Introduction to “ When in the Course”
By John F. Carr

Of all the storiesin this collection, “ When in the Course” isthe only one that has never
before been published! But even more important than that; it occupies a strange half state between
Piper’ stwo mgjor series the TerroHuman Future Hisory and his Paratimetimetravd series But I'll get back to
that inamoment.

| wasn't even aware of “ When in the Course’s’ existence until oneday about two yearsago, when
Jary exdtedy called meinto hisoffice. Earlier that morning wehad received a pack-age with the morning
mail from Ace Books; nothing unusual there “ John, lookat thid” | hurriedin. *“ Herearetwo unpub-lished
Piper manuscripts that Jim Baen found among Beam's papers. Would you take a look at them for
me?”

Would 1? Right then it would have taken a spaceship full of Santostop me Midway throughthe
third pagel redlizad that | had “ read this story before.” Yes, it wasin Analog: “ Gunpowder God.”

But not quite; where was Lord Kalvan? The story, a chartered company come to claim a new
world, was set in Beam's TerroHuman Future History: it took place on legendary Freya, a world
mentioned throughout the early TFH stories—as far back as ULLER UPRISNG—as a place
wher e the women wer e even more beautiful than those of earth. Obvioudly, it had to be anddgory,
or onethat Beamhad carriedinhishead for years. But there is no denying it; except for thelast half it is
the story of Lord Kalvan of Otherwhen—except he’ snot in it and these Federation people are!

After a good deal of thought, it is my contention that Piper wrote “ When in the Course,”
submitted it to John W. Camp- bdl—who probably had fitsover the central idea of paralld ev-olution, as
any good biologist would (which means Beam probably had another ace up his sleeve as he did
nothing by accident; but what?)—and therefore Campbell suggested some changes, as he was
wont to do. “ Beam, the story’ s good; why don’t you set it in that Paratime series we used to run
awhile back?” | have talked with both Perry Chapdelaine and George Hay, editors of the
forthcoming John W. Campbell |etters col-lection, and—when things get cleared up—they have
promised me copies of the Piper/Campbell correspondence for a book on Piper | intend to do
called The Piper Papers. But until then, if I can find the correspondence to explain what
happened, thiswill have to remain H. Beam Piper’s most unusual story.

H. Beam Piper
WhenintheCourse—

She closed her mind to the voices around her and stared at the map spread on the table between the
two great candlesticks, trying to imagine herself high above every-thing, looking down like abird. Here
was Tarr-Hogtigos, only alittle mark of gold on the parchment, but she could seeit dl in
imagination—the outer wals around the great enclosure with the sheds and stables against them; the
citadel, and the inner bailey; the keep, and the watchtower, jutting up from the point of theridge. And
here, below, wasthe Darro, and she could seeit glinting in the sunlight asit rushed south to join the
Athan, and here was the town of Hogligos and thelridgeand thetown-hdll and thetem+-ple of Dralm, and,
beyond, the farmlands and the squares of fields and the dark woods and the little villages. Oh, it must be
wonderful to be abird and fly above everything, and look down; ever since she had been a baby, she
had dreamed. . .

A voice, harsher than the others, brought her back to the present she had been trying to flee.

“King Kaiphranos won't intervene? What’ s aking for, but to keep the peace? Great Dram, isdl
Hos-Harphax afraid of Gormoth of Nostor?’

She looked from one to another of them, almost as though she were a stranger who had wandered
unknow-ing into thiswindowless candlelit room. Phosg, the Speaker for the Peasants, at the foot of the
table, uncomfortable in hisfeast-day clothesand ill at ease seated among his betters. The other



Speakers, for the artisans and the townfolk and the merchants. The landholders, and the lesser
family-members. Old Chartiphon, the captain-in-chief, with his heavy frowning face and his golden beard
gplotched with gray like the gray lead-splotches on his gilded breastplate. Xentos, even older, with the
cowl of his blue robe pushed back from his snowy head and trou-ble in his gentle blue eyes. And her
father, Prince Ptosphes of Hostigos, with his pointed mustache and his small pointed beard and his mouth
thin and grim between. How long it seemed since she had seen that mouth smiling!

Xentos was passing his hand across hisface in the neg-ative gesture.

“TheKingsadthet aprincemug guard hisovnprince-dom,” he replied. “Hetold methat it was Prince
Ptosphes duty to keep raiders out of hislands. And then he laughed and turned from me, and that was
al”

“Didyou tell him it wasn't just raiders from the Strip?’ the voice that had spoken earlier demanded.
“Wedon't carefor them; I’ ve killed adozen with this hand!” The speaker banged it, large and hairy, on
thetable. “It'swar! Gormoth of Nostor meansto take al Hostigos, the way his grandfather took the
Strip, after the traitor we don't name sold him Tarr-Dombra.”

That was the part of the map her eyes had avoided—the two little riversto the north, flowing together
from east and west to form the Darro. Once the land beyond, to the crest of the mountain, had al been
Hogtigos, until abrother of her great-grandfather had sold the castle that guarded Dombra Passto the
prince who had then ruled Nostor, on the other side. Now the Nostori caled the country between the
mountain and the rivers New Nostor, and the Hostigi called it the Strip.

“Gomath shiringmercanaties” Thetwasacousnanher mother’ s side. “He has near ten thousand of them,
beside his own soldiers, and we have a scant two thou-sand, counting peasants with axes and scythes.”

“We have five hundred mercenaries of our own,” somebody mentioned

Chatiphongnorted in contempt. “ Banditsfrom Sedragati; dl wecantrug themto doisgo over to Gormath thefirgt
dhencethey get. Nofree-captaninhisrigntwitswoudtake service with us, the casewe' rein.”

“I wouldn’t, if | were afree-captain,” her father said wiyly.“Wdl, youknow how thingsare Now, whetisin
your minds that we should do?’ He turned to the man at the foot of the table. “ Phosg, you spesk first.”

That was the custom, for the least to spesk first. The peasant representative cleared histhroat.

“Pinoe my cottegeisasdear tomeasthisgreet cadlleis to you. | will fight for mine asyou would for yours.”

Therewasaquick mutter of goprovd—*Wdl sad. Anexampl e to the rest of us!”—and the others spoke.
The lanchddersand thelesser family-membearsagread. Char-tiphon said only: “Fight. What else?”

“Qibmissontoevil menistnegretes of dl Sns” Xentostadthem. “1 amapries of Drdm, and Drdmisagod of
pesce, but | say, fight with Dralm’sblessing.”

“Rylla?’ her father said.

She garted dightly when she heard her namein that cold, dganttone

“Better diein armor than livein chains,” she said. “When the time comes, | will wear armor, t00.”

Her father nodded. “ Then we are dl agreed. Gormoth of Nastor may takeHostigos butwewill natlivetosse
it, anditwill belong rememberedwhet pricewemedehimpay for our lives.” Herose. “| thank you all. At an hour
past sunset, we will dine together; the servantswill attend you in the meantime. Now, if you please, leave
me with my daughter. Xentos, do you and Chartiphon stay.”

When they had gone, he drew his poignard and struck the gong with the flat, bidding a servant bring
wine

“Won't Sarrask of Sask help us?’ she asked, when they had sat down again. “If | were Sarrask, I'd
rather have you as a neighbor than Gormoth of Nostor.”

“Sarrask of Sask’safool,” Chartiphon declared. “ He' s gathering forces to join Gormoth againgt us.
Widl, when we are dead and Hostigos is Gormoth's, Sarrask’ s turn will come next.”

“No, Sarrask isacting with wisdom,” Xentos differed. “He' s not joining Gormoth; he hopesto gain
enough ground north of the Athan to be able to fight Gormoth off hisown land. And hedare not aid us.
We are under the ban of Styphon’s House. Even King Kaiphranos dare not help those whom the priests
of Styphon would destroy.”

Chartiphon fingered the hand-guard of hislong sword, on thetablein front of him. Then heraised his
head.



“The priests of Styphon,” he said, dragging the words out as though by main strength, “want the land
inthe Y elowstone Vdley. They want to build atemplein Hogtigos, and they want you to give them land
and workersfor atemple farm. | know, that would be bad, but... ”

But not as bad as what Gormoth and his ten thousand mercenaries would bring when they came over
Dombra Pess

“Too late,” Xentossaid. “ Styphon’ s House has already made a compact with Gormoth. They will help
Gormoth conquer Hogtigos, Gormoth will give them the Y dlow-stone Vdley, and land for their farm,
and the peasants he divesdf thar ommfamswill wark for thepriests Anddl the world will seethe fate of those
who refuse Styphon’s House anything.” A look of pain cameinto hiseyes. “It was on my advice, Prince,
that you refused when they asked it of you.”

Her father put a hand on the old priest-counsglor’ s shoulder. “ Blame yourself for nothing, Xentos; I'd
have refused even againgt your advice. | swore long ago that Styphon’ s House would never comeinto
Hostigos. They build atemple. Then they demand land for atemple farm, and when they haveit, they
make thorn-hedges around it, and the workers on the farm never leave it and are never seen again. And
they tax theruler, and force him to tax the people until thereis nothing left.”

“Yes, you'd hardly believeit,” Chartiphon said, “but they even make the peasants haul their manureto
thetemplefarm, till they have noneleft for their own fields. There s nothing too petty for themto filch,
oncethey get into you.”

“I wonder why they want the Y ellowstone,” she said. “Is there something val uable there that we don't
know about?’

“Something in the ground, that makes the water taste and smell badly,” her father said. “They’d have
mines there, and our own people would be the daves that worked them. No, even if I’d known then that
it would mean war with Gormoth, I’ d have refused. Better be shot with amusket than stung to death by
gnats”

Roger Barron watched the coffee-concentrate tabl et dissolve, and wished somebody would start a
fight. It might help morale, which needed it. Adriaan de Ruyter and Reginad Fitzurse and Lourengo
Narvaes had re-turned and the two hundred foot hyperyacht was berthed again inside the thousand foot
sphere of the Sellex. Now they were dl together in the ship’ slounge, ten men and five women, and it
was aworse gloom-session than six months ago, and with less reason. Adriaan was trying to point that
out.

“Of course; if it had been uninhabited, we' d be able to get clear title of ownership for thewhole
planet. But look at the Thor Company, and the Loki Company, and the Y ggdrasil Company. They were
al chartered for inhabited planets, and they’ re dl making money.”

“But the people here are civilized!” That was Charley Clifford, the doctor, who doubled as
carniculturist. He' d made that point a couple of times before. “ Good Lord, you al saw those cities.”

“On only one continent,” Karl Zahanov, the space-cap-tain, said. He had a square-cut gray beard
which gave him a professoria appearance to match his didactic manner. “Thereis no evidence of
civilization on ether of the other two, and one of them’ s even bigger than the Eurasian landmass on
Tera”

“Wedidn't see any evidence of inhabitants on the other two continents,” Reginald Fitzurse, on the
couch beside hm, sad Heweasaretired Taren Fedaation ammy dfficer; when he made positive statements he
was certain of their correctness. “ Any people whose works can't be seen at five hundred mileswith a
three hundred power telescope aren't civilized enough to mention. And | don’t think much of this
civilization, assuch, ether. It's confined to oneriver valey sbout thesameareasstheMisssIppi-Missoun s/s
temin North Terra. Thereis nothing outside that except asmall and apparently unrelated patch at the
northern cor- ner of thecontinant. A redlly highavilization oresdsitsif out more than that. Nancy, you saw al the
photos; what do you think?’

Nancy Patersonwassitting a thetable, besdeKal Za-hanov. She had dark hair and eyes, and apleasant if
dightly remote face. She had been a secretary in the socid science division of the Universty of
Montevideo.



“Wadll, it's premechanical,” she said. “ Of course, that might be anything up to the level of say Sixteenth
Century Europe. Fifth Century Pre-Atomic,” she added, for which hewas glad. They used Atomic Era
dating exclusively on Venus, and he aways had to count on hisfingersto trans-pose to Christian Era,
and he usually remembered too late that therewasno C. E. Year Zero. “The cities are dark when they
passinto the night-shadow, except for afew gleams of what might befirdight. They aredl sharply
de-fined, and look as though they might be walled.”

“They are; at least some of them,” Fitzurse interrupted.

“That would indicate warfare as a serious possibility, which would mean competing national
sovereignties. All the cities are surrounded by belts of farmland; each one groasitsownfood Thetwould
indicatelack of largescdlepowered trangportation. And, of course, we detected no evidence of nuclear or
electric energy, no radio-waves of any sort, and no sign of aircraft.”

“The other two continents may be completely uninha-bited,” Luther Smith, the chief engineer said. He
had red-dish hair and athin, intense face. “ Can't we land on one of them and clam it, and let this civilized
continent go?’

That would be L uther; he was worried about the possi-bility of conflict. Luther, herecalled, had
protested vehe-mently about the quantity of arms and ammunition that had been taken aboard when they
had been fitting out, four years ago. L uther was a pacifist.

“No.” Adriaan de Ruyter was positive. “With our re-sources, or lack thereof, we can't float a
company on Terrawithout an exclusive-rights charter to operate on this planet, and we can't get that for
one continent. What we will haveto haveis somekind of atreaty with some more or less sovereign
power, guaranteeing us rights of entry and trade. Once we have that, we can get acharter. But on an
inhabited planet, we must contact the inhabitants and etablishfriendy traderdaionswith et leest someof them.”

“Well, if that’ swhat we haveto do, let’sget a it,” he said. “We came out to find a Terra-type planet.
We spent four yearsand visted 9x sysams nowwe vefoundone We won't get another chance. Do | hear that
statement digouted?”

Hedidn't. Luther Smith looked at Margaret Hale, the hyperdrive engineer; she’ d told him just how
many more jumpshe Dillingnamsweregood for. Charey Qlifford and SyiviaDavodk weareslat; both of themknew thet
thelaw of dminshingreumswasrgady ovatsking baththecarni culture vats and the hydroponic gardens, and
Sylvia knew how much oxygen and weter wesescgaingirecov-arably fromtherecyding sydems And they dl knew how
long the Stellex herself would last. The only reason they had been able to buy her had been because her
former owners could no longer get her insured.

Julio Almagro set down his drink—hydroponic potato schnapps and soda.

“Wdl,” hesad, inaweary vaice, “wecandwaystirowit in and go back to Terra.”

He had a plump face and a black mustache; he looked it but under theflesy uohdgery heweashaerdas
adlgpsum Hehed moremoney inthe Sl lex thenany threedf the others, except Adriaan de Ruyter—and if he
went back, his creditorswould est him dive.

“Mogt of us—I’'m not speaking for myself or Roger—could stay out of jail. Some of us could even get
jobs. I doutatif any of uswould adudly darveto desth. But evary cat any of ushesisinthisship. If wewart it beck, herés
wherewe Il haveto get it.”

SylviaDavock could get ajob. So could Luther and Lourengo. Maybe Karl Zahanov could get
command of aship, again, though he was pretty old for that. Reginald Fitzurse would have hisarmy
pension. Nancy could get her old job back—but she had put every cent she had in-herited from her
mother into Stellar Explorations to escape that job.

Andif hewent back, therewasawarant wating for imfrom the Federation Member Republic of Venus. That
was standard procedure. If you got voted out of office, they indicted you for corrupt practices. There
were no other kind in Venusian palitics.

“All right; for the record do | hear amotion that we land on this planet?’ he asked.

Almagro moved; Dave MacDonald, the scout, hunter and naturaist, seconded. Luther Smith tried to
shovein an amendment forbidding hostilities againgt the people of theplanet. Thet brought Fitzursetohisfed, his
mouthtigtunder his gray mustache.

“No, You' ve dl made me responsible for landing oper-ations; I’ m not taking down alanding party to



have them massacred becauise my hands are tied by instructions not to use firearms. I’ ve seen that
happen before. Let’ s vote on the motion as presented and seconded.”

It passed. Zahanov wanted to know what Fitzurse wanted done first.

“We know that thisis, roughly, a Terra-type planet,” Fitzurse said. “We do not know, however, that it
will sup-part Taranlife Y ggdrasl isinhabited, andthe Taranod-onists there till have to et hydroponic
vegetables and carniculture mest. For dl we know, the animd life here may be slicone instead of
carbon-hydrogen. The water may be deuterium-oxygen instead of hydrogen-oxygen. Or there may be
fata dlergens. And Charley can tell you about some of the micro-organism possihilities.

“Thefirg thing will be to make smdll-party landings, on the gpparently uninhabited continents—and
keep the ad-verb firmly in mind; you can’t see everything through atelescope, and the woods may befull
of characters who throw spearsfirst and yell halt afterward. Then, after we have satisfied ourselves about
the chemistry, biology and so forth, we will make alanding in force to contact the inhabitants. Thiswill
not be anywhere near that big city at theforks of theriver. Wewill land in some isolated district where
newswill not be likely to leak out too quickly, and we will try to ingratiate ourselves with the people
there, learn the language, and find out dl we can about the cus-toms, religion, leve of technology, socid
organization, and, above dl, the power situation. | don’t mean your kind, Lourengo,” hetold the nuclear
engineer. “I mean who ruleswhom and how. Y ou agree, Roger? The actual making of contact will be
your job.”

He nodded. “We certainly don’t want to go blundering into some roya court and wading up to our
necksinto some high leve faction-fight without knowing what it’ sal about. Not in the middle of abig
city. We don't have enough machine gun ammunition for that.”

“Heré saplacel’d had in mind.” Fitzurse put on one of the projection screens. “ Thisis three hundred
power telephoto a two hundred miles.”

ltwesawideautivated velley, hemmedin by mountainson three sides; two smal riversflowed in at one end
from opposite directionsto form alarger stream. There was atown, and something like a castle on the
point of aridge overlooking it. The distance was till too greet for details, but it looked feudal—Ilord's
castle, market-town, peasant villages, farms; self-contained and gpart from everything else. It reminded
him of pictures he had seen of Switzer-land and the Tyrol before the Atomic Wars.

“I think so, Fitz,” he said. “1t looks like just the place for usto stay for awhile, till we' reready to
movein on the big city. Which way isnorth, in the picture?

“At thetop. It'son thewest of the big river valey.” He nodded. There was aroad going north, beyond
the juncture of the two smaller streams; it crossed the moun-tains at a pass guarded by another castle. He
wondered if that were held by the lord of what he was beginning to think of as*our” valey. If nat,
mightn’t it be held by an enemy? Better not mention that possibility in Luther Smith’ s hearing.

It was another road, rutted and dusty, that entered “our” valley from the east; five hundred yards up
the dope, it emerged from the woods into a broad meadow. The grassbeside it grew dmost waist high,
topped with slvery plumesthat rippled ceasdlesdy in the wind. Real wind; not fan-stirred ship air
recycled thousands of times. And there was a blue sky above, peopled with rolypoly white clouds, and a
strange fragrance everywhere. It was all wonderful, after four years of the sedled sted world of the
Sellex, and six airless, waterless, poisonous and oth-erwise abominable planets. But aday and a half
here, and nothing...

He turned back to the camp—the seventy foot ova landing-craft, with the marquee-tent in front of it
and thelorries and aircars on either sde—and as he did, a couple of the others shouted his name. They
had all left what they had been doing and were crowding in front of the screen tuned to the pickup on the
arjeep in which Dave Mac-Donald and Arthur Muramoto were on watch.

“They have something,” Reginad Fitzurse told him as he hurried over. “Mounted party—Dave calsit
caval ry—about twenty, coming up the road on the other side. He has the pickup at top magnification and
centered on astretch of clear road.”

Karl Zahanov wastaking into the screen to the ship, telling Adriaan de Ruyter. Luther Smith was
fussing with the photo reproducer on the jeep screen. Then Arthur Muramoto, who must have been using



the binoculars, gave ayell from the screen-spesker.

“I can seetheir dust; be dong in acouple of minutes. Get set for them.”

Then, briefly, the caval cade gppeared and passed. The mounts were ungainly things, with bovine heads
and short, sumpy legs, he was surprised at their speed until he remembered having seen dachshunds run.
These things had the same sort of gait, their short legs blurring till they dmogt looked likewheds Onedf the
ridasworeascale cloak and awide plumed hat. The others were in armor, either back-and-breast
cuirasses or mail hauberks or plated brigandines, and they wore conical helmets and red-and-blue
shoulder capes, and all carried long straight swords. A few had lances; the rest were armed with what
looked like muskets.

Then they were out of sight, and the view shifted to an-other stretch of open road, and Arthur
Muramoto' s voice, from the screen-spesker, estimated ten minutestill they reached it. Luther Smith
began getting photoprints out of the dot at the bottom of the screen and passing them to the others.
Nancy Patterson took one.

“Why, they’re human!”

If they weren't, they’ d passfor it. Humanoid form, of course, was to be expected in any sapient race,
with vari-ations—the hairy, dog-faced Thorans, the faunlike Lokians, the grotesque but upright and biped
natives of Y ggdrasil. In this case, the variation wasn't noticegble, but Charley Clifford wasagtickler.

“Humanoid,” he corrected. “Homaoform, gpproaching tenth degree. But ther€ Il be al kinds of interna
differ-ences, of course.”

“Y ou can cdl them cavdry if you want to, Dave; I'll go dong withiit,” Fitzurse said. “ They’ re better
than anything | ever saw.”

All the mounted warriors he had ever seen had been Eurasian barbarians of North Terra, the human
debris of the Atomic Wars, againgt whom he had campaigned to protect the reclamation projects. He
began wondering, audibly, what sort of gunsthey had, and if there weren't pistol-hol sters on the saddles.

“All right, watch for them!” Muramoto called, and L u-ther Smith went back to the screen and took
the button-cord for the photoprinter.

They had a better view, thistime. Details were clearer, and the riders on the short-legged, broad-tailed
animaslooked even more human. They were light-skinned and fair; most of them had blond or reddish
beards. Almagro became excited.

“The onein thered cloak; that'sawoman!”

That could be imagination; Almagro’sran in that direc-tion. The prints weren't positive evidence either
way; the cloak and the wide-brimmed hat hid too much. Fitzurse wassurethegunswearemuzadoadars
proelly flindocks

“All right, we'll givethem afire-power demondration,” hesaid. “You al know the drill. Roger, you'd
better take over from here”

Lourenco Narvaes and Nancy Patterson went to the other airjeep, Nancy at the controls and
Lourenco at the twin 15-mm machine guns. Everybody who wasn't wear-ing a pistol put one on and
everybody got arifle except Charley Clifford, who had a portable machine gun. They formed alinein
front of the camp, with the jegp on the right and Charley on the left. He and Fitzurse took their position
dightly front and center. Katherine Gower, at the screen, was giving ingtructions to the jeep at the top of
the mountain.

Then theriders came out into the meadow, bunching at fird andthenfomingalined thar ovn, withthered
doekin themiddle. Fitzurse raised the binoculars dung around hisnedk.

“Gad, itisawoman,” he said. “Beauty, too.” He started to lift the sStrap over his head, then let go of it
and undung hisrifle. “Herethey come,” he said.

Theline stirred; the red-and-blue-pennoned lances came down; the musketeers rested the forestocks
of their weapons on their bridle-arms. Then the woman in the red cloak flung up her right hand, held it
raised for amoment, and then swung it down and forward. The line advanced, first at awalk and then at
adow dope. Haf way to the camp, they were at full speed, and the woman was lifting along pistol from
her saddle-bow. He brought hisrifle to hisshouder, amingfifty fest over theheedsof thedrarging cavary.

“Ready!” Hewaited till they were a scant hundred yards away. “ Three rounds; firel”



Therifle-butt punched his shoulder, and then punched it twice again. Other rifles banged, and the light
machine gun chattered, stopped, and chattered again. Then the woman in the cloak flung up her right
hand, the gold mountings of her pistol glinting, and pulled her mount back ontoitsflat beaverliketail. The
wholeline piled up bedkward astheairjegprosedightly, whizzed pegtinfront of them, and then turned. Its
15-mm’ s chugged and the bullets cut a swath through the grass. Then, before the woman and her troop
could turn to flee, the other jeep, now directly behind them at a couple of hundred feet, fired awarning
burst.

Angrily, the woman pushed her pistol back into its hol-ster, said something to aman with adrawn
sword beside her, and sat staring at them defiantly.

He handed hisrifleto Fitzurse, who dung it, and went forward, hisright hand raised in what was a
peace-sign on Terra, Thor and Loki and ought to be one here. She was abeauty; hardly more than agir,
he guessed. He stopped twenty feet from her, lowered his hand, and bowed. She said somethingin a
sharp, demanding voice. He smiled at her and asked her if she' d ever thought of going into telemovies.
She spoke again—different intonation, probably different language. He shook hishead and replied from
the lliad inthe origind. She said something exasperated and quite possibly unladylike.

“Let’ sstop thisfoolishness,” he said. Then he pointed to her and raised one finger. He pointed to the
men on either sde of her and raised three fingers. Then he dis-mounted from an imaginary—whatever
they were—and pointed back to the striped canopy in front of the landing-craft, and pantomimed sitting
down, pouring from abottle, and drinking healths, wondering if that was one of their cugoms Apparatly it
wes thegi amiled, jeked her chintoward her right shoulder in what looked like anod, and spoke to the man
beside her.

He and one or two others began raising objections. That convinced her that it was agood idea;
kicking her feet out of the stirrups, she sprang to the ground, tossing her reinsto one of the troopers, and
darted to unbuckle abet on which she carried an unfeminindly heavy and servicesble degog.

“No! No!” He stopped her with a gesture and signed that sheshould kegp thewegpon, touching thebutt of the
10-mm Colt-Argentine automatic on his own belt. She smiled and nodded again. That made sense; an
armed host should not expect his gueststo disarm.

The man to whom she had first spoken—big and braany, withagraying yelow beard and agilded breegt-plate
whose nicks and bullet-splashes showed that it wasn't ornamental—dismounted and beckoned to two
musketeers, who dung their wegpons and got to the ground. Therewasagenard dismountingdongthelineasthe
girl and her three companions went over to the mar-quee

They sat down at atrestle-table which was provided with screens and recorders and writing and
sketching eguipment and abladkboard. Wing, or & leedt fameanted gppl e-j ui ce, was poured. A five gallon jug of
the hydroponic hard cider, to which ahaf-galon of pure medica acohol had been added, was sent out
to the troopers. They dsetledthepoint thet thebiochemidry of thisplanet was entirely Terra-type, and any people
who had gotten asfar as castles, riding animals and firearms must surdly havedsoovered famentation
mennaredogtheway.

It appeared that they had. They al drank with obvious pleesre auprised a thecodnessof thedrink. Bvidently
they hadn’t gotten asfar asrefrigeration. Then, after evarybody hed drunk evarybody d<8 shedth, they settled
doantolanguegeleaming.

He touched himsdlf on the breast and said, “Me.” He tgpped Ftzurseontheches and sad, “ You,” goeskingto
himdredly. Ftzurserepegted it to Charley Cliffard, who pessad it onto Margaret Hale whoreumediit to paint of origin.
Heturned to the girl, touched himself again, and sidt

“Me Roger Barron. You?’

“MeRylla-dad-Hostigos,” she said. “Rylla-dad-Hostigos tsan vovaro. Roger Barron dom
vovaron.”

That was picking it up smartly enough. There were in-troductions. The man with the graying beard and
the battlemarred cuirass was Chartiphon. He didn’t bother trying to remember the names of the other
two; the audiovisud camerahad them. They went on from there. Some of it involved moving pictures,
they startled the newcomersonly at first. After dl, if people had things that went up off the ground and
gunsthat kept on shooting, why shouldn’t they have pictures that moved and talked like live? More was



done on the blackboard or on sketch-pads, or acted out. The girl thought it was fun. When she wasn't
trying to keep an imperious expression on her face, she waslovely. She had atilty little nose and agolden
dusting of freckles aorossit.

Chartiphon and one of the musketeers tagged dong faithfully. The third man dropped out, and he and
Fitzurse began examining each other’ swegpons. Finaly they strolled off to have a shooting-match
between a 7-mm Sterberg and one of the big flintlocks.

“Place you come; where?’ the girl wasfinaly ableto ak.

“Place name Terra; much far,” hetold her. “No word for say.”

She gave one of her peopl€ sjerky nods. “Me place Hostigos.” She pointed to the west and said
something complicated

“Pacefar?

She grimaced and made a spread-fingered clawing ges-ture in front of her face. That wasjust what
she had been trying to tell him. Then she caught up one of the saven-color pens she had learned to use
and bent over a sketch-pad. First, alance, with ared-and-blue pennon; she gave him the word for that.
Then numbers. Their numeration was something like the Roman system—dashesfor digitsfrom oneto
four, ahaf-circlefor five, and acirclefor ten. Circle with stroke acrossit, fifty; circle with cross, a
hundred. A lance was the unit of measurement, about ten feet, and a hundred lances were agreat-lance;
the prefix was hos-. It figured that she was about forty miles from home. One of thefirst blessngs of
Terran culture to be showered on these people would be Arabic numeration, he decided.

Hetook her to the other trestle-table, where the map Lourenco and L uther and Margaret Hale had
been mak-ing from air photos was thumbtacked out, hoping that she knew what amap was. Shedid. As
soon as she saw it, she clapped her hands ddlightedly and began babbling in ex-citement. After she
became coherent, she began pointing things out, naming them.

Thewhole of “our” valley was Hostigos. So was the town beside the river; the castle on theridge
overlooking it was Tarr-Hostigos. It was her home. She went back to the other table and sat down with
apen, and thistime she drenv twolitlepidures unmidskegdly if inddicatdy mes-culine and feminine. Evidently
prudery wasn't one of the loca shortcomings. She connected them with ahorizonta line, dropped a
vertica line from the femae symboal, and drew another symbal likeit.

“Me, Rylla,” she said. Then she pointed to the male symbol above. “Ptosphes.” Hewas
something-or-other—prince, duke, lord—of Hostigos. She drew asmall stylized flame around the
mother-symbol and made an equally stylized sound of lamentation. These people cre-mated their deed;
her father, Prince Ptosphes of Hostigos, was awidower.

And they’ d hoped to catch some wandering peddier or something of the sort for their first contact!

He touched the mark that represented the other castle, at the mountain-passto the north.

“ThisHogtigos?’

“No! Nostor!” shereplied. “Belong Prince Gormoth.”

She used another word, and to explain it grimaced fe-rocioudly and drew her dagger in athreatening
manner. The word would be enemy. He and Reginad Fitzurse ex-changed glances.

“You go Tarr-Hostigos now?’ he asked.

“We go Tarr-Hostigos, make talk Prince Ptosphes.”

“Y ou, me, me peo-ple, you people, dl go Tarr-Hogtigos.” He pointed to the contragravity vehicles.
“All go up, high; go Tarr-Hostigos fad”

Her eyeswidened in wonder. “Me? Go up? High?” She pointed to the sky, and then bent, looking
down. “See everything, like map?’ Then she turned to her bearded henchman Chartiphon and began
babbling excitedly agan

As soon as Chartiphon understood what she was say-ing, he began protesting. Even the two
musketeers joined him, and they al shouted objections. The girl shouted back at them, banging asmdll
and shapely but very firm fist on the table. She must have been taunting them with being afraid; the
objections now became indignant deni-as. Findly she turned to him.

“Weadl go Tarr-Hostigosin sky-things,” shetold him.

Chartiphon and the two musketeers went to break the news to the rank-and-file. For amoment, it



looked like amutiny in the making. Then they came over, someto help ga thecampthingsinothelanding-arait
andtheres leed-ing the mounts—they were oukry, plurad the same as sin-gular—to be put aboard.

It had been just as wonderful as she had imagined—everything spread out below like amap, but real
instead of pictures on parchment. It had been the most wonderful thing in her whole life, and she wished
that it could have gone on for hours. There had been alittle trouble, &t first, when they cameto the castle;
everybody saw the sky-things and Chartiphon’ s son, Harmakros, had manned the walls and fired a
warning shot with one of the cannon. She had been afraid that there would be more shooting and that
the—the Terrans—would shoot back. But the Terrans had another wonder, alittle thing she could hold
in her hand, that made her voice so loud that she could cal down from above and everybody in
Tarr-Hostigos heard her. So they had come down safely into the great enclosurein front of the citadd,
and there had been no shooting.

But much excitement. Her father and Xentos and Har- mekrosme theminfront of themainatadd geteway,
at-ing as though somebody came down from the sky to visit them every day, shewas clearly proud of
how camly they behaved, but the castle-folk went almost crazy. Harmak-ros got forty or fifty
infantrymen to push them back with pikestaves and musket-butts, and the score of cavarymen of her
escort got their oukry unloaded and helped. Finally things got alittle quiet.

She had to help her father, using the few words of the Terrans' language she had learned and the
words of her language that she knew they had learned, and her father made them welcometo
Tarr-Hostigos, and sent Harmak-ros off to show them to rooms in the keep.

And now, at last, she and Chartiphon and her father and Xentoswere alonein her father’ slittle
work-chamber.

Chartiphon sat down heavily, and then remembered to take off his helmet and his sword-belt.

“Wine, for thelove of Dralm!” he said, and when Xen-tos poured him acup, he emptied it at agulp.
“I have never been more afraid in dl my life, not even when we fought the Dazouri a Sykrys And this
crazy daughter of yoursthought it wasdl fun!”

“Butitwed Father, itwas—itwas—" Eveninhear ownlanguage, she had no words for how wonderful it had
ben

“Chartiphon, our Ryllaisgill upinthe sky,” her father said, and he wastruly smiling, evenif it was
only awan ghogt of hisold smile. “Till she gets back on the ground, you' d better tell me about it.”

Chartiphon thought for amoment, and then began to tell how they had seen the strangers camped by
the road, and thought that they might be Nostori, and how she had taken command and arrayed the
little troop for a charge. And then he went on to tell what had happened.

“What could we do?’ he asked. “They held our lives between thumb and finger; they could have
wiped us out inlesstimethen| goeek of it. But they wanted to paey. Itis my thought that they seek to be
friends”

“Butwhet dothey want of us?” her father asked. “ Andwhere do they come from?”’

“Astowherethey comefrom, they sy itisaplacecaled Terra, and that it is very far. It may be that they want
to trade with us, or they may be exiles seeking ahome. Or they may be scouts ahead of agreat army.”

“Inthat case, we had better make friends with them quidkly,” Xentossdd. “Andhopethet Gamath of
Nestor doesn't.”

Theamilecamebeck tohe fathe’ sfece “Tdl meabout these guns of theirs, Chartiphon.”

“They have smdl ones, haf as heavy as our muskets, whichlcedtenshatsat atimeandfireasfad esthe
tigoeris pulled. They have pistolsthat load with twelve shots. They havegunsalitieheavier trenmuskes ad
guslikesmal cannon, that shoot very fast, ah-ah-ah-ah-ah! Aslong asthetrigger isheld back.”

He opened his belt-pouch and got out two brass tubes, aslongasanedt her fingars nedked likewinebatties
Onewas empty; the other had a pointed metal cork. He handed them acrossto her father.

“| solethese,” Chartiphon admitted. “1 had to; | was afraid of making them suspiciousif | asked for
them, and | wanted you to see them. These are what they load the guns with. The pointed thing isthe
bullet; thefire-seed is ingde andtharemud besomehing likeahit of flintingde too, to make the spark. Look at
the empty one; you can see where something in the gun punched it. Every time the gunsfire, one of the



empty holdersfliesout of it, and anew oneis put into the barrel. | think they use the kick of the gun to do
that,” he added, as though he had just thought of it.

Her father looked at the brass things and nodded. “ That could be.” He thought for amoment “If they
would use their weaponsto help us, we could laugh at Gormoth, and Sarrask wouldn’t even be worth
that. The question is, would they?’

“If they were here as our guests when Gormoth in-vades, they’ d have to help usto defend
themsdves,” Chartiphon said.

“I think they will help us, anyhow,” she said. “I don’'t know what they want here, but | think they want
to be our friends.” Shefet hersdf amiling. “And the onewho is called Roger likesme. He doesn't realize
it yet, but he will”

“Princess!” Chartiphon was shocked.

“I think Ryllalikesthe Terran caled Roger,” her father said. “It isto be seen in her face when she
Speaks about hm”

And now, as her face warmed, she knew that what was to be seen on it was ablush.

“But we must learn their language,” Xentos said. “We can't tell them about our troubles until we do.”

“They’ll learn oursfirst. They are very good at learning languages,” Chartiphon said. “Injust ashort
while, they were able to talk to us. Princess, tell them about the pic-tures that move and talk.”

“Oh, yes!” And then she remembered the wonderful thing that Roger had given her, the sllver thing that
wrote like apen, in black and red and blue and dl the colors. “But let me show you this, first...”

The roomsto which they had been conducted were at the top of the keep, on the east Sde. The outer
wallswere twelve feet thick, pierced with loopholes big enough for aman to stand in and narrowing to
apertures six inches by afoot. On the other side, wide arches gave onto a ba cony, covered with
flowering vines, above agarden in acentral court. There was no window-glass, and the fireplaces had an
unused look. Evidently it never got cold here.

The horde of servantswho had helped ingtal them had gaped in amazement at the contragravity skids
on which they had floated their belongings up from the landing-craft, and then departed reluctantly. So, a
few minutes later, had the young officer in the gilded armor—his name was Harmakros, and hewasold
Chartiphon’s son—and now they were done. They had a screen up and tuned to thedhip; acondof them
waeinfrontdfit, tdling Adieende Ruyter and Lisette Krull and Sylvia Davock about the castle and their
reception there.

He strolled out on the bal cony and found Reginad Fitzurse and Nancy Peatterson looking down into
the garden.

“Well, thiswas much better than we expected,” he said.

“Yes,” Fitzurse agreed. “1 thought we' d have to spend aday or so convincing some backwoods
farmer that we weren't realy horrible mongters. | think you made rather an impression on the young
lady.”

“Iwish| could bealitiemoresureof whet we vegatteninto,” Nancy said.

“Ah. Y ou were another who thought we were spending too much money on armament, when we
were outfitting. Beginning to wish we' d have two or three times as much to spend, now?’

She looked a him sharply. “ Are you getting that, too?’” she asked.

“I got that the second little Ryllaformed up her troop and charged us. Around here, stranger equals
enemy; hit them before they hit you.”

“And this castle; these walls, and al these cannon,” Nancy said. “Y ou know, | doubt if there are more
than twenty thousand peoplein thiswhole vdley, and the ag-riculture, or what | saw of it fromtheair, is
the mogt primitive sort. Y et there are at |east two hundred soldiers, completely nonproductive, here at
the castle. They wouldn't keep that many in idlenessif they didn’'t haveto.”

“That’sonly afraction of them,” Fitzursesaid. 1 saw closeto athousand infantry drilling in the fields
up theriver, when we were coming in. And look how promptly they got the walls manned and got of that
warning shot, when they sghted us.”

And Prince Whoozis of Whatzit, who holds the castle a the mountain-pass; he thought of the



professondly trained manner in which Ryllahandled her big dagger to convey theidea of enmity. If she'd
redly had himin front of her—

“I’ve been thinking about that. Let’sdon’t mention it around Luther or Sylviaor Charley, it would only
gart another infernal argument, but all this red-carpet treat-ment may be on account of our potential
vaueasdlies”

“Oh, heavens, | hope not!” Nancy said. “We don’t want to get mixed up in any wars.”

“Not without knowing what they’ re dl about,” Fitzurse agresd.

He and the retired soldier exchanged glances past Nancy. People who want allies make tresties with
them. Stellar explorations, Ltd., needed atreaty with somebody. Talk that over later in private. There
was likely to be aserious divison on policy.

They drolled into the big room where the screen was. Karl Zahanov wastalking to de Ruyter,
promising to get arelief ship-watch up as soon as possible. Charley Clifford, in the middle of agroup
sampling the wine the servants had | eft, was pontificating:

“No, we smply mustn’t spesk of them as*human;’ that isreserved for Homo sapiensterra. They're
sapient beings, so we can cdl them people, but they are utterly dien to us, descended from a different
though remarkably pardld line of evolution. Wejust can't cal them human.”

Phooie! He'd call them human, any day. Then another thought suddenly burgeoned within him. He' d
go further than that. He' d be quite willing to cdl Prince Ptosphes fatha-irHaw.

The feast had Sarted at dusk and lasted until well past midnight. They knew, from the tests made by
SylviaDavock and Lisette Krull and Charley Clifford and Katherine Gower, that the food of the planet
was edible by Terrans, without ddfidendesal any essantid vitiminesor tracede ments. Properly cooked, it was
aso delicious. Now, with the sun beginning to peep levely through the eastern loopholes, their quarters
had been invaded by a posse of servant-girlswith breakfast. It was an informal medl; they sat on
cushions on the floor, with the bowls of steaming food and the baskets of fruit and pots of hot spicy teain
front of them. Nancy wondered if the ancestors of these people hadn’t been nomads, accustomed to
egting on the ground around campfires.

They weretalking about a name for the planet. They’ d need oneto file discovery clam, and even
among them-selvesthey couldn’t go on cdling it Eta Stdllex 11, or “this planet.”

“What do the people here cal it?” somebody asked.

“They don’t know it isaplanet,” Karl Zahanov said. “1 was talking—well, sketching and making
sgns—with thisold fellow Xentos. He took meto the castle library and showed me amap of what he
cdled ‘Everything.” The south-central part of this continent, arough circle, with sea dl aroundit. | tiedto
showhmwha addlar sygemwas | don't think he understood. We hadn’t enough idea-words in common.”

That would correct itself. Nancy Petterson was worried.

“Wadl, you know, he' s some sort of apriest,” she said. “On this culture-level, cosmology’ s part of the
reigion. Youmight havebesncommitiingdl kindsof saailegeand heresy.”

Julio Almagro was watching a couple of the servant-girls, shapely and lightly-clad.

“Pity Venusisaplanet dready,” he said. “How about Aphrodite?’

Zahanov passed hishand in front of hisface in the neg-ative gesture he was teaching himsdif to use.

“The Agtrographic Commission won't accept Helleno-Roman names for anything outside the Sol
System. They prefer names from Norse mythology, aslong asthey last.”

Somebody mentioned that Freya was the Norse Venus. Zahanov jerked his chin at hisright shoulder.

“Freya sgood. The Chartered Freya Company,” he said experimentdly.

“We haven't been chartered, yet,” Fitzurse mentioned. “We still have to get atreaty from somebody.”

“I think we can get one from Ptosphes.”

“Of course, there’ sthe question of just how sovereign heis, here,” Lourenco Narvaes said. “I know,
he has an army, but he may be just aminor nobleman in something kig”

Luther Smith wasn't thinking about that. “Look what we can give these people,” he said. “Air
trangportation. Nuclear power. Telecast communication. Even take some of the minor things, like
refrigeration, or paper and print-ing. . .”



Almagro took his eyes from the two girls—the two Freyan girls—and threw his bucket of cold water.

“If you think we re going to transform this planet with what we have here, think again, he advised.
“Wewould need four or five shiploads of equipment, and fifty to ahundred technicians and engineers,
just for agtart. What we have is one ship that should have been junked ten years ago, Adriaan’ s yacht,
and acouple of million solsin debts”

“If we get a charter, we can float acompany, and then we' Il have credit,” Zahanov said.

“Y ou can't float acompany just by waving a charter and yelling, ‘ Lookit, we gottaplanet!’ If Freya
weren't inhab-ited, yes. Anybody will invest in a colonization company. But there are too many
restrictionsto colonizing an inhab-ited planet, and investors don't like that. What we' |l haveto do isfind
something on this planet that can be sold on Terraat a profit after space-freight costs, and space-freight
costsare murder.”

“Wadll, there sthistea,” Dave MacDonad said, lifting the cup in hishand. “| had a helluva hangover,
thismorn-ing, and one cup yanked meright out of it. Coffeeisn’t in it with this stuff.”

“Sure,” Almagro agreed. “In acouple of years, wée'll be shipping it dl over the Federation—if we'rein
business then. But you can't start an interstellar company on anew luxury-tam Toodhancy; thebigmoney
won'trisk it. Weneed something with an existing demand. Remember, thefirst thing we haveto sl is
stock.”

They were il talking about that when one of the girls came over.

“You... want... more?’ she asked bashfully, in pre-cise Lingua Terra

Nobody did. She and her companion began gathering up empty bowlsand things. A little later
Chartiphon’ s son, Harmakros, came in. He saw Nancy Peatterson firgt of al, and they smiled at each
other. Harmakros had been es-pecidly attentive to Nancy at the feast.

“You... dl... deep... good?’ he asked.

“Yes, thank you,” Roger told him, in his own language. “ Sieep good. Good thingsfor egt, this daylight;
much good.”

“Much happy.” He spoke to one of the girls, and she went out. “Rylla, Xentos, come: We make talk.”

They madetalk, al that day and for daysto come. Mostly it was with Ryllaand Xentosand
Hamakros, sometimes Chartiphon and, seeming to snatch the time from an end-less press of other affairs,
Ptosphes. Luther Smith and Lourenco Narvaes went back to the Stellex to relieve de Ruyter and the
girls, and thereafter joined the language classes by screen. Words for things or acts that could be doan;
thing-and-act combintionwords wordsfor idess and for ideas about ideas. Sentence structure, and gram-mar.
It was surprising how little grammar was needed to convey meaning, and how much trouble alittle
knowledge of grammar could make.

The language, they found, was called Sodti; it was spo-ken dl over theriver-valey system to which the
Freyan civilization was confined. They learned the names of theriver and itstributaries, and of the cities
and their rulers. There were asurprisng number of princely realms and sovereignties, and this bothered
Nancy Patterson. It wasn't what the culture pattern indicated.

The civilization was an ancient one; the language was uniform, and the culture and the economy unified.
These waeawalikepaope thenddemenwesfird of dl awar-rior. Then why hadn’t there been conquests and,
long ago, asingle empire? Apparently there never had been. Three great kingdoms existed in an areano
larger than the Mis-9ssippi Valey on Terra, each aloose collection of minor princedoms. Prince
Ptosphes, for instance, was anomina subject of King Kaiphranos, at Harphax, the big city at the forksof
theriva—hiskingdomwascdled HosHaphax—and so were the neighboring princes of Nostor to the north
and Sask to the south. There was aways trouble between Ptosphes and Gormoth of Nostor, and there
was talk of impending open war, which disturbed Luther Smith and Sylvia Davock. What bothered
Nancy was not being able to understand the situation. These kings should long ago have established their
authority in their respective king-doms, and then wars among them should have unified the whole
civilization into oneempire.

The language-learning gradually spread out from the big room at the top of the keep. Karl Zahanov
and Adriaan de Ruyter spent alot of time with Xentosin his study. Ar-thur Muramoto and Dave



MacDondd and Margaret Hale wereusdly intheshop of thecadlearmorer, or thebladk-smith, or the carpenter.
Julio Almagro, a horseman on Terra, haunted the stables. Charley Clifford found a professona brother
in the castle heder, who had his dis-pensary and surgery across from the guardroom inside the main
gate. And of course Reginad Fitzurse and Chartiphon became amost inseparable.

“Y ou know, they never invented the socket bayonet here,” Fitzurse said. “ They have to mix pikemen
and ha-berdierswith their infantry musketeers. So | just invented it for them; now every infantryman can
have amusket. Troubleis, every one hasto beindividudly fitted; it's only an accident when you find two
musket-barrels with the same outside diameter at the muzzle. Take ayear and ahdf to get them dl
fitted.”

Hewas surprised, too, at the muskets. They were, he said, dmost exactly like gunshe'd seenin
museums in Cape Town and Johannesburg, which had been used in the Grest Trek.

“Wall, that’ slike the physical resemblance of the peopleto Terran humans,” Charley said. “You
wouldn't claim, would you, that some Boers had their oxcartsfitted with Dillinghams, and trekked out
here to Freyawith their guns? No; if you have black powder and no percussion cgs thereareonly afew
waysinwhichyoucangetfiretothe charge in the barrel, and aflintlock’ s the smplest and best way to do it.
Well, environmenta conditions being the same here and on Terra, the same physica structure isthe most
efficient for arace of sgpient beings.”

Charley’ sindgstence on the non-humanity of Freyanswas getting atrifle tiresome, especidly when one
isthink-ing, a the moment, of atilty little nose with adusting of golden freckles acrossit.

“Charley, have you found one characteristic among these people that differentiates them from us?’ he
asked. “Do they differ from any of us more than afull-blooded Mongoloid differs from afull-blooded
Negroid or Cauca-sait?

“Wadll, no,” Clifford grudged. “But they can’t be hu-man! They evolved here on Freya; there sno
genetic con-nection at al between them and us.”

Hewastrying very hard to be convincing. Maybe it was ChalesCliffard, M.D., whom hewesredly trying to
corvvinoe

They sat together in adouble chair, just wide enough to be comfortably and agreeably close. Her
golden head was bent over the notepad, and somehow his arm had man-aged to get up on her shoulder.
Whenit had, she' d only snuggled allittle closer.

“Thisismy name” desad “ Sae nr-ih lll-eh, Rylla”

Two characters—they wrote from the bottom of the page up—each with alittle dingbat like an
accent-mark. Phonetic-syllabic; he' d been afraid of having to learn athousand or so ideographs, or hire
some scribe of ques-tionederdidality.

“And hereisyours.” She switched from blueto red for that. “ See. Rrr-oh. Djjj. Eh-rrr.”

The accent-mark things were the vowels; you put them under the consonants when they preceded and
over when they followed. Thislooked like an easy alphabet to learn.

“And hereisyours, in our writing.” Hedid it in block capitds; time enough to go into upper and lower
case when she had learned the letters. “ Thisis R-y-1-1-a”

Shelooked at it in mock-horror, and then laughed.

“That—me?’ she demanded in Lingua Terra. “But so many letters. And it goeson itsside, and the
wrong way.” She made the funny clawing gesturein front of her face, which seemed to convey complete
bafflement. “I will never learn thid”

“Oh, you'vejust had it, for now. Let’ stake abreak.”

“Take?' She made agrasping gesture. “Break?’ She sngpped something imaginary with her fingers.
“Bresk what?’

“Throw itin. Timeout,” he told her. “ Stop this now and do something ese.”

“Yes!” Shejumped up and caught one of hishandsin both of hers. “Let us take a break inthe
flower-and-grass place. The garden.”

“Good. Or would you rather take aridein anaircar?” He knew what the answer to that would be. As
they went out, Nancy Petterson, trying to teach Harmakros the Arabic numeration and the importance of



afigurefor ab-solutely nothing at al, waved to them. Another Terro-Freyan romance sprouting;
somebody esewouldn't listen to Charley Clifford.

The big policy debate started as soon as Karl Zahanov and Margaret Hale went up to relieve L uther
and Laurence on ship-watch. It wasn't that L uther wanted to make trouble; he’ d just come to some
conclusions the correct-ness of which he was positive. That was usua with ided-ids

Inthefirst place, he wanted them dl to leave Tarr-Hostigos and go to Harphax. He' d heard, like
everybody else, of the trouble between Ptosphes and Gormoth of Nostor, and he wanted to be out of
Hogtigos before awar started. Again, it would have been easy to do Luther an injustice. Hewasn't a
coward; he just thought al wars were wrong and he didn’t want any part in one. Then, he wanted to start
immediate trading operations. He and L ourengo and, by screen, Zahanov, had designed a hundred and
fifty foot freighter with awooden hull, which could be built by local |abor and lifted with one of the
heavy-duty contragravity generators. It looked more like a cantilever bridge than an airframe, but he
estimated afive hundred ton payload and an airspeed of ahundred and fifty mph.

“Wedl admit we have to find something we can sdl on Terra,” he argued. “Wewon't find it Stting
around here, and the best way we can learn about the products of this planet will be by
trading-voyages.”

Nobody denied that. What Barron couldn’t see was the necessity of leaving Hostigos, especiadly when
things were just getting good with him and Rylla. And he could see agreat many objectionsto amoveto
Harphax.

“Wedlill don't knowwhet thingsarelikethere Wedan'tknow what powerful established trading interests
we' d come into conflict with, and neither do we know how soon this King Kaiphranos would get envious
of usand try to grab our ship, not redlizing that it wouldn’t do him any good after he got it. We don't
have that to worry about here.”

“Well, can we trust Ptogphes?’ Luther countered. “ He' s been very hospitable so far, but—"

“We cantrust him,” Fitzurse said. “We could wipe thiswhole castle garrison out at the first act of
treachery, and he knowsit. We couldn’t defend ourselves effectively in the middie of acouple of
hundred thousand peoplein Harphax. Trade there, yes. But keep our base here.”

“We gtill need atreaty. | think we can get one from Ptosphes; a better treaty than we could get from
Kaphra-nos, at least now.”

‘Wdll, Kaiphranosis Ptosphes sovereign; atreaty with asubject prince wouldn’t be as good asa
treaty from the king. | doubt if Ptogphes has enough sovereignty to give us atreaty the Federation
Colonid Office would accept,” Luther argued.

“Y ou know why we can get atreaty from Ptosphes? He needs our help in case Gormoth of Nostor
invades him. If King Kaiphranos hasn't enough sovereignty to keep his subject princes from making war
on one another, he doesn’t have enough sovereignty outside the city of Harphax to make atreaty with.”

“That' s another thing!” Luther began clamoring. “I’ ve heard about that, too. That' swhy | want usto
get out of here, before we get caught in the middle of awar.”

Therewas, he had long ago learned, oneinfalible wegpon againgt theidedlist, and that was moral
indigna-tion

“Y ou mean, you want usto tell Ptogphes it was nice knowing him and thanks for everything, and then
run out on him when he needs help?’ he demanded. “ Abandon him and his people to massacre and
endavement? Maybe you could do that and still respect yourself; be damned if | could.”

“Yes: | thought | wasthe business-is-business guy, and Luther wastheidedist,” Almagro put in. “If
that’ sided-ism, I ll take aplate of hash.”

“And haveyou any idea,’ Fitzurse asked, “what effect a shameful desertion like that would have on
our prestige? Why, no Freyan would ever trust any Terran’sfriendship again.”

“Luther, it'sour mord duty to help Ptosphes defend his country.” Surprisingly, the feminine voice
came from the screen-speaker. Generadly Margaret Hale stayed com-pletely out of these bickers, unless
they involved the Keene-Gonzd es-Dillingham Theory of Non-Eingteinian Rdlativity and the Dillingham
hyperdrive. “Y ou say you' re opposed to war; why, if we didn’'t help Ptosphes, we' d be no better than



passive accomplices of this Prince Gormoth in an unprovoked war of conquest.”

Luther looked hurt and bewildered. Why, they were ac-tudly taking alofty mora attitude toward him,
instead of defending their own position. He said something, rather weskly, about what the Federation
government would say.

“I'd hate to listen to what they’ d say if we deserted Ptosphes, under the circumstances,” Fitzurse told
him.

Therewas alot more of it, mostly repetitious, with Lu-ther’ s position getting steadily weaker. In the
end, Stellar Explorations, Ltd., voted to authorize Roger Barron and Reginald Fitzurse to offer Prince
Ptosphes of Hogtigos abilatera offensive and defensive dliance.

“Hewas very happy to accept,” Barron reported, the next afternoon. “ There will be ameeting with the
Council of Hogtigosthis evening to ratify the treaty. That isapure formaity; Ptosphesisredly absolute
ruler here. Now here' sthe situation. . .”

He showed them, on the map, the Hostigos-Nostor boundary, along the two small riversthat joined to
form the Darro, and explained how the castle that guarded Dombra Pass had passed, almost a century
before, to Nostor by betrayal.

“There sbeen raiding and barn-burning and cattle-rust-ling on both sides ever since; that’ s accepted.
But lately, some outsider has made aded with Gormoth to furnish him with money and supplies and
mercenaries and guar-antee the permissive support or at least the non-interfer-ence of King Kaiphranos,
in return for concessions after the conquest. This outsider, Styphon, isto get this section up here, called
the Ydlowsone Vdley—"

“Did you say Styphon?’ Nancy demanded. “Why, Sty-phon is one of the gods these people worship.
Not here in Hostigos, but other places. He safire-god, or sun-god, or something like that.”

“Cometo think of it, Roger”, Fitzurse interrupted, “Xentos and Ptosphes never spoke of Styphon, at
al. They taked about Styphon’s House; they aways used that expression.”

“That’ sright; Styphon’sHouse,” Nancy said. “It’ ssome kind of atheocracy; al thetop priestsarein
Harphax, but they havetemplesal over. Tell me, what’ sfire-seed?’

“Fire-seed?’ Fitzurse echoed. “Why, that’s gun-powder.”

“But they get it from the priests of Styphon. | thought it was some sacramental substance, maybe used
in connec-tion with their cremation rites. Are you sure?’

“It'sdl I’ ve been hearing about. Sore subject, here; they’ re amost out of it, and can’t get any more.
I"m sur-prised Harmakros didn’t mention it to you.”

She and Harmakros would have had other things to talk about. Then he swore at his own obtuseness.

“Now it figuresl” He swore again. “ The whole thing figures Say thesepriessacadentaly disoovered gunpow-
der, afew centuriesago. . .”

“Bet | know how,” Charley Clifford interrupted. “Bet Styphon was origindly aheder-god, like
Aesculgpius, and the priests were the doctors. Sulphur, saltpeter and char-cod sounds just like the sort
of messearly iron-age, try-anything empirics would mix up, and then | suppose they put it on the slove
and got abig surprise. After that, Sty-phon went out of medica practice and into the munition business.”

“Y es. Styphon’sHouse is the only source of gunpow-der; the priests make it, keep it atemple secret,
and furnish it to the kings and princes. Firearms and artillery are just good enough that nobody without
powder has a chance against anybody with it. That’ swhy this placeis cluttered up with this hodgepodge
of petty sovereignties and tribu-tary princeswho don't pay tribute and kings who can’t keep their
subjects from fighting among themsdlves. Styphon’ sHouse wantsalot of rivad rulersthey can play off
againgt each other. Anybody doesn’t cough up with offer-ings to the temple, they shut the powder off on
him and supply hisrivas, and see what happens. I'll bet the offer-ingsjust rall in!”

“Ydlowstone Vdley,” Arthur Muramoto said. “ Can anybody show mewhereitis?1’ll takeajeep and
go look &t it right away.”

“Sulphur?’

“Sure; what dse?’

“Thisis old-fashioned, country-style black powder?” Lisette Krull asked. “Wdll, if Arthur finds



sulphur, you can tel Ptosphesthat hisammunition worries are over. Little Lisette will make him al the
fire-seed hewants, and she' Il eat thefirst batch if it won't outshoot Styphon’s Best.”

“Wheré I you get the niter”’

“Thefirst thing | noticed, coming down, was that every farm has a manure-pile bigger than the
farmhouse. The ground under every one of them is saturated with KNO,. Anybody want to bet on how
soon the priests of Styphon will be out on the sidewalk begting a drum for pennies?’

Therewas an eectric light at the ceiling of Ptogphes council-chamber, with its own nuclear-conversion
unit, and three more stood on the table in place of the candle-sticks. Some of the Council had never seen
them before, and blinked in awe.

“Well, tdl usal,” Xentoswas saying. “To what will we pledge ourselves?’

“Wewill pledge friendship and brotherhood with one another,” Barron said. “We will pledgeto aid
one another in war. Prince Ptosphes will guarantee to the Company of Searchers Among the Starsthe
right to livein peacein his redm, andtobuy and sdl, and tolbuy land and erect build-ings on it, and placesto land
our sky-things. The Company of Searchers Among the Starswill pledge themsalves to respect therights
of the people of Hogtigos, and to main-tain the right of the house of Prince Ptosphesto rule in Hostigos,
againgt enemies from without and treasons and rebellions within, and specificaly againgt Prince Gormoth
of Nostor and Prince Sarrask of Sask. And we will pledge ourselvesto give weapons, aswe can, to
Prince Ptosphes and his people, and to make wegpons and teach them how to make weapons. And we
will make fire-seed, and teach the people of Hostigosto makeit.”

Therewas an ingtant’ s silence, and then the room blew up amost like abarrel of fire-seed. Everybody
was shout-ing a once. Chartiphon was brandishing his sword and yelling, “ Death to Gormoth!
Destruction to Nogtor!” Ryllaran around the table and flung her arms about his neck. Nancy Petterson
and Harmakros were embracing. And Ptosphes had flung back his head and waslaughing like a
madman. It wasthefirgt time, now that he thought of it, that he had ever heard the Prince of Hostigos
laugh. Things must have been pretty grim, up to now. Then therewasagenerd cry of, “Wine! Wine!”
Evidently there was only oneway to make atreaty redly officid here.

“The making of fire-seed will taketime,” Ptosphes said, after things had quieted down alittle. “The
people must be taught, and the stuff to make it of must be gathered, and things to make it with prepared,
and we know nothing of any of this. The priests of Styphon have kept it a secret Snce no man can
remember.”

Mark one up for Ptosphes; at least he had some faint glow of an idea of production problems.

“Wadll, | know what hasto be done,” Lisette said, “and | know what we don’t haveto do it with. Il
have to organ-ize the niter production, first of al. How about you, L ourenco? How soon do you think
you can get the mill reedy?’

Narvaes estimated aweek, doubled that, and then said: “ That’ s for about fifty poundsaday. That can
beincreased gradualy, after we get workerstrained.”

Arthur Muramoto was even less optimistic about sul-phur production; he gave it amonth, to be on the
safe dde

“But we can't wait that long,” Ptosphes objected. “Gormoth will learn of what we' re doing, and he'll
be across the mountains before we' re ready for him.”

“Don't let him find out,” Fitzurse said. “ Sedl your fron-tiers. Haven't you done that already?”’

Ptospheswasn't exactly sure what he meant. Fitzurse told him.

“Cavdry patrols guarding every road and trail out of Hostigos; let anybody in, but let nobody ouit.
How about this Sarrask of Sask, by the way?’

Ptosphes used some words that hadn’t come up yet in the language-learning. Xentos said:

“Hewill attack as soon as he hears that Gormoth’ sarmy is across the rivers, but not before. At least,
| don’t think he will”

“Thenwe |l take care of him. But this Tarr-Dombra, the castle at the pass; that will have to comefirst.
That' sthe key to the whole situation.”

“Man, do you know about Tarr-Dombra?’ Chartiphon cried. “ Tarr-Dombra has never been taken.



Wewould haveit today, if it hadn’t been sold to Gormoth’ s grand-father by Him Whom Phadrigos
Sew.”

“Father,” Harmakros said reprovingly. “ Tarr-Dombra has never been attacked with sky-things.”

“That' sright,” Fitzurse said. “ Give me a hundred men and aweek to train them and thefirst cloudy
night we'll take it, from the top down.”

“Harmakros, pick your best hundred men,” Chartiphon told his son. “Men able to learn from those
wiser thenthey are if you havethet meny. The Taranwar-cap-tain Reginad will teach them anew way to take
cadtles”

“We ought to have a good fifth column, both in Nostor and Sask,” he said, and then had to explain
what that was.

Ptosphes seemed to question the propriety of such a way of mekingwar. Xentoshed nosuchsouples

“Styphon’ s House is established in both,” he said, “and in both, the priests of Dram areill-pleased,
because the people have no more offerings for them, after Gormoth and Sarrask make them give
offeringsto Styphon’sHouse. They look to mefor advice. | will send word to them.”

“Well ardrop apantsoutside bath Nostor and Sesk at-ies, with radios. Y ou can give them contacts, people
you trus. Thenthey can gather thosewho havebeanwronged or bear any grudge against the prince, and the can
gather newsfor us, and spread tales, and get people to speak and act against Styphon’s House.”

For ten days, Karl Zahanov, on the ship, reported unvayingy far wegther over thenorthhwestam pat of the
continent. Fitzurse and Dave MacDonad took charge of thecommandotraining, anda dl hoursmeninblack
withlong pistols and sawed-off muskets and short pikemen’ s swords were swarming out of air-lorries
onto the battle-ments of Tarr-Hostigos. Arthur Muramoto had a gang of wokmenupYdlowgoneVley;
Lutha SmithandLourengo Narvaes and Charley Clifford took over agrist-mill and began converting it for
mixing and grinding powder. Lisette Krull, with anybody she could pressinto service, began organizing
niter production. There dready existed asmdl charcod-burning industry.

There was ashortage of everything, particularly skilled hdp. Inthetoamnof Hostigos only threear four
pat-tinkersknew anything at al about working sheet-metal, and one of these had to be dragged to a
chopping-block and threat-ened with instant beheadment before he consented even to try to make
evaporating pans for the sulphur refinery. There was a o trouble with the peasants about the man-
uefples

Barron, Fitzurse and Almagro formed agenerd staff, along with Ptosphes, Chartiphon and Xentos.
The latter was dso busy fomenting treasons and plots among his co-religionistsin Nostor and Sask by
radio, and the three Terran members usudly found themselves called away to show some Freyan
mechanic how to use a monkey-wrench, or to land aspy outside one of the enemy capitds, or jockey a
landing-craft to and from the ship. Barron had taught Ryllato fly an aircar, and Nancy had given
Harmakros afew flying lessons; outside of them, al the air-transport had to be flown by Terrans, and
when they were doing that, they couldn’t be doing anything else. Nobody got much deep. Everybody
wished that he or she had been born quintuplets.

Along with everything e se, he managed to find time to learn everything that Xentos or anybody else at
Tarr-Hostigos knew about the operations of Styphon’s House. Oneitem of information intrigued him.
Wherever there was atemple, there was always, nearby, alarge farm, enclosed with high and
impenetrable thorn hedges, to which agreat deal of manure was hauled, and aso bags of sulphur said to
beusdinrdigouscaremonies Heflew by nighittotakeinfrared photographs of the ones both at Nostor and at
Sk

Then, on the evening of the ninth day, everybody de-cided that the age of miracles had not yet ended.
Charley Clifford, who had surprised nobody more than himself by developing ataent for the work,
reported that the powder-mill wasin production, to the extent of fifteen pounds. A charge of it drove one
of the big two-ounce musket-balls an inch and ahaf deeper into ablock of wood than an equal charge
of Styphon’s Best, and fouled the boreless.

It was decided to take time out for afeast the next eve-ning. It had been aweek sincethelast one,
and feasts were important to Freyan morale. Chartiphon and Xentos wanted to open it by firing one of
the bombards with the new powder, until they learned that the production being celebrated would be



equal to about one-quarter charge faronedf them They firdly sattied on Ryllafiingamus ket down the
banquet-table at adummy robed in black and red like apriest of Styphon. That last was gratifying;
Hostigos had come to recognize itsred enemy.

Thefeet wesdlill inprogresswhen Margaret Hde caled down from the ship.

“Get ready for it tomorrow night,” she said. “ Cold front moving in; heavy clouding with it.”

The feasters broke into cheers when thiswas trand ated. He noticed that Nancy Patterson was
clutching Harmakros arm, and that her cheering was rather mechanical.

Thefireight glowed brighter through the fog aheed; the guardians of Tarr-Dombrahad built fires at the
corners of the outsde walls, and there were cressets over the gate. They were watchful, but they were
watching the ground; with the wet fog swirling aong the mountain-top, nothing could be seen from the
watchtower, and only the lower ramparts were manned.

Theaircar ahead, piloted by Nancy Patterson, hovered hridly ove thetowver, thenmoved avay. Aftera
momat, therewas afaint glow, acloth-covered flashlight. Katherine Gower, piloting the lorry inwhich he
and twenty men were riding, brought it up over the tower. Checking the safety of his submachine gun and
the sack of spare drums dung from his shoulder, he stepped down. It was a pity they had to double up
on vehicles, but only afew Freyans had had any instruction on Terran fireearms and none, not even
Harmakros, who had only a 10-mm automatic, could be trusted with machine weapons.

Inthe faint glow of the covered flashlight, Harmakros showed him the head of the spiral stairway; they
gtarted down together, the man with the flashlight behind them and the rest softshoeing after. Thelight
was uncovered after they were around the first turn. Outside, he knew, LisateKrul and DaveMadDondd
weaelringnganatherlorry down to the top of the keep. Then they heard voices aheed.

Thareweareadozen Nogtori sdldiersinthevaultedroomat the bottom of the steps, knedling or stoopingin a
circleunder acresset, around apair of dice and ahandful of coins on the stone floor. They were
completely unsus-pecting; as one of them stooped for the dice and shook them between his hands, he
dipped off the safety of the sbmeachinegunand saw Hamekroslift theCalt-Arganttine from his holster. Then,
with shocking suddenness, a black-powder smoothbore bellowed somewhere outside, followed by the
gibber of a submachine gun, and adozen voices began yelling a once.

The man with the dice dropped them and snatched along pistol from his sash, cocking it. Harmakros
shot him dead at once. Therest flung their hands above their heads, clapping their palms together. One
or two of them cried “ Treason!” Considering the direction from whence they had been assailed, that
wasn't an unreasonabl e assump-tion. Outside, the shooting stopped; the yelling continued, and the cry of
treason was being raised there, too. Dave MacDonald came through the doorway from the battle-ments,
fitting afresh drum onto his submachine gun. From the lower and outer walls, more shooting began,
mostly loca black powder, with afew sharp pangs of Terran snokdess

Half adozen of the black-clad commandomen camein from outside, and the twenty who had landed
with him on the tower came crowding out of the stairway. They found the stairsto the floor below. When
they got there, they found more of their force, with Reginald Fitzurse and Ar-thur Muramoto; they had
gotten in by the bal cony from the central court. They had acrowd of prisoners—fifteen or twenty men
and several women. Only one man wore armor; most were in night-dress, including a portly and dgfiedif
bedy dekengatieamenwhowesevidantly thecastellan himself.

That wasthe end of the Battle of Tarr-Dombra. By thistime, landing craft were coming in with
infantry, afew of them with Fitzurse' s new bayonets on their muskets. Ptosphes was with thefirst one,
and hewasthe first man off, with a big red-and-blue Hogtigi flag, which heinssted on raising with his
own hands before he did anything el se.

“My friends,” Ptosphes was saying, when the castle was secure and they were gathered in its
council-room, “you have taken Tarr-Dombra from Gormoth, athing nobody thought possible. Now, |
will giveit to you, the Company of Searchers Among the Stars. And when the Nostori are driven out of
the Strip, you may have such lands there as you need, to make your buildings and placesto land
sky-things. Thiswill be written into the agreement which we willSgn’

“Andwewill mekeyou oned theCompany of Sserdrers Among the Stars,” Barron replied, “with a



thousand shares of common stock.” Ptosphes was't quite sure what that was, but he felt that it must be
agreat honor. “What' [| we do with these prisoners, now?’

“Wall, the captain of the castle, Phebron, isagentle-man. Heis cousin to Prince Gormoth. If you
follow our customs, you will furnish oukry for himsdlf and hisfamily and servants and release him under
pledge to pay you such ransom as you name. Any other gentlemen you will rdeeseinthesameway. Astothe
des if they aema-cenaries you may take them into your service, but you may not require them to fight
againg Gormoth aslong astheir captainsarein his pay. If they are Gormoth’ s own soldiers, you may put
them to work, aslong asthey are given soldiers pay and soldierly treatment, but you may not require
them to fight against anybody, and you must release them as soon as the war with Gormoth isover.”

Count Phebron—at least, he had atitle afew below prince—had expected an exorbitant ransom.
Instead, he was told that he would be freely released if he swore never again to bear arms againgt the
Prince of Hostigos or the Company of Searchers Among the Stars, and to be their fiedinevaythingsaing
hisduty tothePRincedf Nodtar. HE d never heard of anything like that, and said so.

“Wewould rather have your friendship than any ran-som of money, Count Phebron,” Barron told him.
“And it won't cogt you anything.”

Theimplication that neutrdizing him was worth more than cash wasflattering.

“Butisit honorablefor meto do this?’ he asked.

“It isacommon and an honorable practice among our people,” Fitzurse assured him, without adding
that it was didfly ussdin pedfyingtheNothenHemigoherebabar-ians on Terra.

“He should also swear,” Ptosphes hastened to add, “thet hewill tdl Gormath nathing about the Teranwegp-
ons”

“Oh, nothing of the sort; we want Gormoth to hear al about them, and about the sky-things. And he
can tell Gormoth that we are making our own fire-seed and don’t have to depend on Styphon’s House
forit. We'll put the soldiers of Gormoth to work making it, and teach them how, and after the war they
can return to Nostor and make fire-seed there.”

Ptosphes was shocked. As soon as Phebron was out of earshot, he exclaimed angrily:

“What god has addled your wits, Roger? | never heard of such folly, to offer to teach an enemy!”

“Nobody who can make fire-seed is our enemy, Ptosphes, because Styphon’s House will be his. If
you don't redize that yet, it will take Gormoth timeto learn it, but sooner or later he will.

Daylight filtered down through afog that hung heavy on both sides of the mountain. Nothing happened
on the Nostor side, except that afew carts and a pack-train, bound for the Strip, were turned back by
Hogtigi soldiers. There was alittle shooting down in the Strip, the scattered reports floating up faintly. By
mid-afternoon, the refugees began coming up, afew at first and then crowds of them. They had carts,
and pack and riding animals, but no mest-cattle. Most were armed. Some of them stopped and shook
their fists and shouted curses as they passed the cadie but thet wasdl they did. Thereweretoo meny gunsstaring
blackly at them from the walls, and they could see the gunners smoking matches.

Luther Smith watched them pass and go down the dope on the Nostor side. He was indignant; not
because they had been driven from their homes, but because they had been alowed to keep their
weapons. He said so to Barron. It wasn't the first time, Barron reflected, that he had ob-served the
ruthlessness of an idedlist committed to awar to end war.

“You'll notice, though, that they haven't anything to eat.”

Luther hadn’t; now that it was mentioned, he shrugged.

“| don't pity them. That land down there didn’t belong to them; they stoleit from the Hogtigi in the first
place”

Well, their grandfathers had. The distinction didn’t seem important to Luther. Nostori had doneiit,
these people were Nostori, therefore they’ d done it. He changed the subject by asking Luther how soon
he could get work started on the contragravity ship.

A lot of angry people, with weapons and no food. They had al been advised, when evicted from the
Strip, to go to the city of Nostor, and told that it was Prince Gormoth’ s duty to provide for them. He
doubted if Gormoth would seeit that way, and even so it was atwo days journey to the city, and they’ d



be hungry before they got there. Hun-gry, and armed, in a countryside full of food.
Haveto dert thefifth column by radio. Mixed among those refugees were close to a hundred Hogtigi
infiltrators.

That night he and Ryllatook alanding-craft into Sask to land three men and their oukry afew hours
ride from the city. One was an oukry-trader, suspected dedler in stolen livestock; one was a hunter,
suspected smuggler; the third was aknown and convicted thief whose head, by rights, ought to be over
the town gate at Hostigos. They had al been promised free pardons and rewards if they followed
ingtructions and survived.

“Theonly thing I’'m afraid of isthat Sarrask won't be-lieveit,” he said asthey lifted and turned back
toward Tar-Hosligos

“Hell bdieveit. It'ssuch abig pack of liesthat nobody would stop to doubt it, and it’sjust what
Sarrask has been waiting for,” she said. “But why do you want him to attack us now? Why not just go on
and finish Nogtor at once?’

“And have Sarask atack whiledl our dldesarenarth of the mountain? We have between two and three
thou-sand, counting those hooligans from Sastragath. Gormoth has over ten thousand, which would keep
our army quite busy. And Sarrask has five thousand of hisown. Thereisatemple of Styphon, and a
powder mill, in Sask. We need more powder than we have to conquer Nostor. Rylla, Re-gindd hasa
saying: ‘ The long way round isthe shortest road to victory.” He knows what he' stalking about.”

The next day started early and ended late. From before daylight al the Terrans who could be spared
were piloting landing-craft and lorries, ferrying soldiersto the southern border, and by noon only the five
hundred Sastragath ir-regulars, patrolling and pilfering in the Strip, and a hundred men under Julio
Almagro at Tarr-Dombra, re-mained in the north. Fitzurse, Chartiphon and Prince Ptosphes went south
to take command in thefield.

By noon, too, the skies had cleared, and Arthur Muramoto and Adriaan de Ruyter took airjeeps, each
with ahadtily ingtructed Freyan machine-gunner, and flew re-connaissance over Nostor. They found long
columns of troops, with artillery, marching south toward Dombra Pass, where an immediate invasion was
evidently expected. When caught in inviting density, they were ma-chine gunned from the air.

The spy radio reported consternation in the city of Nostor. Count Phebron, arriving in the morning
after an dl day and dl night ride, had told his story. He had been accused at once of having sold
Tarr-Dombrato Ptosphes and thrown into prison. There were aso reports of clashes between the
refugees and troops.

Theinvasion from Sask came a noon of the second day after the taking of Tarr-Dombra. Hewasin
the banquet-hall of Tarr-Hostigos, now converted into staff headquar-ters, with Rylla, Xentos, Adriaan
de Ruyter and afew oth-ers, when Reginald Fitzurse appeared in the screen.

“Thisisit,” hesad. “Ther cavdry crossed just above the mouth of the Darro; our pickets gavethem a
few shots, bolted, and radioed in, according to plan. They’ re headed north a ong the main road to
Hostigos, into the ambush we have set up for them. The main army’ s close behind; we can’'t observe
them because we don’t want to let them see our contragravity.”

He gave awave-length combination; SylviaDavock punched it on another screen. The pickup wasin
atree, and occasondly a spray of long triangular leaveswould swing in front of it. It looked down into an
empty village street, with thatched and whitewashed cottages on either sde. Among and between them,
hidden from down the road, infantrymen crouched. A few had pikes or haberds, most of them had
muskets, a number with bayonets. More would be insde, waiting to fire out of doors and windows. An
avil rangintemittendy inthegmitihy, anddaconodl—worn by something that looked not at al like a con—went
clank! clank-clank. Closeto the pickup somebody, in atone of subdued fervence, wasimploring
somebody e se to watch the point of that unprintably qudified pike.

Then they could hear the dap-thudding of many oukry feet. The infantrymen tensed, and gunlocks
clicked. There were afew shots. Then three cavarymen in blue and red sashes and shoul der-capes came
tearing, onefiring a pistol behind him, and passed out of view. Their pursuers, about two hundred, in



black and orange Saski sashes and the white shoul der-capes that meant mercenaries, followed.

They gattothemiddedf thedragdling village andthenit blew up in their faces. The front of the column became
atangle of dead and wounded oukry and unsested riders. The rear kept on for amoment, pushing the
middle off the road and among the houses, where they ran into pikes and the deadly novelty of bayonets.
Then ahowling tide of Hostigi cavary, swinging long swords, swept in and chased the survivors down
the road. Therewas adistant squall of musket-fire when they ran into another ambush.

“Main body’ s crossed the river, now,” Fitzurse said, from his own screen. “They’rein two divisions,
about athousand infantry in each, one two miles behind the other. We Il give you that from an airjeep.”
He gave another combination, and Sylvia, at the other screen, punched it out. “ Ground troops are just
going to demongtrate in front of them and stop them; we' re going to let them form abattle-line and then
bugtit fromtheair.”

The jeep from which this was being picked up was grounded, out of sight of the enemy. Inthe
foreground, the Hostigi army was deploying; none of these infantry-men had bayonets, and therewasa
pike or halberd be-tween every two muskets. Field-guns—the carriages were abominably clumsy—were
being run into position, and troop-sized blocks of cavalry came up and skittered off to the flanks. Then
one of the gunswasfired, and another. The jegp rose dightly, to get aview over the heads of the infantry;
the advance force of the Saski army, approaching aong the road, was forming aline acrossthefieldson
ether 9deof it. The Hogtigi infantry began firing, the men in the front rank passing back empty muskets
and taking loaded ones.

“All right; herewe go,” Dave MacDonad' s voice said. “ Ready, Gathlon? Don't firetill | tell you to,
now, and don’t fire unless there’s something in front of your guns.”

The vehicle rose rapidly, and the landscape bel ow swung in the screen asit made ahaf-circle to get
on the Saski left flank. Then it came rushing down on the enemy, and Dave ydled, “ L et them haveit,
Gathlon!”

Theblodksdf cavary ontheflank Smply explodadindl directions, leaving aresidue of afew dead men and
oukry. Theinfantry saw what was happening and bolted, al but afevwithduggshreflexesar thegatimiamtotry
tohitanairjeep with a smoothbore flintlock. A caisson besde one of the fiel d-pieces blew up with abang.
The cavary at the other end of theline smply weren't there.

By thetime the jeep had turned and was approaching what had started out as a battle, two more jeeps
and an aircar were a work, firing ahead of bunches of fugitivesto stop them, and amplified voices were
shouting offers of quarter. WWhole companies were surrendering to aircraft, and Hogtigi cavdry were
arriving to disasm them.

“Wall, that was the Battle of Whatzit,” Fitzurse said. “Nancy and Harmakros and Lisette each have a
jeep; they caught the other gang, a couple of miles south, and are herding them north under armstill
somebody can take their surrender. Can you leave what you' re doing and come down and give ahand?’

They began to hear firing, ahead, and Rylla, who was piloting the car, put on speed. It wasn't fighting,
though. About athousand Saski troops had been marched into fields beside the road and were
discharging their muskets to empty them before stacking them in surrender. There were two landing-craft
on the ground and athird lifting out, andacoupledf hundred Hodigl, somedf theminfanktry on captured oukry,
were guarding the prisoners. Some trestle-tables had been set up, and as Rylla brought the car down he
could see Ptosphes and Fitzurse and Chartiphon and a number of others, among them a dozen Saski in
long black and orange cloaks and gilded armor, but with-out swords or daggers.

There were introductions. One of the Saski was a brother of Prince Sarrask, and the rest were dukes
or counts or the equivaent. They were arguing about the pledge of peace and friendship, to which the
Saski ob-jected.

“But it isawdl-known and honorable usage of war, on our world,” Fitzurse was saying.

“You're not on your world, now!” the brother of Sar-rask retorted, with a belligerence the
circumstances didn’t quitejusify.

“1 wonder about that,” one of hiscompanionssaid. “A few morebettleslikethisoneandit Il betharwarld.
Peace and friendship with these people might be worth having.”



Ptosphes stepped aside alittle. He looked as though the merry-go-round was going too fast for him.

“Roger, what are we going to do with these people?’ he whispered.

“Can you trust this brother of Sarrask’s?’

“Great Dram, no! Not even chained in adungeon! He' sabigger villain than Sarrask, and hastwice as
much wit. Thiswar, and everything else, was hisidea. All Sarrask caresfor iswine and feasting and
beautiful women.”

“Then he' sour boy. Long live Sarrask, Prince of Sask, vassa of King Ptosphes of Hos-Hostigos.”

The conquest of Sask turned out to be alarge-scale Tarr-Dombra operation in triplicate. Charley
Clifford wasin charge of the taking of the temple farm, three miles south-east of the city; most of the men
he had with him had been workers a the Hostigos powder mill, and it was hoped that they would know
what not to do to avoid blowing the place up. Reginad Fitzurse took command of the detach-ment to
take thetempleitself, making a cryptic remark to the effect that dealing with turbulent priestswasa
Fitzurse tradition. The main force, led by Barron, Chartiphon and Ptosphes, took the citadel-palacein
the center of the city. At dl three the surprise was complete, and only at the third was there any serious
fighting.

An hour after it was over, they were gathered in Sarrask’ s throne-room. Ptosphes, who had by this
time gotten usedtotheideadt bang King of HosHodigos wessttingon Sarrask’ s throne, one booted foot
resting lightly on the golden crown of Sask. Ryllastood at hisright, clutching Roger Barron’s hand but
keeping a properly haughty Princess-Rylla-of-Hos-Hostigos expression on her face. The otherswere
ranged on either Sde, and there were screens for Luther Smith and Adriaan de Ruyter at Tarr-Hostigos,
Julio Almagro at Tarr-Dombra, and Zahanov and Mar-garet Hale on the Stellex. Prince Sarrask had
been given time to dress—magnificently in cloth-of-gold—and was standing before his conqueror, his
nobles about him. Therewas no fear in hisface; only anger which had be-come utter fury when he saw
what Ptosphes was using for afootstool.

“Isthis an honorable thing, Ptosphes?’ he was de-manding. “To hire agang of accursed sorcerers and
witches, from Styphon only knows what place of abomi-nations, and murder brave soldierswith
many-shooting guns from sky-things? Isthat a decent way to make war?’

“It'saway to win awar, when you' ve been attacked by treachery and without warning.”

Sarrask actualy became angrier, which hadn’t seemed possble

“And what apack of dirty liesthat was!” he fairly howled. “Y ou sent those three rogues yoursdlf; If |
hed them here now, I’d kill them with my bare handsif you shot me the next moment.”

Hewasinterrupted by abustle a the door. Reginald Fitzurse, wearing hisold Terran Federation Army
tunic, with ablaze of decoration-ribbons on his breast, strode in. Behind him, soldiers frog-marched eight
or ten prisoners, dl in the black and red robes of Styphon’s House, hustling them to the throne and
throwing them to the floor at Ptosphes feet. There was agasp of horror from Sarrask and his nobles.

One of the priests picked himself up and glared a Ptosphes.

“Thereisdtill time,” hecried, “for you to humble your-saf and repent!” Then he pointed at Fitzurse.
“But nonefor him! He threatened to kill me, an archpriest, at my very dtar.”

Now heknewwhy Regindd Fitzursg snamehed dwaysstirred something in his memory; now he understood
the remark about turbulent priests. There had been a Reginad Fitzurse, centuries ago, who, with three
comrades, had dain at hisvery dtar aturbulent priest—Thomas a Becket.

“Hewould have saved me the trouble. Maybe it would have been better for you if he had,” Ptosphes
told the priest. Then he asked Fitzurse: “What did you find at the temple?’

“Oh, quite atreasure. Gold and silver bullion, specie, merchandise of dl sorts, jewels. Five hundred
fine new muskets, dl aike. And ten tons of fire-seed, in twenty-pound kegs. Charley called me; he found
fifty tonsat thefarm.”

Sarrask gave astrangled cry of rage. “You lying old scoundrel!” he shouted at the archpriest. “Y ou
told me you only had ahundred smal kegs. | wish he had killed you, and taken all day about it. And
where did you stedl those muskets? From my own armory, I’ll wager.” He turned to Fitzurse. “You
mean they have fire-seed at the farm, too? A hundred great casks of it?’



“Of course; that’ swhere they makeit. In aday or so, we' |l be turning out about two hundred pounds
aday there”

“Y ou mean you can makefire-seed? Just like they ca?

Nobody bothered to answer him. Ptosphes held the crown out on histoe.

“Sarrask, do you want thisback?’ he asked.

“What good will it do me? It’ sthe crown of Sask, and there isno Sask now; only Hostigos.”

They hadn’t meant to proclaim the Kingdom of Hos-Hostigos until they had Nostor aswell as Sask to
support the pretension. It suddenly struck Barron that now, how-ever, wasthetimeto doiit.

“Oh, no, Sarrask,” he said. “Therewill till be aSask, and if you wish, you may be Prince of Sask. As
asubject, of coursg of hisMgety Ptogohes Kingof HosHodigos”

Sarrask’ sjaw went dack for amoment, then tightened. That was evidently a Hos of another color.

“And | will be sovereign herein Sask?’

“Y ou will be obliged to furnish me troops, a need, and therewill beamétter of tributesfor thesupport of the
King-dom, of course,” Ptogphestold him. “And you will never suffer Styphon’s House to take root here
agan.”

Sarrask laughed. “ Y ou think I’ m crazy, to let these robbers come back, now that you’ ve rid me of
them?’ he demanded. Then helooked at the crown, still dangling on Ptosphes' toe. “At least, you might
have the decency to hand it to me on the point of your sword,” he said.

“Oh, of course.” Ptosphes wasn't wearing asword; only a 10-mm autometic. “ Chartiphon, lend me
yours.”

As soon as the conquerors came home to Tarr-Hosti gos Nancy Patterson and Xetoswent towark onthe
pro-clamation. Nancy furnished the basisfor it, from the microbook library, an old document from the
Second Ceatury PreAtomic. Thareweareafen wardsinittowhich Charley Clifford took exception, but, in Sosti
trandation, he agreed that they’ d be appropriate. And there was the matter of anew flag for
Hos-Hostigos. Ptosphes wanted to use the old red flag of Hostigos, with the blue haberd-head; it had to
be carefully explained that that wouldn't do. What was finaly adopted was a quarter-arc rainbow on a
white field. No matter who got annexed later, he'd ill be ableto find his colorsin theflag.

Sarrask and ascore of hisnobles, brought from Sask in ahagtily luxurized landing-craft, gathered with
the Hogtigi natility and gentry inthegreet hell andligenedwhileXen+tos read solemnly from the scroll:

“When, in the course of human events, it becomes nec-essary for one people to dissolve the palitical
bands which have connected them with another . . . adecent respect for the opinions of mankind
requires that they should de-clare the causes which impel them to the separation. . .”

A great many of the charges againgt King Kaiphranos of Hos-Harphax were grosdy exaggerated,
well, maybe the case against George [11 of England had been dightly over-stated in Nancy' sorigind.
Nobody paid too much atten-tion to that; they were in too complete agreement with the denunciations of
the “rapacious priesthood of afase god,” which made up the bulk of the proclamation. Fi-nally, “we, the
princes, nobles and people of Hos-Hostigos,” after declaring themselves, asthey of aright ought to be,
free and independent, pledged allegiance to king Ptosphes | and undying friendship to the Company of
Searchers Among the Stars.

Onething, Stellar Explorations, Ltd., now had ared treaty, with area sovereign power. That was
drawn up, intriplicate and bi-lingualy, and Sgned by dl parties.

The Saski were feasted; they tasted chilled wine, and ice cream. The net day they were taken by air to
Tarr-Dom-bra. They looked at the Stellex through atelescope, and saw a screen-view of the planet
from athousand miles; they didn’t quite believe that. But they did believe, be-cause they saw and fired it,
that the powder mill was ac-tualy making fire-seed, and when they returned home, loaded with presents,
they found that Charley Clifford had production at the Sask mill up to a hundred and fifty pounds aday
andincreasngit dally.

Chartiphon was il at Sask, with five hundred Hostigi troops. One of the first things he did was empty
thejails and recruit the inmates into a secret police, headed by the three disreputables from Hostigos. All
Sarrask’ smercen-aries and half of his own Saski soldiers were shifted north to the Nostor border; the



rest were put to work demolish-ing the temple of Styphon. It wasincredibly rich; the gold that plated the
minaret aone was worth enough to pay the mercenaries for ayear. Sarrask got hdf the loot, which
completely reconciled him to losing the war and his inde-pendence and insured that Styphon’s House
would hate him equally with Ptogphes and the Terrans.

The hangovers from the feasting had barely evaporated before all Hostigos was demanding the
immediate invason and conquest of Nodor. After Tar-Dombraand Sesk, nothing seemed impossible, and
weren't they amighty kingdom, now? Even Ptosphes was impatient to add Nos-tor to hisrealm, and
Xentos flew up from Sask, where he had been re-organizing the government, to add his voice. Heweas
warried about thepassihility thet King Kaphranoswoul d mobilize to recover hislost princedoms, and that
Styphon’s House, infuriated but not seriousy damaged by the Sask expulsion and expropriation, would
preach agenerd holy war.

That worried Nancy Patterson, too. “We re going to have thiswhole civilization againgt us,” she
prophesied. “Not just King Kaiphranos and Hos-Harphax; the other two kingdoms, down the river and
along the coadt, too. There aretemples and priests of Styphon in al of them, and they’ll al be preaching
acrusade againgt us. Roger, thisian’t just palitics. Thisisrdligion. Rdigion isn't soim-portant to us, but
these people aren't rationdigts; they’ re believers. The same mentdlity that existed in Europe & the time of
the Crusades and the Reformation and counter-Reformation. WEe re the enemies of Styphon; theinfidel.”

Regindd Fitzurse wasn't underestimating the power of rdigiousfanaticism, ether. There was dways
some half-crazy messiah stirring up the Eurasian barbarians, and he knew how hard aholy war wasto
stop, onceit Sarted. But he dso knew how dangeroudy low thisammunition, es-pecidly for the 15-mm
machine guns, was. Thousands and thousands of rounds had been wasted during the Sask Blitz, by
ill-trained Freyans who had had to handle the guns because Terrans were needed to pilot the vehicles.
Hewastrying to explain that to Ptosphes and Xentos.

“We didn't have much to start with, and we can't get any more. We haven't the means of making it,
and it would take our ship ayear to go to our world and back for it.” He didn’t bother to add that in any
case they had no money to buy any. “If wefight Nogtor, it will have to be with your muskets.”

Just the day before, Julio Almagro had been talking about seeing if he could get one of the huge
8-bore mus-kesrifledadfitted withsghts sothet hecould hit somethingwithit.

Ptosphes looked hurt and puzzled; norma reaction to the discovery that the supposedly inexhaustible
isclose to being exhausted. Then he brightened.

“But there are the sky-things,” he said. “L ook at thisfool of a Gormoth, massing hisarmy in front of
Dombra Pass, waiting for us to march over the mountain. Because the pass used to be the only road, he
gtill thinksit is. He hasn't redized, yet, that the whole sky isaroad now.”

Mark another one up for Ptosphes. It had been quite awhile after the fact, on Terra, before military,
politica and economic thinking had adjusted to that smplelittle fact.

“That' strue, Ptosphes,” he said. “But we haven't enough sky-things, or enough peopleto fly the ones
we have. We |l haveto train your people and teach them to fly. And we' Il have to build big sky-things,
that can lift athousand soldiers at atime, and we'll first have to teach people to help us do the work. And
we |l need more fire-seed than we have. All that will taketime.”

“Itwill tekework, ds0.” Ryllahad been sitting quietly beside him, saying nothing until now. “It will not
be done by shouting * On to Nostor!” or boasting about how we will feast in Gormoth’ s palace.”

“No, it won't, her father agreed. “ And too many of the people think the Terrans are magicians who
can do every-thing for them.” He turned to Xentos. “We will have ameeting of the Council tomorrow
afternoon. Roger and Reginad and the otherswill explain what must be done. Then, in the evening, we
will have agresat feast. Not only the namely men, but the leaders among the townsfolk and the common
soldiers and workers and even the peasants; the ones to whom the otherslisten. Instead of tale-telling
and drinking-songs, there will be speaking. Then they can go and ingpire the others.”

“Wemust strike quickly, that is certain,” Xentos said. “ Thereis much unrest in Nostor. We must act
beforeit diesdown.”

Hewasright about thet. Thefifth cdumnrediowascdl-ing for goeedy invesion, too. Withafinedsegardfor dro-
nology, they were spreading the story that Styphon’s House had coerced Prince Gormoth into war with



Hostigos because Prince Ptosphes had discovered how to make his own fire-seed and was no longer
dependent on them. Thiswas uncritically accepted by the people; there was arising tide of
anticlericalism, and everybody was blaming Styphon’s House for everything. Nancy was dmost
cha-grined at the lack of crusading spirit among the Nogtori.

By thistime, too, there were alarge number of Strip refugeesin the city of Nostor, clamoring for rdlief;
the soup-kitchens Gormoth set up only insulted and infuriated them. Most of theland in the Strip had
been tenant-farmed, and the absentee-landlord owners were, many of them,influentid nodes A fevwere
gattento and tdd thet there was enough gold in the temple of Styphon to indem-nify dl of them.

Then there was Count Phebron. As soon as contragravity began appearing north of the mountains, it
was redlized that he had been telling the truth about how he had lost Tarr-Dombra. He was promptly
released, and Gormoth sought his advice.

“Make peace,” Phebron told his cousin bluntly. “One of these machines can wipe out athousand men
inthetimeit takesto drain awine-cup. Ptosphes has made him-sdf aking. If you submit, hewill deal as
fairly with you as he did with Sarrask. If you don't, he'll put your head up over your own gate.”

“Suppose | put yoursthere?’ Gormoth was reported to have said.

“Then, intime, Rrogoheswill takeit downtomekeplacefor yours. He has sworn friendship with me, and
venge-anceisthe duty of afriend.”

A good idea of Gormoth’s state of mind could be gotten from the fact that Phebron was not even
banished from the court. Gormoth may have thought that he might need somebody with whom the now
King of Hos-Hogtigos had svomfrienddhip.

And the mercenaries, even those directly in the pay of Styphon’s House, were dissatisfied. Most of
them were in the Dombra Line, awaiting the attack that didn’t come. They had al hoped to enrich
themselves by the plunder of Hostigos, and now that hope was vanished. Not afew of them had
experienced, and al had heard about, machinegun fire from the air. They were business men, and they
knew bad business when they found themsdlves on the short end of it.

Except for the difference in language and dress, and the absence of cigar-smoke, it could have been
any politica raly banquet he had ever seen since he had been ateen-ageillegd voter. It wasabig
success, the boys from the precincts came, were fed and liquored, received the Word, and went away
full of party spirit. The next day, the work begen

Luther Smith now had afindy drawn set of plansfor a contragravity ship. Nobody, himself least of dl,
expected it, when finished, to bear more than a coincidenta resemblance to them. First, he had to design
ajet enginethat wouldn't set the ship’ stimbers on fire as soon as it was Sarted. He solved that with a
nuclear-eectric engine and abig blower-fan from the Stellex. After that, he was faced with the problem
of building aship around it and the contragravity generator that would leave any room at al for payload.
By thistime, the estimated speed had inched down to eighty mph.

Lourenco Narvaestried to take on the contragravity pilot training program, in the time he could spare
from helping Luther on the ship and Charley Clifford at the two powder mills. He became disheartened
by thetota inabil-ity of any Freyan to grasp the theory of the contragravity field. Hell, they didn’t even
grasp the theory of gravity; thingsfell because down was the place for them. Ryllaand Harmakros had
become skilled pilots, and at a pinch they could handle alanding-craft done. All they knew about it was
that if you pushed this and pulled that, so-and-so would happen. With Nancy Peatterson and, when he
could find time, Dave MacDonad, to help them out of difficul-ties, they were ableto handleit
themsdves, and dmost dl ther dumn medegoadlight-vehidepilais Many watonto lorries or helping on
landing-craft, and anumber were graduated to power equipment.

Therewasalot of this. When the Stellex had been fitted out, it had been hoped that they would find
an inhabitable but uninhabited planet; while Adriaan took a couple of them on the yacht and stresked
back to Terrato file claim, the rest would dig in and make the colony sdlf-sustaining. So they had
lumbering machines and excavating and min-ing equipment and construction equipment and alot of
contragravity liftersof dl Szes and hdlf adozenhig contragravity manipul ators sprouting hooks and claws and
grap-plesand pusher-armsin al directions. There was even asawvmill and aforging-hammer and asmdll



nuclear smelt-ing furnace. Thelot of it was lightered down and put into use as soon as people could be
taught to useit.

By the end of the second week, there were till very few visible and tangible accomplishments, but
there were alot of young Freyans around who could be trusted with ma-nipulators and bulldozers and
thingslike that and wouldn’t do anything utterly disastrous with or to them.

Troop morale was good. Most of the soldiers on the Strip were professionals; they thought thiswasa
wonder-ful war—plenty to eat and drink, lots of pretty girls, and nobody taking shots at them. They
knew it wouldn't last, but they were going to enjoy it whileit did. The five hundred so-called cavary from
Sadtragath were different. There was no looting on this side of the mountain, and they dl thought thetevary
Nodani pessant wasarichmiser with a crock of gold under the hearthstone. They were getting restless, and
Fitzurse was worried. He had atalk with their captain, and explained that there would be no invasion until
the big sky-thing was built.

“You'll never get it finished theway you'regoing at it,” the Sastragathi told him. “1 watched those
peasants you have cutting timber over herein the Strip. Why, | have at least a hundred men who could
each do more lumbering work than any five of those clodhoppers.”

“It seems,” Fitzurse said, reporting the conversation to Barron, “that after brigandage and
cattle-herding, lum-bering isthe third largest industry in Sastragath. It occursto me that we could put
some of those fellowsto work.”

“It occursto me,” Barron said, “that we could buy cut timbersin Sastragath. Luther has hisjet
finished; he could build some kind of atemporary lumber-scow with it and the generator, and for afew
kegs of powder we might get all the timberswe need.”

After avigt to Seetrageth, whichwasjust west of northrern Hostigos and southern Nostor, Fitzurse decided that
theideawas feasible. He didn’t think much of the manners and customs of the Sastragathi—the former
he described as non-existent, and the latter beastly—but they did have timbers, logs up to ahundred feet
long and four feet at the butt, and they could cut more as desired. They rafted it, when they had high
water, into Nostor. That and the herds of zhoumy, big yak-like animals, were traded for anything they
couldn’t raise, make or pilfer for themsalves. There was no temple of Styphon in Sastragath, and they
were ddighted to havefire:saad brought right tothar log-diock-aded town. They couldn’t understand, though,
how the Hostigi were going to get the timbers out.

At firgt they couldn’t, that is. The next day Dave MacDonad, who wasin charge of lumbering, arrived
with alanding-craft, Luther Smith, and three recently skilled Hostigi workmen. They unloaded the big
generator, built alog frame around it and alog-raft around that, lifted it, and towed it out, detouring over
southern Nostor to the dlarm of the populace. There was a panic among the troopsin the Dombra Line
when they passed over them, too. The next raft was bigger. Itsframe was built at the shipyard, it
mounted the blower-jet, and it didn’t have to be towed. Thisthing shuttled back and forth, usualy
car-rying adeck-load of boulders which could be dumped onto Prince Gormoth’'s army, for sometime.
Enough tim-ber to build three ships like the one under congtruction only cost ahalf ton of Styphon’s Best
from Sask.

Beside timbers, iron was needed. It was learned that there was allittle princedom called Xanx, just
south of Sask, where there were some bog-iron mines and afew crude furnaces and forges. Julio
Almagro took one of the landing craft down and traded four kegs of powder for enough iron to load the
vehicle. When he went back for another load, he was invited to dine with the prince, an ederly and rather
shabby gentleman named Lykarses, who wanted to know how much he would haveto givefor a
great-cask of fire-seed. That would be a half ton.

“Why, your Highness, I'm afraid | can’t sall you that much,” Almagro regretted. “King Ptosphesisat
war with the Prince of Nogtor, now, and hewill only alow limited quantities to be shipped out of the
kingdom. Now, if you were subject to King Ptosphes, of course, he would be obliged to give you dl you
needed for the defense of your princedom.”

“But I’'m asubject of King Kaiphranos.”

“So was King Ptosphes, until very recently. I’ll tell you what you do; come, with afew of your
gentlemen, to Tarr-Hostigos and sign our Declaration of Independence and swear dlegianceto King



Ptosphes, and then Xanx will be part of the Great Kingdom of Hos-Hostigos, and...”

“DoesKing Pogohesredly and truly mekehisoanfire seed? I’ d heard that said, but it’s so hard to
bdieve—"

Hewert to Tar-Hasigoswithfiveor sx of hiscourtiers all as elderly and shabby as himsdlf, and when he saw
the powder mill he cursed Styphon’s House for dmost ten minutes without repeeting a single maediction.
It seemed that, until now, he had believed that fire-seed was made by Styphon Himsdlf, and that its
manufacture was totally beyond any human power.

So Prince Lykarses swore allegiance and was given a pretty new rainbow flag, and aflashlight and a
magnifying glass and afew other gadgets. He wanted to do his part in the war with Nostor by furnishing
five hundred infantry. After he saw the shipyard, however, he agreed that fifty blacksmithswould be
worth much more to the war-effort.

The contragravity ship wasfinished. Shelooked like old pictures of Noah's Ark, except that Noah's
Ark hadn’t had a sheet-metal jet-and-air-scoop assembly and an air-rud-der on top or abig bulge
amidshipsfor a contragravity generator. After some hesitation, she was christened King Ptosphes.
Ptosphes was delighted, even after seeing her, which only went to show that he' d never seen ared
con-tragravity ship. On her trid voyage, CGS King Ptosphes reached sixty-five mph, which at least
made her aformi-dable competitor for oxcarts and river barges. She could carry five hundred cavary
and their mounts, or, badly crowded, two thousand infantry.

Naturally, everybody began shouting “ On to Nostor!” aggin

Luther Smith was one. Thiswas awar to end war and make Freya safe for democracy and strike off
the chains of theocratic despotism. Nancy was another; she wanted Nostor conquered before the
crusaders began swarming in. And Reginad Fitzurse had drawn up an ambitious plan for beating the
army of Nostor by detail through mobility. Only Roger Barron was againgt it.

“Thisisn't going to be any Sask Blitz,” hetold them. Y ou can’'t win awar on nothing but mohility;
you have to have fire-power too, and we don’t havethat. It will take alot of hard ground-fighting, with
conventiona Freyan wegpons. That will mean damage to the country, and the people who'll be worst
hurt by it are the oneswho are most favorable to us now. Fitz, you’ ve been quoting Clausewitz about the
necessity to destroy the armed strength of the enemy; 1 wish you’ d remember the Clausewitzian quota-
tionevaybody knows—War isacontinuetion of palicy by other means. Policy isto add Nostor to Hos-Hostigos,
without creating any more enmity than wedid at Sask.”

“Wdll, if we have to conquer Nostor with muzzle load-ers, we' d better do it while we till have
powder for them,” Charley Clifford said. “ Powder’ s seventy five percent niter, and I’ m not getting
enough of it.”

“Wadll, don't look & me,” Lisette Krull said. “I’ ve been having to get it ashovelful from under this
manure-pile and ashovelful from under that manure-pile, and we' re just running out of manure-piles.”

“Well, that’ sthe way Styphon’s House got it,” some-body argued.

“They didn’t attempt the sort of quantity production we'rein, and they didn’t scatter it around the way
we redoing. A whole ton and a hdf to this Prince Lykarses of Xanx!” Charley fairly tore hishair.
“We're using up the niter they accumulated over years, faster than it can be replaced. We can't keep that
up.”

“Canyou keep it up three months?” Adriaan de Ruyter agked.

“I suppose so0. What can we do by then?’

“Send the Sellex to Y ggdrasil and back. It’sonly twenty light-years away. Y ou know what Y ggdrasi|
produces, don’t you?’

“Guano.” Terrawas ill importing huge quantities of it, for the soil-reclamation projectsin the
war-ruined North-ern Hemisphere. “ That’ sright; nitrates. What' |l we use for money, though?’

“Foodstuffs” Almagro said promptly. “They sill haveto supply themsdaves by carniculture and
hydroponics, Terran vegetation won't even grow in the soil. They have to process the guano before they
ship it—Hey, with the processing plantsthey have, it'd be no trick at al to extract pure KNO,. A ipoedof
purenitarwouldmekeananfu lot of fire-seed.”



Everybody washgppy. Charley saw hispowder millsonfull production. Lisettewould &t last get out of the
barn-yards and oukry-stables. And when they cdled Karl Zahanov, on ship watch again, hegrinnedin
his gray beard. In his book, planets were just places you took spaceshipsto and from.

Everybody was happy except the five hundred Sastragathi irregulars. The great sky-thing was built,
and the promissdinvesonwaantgangtodat a dl. Sothey murtinied, fortunately when the King Ptosphes was
available and could load a thousand mercenaries and Nostori reg-ulars. The mutiny was put down, and
the mutineers dis-armed.

Thelr captain, forlorn without hiswegpons, was highly indgat.

“Y ou promised usthat we would be taken to Nostor; that there would be an invasion as soon asthe
big sky-thing wasfinished—"

“We promised nothing of the sort; we told you that therewouid nat beaninvasontill after it washuilt, andwe
said nothing about how long after. In any case, you have fresd usframany promissstoyouby thismutiny. You
areno longer soldiers of the King. Y ou will be paid what is owing to you, and you will be taken back to
your own country.”

Barron talked to the captain privatdly:

“Y ou know, | suppose, that the Sastragathi no longer need to trade with Naostor; we bring them
fire-seed and everything ese. Well, where you don’'t have to trade, you canraid.” He paused, and the
Sadtragathi captain’ s eyes widened momentarily; that happy thought had not oc-curred to him before.
“Wewill give your men their pay in fire-seed, we will give each one agood oukry, we will re-tumthar
ams andwewill landthemin Seregeth ontheNostor border. Will that satisfy them?”

Sidy tham; it ddighted them. Whenthey wereloeded, with their mounts, aboard the King Ptosphes, they
were happily singing their folk-songs, dl of which seemed to dedl with the exploits of distinguished
robbers.

There were six of the seventy foot landing craft; he and Ryllatook one, Nancy and Harmakros took
another, and the other four were handled by smilar Terro-Freyan teams. The ship hauled iron from Xanx
to Sastragath to trade for meat, Sastragathi hardwoods to Sask. Meat and grain and root-vegetables and
fruit and casks of wine and baes of the dried blossoms from which the teawas made went up to the
Sellex. Adriaan de Ruyter brought down his two hundred foot space-yacht VVoortrekker, and shewas
berthed in an improvised and growing spaceport in the Strip. Three of the Six landing-craft were al'so to
be |eft behind; the berthing-space aboard the Sellex was thus added to cargo-capacity. Zahanov and
Lourenco Narvaes and Margaret Hale and Sylvia Davock would take her on her voyage, with four
young Freyanswhom they had been training to do ordinary crewmen’ swork. They had learned
congderable merely in the process of getting the cargo aboard and stowed. Findly, when the Sellex was
crammed with every scrap of food that would go into her, there was afarewel| feast and then she broke
orbit and vanished into hyperspace.

Ten dayslater, asecond and larger contragravity ship was finished. She was christened Princess

Rylla.

While open to travel, the frontiers were closely guarded, and there were radios at most of the posts.
One of these reported thet aperty of cavary from Dazour, esoorting two noblemen, had been halted by a patral.
The noblemen—Xentos recognized their names; they were members of the court of Prince Tabalkon of
Dazour—said that they wanted to discuss pledges of friendship and trade between their sovereign and
King Ptosphes. Maybe they meant that. Maybe Taba kon wanted an embassy in Hostigos as a base for
espionage and propaganda. Or maybe he was ready to launch an invasion. There had been some
examplesfrom Old Terran history of thingslike that.

Theaircar ride to Tarr-Hostigos impressed the envoys. So did the spectacle, carefully arranged, of
both the King Ptosphes and the Princess Rylla in the air, and the guard of honor of five hundred
infantry, each with along trian-gular bayonet on his musket. And, of course, the eectric lights, and the
chilled wine, and the screens and radios.

They began by talking about trade. They wanted iron and lumber and hides; they had textiles and wine



and grainto sdl. And they inquired, with elaborate noncha:lance, if it were really true that the Hogtigi
made their own fire-seed, without the help of the priests of Styphon. They were shown that it was, but
they weretold that because of the war with Nostor, only very little could be released for export, and it
was not too delicately hinted that if the Prince of Dazour brought his country into the Kingdom of
Hos-Hostigos, he could have dl he needed.

By thistime, reports had gotten from the western border to Prince Gormoth’s capital that thefive
hundred Sastragathi, joined by a thousand more of their countrymen, weaepillagingandbuming, commitiingal
theusd aroc-ities and afew they seemed to have invented specidly for the occasion. The spy radio
reported that Gormoth had pulled a thousand troops out of the Dombra Line and or-dered them west.

Their column was kept under air observation, and the twoewoysfrom Dazour waretskenfor alook at them
andthe Dombra Line. The troops on the march were not mo-lested, but the two Dazouri saw some
bombing of the Dombra Line—empty oxygen cylinders packed with blasting explosve—and were
horrified at the effect.

There was only one road across southern Nostor; about half way from Dombra Pass to the Sastragath
border, it crossed a degp and narrow gorge on awooden bridge. By the end of the second day, the
Nostori column waswithin afew hours march of it, and made camp. The next morn-ing, when they took
the road again, they were under ob-servation of severd aircars, including onein which Barron had the
two Dazouri diplomats.

“We are going to show you something, now,” hetold them, when the head of the column waswithin
two hundred yards of the bridge. “Watch this.”

Then he dived and swept over the heads of the Nostori. Before any of them could do anything, he was
zooming up at the bridge, and as he did, helet go his rocket-booster.

Theaircar shot up to twenty thousand feet in amatter of seconds; when it waslosing momentum, he
turned in awide circle and brought it down again. The bridge was blazing from one end to the other, and
the road to the east of it was empty, except for alitter of discarded pikes and muskets and afew
casudties who had been knocked down and trampled in the rush. Nostori soldiers, mounted and on foot,
were streaming away in both directions, scat-tering asthey went.

“That was an army, amoment ago,” hetold his passen-gers. “It may be an army again, but not for a
couple of days.”

“But why did you sparethem?’ one of the Dazouri adked Y oucoud havewiped themal cutwiththeflame-
wespon.”

“Oh, that would have been too horrible! We would never do athing likethat,” he assured them. “That
IS, not unlessit were acase of nationd survivd. If Hos-Hostigos were invaded by some overwhelming
force—the only such enemy | can think of would be Hos-Harphax—we would find oursalves driven to
use even worse weapons than that, of course. Beside, those are trained soldiers, thoughthey don'tlook likeit
a themoment. When Rince Gormath submitsand bringsNodtor into Hos Hodligos ashe will ingde amonth, we will
want them. Now, down there theré stheDamlralLing, again. Watttill | show yousomething. Here, usethebinoculas
Thosefour big cantnon, two onather sdedf therced. Bombards throw threehundred pound sonebells They' renew
ones hutthey’ reprobably the last of their kind that will be made. . .”

“Wemug gohometo Dazour tomarmow,” oneof themsad. “ Rrince Tabalkon mudt betdd about this Today, wehave
seen thewhole world changed.”

“lamgad” theather sAd, “thet | ananddmen. | will not haveto live long in this changed world.”

Thenextmaming, thetwo Dazouni evoysgat adoser view of Prince Gormoth’ s three hundred pounders. Al
four of them, with their mounts, were Sitting in the outer enclosure of Tarr-Hostigos. The night before,
Dave MacDonad and Harmakraos, with two hundred of the commeandoforoe hed dropped antothegun
postionrsandheld them until four Hostigi machine operators brought doancontregravity menipulatarsand esch
sdched avay onedf thegant bombeards Thewhdegperation codt three caaudtiesand two hundred-odd rounds of rifle
andpigd anmuniion

Thetwo Dazouri heard the story, ingpected the bom-berds and then gat into thelanding-ardit thet wsto teke
them back to Dazour.



Threedayslater, Pince Tabelkon of Dazour dedided torepudiate his alegiance to Hos-Harphax and take his
country into Hos'Hodligos It took someargument to par-suiedehim nat to havethepriess at the Dazour templetied tokegs
of firesead and lown up. Oncehecould gat dongwithout them, he had wanted to indulge what had long been
hisred feding toward them.

On theway to Tarr-Hostigos from the discussions, Roger Barron detoured for another 1ook at the
DombraLine. It was empty, marked only by the raw-earth scars of trenches and gun-emplacements.
Swinging north aong the road, he saw the army on the march toward Nostor. They were going to inform
Prince Gormoth that the war wasover.

A coupledf dayslater, Count Phebron and severd com-panions rode up the pass road to Tarr-Dombraand
from there were airlifted to Tarr-Hostigos. Prince Gormoth, they said, wanted admission to
Hos-Hostigos on the same terms as Prince Taba kon. He also wanted ass stance in suppressing the
Sastragathi brigands who were ravaging the western part of his princedom.

Everybody was happy except Nancy Patterson, and she would have been except that she was
convinced that the crusades were about to start. Kings and princes every-where would be taking up the
sword; huge armies would bemarchingtoaushtheinfidd, joined e every aossoedsby fresh throngs shouting
“Styphon willsit!” Every day of postponement would make the final catastrophe that much more
catastrophic. She said as much, one after-noon, when half adozen of them were lounging in the room at
Tarr-Dombrathat had been fitted up as a bar and duoroom

“Nancy, itisn't going to happen,” hetold her, atrifleimpatiently. “ Styphon’sHouse isfinished, evenin
Harphax.”

“Butyoucan'tjus wipeardigonout of exigenceova-night,” she objected.

“Not areligion, no. But Styphon's House wasn't redlly one. A religion needs more than priestsand
temples. It needs believers with deep emotiond faith, believerswho love their rdigion as the people who
followed Peter the Hermit loved theirs, and that Styphon’s House never had. Look at the way the people
of Sask, and Dazour, and Nostor, turned on them. And the Prince of Balkron, south of Dazour.”

He had been one of the more recent seceders from Hos-Harphax; to prove his sincerity, he had
shipped the heads of eighteen priests of Styphon, each packed in a powder-keg full of sdt, to
Tarr-Hostigos. Nancy had been present when they had been opened; she grimaced at the mem-ary.

“Where Styphon’ s House made their mistake was right at the beginning, by over-specidization. When
they dis-covered the niter-sul phur-charcoa combination, they thought they had everything they needed,
and they adopted this policy of supplying the rulerswith powder in exdnengefar forcectHevy difaingsfromthar
suyeds Thepeople hated them, and they were stupid enough not to care. They thought they could control
the people through the princes, and their only control over the princes was based on the secret of making
powder and their ability to supply or withhold it. And now the secret isn't a secret any more, and their
monopoly’ s busted.”

“What | can’t see,” Almagro said, “iswhy King Kaiphranos hasn't gone to war with uson hisown
account. He' sjust sitting and watching his kingdom bresk up under hm”

“That'sall he can do. With the annexation of Bakron, we now haveforty five thousand troops, not
counting Sastragathi. King Kaiphranos has, in the origind princedom and city of Harphax, atotd of
fifteen thousand. Therest of the military strength of Hos-Harphax is controlled by the—put itin
guotes—subject princes. That was Styphon’s House, too. They managed to keep the kingdom divided,
every prince virtudly independent of the Great King, and completely independent of one another. That's
why we' ve been making these princes who join Hos-Hostigos turn the bulk of their troops over to us.
What we want isanationa army, because Hos-Hostigos is going to be a nation, not a snake-pit. We can
do that, because we re something new and we' re making it a condition of mem-bership. If Kaiphranos
tried to do it, he' d have acivil war on hishands. I'm about haf expecting him to have one, no matter
what he does.”

“The mercenary captains aren't taking service with Kai-phranos, any more,” Regindd Fitzurse
remarked. “ And we have to fight them off withaclub.”

Quite afew free-companies, he had been hearing, were going down the river to take servicein
Hos-Rathon, in the delta country, and in Hos-Bleth, to the east dlong the coast. The mercenary business



itself wasn’t too good, any more. Hos-Hostigos wanted no more of them. He thought of the many things,
none of them good, that Machiavdlli, out of long experience, had had to say about mercenar-ies—They
plunder you in peace and let your enemies plunder you in war. You cannot rely upon them, for
they will always aspire to their own greatness. . . . Maybeit would be agood plan to collect alot of
free-companies and use them in colonizing the other continents. He was turning that ideaover in hismind
when he became aware of what Nancy Patterson was saying:

“Wdl, gosh, | won't cry if thereisn’t any crusade. Then Harmakros won't be going off to war as soon
aswe'remarried.”

“Huh?" Charley Clifford dmost shouted. “Y ou mean you and Harmakros are getting married?’

“Yes, weare, in about aweek.” Sherose, picked up abottle and carefully corked it. “Y ou say one
dam’ word about him not being human and I’ m going to smash this over your head!”

Then she set the bottle down and went out. Clifford looked at it silently until she was gone.

“I can understand her attitude, of course, but—" He shrugged. “| hope having a child by Harmakros
is't any-thing she’ s counting on too heavily. Shewon't, you know.”

“Do you know that, or isthat just your professiona opinion?’

Having achild by him might be something important to Rylla. They hadn't discussed it, but he
suspected that it would be. The curse of overpopulation hadn’t put its mark on the Freyan mind asit had
onthe Terran.

“Well, look, Roger,” Charley said. “Life here originated and evolved independently of lifeon Terra
We and the Freyans started from two different puddies of living dime, seven hundred light-years apart.

Y ou know the mecha-nism of reproduction. The sperm and the ovum are away up the structurd ladder.
Each contains twenty four chro-mosomes, with us; | don’t know how many for the Frey-ans. Each of
them contai ns thousands of genes. Here, for asmplified example, suppose a Terran locksmith made a
lock, and alocksmith here on Freyamade akey, neither knowing what the other was doing. What odds
would you give againg the key working in the lock? Well, that’ s d-most an even-money bet beside the
odds againgt a Terran spermatozoon fertilizing a Freyan ovum, or vice versa”

That sounded reasonable, until he began to think about it

“Wait aminute, Charley. Every physicd characteristic stems, originaly, from the genefor it; that's
correct, isn't it? And you, yourself, have admitted that Freyans do not possess any non-human
characterigtics, or lack any hu-man ones.”

“| seewhat you're getting at, Roger.” Charley frowned. “ Superficidly, it sounds convincing. But,
dammit, these people. . .” Then he changed the subject by shifting to the research work he intended
doing once the powder mills could run themselves and he could get back to medical work.

The third ship wasfinished. She was amost twice as big asthe King Ptosphes, and had a speed of a
hundred mph. Luther Smith thought that now was the time to embark the armies of Hos-Hostigos and go
to Harphax to tel King Kaiphranos that he was through. Julio Almagro was re-minded of an old Spanish
proverb about the converted Moor eating pork threetimesaday. And even if thisbelligerence hadn’t
been so incongruous for Luther, the idea was pure nonsense. Adminigtrative problems were dready piling
up faster than they could be dedlt with, without cre-ating ahost of new ones.

Beside, Kaiphranos would find out where he stood soon enough.

It didn’t take him long. It was barely three weeks after Nancy’s marriage to Harmakros before abig
forty-oared barge came up theriver to Balkron and an embassy from King Kaiphranos journeyed
overland by oukry to Tarr-Hostigos. They brought friendly greetings from their king, who wanted to enter
into aliance with the Great King of Hos-Hostigos and make agreements of peace, friendship and trade.
Styphon’ s House, they announced, no longer existed in Hos-Harphax. The temples and farms had been
seized by the Crown, and the priests expelled, but not be-fore a number had been questioned under
torture. As a resuit of thislad, King Kaiphranosnow knew how tomekefire-seed for himself.

Why, inthefive or six centuries that Styphon’s House had been battening on the kings and princes and
people of the Great River vdley, thissmplelittle ideahadn’t oc-curred to anybody before would be one
of the perpetud mysteries. Maybe everybody had been afraid Styphon really would do something about



Her father was alone at hiswriting-table, with piles of parchments and stacks of the soft white paper of
the Terransin front of him. For amoment, he did not hear them enter, and kept on writing. Then he
raised his head and smiled at them, and picked up his poignard to strike the gong and call for wine. They
sat down facing him.

“I’m not hearing any more complaints from western Nostor about Sastragathi raids,” he said.

“Oh, no; that’ s stopped,” Roger said. “I told their chief that if it didn’t, there’ d be no more shipswith
iron and powder, and we' d buy no more cattle and lumber from them. He accused us of being as bad as
the priests of Sty-phon; | assured him that we were much worse. On that basis, we got along very
pleasantly. Why, King Ptosphes, there is something we want to talk about.”

“Why, of course, Roger.” He closed his eyes and mas-saged them gently with his palms.

“What isit; thisvist of King Kaiphranos? We will haveto entertain him very lav-ishly, and I'm afrad
hel'll find Tarr-Hostigos smal and mean, by his slandards. Y ou know—"

“Father,” sheinterrupted. “ Roger wants to talk to you about us getting married. Why don’t you listen
tohim?’

Her father didn’'t seem gresatly surprised. He poured wine for the three of them and picked up hisown
cup.

Then he said something which horrified her.

“Y ou understand, Roger, that Ryllais heiressto the throne of Hos-Hostigos?”’

“Why, what athing to mention!” she cried. “But for Roger and his friends, there would be no
Hos-Hostigos. There wouldn't even be a Hostigos, by now, and our flesh wouldberatingfrom our bonesin
therunsof thiscedle”

Her father nodded dowly, sraight forward, likea Terran. 1 remember it hourly, Rylla, with thankful
wonder,” he said. “But Roger is a subject—a citizen—of the Terran Federation. Would he repudiate
that?’

Roger passed his hand across hisface dowly. “1 will make no claim on thethrone,” he said.
“Hos-Hogtigos did natexig aquarter of ayear ago; whoknowswidt it will bewhen your daughter succeeds you?
It may beal of thisworld by then. It may not even be akingdom, but a Public Thing, such aswe havein
the Federation. There have been great changes, and none of us can guess what greater changes will
come. Why talk now of things that may hap-pen in aworld the very shape of which we cannot guess?’

Her father nodded again. “Yes,” he said, and tasted his wine—it would have been warm and tasteless,
except for the cold maker, no, the refrigerator, of the Terrans. Who would drink warm wine, once they
had tasted it chilled?“| suppose there is nothing impossible to those who go searching among the stars.
But of course; you and my daughter must marry, if that iswhat you both wish.”

Thenhedrark morewing whilethey bathtdd himhow much they wanted it.

“Andit will beabig, wonderful marriage,” she said, “and everybody will be here, dl the Princes of
Hos-Hostigos, and dl the people, and there' |l be feasting and re-joicing and a happy time for
everybody. . .”

When the Stellex had | eft, everybody had been busy—the war with Nostor had still been on, and
there had been the annexation of Dazour and of Nostor and the other princedoms afterward, and
rebuilding the bridge they had bumedinfront of Gormath ssddiers and arlifting athoursand Sastragathi to guard
the northern border againgt the plansnomeds andfinghingthePrincessRyllaandbuild-ing the Searcher, and
Nancy’ swedding, and King Kaiphranos...

Then, gradudly, it began to be redlized that the Stellex was dmost amonth longer gone than the
edimated timeto and from Y ggdrasil.

At firgt, nobody was much concerned; there might be ddaysingetingthecargosald, andrefiningthepatassum
nitrate would take time. Then they began thinking of everything that could go wrong aboard the poor
wheezy old Stellex between planets, and they began to worry.

Their main telecast station was a Tarr-Dombra, and there were adozen young Freyans of both sexes
who had learned to operate the screens; one or another of them was always on watch at the activated



but empty screen tuned to the ship’s wavelength. There was a button beside it to press as soon as
anything camein.

It was past two in the morning, on the hundred and thirty fifth day after the Stellex had broken orbit
off Freya, when the girl on duty pressed it. Bells began jangling al over the castle, and some soldierson
the ramparts, who didn’t know what was happening, let off asixty pounder and began ringing the
darm-bdl.

When he and Fitzurse and de Ruyter got to it, they found themselves|ooking through it into the
astradome of the spaceship, past Karl Zahanov. Therewas acard in frontof him, lettered, 5000000 Milesoff
Fang; 30 Sec-ond Lag.”

“How did you make out?’ de Ruyter wanted to know, a once; they waited for an endless half-minute
and then Zahanov saw them and waved to them.

“Unbelievably well; we sold the cargo, and we have ni-ter aboard for enough powder to blow
Styphon’sHouse into orbit. And alot of machinery and power-equipment, and some contragravity
vehicles. That stuff’ sdl second-hand; the Y ggdrasil Company sold it to usfrom their own equipment.
They didn’'t lose any money onit, of course,” he added. “ And arms and ammunition. And there are
twenty three Terrans aboard, fourteen men and ninewomen, al skilled technicians. They'rewilling to
work for us either for slaries or for stock.”

That would be stock. It takes money to pay sdaries, and after Karl’ sbuying spree. . .

“Wall, that’ swonderful, Karl.” It was practically incre-dible. “How much do we owe the Y ggdrasil
Company?’

Thirty secondslater Zahanov heard him and started laughng

“We dtill have acredit of alittle under ten thousand sols on their books,” he said. “I’ ve commanded
tramp freight-ersfor along time, and | never saw acargo go quicker or bring better prices. | thought
they were crazy till | tasted some of the stuff they’ ve been eating, there. There' ssomekind of a
micro-organism, something like avirus, that getsinto the nutrients for both the hydroponics and the
carniculture. Sylviacan tel you about it. Contact with Terran organic matter killsit, but it makes the food
taste smply fad.”

“Then we have prospects of regular trade with Y ggd-rasil?” de Ruyter asked.

“We have regular trade with Y ggdrasil now,” Zahanov told him. “Assoon as| can get another cargo
aboard, I’m going back. They’ll buy al the food we can ship them. In aweek or so, there’ s another ship
coming in here, Pan-Federation freighter Callisto. She’ sbringing more niter, and blasting
explosves—they’ ve started manufacturing them on 'Y ggdrasil—and general merchandise. A lot of that's
paid for, too. And a Terran Federation Army captain and ten enlisted men, to represent the Government
till something permanent can be set up. It was from the Fed-eration Army that | got the arms and
ammunition.”

That was good. The Federation Army was authorized to furnish armsto colonies and exploitation
companies, that meant that they had at least tentative recognition.

“Y ou filed the discovery clam?

“Yes onthewhdesygam, withthe Army on'Y ggdrasil. And a photoprint of our treaty with Ptosphes, and |
made first application for acharter. The Federation people there dl take it asforegone that we' |l be
chartered, and are act-ing on that assumption. | have acknowledgements of the claim and the application,
in case Adriaan startsfor Terraat once and beats the ship from Y ggdrasil there.”

“That' spossible” de Ruyter said. “The Voortrekker’s faster than any of these Pan-Federation
freightersand we re closer Terrathan Y ggdragil. I'll have to wait till the Callisto getsin, of course. Tdll
me, somebody, why the devil we thought we' d have to export something to Terrawhen we have
Y ggdrasi| right next door.” Then he began muttering to himself about stock issues and the Banking Cartel
and franchises.

They werein the bar and clubroom at Tarr-Dombra, the few of them who weren't busy showing the
newcomers around or supervising work on the new spaceport. Ad-rigendeRuyter wastryingtomekeupa
aew fortheVoortrekker.

“I'll need two, beside mysdf,” he was saying. “It oughtn’t to be anybody who can’t be spared here.”



“I"'m just getting this hospitd system organized,” Char-ley Clifford said. “And | haveto run down to
Harphax every now and then and help our noble ally chase some of the bugs out of his new powder mills.
How about you, Fitz? Now that everybody has all the powder he needs, | doubt if there' |l be any wars
forawhile”

“There are still Hos-Rathon and Hos-Bleth,” Fitzurse said. “ And Ptosphes hasjust made me
commander-in-chief of the armed forces, and | have to keep an eye on our roya dly, too.”

“I'll go,” Margaret Hale said. “ L uther and Lourenco can handle everything on the Sellex.”

“That’sgood. | ought to have somebody who can help metalk to people on Terra We havea
company to organ-ize, you know. How about you, Julio?’

“Hdl, I'm Minigter of Industry and Economics,” Almagro said. “And | have to organize cargo
procurement.”

“Harmakros wants to see our world,” Nancy said. “He d be handy on the ship.”

“And he'd bealot handier on Terra,” de Ruyter said. “Ptosphes could appoint him ambassador; he
could have alot of influence with the Government. And he' d be won-dafu pudiaty.”

“Wait aminute.” Something seemed suddenly to have occurred to her. “How long’ sthis voyage going
to take? Six months, isn't it?’

“No, that’swhat it would take the Stellex. Voortrekker hasalot lower mass-to-power ratio, and
better Dillinghams. About four months.”

“Oh, that’sdl right. We can go. Y ou know, the Voortrekker’ s alovely yacht, Adriaan, but it
wouldn’'t make avery good maternity hospital.”

“You meantotdl us—?’ Charley Clifford began.

“I am amarried woman, Charley,” she said. “And when, in the course of human events, a couple of
humans of different sexes get married—"

Charley Clifford reached for the bottle and poured him-sdlf another drink.

“A couple of humans,” he repeated. “ Of two different sexes, from two different planets. That’ sright,”
he agreed.

Hereally seemed relieved that it was settled.
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