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MAN OF THE MAURAI!

He had passed many marching hours in
devising the story he would tell, if and when
he met human beings. It had better be a good
story, as wild as his appearance was. Gaunt,
weathered, scarred, unshorn, unwashed, clad
in his rank woolens and in untanned skins
lashed together with sinew, he would shock
the poorest of the savages who roamed this
outback.

He was not a savage, though, He was a man
of the Maurai, who had a mission to
fulfill. . . .
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Those who remember other tales from the world of the
Maurai will perhaps notice what appear to be inconsis-
tencies with them in this book. However, consistency is
not an either-or matter. New data and insights often
cause us to revise our ideas about the past and even the
present. Surely the future is not exempt.

Variations from present-day languages, including or-
thography, grammar, names, geographical identifica-
tions, etc., are due to changes wrought by intervening
centuries—not necessarily to ignorance on my part.

Dr. Ernest Okress of the Franklin Institute very
kindly sent me a wealth of material about the Solar
Thermal Aerostat Research Station on whose design he
and others have worked. (The tensegrity concept is
Buckminster Fuller’s.) From a class in wilderness survi-
val given by Tom Brown, Jr., I learned a great deal, a
little of which I have attempted to describe here. For
good counsel and friendly encouragement I am in-
debted to Karen Anderson (above all), Mildred
Downey Broxon, Victor Ferndndez-Dévila, Larry J.
Friesen, David G. Hartwell, Terry Hayes, Jerry Pour-
nelle, and “Vladimir iz Livonii” of the Society for
Creative Anachronism.

No person named in these acknowledgments is in any
way responsible for whatever errors and infelicities I
may have perpetrated.

PouL ANDERSON






TO KAREN—
again, and always






When you stand on the peak of time
it is time to begin to perish.

—Robinson Jeffers,
“The Broken Balance”






PROLOGUE

There was a man called Mael the Red who dwelt in Ar-Mor.
That was the far western end of Brezh, which was itself the far west-
ern end of the Domain. Seen from those parts, Skyholm gleamed low
in the east, often hidden by trees or hills or clouds, and showed little
more than half the width of a full moon. Yet folk looked upon it with
an awe that was sometimes lacking in those who saw it high and huge.

Yonder they had, after all, lived for many generations under its
rule. The Clans were daily among them. The Breizheg peninsula had
joined the Domain, through treaties rather than conquest, less than
a century before Mael's birth. Qutside its few towns of any size, a man
of the Aerogens was still a rare sight, a woman well-nigh unknown.
Common speech named such a person a saint, and common belief
gave him the power to work miracles. v

The home of the pysan Mael stood by itself on an upland where
heather and gorse bloomed purple and gold in their season. Farther
down was a forest, and in the valley which the house overlooked were
meadows, grainfields, and cottages. Whatever of this earth that he
could see from his gate was Mael's, worked by him, his sons, his
tenants, and their sons, with its horses, cattle, sheep, timber, crops,
fish, game. .

He was frequently gone from it, because as a man of substance he
had public duties. The Mestromor, who reigned over Ar-Mor, had
made him his bailli, to keep the peace and judge quarrels throughout
this district. On visits to the city Kemper, Mael had then come to
know the Coordinator, Talence Donal Ferlay, whom Skyholm kept
there to advise the state government and make certain that the advice
was followed.

They got along well, those two. Mael was bluff, Donal reserved; but
Mael knew better than to suppose a member of the Thirty Clans, the
Aerogens, was a being more mysterious than any other mortal, while
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Donal knew better than to suppose a family whose roots were ancient
in the land when Skyholm went aloft must needs be ignorant of the
outside world. They could thus enjoy each other’s company. Besides,
each felt himself under a duty to learn as much as might be. So they
would talk at length when chance allowed, and now and then get a
little drunk together.

After a few such years, one day a man came a horseback to the
pysan’s dwelling, and it was Donal.

In early spring, snow patched the brown ground, water gurgled
and glimmered, an orchard nearby had just begun to bud, cloud
shadows scythed from horizon to horizon. Those clouds raced across
a pale sky, before a wind that whooped and smelled of the dampness
and streamed chillingly across face and hands. Rooks wheeled and
cawed through it.

Such men as were present gathered outside the main gate to meet
the visitor. Mael carried a spear. Not too long ago, everyone would
have been ready for trouble, grasping their few precious firearms as
well as edged metal. Nowadays Skyholm would send its lightnings
against any pirates or invaders; thus it had freed the Mestromor, his
baillis, and their deputies to put down what banditry remained. Be-
sides, this newcomer rode alone. Mael simply intended to dip his
spear in a traditional gesture of welcome. When he saw who reined
in, he reversed it instead, and bowed, while his followers crossed
themselves. .

They had never met Donal before, but a Clansman was unmistak-
able. Even his clothes—loose-fitting shirt beneath a cowled jacket,
tight-fitting trousers, low boots—were of different cut from their
linen and woolen garb, and of finer material. At his ornate belt, next
to a knife, hung a pistol; a rifle was sheathed at his saddlebow; and
these were modern rapid-fire weapons. His coat bore silver insignia
of rank on the shoulders, an emblem of a gold star in a blue field on
the left sleeve. Before all else, his body proclaimed what he was. He
sat tall and slender, with narrow head and countenance, long straight
nose, large gray eyes, thin lips, fair complexion but dark hair that
hung barely past his ears and was streaked with white. Though he
went clean-shaven in the manner of his people, one could see that his
beard would be sparse. He carried himself with pride rather than
haughtiness, and smiled as he lifted an arm in greeting.

“A saint,” muttered the pysans in wonder, “‘a saint from Ileduciel
—from there.” Some pointed toward Skyholm. It showed only a faint
crescent, for the sun was in the east and daylight always paled it in
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men'’s vision. Nonetheless, many dwellers hereabouts, who had never
been far from their birthplaces, still believed that Deu Himself had
placed it in heaven, as an unmoving moon, to watch lest humans
bring a new Judgment on the world.

“Yonder is Talence Donal Ferlay,” Mael explained. His words
heightened respect, or outright reverence, for everybody knew that
Clan Talence was the one from which the Seniors of the other twenty-
nine always chose the Captain of Ileduciel.

Mael turned back to the rider. “Sir,” he asked, *‘will you honor my
home? I hope so, and for more than a single day.” He was a sturdy
man, though age was grizzling away the ruddiness of his mane and
beard.

Donal nodded. “Many thanks,” he said. “You have invited me
enough times, and promised excellent hunting.” They spoke in Fran-
cey, since the Clansman knew little Brezhoneg and the native less
Angley. “A week, if that will not burden you overmuch. No longer.
You see, I am on my way to Tournev.” Mael recognized the name of
that city in the Loi Valley which lay straight beneath Skyholm: with
its hinterland, the sole part of the Domain that the Aerogens ruled
directly. “My term of service here has ended, and I shall be taking
on new duties elsewhere.” He smiled. “‘However, first I think I have
earned some rest and sport.”

“Indeed you have, sir,” Mael replied. He was no flatterer. Donal
had in fact done considerable to bring outside commerce, and thus
prosperity, to Ar-Mor, as well as to strengthen the lately founded
Consvatoire in Kemper, where knowledge both ancient and new was
preserved and where promising youngsters could study.

To his men, in their own language, Mael gave orders about Donal’s
mount, pack mule, and baggage. The Clansman descended and ac-
companied his host on foot through the gate.

Buildings of stone and tile formed a tight, defensible square, with
guardian towers at the corners, around a well-flagged courtyard
where much of the life of the farm went on. In these peaceful days,
livestock sheltered elsewhere; barns had been changed into work-
shops, storerooms, expanded living quarters. Women and children
stood more or less ranked under the walls to offer salutation. They
kept an awkward silence, not knowing quite what to do, for manners
in this countryside were boisterous but here was a saint come to
them.

“At ease, at ease,” Mael boomed. “Get busy, break out our best
stuff, make a feast ready for evening.” That brought a relieved flutter-
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ing of curtsies, happy expressions, a few giggles. Dogs barked, cats
scampered clear of suddenly fast-moving feet.

A handsome woman whose braids hung gray over her gown re-
mained in place. Beside her stood a boy of ten and a girl of seventeen.
*“Talence Donal Ferlay,” Mael said, here is my wife Josse.” Politely,
the newcomer gave her a soft salute. “Our older sons and daughters
have homes of their own—we’ll send for them—but these are my
youngest son, Tadeg, and daughter, Catan.”

Donal’s glance reached the maiden and stayed. A slow flush spread
across her cheeks and down her bosom. She lowered her lashes above
dark-blue eyes. Her form was willowy, her features cleanly sculp-
tured; that countenance might have passed for a Clanswoman's.
When her turn came to voice a welcome, the rest could barely hear.
She spoke good Francey, though; most children of well-to-do Breizh-
eg families learned it in chapel school, now that their land was part of
theDomain.

Donal smiled in his austere fashion and took her hand. “Be not
afraid of me,” he murmured. *“You must know I am simply a man, a
friend of your father’s, your guest for what will be all 100 short a
while.”

Her youth surged up in her and she blurted: “Is that true, sir? I
mean, of course you wouldn’t lie, but, but aren’t the saints reborn,
again and again, in . . . your race—?"

Josse drew a sharp, scandalized breath. Donal calmed her by an-
swering, ‘“Well, the anims of ancestors do live in us, but this is true
of everybody. Or so many people believe. Your father has told me
that he—and you—carry blood of Ileduciel. And I, all my kind, we
have countless forebears who were not of the first Thirty. Let us be
friends, Catan.”

Between the parents passed a look, knowing and eager.

‘After a few days, Donal got a small radio transceiver from his gear
and sent word that he would arrive late. Skyholm relayed it line-of-
sight back to Kemper, where he had ordered an airplane for a certain
date, and down to the Ministry of Coordination in Tournev. There
nobody questioned his decision. They knew him for an able and
conscientious man, who gave more of himself to the Domain than he
did to Clan and family affairs. Shortly afterward, Skyholm passed
another communication on, in a private cipher, to his wife. She had
left Kemper ahead of him, to oversee their estate in Dordoyn.

A month went by. The last snow melted, warmth and sunlight
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breathed a mist of green across the country, blossoming exploded,
verdancy strengthened, the migratory birds began returning, plow-
man and plowhorse labored, rains blew gentle out of the west, larks
jubilated while lambs and calves and winter-born infants lurched
forth into amazement.

It was a time of hard work on the farms, but Mael could always
arrange companionship for his highborn guest, hunting or fishing or
sightseeing. Sometimes there were festivals in a village not too far off,
otherwise there were the evenings at home, by lamplight in front of
a tile stove.

Generation by generation, as the need for defense grew less urgent
while the soil regained its fertility and trade reached ever farther,
landholders here had made their houses more spacious and gracious.
Between heavy-beamed ceiling and heavy-carpeted floor, the plaster
of the main-room walls was well-nigh hidden by draperies, pictures,
bookshelves, finely carved chests and seats, olden relics. Folk sat
together drinking wine or beer—on special occasions, the coffee, tea,
and chocolate that were lately coming from abroad. Some smoked
tobacco. Mostly they talked or played games, but one among them
might well read aloud or they might join in song while bagpipe and
drum and a wooden flute or two rollicked around their voices.

Shyness before Donal Ferlay soon vanished. Aloof by nature, he
therefore got more deference than any law required. Yet he was
amiable in his way, willing both to listen and to tell about the outside
world, the territories elsewhere in the Domain that strangeness made
magical for the pysans.

Mael himself found it hard to grasp the vastness of that realm
which Skyholm viewed and therefore commanded. The circle swept
out the whole of Franceterr, Flandre, the Rhin, the Pryny range, the
mountains of Jura, most of Angleylann, a comer of Eria (though the
Aerogens had no wish to gain suzerainty over the patchwork coun-
tries on those islands), and westward across the entire Gulf of Gas-
coyn, to the Ocean. It held a score of states, each with its own
geography, industries, government, history, laws, customs, dialect or
even language. Men muttered earthy words of surprise, women
gasped, children shrilled when Donal described what he had seen.
And Ileduciel itself—but that was beyond any comprehension. and
folk were obscurely afraid to talk very much about it.

Just the same, they grew to like the Clansman. Whatever the pow-
ers that laired within him, whatever knowledge he bore that was
forbidden to ordinary folk, what he showed them was his human side;
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and as a human being he was good, if perhaps a little too earnest.
Before everything else, he was giving Mael and Josse great honor, an
honor that should bring luck to everybody in the neighborhood.

For he sought out Catan daily, and soon they two were walking
hand in hand amidst the young blossoms, and soon after that she
spent her nights in his room.

Such joinings were common in regions where usage allowed. It
certainly did in Brezh. No family would take a wife for a son until she
had proved she was not barren, and many weddings waited until the
child was born and seen to be healthy. A union with a saint could
never lead to that, for the Clans married only among themselves, but
it might endure for long years. Whether it did or not, it conferred
glory on the woman’s kin, and often valuable connections to the
Aerogens. If it ended, it had made her a supremely desirable bride
for any unwed man of her own community, and he would welcome
into his house the offspring of her earlier mate.

Mael owed much of his well-being to the fact that a grandfather of
his had been Vosmaer Pir Quellwind—and the latter had simply
chanced by while looking over this newly acquired land, and had
never returned. The daughter who came of it married the heir of the
upland farm, though the daughters of far wealthier households
would gladly have done so. Liaisons like that were still rare in Brezh.

And . .. it seemed as though Talence Donal Ferlay was not merely
amusmg himself, nor was Catan merely hero-struck or scheming.
Women who saw those two together would sigh, chuckle, shake their
heads a bit, and gossip about it.

—Yet the twilight came when he and she stood alone beneath an
apple tree whose flowers glimmered wan in cool blue dimness, with
an odor of oncoming summer, and he laid his hands about her waist,
looked into the reflections of the first stars in her eyes, and said:
“Tomorrow, at last, I go.”

Her head drooped. “I know,” she whispered. ‘“But why did you set
just that date?”

“Because I must set a date, and abide by it, or I would never leave.”

Her palm shivered upward and across his cheek. “Why must you,
ever?”

He stiffened his back. “‘I have my duty.” After a moment: “Too few
of the younger among us understand that. They think the Domain
has become almighty, and nothing is left for them but pleasure. It
isn’t true. Espayn, Italya, the barbarians beyond the Rhin—the Gae-
ans, the Maurai, and who knows what else, dissolving every old cer-
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tainty that was ours— No, I cannot stay idle. My honor would rust
away.”

“Then why can’t I go with you?” she pleaded.

“I have explained that. My duty is also to my wife. And to you. You
would be lost, bewildered, sick with longing for this your home.”
Again he paused, until he could wrench the words forth. “Besides,
I am not a young man. I should not stand in the way of the life you
have before you.”

*“Oh, beloved! You are my life.” She cast herself against him and
ch[.

He held her close and said into the fragrance of her hair, “Well,
I'll come back. As often as may be. As long as may be.”

]

At midwinter, Catan brought forth a son. She gave him the
name his father had chosen, Iern.

Many were the suitors for her hand, but she refused them and Mael
would not force her. Instead she remained on the estate, taking her
share of work, raising her child as best she could, and living for the
times when Donal returned.

To lern as he began growing, his father was a figure of might and
enigma, who brought him gifts and asked how he did but who really:
arrived in order to claim his mother’s heed. He did not resent this,
for her joy spilled over onto him. Besides, his grandfather and his
uncles were men enough to steer his world.

They taught him what a boy should learn and then, because of his
heritage, did more. They took him on journeys through all Ar-Mor,
its stern sea-cliffs and nestling villages and port of Kemper where
ships came from halfway around the globe. This was a land haunted
by ancientness. Strongholds from the bad old days scowled on guard,
but some of them incorporated remnants of works built before the
Judgment—sometimes long before, a medieval city wall, a Stone Age
tpmb. The menhirs, cromlechs, dolmens, and passage graves of peo-
ples who had died even earlier stood gaunt in sight of hovering
Skyholm. Upon a few of them, blurred by weather and lichen, re-
mained signs chiseled by those who lived afterward: a Celtic face, a
Roman figure, a cross for believers in Zhesu-Crett. Iern was too small
for real understanding, but he got into him a sense of time as an
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endless storm-wind, on which men and nations and gods were blown
like autumn leaves, forever.

Otherwise he was a bright, merry, and well-liked lad.

Grateful for this and much else, Donal saw to it that Mael’s house-
hold got every chance to prosper further, as the Domain knitted
Brezh more closely into itself— ;

—until after seven years he came back to claim his son.

——]

Darkness keened. Rain dashed against walls and shutters.
The single lamp in a private chamber left its corners full of shadows,
and its air was chill. Donal stood gazing into Catan’s tears. She was
still fresh and fair, but his skin was furrowed and his hair mostly
white. “I'm sorrier than I have words to say,” he told her.

“But you'll take him anyhow!” she cried.

He nodded. “I must. Didn’t you hear me? No doubt is left. Rosenn
—my wife will never bear a child that lives. She cannot.”

“Then why did you marry her?”

“We didn’t know.” Half a smile twisted his mouth. *“Besides, our
ways are not yours, my dear. It was a good arrangement for the
Talence Ferlays and the Kroneberg Laniers to make. Not that we
aren’t fond of each other, Rosenn and I—one reason why I can’t deny
her a child to call ours.”

He laid fingers along Catan’s jaw and made her look at him. “You
can have more children, beloved,” he said. “That's no longer as
ill-advised for you as we thought it might be. She—well, it’s always
been so, that certain Clanswomen have trouble with childbirth. Too
fine-boned . . . too inbred, in spite of adopting groundlings . . . too
high a mutation rate, from stays in the stratosphere . . . but I don't
suppose you know what that last means.” The breath gusted out of
him. “Never mind. What you surely will see, and not begrudge me,
is my need for an heir.” ’

“You have the right in law to take him away,” she said forlornly.
“Could you take me with him?”

He shook his head. “No. It would uproot you, and you would
wither. It could destroy Rosenn. She isn’t jealous, but only imagine
having you there. . . . Be at-ease, Catan. She will be as kind to him
as I myself. He'll grow up to be a man of the Aerogens, with every-
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thing that that means. And he’ll come see you when he can. His first
call won't be soon. He’s already past the usual age for enrolling as
a Cadet, and the training is rigorous. But later—"" He started to draw
her close. “Meanwhile, I'll bring you news of him.”

She stiffened and pulled free. His clasp fell from her. “No,” she
said. Pride rang through the grief in her voice. “Not ever again.”

He clenched fists, though his face showed scant surprise. “I was
afraid you would hate me.”

*“Not that.” She stamped despair beneath her heel. “I love you yet,
Donal. T suppose I always shall. But it’s time I became my own
woman.”

— 4

The Clansman had arrived in a light aircraft, landing on
a pasture. Next morning he flew off with the boy, east toward Sky-
holm. He never came back.

He did send letters and opportunities and, when possible, Iern on
a holiday.

Catan married Riwal the Stout, a widowed proprietor of several
ships and fishing boats in Carnac. They lived calmly, and received
Iern well on his visits.

Folk recalled a night shortly after his birth, when a wander-woman
who claimed second sight had stopped for a while under Mael’s roof.
Staring at the infant by the light of a candle she had made in the form
of a dagger, she mumbled, “Watch him- well. He will bring their
doom upon the gods.” But this may be only a tale of the sort that
arises long after the thing has happened.



Somewhere in the western Ocean, a storm came into being.
No man ever knew the place. Once moonlets on sentry-go around the
planet would have seen and warned, but most of them had come
down as shooting stars, centuries past, and the rest gone silent. The
Domain could not keep a global watch; metals for aircraft were too
scarce, fuel too costly in the manufacture. Unseen by any, save maybe
a few sailors, whom it would have drowned, the storm gathered
strength as it lumbered eastward. By the time that vessels off the
Uropan coasts were radioing news of it, observers in Skyholm had
seen the earliest sinister changes in cloud patterns far below them,
and called for the Weather Corps.

Iern got word only upon his return to Beynac. He had been riding
circuit through the Ferlay lands in Dordoyn, as was his seasonal task
—hearing tenants, freeholders, villagers, herders, timbercutters,
their complaints, ideas, hopes, prides, dreads, gossip; easing griev-
ances, arbitrating disputes, negotiating arrangements as best he was
able; presiding over various festivals and ceremonies as tradition
demanded; rewarding good deeds or faithful service; letting himself
be entertained, and in return being a pleasant, accessible guest, from
whom there flowed tales of scenes beyond these horizons; in general,
reweaving the bonds between his family and the people it led.

Now he and his attendants rode home along the river road. Au-
tumn flamed in hillside forests, but air was mild and sweet. Sunlight
slanted from the west, cliffs shone, the stream glistened down the
steep length of its valley. From afar, a woodsman’s horn sounded
lonesome, and found answer in echoes. The cloaks of the men lent
vividness, while dust thumped upward by hooves caught light and
swirled against shadows like firelit smoke.

Ans Debyron, secretary to Iern, made his horse trot until he rode
alongside the master. “A very successful trip, I'd say, sir,” he ven-

20
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tured. A native of these parts, lately graduated from the Consvatoire
of Sarlat, he was inclined to be pompous, though otherwise he was
a competent and agreeable fellow. The soft Occitan enunciation of
his. Francey redeemed his choice of words.

“Well, things seemed to go fairly smoothly,” lern replied. “I'm too
new at this to be sure.”

“Sir,” Ans declared, “they like you. You're fair-minded, and you
don’t need much explanation before you understand a matter—oh,
they appreciate your taking the trouble to learn this dialect and its
nuances—but you're also . . . you're genial. That's not been too
common among castlekeepers here.”

“Like my father, when he served his hitch?” The groundling’s
dismay brought a grin from Iern. “No disrespect intended, Ans, or
at least no more than comes naturally from a son. He’s a great man,
in his own right as well as in the Domain, but he and I are quite
different.” He paused, then plunged; a mission completed gave a
special sense of comradeship. *“To tell the truth, when he wanted me
to take over this post, I came near to rebellion.”

“Really? May 1 ask why?"”

Iern shrugged. “Consider. I was newly commissioned, in line for
advanced training in aircraft and meteorology, the things I'd been
aiming at through most of my Cadetship. Besides, I had a large
backlog of pleasures in mind for my free time. And I insisted I had
no talent for administration. If he absolutely must put me in charge
of a family holding, then couldn’t it be in some territory where the
girls were ready to hop into bed with me? Certainly I knew nothing
about Dordoyn. You remember my ties are to Brezh, where the very
language is different.”

He paused before he went on: * “Take your share of the load,” my
father said, and ended the matter. He’s that sort of man. I'm not sorry
now. It's lovely country here, grand people. And, of course, I only
have to be on hand for two or three months, scattered through the
year. Otherwise I fly.”

Enough reserve remained in him that he was glad to break off his
confession abruptly, when they rounded a bluff and saw Castle Bey-
nac ahead. “Hoy, there she is!” he exclaimed and spurred his motint
forward and then up the side road.

Ans gaped after him before also setting into gallop. Talence lern
Ferlay was not altogether of Ileduciel; he continued to surprise those
who remembered lords more grave.

His stature was only average for a man of the Aerogens, though
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this made him tall among the stocky Dordoynais. Thanks to the pysan
side of his ancestry, he was more muscular than his father; and in him
the sharp face was somewhat broadened and blunted, with cheek-
bones wide and high, eyes bright blue, hair brown and unruly, voice
a light baritone. His taste in clothes ran to the flamboyant.

The castle welcomed him with a bravery of banners and sun-
gleams off tower windows. Its handsomeness was another thing
which reconciled him to his station here. Throughout Franceterr, too
many such medieval buildings, reoccupied after the Judgment when
there was again a need for fortresses, had been remodeled over the
centuries until they were jumbles of styles and functions. The Ferlays
had usually had better taste, and when it faltered, later generations
demolished the mistakes. Beynac reared mighty on its height above
the river, and modern additions—even the radio mast or the airy
residential wing—seemed to be treasures that it was natural for the
old warrior walls to protect.

As always in these peaceful times, the gates stood open; the few
small cannon, armored cars, catapults, and dartthrowers were relics;
the sentry who winded his bugle was ornamental. Courtyard stones
clattered beneath horseshoes; Clan Talence could afford the iron
thus to equip its leading men and their immediate attendants. Dwell-
ers spilled from the buildings and ran to greet the keeper, shouting
and windmilling their arms in the Southern manner. Almost as exu-
berant was the concubine Iern had brought along from Tournev.
Eagerness leaped in him. Three weeks or so, out among the chaste
Dordoynais, had grown confoundedly long.

Then Talence Hald Tireur, his first officer, pushed through the
crowd to his stirrup. The man's face was grim. “It’s well you’re back,
sir,” he said without preamble. ““A message came today for you from
Weather Corps headquarters. You're to call in at once.”

Iern swore at himself for not having taken a transceiver in his kit.
Inexperience. It wouldn’t happen again. He swung from the saddle
and raced to the donjon. '

Lamplight relieved its gloom, furnishings and artwork its stark-
ness. Iern hardly noticed. He believed he knew why they in Skyholm
wanted him, and his nerves thrummed.

A circular staircase led to the tower room where the radio equip-
ment was. He took it three hollowed-out steps at a bound, and flung
himself into the operator’s chair. His fingers sped across the key-
board. Through the clicking he heard a buzz, and he smelled a pun-
gency as the set warmed up. It was big, for the vacuum tubes in its
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wooden console filled much space, and crude compared to the tran-
sistorized portables—those were trade goods from the Maurai Feder-
ation—but, powered by the castle’s coal-fired generator, it could fling
a signal as far as Skyholm, and that sufficed.

From this elevation he spied the aerostat, low above a ridge to the
north. Closer here than it was to the country where he had been born,
it showed correspondingly larger, almost the size of a full moon, pale
and faintly webbed in the window. A hawk sailed by, briefly hiding
the sight behind wings which the declining sun turned fiery gold. A
slight shiver passed through Iern. All his training in science and logic
had never quite erased what Breizhad pysans muttered by their fire-
sides in his childhood, of omens and fates.

He shoved superstition aside. The set was ready. He transmitted
his identification code. After a moment that hummed, a female voice
came from the speaker: *“Communications "Center. Lieutenant
Dykenskyt Gwenna Warden on duty.” Her Angley bore a Rhinland
accent; she must spend most of her groundside time there. “You are
.. . are you Talence Yern Ferlay? I'll switch you directly to Weather
Command.”

“Iern,” the man corrected, pronouncing the unaccented first sylla-
ble as ¢e. A part of him snickered at himself. Why did he care how
his name was spoken? Why, because the odds were that what lay
ahead would bring him glory, if he survived, and in his youthfulness
he wanted no confusions about who the hero was.

“Apologies,” Gwenna replied indifferently. Was she brusque be-
cause the business was urgent, or because she was young too and, like
so many of today’s young, chafed at formality and restraint? He
wondered fleetingly what she looked like. When the Thirty Clans
numbered some sixty thousand individuals, the officers among them
ten thousand, you couldn’t meet everybody in your lifetime. And how
did she feel, offin her aerie thirty kilometers above earth and sea and
oncoming storm? That must be-a terrifying piece of weather on the
march. Why else summon all the Stormriders in the Corps? It had to
be the whole of their small elite, for otherwise Iern would have been
left to finish his tour of obligation among his groundlings.

Buzz, click-click, mutter, and another female voice, but now of a
person he knew, his superior, Colonel Vosmaer Tess Rayman: “Lieu-
tenant lern!”

“Madame,” he said into his microphone. “I salute.”

“You've doubtless guessed. A hurricane is in the Gulf, aimed at the
Zhironn coast. Force Twelve. It’ll flatten the Etang area, drown a
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score of fishing villages, and probably wreck Port Bordeu, with every-
thing that that implies for shipping. Local authorities say they can't
evacuate more than a third of the inhabitants. The loss of life will be
enormous.”

“But you think we can break it?” Trumpets resounded in
Iern’s head. The hair stood up on his arms. “Ready for service,
madame!” ‘

Anxiety softened her tone. “Are you certain? You've had a day’s
journey, you must be tired, and this mission is an order of magnitude
beyond any previous entries you've made. The least error— We need
every data point we can get, but we don't need a wrecked plane and
a dead pilot.”

“You won't get either one from me, madame.”

Tess sighed; he could almost see her head shake. ““No boy realizes
he can die, does he?” Crisply: “Very well, Lieutenant. Proceed to
Port Bordeu. They'll have a briefing ready for you, though I'm afraid
it will be brief indeed. Too little information as yet. You're the closest
Stormrider; you'll reach the objective first, in spite of this late call-in.
What you discover will be critical.” She paused. “On your way, then.
Blessings fly with you.”

“Thank you, madame.” lern snapped up the main switch, left his
chair, and ran.

= 2

From his aircraft as he neared, the hurricane made a black
mountain range under which the sun had already set. Clouds flying
before it hid the Gulf below their rags, though now and again he
glimpsed water lashed into white violence—once a ship, sails furled,
sea anchor out, crew waiting to learn if they would live or die. Else-
where the sky was clear, violet in the east where stars blinked forth,
blue overhead, greenish in the west. As yet, Skyholm caught sunlight
and cast it from the north, sheen and shadow chased each other
across the clouds beneath, but soon it would darken.

Well, Iern thought, he’d be blind anyway, after he invaded the
tumult ahead.

Ever more strong through the murmur of the jet engine he heard
the air, and he felt how his craft shivered and bucked. As hands and
feet danced through the rhythms of control, he laughed for delight.
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This was not the little propeller-driven sparrow, half wood and can-
vas, which had taken him from Beynac to Bordeu; this was a falcon,
as good as anything the Maurai themselves possessed. The alloys in
it were worth a Captain’s ransom, and it burned fuel in torrents,
hence few of its kind existed on Earth—but it could outpace sound
or ascend to Skyholm. It traveled unarmed, for what could attack it?
Not that it would see use in war; it was too valuable. If Iern went into
combat, he would fly a machine scarcely better than the one which
belonged to the estate. .

Across his mind flickered a question about how that would feel.
The Espaynian conflict had occurred before his birth, and he had
been an adolescent Cadet during the Italyan campaign. Would there
be more affrays? The Domain had failed to keep Lonzo de Zamora
from bringing most of Iberya under his Zheneralship, but later it did
check his son’s ambition to get control of the western Mediterr Sea.

. Iern hoped the peace would endure. He didn’t relish the idea of
lullmg men. He didn’t even hunt—

A voice in his earphones recalled him. “What was that, Lleutenant>
You sounded amused.” ‘

“Oh. Oh, nothing,” he answered. A blush went warm over his
cheeks. It wasn’t professional to admit enjoyment of a dangerous
mission. Hastily: “I hear a bit of static. How are you receiving from
my instruments?”

“Satisfactory. We now have three more units on the fringes and are
receiving from them too, so we're beginning to get a picture. Take
heed.” Aloft in the aerostat, with the Domain’s single powerful com-
puter, the analysis officer rapped forth a series of technicalities and
figures.

Iern scowled. “Not enough, not enough information by a dozen
bowshots.”

“Of course. Your assignment—"

“Listen,” Iern interrupted. “I expected this. By the time we’ve
learned what we need to know, being cautious, the brute will've
reached land. No, I'll make for its middle instead. I recommend my
fellow pilots dive at least halfway into the cyclone pattern, at appro-
priate altitudes, from where they are.”

“Lieutenant!”

“You will transmit my recommendation, Major.” Iern knew his
teammates would follow it; pride of self as well as the honor of the
Corps commanded them. “I am about to accelerate. Prepare for a
high rate of input.”
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Did he hear a gulp? “Very good, Lieutenant.”

A glow as from wine mounted within Iern. In the present kind of
situation, a Stormrider awing outranked everybody but the Captain
of Skyholm. This was his first exercise of that authority. It felt almost
like having his first woman.

And here was his first proper foe, 100! He had plunged into wild
weather often before, but simply for practice and to collect data for
the forecasters and scientists. A storm so great that men fought
against it came but twice or thrice in a career.

From beneath his fingers on the controls, power surged. The jet-
plane shot upward on a slant that pressed lern into the leather of his
seat. Ten kilometers high, he throttled back, tilted over, and peered
downward while he circled. His enemy filled most of his vision with
roiling, lightning-shot murk, though eastward across the curve of the
world he glimpsed open water and the shores he hoped to help save.
The sight had a wild magnificence, but to dawdle over it would be
treason to his cause.

Radar beams probed from the craft. Infrared sensors converted
radiation into measurements. A television camera relayed an optical
image to flesh out what Iern saw through his calibrated magnifiers
and described in semimathematical language. (A recent addition to
the arsenal, that television, a scarce and expensive import from the
Maurai—but he blessed the commerce which had brought it to
Uropa.)

Though he had located the eye of the storm, he had yet to map it.
“I am ready to descend,” he announced.

*“Zhesu ward you,” said the major shakily.

Iern shrugged. He attended services because that was what a
proper Clansman did, but made no bones about being an agnostic.
“Thank you, sir,” he replied. “I'll spiral in loops of three kilometers’
radius, two kilometers apart. That looks to me like the best flight
plan.” He couldn’t resist bravado: “Ask my comrades to wish me
good hunting, as I wish them it!”

His falcon stooped.

Night closed in. Wind raved and tore, lightning flared, thunder
crashed, rain and sleet smote metal and hammered the pilot’s can-
opy. Flung back and forth, up and down and around, half deafened
by skirl and roar, he lost himself in the fight to keep his antagonist
from ripping his craft asunder or easting it into the sea. Sometimes
he lurched out into the calm at the center, but instantly speared back
into the wall. And always as he whirled, his instruments gauged, while
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a hard-driven ultrahigh-frequency beam sent their messages outward
—pressures, velocities, ionizations, potentials, gradients—the num-
bers of the beast.

Afar in Skyholm, computer technicians fed their engine what
he and his fellows gave. To the meteorologists it returned an un-
derstanding that grew. Its program was the product of hundreds of
years of study, thought, trial, and ofttimes fatal error. Even dur-
ing the Isolation Era that the Enric Restoration ended, that work
had gone forward. For was not the Aerogens king and queen of
heaven?

Iern’s radarscope glowed a warning at him. He was close to hill-
high waves; he had done what he could, and his next duty was to
escape. He reeled out of turbulence, into the central quietness, stood
his vessel on its tail, and climbed. Above him the sky was a disc of
purple wherein a star trembled.

He broke free, arched above the monster, and streaked eastward.
“lern Ferlay reporting,” he sang into the microphone at his throat.
“Finished and safe. Did you copy my transmission?”

“Yes. Well done, Lieutenant.”

“What about the rest?”

“They're safe too. We'll be ready for action in minutes. Get clear.
Set course for Tournev.”

Iern nodded and obeyed. His plane, like the others, required in-
spection, and perhaps repairs, of the sort that only the facilities at the
headquarters city could perform. As for the pilots, they would get the
traditional conqueror’s welcome, followed by at least a week of ease
and celebration.

Whether or not they were conquerors— Not every attempt suc-
ceeded.

Slowly Iern realized that be had spoken and acted automatically.
His awareness had been elsewhere, in some unknown place, and was
just now returning to him. He could not quite recollect how he rode
the storm; the experience had been transcendental, he had been one
with his adversary. . . . His body throbbed and ached. Padded jacket
or no, the safety harness had probably striped him with bruises. But
peace and joy welled up within him . . . yes, it had been a kind of
lovemaking. . . .

The excitement wasn’t over! The real show was about to start.

He had won fame, promotion, honor for his family and Clan. He
had not won the right to waste a single liter of fuel by hanging around
to watch the spectacle. He could, though, fly high and slowly, un-
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buckle, kneel on his seat and look backward. Barely soon enough, he
remembered to don dark goggles.
The laser beams struck.

Throughout each day, never hindered by cloud or mist or rain,
sunlight played across the aerostat. On a sphere two kilometers in
diameter, that was an input measured in gigawatts. A fraction of it,
shining through the double skin, kept hot the air at the center, and
thus held Skyholm aloft. More went into solar collectors or thermal
converters and became electricity. Of this, a portion ran the jets
which maintained station against stratospheric winds, and supplied
other needs on board. A portion, sent earthward, powered synthe-
tic fuel plants and similarly essential industries. However, those
were few, and except for them and local generators here and
there, the Domain had no electricity; metal for conductors was too
costly. Most of the sun cells waited idle, against a day of war or of
tempest.

Now circuits closed, shutters opened, a tide of current flowed into
the great accumulators and thence to the outsize lasers. Fiercer than
lightning, the beams leaped off to battle.

They were not random thrusts of wrath. Cool minds aimed them,
guided by those data the Stormriders had snatched out of destruc-
tion’s self. Their energy was small compared to that which drove
their target. Its intensity, focused on well-chosen spots, was some-
thing else.

‘What Iern saw was firespears out of heaven. Air blazed and thun-
dered around them. Where they struck the darkness, brilliance foun-
tained. Without his goggles, he would have been blinded for at least
a while, maybe for always. As was, his vision quickly filled with dazzle
and he dared watch no longer.

Again and again accumulators discharged and collectors refilled
them. Some beams held steady, drilling, eroding; others flashed
briefly, upsetting the balance at single places, turning the hurricane’s
own force upon it. Pitiless, Skyholm stabbed, slashed, ripped, while
lern and his comrades fled.

The struggle fell behind him, and he flew above a Franceterr dark-
ling beneath stars. The aerostat still shone bright, catching rays of a
sun he could no longer see, but would soon fade. He wondered if that
would happen before the task was done.

Incandescence winked out. Triumph bawled in his earphones:
“That’s it! The pattern’s broken!”
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“Prediction?” asked tones that remained dry. Iern recognized Col-
onel Tess’.

“Ah-h-h . . . a preliminary evaluation, madame. We've dissipated
the fringes. The core continues active, but much reduced in force and
veering northwest. Strong winds and heavy rains along the coast,
trending north, for the next two or three days. But nothing disas-
trous, and further energy input would too likely drive the core against
Ena.”

“Which would be inhumane, as well as angering little countries
that bid fair to become good trading partners of outs. Aye, we’ll let
well enough alone. . . . Weather Command to all Stormriders, con-
gratulations, thanks, and welcome back!”

Iern flew on. At his altitude, on his left he glimpsed a piece of Brezh
—Ar-Goat, not Ar-Mor, yet Brezh. A sudden wish to see his mother
tugged at him.

Skyholm rose and waxed in his view. With only starlight upon it,
it was a moon vast but ashen, save where electric lamps sparkled. And
now, also before him, the Loi River hove in sight, a silver thread
looped across rich lowlands. He began his descent.

——3|

Originally Tournev was an outgrowth of Old Tours, some
of its material quarried from abandoned parts of the lauter. Folk
settled thereabouts to get not simply protection, but the comforting
nearness of lleduciel. They rebuilt because most former structures
were either fallen into ruin or had been taken over for the special uses
of the Aerogens. They made it a distinct town because those early
Clanspeople-to-be, few in numbers and badly overworked, did not
want the day-to-day responsibility of governing it. Time passed, in-
dustrial plants wore out or grew obsolete; the easy and sensible thing
was to start new ones in the thriving new city. By degrees, Tournev
became the lower capital of the Domain, as Ileduciel was the higher.
Old Tours was an enclave, a cluster of piously restored buildings
where none but caretakers and shopkeepers lived and none but the
curious visited.

Nevertheless it was a romantic setting. Iern stood on a tower at
twilight, a young woman by his side, and felt himself falling in love.
The air held a chill, breath smoked, but hooded cloaks kept them



30 PouL ANDERSON

warm and likewise did hand linked with hand. Beneath them lay roofs
and darkened streets. Beyond, windows throughout Tournev were
coming aglow, and gas lamps along the boulevards. Elsewhere lan-
terns bobbed like fireflies as workers sought homeward. Farther on
shimmered the river, around darknesses that were moored barges
and boats. From its right bank the ground swelled northward, flecked
by farmhouses and hamlets, to the hill of the Consvatoire. Those
ivied walls were not wholly nighted; here and there, across kilome-
ters, another light burned where a scholar sat late. In immemorial
belief, which endured among many pysans, that site was hallowed. It
was the highest ground along an arc where at certain times of year
you saw sun or moon pass behind Skyholm.

Seven and a half times the size of either in heaven, the aerostat
hung directly overhead. Still touched by the sun, as it was for about
twenty minutes after nightfall and before daybreak, it cast muted
radiance across the land. In that light, Ashcroft Faylis Mayn seemed
to Iern almost a being of Breizheg legend, a haunter of woods and
dolmens, too beautiful to be real.

“How often have I lingered here and dreamed,” she said low. “But
I never dreamed I would do it with . . . a saint.”

Her musical Bourgoynais accent redeemed a thin voice. And apart
from that— Iern’s pulse thuttered. She was small, delicately featured,
with large gray eyes and long, lustrous golden hair. She was intense
and intelligent, a student of history at the Consvatoire yonder. She
was no girl to tumble straight into bed, but a well-born maiden. His
kinsman Talence Jovain Aurillac had introduced them a few days
back, and Iern quickly lost interest in tumbling the harbor girls.

*“Oh, come,” he said, with an awkwardness that seldom burdened
him, “you’re no back-country shepherdess, you're a Clanswoman
and know we’re all human. I, well, I did my job, nothing more.”

Her gaze sought his. “But we carry our ancestral anims, don’t we?
I think yours may come from the First Captain himself.”

“What? No, surely our present Captain— Anyway, not only do you
flatter me, but frankly, I'm skeptical about that belief.”

She smiled. “And I . . . frankly. Yes, I'd rather suppose you're
a—" She hesitated. “An organelle that is truly evolving.”

Taken aback, he swallowed. “Are you a Gaean?”

*“Oh, no. I think the Gaeans have certain insights, but—but I'm
simply a little delver in dusty old books. A dreamer—" She looked
upward and sighed. “I do believe there is a purpose behind existence.
Else nothing would make sense, would it, Iern? Just consider history.
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How could we, you and I, stand here this evening, safe and happy,
if a fate, a force, had not possessed our ancestors?”

“Well—" He searched for words but gave up. Why argue and risk
spoiling the hour? His own view of the past was prosaic.

Immediately after the War of Judgment, when chaos and radio-
activity rolled to and fro across Uropa, the original crew members
moved Skyholm from its station above Paris to one above Tours. The
latter city had escaped obliteration. It did not escape famine and
pestilence in the years that followed, but the aerostat held off desper-
ate outsiders. Thus a measure of recovery became possible relatively
fast.

While they tried, in a rough-and-ready fashion, to be benign rulers,
the Thirty—twenty-two men, eight women, from half a dozen nations
which no longer existed as anything but terrains and memories—had
their own survival in mind. Aloft, they were safe. But they must eat
and drink; aircraft perched on landing flanges must have fuel and
spare parts; the skin of their home demanded replacement about
once a decade, panel by panel, as the ultraviolet and ozone of the
stratosphere gnawed at its material; their needs were countless, and
nothing could supply them but an advanced technology whose indus-
trial base was gone.

Around the world, sister aerostats fell for these reasons. . The
Thirty were fortunate. Guarded and reorganized, the people of the
area could divert their scant excess energies to restarting or rebuild-
ing the essential facilities. They were willing. If Ileduciel went, most
likely what little they possessed would soon go from them too. Poor
in equipment, resources, trained personnel, the plants were ineffi-
cient at first, their output barely sufficing to maintain Skyholm and
its machines. Yet it did suffice, and meanwhile farms were becoming
more productive again, and a little trade revived, and some persons
found leisure to rescue books from decay and study them.

Meanwhile, also, the power of Skyholm spread. This began almost
willy-nilly, a matter of suppressing raiders or marshaled, covetous
enemies. Later, generation by generation, it became a matter of
policy—of duty and destiny. Sometimes the Aerogens used ground-
ling troops, with flyers to help and the lasers in reserve. Oftener an
area was glad to be annexed, by way of shrewd diplomacy, dynastic
marriages, or the like. After all, entry into the Domain conferred
many benefits. Peaceful borders and free trade were the most obvi-
ous. Surveillance from above increased public safety, spotted incipi-
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ent crop diseases or rich fishing grounds, provided up-to-date maps.
Weather forecasts and occasional weather modification were of incal-
culable value. The Consvatoires which Clansfolk founded were
schools, libraries, laboratories, museums, repositories and well-
springs of knowledge; from them came physicians, agronomists,
learned men and women of every kind. Nor did Skyholm require
much in return; modest tribute, enactment of a few laws which chiefly
concerned human rights, cooperation in business of importance to
the whole Domain. Otherwise, except for the region around Tour-
nev, states remained autonomous.

Or so the theory went, and for centuries theory counted for a great
deal—or myth did, awe, a sense of fate, a hope that this race, divinely
chosen, would restore the whole world.

That could not be, of course. The limit of achievement came at last,
in debatable lands where Skyholm was on the horizon. To move it
closer to them would have been to remove its protection from others
whose fealty was ancient. The Aerogens could not master the planet;
despite all, its members were only mortal.

The globe overhead grew dim. Stars blinked forth. “I must go
back,” Faylis said. “‘1 wish I didn’t have to, but my reputation and—"
She broke off. He could barely see her lashes flutter.

“And mine?” he venwred. His heart leaped. “You're safe with
me.” A chuckle. “Curse it. But you are.”

“I know. And I wish— But we met such a short while ago!”

“What difference does that make?” She did not resist when he
drew her to him. In a minute she was learning how to kiss a man.

It stopped with that. He dared not push his luck further, yet. Aided
by his flashlight—emblem and perquisite of an elect few—they made
an unsteady way down the stairs, out the door, and along the streets.
Several times they laughed together, or skipped over the paving
stones.

When they entered Tournev, they had better be more decorous.
They were not in the riverside district, but a section for Clansfolk and
wealthy groundlings. Ordinarily she lived in a dormitory at the Cons-
vatoire, but this chanced to be a holiday week, Harvest. For that
period she had moved over to the comfort of a mansion belonging
to the Aurillac family, together with several fellow students. It had
ample space, and such courtesies to their kind were usual.

The ranking occupant at present was Talence Jovain Aurillac, here
on business of the estate he governed in the Pryny Mountains. As the
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butler admitted Iern and Faylis, he came out of a writing room.
Lamplight cast shadows over his face, making it a lair for his eyes.
“Great Charles, girl!” he exclaimed. Where he came from, the name
of the First Captain was seldom used as an oath. “What have you
been doing? Do you know what the time is?”

She bridled. “Do you know what right you have to ask me, sir?” she
responded. “None!” '

Jovain stiffened. After a second, his stare swung to his kinsman,
and lern thought he saw a birth of hatred.

It mattered nothing to the Stormrider, then.
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) “Orion shall rise.”

Terai Lohannaso first heard those words from a small girl, be-
reaved and embittered, in the home she was about to leave, under a
snowpeak in a land where he was an unwelcome alien. He was never
sure afterward why they haunted him. It was not in his nature to
brood, and while he always hated to bring sorrow upon others, he
recognized that often there was a blunt necessity for action.

Maybe it was because he had known her father, seen him die, and
been the one who came to tell her mother what had happened. Maybe
it was because the sad little scene triggered within him an awareness
of which he was not quite aware, memories of things done and seen
and heard about, which at their times had seemed mere flashes, but
taken together pointed toward something that might prove terrible.
In any event, during the years that followed he often harked back to
that moment, and beyond it to Launy Birken.

The two men had been acquainted before the Power War. This was
not strange. Terai was skippering a tramp freighter based at Awaii;
Launy was part owner of a factory, modest-sized ‘but innovative,
producing electronic gear that found a market also in the Maurai
Federation. ‘

Like many of her kind, Terai’s ship would sail through the narrows
past Vittohrya, a town more cultural and political than mercantile, to
Seattle. (Folk in the Northwest Union had had no qualms about
rebuilding on former sites, even before the radioactivity had become
unmeasurably slight. In such cases, the community was apt to pre-
serve its name better than did those which had not been hit.) Upon
docking, his supercargo sent messages to whatever people were ap-
propriate. When Launy received an order, he would bring the con-
signment himself from his hinterland village, and stay to make sure
it got properly stowed. Then he and Terai went out for dinner and

34



ORION SHALL RISE 35

an evening’s drinking. He spoke no Maurai, but his companion was
fluent in Unglish. Eventually Terai met Launy’s wife as well.

The fact that the men had served on opposite sides in the recent
conflict put no constraint on their friendliness. The Whale War had
been undeclared and short, the aims of either party strictly limited,
and a chivalric code prevailed.

Terai, eighteen years of age and newly enlisted in the Federation
Navy, won a medal when he took charge of his dismasted, burning
frigate after all officers perished at the Battle of the Farallones, and
kept her afloat under a jury rig the whole way back to Hilo Bay. He
always remembered how the nearest of the victorious Union vessels
hove to and sent men to help put out the fire, who expressed regrets
that they could do no more than that because they must pursue
fleeing Maurai units.

As for Launy, he, somewhat older, had captained one of the priva-
teers that brought commerce to a standstill throughout the eastern
Pacific Ocean. With her diesel auxiliary and lavish armament, his craft
captured nine merchantmen, plundered them, and sent them to the
bottom; but first he transferred their crews, not forgetting ship’s cats.
Fascinated by Maurai culture, he treated his “guests” with good
cheer equal to any they would have offered in their homes.

Thus the two could respect and like each other.

Once or twice they did argue the rights and wrongs of their causes.
The last such discussion before the next war occurred in quiet, wain-
scotted surroundings, a dining room in the Seattle chapter house of
Launy’s Wolf Lodge. '

He had invited Terai there for a gourmet meal and a look at
something of what his civilization had accomplished, besides manu-
facture, trade, and exploration. The chamber was large, high-ceil-
inged, the tables spaced well apart and bearing snowy linen, fine
china, ivory utensils. Flames danced in a stone fireplace but were only
decorative; electric heating staved off the cold while wind hooted and
rain dashed against glass. Likewise electric were the lights, though
kept soft. Waterpower was abundant in these parts. In addition, the
use of coal throughout the Union increased year by year at a rate that
Maurai found horrifying.

“I don't understand you, Launy,” Terai said. A bottle of wine and
a fair amount of local whiskey had lubricated his tongue. Sober, he
was chary of words. “A decent fellow like you, fighting to keep a
bunch of whalers in business. It’s not as if you had to. There's no
conscription here, and the war was not called a war anyway. Yes,
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you've told me you did well off your raiding, and it was a great
adventure. But you're doing better off your company, and if a man
feels restless—Lesu Haristi, he’s got a whole planet to roam, and half
of it still mostly unknown!”

*And more than half of it full of nothing but backward starvelings,”
Launy retorted.

“Oh, now, I've traveled rather widely, and it isn't that bad. Not
everywhere.”

“Bad enough, and in enough places.” Launy’s speech quickened.
“I haven’t just read books, I've seen.”

“M-m, how?”

“My father was an Iron Man till he grew arthritic. He 100k me, a
kid, along with him on his final trip. We went clear to the Lantic coast,
prospecting. Plenty of stuff yet in the dead cities. We didn’t run into
any danger. But I almost wish we had, because the main reason was
that the natives were 100 miserable to be a menace. Instead, they
begged. A lot of women tried to rent themselves out, with their
families’ consent—for a needle, a plastic cup, anything useful we
could spare. I was too young to pay much heed, but I don’t think
those poor, scrawny, rickety-boned creatures got many takers.”

I like him more than ever, Terai thought. He's straying from my question,
maybe on purpose, but he's not using the change of subject to glamorize himself.

That would have been easy, his mind went on. The Iron Men were
picturesque, and their early exploits had been heroic in a raw fashion
as they fought, sneaked, or bargained their way across the Mong-
occupied plains in search of metal. Today, however, treaties regu-
lated their passage; Lodge-owned plants near the sources processed
materials before those were loaded onto trains that then chugged
uneventfully over the prairies and up the mountains; sometimes the
freight came from lodes that had been rediscovered, rather than from
salvage; coal enormously exceeded it in tonnage. But, true, expedi-
tions did still range through the wilds and barrens of the far East,
hunting for the means to give Union industry more muscle. If it could
only be given more brain and heart. . . .

“No, I'll take a civilized country,” Launy continued. “I've been
south as far as Corado, and the countries there are all right: political
puppets of yours, but living all right. The Mong, too. I've visited the
Mong, and they're as different from us as ever in spite of moderniz-
ing, but even their serfs eat well and are better educated than you
might expect. I'd certainly love to travel through your Federation
someday—I mean as a private person—oh, yes. And could be I'll
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make it to Yurrup one of these years. Trade’s really begun growing
in that direction, hasn't it? Skyholm must be a wonderful sight. And
you can name other lucky areas. But most of 'em—"" He shook his
head vehemently. “‘No, thanks. I know about countries where the rich
have it good, but I know about their poor, too, and I know about
those where everybody is poor, and I tell you, I've seen enough.”

Terai returned to the attack. “If you're so tender-hearted,” he
asked, “how can you support the slaughter of whales?”

“You Maurai hunted them in the past. And you tried ranching
them, like cattle.”

“That was before our scientists learned—what scientists were
finding out shortly before the Downfall—how intelligent the ceta-
ceans are.” Terai gripped his glass, snuffed the smoky odor, tossed
ardency down his throat. ““Oh, you've heard all this. Bit by bit, we
decided the world isn’t so impoverished that men need to kill beings
like that for meat and oil.”

He regarded the other across their table. What he saw was a big
man, though not as big as himself, heavy-featured, ruddy, with yellow
hair combed down to the shoulders and a close-trimmed red-yellow
beard. The Norrman was rather typically clad for an evening out:
scarf of imported silk tucked into the open collar of a plaid wool shirt,
buckskin trousers, solid half-boots. An ivory ring on his left hand
declared him married.

In this climate Terai dressed similarly, but his clothes were plain
and their cut, as well as his appearance, foreign to the diners around.
Those, mostly husband-and-wife couples, kept trying not to stare.

“You could decide it on your own account,” Launy said. ‘“Not on
behalf of the whole human race. When you started seizing Northwest
whaling ships—"

“As we'd long been seizing slave ships. You never objected to
that.”

“No. We don’t care for slavery here.”” Launy raised a palm. *“Wait.
We care for freedom. But that means the freedom of people, not
horses or chickens. Sure, whales are smart animals, and I'd rather we
left them alone. But you’ve never provad they’re more than animals.
Be honest; all you have is a theory.”

He drank and spoke fast: “You tocx it on yourselves, in what you
thought was your almightiness, to teil fiz¢ captains what they could
and could not do on the high seas. ¥:;Le you realized. whaling’s
carried on almost exclusively by members of the Fish Hawk and
Polaris Lodges, and you didn’t think the rest of this loose-jointed
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country would help them with its blood. But of course no Lodge
forsakes another; the Mong wars taught us loyalty. Of course we told
you busybodies to go to Rusha. And when you got violent, why, the
Lodges raised men and money, they armed and convoyed, they got
violent right back at you.”

And in pitched battles, as well as raids, you persuaded us we had better not
insist, Terai admitted. He recalled vessels that were the core of the
Union fleet at Farallones, steam-powered, steel-plated, devoid of
catapults but dragon-headed with cannon that fired explosive shells
and tubes that launched rockets. We didn't understand you. We never
guessed—in our, oh, yes, our “‘almightiness’—that anyone would squander
resources on that scale, for no larger reason than yours.

Launy’s voice dropped. He leaned forward. ““Look, Terai,” he
proceeded earnestly, “let’s not squabble. Let me just add one thing,
and afterward we can get drunk and sing songs and whatever else we
feel like. But look. We need sperm oil for fine lubrication. Sure, I
know jojoba oil will do. But we can’t import enough from areas where
the jojoba plant grows, because there isn’t enough being raised, nor
enough trade with them to stimulate it. As for whale meat and lamp
fuel and baleen and such, mainly we sell them to the Mong, and buy
stuff they have that we want, like coal or the tolls on our railroads
through their nations. After we’ve got our industry really well devel-
oped, why, we won’t need to go whaling. It won't pay anymore. In-
stead of bitching about our development and ob—uh—obstructing
it every way you can short of provoking a full-dress war . . . why don’t
you encourage us? We'd stop our whaling that much the sooner.
Could it be that you—no, not you, Terai, but your politicians, your
merchants—could it be that they don’t want anybody, anywhere in
the world, to get as important as the Maurai Federation?”

“Nol” Terai denied, and wished for an instant that he were com-
pletely sincere. Well, I am as far as I myself go, I suppose. *How often
have we said it? We don’t want any single civilization lording it over
the rest, nor any industry that damages the planet—"

Launy threw back his head and interrupted his guest with a shout
of laughter. “Sorry,” he apologized. “It suddenly struck me . . . how
we're parroting our newspapers and professors and orators . . . when
you're sailing on tomorrow’s tide. Talk about waste!”

Terai relaxed and boomed forth a chuckle. “You're right about
that, at least. Good drinking time is a nonrenewable resource. And
didn’t you mention a girl show""

“I did that.”
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Neither man felt need of the sleazy resorts in Docktown. Launy’s
wife had accompanied him to Seattle, though agreeing not to inter-
fere with his stag night; Terai’s crew included wahines as well as
kanakas. However, Seattle strip dances were quite a contrast to the
demure Awaiian hulas. It became a memorable evening.

They had few more. Five years after the Whale War ended, the
Power War began; and it was declared—by the Federation upon the
Union—and went on for three grisly years, because this time each
agonist was determined to break the other.

That Launy and Terai had become friends was nothing extraordi-
nary. The curious chance was that they met again, early in the second
year of the-second strife between their peoples.

A naval engagement took place off the Aurgon coast. The Maurai
forces won, as the Maurai were winning everywhere at sea. They had
learned their lesson earlier, had closely studied a society which they
no longer underestimated, and had made ready for a conflict that the
realists among them knew was ineluctable. The strength, skill,
wealth, manpower had been theirs all along, needing only to be
mobilized—though at that, the Norrmen gave them a hard fight.

The ship that bore Terai sank an enemy vessel and set about
rescuing survivors. Those who were hauled from the water included
a radionics officer named Launy Birken.

_— 2

Waves ran blue, green, white-laced, foam-swirled, from a
shadowiness to starboard that was the continent, westward to the
world’s edge. They brawled, they whooshed, they hissed and chuck-
led; the surge of them pulsed upward through timbers and into
human bones. The sun stood past noon where a few clouds and many
gulls flew like spatters of milk. Air blew spindrift and chill into men's
faces, tossed their hair, filled their ears with skirling.

Despite her size and the fact that she was beating upwind, Barracuda
bounded on her way at twenty knots. She could have gone faster if her
1ift motors had raised more sail, but would have outpaced most of her
flotilla. A science of hydrodynamics that, in the course of centuries,
had become almost as precise as ballistics underlay her design. The
trimaran structure was intended for speed and maneuverability rather
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than volume. Her rigging was more conventional—not that Maurai
shipbuilders followed a uniform convention—but equally subtle and
efficient. Five masts down the length of the main hull each bore five
courses of squaresails (translucent synthetic fabric, strong and rot-
proof) that were actually airfoils. Computer-controlled, their aileron
edge panels created vectors that rotated the masts to whatever the
optimum angle of the moment might be; no stays were needed, nor
many running lines. Nor were more than four sailors—

—if she had been a merchantman carrying express cargo. In the
event, dozens of crewfolk were on deck. They had ample room. Save
for a streamlined bridge, cabins were below; machinery, weapon
turrets, lifeboats, and other apparatus occupied little space; the solar
collectors were deployed, to charge accumulators and refresh bacte-
rial fuel cells as well as to furnish power, but they were elevated on
hydraulic shafts and so formed pergolas in whose shade people might
gather. Hardly any did, for Maurai found these waters and this atmo-
sphere cold.

On a civilian craft, the setting-would have been less austere. Proba-
bly the main prow would have borne a figurehead: very likely religious,
the carven Triad, Tanaroa the Creator, Lesu Haristi the Saviour on
His right, shark-toothed Nan the Destroyer on His left. Surely planters
would have been bright with flowers. As it was, apart from the hues of
indurated wood in strakes, planks, and spars, all the color was aft,
where the Cross and Stars of the Federation streamed at the flagstaff.

Yet the crewfolk provided ample gaiety, as they took their pleasure
between battles. Some defied the weather and wore nothing but a
sarong, plus beads, bracelets, garlands, or leis they had woven from
blossoms grown in pots in their quarters. Young, lithe, skin tones
ranging from amber through umber to black, they were doubly beau-
tiful amidst their more fully clad mates. Here and there, intricate
tattoos rippled to the play of flesh. The majority were male, but, as
nearly always on Maurai vessels, adventurous women, not yet mar-
ried, were enrolled as well.

In little spontaneous groups, they celebrated their aliveness. Japes
flew. Feet bounded, hips swayed, hands undulated. Through the wind
came sounds of flute, drum, fiddle, accordion, koto, song. Dice rat-
tled; stones moved over a chalk-marked go board. Two persons told
stories from their homes to listeners from distant islands; neither
printed pages nor radio waves could transmit the entire diversity of a
realm that sprawled across half the Pacific Ocean. A couple embraced;
another couple went down an open hatch to make love. Three or four
individuals sat apart and contemplated the waves, or their souls.
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Amidships at the port rail, Launy hunched his shoulders and dug
hands deep into the pockets of the pea jacket lent him. “Who’s on
watch, anyway?” he wondered.

Terai shrugged. “The usual,” he replied. “First, second, or third
officer. First, second, or third engineer. Quartermaster at the wheel.
Radio officer; except in emergencies, she’s in charge of the radar too.
And, yes, the cook and bull cook must be starting to prepare tea
about this time. And I daresay a few more—the carpenter or the gun
chief, for instance—have found things that need doing. But Navy or
no, we Maurai aren’t much for strict schedules or busywork.” He
grinned. “I've heard us called sloppy, and not just by Norries like
you, but by the Mericans south of you—our own clients, that we
converted from freebooters to civilized ranchers and whatnot! How-
ever, somehow we manage.”

“You do,” said the captive bleakly, and stared for a while at the
man beside him.

There was considerable to stare at. Terai Lohannaso loomed a
sheer two meters in height. Iron-hard, contoured like a hillscape, his
body was broad and thick out of proportion to that. His features were
largely Polynesian, wide-nosed, full-mouthed, with a scant beard that
he kept shaved off; but the square jaw, gray eyes, and complexion
ivory where seagoing years had not turned it leather-brown, those

-were a heritage from Ingliss forebears. His voice was pitched like
thunder. Reddish-black, his locks were bobbed under the ears and
banged across the bow in the style of N'Zealanner men. A short-
sleeved shirt revealed hairless chest and forearms, the latter tattooed
—on the left, a standard fouled anchor, but-on the right, a hammer
and tongs. (He had mentioned once that blacksmithing was a hobby
of his.)

*“Oh, yes, you manage,” Launy said. “You call yourselves easygo-
ing and happy-go-lucky, but your outposts are along every coast of
Asiaand Africa. . . and the western side of Normerica and Soumerica,
from our border on down . . . and native rulers do whatever your local
‘representatives’ ‘suggest’ if they know what’s good for them. Mean-
while your explorers and traders—your vanguards—are pushing into
Yurrup. . . . Oh, yes.”

His glance went across the rest of the flotilla. Most of the craft in
it were monohull, less fast though more capacious than Barracuda.
(Stabilities were identical, given extensible spoilers to forestall cap-
sizing.) Their rigs varied, as did their sizes: everything from an
archeological-looking schooner to a windmiller whose vanes drove a
screw propeller. All were wooden, with scant metal fittings; all ap-
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peared frail and innocuous at a distance, even the carrier on whose
deck rested a score of airplanes. None bit ferociously through the
waves, belching smoke, a-bristle with cannon, like a Northwestern
ironclad.

But none, either, were like the big-bellied merchantmen he had
taken during the Whale War. He had seen these dancers on the
waters pluck apart the squadron in which he served. Now they were
bound north to rendezvous with the rest of their kind. Thereafter the
combined force would seek the main Union fleet, whose whereabouts
were incessantly tracked by Federation scouts. (It was seldom worth-
while to fire shells or rockets at those high-hovering blimps and
hydroplaning boats. They were astonishingly evasive; if hit, they were
astonishingly durable; if destroyed, they bore life rafts, and the Mau-
rai had astonishingly effective rescue teams.) And later . . . he sup-
posed Federation marines would land on Union shores.

Terai shuffled his feet. “No, hold on,” he said uncomfortably. “I,
uh, I sympathize with you—you’ve lost shipmates—but we don’t want
to rule the world. What'd that get us except a bellyful of trouble?
Anyhow, the whole idea is to let the world stay, uh, diverse, so
different cultures can leam from each other—" He flushed and
clicked his tongue. “Sorry, old chap. I didn’t mean to repeat propa-
ganda at you. But it’s true.”

“Right. You like quaint customs and ethnic music,” Launy lashed
out. “But never something really different. Never something that
might upset the Maurai predominance.”

“That might wreck every civilization again, or life itself,” Terai said
back. His lips tightened off his teeth. “Sometimes I wonder if the
Downfall didn’t come barely in time, to save the whole biosphere
from what the old industry was doing to it.”

“You talk like a Gaean.”

“Lesu forbid!” Terai attempted a laugh. ““The-Mong dislike us
worse than you do, and I doubt a single Maurai ever gave Gaeanity
a second thought.”

“Then why do you make ‘ecology’ and ‘diversity’ your catchwords
for a holy war?”

Long-smoldering anger spat forth a small blue flame. “We share
this planet,” Terai growled. “Your reckless coal-burning and chemi-
cal effluents were bad enough. When you collected fissionables and
set out to build a nuclear powerplant, that was too buggering much.
When you turned down our ultimatum, what could we do but declare
war? Now we’re going to curb you, for everybody’s sake!”

His temper abated as fast as it had flared. He was not a choleric
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man. “Don’t fear, Launy,” he said, and fumbled in his pockets.
“We’re not after your kind, just after the exploiters and crazies
who've grabbed the rudder from you. The few who don’t know, or
don’t care, that Earth's cupboard is flinking close to empty.” He drew
out briar pipe and tobacco pouch.

“Oh, I know it is,” the Norrie answered. ‘Remember, my father
was an Iron Man—a scavenger—and I've read the books and heard
the lectures.”

His mind repeated them in synopsis:

The Doom War and its aftermath didn’t wipe out knowledge. Too many
records of every sort were left, and in certain lucky areas, certain lucky people
sooner o later got a chance to study them. They could have rebuilt—except that
the earlier technological civilizations had consumed the abundant, easily accessi-
ble materials which had made it possible to build in the first place. No Mesabis
were lefl, no Prudhoe Bays, no vast virgin timberlands, no tonnes of fertile
topsoil on each arable square meter. More and more, the ancestors had been
making do with substitutes and rearrangements. The successor societies, cursed
with low energy and lean resources, could not afford to restore the industrial
plant necessary for that.

So, mostly, those who survived kept going by creating new versions of savagery
or barbarism. Few of them have yet climbed any further back. Few, if any, ever
will, unless— ,

The Maurai hold a key, and beyond the door they guard.is a stairway to the
future. Their own anceslors were lucky. N "Zealann wasn't hit. Yes, it got its dose
of ultraviolet whien the bomb explosions thinned the ozone layer—diebacks and
mutations in the microbial foundations of life, famines and pestilences and
chaos. But it wasn’t hit. The structures remained, usually. Factories, laborato-
ries, hydroelectric facilities, not to speak of unexhausted iron and coal mines. City
people died, but country dwellers tended to live, and on their reservations the
aborigines had a tribal fellowship with institutions that were adaptable to the
new conditions. As nature began to recover, the N"Zealanners wanted to recon-
struct, and found themselves facing a terrible labor shortage. They invested coal
and iron in ships that went out recruiting immigrants, who were mainly from
the Polynesian islands.. It was natural for them to evolve a scientific but par-
simonious technology. . . .

We're different, we in the Northwest. We started with a richer base. And we
didn't change from what we had been. Throughout the hard centuries, we never
stopped looking forward, we never stopped hoping and dreaming.

His pipe charged and between his jaws, Terai produced a lighter.
It was a small hardwood cylinder with a close-fitting piston. He
removed the latter and shook some tinder from a compartment of his
tobacco pouch down the bore. After he had tucked the pouch away,
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he rammed the piston home, withdrew it again, and emptied the
tinder onto his tobacco. Air compression had heated it to the com-
bustion point. With careful inward puffs, a hand screening off the
wind, he nursed the fire into complete life.

“You know,” Launy murmured, “that clumsy thing comes near to
being a world-symbol for your civilization.”

Terai smiled; crow’s-feet meshed around his eyes. “Oh, it isn’t
clumsy when you've gotten the knack. Don't tell me you'd prefer
sulfur matches! Why, a smoke would cost you a day’s wages.”

“What people carry at home is a torch about the size of your
thumb. Plastic case, flint-and-steel igniter. The fuel, generally bu-
tane, we derive from coal or by destructive distillation of sawdust.”

“I know. I've seen. A drunken sailor is less extravagant.”

“Now wait a minute, Terai. Your people make use of forests as well
as farms. Why, you farm and mine the seas themselves.”

“We replant. We maintain a balance.”

“We do too, as far as we're able. We'd be better able if we had more
energy to spend. That’s the solution to everything, energy.”

Terai pointed around the ocean, into the wind, and upward.

*Oh, sure, your chosen sources,” Launy said. *“Sun, wind, water,
biomass—but it all goes back in the end to the sun, and the sun’s
good for hardly more than a kilowatt per square meter, at high noon
on a clear day; a hell of a lot less in practice.”

“We do use some coal, you know,” Terai answered, “but we treat
it for clean burning. You could do likewise.”

“Not if we're to live the way we think human beings are entitled
to. That calls for high-production industries. Petroleum’s too pre-
cious a feedstock to burn, of course, and wood’s too valuable as
lumber or just as forest. What's left but coal? I admit it’s dirty, and
it won't last forever.”

Excitement mounted in Launy. “Why won’t you Maurai allow nu-
clear development?” he challenged. “The plants we designed
would’'ve been harmless and safe. We'd’ve disposed of the wastes
perfectly safely, too, glassified and stored in geologically stable des-
ert areas—innocent compared to coal mines, acids, ash, gases. We
were willing to cooperate in precautions against any weapon-making.
We’d also have cooperated in research on thermonuclear power,
unlimited energy for as long as Earth lasts. Energy to start us back
toward the stars.” _

He shook his head and sighed. “But no. You’d have none of it, nor
let us, Why?”
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“That was explained a million times over,” Terai said, a little
wearily. “The dangers, in case present systems break down, outweigh
any possible gain. Even if the systems worked perfectly, forever, the
planet itself would suffer too much from industry on the scale you
want.”

“So you say,” Launy retorted. “But what about power politics,
greed, maintaining your, uh, your hegemony? Those have been a
mighty big part of your motivation, Maurai. I don’t mean you person-
ally. You've always struck me as an honorable man. It puzzles me how
you could serve as a spy between the wars. You could have refused
the assignment.”

“I wasn’t a spy,” Terai said mildly. “Yes, my role as a merchant
skipper was a disguise, I was a naval intelligence officer the whole
time, but I didn’t steal any secrets. I only got to know your country
better.”

“Against the day when you'd fight us!” Launy struggled to keep
hold of his feelings. “No doubt you think of yourself as a simple
patriot, a loyal subject of your Queen and member of your tribe. And
no doubt that's true, as far as it goes. Underneath, though—in your
quiet, relaxed-looking way, you Maurai are fanatics.”

He paused before he added: “My history professor in college had
a saying, ‘Nothing fails like success.” He was right, and your civiliza-
tion is the prime example. Your achievements were great in their
time, but you've gotten fixated on them. You worship them more
devoutly than you do your Triad. If anything might change the status
quo in any real way, you'll stamp it down . . . and congratulate
yourselves on your stewardship of Earth.”

He snapped after air, gripped the rail, and turned his gaze back
over the sea, away from his beleaguered land.

Terai stood mute, exhaling blue fragrance. Finally he laid a hand
on the Norrman’s shoulder and rumbled, “I'm not offended. Say
what you like. You need to. I'm still your friend. I'll take every chance
that comes by to prove it.” N

1

= 3

The armadas clashed off the mouth of the mighty Columma
River, on a day when half a gale drove icy rain mingled with sleet out
of the west. Currents lent trickiness to the enormous waves; east-
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ward, reefs and shoals lurked beneath. It was as if nature herself
fought in defense of this her country.

If so, she fought in vain.

There were skilled sailors among the Union crews, but virtually
every Maurai was a child of the great waters, with a dolphinlike sense
for them and for the winds that caressed or stirred or lashed them.
The Union ships were well built, but most of them on lines that were
antique before the old civilization destroyed itself, and they were
driven by clumsy rigs or clumsier coal-fired engines, with a very few
synfuel diesels. The Maurai ships were aerodynamic as much as they
were hydrodynamic, as maneuverable as shark or albatross; those
with auxiliary power ran electric motors smoothly off fuel cells. Nei-
ther side had many aircraft, but the primitive Union machines were
weatherbound, while the Maurai pilots could fly. Rain did not blind
radar, sonar, heat detectors, and other such instruments; those of the
Maurai were incomparably superior.

As for weapons, the Union guns used explosive powder of mineral
origin. Scarcity restricted the supply. The Maurai had been ac-
cumulating ammunition from sources more diffuse but unlimited.
Their violent combustibles were of largely biological origin, from
pelagic farms or bacterial cultures. What metals they used had princi-
pally come, by patient electrochemistry, from the sea. Oxygen and
hydrogen were similarly borrowed; solar cells had maintained their
cryogenic state on the long voyage hither.

Rockets blazed, torpedoes churned, bombs whistled downward,
and each of them pursued a precise target. Manmade lightning
racked the storm. Union ironclads wallowed amidst their dying com-
panions and shot wildly back. Then the biggest invader missiles ar-
rived, bearing cargoes of liquid gases that reacted upon impact. Vol-
canoes awoke. The armored ships broke apart. Water fountained
upward, fell back, rushed about in its torment to fling hulls, wreck-
age, survivors crashingly together.

The battle was done in less than two hours. Afterward the wind
died away, as if awed into silence, and the rain fell softly, as if weeping
for men dead and treasure lost, hope lost. The Maurai did not exul,
they went about searching for whom they might rescue, and horror
dwelt behind no few of their faces.

They had taken some damage themselves, of course. For example,
a shellburst put Barracuda out of action until she could be repaired
and killed a number of persons aboard her. They included Launy
Birken. )



ORION SHALL RISE 47

The war writhed on for two more years, because it had become a
land war. And the land was gigantic. From the Klamath Mountains
of Calforni it reached up the seaboard to embrace all of Laska. In its
northern parts, its eastward parapets were the Rockies; farther south
they were the Cascades, the country narrowing thus because Norr-
men cared little for treeless dry plains. Theirs was a realm of uplands,
deep valleys, rushing streams, intricate straits and fjords—of woods
and swamps, never distant from the richest farm or the lustiest
coastal city—of rain, fog, snow, shy sunshine, but sometimes unutter-
ably clear winter nights where stars glittered and auroras flared—of
strongholds, hiding places, secret trails, ambushes.

And its folk, men, women, children, were warriors. Terai came to
believe that natural selection had worked upon them. Their ancestors
had suffered immensely more in the Downfall than his, and mean-
while the Mong poured across from Sberya, over a channel that for
years lay frozen for months on end because nuclear detonations had
filled the upper air with dust. Through the Yukon plateau the new-
comers punched, over the heights beyond and down the tundras and
prairies, irresistible—save by the forebears of the Norrmen. Those
rolled the tide back in blood from their mountains; they regained
Laska, cutting off the influx out of Asia; during centuries of warfare
they held off the aliens, wore them down, built their own strength,
wrested back what eastern tracts they desired, until at last quietness
fell and peace rather than strife became the norm along their bor-
ders.

Their descendants were not surrenderers either. They were not
insane; when beaten beyond doubt, they yielded, sullenly. The Mau-
rai captured their cities and production centers without inordinate
killing. However, that did not end the contest. It did no good to take
Seattle, Portanjels, Vittohrya, and send a detachment of marines to
occupy the fisher hamlet on Sanwan Island where the Grand Council
of the Union met (“off by themselves to keep 'em from doing too
much mischief,” Launy had once explained). The powers of the cen-
tral government were so limited that it scarcely qualified as one. More
authority resided in the Territorial capitals, but was nonetheless
scant. The bone and brain of this society were its Lodges, and they
were everywhere. A local Lodgemaster could field a regiment over-
night, and disperse it to anonymity when its mission was completed.

With hellish slowness, the Maurai found how to make their ene-
mies lay down arms. They had neither the manpower nor the will to
overrun the country, and the thought of devastating it—Earth—never
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occurred to them, except perhaps in nightmares. But they could
choke off supplies of war matériel at the source. Meanwhile they
could offer relief, medicine, unstinted help in reconstruction, techno-
logical improvements, trade, scholarships at their universities for the
gifted young.

In this endeavor, High Commissioner Ruori Haakonu became a
hero more useful than any combatant. His intelligence, charm, un-
feigned warmth, and kindliness gave a glow to his quite real achieve-
ments. His masculine beauty did no harm. At the same time, he
tolerated no nonsense and was uncannily well informed. (His father,
Aruturu, was chief of the intelligence division, Terai Lohannaso ]
ultimate commander.)

Thus, piecemeal, the Lodges were persuaded to give up and make
the best of things. The situation remained acridly bad for them. By
treaty, the Northwest Union forswore future attempts to get energy
from the nucleus. Its navy was limited to a coast guard and its indus-
try to whatever the Maurai Ecological Service should decide was not
too dangerous. For enforcement, the Federation would keep bases at
strategic spots and exercise unlimited rights of inspection. Such in-
ducements as favorable terms of commerce scarcely healed the
bleeding pride or lessened the weight of the shackles.

But at least there was peace. Terai could soon go home.

— 4

Walking down the village street, he had seldom felt so alone.

The place was lovely. Frame houses with lowering sod roofs stood
well back from the pavement, surrounded by lawns and gardens,
jauntily painted, many displaying carved designs on doors, gables, or
beam ends. Behind them reared a fir forest; its odor brought the
springtime coolness alive. To south, the snowpeak of Mount Rainier
filled heaven with purity.

Yet isolation radiated from Terai, the outlander. Fair-skinned Nor-
ries and occasional squat brown Injuns stiffened when they saw him;
children ceased their games; dogs snuffed wrongness, bristled, and
snarled. None ignored him but a cat sunning itself on a porch and
a raven that flapped hoarse overhead.

Well, he thought tiredly, what else did I expect? Maybe I shouldn't have
come. But I told you, Launy, I'd show you my friendship whenever I could.
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He found the house he wanted, mounted the steps, swung the
wooden knocker. Anneth Birken opened the door. She was a tall
woman, well formed, brown braids hanging down over the mid-calf
dress that was customary in this part of the Union. “Good day,” she
said, and recognized him and stepped back. Her eyes widened till
white ringed blue. “Oh—!"

Terai honored local custom by tipping his cap. He had been careful
to don dress uniform, white tunic and trousers, but to leave off his
decorations. “Good day, Mizza Birken,” he said. When previously
they met, almost four years ago, it had been on first-name terms. “I
hope I'm not intruding. If you want, I'll leave immediately.”

She made no response.

“I wrote ahead, but I suppose you didn’t get my letter,” he plowed
on. “The mails are still in poor shape. I learned your community
radiophone is out of order too. This was my last chance to visit you,
though. Next week I return to N'Zealann.”

Resolution congealed in her. “What do you want?” she demanded.

He stood humbly, as if the upper hand were hers, and answered,
*“Only to call on you, for old times’ sake and to see whether I can help
with anything. And, uh, and . . . if you wish . . . I can tell you about
Launy’s last days, and his death. I was there, you see.”

She stood for a number of raven-croaks before she said, “Come
in,” and led the way.

The house was pleasant, in its somewhat dark and cluttered North-
western fashion; it was full of mementos. She took him to the living
room and gestured him to a chair as heavily built as the rest of her
furniture. Above the fireplace he saw an oak panel carved with the
emblem of the Lodge that had been Launy’s, and was hers too, as it
happened: a wolf at full speed, a broken chain around its neck, and
underneath it the motto Run Free.

“Please be seated, Commander Lohannaso,” Anneth said. “I read
your insignia correctly, don’t I? You have commander’s rank now?
Can I offer you refreshment? I'm afraid we’ve no coffee or proper tea
at the moment, but there’s herb tea, or milk or beer or cider if you
prefer.” .

“Not unless you want it, thark you,” he replied, thinking what an
effort hospitality would be for her and what explaining to her neigh-
bors she might have to do afterward. He longed for a smoke but
remembered that she didn’t indulge, common though the vice had
become in the Union as trade with the Southeast revived, and de-
cided against hauling out his pipe.
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She poised above him. Her mouth was drawn tense, her nostrils
were flared and white. “You can tell me how Launy met his end,” she
said, flat-voiced. “I'm sure it was gallantly. But I've received nothing
except the bare news, a year late.”

Terai nodded. “He was a prisoner aboard my ship. A random shell
from his side killed him instantly. I never saw him flinch. In fact, he
was standing by prepared to help give first aid if needed.”

“I see. Then I'd like our daughter to hear this. Our sons, too, but
they're older and in school.” She stepped into the hall and called
upstairs: “Ronica! Come down here!”

A girl of perhaps five obeyed. If that was her age, she was big for
it, within a tomboy's smudgy sweater and jeans—but had she been
cuddling a teddy bear in her room? When her mother made introduc-
tions, she grew mute and motionless, but not stiffly; Terai thought
of a lynx kitten.

“Sit down, Ronica,” Anneth said, saw to it that the child did, and
followed suit. “You are kind, Commander Lohannaso, and we’re
fortunate. Also in your timing. In a month, we move to—" She broke
off. “No matter. Please tell what you have to tell.”

Terai had rehearsed the account in his mind, over and over. De-
spite that, he stumbled through it.

And Ronica’s green eyes got larger, narrower, larger, narrower.
Tears coursed out, but silently, apart from the gulped breath. Her
blond head never bowed. Did she remember her father at all? Very
likely not—but from her kinfolk, chapter members of his Wolf Lodge,
whatever memorial service they had been able to hold for him in
wartime—yes, surely she did.

And at the end, although Terai gentled his narrative, she sprang
to her feet, fists clenched, and cried in a tempest of rageful sobbing:

*“You killed 'im! You old Maurai killed im! But we’ll kill you! Orion
shall rise!”

“Ronica!” Anneth swept from her chair to grab the'girl to her. “Be
still.”

“Orion shall rise!”

The look that Anneth gave Terai was stark. “Excuse us, Comman-
der,” she said. “‘I made a mistake._If you don’t mind waiting, I'd
better carry her upstairs and soothe her.”

“I quite understand, Mizza Birken,” he answered, lifting himself.
“Take your time. I have a room at the inn, and don’t plan to catch
the Seattle train till tomorrow. We'll talk about Launy, or anything,
as much as you want meanwhile.” Awkwardly: “If you’d rather not,
I can explore your woods, maybe get in a spot of birdwatching.”
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“Thank you, Commander,” she said—the least bit less frozenly
than before?—and hurried her daughter out.

He sank back into his chair. What odd words for a youngster to scream,
passed through him. Something she overheard from adults, 1 imagine, but
something meaningful. . . . What meaning? Only a slogan, I suppose. Orion
is the Hunter or, in some parts of the world, the Giant in Chains. It’s a winter
constellation here, and the Northwest Union extenids past the Arctic Circle.
Nevertheless . . . this may bear walching.

For the next twenty years, off and on, as far as he was able, he
watched.
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““The Otter stream took me and drowned me and carried me—
Quietly, quietly—

Throughout that summer day

From reeds as they rustled at Fallen Bridge fishing hole,

On into Idris Wood,

Where sun and shadows play.

“The shaw opened up on the meadows of Arwy farm.
There was the apple tree

Where first I kissed my girl.

(Oh, afterward, hand in hand, stood we on Honey Hill,
Wild with surprise at how

The world was all awhirl.)

“Past Alfenton village and dreams in its thoroughfares;
Toyed with and broken by

A boy who once was me,

The river sent rolling whatever was left of him

South toward Budley Bay,

Where first he saw the sea.

“At Ottery Simmery, high gleamed the weathervane
Crowning a steeple through

These thousand years and more,

For here is our market, that traffics in memories.
Inns full of fellowship

Were beckoning from shore.

“But on flowed the river, to Tipton where formerly,
Underneath ivy leaves,

I tried to learn a trade.

The signboard was there still, and greeted the ne’er-do-well
Faring unseen beyond

The friends that he had made.
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*“At Harpford they knew me right well as a drinking man,
Singing man, gambling man,

A worker when I chose,

Adorer of womankind, rambler of countryside—

None saw me pass it but

The minnows and the crows.

“A little way south of the place I called Otterton

Ended my pilgrimage,

Where willows roof a shoal.

My bones lie there nameless, but everywhere whispering,
Wind-borne and stream-borne, go

The names that were my soul.”

Plik ended with a shiver of fingers across the strings of his lute, laid
the instrument down on the table at which he sat benched, seized a
goblet of wine and drained half of it in a gulp

“What was that?” asked Sesi.

Plik shrugged. I suppose I'll call it ‘Names." "

Standing before him, the barmaid raised a finger in reproach. The
motion made her hips undulate. They were nicely rounded, like the
rest of her. A low-cut, knee-length gown set that shape off to advan-
tage. Her face was rather pretty too, with dark ringlets to frame
brown eyes, snub nose, heavy lips, clear complexion.

“I mean what'’s it about, silly,” she said. “You know I don’t know
much Angley.”

Plik drank more slowly. “Well, it isn’t quite autobiographical—thus
far, anyhow—though it does describe the area I come from.”

She gave a slight, seductive shudder. “Now don’t you tell me more.
I caught barely enough to make me nervous. Honestly, Plik, when
you get into one of your weird moods, it scares me.”

*“No harm intended to you, ever, dearest Vineleaf.” A smile twisted
his mouth. “I'll make amends. My next will be in Francey, and in
praise of you. Incidentally, I'm near the end of learning Brezhoneg
—not everyday Brezhoneg, but the literary language. Soon I'll do a
ballad in it, all for you and all about you.”

She bent over and bestowed a swift-kiss on him. He reached for
her, but she swayed backward with an ease that bespoke practice.
“You are an old dear.” She giggled. “But, please, not all about me.”

“Oh, no.” Plik uttered a rusty chuckle. “I've too much competition
as matters stand.” He emptied his goblet, reached into his belt
pouch, and slapped down an iron coin. “Another, if you will.”
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She took money and vessel while she looked archly across the table.
“You, sir?”

Iern shook his head. “Not yet, thanks.”

Both men’s gazes followed her as she walked to the barrel near the
bar. This early in the afternoon, they three were alone in the Pey-
d’Or. It was a tavern mostly for laborers and sailors. Smoke-black-
ened beams upheld a low ceiling above a clay floor. Benches flanked
four tables. A basement room with a dusty-windowed clerestory, it
was already dim.

“What a pleasant sight,” the pilot murmured in Angley. “To tell
the truth, I could have tossed mine off, but I'll wait till you get your
refill so she’ll make another trip. She wags her tail in such a cheerful
fashion.”

Plik started. “What?” he said in his dialect of the same tongue.
“Your usage—are you of the Aerogens?”

Iern nodded. “We needn’t make a fuss about it: I admire your
song. It’s eerie, yes, but I liked it, and you fitted the words very well
to that old folk tune.” He offered his hand. “I'm Talence lern Fer-
lay.”

“The same—?—the Stormrider who— An honor, sir.” The poet
accepted the clasp. “I'm Peyt Rensoon, from Devon across the Chan-
nel. Everybody here calls me Plik, though.”

They regarded each other. The Angleyman was tall and lanky
and ungainly in his movements. A narrow skull bore a face
thin and deeply lined, jutting nose, long chin, pale-blue eyes. Alcohol
and tobacco had hoarsened what was once a melodious voice. Like
Iern, he was clean-shaven, and he kept his receding sandy hair cut
more short. However, his blouse, trousers, and shoes were in worse
shape than the Clansman’s rough but sturdy outfit.

“May I ask what brings you to us?” he inquired.

*“Oh, I was visiting my mother and stepfather in Carnac. His oldest
son has lately become skipper of a small freight schooner, among
several that the father owns. He set off on a trip down the Gulf to Port
Bordeu, stopping first at Kemper to get his cargo. I thought I'd ride
that far. I used to carouse in Kemper, on furloughs while a Cadet,
often in this very den, but I hadn’t seen the town for years. It hasn’t
changed much, has it? Except for our charming servitrice, of course.”

Plik grimaced. “No, places like this don't change easily. They're
too haunted.”

Surprised, Iern considered the remark for a few seconds. Haunted?
Why, Kemper was the largest community in Brezh, its chief seaport,
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capital of Ar-Mor. . . . Wait. More than history and prehistory
brooded above its narrow streets. A cathedral raised in the Middle
Ages to honor St. Corentin, who was among the Bretons when they
arrived from the province of Britannia, which Rome had let go; today
its crumbling majesty knew the rites of three separate faiths. . . . A
museum, rebuilt after centuries had gnawed away the former episco-
pal palace that had been its predecessor, housing relics more ancient
than Breton or Roman or Gaul, megaliths like those which stood in
arrays outside Carnac. . . .

Iern guessed Plik meant ghosts more newly made, though amply
old by now. Kemper became consequential because it was spared the
destruction that fell on the great cities of Brezh during the Judgment,
and because engineers afterward did not find it impossible to
broaden and deepen the upper Odet River enough, and dig out a
harbor basin big enough, for such ships as their world was able to
launch. If he had a sense of history, as he appeared to do, then
wherever he looked as he wandered about, Plik perforce remiembered
billionfold deaths and high hopes crushed.

“Why did you come, then?” Iern blurted. “Why do you stay?”” He
checked himself and prepared to apologize. Most groundlings were
flattered, overjoyed, when a Clansperson asked about them, and
ready to confide at embarrassing length. This man wasn’t typical, not
of anything Iern had met.

Sesi cut him off. She had returned with the wine and Plik’s change,
and poised watchful. “Must you talk Angley?” she complained. “I
mean, it’s sort of dull for me at this time of day. Later it’s more fun,
but then they keep me busy, the fellows do.”

Iern suspected some of them kept her busy with more than fetching
and carrying. )

“Vineleaf,” said Plik in Francey, “you should know that we have
with us—"

“Iern,” the pilot interrupted. “Plain ‘Iern’ will do.” He didn’t want
her overexcited.

“Ah, well.” Plik waved expansively. “Why don’t you join us, Vine-
leaf? Tap yourself a glass, on'me.”

*“Oh, I really shouldn’t— Well, thanks. A girl does get tired and
thirsty. Iern, are you ready for another?”

The Clansman drained his own goblet. “I suppose. But please let
me treat. You too, Plik. Aren’t poets traditionally paid in wine?”

“Ah, you know more than I realized.” The other man’s large
Adam’s apple bobbed as he gulped what he had. **Yes, it’s been said
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down the ages that the Spirit shuns wealth. I suspect this may have
been promulgated by lords who wanted to get their entertainment
cheap, but no matter. I at least am in no peril of riches.” He spoke
with an exaggerated precision that suggested he was drunk.

He confirmed that in Iern’s mind when he leaned back, elbow on
table, shank over knee, and stared after Sesi while words tumbled out
of him:

*“You wondered what I'm doing in exile. Well, I've always been an
exile, and more in my birthland than here. Do you care to listen? I'm
never loath to talk about myself, but my friends in the Pey-d’Or have
heard my story too often. Therefore I retell it in bits and pieces, in
the songs I make for their amusement and for the drinks they stand
me, and they never recognize it. Vineleaf, darling,” he called across
the room, “don’t pout. I promise I'll keep it short this time.

. “I mentioned being a national of Devon in southern Angleylann.
Do you know it at all?”

*“Yes, I was there once with my stepfather, when he had merchan-
dise to trade,” Iern said. “A beautiful country.”

*Peaceful, pastoral, and dull,” Plik answered, *aside from those
strangenesses you find in any rural area. They're different from the
strangenesses of cities, you know. My father was a village shopkeeper
but my mother had Welsh blood in her—still does, I hope. I left in
disgrace eighteen years ago, when I was twenty.

“You see, I was always a moody, solitary boy, the first of three
who lived but not much help at home, always with my nose in any
book I could find when I wasn't drifting around the landscape. In
my teens I made a halfhearted attempt to become respectable—but
you heard my song. A clergyman of the Free Church that governs
Devon liked a few of my early efforts, and on his recommendation
I received a scholarship at the college in Glasstobry. It was a won-
derful chance, those thousands and thousands of books. . . . I tried
to be a good student. I truly did, for more than a year. But the
opportunities were so numerous to drink and gamble and chase
women and—and at last I played an elaborate practical joke which
got me expelled.”

“Why did you do that?” Iern inquired. He'd pulled his share of
pranks while a Cadet, but kept them within reason. He would never
have risked not becoming a flyer.

Sesi brought the three filled cups on a tray and set them down—
and herself, beside the Clansman.

At that, pain crossed Plik’s countenance and he replied harshly:
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“The Bishop couldn’t understand that I had to do it. Had to. Glass-
tobry is so old, so haunted, oh, far more haunted than Kemper.”

His tone leveled off, though now a trifle slurred: “Well, I couldn’t
stomach the idea of slinking back home. I oddjobbed my way abroad.
The captain of the ship that happened to bring me here enjoyed my
songs, and introduced me to the owner, who engaged me to perform
at a banquet he gave in honor of the Mestromor. His Benevolence,
Arnec IV, was actually impressed, and wanted to keep me on hand. He
gave me a position in his library—oh, books, books, books! The Book
and the Bottle—do you know, you don't really require a group of
fellow drinkers. You can find a book such a companion that it’s quite
possible to drink with it and none else. . . . His Benevolence sum-
moned me to many court functions, where I was well rewarded for my
talents.”

Iern studied the down-at-heels figure. “Something went wrong,”
he deduced.

Sesi tossed her head. “What'd you expect?” she said impatiently.
“He went back to lushing, not drinking but lushing. He'd arrive
soused at court and make a fool of himself.”” She leaned close to Iem.
He felt her breath on his cheek. “Let’s hear about you,” she in-
sinuated. -

“My demon was in me,” Plik declared stiffty. “I leave it to your
judgment whether the word ‘demon’ is to be taken in its Classical or
medieval sense. I think the trouble was that gradually I lost interest
in composing nice little ditties for nice little people. What I offered
instead disturbed them.”

“Foofl” Sesi bounced to her feet. “Pardon me, Iern. I have to go
behind the house. I'll be back in a minute.” She swayed over the
floor. Mute, Plik watched until she had climbed the rear staircase out
of this basement and closed the door.

Then he shook himself and finished: ““At last the Mestromor told
me to keep away. He's a kind man; he let me stay on at the library.
But all I care to do with the books is read them. My duties are deadly
simple. Hence I pay a succession of poor students half my salary to
handle them for me. What’s left, I eke out by occasionally performing
in a better class of taverns than this, where the tips are good, and by
occasionally sitting in a marketplace booth as a public scribe. A
grubby life, but mostly a merry one.”

He 100k a deep draft. Silence fell. Iern sipped his own wine. It was
cheap stuff, thin and sour. Plik had known far better.

“I don’t wish to pry,” the Clansman said at length, cautiously, “‘but
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it seems odd to me that, well, that you stick in Kemper. You could
make a fresh start in, well, even Tournev.”

“Why don’t I?”” the poet rasped. “Why do you think?" His glance
sought the door above the rear stairs. .

“Oh. She’s attractive, in her way, but—" Iern decided to say no
more.

“In me is my demon,” Plik mumbled. “In her is the very Goddess.
And me a Christian who deplores the heresies into which my Breizh-
ad friends have fallen. Sometimes she lets me sleep with her.”

He rattled forth a laugh and turned his look upon the pilot. **She’s
right about my making an ass of myself,” he said. “I've done it afresh.
Could we talk about you for a while?”

“You seem to have heard of me,” lern said, a shade self-conscious-
ly. “There isn’t much I can add.”

“There’s everything.” Plik made a wobbly gesture. “Not the showy
things—your exploit against the whirlwind, year before last; your
father, whom the Clan Seniors will probably choose for Skyholm’s
next Captain when old Toma Sark dies; your slightly legendary status
among the pysans of Ar-Mor and, I understand, your unusual popu-
larity among many pysans elsewhere; your leadership of the Weather
Corps aerobatic glider team; your coruscant social life—no, not even
your championship of such peculiar causes as kindness to animals, or
your outspoken opinion that Gaeanity is a menace to the Domain—
Let those be. I'd rather know wh