nodding of heads.

"Sr, we might was well march right in. When those nukes went off, anyone in the system could have
seen them, no matter how far away they were," said the Lieutenant Commander Hansen.

"No," the Navigator gently corrected, "Haven was deeply occluded by Cat's Eye when tha
happened.”

"All right," the captain continued, "that's it. Il make the announcement to the crew. Pretty soon youll
be inundated with questions. I've told everything | know, which is damn little. Well have to wait till we
reach Haven to get any more answers.”

Haven yidded answers - in spades. Satellites placed in low orbit and the ship's own specia sensors
reveded a srong Sauron influence. The Sauron stronghold was located, as were the perimeters of
Sauron influence and probable contact, which were disressngly widespread after only thirty years.

Sadlite pictures played back on the Wardroom screen told much of Haven's last decades; of the
nuclear destruction gtitched across theShangri-Lavdley.

"Look at thisone." Sanchez had a blagtpoint shown in freeze-frame. "When they hit Falkenburg, they
amed one directly at the Universty, directly! Why?' He shook his head. The others remained slent.
They had seen things before, up close and persond, on their own world.

Next, they were shown a series of satellite images showing recent Sauron activity. They nearly dl
shared a common theme; the taking of prisoners. Whether it was the raiding of a village or the waylaying
of travelers the end was the same. The native Haveners would fight bravely (most of the time), and the
Saurons would round up the women. Sometimes gently, sometimes not.

At the comparatively rare times that a satellite caught the image of a Sauron being killed or injured, an
enthusiagtic roar of approva would issue from the assemblage in the Wardroom. Captain Kattinger had
to gtrain from joining the shouting, as his own emotions boiled from what he was seeing.

His reserve crumbled when, on the screen, having rounded up some fifteen women from a northern
tribe and locked them in a wagon, a Sauron Soldier appeared to argue with a superior for severa
seconds. The superior turned away, leaving the Soldier, who then shrugged and proceeded to burn the
wagon with a flame thrower, cdmly hosing the stream directly into the prisoners.

"No!" shouted Kattinger, at the top of his lungs. His huge fis impacted the bulkhead, putting a large
dentinit.

"For thelove of God!!" He turned to the young officer operating the monitor. "That's enough! Shut it



off, now!" The officer dmog broke his hand hurrying to comply. Kattinger immediatdy was slent. His
face hardened and crimson with rage, his eyes moist.

The Wardroom was quiet as well. The officers had never seen thar captain so angry. They had never
seen im this close to tears.

"Any idess," sad Kattinger, barely winning the fight for control, "will be welcome. Just remember that
whatever we do, we are committed to it. There is no going back.”

The wardroom emptied dowly, quidly. Totdly absent was the earlier enthusasm. Fledermauss
misson profile had changed.

Three hours later, a knock on Kattinger's door broke hisreverie. "Comein."

It was Sanchez. "Hans, you wanted ideas?' "Yes, come in. Shut the door, would you?' Sanchez
handed one of the coffee bulbs he was halding to Kattinger, who drank immediately.

It tasted different. "Ah, a bit of the Irish thistime" "I think youll need it," said Sanchez, "when you
hear what I'm going to say."

"I think the whole crew could use it after my command performance in the wardroom.”

"Hans, consdering what we saw that Sauron doing - " "No," said Kattinger, sheking his head. "It's
more than that."

He looked up a Sanchez. "When | was in school, | was waking home when a Sauron bomber
attacked the city. A firebomb hit our house just as | had come around the street. | saw my mother trying
to carry my sster out of the house. They were covered with fire

In his hands was the picture from the desk. "Thisisdl | have left."

Kattinger then nodded to some papers on his desk. "You should read some of these” he sad,
changing the subject. "Johanna, God bless her. She wants to mount our remaning weapons on the
longboats and 'strafe the living shit out of them.! X.O. wants to take everything we can to an isolated spot
then drop the FHedermaus on ther stronghold.” Kattinger shrugged. "That one has merit, but the rest of
these, | don't know. They're brave suggedtions, dl, but more the product of emotion than reason.
Nothing that would diminate enough of the Sauron gene poal."

Sanchez leaned forward. "Captain, if we drop the ship on them, we give them metd and reved our
presence. If we try to shoot them, they may dill have heavy enough wesgpons to shoot down the
longboats. These are things we cannot dlow, gr.”

"I've been thinking the same thing and you're right. What do you suggest?”

Sanchez sipped his coffee for a moment. "We have to beat the Saurons a their own game, Hans. We
find a spot that is isolated from Sauron and Havener populations, but ill on the main continent. Then we
put down with everything we can take in longboats, and bring the ship down nearby.”

"I'm afraid that bringing the ship down is ruled out. The entry burn for something this big would circle
the planet at least once. Asyou said, we cantt let anyone know we're here"

"Thereés something else, Hans. If there is an accident in bringing down the longboats well lose the
genes of anyone-killed. How many women are aboard?"

"Forty-seven,” sad Kattinger, grinning dightly, "So you think we should get them pregnant before
anything else begins?'

Sanchez nodded.

"Wdl," said Kattinger, "It's arough job but | think the men will be 'up' to it."

The shared laughter eased some of the earlier tenson.

"Ah, yes. The men," said Sanchez, grinning broadly. "What about yoursdf?"

"What do you mean?' asked Kattinger, trying to look innocent.

Sanchez's manner softened to one of friendly understanding. "You like Lieutenant Dettering, don't
you?"
“Isit dl over the ship?'

"Mm, | have ears. Apparently, you made the mistake of cdling her by her first name while on waich.”

"Oh. That'sright, | did," said Kattinger, regretfully.

"Don't worry about it, no seems to mind." Sanchez paused, amiling. "Least of dl, young Miss
Dettering."



Kattinger didn't speak but he didn't have to. The light returning to his eyes gave him away.

"But" sad Sanchez, "well need a very tight breeding program. No two children from the same
parents for the firg few generations. Well have to give up afew cusomsif we're to survive™

"Yes, you are right, of course. The program will be Dr. Gettmann's job." Kattinger's thoughts returned
to the immediate problem. "All we need is a suitable location.”

"I've got one" sad Sanchez, producing a mgp of Haven's principd continent. "This part here,
theEdenVdleyshows no Sgn of recent habitation and does not appear low enough for having babies. But
this region here" he pointed southeast of Shangri-LaValey, "is a wide plateau that's low enough to live
on.

"But not low enough to have babies on.”

"No. That iswhy we mus keep the longboats. They can be pressurized and used as maternity wards."

Kattinger brows dowly arched. "Hmm."

The previoudy cramped spaces of the Fledermaus appeared gaunt and empty as the crew stripped
anything that could be used on the planet below. All available scrap metd dong with the tools in the amadl
meachine shop and the various szes of bar stock. It would be precious little but vitd to survivd. Severd
spools of copper wire for meking generators were put down. All manner of dry goods, medicd supplies,
emergency fresh water. And just about everything in the hydroponic labs. Everything left the ship on
daylight burns adong the uninhabited sde of the planet.

Severd officers and enliged crewmembers were enjoying a last bulb of coffee in the docking bay
before riding the lagt of the ddiveries to the surface.

The door to the C.O.'s stateroom was open as Sanchez approached. Insde, Kattinger worked the
print-binder rapidly. Some ningly books, representing the last of his specia paper supply, were floating in
three sacks near the binder.

Sanchez saw some of the titles. Different fidds of science and mathematics, mining and metalurgy,
high-altitude agriculturd theory, medicine, anatomy and other subjects were there.

Kattinger sensed Sanchez in the room. "Ezio, were gaing to need this. Some of the knowledge here
took humanity thousands of years to acquire. We are about to join a very barbaric world. This planet is
going to see many years - generations—af banditry, war, davery and who knows what ese. It will be a
long time before Haven can produce what's written in these books. | think we should see that these things
urvive”

"Absolutdy,” said Sanchez looking at the indicator on the printbinder's feed tray. "You have only one
gheet |eft. May | have it?"

"Sure. I've got to take these down to the bay. | made redundant copies, one for each boat. Careful,
they're hot."

Sanchez moved back from the sacks as Kattinger carried them out of the stateroom, leaving Sanchez
aone with the printbinder.

He touched the console and caled up the file of documents. Searching down the ligt, he stopped
suddenly. "Yes, Hans," he spoke softly as he brought up the item he'd found. " Some things must survive.™
He entered the command to print then reached for the tongs as the hot paper did into the tray.

After waving the sheet in the air severa seconds to cool, he rolled it into a smal chart tube and put it
inhis pocket.

"Gradias" he said to the little machine as he shut it off, then turned and |eft the stateroom.

"Ezio" sad Kattinger, cdling across the ship's loading bay, "we dmost threw away our key to the
future down there" Sanchez could see a certain excitement, dmog joy, on the Captain's normdly
unchanging features.

"Our decedents could become very rich and influentid!”

"What are you taking about?"

"Thid" said the Chief Engineer, who floated toward Sanchez with Kattinger. He held a drinking bulb
over his head. "Coffed"

"Wewill be the only coffee growers on the whole planet,” said Kattinger. "Others will art, eventudly
of course, but well be the first and our people will control the market for generationd™



Sanchez seemed doubtful. "Can we carry it?"

"Yes, we can take about two tons gpiece in each boat. The chief has aworking party on it now."

"It could work," said Sanchez, nodding dowly. "Well have to experiment on growing it."

"Anything to save the drink of the gods."

Kattinger was the lagt to board alongboat. The others waited while he floated near the far bulkhead.
Hislips moved dowly but no one heard his words. After a moment, he gently stroked the bulkhead. No
one needed to hear to know what he said. "Goodbye."

Haven was known to have few species of flying vertebrates. The new arrivas to the planet discovered
one that had not been mentioned in the references. Its mottled color and long, thin wings served to make
it nearly invisble to the pilot of the last longboat to descend from the ship. He saw it just as it shot past
the cockpit window.

" - The fuck? Shit!"" were dl he could say as the creature was sucked into the craft's port ramjet
engine. The rotor disintegrated, sending pieces of itsdf and its pulverized vicim into the fusdage and port
fud tank.

The pilots of the other two craft saw the longboat disappear in a bright firebdl, taking its cargo, crew
and Hans Kattinger with it.

Fledermaus did as her computer was told. WithShangri-LaVdleyon the night Sde, she accelerated
away from Haven and Cat's Eye. Having left the gas giant and its moons, Fledermaus shed her solar
orbital velocity and began to fdl toward the system's primary.

On her new course, she spent her remaining fud as miserly as possible, making dight corrections.

Weseks later, Fledermaus added her tiny, vaporizing mass to that of the sun shining in Haven's sky.

Children did grow on the plateau, called "Acropalis’ by Sanchez.

Coffee, however, did not. All attempts to grow it ended in complete falure. The agriculturd text
provided no answers. Frustration mounted as bean after bean refused to germinate or did germinate but
died soon after.

With regret and more than afew tears, atempts to grow coffee were hdted. The remaning stores of
the precious beans were reserved for the community's celebrations, to run out when it would.

But where coffee didn't grow, many of the herbs and spices did. Nutmeg, cinnamon, dill weed, even
some of the vanilla orchids grew in one of the greenhouses built on the southern foothills of Acropolis.

Haven would never see the dreamed-of coffee trade. But the spice trade would soon make the new
colony rich when it findly made contract with the ndaive Haveners in the southeast region of
theShangri-Lavdley. Very rich, indeed.

And very, very influentia.

The colony atop the mountain was less than twdve Terran years old when Haven damed Ezio
Sanchez. A cancer had spread through his lymphatic system, leaving him months instead of years. Dr.
Gettmann was helpless. The pharmaceuticals she could have saved his life with were logt with Kattinger
and the two others when their longboat was destroyed.

"Heidi," Sanchez spoke softly to the daughter of Johanna and Hans Kattinger as he lay, bardy
breething. Heidi had her mother's red har and her father's gentle blue eyes.

"Hedi, my timeis over. On the shdf there is a wooden box. Please take it."

The young girl did as he said and began to open it.

"No, not yet," sad Sanchez. "Wait until you go to deep tonight, please. There are two things - " he
paused, trying to catch his shdlow breath. "Insde. One isfor you. The other isfor your children to give -
" another bresth - "to Haven."

"Which one - "

"Shh." He lifted afinger to Heldi's lips, softly. ™Y ou will know.”

"Thank you, Undle Easy."

Sanchez gmiled weskly. Heidi was the only child who could cdl him that pet name.

"Now go, child. I wish to say goodbye to your mother."

Heid reached over Sanchez to hug him. "Vaya con Diaos, Sefior,” she sad through tears.

"Gracias, m padoma blanca.Gracias."



Heidi picked up the box and dowly waked from the room as her mother entered. She had dmost
reached the top of the stairs when her heart gave in and she sat down to cry.

It had been difficult, waiting so long to open the box, but Heidi waited out of respect for her dying
teacher.

"Don't be up late, now," said Johanna, seaing her daughter to bed, then returned down the airs.

Heidi lit the amdl reading lamp on the table near her bed. Then, with eager curiosity, she reached
under her pillow and lifted the box. Carefully, she opened it.

Insde was a book. She read thetitle, "The Rise and Fdl of theRoman Empire” Opening the book she
found an inscription on the ingde cover:

To Captain Ezio Sanchez, A good book, like a good friend, is a terrible thing to lose.

Hans Kattinger

Heidi cried again for severa minutes. She had lost her teacher and the only father she'd known.

And the closest friend she ever had.

Gently, she closed the book and put it on the bed beside her. Ingde the box was one more item, a
grdl plagtic tube with a rolled, printed paper indde. She carefully removed the paper and placed the
tube in the box.

Sowly, the paper unralled urtil it was flat. Hedi's eyes were drawn to some bold print near the top.
She read doud to hersdf, her voice echoing softly down the gtairs. "We hold these truths to be df
evident ..."

In rare disobedience to her mother's orders, Heidi's little reading lamp burned long into the night.

From "The Fronta Assault and Other Tactica Pethologies,” in The Way of the Soldier (traditiondly
attributed to First Lady/Second Soldier Althene Diettinger)

The hardest thing to fight is a Tradition. And every valey, every town and village, and sometimes
every farm or even farmer on Haven has a least one Tradition that folk will die for. Never mind that the
Folk are cattle - cattle willing to die can dways kill more Saurons than we can afford to lose.

So remember that not dl of Haven's defenses are visble to the senses, even the enhanced senses of
Saurons. Some of our new home's defense in depth exists only in the minds of itsfolk - but as tenacioudy
rooted there as the mountains are in the crust of the planet.

NO SUCH THING ASA NON-LETHAL WEAPON -JAMES A. LANDAU

| was edting a sandwich when the professond killer walked up to me.

"Youre Mr. Herrero, foreman of the Millvae lumberyard?' he asked.

"Thomas Herrero, at your service," | said, as sarcadticaly as | could. "Acting foreman.”

He offered his hand. "Mgor Andreadis, of the Gumming Brigade."

Rather than shake hands with him, | took a bite of my sandwich. He didnt seem annoyed a my
rudeness, so | said, "Your kind doesn't deserve good manners.”

He replied in a friendly tone, "As one soldier to another, there are certain courtesies. But you don't
have to sdlute me"

"Snce I'm not going to stand up for you, either, have a seet,” | said, pointing to a nearby pile of trash.
Anyway, who could look military rigng from a rolled-up tarpaulin? "Or get lost. But don't cdl me a
SOldier.”

He knelt to face me, not on the trashpile but in front of it. "You went into battle with Cross's militia"
he said.

Cross was the red foreman as wdl as part-owner, on office duty now with a broken leg. He dso
commanded the town militig, two dozen friends of mine with romantic illusons and a liking to hear guns
go bang. "Fing" | said. "So I'm a soldier. That doesn't mean | have to be polite to you just because you
have pine cones on your shoulders.”

"Oak leaves" he said, amiling, "and yes, they mean I'm a career soldier. Or a mercenary, same
difference. Y ou might be polite to me since we are dlies. I'm liaison to Cross's militia today.”



"Then go tak to Captain Cross.”

"l did. He said to tak to you."

"And | say go tak to yoursdf. What do you want?'

"Theres a band of nomads headed this way to attack Millvde. The Cummings Brigade sent me to
help the militia stop them.”

"You shoot them, I'll bandage them. But | don't see what ese | can do. Or the militia elther, except
pray the nomads go somewhere e

"I'm told you're a pacifigt.”

"l am."

"Yet you rode into battle with the town militia" "They needed a medic, and | know firg ad." "Tha
makes you part of a combat unit." "You want me to let my friends die because | wasn't there? War,
unfortunately, is a human activity, and the militiaare al friends of mine" What was he trying to say? "Mr.
Herrero, there are pacifists whose pacifism makes them refuse to have anything to do with war, under
any circumstances” "So what?"

"Bang a combat medic, even if you never shoot anyone, is as bad as fighting. Or, if not as bad, it is
dill unacceptable.”

Why was this professond killer preaching pacifism a me? "That kind of harsplitting neither prevents
war nor helps those who get shot,” | said. "I am not about to change my bdiefs and | will thank you to
stop preaching in my lumberyard.”

"l wasn't preaching. | am a soldier, a killer by trade. | am asking you a serious question: are you
willing to go into combat, provided that you don't have to kill anyone?"

"l am and | have done so. But on my initidive, not yours. Get to the point, Mr. Andreadis, before you
et to the lockup for being crazy.”

"Thereis a battle coming up. The miliiawill bein it."

"And why should | care about a battle, if I'm not going to fight?"

"Youve heard of the nomad chief who cals himsdf 'Suleman the Magnificent'?"

"Yes He was thregtening to do something obscene to usif we didn't lower the tolls on the Bridge for
him."

"Mr. Herrero, he gave your Mayor an ultimatum that he would take the Bridge by force if Millvae
didn't diminate the talls for him. The ultimatum expires atnoontoday. Y our Mayor asked for help from the
Cummings Brigade, which I'm afraid amounts to me.

"As you know, Millvale keeps independent by playing everyone off againgt each other, one nomad
tribe againg another, the Sauron Breedmagters againg their Desthmasters, the wind againg the rain.

"This time it's the nomads agang the Cummings Brigade. The militia and | are suppose to do
something obscene to an entire tribe of nomads™

"So the militia will be fighting. I'll be there as their medic, nothing more. Why are you wadting my
time?' | asked.

"Because | want you to take charge of a non-lethd weapon.”

"Theres no such thing as a non-lethd weapon,” | said, pointing to a nearby dedgehammer.

"Point well taken. As weapons go, however, this weapon is exceptionaly non-lethd .

"Mr. Andreadis, | never touch a weapon of any kind, induding the one you are talking about.”

"On the contrary, Mr. Herrero. You are gtting oniit.”

"The tarpaulin? How can it be awegpon?' | asked.

Hetold me.

"It's the dumbest thing | ever heard of," | told him.
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"You ride with the militig, therefore you know horses. Do you think it would work?"

| thought about it. "Yes, it might. 1t's ill a dumb idea. And what about the other end of the fidd?"

He had an answer.

"That, a least, makes sense” | dlowed. "Where do you get these ideas?”

"The stunt with the wagons was in the Imperid Marines advil afars manud, with photographs yet. It
was pulled back on Terra, early years of the Space Age"

"The stunt with the tarp?' | asked.

"I'vetried it on adrill fidd," he said, then chuckled. "I've dways wondered if it would work in the redl
world."

| did not have a choice. If I'm willing to ride with the militia, 1 should be willing to hep them prepare
for battle. What bothered me was seeing my friends go into battle over the dze of the toll on
theMillvaeBridge.

The Mgjor was right about Millvaes both-ends-against-the-middle diplomacy. My grandfather had
gtarted it when he was Mayor and a Sauron officer named Untag showed up with a demand for tribute



maidens.

Grandpa ignored the rifle pointing at his breastbone and said with a sraight face, "A young man as
good-looking as you are shouldn't need to take his rifle dong when he goes courting.” Untag had
blushed, and Grandpa had continued, "Tonight well hold a dance here in City Hdl and invite dl the
unattached girlsin town. Let's see if any are interested in going with you. Right now | suggest that you
and your men stack your gunsin my closet and head right for the barbershop. I'm paying.”

Untag kept his rifle but did go to the barber. Before and-after photos hanging in the mayor's office
show that he was long overdue for a haircut.

At the dance four girls, induding Grandpa's niece Juanita, volunteered to go with the Saurons. Untag
was beaming, snce Millvaés quota for tribute maidens was three.

"Jug one thing before you leave" Grandpa told Untag. "These girls are going with you to start families
Astheir eected Mayor, | mug inds on conducting wedding ceremonies for them." Untag, not seeing any
harm in aformdity, agreed, and the dance ended with a quadruple wedding.

Poor Untag the Unsubtle, as Grandpa dways cdled him. He had created a Precedent. When the next
Sauron showed up with a demand for tribute maidens, Grandpa told him that there was a Tradition to be
followed, and after a brief but stubborn argument the Citadel capitulated. As the Sauron training manua
now says, the hardest thing to fight is a Tradition.

Millvae dill supplies women to the Citadel, but every sngle one has been courted by the Saurons and
hes agreed to go with them. Most come back to vist and show off their Sauronettes, and a few have
been dlowed to leave the Citadd and return to Millvae permanently.

My cousin Juanitaiis not about to leave. She produced a complete squad of Saurons on her own and
became a childbirth ingtructor. | now have more cousnsin the Citadel than | do in town.

Theriver runsfast and deep past Millvae, too fast to ferry, too deep to ford. The only way to cross is
by bridge, and theMillvaeBridges the only one for many kilometersin either direction.

| know the Bridge well. It gave me my fird job, as a carpenter's apprentice. | worked my way up to
boss of arepair gang. One day, while | was a the lumberyard sdlecting timber for repair, Cross fired his
assigant yard foreman for drinking on the job and offered me the position.

The "Square’ is the open area between the lumber-yard and the flour mill, used as a corrd and a
loading area. At ether end thereis alow stone fence to keep draft animds from wandering off. You can
ride through the Square on a horse, jumping both fences easily or going through the gates. It makes a
good shorteut to the bridge, if you don't mind riding down a steep hillsde and jumping the flume The
main road takes along detour around the lumberyard to have a gentle grade.

"Thisnomad |leader Suleiman, he's familiar with the town?" Andreadis asked.

"Yes. He was here last week to buy from the lumberyard.”

"Good. We can use his own knowledge of the town layout againg him. What was he buying?'

"Hardware. Lots of fasteners - bolts, treendils, tape, glue. Carbon fiber. Hand tools - hammers, axes,
wrenches. All the battery-powered drills we had in stock. Fire extinguishers and a portable water pump
with hose. He loaded up two pack mules™

"Any lumber?'

"No. He didn't bring any wagons with him."

"What was he planning to do with the hardware?'

"I have no idea. Build another bridge?"

"How did he pay?'

"Barter. He haggled with Cross, not with me”"

"Did he stop anywhere dse in town?"'

"Probably. He had four more pack mules that he didn't need for what he bought here.”

"Has he been back? And have any other nomads shown up?'

“No."

Andreadis was dlent for a minute, then said, "If 1 were trying to capture the bridge, I'd stock up on
ardl items that would be logt if Millvde caught fire. I'd aso make sure | could keep the bridge from
burning down.



"Mr. Herrero, my comrade in arms, if youll pardon the term, | think it'stime to get Sarted on the tarp.
Il arrange about the wagons."

Cross hobbled over on his crutches to ask for volunteers. My entire yard crew agreed to help me, as
did two clerks and a curious customer. How Cross does it | don't know. | would never have the hubris
to ask my own people to go into danger.

Frgt we dtretched the tarp out on the ground aong the fence. It was five meters short. Then | put the
crew to work planting arow of 5X10's veticdly into the ground. The idea was to have a row of stakes
pardld to and behind the fence. | persondly naled a hook into the near Sde of each stake.

When the stakes were ready, Andreadis returned to ingpect. "Perfect,” he told me. "As for the space
between the tarp and the flour mill, stack up some lumber or bricks or flour sacks to fill the gap. About
your height will do.”

"What about the gate?"

"Leaveit open.”

The five-meter gap was easy tofill. | put empty lumber racksin it and weighted them down with stone
blocks.

"Isthere a doctor in thistown?" Andreadis asked.

"My father. He's out in the backwoods somewhere, ddivering a baby."

"Thenyou and | are the entire medicd corps. Do you have your firg ad kit with you?'

| dapped my hip pocket to show whereit was. He pulled his out of an ammo pouch on his pistol belt.

It was hdf an hour beforenoon. | told my crew to break for lunch but not to leave the Square. The
two women in the crew produced sandwiches from home. Most of the men headed for the bake shop in
the flour mill.

"We have an old saying in the Brigade about that,” said Andreadis, gesturing &t the line forming for the
bake shop. " They aso serve who only wait at the refreshment stand." "

Comenoonl had my crew take their postions. | told each crewperson individudly, "Remember this.
You are not armed. Your job ends when the tarp goes up Then the shooting will start. Stay below the
levd of the stone fence and crawl to the safety of the flour mill or the lumberyard.”

We saw the militig, first as a dust cloud, then as heads gppearing over a hilltop. As they reached the
Square, they were bunched together but hardly in formation. Every so often arider in the rear would turn
around in his saddle and fire a shot, at what | couldn't tell.

As they came closer | could see they were at less than a ful gdlop. Tha had been Andreadiss
orders, to keep a congtant distance from ther pursuers. Most jumped the stone fence into the Square;
three riders chose to go through the gate.

Suddenly there was fireworks overhead. Long thin pardld lines appeared in the ar - tracer bullets.
The gdloping horses made too much noise for us to hear the gunsthat had fired them. Not dl the rounds
were too high. | saw the rearmost rider, too far away to be recognizable, throw up his hands and fal out
of his saddle. His horse dowed down and started trotting amlesdy around the Square. Another horse
fdl, pinning his rider undernesth.

The rest of the militia were across the Square now and darting to jump the second stone fence onto
the tarp. One horse refused the jump; his rider turned him to ride into the lumberyard.

As soon as the militiawere clear of the fence | ydled to my crew, "Raisethe tarp!™ It went up with no
trouble, the tie-strings on the tarp dipping easlly over the hooks on the stakes. We now had a
three-meter wide tarpaulin raised at a forty-five-degree angle, its lower edge touching the base of the
fence.

"Everybody duck, crawl to safety!" | ydled. Most did not duck. Beng on the undersde of the
tarpaulin, they could not tel how low the fence was. But dl made it to cover in ather the mill or the
lumberyard. | found out later one woman had twisted her ankle but no one ese was hurt.

| didn't crawl, | ran, crouching low, trying to remember the height of the fence. The thin red line of a
tracer bullet suddenly emerged from a hole in the tarp severa metersin front of me. | crouched lower and
tried to run fester.

And then | was on the loading dock of the savmill building. | could see that the militia were down the



hillsde and at the foot of the bridge before they could stop, and they had knocked down the toll barrier.
One rider - it was my cousin John - had his horse turned around and was waving to the rest to do the
same.

Major Andreadis grabbed hisarm. "All your people safe?"

"Two militia down. Y ou can't do anything to hep them right now, but keep your kit handy." He pulled
meto a stack of lumber. "Keep your head down and you should be able to see safdy.” Yes, there were
wide-enough gaps between the boards to get a good view of the Square.

| could see the nomads. How many there were | couldn't say, but it seemed like hundreds. Horses
were jumping the fence now. the leading rider was standing up in his saddle, holding one of our bright red
fire extinguishersin hisright hand. | heard mysdf saying, "Yes, they mud redly be worried we're going to
burn down the bridge."

The nomads were gdloping across the yard in a ragged formation, as if some men had gotten
impatient and tried to pass thar leaders. The ones in front had submachine guns out but were not firing.
No targets?

"Now look," said the Maor. The front of the formation became a confused mass of horses swerving
or diding to a hdt. "The horses can see the tarp now."

Horses gdloping from the rear were beginning to collide with milling horses in front. | saw two steeds
go down together with high-pitched screams and another horse buck, throwing its rider.

Andreadis had been right. "A horse will not jump an obstacle unless he's confident his rider knows
what the two of them are doing. If the rider hesitates, the horse will refuse to jump.”

The entire front rank of horses had refused, and the following horses, even had they wanted to jump,
were caught in atraffic jam.

The rearmogt riders, seaing the crowd ahead, were reining in. Shortly dl the nomads were in the
Square, milling around amledy.

A mule broke loose from the mob and camly trotted up to the cashier's window. Our portable water
pump was tied to his packsaddle. | could hear someone ydl, "Give im a refund!”

Andreadis told me "Cover your ears." | did. He pointed his automatic rifle to the sky and fired off an
entire magazine in one burst.

"What was that for?' | asked, when his gun wasfindly quiet.

"To digract them. Look," he said, pointing. Cross had his wagons moving across the far end of the
Square. Y es, there seemed to be enough wagons to block off the end. As each driver parked his wagon
touching the one ahead of him, he yanked the emergency brake, naled the brake lever in place, and ran
for cover.

The nomeads were neatly boxed in, with buildings to ether sde, a solid line of wagons blocking the
rear exit, and the tarpaulin baffling them in front.

"Now let's seeif cavdrymen are as dumb as advertised,” said Andreadis.

"They can escape, can't they?' | asked.

"Of course. Hop off the horse, cut down the tarp with a knife, then the horse can step over the fence
and go where he wishes. Or wak the horse through the lumberyard and out the sde door. But
cavadrymen are strange. They don't dismount except to get laid, and they'd do that in the saddle if they
could."

One of the nomads shouted an order and the leading horsemen fired their submachine guns a the tarp.
They succeeded in turning the tarpaulin into a fishnet but it stayed in place. A 5X10 is five centimeters
wide and ten centimeters thick and that is more wood than a submachine gun bullet can cut through.

"l need a white flag so | can hold a parley with ther commander,” sad Andreadis. "What do you
have?'

| gave him the largest bandage in my medicd kit.

Sixty-two nomads surrendered; two had been killed fdling from their horses. Haf a dozen nomads
were injured. | was to spend the afternoon setting broken bones.

Both of the militiamen who had fdlen in the square - Scott Panden, a blacksmith from the town, and
David Older, alocd farmer - had been trampled to death. Was | responsible for their desths? Or had



they honestly known they were risking their lives when they led the nomads into the trap? And had they
agreed to do so, for the sake of nothing more than the toll on the Bridge?

| asked Andreadis about it. he said,” How could you be responsible? Your working with the tarp
meant they were risking ther lives for something they thought vauable, and since the livdihood of your
town depends on that damn bridge, | would say it was vduable. And if you had refused, | would have
put someone esein your place, and your friends would be just as dead.” I'll have to think about that.

A very subdued and unmagnificent Suleiman was now standing in the Square, discussing terms with
the Mayor.

Andreadis asked me, "Do you 4ill think it was a dumb plan?’

"Yes | don't see how it worked."

"The tarp was just to keep the horses from seeing the ground, so tha they would hestate” he
answered. "The wagons - once, back on Terra, some farmers marched on their capitd to protest
something. They drove thar tractors into a square, like this one except a couple kilometers long. Once
the farmers were distracted by their own speeches, the authorities quietly blocked off dl the entrances to
the square with buses, trucks, wagons, anything they had.”

"Then what? The fanners surrendered?”

"No. They spent days plowing up the square, then went home, so much a laughingstock that the
authorities didn't bother to arrest them.”

"But a horse and rider isn't atractor.”

"A cavaryman's a strange beast, Mr. Herrero. No longer human, he is animd with two arms and sx
legs And two brains, one human, one equine. The human brain iswilling to charge into gunfire or jump
blind into a tarpaulin. The equine brain knows better, knows enough to demand assurance from the
humen brain.

"Asyou sad earlier, war is a human activity, and charging through the Square in the face of an armed
enemy iswar. Humanswill do it on their own, but horses are too smart.”

From The Wisdom of Breedmaster Caius (traditional)

Men and women will come to care for each other beyond the bedchamber's doors, no matter whét.

| have heard some unSoldierly lamentation about this, when the man is Sauron and the woman céttle. |
think | have heard foals.

These bonds grow, and grow as close as they do, because the cattle of Haven are as close to the
levd of Saurons asit isin catle to be. Are those who lament such closeness wishing that we breed up
our sons from worthless mothers?

| say again, | have heard foals.

*WashingtonDC,February 5, 1979

LOVED I NOT HONOR MORE -MARTIN TAYS

It was the face that drew him firdt, a face carved of sted and ice, untouchable. Of dl the extraordinary
women in this extraordinary tribute, she was the most beautiful, the mogt arresting, the most distant. She
captured his heart in an uncontested battle.

Not, of course, that he could ever admiit it, to her, to hisfollowers, or mogt of dl, to himsdf. He, after
adl, had an example to set. He was the grandson of Gaen Diettinger and the Lady Althene. He was the
Firg Soldier.

He was a Sauron.

With an effort, Hel Diettinger tore his eyes away from her, back to the Nomad waiting patiently for
audience before him. As different as the femaes were from the norma group of Tribute Maidens, o this
Nomad and his - the only word to describe it would be troops - were to the Maidens normd escort. He
carried himsdf with an ageless dignity and bearing that attracted attention as a magnet does sted. Most of
the ones who came as escort came shamed, performing what was to them an onerous duty, as digasteful



asit was necessary. Diettinger had once seen a Nomad shoot his muskylope after it had broken it's leg in
atwenty-meter diding fdl down a spdled diff face. He dways thought of the look on that Nomad's face
when he saw the Tribute group approach.

But this group was different. Vadly different. If he didn't know better, he would dmog say they
carried themselves with a certain quiet pride. But that would be senseless.

Sill, this was what his grandmother would have dubbed "wool gathering” and it was accomplishing
nothing. There was much to do today, as every day, and never enough time. He turned to face the
Nomad leader.

"Youre aday ealy."

"Better thusthan a day lae"

Hd blinked. "True. But you have managed to upset our schedules to no end.”

"If it isyour desire, r, I'm sure we can round up our goats, and muskylopes and,” with a glance at the
women waiting with patient indifference, "other tributes, and leave. We can return tomorrow as your
schedule dictates.” He could have sworn the Nomad was laughing at him.

Impossible.

"And put up with this circus dl over agan?' He glanced around at the bardy controlled chaos of the
caravan and shook his head in disgust. "There is no posshility of that. Show me your ligs"

The Nomad leader produced a handwritten lis from indde his robes. He looked up at the Sauron for
along moment. Just when Diettinger was about to make an issue of it, the Nomad looked back down at
the paper and began to read out loud in a monotone.

It was an impressive tribute. There were more meat animds than in the last two tributes combined.
The muskylopes were of prime breeding stock, rather than the margindly acceptable animas they usudly
tried to pawn off on them. There was a decent amount of Earth - seeded food grain, not the wagon loads
of acorn squash and, even worse, heart fruit that was the norm. The Soldiers privatdy referred to the
heart fruit as "Nomad's Heart" because of its bitter taste.

Didtinger didn't think his Soldiers knew that this practice had been picked up by the Nomads
themsdves, for much the same reason.

Asthe voice of the Nomad leader droned on, Hel fdt his eyes drawn once again to look at her.

She was ganding as before, sraight, unmoving. Her shoulders were thrown back, her head was hed
high, her legs apart and braced. The thin cold wind blowing down out of the pass whipped her cloak
back and plastered the thin cloth of her dress to her, outlining her muscular legs, her fla somach, her
amdl, firm breasts. She seemed completely indifferent. She stared off into the distance, then lowered her
head and dowly turned it to look the First Soldier in the eye.

Whatever he expected to find in the depths of those eyes, it was not what he actudly encountered.
There was determination there, a fierceness as unexpected as it was disconcerting. A gauntlet thrown.
The chdlenge of one soldier to another. It was damned unnerving, even more so when he redized that he
hed been the one forced to break eye contact. He shook his head dightly to clear it, then redized the
Nomad leader had been dlent for some time, his lig completed. He was standing there saring at the
Sauron leader with alook of amusement.

Hed was startled by the drynessin his mouth. He had to swallow before he spoke. "... Acceptable. All
seems to bein order.”

"Slva Her nameis Slva"

Knowing the answer, he asked anyway. "What do you mean? Whose name?'

"Sheisfor you."

He looked sharply over a the woman. She was staring a him intently, a look that cut through to the
desire that had been growing deadily over the past hour. He dowly turned his head back toward the
Nomad. Before the denid could form on hislips, the Nomad spoke again.

"Sheismy daughter.”

His nodtrils flared as he drew a sharp breath. He reached out, gathered a figful of robe, and lifted the
Nomad up to eye levd. In a dangeroudy quiet voice, he said, "An explanation appears to be in order,
here



The Nomad leader seemed undisturbed by the treatment and the accompanying unspoken threst.
"There have been hodlilities, ill will, bloodshed, between our people for too long. As the leader of our
counal of tribes, | have decided to try to put an end to it. | have convinced my brothers that if we present
our best to you, you and your people may come to redize our true intentions. As a token of my feding
toward thisgod, | have given over my daughter to the Tribute Maidens, hoping she would be worthy for
you. Do you find her . . . satisfactory?’

Diettinger stared a the Nomad, groping for hisname. K . . . Kar?. . . Karn! He redized he had been
bobbing him up and down, as if testing the Nomad's weight before throwing him. He opened his fig
abruptly and was dightly disappointed when the Nomad didn't collapse. "Tribe Leader Karn, your tribute
is accepted. Take your people and animds and get out. And Karn?' The Nomad cocked his head
expectantly. "Next time, send someone ese to present the ligs Your atitude leaves something to be
desired.”

"In some people's opinion, g, it contains something to be desired. May your days be filled with
interest.”

The Firg Soldier of the last bastion of the Sauron Empire stood saring at the back of the departing
Nomad, wondering why he had not had him killed.

He could not for the life of him come up with an answer.

There had never been any question, redly, of his not taking her to wife. The death of his father in a
landdide in theHighPassregion had been panfully unexpected, more because of his sudden unprepared
rie to leedership a the rdaively young age of seventeen T-years than to any actud grief. When he
thought of hisfather at dl, he merdy fet a bit embarrassed that he had faled to die a warrior's death.

His mother had been dead for most of his life, and his father had daimed he was too busy to worry
about taking another one now. He knew the red reason was that he would have had to choose a locdl.
Deep in his cups one night, his father had confessed revulson at the prospect of, as he put it, "humanizing
cattle’ with a Sauron child.

Therefore, HA was the only heir to the firs leaders of Haven. When that leadership fdl on his barely
adult shoulders, he knew, at least, two things He would have to father an heir, and he would have to do
S0 with a Havenite.

There were two reasons for this The firg was Smple genetics. Long study sessons with successive
Breedmasters over the years had aguainted him with the rather precarious stuation he and his people
were in. Breeding for the attributes of a Soldier was a chancy business to begin with, and dthough it had
succeeded to an extraordinary degree with the Sauron Soldier, the price was high.

Deformities and obvious non-Sauron traits could be, and were, dedt with in the Breedmaster's
domain. The child was normdly never seen by the mother. The less obvious variances could only appear
through regular genetic testing. This was easy enough on Sauron itsdf, where a gene pool of hillions
served as alevding of the effects to begin with.

Not so on Haven. Even the best made equipment, Sauron made equipment, wears out over the years.
Although the current Breedmaster was at least two hundred years advanced medicaly over anything dse
on Haven, this was due more to procedure and training rather than to technology. The &hility to do a
gendtic scan at birth had vanished before Hel had been born.

This moved inbreeding from a dinicd possbility to an active menace. His grandfather had had the
foresght to redize this. Thus had begun the Tribute Maidens. The idea was a leavening of the Sauron
gene pool with the better of the non-Sauron stock. After dl, as his fird teacher had put it, "Even Sauron
evolved from cattle” Hd had aways, then, considered it a duty to the race for him to take a Havenite
bride when the appropriate time came.

The second, and grester, reason had to do with his newly acquired followers. Though given dl
appropriate courtesy due his rank, he knew he had yet to prove himsdf, in battle or in progeny. Fathering
an impressve child, a soldier, by a non-Sauron, would show not only that he was an adult and a Sauron,
but that he was independent of his father and capable of choosing a path that the old man was known to
disapprove of.

Like any good Soldier, Hel Diettinger knew his duty, and knew he would be able to perform it despite



hisdesire for ared woman. The good of the race came fird.

Though unnecessary, he dill consulted the command gt&ff on his decison. His judtification to them was
that the woman was presented directly to him as a peace offering from the Nomad tribes. To refuse her
would be to deliberatdy inault them by dgpping aside ther gift. After a minor amount of waffling, they
concurred. So after medicd examinations and deousing, the marriage was recorded by the personne
officer and the Nomad woman was brought to him.

She was dressed in an illfitting set of fatigues, used gear returned by a Soldier to centrd issue and
given to her to replace the dothing of her people. These had been burned as a precautionary measure.
The oversize shirt was tied at her midriff, exposing a chain around her somach bearing a sted meddlion.
Her hair was bound back in atall, and her face was scrubbed raw from the caustic soap. Tucked in her
har over her ear, incongruous, was a bright colored clown fruit blossom.

Her eyes. He has never seen a black as intense. They hdd him for a amdl eternity. With an effort, he
broke the spdl and spoke.

"Come indde. There's no reason to be afrad.”

She stepped indde and shut the door. After a moment of puzzing, she turned the lock bolt.
Straightening, she lithly stepped over to the startled Soldier and kissed him full on the lips. Jugt as he
broke from his paradysis and began to respond, she drew back, hands on his hips, and said "Are you
ure?’

She amiled at the expression on his face and drew his unressting form toward the bed.

He had dways thought his life was complex. Fidd exercises with the Survivdmeagter, session after
endless sesson with the Deathmaster, classes for everything from wegpons congruction to planetary
economics. He was being groomed for leadership, and every thing he did for seventeen T-years reflected
this His every waking moment was filled with something intended to further his training toward his
eventua acceptance of the First Soldier's Baton, dl interweaving and locking like a mason's wall.

Hd redlized now that hislife before Siva (that's how he had taken to dividing it - Before Silva;, After
Siva) had been childishly smple. Get up, attend class, learn, ligen, live. No worries, no problems. No
wife

He found hislife inordinately complex now. Not that any aspect of it had changed other than her. Just
that that was enough.

It was bad enough that he seemed to think of her nearly congtantly. That his saff had reached the
point of routindy explaning something to him twice, just to make certain he was caching the gig of it.
That hislig of deferred projects grew longer as he put off anything that would separate him from her even
for one night.

Wha was worse was that he could see the changes occurring, hated them, and seemed to be
powerless to do anything about them. He would decide that he mugt do something, go somewhere. His
mind would be firmly decided, unswayable. Then he would return to their (hid) quarters to tdl her. And
she would look at him, and smile, and begin to tel him of her day with the other women in the weaver's
pit. She would tdl of Martil's practica joke on her sgter, of the way the light fdl on Jorda's loom in the
late afternoon, of the fine new wool traded to them by the Redfielders. And the world would quietly fade
avay.

It was night time, in fact truenight. The stars gleamed cold and distant outside the degproom window.
Hd's grandmother, the Lady Althene, had dways asserted that she could just make out Sol, Earth's sun,
a timeslike this He had never dlowed her to show him where it was.

He had woke suddenly from third-level deep to find the other hdf of the bed empty. A light gleamed
around the barely open common door. There was asound . . . some sound . . . coming through it.

He rose and walked noisdesdy (naturaly) through the door. Slva was stting at his work carrel, one
of his grandmother's books open before her. The sound he had heard had been her quigtly crying.

He gently eased up behind her and peered over her shoulder. It was open to a poem by an
Englishman named Richard Lovelace. He redized she was reading the poem out in a whisper. Her
shoulders gave a start, but only adight one, when he joined her on the lagt two lines.

"... | could not love thee, dear, so much Loved | not honor more.”



She turned abruptly and buried her face in his chest, sobbing. He stroked her hair and made soothing
noises and wondered what the hdl he was supposed to do to help.

He was lying on his sde, plessantly exhausted and idly running his left hand down over her
swesat-sheened stomach. The swdl was barely detectable. He ran a finger under the chain, ill fastened,
though a bit tighter than before. The pendant, he noticed for the first time, was not redly featurdess, but
was lightly engraved with an eye. A lidded eye. He puzzled over it for a second, then shrugged it off.

"Youll have to take this off soon. In another two monthsiit will be too tight for him to breathe."

Her eyes widened momentarily in what could dmaost have been panic, then her norma cam returned,
and she sad "Frg off, slly, he's not born yet. I'll handle his bregthing, thank you very much. Secondly,
my father made this, and my father is a clever man." Something washed over her eyes, an expresson He
could not begin to fathom. "A very dever man. See?' She unfastened a hidden clasp, and the chan
expanded. "If | decided to have Sx babies a once, he made it to fit me"

"You mean he designed it to fit you even while you were pregnant?’

"l told you," she said, the amile garting to dip, "my father is a very clever man."

He lay there and stared at her as she gazed off in the distance. After a long time, he spoke. "I love
you."

She looked dowly over at im with a bittersveet amile. "I know."

A hand that could leave fingerprints in soft sted reached out to gently brush her lips. "You love me,
too." It was afla statement.

She clenched her eyes shut convulsvey. A sngle tear appeared. Shuddering, she drew in a breath
and whispered, "l know. You son of abitch, | know."

Stunned, he watched her legp from the bed to run crying from the room.

The Breedmaster looked a him indulgently as he paced, nervous. "I have been doing this job for
nearly ten years now and haven't ..."

"If you tdl me you 'haven't logt a father yet' I'm going to transfer you to muskylope breeding.”

"Ahem. | don't, ahem, believe there will be any difficulty with the procedure, but the necessity of the
Cesarian precludes your being present for the actud birthing. | would actudly recommend you leave.
Waiting will do you no good, and doing some work should take your mind off it."

"And get me out from underfoot?'

The Breedmaster barely succeeded in not amiling. "You know gr, that you are dways welcome here.
But the waiting room is a little crowded ..."

"... and having the First Soldier camped in it would play hdl with your routine. | can understand. The
Enginearing Officer has been after me to come by for a briefing. Now seems as good atime as any.”

The Breedmaster was holding out something that glittered. Hdl hed out his hand and the Breedmaster
dropped the chain and meddlion into it. The lidded eye gleamed. Hel looked up, dightly surprised.

"We kept her dothing, of course, but we try to give the jewelery to someone like yoursdf, the father,
that is, if we can. It seems to make the mother fed better knowing who hasit.”

"l would be willing to bet you had a hard time getting her to give this up.”

The Breedmaster |ooked puzzled. "It was actudly rather strange. She fought my assstant, at firg, then
relaxed and sad It's dright. It doesn't matter anymore.’ Then she told me to throw it away. | just
assumed it was disorientation and brought it to you."

Diettinger stood, rubbing the teardrop-shaped pendant between thumb and forefinger. It was dick,
and dill dightly warm from her body hest.

With an effort, he dismissed it from his mind, dropped the meddlion into his tunic pocket, and walked
off to the Enginesring labs.

Surprisingly, the Breedmaster was right. The Engineer had been working on a project for dearing
fidds of debris from the Dol Gulder. To accomplish this, he had been designing and building an entirdy
Haven-built radiation detector.

Hd had dways had a secret fascination with the Dol Gulder, the ship his grandfather had called to its
dying day its commissoning name, the Fomoria. As far as the crew knew, the Fomoria had been the only
survivor of the Empirés fata drike a the Sauron home world. A blind Jump through the Alderson point



brought them with destroyed stardrive to the sysem of Byer's Star, where Haven was located. Making
such ajump to an inhabitable system had been sheer luck, and Hd's grandfather intended to exploit that
luck to the extreme.

Gden Diettinger knew beyond any reasonable doubt that he and his crew were the lagt free Saurons.
In fact, possibly the last Saurons, period. He decided, dong with his second in command and future wife,
that he and his crew had stopped being a strike force and become a colonizing force.

Choosing a cover from the ancient Terran legend that had given them their name, they had presented
themselves as mercenaries of a ship named the Dol Gulder. Asinggniathey chose the lidless, flaming eye.

The firg Diettinger had known that they needed dl the edge they could get. Therefore, they did not
just land. They subjugated. They used kinetic energy weapons from orbit on every tactical and indudtrid
target they could find. If any of the dvilian cattle were injured, wdl, it was a pity. Stll, after dl, this was
war.

Afterward, they chose a passin the east end of the mgor inhabited valey for thar Citadd. Usng the
ship's shuttles, the Saurons shipped down everything even remotely removable from the Dol Gulder,
leaving only a barely operable shell. Sauron ships were designed for planet landing capability in extreme
emergency, once. Once. Knowing how badly they would need the processed metd richness the hull
represented, they brought the ship in to land.

And discovered they had, to a great extent, underestimated ther enemies. A smdl group of
volunteers, knowing they would die, climbed to an exposed rock face high above the Sauron landing Ste
and, with the Dol Gulder only a hundred meters above the valey floor, fired a amdl surface to ar missile
with a tactical nuclear warhead a the descending starship. The resulting exploson scattered radioactive
debris over a hundred square kilometers of the east end of the valey. Hd's people were ill suffering
from the loss.

The Engineer was holding up a fifteen-centimeter transparent tube. "Now that we are consgtently
meking decent glass, we were able to blow a tube strong enough to pull a vacuum in. This enabled us to
build a Geiger-Mudler tube for the firg time. After that, it was Smple to build the proportioning circuits
and metering systems.™" The short, solidly built Lead Engineer was dmost bouncing in excitement.

"So. Show me how it works,"

"Wdl, we have these graduated sources, here, that are of decreasng amounts of activity. As we
increase the sengtivity of the device, we decrease the amount of radioactive materid. See, we are trying
tosee...seejud how . .. sengtive. . . now, that's odd. ..."

"What's wrong?'

"l can't get the leve to go down. | don't think it is the meter. | jud finished cdibrating it. It's like a
background source. It's dmog asif there were another radioactive source in the ..." He trailed off as he
saw the expression on the First Soldier's face.

Diettinger dlently, dowly raised his arm, the shiny metd of the medalion gleaming in the Cat's Eye light
greaming in through the window. The Engineer dlently raised the probe of his device up to hold its Sde
agandg the engraved eye. He stared a the meter, then up a Hel's tace.

He then stepped quickly backward.

Hed could never remember, later, the actud run back to the Breedmasters domain. The firg thing he
could recdl was the expression of the assstant as he stood, ashen-faced in the hdl. As he came running
up, the assstant saw him coming and avoided looking into his eyes.

The Firg Soldier bypassed him completely and ran into the offices. He never dowed as he plowed
down two orderliesin his path and rounded a corner to the ddlivery wards. The Breedmagter was waiting
for him.

"Stop!" | don't know what you were told, but it will do you no good to go in there. We normdly use a
geneard anesthetic, but she convinced us to use a saddle block for the procedure so that she could watch.
When, when ... it ... came out of the indson, she ingsted we let her have it." The Breedmaster, looking
drawn and withered, shook dightly as he spoke. "It's as she expected it. | didn't know what to ... | mean,
| don't know why | let her ..."

The Soldier reached out and put a hand gently on the aging Breedmaster's shoulder. "She, | have



discovered, is an extremdy difficult person to refuse. Excuse me" He stepped through the patidly
opened doorway past the Breedmaster and shut it behind him.

There was a curtain drawn around the bed. Behind it, he could see the shadow of Slva holding . . .
something. She seemed to be looking out a him.

"It was debris from the Dol Gulder, wasn't it? Your Father found it, melted it, cast it, and engraved it."
He discovered he was usng the meddlion to gesture with, its lidded eye mocking him. He threw it
furioudy againg the wadl. "Why?" His voice shrunk, threw off the fury for its underlying pain. Agan
quigtly, "Why?"

The curtain whipped abruptly back. Slvawas propped up in bed, the bundle hidden in the blankets in
her lap. "Your grandfather was responsible for killing hdf of the people on the planet." Her voice was
tired, filled with pain, resgned. "After which he went on to set the survivors back technologicaly by five
hundred years. To establish his dynasty,” here Diettinger flinched, "he killed dvilization. For dl we know,
we may be the last humansleft divein the Universe. After dl, | understand we're not the only ones dead
st awxious a committing suicide. It's possble everyone ese succeeded. And First Soldier Gaen
Deittinger, out of a vague posshility of being attacked by a group whose air power was composed of
biplanes, destroyed everything we had that might have helped keep this one smdl pocket of idiots dive.

"You redly want to know why? Revenge. Pure and smple. Revenge.”

"But, what did he lose? His wife? His family? His home?!

"His books."

"What!?'

"My father was the librarian at Falkenberg. It was quite literdly his whole life. Karn O'Madley was
twenty-nine years old when your people came. Of those twenty-nine years, he had spent the previous
seventeen a the library, fird as helper, then in control. He eventudly wanted to bring together, in one
place, every book on Haven. He thought of them as idiot savants, you see, capable of great deeds and
thought and unable to comein out of the rain. They were his children, Hel Diettinger, and he saw it as his
duty to protect them and keep them available for Haven's eventud renaissance. He was on a buying trip
to an outlying farm for some family heirloom books someone wanted to sdl when your people struck. By
the time he got back, there was nothing he could do. The whale library, the only one on Haven, had been
destroyed. Y ou want to know what you grandfather destroyed that was so important to my father?

"It was knowledge. Your grandfather wantonly and caloudy murdered knowledge. And thet is why
I'm here today."

"Butyou ..."

"Are dying. The doctors told me, back when they firg dreamed this up, that it would probably be
uterine cancer. | knew dl dong. | volunteered. | trained for this. And because | did, your grandfather's
lineis finished. Your people will never accept you, now. Now that you've fathered this" She pointed
downward with her chin.

He waked dowly up, saring fixedly into her face. "The poem. | thought it was supposed to be about
me But it was you." She nodded. "You know, | Hill love you?'

Her head dropped back on the pillow as the tears began. Her "thank you" was dmog, but not quite,
inaudible.

Hd Diettinger, former First Soldier of the lagt bastion of the Sauron Empire, kissed his wife gently on
the forehead and looked down for the fird time at his son.

- and McFarland came back the next morning, with Kubel and a cage that was tough enough, if not
big enough, for tamerlanes.

| asked if we needed to hump something that heavy for drillbits. McFarland gave me one of his "you
oughta be in a zoo yoursdf looks, then trandated what 1'd said for Kube.

Kube laughed himsdf dlly. By the time held recovered, McFarland explained.

"Thing about drillbits, they grow a lot bigger out where were going than they do around here. I've
seen them a meter long.”

| mentdly took twenty centimeters off mat figure, but that dill made a beast twice the 9ze of any I'd
seen around Halliburton. "Does that make a difference?’



"Sure as hdl does. The big ones - they can eat through anything but dloy sted, give 'em enough time
or make 'em hungry enough.”

"God! What are thar inddes made of?'

"Don't know what you boffinsd cdl it - "

"I'm no scientist, McFarland. I'm just a horny-handed animd collector.”

"Sorry." He didn't sound sorry, but then, he never did. "Anyway, you gut one, youve got good rope,
shock cord, canteens, dingshots, anything that's gotta be tough and bouncy. Thing is, though, you can
wear out a good knife makin' anything out of the beasties guts™

"Isthat why those plains have never been settled?”

"Oh, it's settled, dl right, if you cdl herdsmen settlers. But you gotta be careful with anything that can't
run away. That incudes babies, by the way."

The mentd picture that conjured up made me indinctivey reach for my pistol butt. McFarland's pae
blue eyes followed the gesture.

"What bore?"

"Standard 9-mm.”

"Let me loan you one of my 11.7m-mm SMG's. A hig drillbit's as tough outside as indde. I've seen
people make footbal hdmets out of the hides. A 9-mm won't even give a big drillbit a headache, unless
you hit himinthe eye"

Since drillbits eye were jugt this Sde of vedigid - they tracked food by scent and vibration - |
decided to accept McFarland's offer.

| ds0 decided that | now understood why the Imperid Zoo had sent itsjunior collector to Haven.

THE FIELD OF DOUBLE SOWING -HARRY TURTLEDOVE

The fluorescent panelsin the ddivery room flickered, dmost died. The Sauron fortress at the mouth of
theTdlinnValeywas haf a continent away from the Citaddl. The last supply shipment had reached
Angband Base sx Haven years - 46 T-years - before. Outside the Citadd, Saurons were Soldiers, and
Soldiers only, not engineers. When the pandsfindly quit for good, they would do without.

Thistime, though, the slvery light came back. The womean - girl, redly; she could not have had more
then fourteen T-years - writhing in the stirrups noticed neither dimming nor return. Eyes screwed shut, she
pushed with dl her might.

Her partner, a Chief Assault Leader named Dagor, touched her cheek. "Soon now, Badri," he
murmured. " Soon it will be done."

Angband Base's Breedmaster stood between Badri's legs, ready to receive the baby when it came.
"Dont worry. Thisiswhat the cattle women are for," he told the Chief Assault Leader. "And if she dies
gving birth to a Soldier, wel, far exchange."

The scar under Dagor's left eye went pae. AlImos, he grabbed for the Breedmaster's throat. "Shut up
Grima" he growled. He made himsdf subside. They were far from friends, but he needed Grimas kil to
bring Badri through safe. On Haven, no birth was ever easy. And despite his harsh words, the
Breedmaster knew his obstetrics. He would not et a successful breeder dieif he could prevent it.
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Badri shrieked. Dagor squeezed her hand, willing himsdf not to use his enhanced strength to crush it.

Grima grunted in satisfaction. "Here we are” His hands reached where, Dagor thought, only himsdf
hed any business touching. The Breedmaster knew what he was doing, though. He guided the baby out,
sponged mucus from its mouth. It began to cry. "A girl," Grima said, with afaint sneer Dagor's way.

The Chief Assault Leader's iron shoulders sagged. Soldiers dways wanted - Soldiers dways needed
- to breed more Soldiers. Dagor knew the chromosome that decided the baby's sex came from him. He
could not help frowning at Badri even so.

Grima ddivered the raw-liver horror of the afterbirth. Dagor expected hiswoman's travail to end then,
but her bdly 4ill rippled with contractions. Grima papated it, stared, palpated again. "Theres another
baby in there," he exdlamed, startled out of hisusud ar of omniscience.

Badri's sruggle to give birth began again. She was close to exhaudion now; Dagor learned at
firghand why the process was cdled labor. ™Y ou should have known she was carrying twins" he snarled
a Grima

Above a linen mask, the Breedmaster's eyes were harassed. "More than hdf the time the firg
indication of twinsis birth," he said. "If this were the Citaddl, with the technology they dill have there,



maybe. Asis, keep quiet and let me - and your woman - work. Just be thankful | hadn't started sewing
up the episgotomy yet." Dagor scowled, but nodded.

Not too much later, as the Chief Assault Leader reckoned time - an age went by for Badri - another
baby let out its firg indignant cry. "A boy thistime” Grima said. "Now | sew.”

"Wl done," Dagor told Badri. Glanang down at 296

The FHeld of Double Sowing

her, he doubted she heard. Her head lolled, her eyes were haf-closed, her bresth came dow and
deep. She was, the Chief Assault Leader thought, faling adeep. He did not blame her a bit.

Frst one newborn, then the other squalled as Grima stabbed tiny heds to draw blood. "Dont let your
woman get too attached to them yet," he warned. "The genetics have to check out.”

"Get on with it, then," Dagor growled, though the Breedmaster outranked him, Scowling, Grima
stalked out of the ddivery room. Dagor shouted for a servant to see to the twins.

Back in the laboratory where only he was dlowed to go, Grima frowned as he ran his checks. The
babies blood clotted Soldier-fast, that was certain. The rest of his test had to be more indirect. Some -
too many - reagents were not changing color as they should when they found Soldier genes.

But dmog dl his reagents were old. For some, his predecessors had found equivadents brewed from
Haven's plant life. For mogt, there were none. And so he made do with tiny driblets of the chemicds the
lagt shipment from the Citadd had brought, hoping the driblets were enough to react to genes whose
presence they were suppose to mark, hoping aso that the complex chemicals had not decayed too much
over the decades.

His frown deepened. If the reagents told the truth - if - these two twins were margind Soldiers a best.
He suspected some of the chemicas were too far gone to be useful any more, but what were his
suspicions againg the hard evidence of the test tubes?

"Margind, margind, margind," he said under his breath. That meant the decison lay in his hands. He
enjoyed the strength accruing to him from this power of life and death, but with power went risks. Chief
Assault Leader Dagor, for ingtance, was up and coming, and would not take kindly to having two of his
children ordered set out for stobor.

On the other hand, Brigade Leader Azog, Warlord of Angband Base, had been looking askance a
the risng young Chief Assault Leader lately. Subordinates with too much ambition could be dangerous,
every senior officer knew that.

Grima pondered, rubbing his chin. Breedmasters, by the nature of things had to be conservative
consarving genes was their job. Given the choice between displeasing Dagor and displeasing Brigade
Leader Azog, Grima hesitated only a moment.

"There is no choice" he told the hard-faced Chief Assault Leader a few minutes later. There was a
choice, he knew, but he had dready made it. He spoke so not to sdve his own conscience but Dagor's
anger. "The newborns do not meet our standards. They must be exposed.”

Badri wept heplesdy. Dagor soothed her as best he could, which was none too well: "They have only
catle genesin them. They could never serve the Base, serve the Race, as they mug.”

"They are my children!" Badri screamed. She clawed a his face. He saized her wrig with the
thoughtless, automatic speed his enhanced reflexes gave him. She wept louder, turned her nalls agangt
her own cheeks.

Dagor offered the only promise he could: "Maybe some woman of the cattle will take them in."

Badri stared, hope wild in her eyes. Better than she, Dagor knew how forlorn it was. Stobor, diff
lions, and cold daimed exposed babies, not catle women. But every Base's exposure ground was
unpatrolled, to give each mother the chance to think her infant might be the lucky one, rescued by people
ingtead of degth.

Dagor had once thought that weakness: smple euthanasia of unacceptable infants would have been
quicker and cleaner. Now he saw for himsdf the wisdom of the scheme. Even Soldiers had to be able to
live at peace with their women.

Second cycle night at Angband Base: black and freezing, with neither Byers Sun nor Cat's Eye in the
Ky for light and warmth. Two tiny voices cried in the frigid darkness. Both were weaker than they had



been an hour before. Soon both would be Hill forever, unless. . .

Kidrja came sumbling, drawn by the sound, but not drawn enough to dare show a torch. Aye,
Saurons were not known to shoot a skulkers on the exposure ground, but no one on Haven ever fdt
easy putting Saurons and mercy in the same thought.

Kidrja stooped by the abandoned infants, scooped one up in firewaker-fur gloves, pressed it agangt
her. Warmth and softness made the baby quiet. "Mine now," Kisrja crooned. "Mine" She hdd it ingde
her sheepskin coat.

Then she reached for the second baby. Her gloved hand touched another glove. She gasped and
jerked backwards, snatching for the knife that hung from her belt. The sudden motion made the baby she
had taken squdl in protest. "Who are you?' she whispered hardhly to the other shape in the blackness.
"Wha do you want?'

A ghogt of a chuckle answered her, and a woman's voice usng her own Turkic speech, though
drangdy accented: "The same as you, child of the steppe. The Bandari hate the Saurons no less than
you, but we need their genes if we ever hope to meet them on equa terms. And there are two babes
here, so we need not even fight. Go in peace.”

"Allah and the spirits grant you the same, haBandari," Kidrja said. She knew nothing but rdief that
they could share. The Bandari were farmers, a couple of valeys over, but they were dso warriors. She
hadn't heard this one gpproach, while shed made enough noise on the exposure ground to wake a
gorged tamerlane.

The other baby quieted as the Bandari woman picked it up. Somewhere not far away, a stobor
sarted yowling, then another and another, until a whole pack was a cry. Kidrja hurried toward her
muskylope, which was tethered to a Finnegan's fig out of sght of Angband Base,

If the Bandari woman had a mount, it was nowhere near Kigrjas. She untied her muskylope and
climbed onto its broad, flat back. She tugged on its ears to send it back toward the clan's yurts. She
wanted to gdlop, but not during second cycle night.

Not much later, the stobor pack trotted through the exposure ground. The nasty little predators soon
left, hungry Hill.

The baby nursed and nursed, as if there were no tomorrow. "Hungrier than mine, he is” said the
woman who held him at one breast and her own, much bigger, daughter a the other. She did not sound
angry, but rather indulgent, motherly, amost proud.

"He has every reason to be" Kidrja answered. Under her, the yurt swayed and rolled, as if a sea.
Horses snorted, muskylopes grunted. Kisrja was only glad Nilufer had given birth three T-months
before, and so had milk to spare. Otherwise they would have logt the child she rescued.

"What will you cal him?' Nilufer asked.

Kidrja had thought about that dl through the long, cold journey home. "His namewill be Juchi.”

"'The Guegt,' " Nilufer amiled. "Yes, that isvery good. Juchi he shdl be"

When at last held drunk hisfill, Juchi burped ludtily againg his wetnurse's shoulder. His head stayed
steady and upright on his shoulders, instead of wobbling like a norma newborn's.

He had some Sauron genes in him, then, Kisirja thought. But the Saurons did not cull just babies in
whom their drain was too wesk. If it was too strong, an infant could die of a heart attack like an old man
or gpasm to death when overenhanced reflexes sent it into convuldons at the dightest sound. Whether
Juchi was a permanent guest remained to be seen.

"May Allah and the spirits make it 0, Kigrjamurmured. Nilufer nodded, understanding her perfectly.

Juchi burped again, Sghed in contentment. The wet-nurse handed him to Kisirja. He looked up at her.
Even baby-round, his face was longer than those of children born in the yurts, and his eyes had no folds
of kin to narrow them. Kidgrrja did not care. He was hers now, for however long she had him.

Brigade Leader Azog thumbed on the Threat Andyss Computer. As the screen lit, he amiled a the
mechine. It was one of the last pieces of high-tech gear the Base had that sill worked.

Azog punched in the firg of hisusud questions:

THREAT TO ANGBAND BASE - RANK ORDER. His typing was onefingered but rapid, a
curious blend of lack of practice and Sauron speed.



The TAC muttered to itsdf. Words appeared on the screen: THREATS TO ANGBAND BASE. 1.
THE CITADEL; 2. THE

BANDARI; 3. STEPPE NOMADS, CLAN OF DEDE KORKUT; 4. TOWN OFTALLINN; 5.
RIVER PIRATE BARTON'S BAND. OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE
EVALUATED.

Azog eyed the screen, frowning a little. The Citadel and haBandari were dways one and two on the
TAC's lig. But the lagt time he'ld checked, ten or twelve cycles before, the nomads had been fifth. The
time before that, no dan had even been named. He wondered what this Dede Korkut was up to. Maybe
one of his shamans had tried cooking up smokeless powder and not blown himsdf sky-high in the
atempt.

Frowning ill, the Brigade L eader cleared the screen. He typed his second ritud question: THREATS
TO CO, ANGBAND BASE, RANK ORDER. Agan the TAC went into what seemed its own privete
ritud of thought. It took so long to come out that Azog wondered if it was working as it should.

Jugt as he began to worry in earnest, he got his answer: THREATS TO CO, ANGBAND BASE; 1.
SENIOR ASSAULT GROUP LEADER DAGOR; 2. STEPPE NOMADS, CLAN OF DEDE
KORKUT; 3. BREEDMASTER GRIMA. OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE
EVALUATED.

Now Azog was frankly scowling. END, he typed, and the screen went blank and dark. His own
thoughts cleared more dowly. He'd commanded Angband Base for close to twenty T-years, far longer
then any other CO since the Dol Guldur landed on Haven. In dl that time, hed never seen anything but
one of hisfdlow Soldiers listed as a threat to him personaly. What were those cursed nomads up to?'

The Brigade Leader's eyes|it. Had he been a man who laughed, he would have chortled. Instead, he
nodded in dow satisfaction. This was what the battle manuds caled an degant solution.

"Why you?' Badri demanded.

Dagor shrugged. "Because | am ordered.” He went on checking his combat kit, methodica as a good
Soldier ought to be. He was especidly careful examining his ammunition; mogt of the pistal cartridges
were reloads. He st asde a couple that did not satisfy him.

He was leaving his assault rifle behind, heading out as a man who could be anyone rather than a
Soldier. Since many Haveners tried to kill Soldiers on sght, that might prove useful. It made him fed very
vulnerable, but, he told himsdlf, a lone raider ought to fed that way. And he was his own best weapon,
adways.

"You are too senior for a seek-and-destroy misson,” Badri ingsted. The two Haven years - fifteen
T-years - that had passed since her firgt breeding had refined young-girl prettinessin a dangerous beauty.
Black eyes sparked above a proud scimitar of a nose; her cheekbones seemed high and unconquerable
asthediffsthat walled offTdlinnValley.

The years had refined her wits, too, making her in dl ways a fit companion for the Soldier who, folk
whispered, would next wear Brigade Leader's leaves. Quietly, quigtly, she fed those whispers.

Dagor shrugged again. "'l know. But | am not senior enough to refuse” To rebel, he meant, and they
both knew it. In that asin dl things, timing was criticd. If he moved againg Azog now, he would fall.
"Once | return, though, with the added prestige of having ended a threst to the Base - "

" - when Azog has not gone into the field in a Haven year or more," Badri finished for him. It was not
cowardice that kept the Brigade Leader a his desk, only good sense - combat stress killed more
middle-aged Soldiers than any foe. And for a Soldier, Azog was downright ederly. Troopers noticed,
though, and aso noticed that Dagor was 4ill of an age to lead from the front.

"Aye" he said. "Once | return, | think the timewill have come at lagt to settle accounts with him.”

"And with Grima" Badrri's voice was flat, determined. Since the twins the Breedmaster had forced her
to expose, shed given Dagor two more sons, neither of whom Grima had dared condemn. Neither ill
lived. One had died in hand-to-hand combat training, the other from afal.

The Breedmaster had had no part in their deaths. She blamed him for them anyway, for ruining her
children's luck. And even were that nonsense, without him she would have had two children who lived.

Dagor had his own reasons for wanting Grima dead. "Aye, he's Azog's toady, sure enough. When |



come back, I'll set the base to rights. The risk to me, I'm certain, is less than Azog hopes.”

"It had better be." Badri clasped hmwith dmaost Soldier's strength, kissed him fiercely.

Reuctantly, he pulled away. "Duty,” he said, reminding himsdf as much as her. Her genes were not
enhanced, he thought, but she was dmost Soldier dl the same. The thought ran againg indoctrination. He
believed it even 0.

Sill, once he was out on the steppe, trotting north fast and tirdess as a muskylope, he found himsdf
eager to meet these nomads who had the presumption to menace Angband Base. Time to remind the
barbarous cattle, it seemed, just what the cost of facing Soldiers was. He amiled, an expresson that had
as much to do with good humor as a tamerlané's reptilian grin. He would enjoy administering the lesson.

Juchi rode dong, every now and then shouting from muskylope-back to keep the sheep going in the
direction they were supposed to. He wondered which were stupider, sheep or muskylopes. It was one of
the endless arguments that kept the dan amused through the long, cold second cycle nights.

A flicker of moation, far off the steppe. Without his willing it, Juchi's eyes legped the intervening
distance. The flicker expanded into a man, a man wearing a shaggy sheepskin cape much like his own.
Whoever the stranger was, though, he did not move like a nomad - he was far too self-assured on foot.

Juchi tilted up his fur hat s0 he could scratch his head. He glanced at the sheep. They were, for a
wonder, going in the right direction. If they did start fouling up, Sdur on the other side of the flock could
ded with them for awhile. Anyone done and afoot on the steppe needed checking out.

Sometimes Juchi's extraordinary vison made him underestimate how far away things were. The
muskylope's steady amble adso helped deceive him. Not until he looked back at the flock did he redize
he had ridden close to three kilometers.

He grew uneasly aware that he had only a knife a his belt. He dowed his mount, thought about
heading back to Salur. Pride forbade it. In any case, Sdur had no gun ether. He rode on.

Dagor waited for the nomad to approach. His feet ached ingde his boots. Just because he could run
like a muskylope did not mean he enjoyed it. And here came a muskylope for im to ride. That the beast
bel onged to the young man lying on it never entered his mind.

The youth asked formdly, "Who comes seeking the yurts of Dede Korkut?'

Dagor grinned: the very dan held been looking for! And here was a lovdy way to start making life
miserable for them. He produced his pistol, watched the cattle lad's eyes get round. "I require your
muskylope. Kindly dimb down."

"No," the youth said, asif not beieving his ears.

Dagor gestured with the pistal. "Mind your tongue, boy, and | may decide to let you live Now dimb
down!" He put some crack in hisvoice, asif dressng down one of his troopers.

As the youth descended, his hand went hdfway to the hilt of his knife. Then he thought better of it,
and stood very ill. "Thief," he whispered.

"Robber,” Dagon corrected genidly. He gestured with the pistol again, more sharply this time. "Now
move away from that muskylope.”

The nomad went red; he had, Dagor thought, more caucasoid genes than most steppe-rovers. But he
did not stand aside. "Hes ming™ he protested with the innocence of the young. "You can't just come and
take him away from me"

"Can't I?" The Senior Assault Group Leader had dl he could do not to burst out laughing. "How do
yOu Suppose to stop me?'

The plainsboy surprised - dmost sunned - him by blurting, "Il fight you for him.”

"Why shouldn't | just shoot you and save mysdf the trouble?' As Dagor spoke, though, he lowered
the pistal. Man to man, hand to hand - that was what Soldiers were bred for. Let this upstart piece of
cétle learn - briefly - who and what he faced. "Knives, or just hands?'

"Hands." The young man took the knife from his belt and tossed it in back of him. He fdl into a crouch
that said he knew something of what he was about.

Dagor shrugged off his cape, then his pack. He threw his pistal twenty meters behind him. If the
nomad wanted it, he would have to go through Dagor to get it. The Soldier took off his own knife and, as
he did, his foe jumped him.



He'd expected that. Indeed, hed been ogtentatioudy dow disarming himsdlf, to lure the nomad in. His
foot lashed out to break the youth's knee. After that, he thought with grim enjoyment, he would finish him
alesure

But the nomad's knee was not there. Dagor was dmost too dow to skip aside from his rush, and ill
took a buffet that made his ear ring. He shook his head to dlear it, stared in amazement at the plainsboy.
"You're quick," he said with grudging respect. "Very quick."

"So are you," said the nomad, who sounded as disconcerted as Dagor.

They circled, each of them more wary now. Ancther flurry of arms and legs, a brief thrashing on the
ground, and they broke free from each other once more. Dagor fdt a dagger when he breathed - one of
hisfoe's flaling feet must have racked a rib. Blood ran from the steppe-rover's nose; a couple of fingers
on hisright hand stuck out a an unnaturd angle, broken or didocated.

Dagor willed his pain to unimportance. He had to be getting old, he thought, to let a puppy - and a
puppy from the cattle, at that - lay a finger on him, let done hurt him. OId? He had to be getting senile!
All right, the fdlow was fast and strong for an undtered man, but that was dl he was, dl he could be. It
did not suffice.

No more play now, Dagor thought, and waded back into the fight.

Even when he lay on the ground with the nomad's arm like a sted bar a the back of his neck, he
could not bdieve what had happened to him. "I will spare you if you yidd," his opponent panted.

Instead, as any Soldier would, Dagor tried once more to twist free. That sted bar came down. He fdt
- he heard - his vertebrae crack apart, then fet nothing at dl. "Badri,” he whispered, and died.

"More kavass, my son?' Before Juchi could answer, Kidrja handed him the legther flask. He drank,
bel ched with nomad politeness, drank again. The fermented mares milk mounted to his head, helped blur
the hurts he had taken in the fight with the outlaw.

He belched again, touched the pistol on his bdt. After endless searching, hed found it and the
ammunition the outlaw had carried for it. Better than ether had been the awe on Sdur's face when he
brought his prizes back to the flock.

"Who was the bandit?' Kidrja asked, for about the tenth time. "Who could he have been”?’

Juchi shrugged, as he had each time she'd asked. "By his gear, he could have been anymore. He was
vay fagt and strong, stronger than anybody 1've wrestled in the dan.”

"Could he have been - a Sauron?" Kisrja knew a sudden spasm of fear, remembering what she had
drilled hersdlf never to think of: how Juchi had come to her, come to the clan.

He stared at her. "How could | hope to best a Sauron, my mother? No, | think he mugt have been a
bandit of some sort, perhaps exiled from the Bandari. They have Frystaat blood, many of them, which
makes them fast and tough. But as | say, | can't be sure. I'll never be sure, just glad thet I'm here”

"Asam |, my son." A haBandari outlaw, Kisrja mused.

That was possible, maybe even probable. For thefirg timein years, she wondered what had become
of the exposed Sauron babe the Bandari woman had taken when she found Juchi.

And, for the firg timein even more years, she found hersdf feding odd to hear Juchi cal her "mother.”
No one in the dan had ever told him he was not theirs by birth. The nomads stole babes from Bases
exposure grounds now and again, aye, but they feared the Saurons too much to let those babes learn
their heritage. The genes were vauable. Everything that went with them . . . Kisirja shivered.

Juchi hugged her, tight enough to make her bones creak. "Don't worry, my mother. There was but the
one of him, and he is not coming back to rob honest men any more.”

"Good." Kidrja amiled and did dl the things she needed to do to reassure him. Even his embrace,
though, somehow only made her own worries worse. That effortless, casua drength - She fdt like a
filebeak that had hatched aland gator's egg.

The land gator named Juchi was, for the moment, quite nicdy tame. "I have to go now, my mother.
The dan chief himsdf invited me to hisyurt, to see the pistol and hear my story.” He puffed out his chest
and did his best to drut in the cramped confines of the yurt, then kissed Kisirja and hurried off to guest
with Dede Korkut.

Kidrja should have been proud. She was proud, and dl her forebodings, she told hersdlf, were merdy



the fright of any mother a her son's brush with danger. After awhile, she made hersdf bdieveiit.

"Heis not coming back," the Breedmaster said.

"How can you be sure?' Badri wanted to scream it at him. Ice rode her words instead. 1ce was better
for dedling with the likes of Grima. "He's only been gone twenty cycles.”

"Only?" Grima twisted words; his tongue writhed like a worm, Badri thought. The Breedmaster went
on. "Twenty cyclesis more than a quarter of a T-year. He should have returned in hdf that time, or less.
No, we have to conclude the cursed cattle got lucky thistime.”

"l don't believe it," Badri said flatly. She spoke smple truth: Dagor was too fine a soldier, and too
much a Soldier, for her to imagine any mere human vanquishing him.

" fear | do." The Breedmagter did not sound as though he feared it; he sounded glad. "And not only
do | believeit, so does Brigade Leader Azog. He has ordered me to put your name on the reassgnment
lig. You are not as young as you once were, but you have a least a Haven year's worth of fetility left to
gve to the Race, maybe close to two. You may yet bear many children, many Soldiers™

Badri fought panic, fdt hersdf losng. She had seen this happen to other women a Angband Base, but
hed never thought it could be her fate. Dagor, dying in combat againg cattle? As wdl imagine Byerss
Sun going out. Without thinking, she looked up to see if the star gill shone. It did, of course. But Dagor
was gone.

"Children." She forced the word out through the lips that did not want to shape it. "Children by
whom?'

Grima amiled. Badri wished he hadn't; the expression stretched his face in directions it was not meant
to go. "By me" he said. "Our genetic compatibility index is very high." His eyes dowly traveled the length
of her body, stripping her naked - no, worse, spread and exposed - under her gray tunic and trousers.

"No," she whispered.

"Why not?' That amile returned; suddenly Badri preferred it to the - hungry - expression it replaced. "l
am Breedmaster, no mere Trooper to despise. One day, who can say, | may rank higher yet. As my
consort, you will be a person of consequence. If you refuse me, do you think another would risk my
anger by choosng you?'

Numbly, Badri shook her head. The Breedmaster could do too much harm to a Soldier who opposed
him. She thought again of her twins, more than hdf a lifetime gone now. He could she lie with the man
who had ordered them set out for stobor? But even Dagor had accepted that, reluctantly, for the good of
the Race. Now, though, Grima was as much as saying that he might twist birth analyses for his own
puUrposes.

Through her confusion, his voice pursued her, tying off her future as inexorably as a hangman bush's
noose "Shdl | vigt you after manmed, then?"

She fdt the noose's spikes Snk into her neck as she muittered, "Yes"

Much, much later, after Grimafindly Ieft the cubicle she had shared so long with Dagor, she lay done
on the bed, huddied and shivering. The breedmaster had been worse even than sheld imagined, crud,
sdfigh, caring nothing about her save as a receptacle - severd receptacles - for hisludt, and, dmost worst
of dl, with his Soldier's srength utterly tirdless. Had he not had work to do, he might have been here with
her yet.

Hed enjoyed himsdlf, too, she thought furioudy, no matter how dill and unresponsive she lay. "Well
do thismany more times" held promised as he was dressing.

"Il kill him," she said into her pillow. But how? How could she, of mere human stock, kill an
enhanced Soldier? Grima never relaxed, not even in the moments just after he spent. And if she tried and
faled, he would only relish punishing her. The thought of giving him pleasure in any way made her want to
retch.

Instead she washed hersdf, again and again and again, asif soap and hot water could scrub away the
fed of hismouth chewing at her breast, his hands rough on her most secret places. "I'll kill him. One day,
somehow, | will," she vowed.

Brigade Leader Azog typed in hisfirst question:

THREATS TO ANGBAND BASE - RANK ORDER.



The TAC performed its eectronic equivaent of thought, replied, THREATS TO ANGBAND BASE:
1. THE CITADEL; 2. STEPPE NOMADS, CLAN OF DEDE KORKUT; 3. THE BANDARI.
OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE EVALUATED.

The Brigade Leader scowled. He understood why the rankings had changed, but could not remember
atime when nomads represented a greater danger to the Base than the Bandari. How had they taken out
Dagor? That was a good man gone, even if a rival; had Azog known the Senior Assault Group Leader
would perish without accomplishing anything at dl, he might not have sent him out aone.

Azog put his second question to the TAG: THREATS TO CO, ANGBAND BASE, RANK
ORDER.

This time the machings reply was prompt: THREATS TO CO, ANGBAND BASE 1
BREEDMASTER GRIMA. OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE EVALUATED.

The Brigade Leader stared. Only one threat? The others that dogged his tracks had not disappeared.
Tha meant one of two things ather the TAC had mdfunctioned a last, or Grimas threat was 0
overwhdming that it made dl others pale besideit.

Azog could not afford, did not intend, to take a chance. Just as his finger stabbed for the button to
summon the Breedmaster, the intercom buzzed. "Who isit?" the Brigade Leader snarled.

"Breedmaster Grima, Brigade Leader,” came the reply.

Azog's grin was dl teeth, like that of a diff lion about to pounce. "Come in, Breedmaster. | was
thinking of you." He made sure his Sdearm was loose in his holster. "Well, Grima" he said as the other
Soldier sat across the desk from him, "whet can | do for you?"

Grima steepled his fingertips. "'l came'’ - he glanced at his wrigt chrono - "to say goodbye, Brigade
Leader.”

"Odd," Azog said, "for | was just about to summon you to give you the same message.”

The Breedmaster nodded, unsurprised. "I thought that might be so. Were you less suspicious, you
might have been alowed to last another couple of cycles. Asis - " He spread his handsin regret.

Azog laughed, or tried to. For some reason, his throat did not work asit should. Full of sudden darm,
he reached for his pistal. At least, he thought he reached for it, but his hand did not move. And when he
tried to suck in a deep, furious breath, he found his lungs frozen as well.

The Breedmaster checked his chrono again. "Didillae of oxbane has an extremdy precise latent
period before it manifessitsdf,” he remarked, asif expounding on the poison to one of his assigants. "As
| said, | do apologize for having to up the dose to alethd levd so soon, but you left melittle choice.”

Azog could not even blink now. He fdt his heart stutter, beat, stutter again, stop. He watched the
office go dark, and knew the lights were not failing. Blackness swallowed dl his senses.

"At them!" Bugles blared, some of brass, more carved from horns of herdbeasts. Horses,
muskylopes, men rushed forward. "Dede Korkut!" the men screamed.

Ancther line, about as ragtag as the attackers, stood in defense on a low ridge. "Suleman!” they
screamed back.

"Sulemen the sheep-stedler! Suleiman the sheep-bugger!” Dede Korkut's warrior's ydled. The men
armed with rifles and bows began to shoot; those who carried pistols or scimitars or lances waited for the
fight to come to close quarters.

Suleiman's warriors returned fire. Here and there a man or a beast fdl, to lie ill or, more often,
writhing and shrieking. Had they had more rifles, they could have chewed the attackers to bloody rags.
Asit was, Dede Korkut's dansmen took casudties, but came on.

At their fore ran Juchi, afoot. Not bresthing hard, he stayed even with the mounted men to ether sde
of him. Arrows and bullets sang by. The leading warriors on horses and muskylopes began pulling up a
last, waiting for their comrades to reach them and add to therr firepower.

Juchi ran on. Suleiman's men shouted and turned more of their weapons on him. But he was no easy
target, not running as he did, fast as a horse but with a man's agility. Most bullets flew behind him; his
speed made the nomads mistake their am.

Then, suddenly, he was into the line of defenders. Suleiman’'s men stopped shooting a him, for fear of
hitting their comrades instead. They converged with knives, swords, bayoneted rifles, ready to make an



end for this lone madman in their midst. They moved on him in no specid order - what need for that,
agand one?

Quickly they learned. A gray-faced warrior reded away, dutching the spouting Sump of his wrist
after Juchi's blade stole hand from arm. Another was down and motionless, hdf his face sheered away.
Aningant |later another fdl, his cheekbone crushed by a left-handed buffet after he thought to rush in on
Juchi's unweaponed sde.

Worgt was that none of their blades would bite on him. Faster than thought, he dipped away, agan
and again, to stun, to maim, to kill. "Demon!" one of Suleiman’'s men shrieked as he flopped, hamstrung,
somewhere near the middle of Juchi's path of daughter.

Juchi took no notice. This to him, was easy as wegpons-drill - easer, for his own dansmen had
learned to respect, if not dways to believe, his speed, and so fought im dmost dways on the defensive.
Suleiman's warriors paid dearly for thinking him no different from one of themsdves.

They paid, in fact, with the battle, though Juchi only redized that when he found no more targets to
grike. Then Dede Korkut's men were dl around him, pounding his back, lifing him off his feet so he
could see the last of Suleiman's folk flesing for ther lives.

"We rolled 'em up!" someone bawled in his ear. "Cut 'em in hdf and rolled 'em up! You threw fifty
meters worth of ‘em into confusion, and we poured through and smashed 'em! They won't come sniffing
after our sheep agan for the next ten Haven years."

Juchi found hersdlf slanding before Dede Korkut. The dan chief's hair, he noticed with surprise, was
amog entirdy white - how had it escaped him till now that Dede Korkut was an old man? To a youth,
ever growing and changing, he had seemed eternd as the steppe.

"Bravely, solendidly done!" Dede Korkut told him. As Juchi bowed to acknowledge the praise, the
chief raised hisvoice: "Hall Juchi, new warleader of the dan!"

The dansmen shouted approval. "Juchi!" "Juchi warleader!" "Hal Juchi!" "Hurrah!" They crowded
round the new hero to clasp his hand, pound him on the back, and, findly, raise him to their shoulders.

Such praise from his own people - from men, most of them, far older than he - did what the exertion
of combat had quite falled to do. Juchi's heart pounded quick in his chest till be thought he would burst
with pride.

Ancther wave of pain washed over Badri. It would have doubled her up on hersdf had she not been
held immohbile by the obgtetricd table's stirrups. Blood flowed from between her legs, blood and dl but
formless dumps of tissue.

"Aty," Grima murmured. "It would have been a Soldier." He reached indde Badri with his curette,
scrgping away the remains of what might have become a life When a last he was satisfied, he packed
her womb with gauze, saying, "Il monitor your blood pressure round the clock for the next cycle, but |
think the risk of hemorrhage isamdl. Very clean, as miscarriages go.”

Badri heard his words as if from very far away. She was tired, o tired - worse, she thought, than
ater any of her births, even the lost twins so long ago. She was even too tired to resent Grimas brisk,
competent care. But then, she thought, he would have done the same for any of Angband Base's
domedtic animds.

No sooner had that thought entered her mind than his words confirmed it "Youll be ready for
breeding again as soon as your courses resume.”

"Asyou say," she whispered. She did not argue with him, not any more. But she knew that if she
conceived again, she would aso miscarry once more. She ill had a good supply of the herb one of the
other women had brought her fromTalinnTown. Grimawould get no sons on her.

And yet - the man she hated, the man she dept with, was no one's fool. One miscarriage might befdl
anyone. Two, especidly from a woman who had aways birthed wel before, would surdy raise his
ever-ready suspicions. That made aborting again much more than a physica risk.

He'd been taking, she wasn't sure for how long. Findly some of his words penetrated her exhausted
reverie " - have to meet with the Wegponsmaster again, over the threat of this cursed nomed tribe. The
TAC makesit out as more dangerous to us than even the Citade, which strikes me as insane. | hope the
mechine isnt findly starting to give out. You rest now. I'll be back presently.”



"Asyou say," Badri repeated. Grimatramped away. For amoment, she was Smply glad he had gone.
Then she started to think again. Like the Breedmaster-turned-Brigade Leader, she had no idea how a
steppe tribe could threaten the might of Angband Base. Unlike him, she had oracular faith in the Threat
Andyss Computer, The machines job was to know everything. If it said Dede Korkut's plainsmen were
dangerous, then dangerous they were.

How much more dangerous would they be, she wondered suddenly, if they had an dly indgde the
Base? When at last she fdl adeep, she was amiling at that thought.

Heber, the swordsmith who based himsdf aTalinnTown, put aside his scimitars and daggers in their
vevet trays. "l thank you for your kindly guesting of me, excdlent cham,” he said, bowing as he sat
crosdegged in Dede Korkut's yurt.

The nomad chief bowed in return. "You are dways welcome here - the qudity of your edges
guarantees it." The prominent dansmen with him, many of whom had just bought new blades from the
amith, nodded their agreement.

"Thank you once more." The swordsmith bowed again, hesitated, went on. "Excdlent cham, could |
but have your ear done for abrief spdl of time, perhaps | could set a weapon in your hands sharper than
any imitar.”

Dede Korkut's eyebrows rose. "What would you tdl me that my nobles may not hear?' he
demanded. The swordsmith sat quietly and did not reply. Dede Korkut frowned, rubbed the few thin
white hairs on hischin that he was pleased to cdl a beard. At last he said, "Very wel." He gestured for
the rest of the plainamen to leave the yurt. They filed out, more or less resentfully. "Juchi, you stay," Dede
Korkut commanded.

It was Heber's turn to frown. "I would sooner speak to but one pair of ears.”

"Heisthe clan's warleader, and my her," Dede Korkut sad flatly.

The swordsmith il did not yidd. "He is young.”

"Asthe ancient shaykh Ishag Asnaf once observed, it is afault of which everyoneis guilty a one time
or another,” Dede Korkut said. "He does not speak out of turn. If you doubt it, then leave, and take your
precious busness with you.”

For a moment, Juchi thought the swordsmith would do exactly thet. In the end, though, the man fixed
hmwith a hard stare, warning, "Livesride on this, my own not least.”

"l hear,” Juchi said. "l undersand.” He visbly composed himsdf to ligen, resolving to show no
reection to whatever wild scheme the amith was about to unfold.

That resolve was at once tested to the utmog, for the fdlow asked Dede Korkut, "How would your
dan like to sazeTdlinnValey?'

Behind his impassve mask, Juchi had dl he could do to keep from shouting. Every band on the plains
dreamed of taking avdley for its very own, to make sure dl its women's births would be safe. Like the
rest of the steppe-rovers, Dede Korkut's clan paid tribute for the privilege of sending its pregnant women
to aland of decent ar pressure: dther to the Saurons forTdlinnValeyor to the Bandari forEdenValleyto
the east of it.

By the spark that leaped in Dede Korkut's eye, Juchi was sure the dan chief was dreaming dong with
him. Dede Korkut's response, though, was dry: "l presume you have this arranged with the Saurons.”

"No," the swordsmith said, and Juchi got ready to throw him bodily out of the yurt. Then the man
fromTdlinnTownwent on, "But with one of their women, aye."

"What good will that do?' Dede Korkut said. "Ther women are not the folk we have to fight."

"Hold a moment, mighty cham,” Juchi said, his mind legping forward with the agility of youth.
"Saurons, from dl I've heard, are greet fighters, true enough. But there are not many of them, and much
of their strength, especiadly the strength of thelr fortress, liesin the excellence of its megic.”

"Technology,” Heber corrected him.

"Whatever it may be" Juchi said impatiently. "If the. woman corrupts it so they do not redize we are
upon them until the moment, we may accomplish much. If." He let the word hang in the air, stared a
chdlenge a the amith.

The man studied himin return, dowly nodded. "Y our chief was right, young warleader, in bidding you



stay. You see through to the essence of the scheme. At an hour you pick, the Sauron fort's syssems can
be made to fal. And when they do, if you strike quick and hard enough - "

"You spesk dways of our driking,” Dede Korkut said. "How will the folk of TalinnTownrespond
when battle is joined? If they are with us, they will ad us grestly. If they stand with the Saurons, the
attack is not worth making."

"TdlinnTownhas no love for Angband Base," Heber sad after some smdl pause for thought. "The
taxes the Saurons extort for outweigh the protection they give. For now, the town knows nothing of what
| discuss with you. Were it otherwise, you may be sure this secret would not stay secret long. But most
falk in the town, most inTdlinnVadley, will be for you, come the day."

Dede Korkut rocked back and forth. "Am, Shaitan could put no greater temptation before me than
you dangle now. Victory would make the dlan great. But if we fal - " He shuddered. "If we fall, the dan
dies”

"How say you, then?' The swordsmith kept his voice steady, even sat relaxed, but Juchi smdled the
sharp sweat that sprang forth from him.

The dan chief did not directly answer, turning rether to the warleader he had chosen. "Can this thing
be done?'

Juchi had been turning that very question over in hismind. "Perhaps it can,” he said. "Perhgpsit can.”

The swordsmith let out the breath he had been holding. "I shdl pass this word back to the one who
gave me the message. We go forward, then." He rose, bowed - now to Juchi as well as to Dede Korkut
- and |¢ft the chief's yurt.

The two nomads were briefly slent. Then Juchi said, "We will have to check further into this before
we do infact go forward. It could be atrick of the Saurons, to lure us to destruction.”

"Thisthought | had aso," Dede Korkut nodded. "But if the swordsmith speaks truly ... oh, if he does!”
He clapped Juchi on the shoulder. "If he does, you will lead our warriors."

"Good," Juchi said. "l begin to have some ideas that may hep us, come the day. We will be fighting
Angband Base as much as the Saurons ingde, | think. And the Base cannot run away ..." All a once, he
began to laugh.

"Whereisthe joke?' Dede Korkut asked.

Juchi told him. After a moment's startlement, the clan chief laughed too.

"Thisis afilthy sport the boys of the town have" Grima snarled. "Hlthy! We should shoot a few, to
teach the rest alesson.”

"It does no harm," Badri said, doing her best to soothe the Brigade Leader. He gave her a curious
look; usudly she cared not a jot for his fedings She went on, "And shooting children will surdy forfeit
whaever good will tha has managed to grow up over the years between Angband Base
andTdlinnTown."

"l have no goodwill toward these rascds"" Grima rose, seized Badri's wrigt in an unbregkable grip.
"Come, see for yoursdf the mischief they make." He gave Badri no choice, but dragged her dong with
him as he stamped through the outer court and ascended to the top of the wall. He scowled down at the
boys outside. "Look!"

Badri looked. Boys and a few girls frisked about. One reached into the sheepskin bag he carried,
drew out a ripe tennis fruit. He hurled it at a friend. The other boy ducked. The tennis fruit splattered
agang the gray stone of Angband Base's outwall. 1t dowly did to the ground, leaving behind a ydlow
Splash of juice.

As if that firg throw had been a 9gnd - an opening shot, Badri thought - dl the children Started
flinging fruit at one another. Since they could dodge and the wdl could nat, it got much messer than they
did.

Temnis fruit, red and white downfruit, purple Finnegan's figs, crimson heartfruit - pulp and juice
brought grim stone to bright, even gaudy, life, asif it had become the canvas of some ancient abstract
expressioni<.

Grima was a Soldier; he had never heard of abstract expressonism. Turning to Badri, he growled,
"The little idiots have been a it since firg cycle sunrise, close to 120 hours now. The whole wadl is



smeared with thisfilth."

"I'm sure they'll give it up soon,” she answered mildly, glancing at the amdl but brilliant point of light
that was Byers Sun. It hung low in the west, dowly snking toward the jagged horizon. "With both the
aun and Cat's Eye gone from the sky, it will be too cold for the boys to play such games - and too dark
for them to admire their handiwork."

"Admird" Grima turned such a dusky shade of purple that Badri wondered if he was about to have a
stroke: gpoplexy often fdled Saurons no longer young. But the Brigade Leader mastered himsdf, and his
woman her disappointment. He ground out, "If it weren't for the waste of ammunition, | would order
them shot.”

"They're only children,” Badr said. "They're hamless™” She bit down on a giggle as she imagined
young Soldiers behaving so. Then the laugh choked itsdf off. Even young Soldiers were anything but
harmless.

Grima shook hisfig a the town boys. "Get out of herel” he yeled.

Soldiers uniforms, from any distance, looked dike regardless of rank. It was easy for the children to
assume the Brigade Leader was just another grouchy Trooper. One of them threw a big red heartfruit a
him. Luckily for everyone, it missed.

Grima stormed down off the wall. He was as angry as Badri had ever seen him. Considering how the
two of them got dong, that was saying something. She followed, her face the expressonless mask to
which she schooled hersdlf. Behind the shield she held up againgt the Brigade L eader, she exulted.

Troop Leader Ufthak yawned, poured himsdf a cup of not-quite-coffee from the insulated flask that
hung on his belt. The mild dimulant was welcome, the warmth even more so. Sentry-go was tedious
duty, nowhere more so then at the northern edge of TdlinnValeywhere it widened out onto the steppe, a
no time more than now - second cycle night was extra dark and extra cold.

The sky seemed naked without either Byers Sun or Cat's Eye to light it, Ufthak thought. Then he
laughed at himsdf - pretty fancy language for a noncom. What would happen next? Held probably start
writing poetry.

"At which point they pension me off,” he said doud. Then he laughed harder. There was no such thing
as a pensoned-off Soldier on Haven.

Asif to rdieve his boredom, a band of nomads came cantering by, closer to his post than they usudly
dared approach. Some of them drew within a couple of hundred meters. Ufthak frowned, glanced over
to the far Sde of the valey. Sure enough, plansmen were dso making a display in front of the other
sentry post. Ufthak glowered. What in the name of bad genes were they up to?

The Troop Leader clicked the change lever of his assault rifle from SAFETY to BURSTS. If the
nomeads thought they could lull him out of dertness, they were welcome to try. A lot of them would end
up dead before they redized they were wrong.

With dl of Ufthak's enhanced senses focused on the riders ahead, the tiny noises behind him did not
regiser until someone jumped down into the firing pit in back of him. He started to whirl, too lae.
Iron-hard fingers jerked his head back. A knifesfiery lass licked across his throat.

The lagt thing he fdt before he went into the dark was embarrassment at Ietting cattle trick him so.

Juchi dlimbed out of the Sauron sentry post, waved his dagger and the dead sentind's assaullt rifle to
show he had succeeded. His keen ears caught the sound of a struggle in the pit on the opposite side of
the valey. He dashed that way, only to see two nomads scrambled out, one supporting the other.

He pursed his lips, slently blew through them. Four men had gone after that other sentry. He just
thanked Allah and the spirits that neither Sauron had managed to get off a shot.

The fortress was a couple of kilometers back into the valey. The warriors there might not have heard,
or might have assumed the sentries had things under control. But Saurons had enhanced ears and livey
suspicions. The lagt thing Juchi wanted to do was rouse them.

As the plainamen in the bands that had distracted the sentries redized the way south was open, one of
their number galoped away from the mouth of the valey. He soon returned, leading al the fighting men of
Dede Korkut's clan.

"Now comes the tricky part,” Juchi said softly.



"Aye" One of the nomads nodded. "Wedve had a go a the Saurons in ther fort long years ago,
were it not for the minefidds here.”

"Now we know where the mines are, though, with the knowing stolen from Angband Base's own
computer,” Juchi said. His men murmured in awe; to them as to him, computer was but a word to
conjure with, as vague and splendid as demon. Three centuries had passed snce anyone on Haven save
Saurons had aught to do with computers.

Juchi studied the map the swordsmith had brought to the clan. "Follow me" he ordered. "Single file,
each man waking as best he can in the footsteps of the one ahead. Anyone who steps on a mine, | will
punish without mercy." The warriors stared, then chuckled softly.

They made it through without losng a man. Juchi knew nothing but relief, not least for himsdf. The
map was not an actud printout, but the swordsmith's recongtruction of data smuggled out of the base.
Even to do so much - Juchi marveled at the courage of the woman who sent the smith what shed picked
from the mechanica brain.

If dl went as he hoped, he thought suddenly, he would meet her soon. Now, though, for the one role
inthe misson he could not play. "Boys forward,” he whispered. A couple of dozen lads, dl of them with
from nine to fifteen T-years, came up to him. "Y ou know your jobs" he told them. They nodded, dipped
off toward Angband Base.

Up on the wall, Senior Trooper Shagrat came to dertness at the sound of running feet gpproaching.
Then he heard children laugh, heard an overripe Finnegan's fig splatter off the stone below him.

"Get out of here, you gene-poor catle bastards!™ he shouted. The children took no notice of him. He
went back to walking his beet; the Brigade Leader tolerated this nonsense, even if he did not loveit.

He heard a couple of other sentries shout chalenges, then redize they were just spotting more
miserable boys. "For a bottle of beer, I'd blow them dl away," he said when he came up to the Soldier
on the next stretch of wal.

The other Soldier laughed. "For hdf a bottle" he said.

Not dl the boys were armed with fruit. Most carried drillbits instead, carried them most carefully by
the ropes that bound the burrowers front and hind legs together. They made sure the animas heads
could not reach anything but air, made especidly sure those irresistible teeth came nowhere near their
own precious flesh.

Mustafas drillbit had a particularly evil temper. It kept twidting its meter-long ratlike body, kept trying
to jerk its head around so it could bite his hand. As planly as it could without words, it told him it was
angry and hungry and wanted its freedom right now, if not sooner.

"Yes yes" Mustafa muttered, lugging it toward the wall. He st it down in front of a fruit-besplashed
place, cut its bonds with his beltknife.

The drillbit's teeth sank into the spot where it smdlled fruit. Those diamond-like incisors cared nothing
about stone. As Mudafa watched, the beast started to burrow into the wal. The youth did not watch
long, but turned and ran.

Shagrat yawned as he came down from his turn at sentry-go. Sleep would be welcome, deep and
then hiswoman. Or maybe, he thought hopefully, the other way round.

He was &t the base of the wal when he heard a sound that did not belong. It reminded him - he
frowned at the image his mind cadled up - it reminded him of a man chewing on a mouthful of bal
bearings.

He scratched his head. "What the - ?' To his amazement, a chunk of wal about the Sze of his fig
suddenly crumbled to dust. The hole grew larger. A dreamlined head poked through, peered
nearsghtedly up a him.

Shagrat's precious discipline went south. He was too horrified to shoot. He screamed ingtead, as if he
were some rich, pamperedTalinnTownwoman watching a mouse scuttle across her polished floor.

"Drillbit!" he shouted, again and again. "Drillbit!" A moment later, the same cry rose from another part
of thewdl not far away.

Grima cursed his enhanced hearing. He had been about tomountBadriwhen the shouting started. He
thought about going ahead regardless - she seemed even more furious about submitting than usud, and



that dways turned him on.

Then he redized what the troopers were ydling. He cursed again, this time out loud and foully.
Wearing only an erection, he dashed for the wall.

His ardor wilted in the chill of second cycle night. The rest of his body ignored the cold. The Soldiers
inthe courtyard had the good sense not to notice how he was dressed.

Someone had findly decided to kill one of the drillbits. Another one waddled, obscendly fat, close by
thewall. The Brigade Leader's bare foot lashed out, dammed the animd into the stone. It twitched and
died.

Even asit did, though, anew outcry arose twenty meters away. Another brown bullet head, ridiculous
nose twitching, started to emerge from what should have been solid rock.

Grima clapped a hand to his forehead. "The whole frigging wal might be honeycombed with 'em!” he
shouted - screamed might be a better word, if screams come in deep, rasping baritone.

"What do we do, 9r?' a Soldier asked nervoudy.

The Brigade Leader snatched the rifle out of the man's hands, fired at the newest drillbit. The unaimed
round spanged off stone thirty centimeters from its head. The drillbit squeaked and pulled back into its
hole.

"Gengd det!" Grimaydled back toward the barracks. "Somebody go st off the generd dert!”

As soon as Grima dashed away, Badri scrambled out of bed. She grudged the time she needed to
throw on a robe, but took it nonetheless. Unlike her lord and magter - lips skinned back from teeth in a
carnivore grin a that thought - she would draw questions, running through the corridors naked.

Asit happened, no one saw her before she got to Angband Base Command Central. She barred the
door behind her - Command Centra, sheld learned from the TAC, was intended to be a last redoult,
able to hold out againgt enemy assault no matter what happened to the rest of the base. And not even
Sauron military paranoia, she thought, had imagined an enemy sprung from within.

Too bad for the Saurons. Badri began pulling switches.

"Generd det!" Grima cried once more, furious not just at the drillbits now but aso a his own men.
Was everyone adeep in the second cyde darkness? Red lights should have been flashing, Srens wailing,
and Soldiers piling out of the barracks, ready for anything.

Only the Soldiers on the wal rushed toward the Brigade Leader's voice. Then dl the lights in the
courtyard went out.

Beyond the side of the wal opposite the one where the drillbits had been released, Juchi and his men
stood waiting. When Angband Base plunged into blackness, the nomad warleader thumped the
plainsman next to him on the shoulder. The whole band dashed forward, scaing ladders at the ready.

The firg inkling Grima had of something serioudy wrong - as opposed to a monumentd fuckup -
came when a very junior Assault Leader ran out of the man barracks, shouting, "Sr, dr, Command
Centrd is locked from ingde, and whoever'sin there won't acknowledge ordersl”

While the Brigade Leader was dill trying to digest that, the courtyard lights came back on. They
showed men on the wals, armed men not in Soldier fidld-gray. The nomads started shooting down at the
troopers by Grima,

The Soldiers returned fire. Stunned, outnumbered, and pinned down as they were, they nonetheless
tumbled invaders from their perches. But the plainsmen's guns - they even had a couple of assaullt rifles,
Grima saw with dismay - hosed death through the Brigade L eader's companions.

Thedin of gunfire did what Grima's shouts had failed to do - it brought Soldiers bouncing out of bed,
weapons at the ready. And when the firg of them charged out through the doorways, the foes on the wall
cut them down before even Soldier's reactions could save them.

"Dede Korkut!" the nomads ydled. "Dede Korkut!"

Grimas heart, dready thuttering near panic, dmogt stopped dtogether when he heard that cry. Here
was the danger againgt which the TAC had warned him, the danger that had caught him dl too literdly
naked!

The plansmen were descending into the courtyard now, and more and more of them were on the
wdls. This had to be the whale clan, Grima thought, appalled, and dl its firepower. Somehow they'd



come unscathed through the minefidd.

Connecting that improbakility with the fallure of the generd darm and the Assault Leader's dreadful
news, the Bridage Leader groaned, "Treason!" And devadatingly effective treason, too - Grima was
amaog the only Soldier in the courtyard dill standing. Againg the guns the nomads had massed, againgt
the surprise and disadvantageous position, geneticdly enhanced fighting ability did not count enough.

Bullets snging around him, Grima ran for the barracks. Somehow he tumbled through the doorway
dill unwounded. The Soldiers ingde were not trying to come out any more. That, they'd learned, was
deadly. Instead they were shooting from loophole windows and, from the screams outside, doing no little
damage.

"That'sthe way!" the Brigade Leader shouted. "They haven't taken us yet!" With the rations stored in
its underground cdlars, the hdl could stand a longer sege than any nomad tribe could afford to
undertake. And when the nomads had to withdraw . . . Grima snarled, thinking of the revenge the
Soldiers would take.

Then firefighting foam gushed from forgotten celing fixtures unused since Angband Base was built.
The duff was choking to breathe; worse, when it got in a trooper's eyes, it burned like fire and left him
blind for ... Grima did not know for how long. Long enough. As the shooting from the barracks
dackened, the plainsmen, 4ill ydling like their imaginary demons, svarmed into the hall.

What happened next was butchery. It was not dl one-sided; even blind, Soldiers could despatch
whatever foes came within their reach. But few of the nomads were so unwise. They spent ammunition
with such prodigdity that Grima wondered whether they would have enough left to hold Angband Base if
they took it.

That, however, was not his problem. Getting the traitor out of Command Central was. He could sill
see out of one eye, after a fashion - and, somewhere back in his quarters, he had a key to a secret
entrance to the Base's ultimate strongpoint. (Badri was wrong. In military paranoia if nowhere dse, the
Soldiers let imaginetion run free.) He might yet turn the battle againg the invaders.

He ran through the corridors, dodging blinded Soldiers and shouting his name over and over so they
would not shoot at what they could not see.

Women's screams mingled with warriors. Some fought sde by side with the Soldiers. Others struck
a ther one-time partners with anything they had. Grima saw one stab a trooper in the back with a pair of
scissors. The Brigade Leader broke her neck and ran on.

Badri was not in his cubicle. He did not know whether to be glad - he might have had to kill her too.
After frantic rummaging through desk drawers, he snatched the key he needed, then ran for dl he was
worth toward Command Central.

Slent as a gdking diff lion, Juchi chased the naked Sauron through the chaos of Angband Base's
desth throes. He could have shot hm more than once, but the officer - held heard and seen the felow
gving orders - looked to have some definite purpose in mind. That, Juchi thought, might be worth
learning.

So he waited until the Sauron bent to turn a key and swing open atiny hidden door before he fired a
burgt from around a corner. He heard the meaty chunnk of bullets smacking flesh, peered cautioudy to
see what he had done.

The Sauron was down but not quite out - he snapped a shot that craacked past Juchi closer than he
ever wanted to think about. Juchi returned fire, emptying the assault riflés magazine. Not even Sauron
flesh withstood that second burst. When Juchi looked again, he saw the naked Soldier sprawled in degth.

Pausing only to click in a fresh dip (his lat, he noted, and reminded himsdf to make sure someone
sdvaged the good brass cartridges held used), he stepped through the door the Sauron had opened. At
the end of a narrow, winding corridor was another door. He opened it.

When Badri saw a piece of the wal of her little fortress within a fortress begin to open inward, she
knew she was dead. So unfar, she thought, so unfar. But then, maybe not. She had had her vengeance
on Angband Base; perhaps it was only right that the base have vengeance on her.

She stood, sraightened, awaited her fate with a strange cam. Here ingde Command Centrd, she had
no weapon. For that matter, how much good was a weapon likdy to do againg a battle-ready Soldier?



She was sure only a Sauron could have sniffed out the hidden way, about which not even she had
known.

Thus she gasped when the door revealed insead a nomad warrior, shaggy in fur cap, sheepskin
jacket and boots, heavy wool trousers, and a young man's brown beard sprouting from cheeks and chin.

He swung his rifle toward her, abruptly checked the motion. She redized her robe had fdlen open.
She made no move to pull it shut. Let the plansman see dl he wanted, if that kept her dive.

He said something in his own language. She shook her head. He tried again, this time in sumbling
Ruski: "Who - you?'

Russki she could follow; most people inTdlinnTownusad it, though the Saurons spoke - had spoken,
she thought dizzlly - Americ among themselves. She gave her name, waved around. "This is Command
Centrd. Thisiswhere | fight for you."

His grin was enormous, and looked even more so because of the way his teeth stood out againg his
unshaven face. "Badii?' he shouted. "You Badri? | Juchi, warleader Dede Korkut's clan. We have
Angband Base, Badri. We win! Between you, fighters of clan, we win!" He threw hisarms wide.

She sprang forward to hug him. Even the prod of the assault rifle in the smdl of her back as Juchi's
embrace enfolded her was only a brief annoyance. He samdled of stde sweat and smokeless powder.
Badri did not care, not now, not in the savage rush, stronger then vodka, of a victory she had never
expected to win.

Hetilted her chin up. His face fdt strange againg hers, she had never kissed a bearded man before.
Triumph burned as hot in her as in him. The kiss went on and on. She fdt her loins tun liquid.
Afterwards, she was never sure which of them drew the other down to the floor.

Sitting up in the bed that had once been Grimas, Badri said, not for the firs time, "I am too old for
you. Soon you will see some maiden you fancy, and tire of me" She kept her tone light, as dways when
she spoke of such things, but the fear was there, undernesth.

Juchi reached out to caress her breast. "You are you, and | am happy,” he said, dso not for the firgt
time Then, amiling wickedly, he went on, "And what with Sauron technology and Sauron plunder, you
lived better than we did out oh the plains. | would never have guessed the age you dam, not within ten
T-years"

"You flatter me outrageoudy." Badri pressed his hand to her. "Don't sop." Hdf a T-year before, she
never could have been so fluent in Russki. Love was a strong incentive.

He grinned at her. "I hadn't planned to." He gave a luxurious stretch; he was not used to deeping (or
rather, at the moment, resting) so soft. But hiswits were dill dert. "We are a good pair for a whole flock
of reasons. This for one - " He squeezed gently; she shivered a little. "And for another, a different sort,
what better match to link the dan andTdlinnVdley?'

"None better,” she nodded. "But matches made for that sort of reason are more often endured then
enjoyed." She leaned toward him. His left hand came up to join his right; he held her breasts as if they
were the two balanced pans of a scade.

She might have picked the odd image from his mind, for he said, "I think they're heavier than they
were. Are you pregnant?’

She consdered that. "Well have a pretty good idea somewhere around the end of firgt cycle” Then
she threw hersdf on him. "'l hope | am!" She'd never said anything like that before, not even with Dagor.
And with Grima, the idea of children had been a nightmare.

"I'm not sure | do," he said. She frowned a him, surprised and hurt, till he went on. "It would mean I'd
have to stay away from you for awhile, and | don't want to do that.”

He rolled her over, pinned her with his greater weight. He was, she thought as he did into her, rutty as
any Sauron sheéld ever heard of. Of course, he was aso very young. For her part, she knew only joy that
their firg joining had been followed by so many more.

She knew only joy. . . . Her arms went round his neck, pulling him ever closer to her.

This once, Badri wished the Saurons dill hedd Angband Base. She was used to the attentions of a
Breedmaster or his aide, not a nomad midwife dressed in furs and muttering charms. The midwife,
though, said, "Eee, from the speed of your labor, you've done thisa time or three. Have trouble with any



of your others?'

"The - " Badri stopped as a contraction washed over her. "Thefird time was twins. The others, no."

"You probably won't this time either, then. All Il need do is caich the baby as it fdls out, | expect.”
With the smdl part of her mind not engaged in birthing her child, Badri hoped the plainsvoman was right.

So it proved. After what seemed forever but was less than Sx hours, the midwife sad in satisfied
tones, "A finegirl - four kilos, I'd guess. Here, you hold her and I'll go tdll Juchi.”

Badri took the baby, set it on her breast. "He's not in the fortress building. His mother dill stays in her
yurt, and she's vary ill. Otherwise held be here with me”

"Of course he would." The midwife shook her head, annoyed a hersdf. "Yes. Kigrja How could |
have forgotten?' She shook her head again, not in the same way. "Very ill, aye. May Allah and the spirits
be meraful to her, in thisworld and the next.”

Fever wasted Kidrjas face. It had only grown worse through the three days that made up two cycles
- two orbits of Haven round Cat's Eye. A hundred thirty hours of fever were plenty to ravage anyone.
Juchi held her hand, sponged her brow, did dl the other things that made Kidrja more comfortable but
did no other good, no red good.

"Juchi," she whispered.

“I'm here, my mother,” he said.

She amiled. "Good." She dill knew him, then. For the past little while, he had not been sure. But now
her hands tightened on his, with more strength than she'd shown in most of a day. "You're a good boy, a
fine man, Juchi.”

"Thank you, my mother."

"A good boy," Kidrja repeated. "As fine as if 1'd borne you mysdf. A fine man." Her wits were
wandering after al, Juchi thought. He took the folded cloth from her forehead, dipped it once more into
the bowl of cool water beside her. As the fever grew, he'd had to do that ever more often.

Some time not much later, Kidrja drew in along, deep breath, asif she were about to say something.
Her eyes opened wide, hdd Juchi's. He watched awareness fade in them. When it was gone, he reached
down, eased them shut.

He drew his dagger, dashed each cheek in the nomad style of mourning. The cuts stopped bleeding
amog & once.

The fok ofTdlinnTownwere not used to fighting. These past many years, the Saurons had
defendedTdlinnValey. Now the Saurons were five T-years gone from this part of Haven. The dan that
hed been Dede Korkut's and was now Juchi's needed help, where the Saurons would have scorned it.

"Cover drill' Juchi shouted. The townsmen dove into foxholes, emerged aming weapons. Juchi
shook his head. "Too dow, too dow. Haf of you would have been shat, the rest ridden over. Get out
and try it again." His pupils groaned. "Suleman's men won't have pity on you. Don't expect me to, ether.”

"Suleiman's men won't know the way through the minefidd,” one of the bolder men said.

"Mines are like sentries” Juchi told him. "They warn, they dow. They don't stop. We have to have
warriors for that. Fear kept people out of this valey, fear of the Saurons. Now that the dan and town
hold it instead, folk will test us to see if we are strong enough to keep it. I'm surprised the chdlenge has
taken thislong to come.”

"But - " The townsman was dill not cowed, not quite.

Juchi grinned a him. "Enough words." He tossed aside his knife. "If you want to argue, come do it
with hands and fest."

The man fromTadlinnTowngulped and shook his head. His folk had not taken long to learn what the
nomeads aready knew: no one bested Juchi in Ingle combat.

"All right, then. Y ou've wasted enough time complaining to catch your bresth. So - cover diill'" The
raw recruits sprang for their holes again.

Juchi worked them awhile longer before he let them go. He walked back to the fortress his warriors
now occupied. Badri and their daughter Aisha stood not far outsde the bullet-scarred barracks hdl.
Aidha squedled and sorinted toward her father. He picked her up, flung her high in the ar, caught her,
flung her again, spun round and round like a top. When he st the little gil down, she took a couple of



lurching steps and fell on her bottom. Laughter gushed from her.

More dowly, Badri dso came up to Juchi: she was for dong with their second child. He leaned
forward over her protruding bely to kiss her. "How does it look?' she asked him.

He shrugged. "About as before. The latest scout in says Suleman's warriors, and maybe another
cdan'swith his, are gathered a few hours ride north of the mouth of the valey. They have no herds with
them; they can't be there for any reason but fighting.”

"No." She took his arm. "Come with me. | have something to show you, something of the fortress you
have not seen yet."

"Can | cometoo?' Aisha asked. She was able to stand again.

"No, you play out here for a while" Badri said. Aisha stamped her foot. Badri swatted her on the
bottom, just hard enough to let the little gil know she meant what she said. Aisha started throwing
pebbles at the wall.

"Whdt is this thing you have to show me?' Juchi asked. He heard the nervousness in his own voice.
He sometimes was forced to remember that Badri had lived mogt of her life at Angband Base, that she
took for granted the technology which - whereit survived - he dill found unnerving.

She did not answer him until they were ingde the chamber next to the one they shared. Dudt lay thick
here; it was not a bedroom, and perhaps had not been entered since the Base fdl. The fluorescent caling
pands came on when Badri flicked a switch, though. Juchi stared with superdtitious awe at the screen on
the dusty desk. "A - computer?' he whispered.

"A computer,” Badri said briskly. She fdt around behind it, clicked another switch. The screen lit. She
went on, "Grima used it, and dl the Brigade Leaders before him. He let me watch sometimes, never
thinking | would see how to make it work mysdf. Most of what | sent to your clan, most of whet | did on
the night you attacked, | learned here.”

"You mean - it can work for us?" Juchi imagined vengeful Saurons somehow stored insde.

But Badri said, "Why not? We hold the Base now. Watch." She typed the fird command she had
seen Grima use so often: THREATS TO ANGBAND BASE: RANK ORDER.

Juchi stared as the Americ letters appeared one by one on the screen. He stared again, and had to
hold himsdf in place by force of will, when more letters appeared without anyone having typed them:
THREATS

TO ANGBAND BASE: 1. CLANS OF SULEIMAN AND AYDIN; 2. CLAN LEADER, CLAN
OF JUCHI; 3. MOTHER OF CLAN LEADER,

WAR WORLD II: DEATH'SHEAD REBELLION 335

CLAN OF JUCHI; 4. THE CITADEL. OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE
EVALUATED.

When Badri read the words, Juchi laughed, as anyone will when magic is dearly seen to be fraud.
"No wonder Grimalog, if he put hisfath in this thing. My mother has been dead as long as Aishas been
dive" He touched the faded scar on each cheek.

But Badri stared a the screen in some perplexity. "It was dways right before. | had to order it not to
put me on any of its ligts, or Grima would have caught on to me" She tapped a fingarnal againg her
teeth. "Let me try something ese”

She typed again: THREATS TO CO, ANGBAND BASE, RANK ORDER. "I hope it thinks that's
you," she sad.

"Huh!" He gestured harshly. The answer showed bdow the question. THREATS TO CO,
ANGBAND BASE, the TAC wrote: 1. CLAN LEADER, CLAN OF JUCHI; 2. MOTHER

OF CLAN LEADER, CLAN OF JUCHI. OTHERS TOO LOW A PROBABILITY TO BE
EVALUATED. "Jud read that to me" Juchi said.

Badri did, then typed END in disgust. "I'm sorry." she said, touching Juchi's hand. "I thought it would
hep. But then, Grima adways worried about how long the meachine would keep working. | suppose it's
finelly dead.”

"Senile, anyhow." Juchi laughed again. "If the steppe dans had known this was what Angband Base
used for brains, they would have attacked a hundred T-years ago.”



"It redly did come up with right answers” Badri insdsted. Even she had to admit, though, "It isnt
coming up with them now."

"It certainly isnt." Juchi gave her another cantilevered kiss. "I thank you for showing it to me, though.
Wereit what it once was' - What you say it once was, he thought - "it could have been vduable.”

A few cydes later, Suleman and his dlies attacked. Juchi's dan and the men of TalinnTownthrew
them back. Among the prisoners they took was a fair-szed contigent from the clan of Aydin.

Juchi wondered about that, a little. He tried to remember whether the scouts had known just who
Suleiman’'s main partner was. He didn't think so. Even dan shamans made lucky guesses every so often,
though.

And when the triumphant warriors came back to the fortress, he found that Badri had presented him
with a son. That drove dl thoughts of the ancient computer from his head.

She wanted to cdl the boy Dagor. It was alikdy enough sounding name. He didn't argue with her.

The clan, Juchi thought, was fat. For some of his men, that was literdly true: he watched a couple of
middle-aged warriors waking intoTdlinnTown to buy something or other, and ther bellies hung over their
belts. In the old days, out on the steppe, a fat nomad, save maybe a shaman, would have been hard to
imagine. Life was too harsh.

The old days . . . Juchi laughed a little, shook his head. Hard to believe more than a dozen T-years
had dipped by snce Angband Base fdl. His own body belied them. It was as firm, hard, and tireless now
as then. Jugt the other day, though, Badri had plucked a white hair from his beard. He shook his head
agan. Nothing, he thought, lasted forever.

Even that little philosophizing, far from profound, was unlike him. He left off as a horseman rode up.
The messenger dismounted, bowed. "Cham, | brought your words to Suleéiman. He agrees they hold
wisdom."

"Good," Juchi said. "Hewill meet with me, then?"'

"Aye, cham, in two cycles time. He asksif you would treat with him here or out on the steppe.”

"On the steppe,” Juchi said a once. "He and his men would only spy if we invited them into the vdley
- into our valey."

"Aye" the messenger said again.

"You need not tdl him | said that, though. Tdl im. . . hmm . . . tdl him that, as we are plansmen too,
the plains are the fitting place to discuss our differences and to settle once for dl the boundaries of our
dans grazing lands."

The messenger nodded, mumbled to himsdf as he memorized the words. Then he grinned. "Sll |
aso tdl him that well run his men into theNorthernSeaif he doesn't keep within the bounds we set him?'

Juchi grinned back. "He knows that dready. If he didn't, held 4ill be fighting instead of taking. He's
Subborn as a sone.”

"He's jedous, iswha heis" the messenger said.

"l suppose so. Every nomad cham dreams of taking avaley for himsdf.”

"But you didn't dream - you did it. We did it. And every time Suleman comes Fiffing around, we
send him away with a bloody nose.”

"l told you - that's why he's findly willing to talk."

"No doubt you're right, cham.” The messenger sketched a sdute, climbed back on his horse, and
headed north at atrot.

Juchi walked into the courtyard of the fortress, and dmost got trampled by a mob of boys playing
footbal. That was wha his dan cdled the game, anyhow. To the children fromTdlinnTown, it was
soccer. He'd never met the odd-sounding word till his people conquered Angband Base; he wondered
idy if the locals had borrowed it from Saurons.

His own son was at the head of the ydling pack, running and dodging as fast and lithe as the rest of
the boys, though they were anywhere from two to four T-years older. Juchi remembered his own
childhood. HE'd been more than a match for children his age, too.

As he watched, Dagor booted the ball past the other team's godie and into the makeshift net. "Good
shot, Dagor, lad!" he called. He waved to his son.



Dagor's grin, dready enormous, grew even wider as he waved back. The boy's comrades svarmed
over him, lifted him onto ther shoulders. Again Juchi thought of his own youth - of the day he'd been
named warleader. Seeing Dagor get such acclam so young made him want to burst with pride.

When he found Badri, he spoke of the footbal game before he mentioned the talks Suleiman had
agreed to. "Why meet him on the steppe?’ Badri asked.

As he had for the messenger, he explained his reasons.

Badri nodded when he was done. "That makes sense,” she agreed. "But remember - and never et
Suleman forget - that you are not just of the plains. You holdTdlinnVdley, too. Go out to the steppe,
then, but go with dl the trappings, dl the ceremonid, that shows you to be a lord as wel as a cham, if
you know what I'm saying."

"Yes, | do." Hekissed her. "Your advice isdways good. That's one reason I've never looked - wdll,
never more than looked - a anyone ese” He kissed her again. "But it's only one reason. There are
others.

"Let me shut the door fird," she said.

When the time came for Juchi to ride out to meet Suleman, he remembered what Badri had
suggested. He put on alinen tunic instead of the wool he usudly wore, to remind the other cham he ruled
fanners as wdl as plangmen.

And he decided to be lavish when he armed himsdlf. He did not just ding his assault rifle on his back
and have done. He put on crisscrossing belts of shiny brass cartridges, too one over each shoulder - let
Suleman see that Angband Base's machine shop could il turn out cartridge cases.

Two knives hung from the left Side of hisbelt. He started to put another on the right, then had a better
idea. He rummaged through a legsther sack he did not remember opening since he came to the fortress.
Sure enough, the pistol he had taken from that arrogant robber on the steppe was indde.

He buckled it on. Since he got hisrifle, he'd had no need for the lesser fireerm. He was not even sure
the rounds would 4ill fire. Today, though, he did not care. He only needed it as one more thing with
which to overawe Suleiman.

Feding quite the fearsome warrior, he swaggered out to Badri. "How do | look?" he asked.

Her lips quirked. "Overwhdming is the word that comes to mind.”

He amiled too, but answered, "Good. That's the word | want to come to mind."

Badri noticed the pistal. "Y ou've never worn that before.”

"Why bother, when | have the assaullt rifle?" He reached over his shoulder, patted the Kaashnikov's
barrdl.

"No reason a dl," Badri sad. "l just didn't know you had it, that's dl. May | seeit?"

"Of course Juchi saw nothing odd in the request. Before she was a plansman's woman, Badri had
been a Sauron's woman. He would have been more surprised were she not interested in wegpons. He
took the pistal from its holster, showed it to her.

"Where did you get this?'

Juchi blinked. The words tumbled out in a harsh whisper, unlike anything held ever heard Badri use
before. She was garing from him to the pigtol and back again. She had gone pale. That darmed him. In
dl the time held known her, held never seen her show fright.

"l took it from a bandit | killed, out on the steppe a couple of T-years before we wonTalinnValey.
He was going to sted my muskylope, but he took me up when | said I'd fight him for it. | broke his
neck." The pride the memory put into his voice fatered as he looked a her face. "What's wrong? Tdl
me, Badri, please.”

"This pistal belonged to a Soldier once. A couple of T-years before Angband Base fdl, he went out
to the plains to scout a dan that the computer - the computer you don't believe in - said was growing
dangerous. It was the dan of Dede Korkut. He never came back."

Badri spoke mechanicdly, asif by keeping dl emation from her words she could keep it from her
heart as well. Then, at last, her voice broke. She looked down at the floor as she went on, "His - his
name was Dagor."

"The name you gave our son." Now Juchi's voice too was empty and cold.



"The name | gave my son. Dagor and | had three sons, three sons and a daughter. None of them
lived. The girl and one boy were twins, Sauron culls, set out for stobor. | was just a girl mysdf, then. The
other two, later - had accidents. It happens. He was far from a bad man, Juchi - I've known a bad man.
Hisname, at leadt, deserved - deserves - to go on.”

"Asyou say." After a moment, Juchi found he could bear having a son named for Badri's onetime
consort. After dl, the man - the Sauron - was fifteen T-years dead and gone, while he and Badri were
very much together. He found he could not even blame her for not saying where young Dagor's name
came from. The quiet had kept the peace, and with any luck both quiet and peace might have lasted
forever.

"You - broke his neck, you sad?' Badri asked. Juchi nodded. "How could that be? Dagor was a
Soldier, a Sauron.”

Juchi understood what she meant. No one, not even a man with Frystaat blood, could match reflexes
with a Sauron in unarmed combat. He said dowly, "Maybe | took the pistol from a bandit, one of a
band, say, that had ambushed Dagor.”

"That mugt beit!" Badri brightened alittle. She had long since known, long since accepted, that Dagor
was dead. Thinking the man she loved now was the one who had dain hm was something ese again.
"What did he look like, this bandit you killed?'

"Il never forget him," Juchi said. "He gave me maybe the toughest fight | ever had. He was a few
centimeters tdler than | am. He had more reach, too, and knew what to do with it. He was caucasoid,
more or less - dark eyes, but fair skin and light brown hair, alittle lighter than mine. He had a short white
scar, just below one eye - the left one, | think.”

"You have painted me Dagor's image in words." Badri shook her head, over and over. "How could
that be?' she repeated. Then, fierce, as a tamerlane, she burst out, "Who - what - was your mother,
Juchi? Why did the computer cdl her such a threat to the Base? Why did the computer cdl you such a
threet to the Base?'

"Because it's daft," Juchi growled. "Because it's an old, daft piece of junk. | wish someone had put a
bullet through it when we took Angband Base. Then it wouldn't be here to worry you."

To hisrdief, Badri changed the subject. "How old are you, Juchi? Exactly how old, | mean.”

He needed to think. "As near as | can reckon it, a bit over four Haven years - say, about thirty-one
T-years" He had no idea why she wanted to know, nor did he care. Taking of anything but Dagor -
Dagor the elder, he amended - suited him fine. "I hope that satisfies you. Whether or not, though, | have
to leave. Suleman iswaiting.”

He walked to the door. Behind him, very softly, Badri whispered, "Who was your mother, Juchi? Oh,
who?' He did not turn back.

"It is agreed, then." Suleiman's wrinkles arranged themsdves into a amile. "We shdl not graze our
herds east of aline drawn graight north from the fifth ridge to the west of your valey, nor shdl your herds
graze west of that sameline”

"It is agreed, aye" Juchi's voice was hollow. He knew he should have been able to daim grazing lands
gretching two or three ridges further west, but his heart was not in the dickering, not today.

He ill had no truck with the flashing words Badri had read him from the computer screen. They were
too far outside his experience for him to take them serioudy. But what his mother said while she was
dying came back now to trouble his thoughts. What if her wits had not been caught in fever's grip? What
then?

What indeed? he thought. How could he hope to find out? Kisirja was dead. Who ese could he hope
to ask? He pounded afig into histhigh. Who better than his wetnurse? He'd had little to do with Nilufer
snce the dan came toTdlinnVadley, but he knew she il lived.

Fast as politeness alowed, or maybe a little faster, he took leave of Suleiman. The old cham did not
seem offended. Compared to grazing land, manners were aftrifle

Riding back to the vdley, Juchi wondered if he shouldn't let the whole thing drop. But no, he couldn't,
not now, not with Badri so upset. And his own curiosty was roused. Hed aways been sure of who he
was. Now, suddenly, he doubted. Allah and the spirits willing, Nilufer would set hismind at ease.



Nilufer was a widow these days. She lived inasmdl yurt close by the larger one that belonged to her
eldest son. She poked her head through the door-curtain in surprise when Juchi cdled from outside,
asking leave to enter.

"Honor to the cham! Of course you are welcome!™ She held the curtain wide. "Come, come! Will you
take tea?'

"Thank you. You are gracious." Therituds of hospitaity let Juchi adapt to the gloom indde the black
fdt yurt. He sat crosdegged on a threadbare rug, sipped Nilufer's tea, nibbled a strip of jerked mutton.

After the polite and pointless smdl tak that accompanied meat and drink, Nilufer asked, "How may |
serve the cham?' Her eyes twinkled. "'l fear my breasts are too old to please him now."

Juchi laughed. After so much drain, that fdt strange - and good. He said, "As a matter of fact, your
breasts are the very reason | came.” That made Nilufer giggle, but Juchi went on, "No, no, | speak the
truth. | want you to tdl mewhy | needed a wetnurse when | was a baby."

"Why does any baby need awetnurse?' Nilufer said. "Y our mother had no milk to give you." But the
sparkle was gone from her face and voice. Something ese replaced it - caution, Juchi judged. She was
not tdling dl she knew.

"Thet | gathered,” he said. "Why was it 07"

"l couldn't rightly tell you, cham, not for certain,” Nilufer said. She could not meet his eyes, ether.

"Why not?' he perssted. "My mother must have given you some reason. Was | perhaps an unusudly
difficult birth?"

He watched her saize the pretext. "Yes, that's it, that's just what she said, poor thing" she sad
eagerly.

"You'relying" His voice was a whiplash. Nilufer flinched away from it. "What is it you don't want to
tdl me? How can it matter, after so long?"’

"You won't be angry at me?' she quavered.

"No, not for the truth, by Allah and the spirits. | swear it." He redlized he had got up on one knee, had
moved toward her asif in threat. No, not as if. He eased himsdf back to the rug. "I will not be angry a
you."
"All right. All right.” A little spirit returned to her voice. "Asyou say, it was long ago, and the Saurons
are gone from Angband Base now - dl of them but you."

"What? Me? You're mad, old woman." Juchi laughed harshly. "Do you say my mother dipped away
from the tents to deep with a Sauron Soldier?”

"She dipped away from the tents, aye, but not to deep with the Sauronsrather, to rob them. They
cast out infants thet did not suit them. Most the beasts took, or the cold, but not dl. You were one of the
lucky few."

"l don't believe you." / don't want to believe you, he thought. He found a question that had to make a
liar of her: "If what you say istrue, why has no one ever told me this fable before?"

"At firgt, cham, it was for fear that if you knew you were of Sauron blood, you might flee the clan and
go back to Angband Base. After awhile, | suppose, folk had got into the habit of slence. But now that
the Saurons are long gone, | don't see what difference it makes whether you know. And if you doubt me,
cham Juchi, think on the meening of your name.”

"Gued," Juchi whispered. His world tottered round him. " Juchi.”

"The same word," Nilufer nodded. "Youve been a cherished guest, an honored guest, and now a
great and mighty guest. But dways, like | told you, you were a lucky guest. Both babes the Saurons set
out that night were lucky.”

"Both babes?' Juchi stared at her. "Whet new taeisthis?'

"One not everyone knows. But your mother - Kidrja, | mean, Allah and the spirits give her peace -
your mother told me that two babies, both newborn, lay exposed by Angband Base then. Jugt as she
picked up the one that was you, a Bandari woman took the other.”

Hisworld had tottered. Now it crashed down. "That would have been agirl," he said in a dead voice.

"I redly couldn't tel you one way or the other. Y our mother never said.”

"Yes she did. Just afew hours ago. My mother.”



Nilufer scratched her head. "What's that?"

Juchi did not answer. Instead he turned and legped out through the door-curtain. Nilufer stared after
him. He dashed toward the fortress, fast and straight as an arrow from a compound bow.

"Allah!" Nilufer exdamed. Hed Ieft his horse behind. “I wonder what the poor fellow's trouble is. |
hope it's not something | sad.”

Juchi ran.

His father, dead under his hands. His wife, his mother; his daughter, his siter; his son, his brother.

"What have | done?" he cried. "Allah, what have we done?’

The fortress where he lived - the fortress where held been born - was a couple of kilometers away.
He ran through fidds of ripening barley. As he ran, he thought only of his own fidd, his fidd of double
sowing, the fied in which held grown and where he sowed his children. He groaned, and ran on.

Men were working in the fidds. They shouted as he trampled the grain. When he did not swerve, they
chased him. He outran them. That had aways been easy. Now he knew why.

The fortress drew nearer, nearer. He ran ingde. Men waved, cdled out to ask how the parley with
Suleman had gone or Smply to greet him. He answered none of them, but sped to the barracks hdl.

There at last his way was blocked. The clan's shaman stood in the doorway. Tireshyas had been
plump on the steppe. Now he was so fa that any doorway he stood in, he filled. When he saw Juchi, he
went white. "Lord cham, your wife - "

"My wifd" Juchi's voice, his eyes, were so terrible that Tireshyas gave back a pace. "My wifel You
are one of those who knew | sprang not from the dlan but from a Sauron's woman, not so?

Already agitated and now frightened and confused, the shaman stuttered, "Wdl, well, yes, lord cham,
yes, but - "

"And you knew | took a Sauron's woman to wife" Juchi stepped forward, filling the space from which
Tireshyas had retreated. "And you never thought to wonder if the two might be the same. My mother.
My wife. Badri."

Horror filled Tireshyas face. "Lord cham, sheis- "

Agan Juchi interrupted, thistime with a kick that sank deep into the soft flab of Tireshyas bely. The
shaman flew backwards, crashed to the floor. Juchi Sorang over him. "Badri! Where are you? I'm coming
for you!" In his own ears, the words sounded more like stobor's howl than speech.

He heard people behind him. Behind did not matter. They could never caich him. Then someone
came out into the hdl, right in front of him. He did not know if the man would try to stop him. He did not
care. He hammered him down and ran on.

The door to the chamber where he and Badri dept, the door to the chamber where their children had
begun, the door to the chamber where, for dl he knew, he had begun - that door was open. Juchi went
in."Badri!"

No reply.She was not there. He undung his assault rifle. Held find her soon, and then . . . hdf a burst
for her and the rest, as much as he could fire before finger dipped from trigger, for im. And even that
was not enough. How could one quick indant of pain make amends for - for the twisted thing thelr lives
hed proven to be?

"Badri!" Cradling the rifle, he went out to the hdl again. The doorway next to his was dso gar,
unlocked, as it had not been in a Haven year and more. Through it he saw the dusty glow of the
computer screen. He growled, deep in his throat. The cursed computer had seen his doom. He would
drag it down to hdl with him.

Asif it were a human enemy, he wanted to shoot it in the bdly at close range and watch it die. He
darted into its - itslair, he thought.

He did nat fire. The light from the screen let him see atiny motion, off to one sde. He whirled toward
it. "Badri," he whispered. He had found her.

She was dead, hanging from some projection from the caling, her face dark and distorted. She wore
awool cape, hdd in place by a heavy golden brooch, steppe work, he had given her. A char lay
overturned behind her.

Juchi let the rifle fal. "Oh, Badri," he cried, hdf in anguish, hdf in envy, "You found the truth before



mel”

He drew hisknife and cut her down. How long he held her, logt and done in his worse than grief, he
never knew. When he looked up, the doorway wasfull of saring, slent faces.

"Let meby," someone said, her voice smdl but inggtent. "Let me by. | must see”

"No!" Juchi groaned wildly to the unheeding faces. "Not her! Not my - " He choked, could not go on.
What word ought he use? Daughter? Sister?

Aisha pushed through the crowd. Juchi watched the color drain from her checks. Her eyes, black and
enormous and garing, were Badri's eyes. And his own. "Father?" she whispered. "Mother?'

Seaing her, the sweset child (no, she was dmaost awoman - and, being what she was, where could she
hope to find husband, no matter how great the dowry she brought with her?) who never should have
been, Juchi knew he could never face her, not now, not ever again.

He undid Badri's brooch, weighed it in his hand a long moment. With a great shout of pain and fury,
he plunged the pin firg into one eye, then the other, again and again and again. The last sound he heard
before hefindly fainted was Aishds screams.

Blackness. It covered Juchi's vison now, as wel as his soul. That, he thought, was as it should be. "I
wish someone would day me," he said.

"Who would dare?" Tireshyas answered, as he had each time Juchi asked for death. "Who could bear
the burden of ill-luck taking your life would lay on his shoulders?’

"Indl | did, | strove for good,” Juchi said.

"And in dl you did, you were confounded,” the shaman replied. To that Juchi had no answer.
Tireshyas went on, "If dill you gtrive for good, you will do as | have asked, and leave us”

"l will," Juchi said. "Maybe among sirangers | can find the end | seek.”

"That will be as Allah and the spirits will," Tireshyas said. Juchi heard his tunic rustle, fdt ar move
agang hisface. No matter how little he wished them to, his senses 4ill told him of the world. He guessed
what the shaman was about to say: "Hereis your stick.”

Juchi took it. He looked to where Tireshyas voice came from, heard another rustle of doth: the
shaman shifting in unease a hisruined stare. "Care for my children,” Juchi said. "Ther part in - this - was
innocent.”

"It shdl be done. Would you let them see you one lagt time? Aisha begs for nothing dse”

"No," Juchi said. "If you have any pity, spare metha.”

Tireshyas sighed. "As you wish." The shaman opened a door. Juchi raised the gtick, afraid Tireshyas
was lying to him. But by the sound of his stride, the person who came in was a young men. Tireshyas
confirmed that, saying, "Here is Ertoghrul. He will take you past the Vdley's minefidd.”

"l have dready been caught in it, and destroyed,” Juchi said. Neither Tireshyas nor Ertoghrul replied;
neither, Juchi thought, understood. His groping hand found Ertoghrul's shoulder. "If you would guide me,
let usgo.”

Tireshyas turned to watch them leave. Even now, some cycles after Juchi kicked him, the motion
meade pain shoot through his belly. The shaman's hand began to shape a 9gn to turn aside evil. Too late
for that, he thought, too late. He finished the Sgn anyhow. By. then, Juchi was gone.

From The Wisdom of the Breedmaster Caius (traditional)

In a perfect world, the holes in our genetic records would matter less. Sauron breeding with Sauron
carries less potentia for mischief or mutation.

But we are not in a perfect world. We are on Haven, where Sauron breeds with cattle or not at dl.

So the holesin our genetic records matter a great deal. So do the even greater holes in the records of
the cattle, even when they deserve that name a all.

Through these double holes, the future of our race may fal to doom.

Y e where there is peil, there is dso opportunity. Two sets of genetic records, each with its own
holes, may be combined to make one set with few or no holes We dready trade with the cettle for
women, food, iron, and other needs. Who can say that in some future time we may not trade with them
for genetic records?

No one. Nor can anyone say that from this trading there may not emerge a sngle set of genetic



records.
And from that angle set of records, perhaps in time will emerge a Sngle people - the Haven-born
Saurons.

FAR ABOVE RUBIES -SUSAN SHWARTZ

They had not been married long, the judge Lapidoth and Dvora, when they rode beyond the
perimeters of EdenVdley's defenses. Dvora waved a the careful tumbles of rock, some of which
conceded guard emplacements, as chearful as if she had won her fird case. Her husband grinned. In a
manner of speeking, she had. The Law alowed that a man who was newly wed might stay home to cheer
hiswife, but in these days of Diaspora on Haven, when Terraitsdf became a fainter and fainter memory,
the Law frequently yielded to necessity, especidly when necessity involved the Law itsdf. Just as well,
Lapidoth thought. Had he left Dvora at home when he went to ride circuit, a cold homecoming - and
death by precedent and brief - would have been the least he might have expected.

It was a good thing that much of New Eden's law was tradition, inherited not just from the
long-destroyed settlement at New Vilnus, but from the tough, pragmatic sabras who had firg landed on
Haven, wrested a town from the rock, and survived firg its destruction by nomad, then dliances that
were more pragmétic than agreesble with Frystaat mercenaries and fundamentdist farmers. What a
combination! Lapidoth shook his head, bemused at and admiring the way the old systems stretched.

Even in the matter of his wife, who might well become a judge hersdf. No one knew better than he
how much of an innovation that was. When dedling with its women,EdenVdleyfaced a potentialy deadly
double bind. Ther hedth and fetility had to be treasured above dl dse in the community. Yet reducing
the tough, wily haBandari, Frystatt-or-farmbred to pampered brood mares was out of the
question: Edenneeded the strength of their minds as well as, occasiondly, the craft of ther hands and the
drength of their backs. Nothing could be wasted.

At the same time, the distinction of ingde versus outsde work grew up, where "ingdeé' meant the
relative safety of the Valey, and "outdde’ the steppe, where bandit, warrior, nomad, and Sauron vied
with haBandari and villager to survive. Accordingly, women with a taste for fidd work could be steered
toward hydroponics or the building projects that Eden aways needed, while women like Dvora were
encouraged to become physcians, researchers who labored to extract from Haven's stubborn herbs
drugs that could replace Eden's long-vanished high-tech pharmacopeia. Any of those jobs could let a
womean exploit her talents while kegping her safdy "indde”

Infact, that tradition had become so strong that many farmers regarded any sort of office or lab work
as "women'swork” - except for adminigration and law.

So, wouldn't you know it? Lapidoth would not only have to pick a woman who wanted to be a
lawyer and ride drcuit with him, he'd managed to get her pregnant dmost immediady. In his case, the
usud backdgpping was mixed with a certain amount of irony. "Better you than me' and "Good luck!™
were two of the most common responses.

He couldn't have agreed more. Despite his own mixed background, which was betrayed by his
broad-backed frame, light hair, and skin ruddy under the weathering, he had wanted a woman of Ivrit
background. Her quickslver mind frequently outraced his own steadiness, and if his judgments were
uniformly equitable, her intuition frequently led her to suggestions that he privately thought verged on
prophetic inspiration.

He turned in his saddle and waved at her. Dvora waved back, the ruby on her left hand glinting in the
pdlid lignt of Byer's Sun. He shook his head, wishing that sheld put her glove back on. The ring had been
his mother's and her mother's before that. God only knew how many generations of women had



treasured it, a surprising vanity for people like themsealves. Dvora prized it not just for its beauty, but for
the words with which he had accompanied the gift. He smiled, as he remembered: "Who can find a
virtuous woman? For her worth isfar above rubies”

That had not been part of the ceremony, yet, Dvora had not hesitated to improvise. Her hand had
trembled once, convulavey, in his, but then she had spoken without fdtering: "I will do you good and not
evil dl the days of my life" Apparently, she thought that bresking precedent to ride out with him fdl into
that category. ("It does" she had ingsted. "We're supposed to bring food from afar, not fear the snow,
consder afidd and buy it, and you can't do that locked up inthe Valey.") He had never been so glad to
loseacase.

As Dvoras muskylope paused to investigate a knotted patch of ground cover Lapidoth turned to her.

"l want to be off Bothas land before firg-cycle night so we don't have to accept any more of his
hogpitaity!"

Edenhad a dam againg the man, a somewhat szable matter of three children ssfely brought to birth in
the shelter of the Vdley. Living thisfar out, a thistime of year, Botha had clamed that he couldn't make
the trip back to the Vdley to defend himsdf. So, Lapidoth the judge smply had to extend his circuit to
indlude Botha's land. And the arrival of a judge was the sgnd for people from dl outlying settlements to
crowd in on Bothas land - paying usurer's rates for campground, Dvora had noted in disgust.

They had spent several weeks hearing cases and enduring what had to be: enforced hospitdity in the
home of amen that Lapidoth had had to fine It wasn't asif he were a bad host, not on the surface. But
Lapidoth and Dvora had gotten heartily tired of watching him watch them at medtimes or hearing him
gpologize for the necessity of serving tref food, which he had probably ordered up on purpose.

The stay had been especidly hard on Dvora, who had had to spend a good ded of time with the
women of the settlement. At least, though, she had turned up evidence that had enabled Lapidoth to
resolve the case: Botha's sster, who had stayed out of the judge's Sght, turned out to be pregnant. If she
were to carry to term, she would have to be taken to the Valey soon.

They had ridden ealy, me indncere gmiles with smiles of sheer rdidf, and headed
towardTdlinnTownwhere the old swordsmith was sure to welcome the judge and his new lady. Dvora
kept glancing over her shoulder.

"Wouldn't put it past im to ambush us™ Lapidoth heard her muitter.

Jugt because you're paranoid doesn't mean they're not out to get you, she dways said. Paranciawas a
aurvivd plus on Haven. Lapidoth tugged at the strap of his rifle He didn't think that Botha would try
anything that stupid, but a man who had built his home this far out from safer settlements might suffer from
delusonsthat he could get away with murder, aswdl as not paying his taxes.

L apidoth would prove him wrong on both counts.

"Come on, dowpoke!" he cried, his voice carrying too loudly in the thin steppe air.

Dvoras muskylope (a trade from Bothas krads and about as cantankerous as the man himsdf)
jerked its head forward and yanked with ydlowing teeth a a tangle of brownish ground scrub. Dvora
pulled at the muskylope's reins, findly leaning forward to wrench its head forward, hand againgt bridle.

"Ai-ya!" A shriek of bloodthirsty glee cut through the air, and the muskylope leapt forward, pitching
her out of the saddle.

Lapidoth swore horribly in Hebrew, Boer, and every other language he had ever learned. Even before
the bandits camein range, he had siwung his rifle to his shoulder and was firing at the intruders. One . . .
two . . . hisrifle midfired; a third man was riding a him, laughing, as he steadied his pigtol. . . Yisgedd
vyisgadash ... he had time to think before a pistal shot exploded from behind him and the man pitched
forward, blood gouting out of the cavity that had been his chest.

Limbs and bladder threatened to give way as he did from the saddle, but somehow he controlled
himsdf to gumble to his wifes sde. Somehow, Dvora had managed to fal as softly as she could - Tl
never say that ground scrub has no reason for existence except to bresk a muskylope's leg again, he
vowed. God, what a woman! Haf dazed as she mugt have been, she had managed to reach her pistal,
am, and fireintime to save hislife

She dill hdd the pigtal. It shook in her hand, and she brought up her wrig to steady hersdf. Still, the



barrel drooped; just as wel, Lapidoth thought, seeing his wife's eyes glazed with horror and what he
hoped wouldn't be concussion. Her braids tumbled free of her fur hood; one dabbled in the mud and
blood that smeared her face.

"Dvora?' he cdled, making his voice gentle. As far as he knew, she had never killed, never seen
violent desth before.

" got him," she announced, her voice fdtering. "He would have killed you.”

"Killed us" Lapidoth assured her, and kndt beside her. "Many daughters have done virtuoudy, but
thou excdlest them dl," he whispered in Ivrit and smoothed back her har. She let her head sag and
alowed him to sraighten her, feding over her limbs for breaks.

"Nothing ... | think . . . get the muskies ..." she whispered. "Ther horses too. Don't worry . . . about

No one could afford to let a chance to catch and dam horses or muskylopes go by. And the bandits
saddlebags might hold extra food, some evidence of whether they were outlaws from Dede Korkut's
grictly ruled yurts or honored members of a particularly ferd tribe. Or Botha's menin disguise.

"Go on!" Dvora pushed at hisleg. "Il build afire. ..."

Rather than upset her further, he mounted and collected the beasts, who hadn't strayed far. A quick
search of ther baggage yieded five daggers, a skin of mare's milk, some herba-amdling smears that he
discarded when Dvora grimaced at them, and afirman, or letter from the bandit Kemd to Botha.

Ambush, was it? By God, Botha could send his woman toTdlinnValeyand risk losng hdf of them to
Angband Base, where the Sauron's lidless eye was dways out for likdy breeders. If, after this the
townspeople, tribesmen, and the men of Edendlowed him to daim anything &t dl, hislife, included.

"Kemd," he murmured to Dvora. "And Botha. They werein this together. This provesit.”

"A wonder that they can read," she said, her voice acid, though shaky. Then her eyes went wide, and
ghe coiled in on hersdf, her lips pale and moving in Slent protest, oath, or prayer.

"Can you ride?" he asked. Even shaken as she was, she might be better off riding through the night
toTdlinnTownthan camping here. He tucked the firman into her saddliebags and pulled out a blanket to
wrap around her as she rode.

But Dvora was sheking her head. Fear clenched in his bely as she tugged at the leather breeches she
wore, lowering them in a gesture incongruous this far from the peace of their bedroom. They were
gained with blood.

“I'm going to loseit," she whispered, amazed.

"Thefdl?" Lapidoth was personaly going to kill that damned muskylope if it had made her miscarry.

"Thefdl, maybe. And the dtitude. | wastold if | were spotting, not to worry too much, just lie down
and keep warm. It started yesterday, but we had to get out of there. ..."

Lie down and keep warm. On the steppe. Wonderful. Therr first child. Easy to say that it might never
have survived; Lapidoth wanted to howl. Instead, he patted Dvoras hand. He dill had a life to worry
about. Hiswifes.

"Il build afire, heat water ..." Damn, he wished that she hadn't ridden out with him.

Dvoras hand was lax, pdlid, but the pulse in her wrigt, though weak, was steady. Now, Lapidoth
thought, if only she didn't hemorrhage, they had every chance of getting her to safety. One more night's
rest, he thought. At dawn, they would set out.

"But we have to move" she whispered. "They could come back, see what happened to ther friends.

"You can't ride" hetold her. "At least deep till morning.”

"No!" She gtarted to rise, and he restrained her. "Tiemeto the saddle.. . . Il makeit. ..." Then, with a
flicker of her usud wit, "You don't want me to get dl upset, do you?"

Caught between the diff lion and the tamerlane, Lapidoth thought. He took what seemed like an age
to lift her to the muskylope's back, settle her in warmly, and tie her to the saddle.

"Horses," she murmured. "I'll lead them; you guide.”

Sowly they started off, atiny, feeble party under the unwinking gaze of the Cat's Eye that provided
enough light for Lapidoth to scout out their way. They were nearing Angband's territory now, where the
Sauron fortress loomed over theTdlinnVdley. Lapidoth hoped againgt hope to see riders on the steppe:



they might be nomads of Dede Korkut's tribe - but they could be bandits, just as likdly.

He turned back toward Dvora, who had drifted into uneasy, muttering deep. Her forehead was only
dightly warm; he tucked the blankets more firmly about her, thankful that childbed fever had not daimed
her. Carefully, not to disturb her, he detached the reins of the spare horses from her saddle. If worse
came to worg, they would provide a diverson.

For an indant, the shots and screams of Dvoras nightmare blended into redity. She waked,
screamed, a huge hand clamped againgt her mouth. She tried to bring her teeth to bear.

"Quie!" Lapidoth hissed at her. "We jugt got unlucky." He stood at her stirrup, adjusting saddlegirth
and the ties that bound her. "I'll try to distract them; you get through. Take the firman back to the Vdley .
.. there's proof."

"No!" she cried, despite hismuffling fingers. "Don't throw yoursdelf away ..."

“I'm not a hero, remember? I'll be as careful as | can," he told her. Then he mounted, dapped her
muskylope on its rump, sweety despite the cold, and rode in the opposite direction, leeding the captured
horses until, with a shout, he could set gdloping in a panic.

Il be as careful as | can. As the muskylope broke into a sumbling run, Dvora redized he had
promised her nothing a al. And, as the shouting and shooting rose, then subsided, she redized that he
would never tdl her anything again.

There being nothing ese to do, she rode on, tears freezing on her face. Its skin was growing hotter,
more taut, even as she wept. Possbly, she had a fever. If she were fortunate, she would die of it. If she
were very fortunate, she might even ddliver the evidence, and then die. Dizziness wrapped her in an
embrace rougher than Lapidoth had ever dared, and she rode on through the night.

The muskylope's gait dowed to atrot, then to a dispirited sumble. Once or twice it stopped to graze,
and she lay dozing, waking when it moved. The lagt time that happened, she found hersdf covered with
swest. Her forehead was cooler, and she was shivering, but with honest cold, not with fever.

"Sentenced to Me" she muittered to hersdlf, grasping the reinsin hands that were disgustingly weak.

Life without Lapidoth - and she had had him for such a short time! She pulled off her glove, wiped her
face, then clenched her thighs, numb after the countless hours of riding through the day and early into
firg-cycle night. The packing between them . . . she should change it, but it lacked the heat and wetness
of too-heavy bleeding. Stronger than | thought. Damn.

She mugt be near the town now, unless the muskylope had wandered in circles for most of the night. If
she were gaing to live - and, barring bandits, it looked like she would - she was going to have something
to show for it: her vengeance on the people who had robbed her of husband and child-to-be. | will have
justice. Never to forget; never to forgive, she told hersdlf.

Only one thing would stop her. If the Saurons found her, she had every intention of blowing out her
brains with her pistal. Lapidoth's ring winked on her fingers. "Strength and honor are her dothing, and
shewill rgoiceintimesto come." Yeah, sure.

Then she heard the walling, a thin, plantive noise that forced a shiver up her spine. She glanced
around her and saw, inthe far distance, the looming, windowless bulk of Angband. Sick and dazed, she
hed ridden far too close to it! And now she rode across the culling ground that was so much a part of
Sauron's bloody higory: the blasted land where children who did not meet the standards of ... "the
Magter race . . ." - her mind spat out the epithet from hatred that was old before mankind ever soared
from Terra - were set out to die. . . .

Or to be taken up, as, she had heard, the nomads sometimes did. Some of the children were too fral
to live, the powerful Sauron legacy overstressing tiny bodies, driking them dead just as surdy as a
plague. But others.. . . there was no reason why others might not be clamed, grow up hedthy . . .

Grow up hers.

The cries came more and more fantly. Whatever child walled out there, hungry and abandoned,
would not survive urtil morning; the cold or stobor, drawn to the sound and the amdl of a londy infant,
would see to that.

A child to replace the babe | logt. The thought became an obsession, then armor for her weakened
body. She reached down and dipped loose the ties that bound her to the saddle. Lapidoth's knots, she



thought, undoing the familiar tangles. Then she blinked away the tears. She would ride in quickly, quietly,
seize the child, and be gone.

A hundred meters from where she thought the child lay, she dismounted and tethered her muskylope,
then advanced with dl the trallcraft she had ever been permitted to learn. Ahead of her she heard
sumbling, and her hand went to her pistol. Did Sauron's sumble? Not with ther night Sght; and what
would it be to themif others took up their discards . . . her baby! Already, she thought of the child lying
in her path as hers; that the Saurons could toss it out to die filled her with a rage as hot as what she fdt
for Lapidoth's killers

Now she could hear how the cries changed. There were two voices, two infantd Children which, if
they thrived, would have the Sauron genes, and would grow and raise more children, strengthening the
breed. Such children, if they survived exposure, usudly thrived. If her own breasts could not produce
milk, she would need a very strong wet nurse indeed, she thought. She quickened her pace. Jugt allittle
longer, she tried to project at the babies ahead. Y our mother's coming!

"Mine now," she heard another woman croon. "Mine"

A rudtle told her that the interloper had placed one of the infinitdy precious children indde her heavy
coat. Dvora drew closer, saw the woman stoop, her gloved hand touching the second child. . . .

Not both! One is for mel Dvora cried to hersdf, strode forward, and snatched up the child. How
good itstiny body fdt in her amdg She could dmogt believe that this, not whatever it was tha Lapidoth
hed buried ("Don't look, Dvora; you don't want to see") beneath scrub and a few fla rocks, was the
child she had borne. Her child . . . and his

She had to give the other woman credit for speed; she jumped back, ready to fight. Though she tried
to keep even her breathing quiet, the infant she held betrayed her location with a squal that aready
sounded stronger for the warmth it took from her body.

"Who are you?' she whispered in the Turkic of nomads. "What do you want?'

What do you think? Dvora thought, and chuckled faintly, appaled that she could even laugh. She
summoned her own knowledge of the speech of the tribe. "The same as you, child of the steppe. The
Bandari hate the Saurons no less than you, but we need ther genes if we ever hope to meet them on
equd terms. And there are two babies here, so we need not even fight. Go in peace.”

It was abluff. Dvora could fed the bleeding start between her legs again. She barely had strength to
stand, much less fight a woman of the steppes, hardened by life among the yurts and sheep flocks.
Usudly, the nomads respected haBandari, left them alone. Perhapsthisone. . . please God . . .

She heard afant choke of breath that she identified as a Sgh of relief. "Allah and the spirits grant you
the same, haBandari,” the tribesvoman said and hurried away. Dvora could see her rdeasing her
muskylope from the Finnegan's fig to which it had been tethered. She waited, gathering her strength for
the long stagger back to her own beast. Curioudy, she seemed to draw drength from the tiny,
malodorous bundle that squirmed ingde her garments, seeking nourishment from breasts that might never
fill.

It took one infinity of struggle to sumble back to the muskylope and another to mourt it, to tie hersdf
to the saddle, and, findly to urge it into urwilling movement towardTalinnTown.

Before she fdl into an uneasy deep, the child resing agangt her heart, she rehearsed the story she
would tdl inTdlinnTown. She hadn't miscarried on the steppe, but given birth; despite al odds, the babe
had survived, and so had she. That much of the story she would invent. Lapidoth's sacrifice and degth -
she would die before she would dter the truth of that by so much as a breath.

And the truth of the child's birth would remain for her own people.

Emerging fromEdenVdley's smdl, scrubbed infirmary into the cold of the night and the baeful glare of
the Cat's Eye, which reduced Byers Sun to a gleaming pinpoint, Dvora the judge tensed. The
aways-pleasant vist to the maternity ward to congratulate the new mothers and admire their sons and
daughters faded from her memory, and her hand, on which Lapidoth's ruby gleamed like a gout of blood,
dropped to her betknife.

Children shouting; that was dl. If her daughter Chaya were here, doubtless Chaya would put name to
every voice and tdl her exactly how each child was feding. Dvora frowned.Eden's children were not



brought up to shout like wildachayim, like wild little animas or to run into the center of the cluster of
houses, outbuildings, and workshops tha, three hundred T-years ago, had been cdled
Strong-in-the-L ord.

Jugt as wdl that she saw them, rather than one of theEdenfarmers with ther stern ways and even
gerner belts. As the commotion neared her, Dvora shut the door behind her, not wanting to disturb the
mothers, whose labors, even in the protection and relatively high ar pressure of the Vdley, had been long
and exhaudting. Even given the febrifuges and antibiotics that three T-centuries of ingenious Bandari
kitchen chemigs had devised from herbs and molds, childbirth on Haven was dill a risky busness. /
amog died, Dvora thought, as she did every time she vidted the newborn. When she miscarried on the
steppe, only her native toughness and pure Litvak stubbornness (a phrase her father had often used to
describe her mother) had pulled her through. Dizziness . . . heat pouring down her thighs . . . her body
coaling even as she bucked and spasmed to expe what had aready died . . . Lapidoth holding her hand,
weeping over it as he drew her back from a too-easy death . . . her hand shook, pulsng, the bloodUght
inthe ruby dancing . . . so cold by the amdl fire that was dl they could kindle . . . the torturous ride, tied
to a muskylope, as her strength returned . . . and then the thin, walils of cold hunger . . . weskening even
asshe neared them . . .

She had spent months inTalinnTown, recovering and hiding from the woman-hungry Saurons, until
she hedled enough to join a merchant train back to the Vdley where physicians of her own kind - not the
tribal midwives whose kill and deanliness she profoundly distrusted - observed her, tested her, and
warned her againg a second pregnancy.

She was dmogt redieved: if she dared not concelve, she need not remarry, need not risk loss such as
Lapidoth's desth had caused her. By then, too, she had had her work: the laborious preparation of the
case agangd Botha, followed by the judgeship tha had been he  husbhands.
ThenEdenVdleyandTdlinnTownhad ridden out againg Kemd, the firg time that the two communities had
worked together. Lapidoth would have been proud to see that. Now she rode circuit, accompanied by
the guards who would now dways ride after the Valey's judge.

The running feet pounded closer. She recognized some of her daughter's classmates. "Is it the
swvordamith?' she asked, stepping forward into their path. Heber, who had succeeded his father in
running the forge, had settled inTdlinnTown, east of Eden. He was very popular among the younger men
and (especidly) women of the Vdley; rumor - which no judge could ever afford to ignore - had it that he
was actively looking for a wife. W, enough, Dvora had thought at the time. A match between the
swordamith and a girl ofEdenVdleymight be good for trade, unless it drew the lidiess eye of Angband
Base down upon him.

At the aght of their valey's judge, they jolted to awhigpering hdt. "Or just a Sauron rad?"

"Here she comed! It's the judge!”

She had sat in judgment over too many of these children's parents not to know what the guilty huddle,
the downcast eyes, and thinned mouths meant.

"Sauron . . . Sauron . . . how'd she know?' came the whispers, as she stood there, ogtentatioudy
tapping her foot.

"Lalatov, Judge," came the voice of her friend Barak's son.

"Udng Hebrew to get round me, are you, Avi?' she asked. Her breath wreathed about her like a pae
cloud in the night air. "How are you going to get round your teachers if you come in late and have time
enough just to do your chores, not your schoolwork?'

That finished Avi. What about the others?

"W, are you going to explain so we can dl go home, or do we stand in the cold dl night?" she
demanded, waiting with her arms crossed, as the youths stood there. "And spesking of home, where's
my daughter?'

She thought she knew dl of the children inEdenValey, but apparently, she had been wrong. One or
two of these were strangers, doubtless from outlying settlements, children who were often pulled out of
classes to work infarm, barn, house, or stable when thair families decided that chores took precedence
over schooling. Goyische kopf, she muttered inwardly. Even after 300 T-years of coexistence, haBandari



and the origina settlers of Edendtill had ther differences; and, wouldn't you just know it, child-rearing -
the mogt vitd and precarious thing on this whole icebd| of aplanet! - was chief among them.

Muttering and hissng rose from the boys and girls who faced her. Most were near or a little
pastEdenVdleyadulthood of two Haven years, a litle past Bar Mitzvah age, but it was the rare
haBandari whose child went through that ceremony. Her own daughter had, as she had gone through the
mikveh, the ritud bath that only the very edest of haBandari knew how to conduct. There had been
need, need to edtablish dearly that Chaya was hers, Bandari and Ivrit, but . . . she shook that thought
from her mind. Thirteen or fourteen was the age a which young men and women could own land, Sgn
contracts, bear arms, and marry. And yet they were children to her, and they looked younger each year.

"WdI? Do you want to tdl me why you're dl making more noise than a diff lion battling for his mate?'

Avi, who sported afine black eye, looked resigned, opened his mouth, then shut it, dlearly reluctant to
betray a classmate. Dvora shivered and sighed. "Someone tdl me what's going on before | cal your
parentd” she snapped.

The huddle tightened, then divided, leaving two of the strangers standing before her. Ther heavy
clothes were wrinkled and torn, and dried blood dill crusted the mouth and nose of the boy who stood
between her and the girl, dearly his sster. He tried to stick out chest and jaw, and quailed as Dvora
glared a him. "I'm Joseph,” he said, "and thisismy sster Hagar. We came in for the day. And my father
sys..."

"Tdl her!" cried another girl. "Tdl the Judge tha you tried to boss her daughter, and when Chaya
ignored you, you cdled her a 'breed’ and said she should have been thrown out at birth like a Sauron
aul'™

The boy paled beneath the grime and blood, and Hagar's eyes widened, her mouth opening in dismay.

Her daughter. Dvora shut her eyes in pain that racked her heart as badly as the pains of her
miscarriage, SO many years ago.

The shoemaker's child goes barefoot, thought Dvora, the baker's child has no bread, and the judge's
daughter has the tory of her birth thrown at her by strangers.

"That's prejudice,”" Dvora made hersdf shake her head. Usdless to punish the children, who doubtless
repeated what they heard a home. "Chaya is my daughter and your neighbor.” She drew on her
memories of Bible quizzes throughout the years of her schooling. " 'For ye were drangers in
thelandofEgypt." " She intoned impressively. "Who of us isnt a stranger here?' she demanded. "Who of
us can avoid working together if we are not dl to starve, freeze, or fdl to bandits or Saurons?

"Think about it!" her voice took on the resonant, lecturing tones that she had learned gave her verdicts
the greatest weight. For this, Ruth bat Boaz hung from the cross and was lifted down by Fiet van
Reenan? For this, a gentle girl had turned generd and rebe? So two young fools on ther firg vigt to
town could overturn three hundred T-years of work?'

What did you expect? One lifetime of work isnt enough - even if it's yours. Or your husband's.
Memoaries of Lapidoth, thoughts of how angry this would make him, made her frown even more deeply.
Even after three T-centuries of coexistence, such fossl memories 4ill lingered in Eden, as dight, yet as
powerful as the Boer or Yiddish oath that some unwary haBandari might snap out, exasperated by the
dow speech and consarvatism of their neighbors.

As often as not, the Edenites dill used Bible names. That much the Ivrit among the haBandari shared
with them. But where the haBandari raised sons and daughters to sudy and trade as wel, anong ther
neighbors, son followed father into farm or battlefidld, while mother raised daughter to tend house, cook
for agmdl army, and - should they be lucky - bear a amdl amy more, three or four of whom might
aurvive to adulthood. Joined by force, they were not yet one people, not whally - any more than the
nomad women forced to wed with the Saurons were one with their gppalling mates.

She waited, holding this Joseph's eyes, outglaring the Cat's Eye with her own anger, her own fear,
until his eyes fdl. "And you, Hagar, do you know the story of your own name? I'd suggest you go home
and read about it. And both of you, keep slent, if you cannot speak decently. Whether or not the girl you
insulted was my own child or not, your childishness weakens the Vdley just as surdy asif you sowed a
fidd with salt. Now, get out of here, dl of you! | shdl tak to you and your father later.”



And she would, too. If that kind of bigotry were saringing up in the outlying settlements, she would
have to. The black eye and bloody nose that | saw will be nothing. They'll use guns and knives next, and
well have riots, pogroms, dvil war. And if we don't finish each other off, the bandits will.

Hagar and Joseph fled, Hagar's sobs loud in the night air. To antagonize the judge . . . perhaps she
would wait, let the family worry for avhile. That might be the worst pendty she could impose. She would
wait until the long night was over, then ride out to ther farm. First, though, she would have to find out
where it was. Among the million or so other things that she would have to do. Firgt of them, though, was
to find her daughter.

The other children dispersed more dowly.

"I think Chaya hid in the bunker." Avi's words floated behind himin the ill air.

Dvora stepped back into the infirmary. "No, no trouble” she told the anxious medic who saw her. "l
want to 9gn out a Sdearm.” She caught up the nearest weapon and headed out. The bunker had been
built when this part of EdenVdleywas ill named Strong-in-the-Lord. When, three hundred T-years ago,
the exiles from Frystaat and the New Vilnus refugees who had made up the Bandari took this valey, the
bunker had been captured without the loss of a Sngle man on either Sde. The Site of a victory that neither
group wanted to talk about, it had been alowed to fdl into ruins

A diff lioness could have made her lair there, birthed cubs there for dl Dvora knew. Or some outcast,
more clever and more desperate than most, could have risked the Bandari guards to hole up there,
waiting his chance to stedl women, drugs, or weapons. It wasn't safe for a child or a young woman to
wander about distressed, unaccompanied, and unarmed, though Dvora knew that whatever €se her
daughter was, she was never without protection.

The dimb to the desolate bunker left Dvora panting, sweating under her sheepskins despite the cold
of the night. The Cat's Eye winked in the dark sky at her. back, and she set her feet carefully, testing her
footing.

A pebble landed in her path.

"You might have warned me what some of the outbackers might say," Chaya's voice floated over her
head, accusng and too collected for agirl her age.

"Told you what?' Dvora said, guilt sharpening her voice. "That there's dways a serpent inEden? And
in thisEden, it's fools and bigots. That's life, daughter, and you'd better face it. And face me too, while
youre & it."

Anyone dsein the Vdley would have made a noisy, scrabbling production of dimbing down from the
fragment of roof that jutted out above Dvora. Chaya managed it in a quick, smooth dismount, her
sheepskin jacket flaring open about her. As dways, Dvora noted how wel suited her daughter was for
the stark Haven environment. Sturdy and strong, she carried no extra weght beyond what would keep
her warm. She breathed easly in the thin air, but did not display the barrel-chested, hyperdeveloped rib
cage of high-dtitude dwellers. As the Cat's Eye flashed, she glanced aside. Moigture flickered briefly in
her eyes, then dried; her high cheekbones bore no traces of tears.

Conservation of body fluids Dvora thought, and wondered once again why the Saurons had chosen
to discard her daughter. On a planet full of enemies, Saurons were the Enemy; but their ways were not so
different from those of EdenVdleythat they had no need to save dive what girl children they might have to
increase the hirth rate in the next generation. Why discard a girl? Saurons culled ther newborn, she
knew, for undedrable traits blood thet clotted in the veins, causng a baby to die of a stroke before his
fird birthday; night vison that left a child completely blind during the day; reflexes so acute that a child
might spasm or die in convulsons if it were sartled; and perhaps other, less reedily apparent traits that
made the mature Sauron warrior not just a fighting machine but a monster, coolly capable of the worst
arocities.

Mogt of those deformities were latent in women, turning up in boy-children, who were born in greater
numbers than Sauron femaes. Much greater numbers, Dvora thought, considering the Sauron's demands
for "tribute maidens’ from the nomad tribes and the way they occasondly carried off the faam gil who
strayed, unarmed and unaccompanied, from her family's protection. Thus far, no haBandari woman had
been captured. And none had better be, Dvora thought.



"You didn't fight," Dvora stated, rather than asked it.

"They're dill waking, aren't they? | wish you'd let me join the Scouts," Chaya added. She patted a
bdtknife in a tooled leether sheeth. Both looked new, yet familiar. "I'm quigt, fast, strong; and no one
would see me. Doesn't matter, does it, if a haf-breed monster keeps you safe so long as you don't have
to look at her."

So that was why she had fought the idea of training to be a judge! She feared that defendant and
plantiff dike had aready condemned her as an outsider. Judge then, Judge. The case of Chaya bat
Lapidoth versusEdenVdley. Dare | make such a case, even for my own child?

"And Barak says ..." Chaya went on.

"Barak taks too much!" Dvora snapped. "All right, so you'd make afine Scout. But | had to make
that rule, and | can't make an exception of it. Stop trying to make me fed guilty.” She reached out to her
daughter, but the girl stepped back.

"Tdl me agan,” sad Chaya. "l know, | grew up knowing that I'm at least haf-Sauron. But tdl me
agan."

"Thisis no place for it," Dvora replied. "Anything could come - a tamerlane, a bandit - " A Sauron,
she had dmogt said, but stopped in time. "Or someone with a complaint. | don't know which would be
worse, right now!"

That forced a shaky laugh from Chaya.

"Let's go. Well go back to the house; I'll make a cup of tea; youll have something to est; and then
well tak. All right?*

Sauron Chayamight be, but she was dso a child, glad to have someone to comfort her. For as long
as | can, daughter. And | don't have to be a prophet to know that that won't be much longer. She
remembered where she had seen toolwork like that on Chaya's bdtknife Heber's work. Well, though
she had had dreams of Chaya sudying with her, perhaps becoming judge after her, if the girl were
restless, marriage to a man who lived amos like one of the tribesmen might suit her better. From dl
indications, she had steppe blood as wel as the quick-clotting Sauron kind.

The girl agreed with a quick finning of her lips and led the way down the path, carefully choosing her
foaoting to protect Dvora, who lacked the nightsght, speed, and strength of the Sauron-bred, and the
energy of youth.

The eggtree tea was strong and sweet in the large, crude mugs that Chaya had made years ago in
school. The firdight was dimming, and the lamps had burned down, dmogt to extinction. Chaya liked the
dimness because, as she said, "I'm as blind as a drillbit in full daylight."

She knew that; most of Edenthat was acquainted with the Judge's daughter knew it too. Many, trained
to turn a blind eye to what they did not wish to see, cdled it ample nearsghtedness and turned desf ears
aswadl as blind eyes to the girl's uncanny night Sght. Perhaps the nomads had the right of it; Lapidoth had
once told Dvora that, when they saved a child from the gridy culling ground outsde Angband Base,
saving it from stobor or the subtler fangs of cold, they never reveded the child's ancestry for fear of
Sauron vengeance. Living this far away, we must lack practice retrieving children, Dvora thought. | can
live with being awkward about such things. . . yet her awkwardness had caused her daughter to live as a
dranger in a strange land in what should have been her home.

Weas that what drew her to Heber? How could she bring it up? Was this her daughter's way of
punishing her for her refusd to admit women to the Scouts? You could be anything else, she had cried
once. Only don't leave mel

And was that far? Was that just?

Here is another case for you, Dvora, she could hear Lapidoth's voice, quizzing her as he had in the
days when he was the judge and she a student. Two people come before you, a parent and child. The
child is offered a chance to make a new, rich life the parent has attempted to restrain the child. What will
you decide?

Put that way, there was no case at al, except between her desires and her conscience. She had spent
alifetime making conscience the victor; and she would not give up now.

The girl doesn't know how to tdll you. She needs your help.



Faced with that familiar, beloved need, suddenly Dvora knew how to begin.

Chaya moved dightly, the dusky light gleaming off the bone and metd hilt of that fine new knife.

"Nice bdtknife" Dvora said. "What did you pay for it?'

"Heber gave it to me" Chaya replied, her dlive coloring suddenly more vivid. "He said hed come by
tonight.”" Her pupils grew enormous, despite what was, for her, the relative brightness of the house.

To be wife to a swordsmith inTdlinnTown? To scuttle from the menfolk who came to guest and to
efface hersdf? That was no life for her Chaya. And besides, was Heber even Ivrit anymore?

"To ask for you? | assume you want me to give my consent. What ese do you want me to say?'

"It's not like what you think," Chaya muttered. "Il travel with him, learn to forge swords mysdf. . .
wear amask againg the glare. And I'll be . .

Free of this place. Not for the fird time, Dvora could chearfully have cursed Barak and the other
Scouts, dl the tough warriors whose honor was expressed in edged sted. There were other ways, other
honors, as Chaya mugt learn inTdlinn, if she did not learn it here inEden.

"Look a me, girl,” Dvora said in her judge-voice. "You asked for the story of your birth. Do you want
to hear it again with him, or do you want to tdl him?"'

Whatever e her daughter was, she was no coward. That was not surprisng. Neither were her
parents, whichever set.

Chayaraised her head, her eyesflaing like the Cat's Eye that had long sunk into second-cycle night.
"Il do it. Tdl me again, so | can make it live for him."

The pregnant woman swayed and fdl agang the table on which the glass blower had proudly
displayed some of his wares. Chaya legped forward, just intime to thrust between her and the splintering
glass The music of its bresking was akin, though far louder, to the stamp and snap when Heber had
broken the glass underfoot at their wedding.

Only, instead of shouts of mazd tov and ribald cheers, there rose the cries of women and children.
Someone jerked back a child, who promptly set up a wall, only partialy muffled by the hand clapped to
his mouth.

"Quidt," ordered a woman. "You are not dying; your chief pan is fear. Magter it like a men and a
warior."

Chaya, supporting the pregnant woman, looked around to see which child had been cut and which
womean in the fleece and flowered headshawls of the tribe dwellers attempted to console him. She and
Heber both knew the importance of good rdlations with the nomads and had even guested among them.

It was her son, and he hated to be held. In a moment, he would begin to struggle. With his Sauron
heritage, he was too strong for achild his age; he mugt not betray himsdf! She darted forward, saw him
safe, and drew a deep breath, trying to madter the adrendine surge tha demanded that she do
something!

The woman who pulled his hand away from his lips was a handsome woman, hardly into midiife. She
wore the gray and the Lidless Eye of Angband Base with distinction and amost as much arrogance as the
Sauron-born.

"Your child?" she asked, one brow raised. She had a proud nose and cheekbones like paired
daggers. "Ah, Dokuz," she murmured, looking with pity on the woman Chaya supported. "Unlucky the
name; unlucky the day." Her voice dropped to awhisper; dearly, she had not expected to be overheard.

"Should we cdl the Breedmaster?' The woman's face froze into hatred at the question, then relaxed
50 quickly that Chaya thought she had imagined it. She squinted in what was, for her, thenoonlight of the
crowded store.

She nodded at Chaya. "I Sdl return her to her quarters. Keep your son safe”

It was a command. Chaya had spent the past T-year or so ganing authority inTalinnTown; this
womean merely lifted her head and spoke: and authority was hers. She waked toward Chaya, her boots
crunching fragments of glass underfoot. They were very much of a haght and a type: two tdl, strong
women with sharply marked features - though the elder bore a beauty that Chaya had yet to dam.

The glassblower complained a her ebow, but did not dare even to touch her gray deeve. With
superb unconcern, she dismissed the glassblower's protestations with, "Present your dam to the Brigade



Leader.”

Take that woman out of the gray, body-hugging Sauron livery, put her in the flowered wools and
fleeces of the tribes, and she could wak toward the yurts, free for what might have been the fird time
since her breasts started to grow, thought Chaya. Why did she not Smply disappear?

She knew that she had not spoken, and she had often been told that her face turned blank when she
was thinking. But the woman read her with the skill of her own mother Dvora. The elder woman caught
her eye.

"No, we are trusted,” she said, unutterable scorn in that word, "to shop in the town. Where would we
go? Home? We were of the tribes; our homeslie - or lay - in our yurts, and who knows where they are?
Beddes, if we flee, they will but seize other poor women.”

"l hope that Dokuz will thrive, khatun,” Chaya said, politely usng the triba honorific.

"So do I," the Sauron woman replied. "Y ou were brave to run toward the faling glass™

Brave? |1? Rather, she had trusted her speed. Chaya rdinquished Dokuz to the eder woman and
cdamed her son, whose smdl, grubby hand bore a scratch, dotting long snce and aready haf-heded.

"l am not brave," she repeated aoud. "I merdy do what must be done.”

"No?' said the woman. "Who are you?"

"l am Chaya, wife to the swordsmith Heber of Tdlinn."

"Wdl enough. | had heard he married one of the Bandari, who has made hersdf busy in the town. He
needed a strong wife. | wish you well." The Sauron womean turned to leave. Abruptly, Chaya wished to
hold her there.

"Whdt is your name?' she asked, playing for time.

"Quick! Breedmaster's guards To me" The women of Angband Base might not appear to be
hostages, but there was no denying that Saurons had appeared with al-too-predictable speed.

"Your name, though?' perssted Chaya.

"l am Badri."

Now Chaya needed dl her powers of dissmulation. She bowed her head in acknowledgment. Badri's
glance did toward the door, where three Sauron warriors seemed determined to crash through the frame,
take the sck woman off, and interrogate everyone in the shop, dl a once. Dropping eyelids in quick
acknowledgment, Chaya took her son's hand and led him through the crowd and out the back.

Chaya returned to her home, thinking hard. The Sauron women she had met had dl been . . . been
human once, she began to think. No, that wasnt it. They had belonged to human communities tribes,
towns.

Inthat case . . . she laughed hoarsdly. It was just as wdl that no haBandari had ever been taken.
Mothers carried more than gendtic traits, they carried the faith. Imagine sons of a superrace born to an
Ivrit mother? Imagine lvrit supermen. She chuckled without mirth.

Inany case, I'm acull, she thought. What are the true Sauron women like? She shook hersdf. If she
thought aong those lines any longer, she'd be wondering if her mother had been Sauron or human.

The Sauron's women she had seen had power and honor - of a sort. They had been demanded or
golen because their fatility was vitd to the Saurons. If they fled, other women would be seized to
replace those who fled, and examples would be made. Hence, being valued for one thing at least (which
was no worse than they might have been treated in the tribes), the women moved with pride. At worst,
they were prisoners of tharr own pride. At best . . . wdl, Chaya had married for love, but she supposed
that some sort of felow feding might soring up between a man and the woman who bore his children.
Evenif the man were Sauron.

And that was the strangest thought of dl - except for the one that she dared not think.

Badri. Heber had mentioned a Badri. He had mentioned too damned many stupid things, Chaya
thought. Now, whenTdlinnTownwas peaceful, when her mother ruledEdenVdley, when the Saurons of
Angband seemed” content, was no time to imitate the Zealots of Terra

Blood followed the mother . . . Chaya shivered.

A cdl came from the forge. Time to add fud to the fire, was it? No one, not even a woman with
light-sengtive eyes, dared |et the fire go out or even dm: a weapon's temper depended on constant hest;



and lives depended on the weapons that Heber and his family forged.

She rose and seized Heber's lagt gift to her: a deverly shaped mask of darkened plagtic. She used it
whenever she had to enter the forge or stand over a cookfire.

Even wearing the smoked plagtic, she squinted againg the firdight as she added measured amounts of
charcod. After more than a Cat's Eye year of marriage, she hersdf was no poor swordsmith. The smdl
ged crucible mugt be watched, she knew, with especia care. In it, Heber sought to recreste the wootz
that, thousands of years ago, the ancestors of people like Badri and the chieftan Dede Korkut hed
wrought into swords and used to conquer hdf aworld.

Filtered by the plagtic, the light in the forge was blood red, and the metd would be even bloodier, the
cherry red tha meant that the wootz was ready to pour.

It would be forged, folded, heated, and quenched, over and over. In the old days, it would have been
quenched in the body of a dave. Heber, God protect them dl for fools, meant to quench these blades
and hundreds like them in the bodies of thar masters, the Saurons of Angband base.

And he had mentioned a Badri.

Y ou will forget that name, Chaya told hersdif.

Footsteps sounded outside, Chayas keen hearing tdling her that they approached the forge. She
whirled, one hand reaching for the knife hidden in a storage bin. A pistol would have been more sure, but
who had ever heard of a swordsmith rdying on firearms? Besides, a bullet astray near a crucible . . .
Chaya didn't want to think of that ether.

"Ho, the forge" It was Heber's voice, and she rdaxed as her husband entered. The doors were
doubled.

One let im into the building; the second protected the forge againgt gudts of wind or squdls that the
outer door might admit.

Even through the filtered plastic, Chaya found pleasure in watching him. Heber was not especidly tall,
ather for the Bandari or the townsfolk, but he seemed bigger, perhaps because his trade had added
muscle to his shoulders. He needed that strength to hammer out the blades; but it was good, very good
for other things as well. As dways, she smiled at the man, and then smiled more secretly to hersdlf. He
shook his head dightly at her, not needing Sauron sght to know what she was thinking. "Wife" he said,
and the formdity of his voice warned her that he was not done, "prepare food for our guests. | go to
welcome them.”

Wifel Chaya diffened. As often as she and her husband had had to play the game, she never liked
being relegated to the pogtion of triba servant. But there were, God knows, worse roles in life, though;
and she had met women who played them. Deliberatdly, she waited until Heber had ushered in his guedts,
then made much of dropping her head and scurrying modestly into the kitchens.

But she had seen what she wished to see one of Heber's guests was Dede Korkut the chieftain - that
slver har was unmigtekable despite the hat he had jerked down over as much of it as he could. The
other was a younger man, tdler than Heber. The chieftain's son? Chaya hadn't been aware that Dede
Korkut had one. His heir, she concluded as she poured batter on heated metd to make fla breads and
scooped stew into bowls.

When the trays were loaded, she called her daughter to help her carry them into the principa guedting
room. It was located, somewhat unconventiondly, in the living quarters, and Heber had had her furnish it
with rugs and cushions and leather hangings, o it resembled the yurt of a prosperous tribesman. Here, he
showed hismost favored customers his most expengve swords.

And here they met to discuss what Chaya smultaneoudy feared and longed for: the downfdl of
Angband Base.

Chaya flicked a glance at her husband: stay or leave? She had been introduced to the cham on severd
occas ons when guesting in the yurts.

"Cham," Heber spoke before the older man could protest, "you brought your heir Juchi into our . . .
discussons. My wife, Chaya, mugt stay.”

"A woman?' asked the younger tribesman. He was dightly taler than Chaya hersdf, with dark eyes
and bladelike cheekbones that reminded her of someone she had seen. That was foolishness, she



reproved hersdf, to seek after likenesses when, if they were discovered, others would seek them for
dow, panful deaths.

"l greet the guest," Chaya said, low-voiced and palite, in Turkic. The cham chuckled a her words,
which were a pun, as she very wdl knew.

"Khatun Chayais haBandari, the daughter of the judge of Edenvadley."

"The lady may be a princess among her kind," said Juchi, "but she is no warrior."

"With respect,” Heber said, "my wife is a swordsmith and, though she did not join the battle against
Suleman the bandit, in which Juchi became warleader, she is no mean warrior."

| told you | should have fought! Chaya glared a her husband, even as she served food to the men.
She had wanted to take part in the battle, but, no, Heber said: bad enough for a woman to join it; but a
woman with her speed and strength would rouse more comment than her support would be worth.

"After dl,” Heber said, "it is a woman among the Saurons who can unlock the secrets of ther mine
fiddsto us"

That had been news even to Chaya, when fird she heard it. Even more datling had been the
revelation that the woman was not Sauron-born, but awoman of the tribes, who had learned, somehow,
to compd the Saurons ancient computer to provide information. Chaya had been astonished;
theEdenVdleyscientists had sworn that dl the computers had crashed years ago.

Dede Korkut nodded. "And if one woman can fight the Saurons, why not another?”

"It isnot as awarrior that | can serve" Chaya decided that the time had come to speak for hersdlf.
"But as a pledge of support fromEdenVadley. Speak the word, and the haBandari will flock to your
Sandard.”

"How?' the warleader Juchi demanded. "The time when we had devices for spesking over far
distances is long past. Or we are dl dead men! Or have haBandari machines that they have not shared
with ther dlies?'

Heber shook his head. "No. They have no radio, the word is"

"Thet is not the question,” Juchi answered. "Do the Saurons have such athing?'

"l think that they cannot,” said Heber. "For, if they had, they would have used it long sSince to summon
their fdlows from the Citadd hdf thisland away."

"And this" Juchi scoffed, "your womean friend in Angband Base tells you? Would she - or | - know
such an indrument if she saw it?"

"Sheis the Base Commander's woman," said Heber. "Even to whisper of her isto endanger her - and
us Ye, | would trust her as | trust my wife and her mother.”

A flick of black eyes, aflash of mature, fierce beauty, and the arrogant words, "Present your dam to
the Base Commander.” Badri, then, the very woman whom Chaya had spoken with only that day was
her husband's mysterious dly. Yes, that Badri was to be trusted.

“Let them cdl," Chaya interrupted. "I have heard tha, even given such a device, the ar itsdf can
prevent the words from flying through it. And what if the Saurons a the Citadel hear them? Are they
demons or djinn to fly through the ar to answer their kin - and would they? That much we must leave to
fate"

Dede Korkut nodded. "Truly, we mus trust the will of Allah.”

"You dam, khatun," Juchi spoke directly to Chaya, "that your word will bring us aid. We do not
expect the warriors ofEdento abandon their own. What is it they shdl do for us, and how dhdl you
commeand them fromTalinnTown?"

From her left hand, Chaya stripped her ruby ring and et it clatter onto the low brass table. "Some
among your men ride as they will. Let them ride toEdenVdleyto give my maother this and our warriors
will ride out.”

"More women?" Juchi seemed to scoff, but a chuckle underlay the deep, dmogt familiar rumble of his
voice. For a warleader, he was easy to tak to, Chaya thought; their thought processes were curioudy
dike, even when hefdt he had to jeer a her.

"My mother, the judge Dvora, is no warleader. Rather will the warrior Barak lead haBandari out onto
the steppes. If by some chance, the Citade sends to these Saurons aid, Barak's warriors will hold them,”



Chaya sad.

Heber amiled, "I beieve you know the men Barak," he remarked. "In a litle manner of some
sheepsteding - or just the attempt.”

The cham shook his head. "My men were young, and have been twice punished, once by defedt,
another time by a good besting.”

Twice and three times, Chaya retreated to the kitchens to fetch more food and drink. The lagt time
she emerged, she carried a skin of mares milk, traded for with the tribes againgt just such a necessity.
She stood in what would have been darkness for anyone who lacked her night Sght, watching the faces
of the other conspirators who had fought and refought in words and maps their way across the battle
plan before Angband, but who were, once again, brought up short before the fortress's mighty walls

"We could encircdle Angband with warriors for ten years and never gain entry!" lamented the old men
Dede Korkut. Though the night was young - second cycle had not even begun - his eyes were red and
he peered asif he had difficulty focusing.

"Itistoo dim for you, cham,” Heber said. "Let me ..." He threw fud on thefire, and light flared up.

Chaya, who had chosen that moment to approach holding the skin of mares milk, sumbled. She
regained her balance quickly, managing naither to drop the skin nor to swesr.

"When the fire flares up, my sght is no better than a drillbit's" she complained, and sat down a little
too rapidly on a heap of cushions. "Drillbits" she repeated.

Juchi raised levd brows a her, and even Heber seemed to question.

Drillbits were known for their adamantine teeth and for their greed. Notorioudy difficult to control,
drillbits could literdly chew through walls - assuming you could get them to start.

"Drillbitd" she said, and laughed. Feed a drillbit, and it was yours to command.

" wish you would explain to me" Juchi said, aggravetion plainin his voice.

"When you trade for weapons, do you not ask my husband - too frequently - to 'sweeten the ded'?
Wel, why should a drillbit not demand the same? Coax drillbits to attack Angband's walls, and they dhdl
speedily fdl."

"But how?" demanded Dede Korkut.

Chaya reached into a turquoise bowl that held a garish array of tennis fruit, Finnegan's figs, and
red-and-white splotched dlownfruit. She caught one up, baanced it in one hand, then tossed it into the
ar."Let me' speak as amother,” she said. "It has dways been hard to restrain the children from insulting
the Saurons. How if we do not even try?'

She mimed throwing the tennis fruit at her hushband. "Coat the walls with fruit pulp, and the drillbits will
gnaw through them for us."

"And the Saurons? Would they not try to hurt our

"The Saurons too live with women, who would not see other women's children hurt." Please God, let
that be so! "And the Saurons are men and warriors, who like being laughed at as little as any other men.
What would they have said? That in their pride, they grudge little children a messy game?'

After a moment, dl three men began to laugh uproarioudy. The skin of mares milk was passed, this
time to her fird. She was laughing so hard that the white fluid nearly came out her nose, and she
neglected to burp politdly.

For once, she forgot to be sdf-conscious.

In the end, the job of persuading the mothers of Tdlinn, town and tribe, to risk their sons and a few of
the stronger girls (Chayas among them) took longer than drawing the maps of Angband's minefidds
Dede Korkut's funerd had faded to memories of some memorable hangovers by the time Chaya
shdltered hersdlf behind a jutting wall.

It was firg-cycle sunrise, and Byers Sun was 4ill a pinpoint that even Chaya could bear to look at.
Today's battle would be long-drawn-out, messy, but (she hoped) bloodless. It might even be amusng.

Two of the smdler children glanced over ther shoulders and she shook her head a them. It was a
rdief when Mudtafa ran back to shepherd them and therr sheepskin bags toward Angband Base's
towering gray wadls. Nervous laughter rose and cracked in the cold ar as another boy reached into a
gmilar bag, took out a ripe tennis fruit, and threw it a a giggling friend. When he ducked, it smashed



agang the gray stone, leaving a yelow splash that steamed briefly, then started to freeze.

Chaya bit her lip as she saw severd Saurons clugter together on the ramparts. You lead them, the
other mothers had told her. Y ou watch them.

"On my head be it," she had promised, finding, as her mother had often said, that persuasion was a
harder task than war.

It's their freedom too, she told hersdf, and brought down her amin the Sgnd to fire.

The fruit fight broke out. If severa children found themsdaves happily splattered, the wadls, unable to
dodge, scream dvilly, and run, took on garish life as smears of purple fig, red heartfruit, and ydlow
tennigfruit exploded on the rough gray stone. Imagine the heartfruit as Sauron's blood, Chaya thought. Let
that one be my father, that big one the beast that sent me out into the cold to die.

Intoxicated by the sweet amdl of the juices rigng in the air, the children laughed dilly. Chaya envied
them. She saw what she could not help thinking of as a new column of boys bringing sacks filled with
reinforcements. the discards of every farmer and fruitsdl inTdlinn.

More and more Saurons appeared on the walls, went off-duty, and were replaced. So were the
children, shift after shift of them retreating from their gaudy handiwork to their rdieved mothers care.
From time to time, Chaya withdrew too, to tend her own hearth and family, to eat (though she had no
appetite for fruit!), and to rest. But dways she came back to the wall.

Byers Sun was low in the west, and Cat's Eye was gone from the sky. Soon it would be cold, too
cold, for the children to continue the barrage, and too dark for . them to see. She hersdf could watch the
figures on the wall tense with fury, especidly ... ahl she recognized that figure, a woman in Sauron gray. It
was Badri, and she was being tugged dong the wal by a stocky man of middle years. He was dmog as
purple as a Finnegan's fig, and would have been bright red had the heartfruit that Ahmed boldly tossed up
a him hit its mark.

The Brigade Leader, maybe? Just aswdl that Ahmed had not hit him. The Sauron shook hisfig at the
children. "Get out of here” he ordered. His shout was more a scream of rage than a command, and
Chaya dlowed herdf athin amile,

A moment later, he ssormed down from the wall, il dragging Badri by the wrist. Shortly afterward,
Byers Sun went out behind the splintered teeth of the horizon, and the children withdrew.

The battle for Angband Base had just begun.

The boys who were too young to ride with Heber, Juchi, and his warriors to the northern edge
of TdlinnVdleyyet too old to find fruit-flinging an acceptable subgtitute, had complained bitterly until they
learned ther new duty. Then they had laughed, but sobered quickly. Drillbits could be handled, but it
took care and concentration; because a drillbit could chew through anything at dl amos as fast, one boy
sad, as amusky could lope, a drillbits bite was no laughing matter.

Fortunately, bright light confused them, rendered it rdaively easy for the boys and a few adults to tie
the meter-long burrowers front and hind legs together. Wearing the mask she used at the forge, Chaya
cut the last gtrip of lesther and led the boys forward.

Severd were dowed by the frantic squirms of the beasts they carried. "Don't let them bite you!" she
hissed, and saw the boys shoulders diffen: they knew that dready and didnt need another woman's
worry. She could chearfully have dapped them for thet attitude, if she didn't somewhat share it. She too
hed heard their mothers protests and the demands - as absurd as they were understandable - that the
drillbits be muzzled before the boys carried them out to the walls.

"I'm not putting my hands anywhere near a drillbit's jawd" Mustafa had cried; and that had been that.
A bright lad, Mustafa. Chaya hoped that he came through this. He, and dl of the others. Not for the firgt
time, she wished that Heber had dlowed her to join the men to the North, but "I'm not letting you
anywhere near Saurons,” he had said. He sounded, she thought, remarkably like Mustafa; and she had to
laugh, despite her fears. He might make the swords, but familiarity with their forging wasn't quite the same
asdaly practice; and many of the Saurons and tribesmen dike had pigtals.

Now the boys were sdtting down the drillbits, whose struggles intendfied as the darkness restored
their aght and the scent of the dimy fruit pulp on the wals waked their hunger. Darkened knife blades
dashed, and the boys ran back, a little breathless, but giggling at the sght of so many drillbits eating into



solid rock.

No one even protested when Chaya forbade them to watch until the wal came tumbling down. As
they headed back toward what limited safety TalinnTowncould afford, the Generd Alert shrieked out
from Angband Base.

This far from base, not even Chaya could hear the screams and the shooting. Waiting. That's the
hardest task. She wanted to pace, to shout, even to scream frudration at the men who cdamed the work
of fighing and left her and their wives to wait and to fear. The women of Tdlinnwere quiet, though,
schooled to waiting while ther fates were decided. Even the youngest bride sat camly, redraining a
toddler while its mother nursed a baby.

They weredl cdm, dl quiet. The screaming and lamentations would come later, if they were needed.
In. the hdlflight of the shelter, though, Chaya could see the women's eyes. Dark and liquid, their glances
shat to the door every time someone thought she heard a sound. Waiting made your ears play tricks on
you. She eased her plastic mask onto the top of her head, glad not to have to wear it, and exchanged
glances with some of the other women. Each of them had been selected for her strength and composure,
each bore a pigal.

If their menfolk lost, they would not die unavenged. And, if dl went well, the women would follow
them, not to be daves to Saurons. Chaya wondered how many of them could hold to that resolve.

She dtretched and shifted in her place, trying not to become iff with walting as the night dragged on.

"Quid!" she hissed to slence a whispered conversation. Moving with as much care as if she sought to
avoid ambush, she edged toward the door.

"Footsteps,” she mouthed a the older women and saw them draw their pistols from ther layered
dothing.

Then she sagged with rdief as a series of taps sounded on the door. "It's the sgnd!" she said,
gpesking doud for the fird time that night.

Tears rolled down the women's faces, and she would have wept too . . . but that her tears dried s0
vey quickly.

Juchi had sent youths to reassure the women and command them not, the youths repeated, not to
venture into the base to care for the wounded menfolk. The injured would be brought out. Repest: they
would be brought out. Chaya grinned a the very young men, who bore messly bandaged wounds and
thar femde relatives ghill attention with obvious forbearance and more than alittle pride. This might well
be their firg time in authority over their mothers and aunts; it was too much to expect that they would
take satisfaction in the role of returning, victorious warriors. Hurriedly, they recounted the battle: so many
Saurons dain, so many vanished.

Vanished? Some might try to cross the steppe, make for the Citadd; and Barak's warriors would be
waiting for them.

Then they saw her, and their jubilation faded.

"Chaya Khatun ..." one spoke hestantly.

"We knew there would be dead." Her voice sounded cold and strange. "Who es?*

An odd way to phrase it. But, just from the way they looked a her, she knew. Heber was dead.
Somewhere in that thrice-damned fort, her husband lay dead, hacked or torn to pieces, a bullet in his
brain ... it did not matter. The man who had loved her when dl around her had cdled her a freek, lay
dead.

The women raised the wall of tribal lamentation until Chayas too-keen hearing could not bear it. She
moved forward, her whole body cold, despite the press of bodies.

"l beg you," she said, dill in that lifdess voice. "My work here is done for now. Guard my children. |
must go out."

"Where, Khatun?' One of the youths made as if to stand between her and the door. He might never
have backed down from the Saurons, but hefdl back at her glance.

"The Saurons gole alife from me. They owe me alifein return.”

She went out into the night. Briefly, she stopped at the forge to pick up weapons, supplies, and tools.
She saddled up a muskylope and rode out of TdlinnTown.



When the muskylope staggered and dl but pitched forward onto its knees, Chaya did from its broad
back and made camp. She kindled atiny fire, shdtering it from the winds that tore across the steppe. She
hersdf might have spotted it from afar, however; and that was good.

She drew her heavy sheepskin coat about her and huddied down by the fire. She did not expect it to
wam her; she did not expect anything could warm her snce the announcement of Heber's death. They
would wonder, those townsfolk, why she did not wall with the other wives, why she would not be
present to dam and wash her husband's body!

Shedid not want to seeiit.

There would be Saurons wandering the steppe tonight, Saurons and, very probably, her own kinsfolk
fromEdenVdley. Either way, she would daim alife to replace the life that had been reft from her . . . only
she was 0 weary! It was not a weariness of the flesh, but a draining of the spirit.

Which would come firg, she wondered, Saurons or Bandari? And which did she want to see?

At the outermost limits of her hearing sounded a chuckle, surprised and satidfied. Chayass lips peded
back from her teeth. So. She tensed, ligening for footsteps. Only one man, then. Not a man, but a
Sauron. She had to hope that the Sauron would be sufficiently demoraized that he would not wonder
why one of the "cattle' wandered adone on the steppe during second-cycle night, but would take
advantage of whatever he found: shelter, fire, food, a woman, if he were dill capable.

She drew out her pigtal, looked &t it, then lad it asde. That was too quick, too dignified. Moving
quickly, but as quigtly as she could, she drew out the tools she had taken from the forge and hid them
beneath the blankets and furs of her bedroll. The footsteps grew louder, more assured. No trooper, not
even one from a beaten Sauron post, could believe himsdf to be overmatched by cattle.

What would he say if he knew that this "cattle’ was a Sauron cull?

Probably the same thing.

Best not thresten im at dl, at least & fird.

When the Sauron trooper entered the tiny cirde cast by Chayas fire, he found her gtting
cross-legged, dirring a fragrant pot of stew. Again, she heard him chuckle, and turned her shudder of
revulson into what she hoped he would think was a shiver of pure terror. SO easy, SO very easy to
reassure himsdf, faced only with a woman of the "cattle” wasn't it?

"Dont be afrad, girl,” the Sauron's voice was hoarse. He used Americ, then, a her carefully blank
stare, changed to Turkic. "Youre aslogt as | am, aren't you? Well, don't worry. WEell join forces. | can
use awoman ..."

She bet he could. She made hersdlf cower back as he hunkered down by the fire, SO near to her that
her resolve dmod failed her.

"Give me some of that," he ordered.

She filled one bowl, then another. Then she emptied the pot and, in a great frenzy of anxiousness to
please, brought out a flask of dmogt coffee. He drank deeply, then belched, a sound that had nothing to
do with the courtesies of atribe. She tried, nonetheless, to look pleased.

"Wel-trained are you?' he said as he wiped his greasy mouth on his deeve. "Whose are you . . .
never mind that; you're mine now. What's your name?"

Digdaining alie, she told him. "And yours?'

"Gorbag. Trooper Gorbag, a your service. Asyou are a mineg" he announced, and lunged a her.

She gasped and held her bregath, glad that she had not eaten lest she vomit dl over the man who
pushed her onto the sheepskins she had spread out. Because the wind was cold, he loosened the
minmum possible of his garments and hers. She clenched her fingersinto the curls of the fleece on which
she lay and wished that he would spend himsdf quickly. Her body, the body of a woman haf-Sauron,
adapted to survive in a world that prized fertility, moved to accommodate him. Her mind ranged far
away, even as her fingers clutched the shoulders of the ingtrument of her vengeance.

Make hate to me, Sauron, and then | will make hate to you.

If it hed taken that Gorbag . . . Greasebag, she thought, Scumbag would have been better names . . ,
forever, she would dill lie beneath his thrusting, grunting hulk. But at last he had dimaxed, pulled free, and
fdlen adeep, exhausted past salf-protection by defeat, the coldness of night on the steppe, and sex.



Chaya forced hersdf to lie ill, his head on her breasts, until the snoring started. She had not known
that Saurons snored like cattle. Then she reached for what lay benesth the shegpskins: hammer and spike
from Heber's forge. Reached for them, raised them - and froze.

No. Not evenif | diefor it. | cannot, cannot bear to kill him as he lies on top of me. | have to move.

The unnaturd cam that had enthralled her since she had heard of her husband's death broke like a
hammer smashes rittle iron, and she recoiled, shoving Gorbag onto the sheepskins. He grunted, rolled,
and woke.

With an intake of breath that was dmogt a shriek, Chaya legpt on him, straddling him with her own
Sauron strength. Gorbag's eyes glowed with awareness. He had a moment of knowledge and of fear
before she thrugt the spike againg his temple and hammered it home. He spasmed like some immensdy
powerful insect, kicked, voided, and died.

Knifein hand, Chaya raised hersdf from where the dying Sauron had tossed her. He lay face down,
and she was glad of that. A sngle stroke of Heber's keen sted severed head from neck; Saurons, she
saw, bled like caitle and died just as essly. She pulled her dothing about hersdf, grimacing at the
moisture on her thighs.

That too was part of her vengeance. She had aways known when she was ripe to concelve, and she
hed had hopes that, after the baitle to destroy Angband, she and Heber . . . don't think of that, she told
hersdlf. The dry heaves and the cramps snatched her up, anyway.

At last, she was empty; & least, most of her. She was sure that she had conceived of this . . . dready,
| shall forget hisname.. . . She would take his son, as she had taken his life and she would bring the boy
up as her own husband's son.

She saddled up the muskylope, kicked earth over the dying fire, muffled the Sauron's head in the
defiled shegpskin, and tied it to the saddle. She |eft the tent and the headless corpse behind her as she
rode towardEdenVadley.

"Hold! We have you in our sghtd™

The sky was pding; the sun would rise a her back, giving her a brief advantage. Then she recognized
the voice.

"Avi?' she cdled, shocked at how plantive her voice sounded. Multters from the force ahead of her
told her she had guessed right. "It's Chaya bat Lapidoth, who married Heber ..." her voice was breaking.

A horse - ahig one - waked forward. Barak aways chose the biggest horses. "Chaya? What are you
doing aone out here?' he demanded.

"l waant!" she said. "The battle; it's over and we won. | was coming to tdl you ..."

"And Heber ..."

"Gone. But there isthid" She untied and held up the Sauron's clotted head.

She heard murmurs of pity and sympathy, and Barak rode closer. She forced hersdf not to recoil
when he enveloped her in what he meant to be a comforting hug.

And then, never mind the fact that her tears dried too rapidly, she wept until she was sick.

Screams came from the ruined fortress, and Chayas youngest son diffened. With the rapid
movements that had made the people of town and valey nickname him Lightning, he was up and running
toward the gate.

Her son came running back. "It is the khatun, the cham, Mother!" he cried. "She is dead, hanged; and
he has blinded himsdlf! They are cdling for you."

She rose more dowly, sorrow duching her. Now the truth was revealed, it hurt even worse than she
hed feared that it might.

The boy's birth, a little more than two Haven years ago, had been harder than she was used to; but
the babe had been bigger, stronger, dmog preternaturadly aware. The Sauron admixture. Not quite
daring to raise im hersdf, she had sent him to her mother. If Dvora were past riding circuit, she was not
past being a grandmother.

Named Barak in gratitude to the man who had found her on the steppe, the boy soon wore only a
trandation of that name; Lightning, they cdled him. Many in the Vdley remembered his mother's speed
and drength. They even said that he looked like her.



She could not remember what his father looked like. His father was Heber, sheingsted to hersdf, and
knew it for alie

With Barak and his son a her sde, Chaya made very sure that no Saurons lingered, disguised as
tribal chams or bandits until they could warn their fellows. Increasingly, she took over her mother's duties
as judge, riding throughoutEdenandTdlinnVdleys. She thought she had repaid Dvora for her earlier
unhappiness. And she thought that she was fulfilling her father's and her husband's dream of joining Eden
and Tdlin Valeysinto one people just as, three hundred T-years before, Bandari and Edener had been .
.. moreorless. .. joined.

Yet, inthe last year of her life, Dvora had cdled to Chaya. "This came to me the night of the bettle,”
Dvoratold her daughter, and dipped from her withered hand the ruby Chaya had once used as a 9gn. "It
istime to giveit back to you." She lay quietly until Chaya thought that she was degping. Quietly, Chaya
got up to leave.

But Dvora rose. "Awake, awake, Dvora" she cried, more shaman than judge in that moment. "Did
you think that | did not know?"

"Know what?"

"As | did with you, gving a dead men the name of father to a Sauron child. Lightning was never
Heber's child." The ald, filmy eyes flashed with their former cunning.

"A lifefor alife" Chaya shrugged.

Dvora nodded. "I do not fault you, though | shudder, perhaps, a what you did. But the time when |
needed to pass judgement on anything is long gone. Now, | merdy know; and you must know too. Do
you recdl, daughter, the night before Heber asked for you, | told you how | found you on the steppe?”

Chaya nodded.

"Weve never spoken of tha since, yet, seeing Lightning, | have thought about it often.” Her ringless
hands reached out to clasp her adopted daughter's.

"There were two babies left to die, you recal. You, and a boy. A brother.”

Chaya shrugged.

"If you are saying that Heber was my brother ..."

"l amold, girl, but | ligen. Who dse that you know of has your speed, your strength? Who ese has
taken power asif it were just his due? He too has made a strange marriage ..." Dvoras voice had taken
on an odd tone, amogt chanting intonation, and Chaya remembered that in the most ancient days, judges
were often prophets too. "And | tdl you, when the fidd is sowed double, beware!™

Dvora had fdlen back, exhausted by her words, and Chaya caled her physcian. Shortly afterward,
the old woman was gone. After the funera, Chaya rode back toTalinn.

Though her mother was dead, her words haunted her, and she glanced aboutTdlinntown, looking for
amean much like hersdf in age and drength and power. . . .

And found himin Juchi, lord and cham of TdlinnValey.

He was her age, her height, and, in al ways but one, her match. And in that one way ... he belonged
to Badri.

Beonged in two ways, God hdp them dl. Was this God's curse upon them? What had they done?
What had any of them done?

Of dl the secrets that she heard as a judge, this was the hardest to bear; even harder than the secret
of her own son's birth. And she kept it, for the good of the town she served.

They were waiting for her outside her home, the people of town and tribe. "My son has told me" she
sad, waving asde ther explanations and exclamations of horror. "Bring me to them.”

"Aidhafound her own mother, hanging ..."

"The poor girl, brought up a princess, and who will wed her now?"

"Son and daughter, accursed, accursed ..."

"Who will guard us now?'

| mugt protect my . . . my niece. And my nephew too, if we are to salvage anything from this disaster.

"Quiet!" Chaya snapped. "Thegirl isguiltless. And it will be a wonder if sheis not scared witless™

Shewill not be. She comes of good stock.



Jugt as Chaya quickened her pace, two of the elder men came up to her. "Judge” they said, "surdy
inceg isacrime”

"And will you try the dead, the blind for what they did not know?"

"You have dways said that ignorance is no escape from the law."

Chaya dipped past the drillbit-gnawed fragments of retaining wal. Hearing the shrill mourning of the
women and Juchi's pleas for death, she shivered and quickened her pace.

"Whoisit now?" cried Juchi. "Who has come to look upon the mongter?"

His head was wrapped in bloody bandages, but it snapped toward her with the keen hearing they
shared. "The judge? Chaya khatun? You have courage beyond the lot of most women ... dl but one,
Allah grant her pity! | beg you, kill me"

It would be a mercy. It would be the kindest thing thet Chaya could do for her brother. 1t would be
fratricide, the eldest crime. She dared not. And, if she were to save anything at dl from this tragedy, she
mud not even explain why.

" have told him," the tribe's shaman Tireshyas said, "that, accursed as he is, anyone who days him will
take on an immense burden of ill-luck. Do you agree with me that he mugt leave this place?"

To wander |ost? Better that he had died the night he had been set out. Then Angband Base would ill
gtand; Chaya's children would never have been born; and another generation would have grown up in
davery. She could not wish his life - and hers - undone. They had wrought too long and too wdl
together, even though therr lives had been built upon alie

Now, because of that lie and the concealments that went with it, their work might eeslly lie in ruins by
tonight. If they had only known - and spoken - the truth! She was a fault there too, having known (or at
least suspected) and keeping Slence dl these years.

Yet Juchi was her brother, her dly, too, for more than hdf her life She could not condemin him to
desth wandering the steppe.

“Indl | did, I strove for good,” Juchi mourned.

Tireshyas turned to Juchi. "And in dl you did, you were confounded." He picked up a sick and
handed it to him. "If il you drive for good, you will do as | have asked, and leave us”

Juchi bowed his mutilated head. "'l will. Maybe among strangers | can find the end | seek.”

"Father, oh father!" That was Aishas voice, and it broke the former cham, who sobbed dryly, without
eyes or tears.

"Care for my children,” he said. "Ther part in this - was innocent.”

Did Chaya imegine that his Sghtless eyes turned toward her? "I promise” she said, even as the
shaman gravely agreed. He looked a her over Juchi's head and nodded. Perhaps away from the tribe,
they would have a better chance at some type of decent life.

"Would you let them see you one lagt time?”' the shaman asked Juchi. "Aisha begs for nothing dse”

No! Chayadid not know how she kept from screaming.

"If you have any pity," Juchi begged, "spare me that!"

Tireshyas opened a door and admitted a young man who Chaya had seen: Juchi's escort past the
Vdley's mindfidds. It was a hard mercy, not to waste even amine on an outcast, but Chaya understood.
Who knew how Juchi's death might curse the tribe?

Leaning on a gtick, Juchi shuffled out the door, one hand on the young man's shoulder. Behind him,
Tireshyas made a<9gn agang evil.

A scream went up from the women, and Chaya ran forward. Aisha had broken free of the women
who tended her as lovingly as if she had been born of a normd husband and wife, was running toward
her father and her guide.

"No!" Juchi screamed, but she flung hersdlf &t his feet, the scarf fdling off her dark, disheveled braids.
Tears sparkled on her high cheekbones, so like her parents - or Chayas own; and she sobbed,
forgetting calm, forgetting dignity, forgetting modesty of an unwed girl and dl ese but that her father (and
brother) was vanishing from her life.

Agan, he shook his head, gestured at his guide, who bent to raise her. Aisha jerked away, and rose
on her own. She wiped hands across her face and drew hersdlf up, abruptly cold and dignified.



"Can you deny that you love me? Will you add that to what you have cost me?' she asked. Her eyes
were wild with guilt as Juchi flinched under her words, weakening as he had not weakened when she had
wept and flung hersdf at his feet.

" can see through the minefidds as wdl as you," she told the young man who might, had life been
gentler, have offered Juchi riches for the right to wed her. "Y ou may go back now."

Juchi embraced his daughter, hiding his face againg her dender shoulder. Head up, she glared at the
watchers as she comforted her father. Then she led him away. Their path turned twice, and they were out
of 9ght.

Chayas eyes filmed with tears, then cleared.

"If this is anyone's fault," she announced, "it lies on the heads of the Saurons and their accursed
breeding program.”

Curgng your own, are you, girl? she asked wryly.

"l say that we mug have the truth," she declared to the shaman. "The truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth. And," she took a deep bresth, "I shdl begin."

She pulled off her glove and worked her ruby ring free.

Beckoning to her son, she handed him thering.

"Takethis..." she drew a deep breath. "Take it and giveit to your cousn.”

She turned to face the town and tribe that she had judged for dl these years. It was time that they
judge her as they had dready judged her family. And more than the fate of a few people hung on ther
decison. They could separate; they could even swear a blood feud. Or they could dl spend their lives
trying to repair what had been done.

The clouds had piled higher behind the hills while the Sauron patrol dismounted and deployed. A
rigng wind flecked Assault Group Leader Tayok's cheeks with dust. Fragments of bone, ashes, and bits
of dung too amdl to sdvage for fud danced across the open fidd in front of what had been Angband
Base.

The senior scout, Assaullt Leader Eney, loped up to his commander. Tayok thought that Eney must
wak, or even amble sometimes, but nobody he knew had ever caught him doing it.

"Nobody there but the drillbits, and too many of them for my peace of mind," Eney said. "The
cattleve been in and out snce the Base fel, but they don't stay long.”

Tayok focused his binoculars on the outer wdl of the fdlen base. Eney was right. Some of the drillbit
holes were old and weathered, the ones made when the base fdl a Haven year ago. Other parts of the
wadl were in complete ruin, probably breaches made by the attacking ceattle. Even the fdlen sections
contained holes.

"Too many new holes™" Tayok said. "Place is a breeding ground.”

"Aye aye, Sr.Weld best gart didilling assassin weed. Those buggers metabolize so dowly, itll be
hafway to winter before the last of them - "

Tayok hed up his hand. The column of pack muskylopes fallowing the patrol had just come in sght.
Aheed of the column was a stocky man riding on a Chin-bred tribute pony. As he caught sght of Tayok
and Eney, he drove his heds into its flanks. Despite its mount's weight, the pony was remarkably quick in
bringing him up to the other Soldiers.

Which was as well. Tayok did not beieve in ghosts or spirits, both Soldiers and cattle who had died
here were dead and gone completely and forever. Even so, the wind moaning around the ruins of what
had once been a Sauron stronghold made Tayok think of the deathsong of Dinneh warriors. He had
fought againg the Dinneh twice, and had no eagerness for another round.

"Get it over," he muttered. He wanted to work quickly, ether bringing Angband Base back to We or
leaving it to its dead.

The stocky man dismounted and contemplated the ruined base with the distance-devouring vison of
one with Cyborg blood. Then he grinned.

"Sart unloading the wegpons.”

Tayok frowned. One did not argue with a Regiment Leader, especidly one who was a legitimate
descendant of Deathmaster Boyle and rumored to be an illegitimate son of Cyborg Rank Koln himsdf.



One could, however, respectfully request an explanation for orders that made no sense.

"Regiment Leader, the drillbits - "

"Oh yes, of course. Them. Assassin weed by dl means. | saw a stand of it about two klicks back."

That was more than Tayok had done, and he had won awards for his fidldcraft. It was one reason he
was second in commeand of the column, for dl that he was only an Assault Group Leader and the father
of asngle son.

"It will take timeto clear the whole base, Regiment Leader. Shouldn't the weapons remain protected
from the weather?'

Regiment Leader Boyle looked up a the younger commander and smiled. "Dismount and come with
me. | think it's time you know why weve ridden a thousand klicks with hdf of Quilland Base's spare
wesgpons.”

So youll tel me now. Tayok dismounted. "Eney. Cookfires. Get your didtillaions going." He followed
Boyle into the shadow of the Base's gate.

"We had to giveit out that we were planning on reoccupying Angband Base," Boyle said. "Otherwise
the cattle would never have concentrated in our path. Better a couple of big fights than what weve been
having."

"Aye aye." But they both knew the advantage in those fights had not been dl to the Soldiers. "Nine
dead. Forty-two wounded, Regiment Leader.”

"And eght hundred cattle who won' fight us again. We've made worse trades. And we're not done.”

"Yes, gr. Now they are wel concentrated. And we are a thousand klicks from home."

"True. Which is why, if you thought it over, the idea of reoccupying Angband Base is absurd. We
would have to gtrip Quilland Base of hdf its srength to hold Angband. And run convoys every season.”

"Yes, dr. And we cant do it

"Exactly. You and | know that. The cattle don't.”

"Regiment Leader, | don't understand.”

"Well get out of here as soon as we have cleared a room for the weapons cache and st the
boobytraps.”

Tayok tried to keep his face from looking asif he'd just sorung one of the boobytraps himsdf. Then a
thought made him frown, and after that amile

"What are you grinning about, Soldier?”

"Are we putting the boobytraps between the cache and the entrance?'

"Modly, yes. Why?"

"l need to know to tdl the Engineer squad. | was wondering why you were planning to keep the cattle
from using the weapons on us. But if the firg haf-dozen parties trip boobytraps - "

Boyle smiled; it was not the kind of amile even a Sauron would have cdled nice. "Exactly. That will
dow the others, if only because they'll have to dig out ther friends bodies.”

"It won't keep them away from the cache forever. A load of our wegpons is something any tribe of
cattlewill walk through fire to get. Or take away from those who get it fird."

"By the time we're home, the cattle for a hundred klicksin dl directions will be killing each other over
these weapons. Killing each other, and saving us the trouble. That's the plan, anyway." Boyle gestured at
the scarred walls. "Angband Base is dead - for now. But he will reach out from beyond death and strike
down those who destroyed him."

Tayok's grin resembled the classc death head. Vengeance for Angband Base's many dead was a
pleasant thought. And this scheme could lead to more than vengeance.

By numbers or craft or treachery or dl together, the caitle could dways destroy any Soldier Base
except the Citadd. It had been so for along time -

Now, perhaps, that time was past. Sauron numbers were now great enough to reach out farther,
through the Vdley and to every inhabitable part of Haven.

Great enough, that was, if part of it did not need to be spent defending what the Race held already.
Keep the cattle busy daughtering each other, and fewer Soldiers would be needed for the task.

Not to mention thet the survivors of those fights would be the best of the cattle, the fittest to add ther



genes to the next generation of Soldiers.

Every piece of the puzzle fdl into place. Tayok let those thoughts fade with his grin of gppreciation.
Then he unfolded a map.

“If I might make a suggestion, Regiment Leader - "

"I've never known an Assault Group Leader who didn't think he knew more than most Desthmagters.
Induding mysdif, | might add.”

"I was thinking of the haBandari. They're the one tribe around here who might find a way around the
boobytraps. If they get the wegpons and trall us. .

The reputation of the haBandari was too wel known for Boyle to disagree. "Make your suggestion.”

"As we leave, a quick raid on theEdenValey. Not pressed home, you understand. They have too
much firepower and discipline. But enough to make them cautious about leaving the valley for long
enough to let other tribes come herefirg."

They raided the haBandari on the way home, and as dways it was a stern fight for both sides. It was
aso the Assault Group Leader's last battle,

But he had his monument. Regiment Leader Boyle came home to a promotion to Divison Leader,
which dlowed him another woman. He took Tayok's woman to be his and Tayok's son to rear as his
own, and made therr lives as honorable as he could. He did not make it easy, because on Haven no life
could be easy.

And when in time Boyle rose to the rank of Desthmaster held by his ancestor, he had the naming of
new bases in his command. He named one of them Tayok Base, and sent Tayok's son, married to one of
the Deathmaster's granddaughters, to command it.



