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Space Viking

Vengeance is a strange human motivation—
it can drive a man to do things
which he neither would nor could achieve without
it ...
and because of that it lies behind some of the
greatest sagas of human literature!

by H. Beam Piper
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Illustrated by Schoenherr [Pg 4]

They stood together at the parapet, their arms about each othets haishead
against his cheek. Behind, the broad leaved shrubbery gossiped softly with the
wind, and from the lower main terrace came music and laughing voice ity of
Wardshaven spread in front of them, white buildings rising from the syidees of
green treetops, under a shimmer of sun-reflecting aircars abovewidg, the
mountains were violet in the afternoon haze, and the huge red sun huriyiasa s
yellow as a ripe peach.

His eye caught a twinkle ten miles to the southwest, and for aaninse was
puzzled. Then he frowned. The sunlight on the two thousand-foot globe of Duke
Angus' new ship, th&nterprise back at the Gorram shipyards after her final trial
cruise. He didn't want to think about that, now.

Instead, he pressed the girl closer and whispered her name, ;'Ekadethen,
caressing every syllable, "Lady Elaine Trask of Traskon."

"Oh, no, Lucas!" Her protest was half joking and half apprehensit®.bdd luck
to be called by your married name before the wedding."

"I've been calling you that in my mind since the night of the Duke's biadinwou
were just home from school on Excalibur.”

She looked up from the corner of her eye.

"That was when | started calling me that, too," she confe
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"There's a terrace to the west at Traskon New House," héhéold Tomorrow,
we'll have our dinner there, and watch the sunset together."”

"l know. | thought that was to be our sunset-watching place."

"You have been peeking,” he accused. "Traskon New House was to be your
surprise.”

"I always was a present-peeker, New Year's and my birthdayd. &uy saw it
from the air. I'll be very surprised at everything inside," she medi"And very
delighted.”

And when she'd seen everything and Traskon New House wasn't a surprise any
more, they'd take a long space trip. He hadn't mentioned that to hdip wetne of

the other Sword-Worlds—Excalibur, of course, and Morglay and Flamberge and
Durendal. No, not Durendal; the war had started there again. But tiexedso

much fun. And she would see clear blue skies again, and stars aflimgttloud-

veil hid the stars from Gram, and Elaine had missed them, simsgg home from
Excalibur.

The shadow of an aircar fell briefly upon them and they looked up and turmed the
heads, in time to see it sink with graceful dignity toward the tapdiage of
Karval House, and he glimpsed its blazonry—sword and atom-symbol, the badge
of the ducal house of Ward. He wondered if it were Duke Angus hintgejfist

some of his people come ahead of him. They should get back to their dneests,
supposed. Then he took her in his arms and kissed her, and she responded aftichitl
It must have been all of five minutes since they'd done that before.

A slight cough behind them brought them apart and their heads around. It was
Sesar Karvall, gray-haired and portly, the breast of his blue ceamgig with
orders and decorations and the sapphire in the pommel of his dress-dagger
twinkling.

"l thought I'd find you two here," Elaine's father smiled. "You'll haveaiwow and
tomorrow and tomorrow together, but need | remind you that today we have guests
and more coming every minute."

"Who came in the Ward car?" Elaine asked.
"Rovard Grauffis. And Otto Harkaman; you never met him, did you, Lucas?"

"No; not by introduction. I'd like to, before he spaces out." He had nothimgsaga
Harkaman personally; only against what he represented. "Is the Dukeg@0m

"Oh, surely. Lionel of Newhaven and the Lord of Northport are cominig fit.
They're at the Palace now." Karvall hesitated. "His nephew'sibacwn."

Elaine was distressed; she started to say: "Oh, dear! | hajmehe—"
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"Has Dunnan been bothering Elaine again?"

"Nothing to take notice of. He was here, yesterday, demanding to sjtbakewn
We got him to leave without too much unpleasantness."

"It'll be something for me to take notice of, if he keeps it up &dt@orrow."

For his seconds and Andray Dunnan's, that was; he hoped it wouldn't come to that
He didn't want to have to shoot a kinsman to the house of Ward, and anaiazgy
boot.

"I'm terribly sorry for him," Elaine was saying. "Father, you shdwsde let me talk
to him. | might have made him understand.”

Sesar Karvall was shocked. "Child, you couldn't have subjected yourdéftto
The man is insane!" Then he saw her bare shoulders, and was eveshouked.
"Elaine, your shawl!"

Her hands went up and couldn't find it; she looked about in confused
embarrassment. Amused, Lucas picked it from the shrub onto whichdheskad

it and draped it over her shoulders, his hands lingering briefly. Then tuzegkt

the older man to precede them, and they entered the arbored wéilk.gthér end,

in an open circle, a fountain played; white marble girls and boys bathitigei
jade-green basin. Another piece of loot from one of the Old Federatinatgj that

was something he'd tried to avoid in furnishing Traskon New House. Tihereld

lot of that coming to Gram, after Otto Harkaman tookEhéerpriseto space. [Pg 6]

"Il have to come back, some time, and visit them," Elaine whaspéo him.
"They'll miss me."

"You'll find a lot of new friends at your new home," he whispered baothu wait
till tomorrow."

"I'm going to put a word in the Duke's ear about that fellow," Sesavaltl, still
thinking of Dunnan, was saying. "If he speaks to him, maybe it'll do some'good.

"l doubt it. I don't think Duke Angus has any influence over him at all.”

Dunnan's mother had been the Duke's younger sister; from his father he had
inherited what had originally been a prosperous barony. Now it was mortgaged

the top of the manor-house aerial-mast. The Duke had once assumed Dunnan's
debts, and refused to do so again. Dunnan had gone to space a fevasiraes,
junior officer on trade-and-raid voyages into the Old Federation. Hesu@posed

to be a fair astrogator. He had expected his uncle to give him comofighd
Enterprise which had been ridiculous. Disappointed in that, he had recruited a
mercenary company and was seeking military employment: It was sedpbat

he was in correspondence with his uncle's worst enemy, Duke OmiGigspfyth.

And he was obsessively in love with Elaine Karvall, a passion wlgemed to
nourish itself on its own hopelessness. Maybe it would be a good iddae tthéh
space trip right away. There ought to be a ship leaving Bigglerspash&pof the
other Swor-Worlds, before lonq
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They paused at the head of the escalators; the garden below was thrithged
guests, the bright shawls of the ladies and the coats of the mengnsdting
color-patterns among the flower-beds and on the lawns and under the trees.
Serving-robots, flame-yellow and black in the Karvall colors, fldaeout playing

soft music and offering refreshments. There was a continuous spicabnging
costume-color around the circular robo-table. Voices babbled happilyalike
mountain river.

As they stood looking down, another aircar circled low; green and golerelett
PANPLANET NEWS SERVICE. Sesar Karvall swore in irtibat

"Didn't there use to be something they called privacy?" he asked.
"It's a big story, Sesar."

It was; more than the marriage of two people who happened to be initbveach

other. It was the marriage of the farming and ranching barony okdireend the
Karvall steel mills. More, it was public announcement that tealtlr and fighting-

men of both baronies were now aligned behind Duke Angus of Wardshaven. So it
was a general holiday. Every industry had closed down at noon today, and \auid
be closed until morning-after-next, and there would be dancing in evernapdrk
feasting in every tavern. To Sword-Worlders, any excuse for a holidsybetter

than none.

"They're our people, Sesar; they have a right to have a good time witknsy
everybody at Traskon is watching this by screen.”

He raised his hand and waved to the news car, and when it swungkiip pic
around, he waved again. Then they went down the long escalator.

Lady Lavina Karvall was the center of a cluster of matrons and gkra/aaround
which tomorrow's bridesmaids fluttered like many-colored butterfitége took
possession of her daughter and dragged her into the feminine cirdawHeovard
Grauffis, small and saturnine, Duke Angus' henchman, and Burt Sandrasign,
Lavina's brother. They spoke, and then an upper-servant, his tabard blazttmed wi
the yellow flame and black hammer of Karvall mills, approacheanaister with
some tale of domestic crisis, and the two went away together.

"You haven't met Captain Harkaman, Lucas," Rovard Grauffis sawist you'd
come over and say hello and have a drink with him. | know your attitude, 'su# he
good sort. Personally, | wish we had a few like him around here."

That was his main objection. There were fewer and fewer mérabgort on any
of the Swor-Worlds
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A dozen men clustered around the bartending robot—his cousin and family,lawyer
Nikkolay Trask; Lothar Ffayle, the banker; Alex Gorram, the shipbuyilaed his

son Basil; Baron Rathmore; more of the Wardshaven nobles whom he knew only
distantly. And Otto Harkaman.

Harkaman was a Space Viking. That would have set him apart, ehenhdn't
topped the tallest of them by a head. He wore a short black jhdeatily gold-
braided, and black trousers inside ankle-boots; the dagger on his beld waere
dress-ornament. His tousled red-brown hair was long enough to furnish extr
padding in a combat-helmet, and his beard was cut square at the bottom.

He had been fighting on Durendal, for one of the branches of the royal house
contesting fratricidally for the throne. The wrong one; he had losthiys and

most of his men and, almost, his own life. He had been a penrgfeggee on
Flamberge, owning only the clothes he stood in and his personal weapons and the
loyalty of half a dozen adventurers as penniless as himself, whenAbgkes had

invited him to Gram to command tEsterprise

"A pleasure, Lord Trask. I've met your lovely bride-to-be, and now timatet you, [Pg 8]
let me congratulate both." Then, as they were having a drink toghath@uyt his
foot in it by asking: "You're not an investor in the Tanith Adventure, are'you?

He said he wasn't, and would have let it go at that. Young BasiliGdwad to get
his foot in, too.

"Lord Trask does not approve of the Tanith Adventure,” he said scornfhiéy. "
thinks we should stay home and produce wealth, instead of exporting robbery and
murder to the Old Federation for it."

The smile remained on Otto Harkaman's face; only the friendlinassyone. He
unobtrusively shifted his drink to his left hand.

"Well, our operations are definable as robbery and murder,"” he adfgeate
Vikings are professional robbers and murderers. And you object? Pgdhafiad
me personally objectionable?"

"l wouldn't have shaken your hand or had a drink with you if | did. | don't care how
many planets you raid or cities you sack, or how many innocents, ifulnattshey

are, you massacre in the Old Federation. You couldn't possibly do anythisg wor
than those people have been doing to one another for the past ten centuaiels. W
object to is the way you're raiding the Sword-Worlds."

"You're crazy!" Basil Gorram exploded.

"Young man," Harkaman reproved, "the conversation was between Lordarask
myself. And when somebody makes a statement you don't understand, di
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him he's crazy. Ask him what he means. Wd@ayou mean, Lord Trask?"

"You should know; you've just raided Gram for eight hundred of our best men. You
raided me for close to forty vaqueros, farm-workers, lumbermen hinec
operators, and | doubt I'll be able to replace them with as goodUrhedtto the
elder Gorram. "Alex, how many have you lost to Captain Harkaman?"

Gorram tried to make it a dozen; pressed, he admitted to a aodra half.
Roboticians, machine-supervisors, programmers, a couple of enginéeman.
There was grudging agreement from the others. Burt Sandrasan's endiadiachr
lost almost as many, of the same kind. Even Lothar Ffayle adnitteasing a
computerman and a guard-sergeant.

And after they were gone, the farms and ranches and factories woaitg gionost

but not quite as before. Nothing on Gram, nothing on any of the Sword-Worlds,
was done as efficiently as three centuries ago The whole legsvafd-World life

was sinking, like the east coastline of this continent, so slowlly bs evident only
from the records and monuments of the past. He said as much, add adde

"And the genetic loss. The best Sword-World genes are litersdpping to space [Pg 9]
like the atmosphere of a low-gravity planet, each generation begotteatheysf
slightly inferior to the last. It wasn't so bad when the Space Vikmged directly

from the Sword-Worlds; they got home once in a while. Now they're conquering
planets in the Old Federation for bases, and staying there."

Everybody had begun to relax; this wouldn't be a quarrel. Harkaman, who had
shifted his drink back to his right hand, chuckled.

"That's right. I've fathered my share of brats in the Old Federatmmh,| know
Space Vikings whose fathers were born on Old Federation planetsurhéal to
Basil Gorram. "You see, the gentleman isn't crazy, at allt'STtadnat happened to
the Terran Federation, by the way. The good men all left to coloart, the
stuffed shirts and yes-men and herd-followers and safety-firstayed on Terra
and tried to govern the galaxy."

"Well, maybe this is all new to you, captain,” Rovard Grauffisl saurly, "but
Lucas Trask's dirge for the Decline and Fall of the Sword-Worlds isld song to
the rest of us. | have too much to do to stay here and argue.”

Lothar Ffayle evidently did intend to stay and argue.

"All you're saying, Lucas, is that we're expanding. You want us to sst dned
build up population pressure like Terra in the First Century?"

"With three and a half billion people spread out on twelve planetsy du that
many on Terra alone. And it took us eight centuries to reach that."

That had been since the Ninth Century, Atomic Era, at the end Bigh&ar. Ten
thousand men and women on Abigor, refusing to surrender, had ta remnant
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of the System States Alliance navy to space, seeking a worldettexdtion had
never heard of and wouldn't find for a long time. That had been the woyldhale
called Excalibur. From it, their grandchildren had colonized Joyeus®argshdal

and Flamberge; Haulteclere had been colonized in the next generation from
Joyeuse, and Gram from Haulteclere.

"We're not expanding, Lothar; we're contracting. We stopped expanding three
hundred and fifty years ago, when that ship came back to Morglay fromldhe O
Federation and reported what had been happening out there since the Big War.
Before that, we were discovering new planets and colonizing theme 8ieaq,

we've been picking the bones of the dead Terran Federation."

=

Something was going on by the escalators to the landing stage. People were
moving excitedly in that direction, and the news cars were circlkeg\ultures
over a sick cow. Harkaman wondered, hopefully, if it mightn't be a fight.

"Some drunk being bounced." Nikkolay, Lucas' cousin, commented. "Sesalls [Bg 10
Wardshaven in here, today. But, Lucas, this Tanith adventure; we'raakatg

any hit-and-run raid. We're taking over a whole planet; it'll be an@hard-
World in forty or fifty years."

"Inside another century, we'll conquer the whole Federation,” Baron Bethm
declared. He was a politician and never let exaggeration worry him.

"What | don't understand," Harkaman said, "is why you support Duke Angus, Lord
Trask, if you think the Tanith adventure is doing Gram so much harm." [Pg 11

"If Angus didn't do it, somebody else would. But Angus is going to make himself
King of Gram, and | don't think anybody else could do that. This planet needs a
single sovereignty. | don't know how much you've seen of it outside this duchy, but
don't take Wardshaven as typical. Some of these duchies, like Glaspyth or
Didreksburg, are literal snake pits. All the major barons ¢ each other's throat
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and they can't even keep their own knights and petty-barons in order. [Pg12]

Why, there's a miserable little war down in Southmain Continetis theen going
on for over two centuries."

"That's probably where Dunnan's going to take that army of his,” a robot-
manufacturing baron said. "l hope it gets wiped out, and Dunnan with it."

"You don't have to go to Southmain; just go to Glaspyth," somebody else said.

"Well, if we don't get a planetary monarchy to keep order, this platietecivilize
like anything in the Old Federation."

"Oh, come Lucas!" Alex Gorram protested. "That's pulling it out too far."

"Yes, for one thing, we don't have the Neobarbarians," somebody said.f'tAeyg i
ever came out here, we'd blow them to Em-See-Square in nothinfitifit. be a
good thing if they did, too; it would stop us squabbling among ourselves."

Harkaman looked at him in surprise. "Just who do you think the Neobarbarens
anyhow?" he asked. "Some race of invading nomads; Attila's Huns in lsipgs@és

"Well, isn't that who they are?" Gorram asked.

"Nifflheim, no! There aren't a dozen and a half planets in the @ttbfation that

still have hyperdrive, and they're all civilized. That's if 'civilizes what Gilgamesh

is,” he added. "These are homemade barbarians. Workers and pesbants
revolted to seize and divide the wealth and then found they'd smasheéahg of
production and killed off all the technical brains. Survivors on planétduning

the Interstellar Wars, from the Eleventh to the Thirteenth Cestwwho lost the
machinery of civilization. Followers of political leaders on lod&itatorship
planets. Companies of mercenaries thrown out of employment and living by
pillage. Religious fanatics following self-anointed prophets.”

"You think we don't have plenty of Neobarbarian material here on Grana®k
demanded. "If you do, take a look around."

Glaspyth, somebody said.

"That collection of over-ripe gallows-fruit Andray Dunnan's recruité&gthmore
mentioned.

Alex Gorram was grumbling that his shipyard was full of them; amygagtirring up
trouble, trying to organize a strike to get rid of the robots.

"Yes," Harkaman pounced on that last. "I know of at least fortiamges, on a
dozen and a half planets, in the last eight centuries, of anti-tegnell
movements. They had them on Terra, back as far as the Second Ceetury P
Atomic. And after Venus seceded from the First Federation, béhereSecond
Federation was organized."”

"You're interested in history?" Rathmore asked.

"A hobby. All spacemen have hobbies. There's very little work aboardirshiipg 13]
hyperspace; boredom is the worst enemy. My guns-and-missiles offlaan
Larch, is i painter. Most of his work was lost with tCorisand« on Durendal, bu
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he kept us from starving a few times on Flamberge by painting picocdeselling

them. My hyperspatial astrogator, Guatt Kirbey, composes musidridee to
express the mathematics of hyperspatial theory in musical tedar't care much

for it, myself,” he admitted. "I study history. You know, it's odd; pcatly
everything that's happened on any of the inhabited planets happened on Terra
before the first spaceship.”

The garden immediately around them was quiet, now; everybody was over by the
landing-stage escalators. Harkaman would have said more, but atciment he

saw half a dozen of Sesar Karvall's uniformed guardsmen run past.wHney
helmeted and in bullet-proofs; one of them had an auto-rifle, and theareied
knobbed plastic truncheons. The Space Viking set down his drink.

"Let's go," he said. "Our host is calling up his troops; | think thetgumsgyht to
find battle-stations, too."

The gaily-dressed crowd formed a semicircle facing the landiigg-stacalators;
everybody was staring in embarrassed curiosity, those behind craninghever t
shoulders of those in front. The ladies had drawn up their shawls giadl fri
formality; many had even covered their heads. There were four nevisesears
hovering above; whatever was going on was getting a planetwide screenghowi
The Karvall guardsmen were trying to get through; their sergeantayasysover
and over, "Please, ladies and gentlemen; your pardon, noble sir,” amd) gett
nowhere.

Otto Harkaman swore disgustedly and shoved the sergeant aside. "Mgke wa
here!" he bellowed. "Let these guards pass." With that, he almioed a gaily-
dressed gentleman aside on either hand; they both turned to glare angnilgot
hastily out of his way. Meditating briefly on the uses of bad mannem@nin
emergency, Trask followed, with the others; the big Space Viking pldaveide
front, where Sesar Karvall and Rovard Grauffis and several otlegesstanding.

Facing them, four men in black cloaks stood with their backs to tiaéagss. Two
were commonfolk retainers; hired gunmen, to be precise. They werans to
keep their hands plainly in sight, and seemed to be wishing themskslsetere.

The man in front wore a diamond sunburst jewel on his beret, and hisveésa
lined with pale blue silk. His thin, pointed face was deeply lined atheumouth

and penciled with a thin black mustache. His eyes showed whitgacaihd the [Pg 14
irises, and now and then his mouth would twitch in an involuntary grinrdackay
Dunnan; Trask wondered briefly how soon he would have to look at him from
twenty-five meters over the sights of a pistol. The face of ligbtly taller man

who stood at his shoulder was paper-white, expressionless, withkabelac. His
name was Nevil Ormm, nobody was quite sure whence he had come, aadg he
Dunnan's henchman and constant compa
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"You lie!" Dunnan was shouting. "You lie damnably, in your stinking teethgfal
you! You've intercepted every message she's tried to send me."

"My daughter has sent you no messages, Lord Dunnan," Sesar Karvalvidaid,
forced patience. "None but the one | just gave you, that she wants netrateyer
to do with you."

"You think | believe that? You're holding her a prisoner; Satan only knows how
you've been torturing her to force her into this abominable marriage—"

There was a stir among the bystanders; that was more than arellened restraint
could stand. Out of the murmur of incredulous voices, one woman's was quite
audible:

"Well, really! He actuallyis crazy!"

Dunnan, like everybody else, heard it. "Crazy, am I?" he blazedalBe | can see
through this hypocritical sham? Here's Lucas Trask, he wants agsinteKarvall
mills, and here's Sesar Karvall, he wants access to iron depasifraskon land.
And my loving uncle, he wants the help of both of them in stealing Onafiray
Glaspyth's duchy. And here's this loan-shark of a Ffayle, trying to rchawands
away from me, and Rovard Grauffis, the fetchdog of my uncle who wtiné li
finger to save his kinsman from ruin, and this foreigner Harkaman whividied
me out of command of tHenterprise You're all plotting against me—"

"Sir Nevil," Grauffis said, "you can see that Lord Dunnan's not Hfrm§gou're a
good friend to him, you'll get him out of here before Duke Angus arrives."

Ormm leaned forward and spoke urgently in Dunnan's ear. Dunnan pushed him
angrily away.

"Great Satan, are you against me, too?" he demanded.

Ormm caught his arm. "You fool, do you want to ruin everything, now—" He
lowered his voice; the rest was inaudible.

"No, curse you, | won't go till I've spoken to her, face to face—"
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There was another stir among the spectators; the crowd was panihglaine was
coming through, followed by her mother and Lady Sandrasan and five or six other
matrons. They all had their shawls over their heads, right endsefvshbulders;

they all stopped except Elaine, who took a few steps forward and ceufrdhg 15]
Andray Dunnan. He had never seen her look more beautiful, but it wasythe i
beauty of a honed dagger.

"Lord Dunnan, what do you wish to say to me?" she asked. "Say it quickithemd
go; you are not welcome here."

"Elaine!" Dunnan cried, taking a step forward. "Why do you cover your helag; w
do you speak to me as a stranger? | am Andray, who loves you. Why aegtiyau |
them force you into this wicked marriage?"

"No one is forcing me; | am marrying Lord Trask willingly and happilycaaese |
love him. Now, please, go and make no more trouble at my wedding."

"That's a lie! They're making you say that! You don't have to marry him;cn@t
make you. Come with me now. They won't dare stop you. I'll take you away from
all these cruel, greedy people. You love me, you've always loved me. Yoldve
me you loved me, again and again—"

Yes, in his own private dream-world, a world of fantasy that had lbesome
Andray Dunnan's reality, in which an Elaine Karvall whom his imaginakiad
created existed only to love him. Confronted by the real Elaine, pysigjected
the reality.

"I never loved you, Lord Dunnan, and | never told you so. | never hated you, either
but you are making it very hard for me not to. Now go, and never let engose
again.'
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With that, she turned and started back through the crowd, which parfiredtrof
her. Her mother and her aunt and the other ladies followed.

"You lied to me!" Dunnan shrieked after her. "You lied all the tiveu're as bad
as the rest of them, all scheming and plotting against me yimgtrene. | know
what it's about; you all want to cheat me of my rights, and keep my ngurpcle
on the ducal throne. And you, you false-hearted harlot, you're the worlstrof t
all!"

Sir Nevil Ormm caught his shoulder and spun him around, propelling him toward
the escalators. Dunnan struggled, screaming inarticulately likeumded wolf.
Ormm was cursing furiously.

"You two!" he shouted. "Help me, here. Get hold of him."

Dunnan was still howling as they forced him onto the escalator, thes lohdhe
two retainers' cloaks, badged with the Dunnan crescent, light bluadn biding
him. After a little, an aircar with the blue crescent blaydifted and sped away.

"Lucas, he's crazy," Sesar Karvall was insisting. "Elain@'hapoken fifty words
to him since he came back from his last voyage—"

He laughed and put a hand on Karvall's shoulder. "I know that, Sesar. You don't
think, do you, that | need assurance of it?"

"Crazy, I'll say he's crazy," Rovard Grauffis put in. "Did you hehatwhe said [Pg 16
about his rights? Wait till his Grace hears about that."

"Does he lay claim to the ducal throne, Sir Rovard?" Otto Harkaslead, sharply
and seriously.

"Oh, he claims that his mother was born a year and a half befde Angus and

the true date of her birth falsified to give Angus the succession. Wyresent
Grace was three years old when she was born. | was old Duke 'Fesguse; |
carried Angus on my shoulder when Andray Dunnan's mother was presented to the
lords and barons the day after she was born."

"Of course he's crazy," Alex Gorram agreed. "I don't know why the Dukendoe
have him put under psychiatric treatment."

"I'd put him under treatment,” Harkaman said, drawing a finger acmssr his
beard. "Crazy men who pretend to thrones are bombs that ought to beadedcti
before they blow things up."”

"We couldn't do that," Grauffis said. "After all, he's Duke Angupheey—"

"l could do it," Harkaman said. "He only has three hundred men indmsgany of

his. Why you people ever let him recruit them Satan only knows," he
parenthesized. "I have eight hundred; five hundred ground-fighters. I'd |g&eto
how they shape up in combat, before we space out. | can have them oeady f
action in two hours, and it'd be all over before midnight."

"No, Captain Harkaman; his Grace would never permit it," Gawkitoed. "You
have no idea of the political harm that would do among the independent lords on
whom we're counting for support. You weren't here on Gram when Ridgerd
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of Didreksburg had his sister Sancia's second husband poisoned—"

Y

They halted under the colonnade; beyond, the lower main terrace was arawde
a medley of old love songs was wafting from the sound outlets, for xtre i
eighth time around. He looked at his watch; it was ninety secondshatethe last
time he had done so. Give it fifteen more minutes to get dfaatel another fifteen
to get away after the marriage toasts and the felicitatiomsl #o marriage,
however pompous, lasted more than half an hour. An hour, then, till he and El
would be in the aircar, bulleting toward Traskon.

The love songs stopped abruptly; after a momentary silence, a trumpet,
considerably amplified, blared; the "Ducal Salute.” The crowd stopipitihg, the

buzz of voices ceased. At the head of the landing-stage esctai@svas a glow

of color and the ducal party began moving down. A platoon of guards in red and
yellow, with gilded helmets and tasseled halberds. An esquire bélagirByord of [Pg 17]
State. Duke Angus, with his council, Otto Harkaman among them; thbeBsic
Flavia and her companion-ladies. The household gentlemen, and thesr lddire
guardsmen. There was a great burst of cheering; the news-sergare got into
position above the procession. Cousin Nikkolay and a few others stepped out from
between the pillars into the sunlight; there was a similar moveatéhe other side

of the terrace. The ducal party reached the end of the centkalaya halted and
deployed.

"All right; let's shove off," Cousin Nikkolay said, stepping forward.

Ten minutes since they had come outside; another five to get into pobifiyn.
minutes, now, till he and Elaine—Lady Elaine Trask of Traskon, falraad for
always—would be going home.

"Sure the car's ready?" he asked, for the hundredth time.

His cousin assured him that it was. Figures in Karvall black &defyellow
appeared across the terrace. The music began again, this tistatéie "Nobles'
Wedding March," arrogant and at the same time tender. Sesalllsageatleman-
secretary, and the Karvall lawyer; executives of the stedd,nthle Karvall guard-
captain. Sesar himself, with Elaine on his arm; she wasimgearshawl of black

and yellow. He looked around in sudden fright; "For the love of Satan, wbere's
shawl?" he demanded, and then relaxed when one of his gentlemen exhibited it
green and tawny in Traskon colors. The bridesmaids, led by Lady LavinalKa
Finally they halted, ten yards apart, in front of the Duke.
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"Who approaches us?" Duke Angus asked of his guard-captain.

He had a thin, pointed face, almost femininely sensitive, and lh sonated beard.
He was bareheaded except for the narrow golden circlet which henspsindf his
waking time scheming to convert into a royal crown. The guard-capia@ates
the question.

"I am Sir Nikkolay Trask; | bring my cousin and liege-lord, Lucasrd_Trask,
Baron of Traskon. He comes to receive the Lady-Demoiselle Eldmeghter of
Lord Sesar Karvall, Baron of Karvall mills, and the sanction of y@race to the
marriage between them."

Sir Maxamon Zhorgay, Sesar Karvall's henchman, named himself anddithey
brought the Lady-Demoiselle Elaine to be wed to Lord Trask of Traskioe.
Duke, satisfied that these were persons whom he could addresk/ dasked if

the terms of the marriage-agreement had been reached; both affirtiesd this.

Sir Maxamon passed a scroll to the Duke; Duke Angus began to readftardst
precise legal phraseology. Marriages between noble houses were t&ws ttabe [P9g 18]
left open to dispute; a great deal of spilled blood and burned powder haddesul
from ambiguity on some point of succession or inheritance or dower riglgdss

bore it patiently; he didn't want his great-grandchildren and Elaine's spdotiut

over a matter of a misplaced comma.

"And these persons here before us do enter into this marriage fréedyPuke

asked, when the reading had ended. He stepped forward as he spoke, and his
esquire gave him the two-hand Sword of State, heavy enough to behead a bisonoid.
Trask stepped forward; Sesar Karvall brought Elaine up. The lawymeds
henchmen obliqued off to the sides. "How say you, Lord Trask?" he askedt a
conversationally.

"With all my heart, your Grace."
"And you, Lady-Demoiselle Elaine?"
"It is my dearest wish, your Grace."

The Duke took the sword by the blade and extended it; they laid their hattds on
jeweled pommel.

"And do you, and your houses, avow us, Angus, Duke of Wardshaven, to be your
sovereign prince, and pledge fealty to us and to our legitimate and lawful
successors?"

"We do." Not only he and Elaine, but all around them, and all the throtigein
gardens, answered, the spectators in shouts. Very clearly, atalesamebody,
with more enthusiasm than discretion, was bawlingng live Angus the First of
Gram!"

"And we, Angus, do confer upon you two, and your houses, the right to wear our
badge as you see fit, and pledge ourself to maintain your rights agairetd all

who may presume to invade them. And we declare that this mabedgeen you

two, and this agreement between your respective houses, does pleaise we,
avow you two, Lucas and Elaine, to be lawfully wed, and who so queshisns t
marriage challenges us, in our teeth and to our de¢
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That wasn't exactly the wording used by a ducal lord on Gram. Ithea®imula
employed by a planetary king, like Napolyon of Flamberge or Rodolf of Excalibur
And, now that he thought of it, Angus had consistently used the royal fisirpe
plural. Maybe that fellow who had shouted about Angus the First of Grdrartha
been doing what he'd been paid to do. This was being telecast, andy @infra
Glaspyth and Ridgerd of Didreksburg would both be listening; as of now, they'd
start hiring mercenaries. Maybe that would get rid of Dunnan for him.

The Duke gave the two-hand sword back to his esquire. The young knight who was
carrying the green and tawny shawl handed it to him, and Elaine droppeddake bl
and yellow one from her shoulders, the only time a respectable wonraticttleat [Pg 19
in public, and her mother caught and folded it. He stepped forward and dnaped
Trask colors over her shoulders, and then took her in his arms. Thenghweke

out again, and some of Sesar Karvall's guardsmen began firing a pom-pom
somewhere.

It took a little longer than he had expected to finish with the t@astshake hands
with those who crowded around. Finally, the exit march started, dowiortige
walkway to the landing stage, and the Duke and his party moved awayéatle
prepare for the wedding feast at which everybody but the bride and groom would
celebrate. One of the bridesmaids gave Elaine a huge sheaf efdJamhich she

was to toss back from the escalator; she held it in the cromkeohrm and clung to

his with the other.

"Darling; we really made it!" she was whispering, as though ievi@o wonderful
to believe.

Well, wasn't it?

One of the news cars—orange and blue, that was Westlands Té&ldaseprint—
had floated just ahead of them and was letting down toward the landgeg Bor a
moment, he was angry; that went beyond the outer-orbit limits of jastroal
propriety, even for Westlands T & T. Then he laughed; today he was too foappy
anger about anything. At the foot of the escalator, Elaine kicked offjifded
slippers—there was another pair in the car; he'd seen to that psrsearad they
stepped onto the escalator and turned about. The bridesmaids rushed fandard,
began struggling for the slippers, to the damage and disarray of theis,gand
when they were half way up, Elaine heaved the bouquet and it burst eosag a
them like a bomb of colored fragrance, and the girls below snatchieel fowers,
shrieking deliriously. Elaine stood, blowing kisses to everybody, and he was
shaking his clasped hands over his head, until they were at the top.

When they turned and stepped off, the orange and blue aircar had let datiy dire
in front of them, blocking their way. Now he was really furious, aradtes
forward with a curse. Then he saw who was in the car.

Andray Dunnan, his thin face contorted and the narrow mustache writh his
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upper lip; he had a slit beside the window open and was tilting thel lo&rae
submachine gun up and out of it.

He shouted, and at the same time tripped Elaine and flung her dowwasie
throwing himself forward to cover her when there was a blasting pfaulteport.
Something sledged him in the chest; his right leg crumpled under hifellHe

He fell and fell and fell, endlessly, through darkness, out of consmess [Pg 20

V

He was crucified, and crowned with a crown of thorns. Who had they ddrte?ha
Somebody long ago, on Terra. His arms were drawn out stiffly, andhimsfeet
and legs hurt, too, and he couldn't move them, and there was this pricktirsg a
brow. And he was blind.

No; his eyes were just closed. He opened them, and there wateamatiiin front

of him, patterned with a blue snow-crystal design, and he realizedt thas a

ceiling and that he was lying on his back. He couldn't move his head, but by
shifting his eyes he saw that he was completely naked and surroundednigyea t

of tubes and wires, which puzzled him briefly. Then he knew that Benataon a [Pg 21
bed, but on a robomedic, and the tubes would be for medication and wound
drainage and intravenous feeding, and the wires would be to electrdokded

in his body for diagnosis, and the crown-of-thorns thing would be moreaglestr

for an encephalograph. He'd been on one of those robomedics before, when he had
been gored by a bisonoid on the cattle range.

That was what it was; he was still under treatment. Butsisated so long ago; so
many things—he must have dreamed them—seemed to have happened.

Then he remembered, and struggled futilely to rise.
"Elaine!" he called. "Elaine, where are you?"

There was a stir and somebody came into his limited view; hism;odgikolay [Pg 22
Trask.

"Nikkolay; Andray Dunnan," he said. "What happened to Elaine?"

Nikkolay winced, as though something he had expected to hurt had hurt worse than
he had expected.

"Lucas." He swallowed. "Elaine ... Elaine is dead."
Elaine is dead. That didn't make sense.

"She was killed instantly, Lucas. Hit six times; | don't think skien felt the first
one. She didn't suffer at a
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Somebody moaned, and then he realized that it had been himself.

"You were hit twice," Nikkolay was telling him. "One in the legmmashed the
femur. And one in the chest. That one missed your heart by an inch."

"Pity it did." He was beginning to remember clearly, now. "I thtew down, and
tried to cover her. | must have thrown her straight into the burst apnd¢aunght the
last of it myself." There was something else; oh, yes. "DunnianthBy get him?"

Nikkolay shook his head. "He got away. Stole tha&erpriseand took her off-
planet."

"l want to get him myself."

He started to rise again; Nikkolay nodded to someone out of sight. A coddl ha
touched his chin, and he smelled a woman's perfume, nothing at allldike'&
Something like a small insect bit him on the neck. The room grew dark.

Elaine was dead. There was no more Elaine, nowhere at all. thidtynust mean
there was no more world. So that was why it had gotten so dark.

He woke again, fitfully, and it would be daylight and he could see thewelky
through an open window or it would be night and the wall-lights would be on.
There would always be somebody with him. Nikkolay's wife, Dame Geceli
Rovard Grauffis; Lady Lavina Karvall—he must have slept a long tforeshe
was so much older than he remembered—and her brother, Burt Sandnadam. A
woman with dark hair, in a white smock with a gold caduceus on hestbrea

Once, Duchess Flavia, and once Duke Angus himself. He asked wh&es,heot
much caring. They told him, at the Ducal Palace.

He wished they'd all go away, and let him go wherever Elaine was.

Then it would be dark, and he would be trying to find her, because there wa
something he wanted desperately to show her. Stars in the sky athmagias it.

But there were no stars, there was no Elaine, there was norapyhd he wished
that there was no Lucas Trask, either.

But there was an Andray Dunnan. He could see him standing black-cloakieel on
terrace, the diamonds in his beret-jewel glittering evilly; thdldt see the mad facdPg 23
peering at him over the rising barrel of the submachine gun. And therodid w
hunt for him without finding him, through the cold darkness of space.

The waking periods grew longer, and during them his mind was clear. They
relieved him of his crown of electronic thorns. The feeding tubes cameand

they gave him cups of broth and fruit juice. He wanted to know why he had bee
brought to the Palace.

"About the only thing we could do," Rovard Grauffis told him. "They had too much
trouble at Karvall House as it was. You know, Sesar got shot, too."

"No." So that was why Sesar hadn't come to see him. "Was h&Kille

"Wounded; he's in worse shape than you are. When the shooting started, he went
charging up the escalator. Didn't have anything but his -dagger Dunnan gaw
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him a quick burst; | think that was why he didn't have time to finish ybuBgf
that time, the guards who'd been shooting blanks from that rapid-fire gun got i
clip of live rounds and fired at him. He got out of there as fasteacould. They
have Sesar on a robomedic like yours. He isn't in any danger."

The drainage tubes and medication tubes came out; the tangle o&xoiues him

was removed, and the electrodes with them. They bandaged his wounds and
dressed him in a loose robe and lifted him from the robomedic to &,osbere he

could sit up when he wished; they began giving him solid food, and wine to drink,
and allowed him to smoke. The woman doctor told him he'd had a bad time, as
though he didn't know that. He wondered if she expected him to thank her for
keeping him alive.

"You'll be up and around in a few weeks," his cousin added. "lI've seenhit it
everything at Traskon New House will be ready for you by then."

"Il never enter that house as long as | live, and | wish that wouddmhore than
the next minute. That was to be Elaine's house. | won't go to it alone."

The dreams troubled his sleep less and less as he grew strorgiers \came
often, bringing amusing little gifts, and he found that he enjoyed their coympa
wanted to know what had really happened, and how Dunnan had gotten away.

"He pirated theEnterprise" Rovard Grauffis told him. "He had that company of
mercenaries of his, and he'd bribed some of the people at the Goipyards. |
thought Alex would kill his chief of security when he found out what had
happened. We can't prove anything—we're trying hard enough to—but we're sure
Omfray of Glaspyth furnished the money. He's been denying it just a stade t
emphatically." [Pg 24]

"Then the whole thing was planned in advance."

"Taking the ship was; he must have been planning that for months; before he
started recruiting that company. | think he meant to do it the nigltrebehe
wedding. Then he tried to persuade the Lady-Demoiselle Elaine to elitipe
him—he seems to have actually thought that was possible—and when she
humiliated him, he decided to kill both of you first." He turned tao®tarkaman,

who had accompanied him. "As long as | live, I'll regret not taking yogoat

word and accepting your offer, then."

"How did he get hold of that Westlands Telecast and Teleprint car?"

"Oh. The morning of the wedding, he screened Westlands editorial affit¢old

them he had the inside story on the marriage and why the Duke was spoitsoring
Made it sound as though there was some scandal; insisted that arreparé to
Dunnan House for a face-to-face interview. They sent a man, anddkdhe last

they saw him alive; our people found his body at Dunnan House when we were
searching the place afterward. We found the car at the shipyardd itaken a
couple of hits from the guns at Karvall House, but you know these press ca
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are built to stand. He went directly to the shipyard, where hisaineady had the
Enterprise as soon as he arrived, she lifted out.”

He stared at the cigarette between his fingers. It was abhosgt enough to burn
him. With an effort, he leaned forward to crush it out.

"Rovard, how soon will that second ship be finished?"

Grauffis laughed bitterly. "Building th&nterprisetook everything we had. The
duchy's on the edge of bankruptcy now. We stopped work on the second ship six
months ago because we didn't have enough money to keep on with her and still get
the Enterprisefinished. We were expecting tlinterpriseto make enough in the

Old Federation to finish the second one. Then, with two ships and arbdseith,

the money would begin coming in instead of going out. But now—"

"It leaves me where | was on Flamberge,” Harkaman added. 8W&ing
Napolyon was going to help the Elmersans, and I'd have gotten a command in that
It's too late for that now."

He picked up his cane and used it to push himself to his feet. The begkbad
mended, but he was still weak. He took a few tottering steps,sussan on the
cane, and then forced himself on to the open window and stood for a moment
staring out. Then he turned.

"Captain Harkaman, it might be that you could still get a command,dreGram.
That's if you don't mind commanding under me as owner-aboard. | am going
hunting for Andray Dunnan." [Pg 25]

They both looked at him. After a moment, Harkaman said:
"I'd count it an honor, Lord Trask. But where will you get a ship?"

"She's half finished now. You already have a crew for her. Duke AnguBnish
her for me, and pay for it by pledging his new barony of Traskon."

He had known Rovard Grauffis all his life; until this moment, he hagmseen
Duke Angus' henchman show surprise.

"You mean, you'll trade Traskon for that ship?" he demanded.
"Finished, equipped and ready for space, yes."

"The Duke will agree to that," Grauffis said promptly. "But, Lsiclraskon is all
you own."

"If I have a ship, | won't need them. | am turning Space Viking."

That brought Harkaman to his feet with a roar of approval. Graoffised at him,
his mouth slightly open.

"Lucas Trask—Space Viking," he said. "Now I've heard everything."

Well, why not? He had deplored the effects of Viking raiding on the Sword
Worlds, because Gram was a Sword-World, and Traskon was on @Gram,
Traskon was to have been the home where he and Elaine would live and where
their children and children's children would be born and live. Now the little
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on which all of it had rested was gone.

"That was another Lucas Trask, Rovard. He's dead, now."

VI

Grauffis excused himself to make a screen call and then retwrmegtuse himself
again. Evidently Duke Angus had dropped whatever he was doing as soon as he
heard what his henchman had to tell him. Harkaman was silent fiatiha was

out of the room, then said:

"Lord Trask, this is a wonderful thing for me. It's not been pledsan¢ a shipless
captain living on strangers' bounty. I'd hate, though, to have you think, some time
that I'd advanced my own fortunes at the expense of yours."

"Don't worry about that. If anybody's being taken advantage of, you are. | need a
space-captain, and your misfortune is my own good luck."

Harkaman started to pack tobacco into his pipe. "Have you ever beeraaff &
all?" he asked.

"A few years at the University of Camelot, on Excalibur. Othsewno."

"Well, have you any conception of the sort of thing you're setting yourself te"
Space Viking snapped his lighter and puffed. "You know, of course, how big the
Old Federation is. You know the figures, that is, but do they mean agythyou?

| know they don't to a good many spacemen, even. We talk glibly about ten to the
hundredth power, but emotionally we still count, 'One, Two, Three, Marshi\

in hyperspace logs about a light-year an hour. You can go from here tobExaali[Pg 26
thirty hours. But you could send a radio message announcing the birth ofaamdon,
he'd be a father before it was received. The Old Federatiome whba're going to

hunt Dunnan, occupies a space-volume of two hundred billion cubic light-years.
And you're hunting for one ship and one man in that. How are you going to do it,
Lord Trask?"

"l haven't started thinking about how; all | know is that | have to dbhiere are
planets in the Old Federation where Space Vikings come and go;nchitaae
bases, like the one Duke Angus planned to establish on Tanith. At onelograsfot
them, I'll pick up word of Dunnan, sooner or later."

"We'll hear where he was a year ago, and by the time we get liledrde gone for

a year and a half to two years. We've been raiding the Old Feddmatimver three
hundred years, Lord Trask. At present, I'd say there are atweabundred Space
Viking ships in operation. Why haven't we raided it bare long ago? Wadlk the
answer: distance and voyage-time. You know, Dunnan could die of old age—which
is not a usual cause of death among Space Vikings—before you caught up with
him. And your youngest ship's-boy could die of old age before he found out about
it."
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"Well, | can go on hunting for him till | die, then. There's nothing éis¢ means
anything to me."

"l thought it was something like that. | won't be with you, all your. lifgvant a
ship of my own, like theCorisande that | lost on Durendal. Some day, I'll have
one. But till you can command your own ship, I'll command her for you. Tdat's
promise."

Some note of ceremony seemed indicated. Summoning a robot, he had itneour wi
for them, and they pledged each other.

Rovard Grauffis had recovered his aplomb by the time he returned accethpgni

the Duke. If Angus had ever lost his, he gave no indication of it. Tieetedn
everybody else was literally seismic. The generally accepted weesvthat Lord
Trask's reason had been unhinged by his tragic loss; there might, he coheeded,
more than a crumb of truth in that. At first, his cousin Nikkolay daggehim for
alienating the barony from the family, and then he learned that Duke Avagis
appointing him vicar-baron and giving him Traskon New House for his residence.
Immediately he began acting like one at the death-bed of a rich grandnidtae
Wardshaven financial and industrial barons, whom he had known only distantly, on
the other hand, came flocking around him, offering assistance and haringshi

the savior of the duchy. Duke Angus' credit, almost obliterated by thefidee
Enterprise was firmly re-established, and theirs with it. [Pg 27]

There were conferences at which lawyers and bankers argued intdymina
attended a few at first, found himself completely uninterested,told everybody
so. All he wanted was a ship; the best ship possible, as soon #@deposkex
Gorram had been the first to be notified; he had commenced work on the
unfinished sister-ship of tHenterpriseimmediately. Until he was strong enough to
go to the shipyard himself, he watched the work on the two-thousandléadar
skeleton by screen, and conferred either in person or by screen withezagind
shipyard executives. His rooms at the ducal palace were convehedsta
overnight, from sickrooms to offices. The doctors, who had recently inegmg
him to find new interests and activities, were now warning of thegeta of
overexertion. Harkaman finally added his voice to theirs.

"You take it easy, Lucas." They had dropped formality and were orstanime
basis now. "You got hulled pretty badly; you let damage-control work on you, and
don't strain the machinery till it's fixed. We have plenty of time!ré/not going to

get anywhere chasing Dunnan. The only way we can catch him is by int@ncept
The longer he moves around in the Old Federation before he hearsftee'hena,

the more of a trail he'll leave. Once we can establish a pabthcpattern, we'll
have a chance. Then, some time, he'll come out of hyperspace somamndérel

us waiting for him."

"Do you think he went to Tanith?"

Harkaman heaved himself out of his chair and prowled about the roomfdar a
minutes, then came back and sat down again.

"No. That was Duke Angus' idea, not his. He couldn't put in a base oth,Tani
anyhow. You know the kind of a crew he h
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There had been an extensive inquiry into Dunnan's associates and accomplices
Duke Angus was still hoping for positive proof to implicate Omfray as@yth in

the piracy. Dunnan had with him a dozen and a half employees of thanGorr
shipyards whom he had corrupted. There was some technical ability d@heong

but for the most part they were agitators and trouble-makers and petamh
workmen. Even under the circumstances, Alex Gorram was glad tbesésest of

them. As for Dunnan's own mercenary company, there were about ao$core
former spacemen among them; the rest graded down from bandits through thugs
and sneak-thieves to barroom bums. Dunnan himself was an astrogatan not
engineer.

"That gang aren't even good enough for routine raiding," Harkaman said. "They'd
never under any circumstances be able to put in a base on Tanith. Dintess's
completely crazy, which | doubt, he's gone to some regular Viking base, pileae

Hoth or Nergal or Dagon or Xochitl, to recruit officers and engineeds able [Pg28]
spacemen."

"All that machinery and robotic equipment and so on that was going tchFanit
was that aboard when he took the ship?"

"Yes, and that's another reason why he'd go to some planet like Hothgat Bier
Xochitl. On a Viking-occupied planet in the Old Federation, that 'stafimost
worth its weight in gold."

"What's Tanith like?"

"Almost completely Terra-type, third of a Class-G sun. Very nlikehHaulteclere

or Flamberge. It was one of the last planets the Federation addoefore the Big

War. Nobody knows what happened, exactly. There wasn't any interstattaatw

least, you don't find any big slag-puddles where cities used to be. THegblyro

did a lot of fighting among themselves, after they got out of the Femlerdhere's

still some traces of combat-damage around. Then they started tdizialown to

the pre-mechanical level—wind and water power and animal power. They ha
draft-animals that look like introduced Terran carabaos, and aifeall sailboats

and big canoes and bateaux on the rivers. They have gunpowder, which seems to be
the last thing any people lose.

"l was there, five years ago. | liked Tanith for a base. Theresmoon, almost
solid nickel iron, and fissionable-ore deposits. Then, like a fookedhout to the
Elmersans on Durendal and lost my ship. When | came here, your Duke was
thinking about Xipototec. | convinced him that Tanith was a better pfanéis
purpose.”

"Dunnan might go there, at that. He might think he was scoring one on Duke
Angus. After all, he has all that equipment.”

"And nobody to use it. If | were Dunnan, I'd go to Nergal, or Xochitl. @reee
always a couple of thousand Space Vikings on either, spending their loot and
taking it easy between raids. He could sign on a full crew on eltbeggest we go

to Xochitl, first. We might pick up news of him, if nothing else."
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All right, they'd try Xochitl first. Harkaman knew the planet, and Wandly with
the Haulteclere noble who ruled it.

The work went on at the Gorram shipyard; it had taken a year to build the
Enterprise but the steel-mills and engine-works were over the preparatoryokork
tooling up, and material and equipment was flowing in a steady sttesmas let
them persuade him to take more rest, and day by day grew stronger. Ssas he
spending most of his time at the shipyard, watching the engines go in—Abbot |
and-drive for normal space, Dillingham hyperdrive, power-converters, psewcdogr
all at the center of the globular ship. Living quarters and worksheps iw next, [Pg 29
all armored in collapsium-plated steel. Then the ship lifted ouart orbit a
thousand miles off-planet, followed by swarms of armored work-aradt cargo-
lighters; the rest of the work was more easily done in spachefgame time, the
four two-hundred-foot pinnaces that would be carried aboard were beisigefini
Each of them had its own hyperdrive engines, and could travel as fas et as

the ship herself.

Otto Harkaman was beginning to be distressed because the shaeletitl a name.

He didn't like having to speak of her as "her," or "the ship,” and there many
things soon to go on that should be name-mark&ne, Trask thought, at once,
and almost at once rejected it. He didn't want her name assowigitethe things

that ship would do in the Old FederatidtevengeAvengey Retribution Vendetta

none appealed to him. A news-commentator, turgidly eloquent about the siemesi
which the criminal Dunnan had invoked against himself, suppliedemesist

was.

Now he was studying his new profession of interstellar robbery and nagderst
which he had once inveighed. Otto Harkaman's handful of followers bdame
teachers. Vann Larch, guns-and-missiles, who was also a pd&uatt Kirbey,
sour and pessimistic, the hyperspatial astrogator who tried to sxpsgescience in
music; Sharll Renner, the normal-space astrogator. Alvyn Kdrffae exec, who
had been with Harkaman longest of all. And Sir Paytrik Morland, @ lecruit,
formerly guard-captain to Count Lionel of Newhaven, who commanded the
ground-fighters and the combat contragravity. They were using the fanohs
villages of Traskon for drill and practice, and he noticed while the Nemesi
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would carry only five hundred ground and air fighters, over a thousand were being
trained.

He commented to Rovard Grauffis.

"Yes. Don't mention it outside,” the Duke's henchman said. "You andagirk

and Captain Harkaman will pick the five hundred best. The Duke \él ttae rest
into his service. Some of these days, Omfray of Glaspyth willdindvhat a Space
Viking raid is really like."

And Duke Angus would tax his new subjects of Glaspyth to redeem the ptauges
his new barony of Traskon. Some old Pre-Atomic writer Harkamanfevess of
quoting had said, "Gold will not always get you good soldiers, but good soldiers
can get you gold."

The Nemesiscame back to the Gorram yards and settled onto her curved landing
legs like a monstrous spider. TRaterprisehad borne the Ward sword and atom-
symbol; theNemesisshould bear his own badge, but the bisonoid head, tawnyPoR0.
green, of Traskon, was no longer his. He chose a skull impaled on atupri
sword, and it was blazoned on the ship when he and Harkaman took her out for he
shakedown cruise.

When they landed again at the Gorram yards, two hundred hours latdeaired

that a tramp freighter from Morglay had come into Bigglersport irr tiesence

with news of Andray Dunnan. Her captain had come to Wardshaven at Duke
Angus' urgent invitation and was waiting for them at the Ducal Palace.

They sat, a dozen of them, around a table in the Duke's private amsrtifiee
freighter captain, a small, precise man with a graying bedsinately puffed at a
cigarette and sipped from a beaker of brandy.

"l spaced out from Morglay two hundred hours ago," he was saying. "I'd leren t
twelve local days, three hundred Galactic Standard hours, and thremufirtana
was three hundred and twenty. This ship, Bmgerprise spaced out from there
several days before | did. I'd say she's twelve hundred hours out of Wiadsor,
Curtana, now."

The room was still. The breeze fluttered curtains at the opedows; from the
garden below, winged night-things twittered. [Pg 31

"I never expected it," Harkaman said. "l thought he'd take the shim ahbé tOld
Federation at once." He poured wine for himself. "Of course, Dunoszyg. A
crazy man has an advantage, sometimes, like a left-handed knife-figlet does
unexpected things."

"That wasn't such a crazy move," Rovard Grauffis said. "We haydittér direct
trade with Curtana. It's only an accident we heard about this whdidwe

The freighter captain's beaker was half empty. He filled ih&lrim fron the
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decanter.

"She was the first Gram ship there for years," he agreedt aftnacted notice, of
course. And his having the blazonry changed, from the sword and atom-symbol to
the blue crescent. And the ill-feeling on the part of other captaidsplanet-side
employers about the men he'd lured away from them."

"How many men and what kind?"

The man with the gray beard shrugged. "l was too busy getting a cargoetoiget
Morglay, to pay much attention. Almost a full spaceship complemeitersfand
spacemen of every kind. And a lot of industrial engineers and techsiician

"Then he is going to use that equipment that was aboard, and put in a base
somewhere," somebody said. [Pg32]

"If he left Curtana twelve hundred hours ago, he's still in hypersp@ceft Kirbey
said. "It's over two thousand from Curtana to the nearest Old Fedegsanet."

"How far to Tanith?" Duke Angus asked. "I'm sure that's where he's fla'e.
expect me to finish the other ship and equip her likeEihkerpriseand send her
out; he'd want to get there first.”

"I'd thought that Tanith would be the last place he'd go," Harkaman baidthis
changes the whole outlook. He could have gone to Tanith."

"He's crazy, and you're trying to apply sane logic to him," Guatt Kidzey.
"You're figuring what you'd do, and you aren't crazy. Of course, I've had my
doubts, at times, but—"

"Yes, he's crazy, and Captain Harkaman's allowing for that,” Rovedffs said.
"Dunnan hates all of us. He hates his Grace, here. He had Lcas, and Sesar
Karvall; of course, he may think he killed both of them. He hates a@apt
Harkaman. So how could he score all of us off at once? By takinghTanit

"You say he was buying supplies and ammunition?"

"That's right. Gun ammunition, ship's missiles, and a lot of ground-@efens
missiles."

"What was he buying them with? Trading machinery?"
"No. Gold."

"Yes. Lothar Ffayle found out that a lot of gold was transferreduonBn from
banks in Glaspyth and Didreksburg," Grauffis said. "He got that abdaed Wwe
took the ship, evidently."

"All right,” Trask said. "We can't be sure of anything, but we hameesreasons for
thinking he went to Tanith, and that's more than we have for any othet pldhe

Old Federation. | won't try to estimate the odds against our findinghare, but

they're a good deal bigger anywhere else. We'll go - first."
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VI

The outside viewscreen, which had been vacantly gray for over three thousand
hours, was now a vertiginous swirl of color, the indescribable colarcollapsing
hyperspatial field. No two observers ever saw it alike, and ngimaaon could
vision the actuality. Trask found that he was holding his breath. So, ihedhatas

Otto Harkaman, beside him. It was something, evidently, that nobody gbtaise
Even Guatt Kirbey, the astrogator, was sitting with his pipe clehchlis mouth,
staring at the screen.

Then, in an instant, the stars, which had literally not been théveepélled the
screen with a blaze of splendor against the black velvet backdrop ofl repaca.

Dead in the center, brighter than all the rest, Ertado's Béasuin of Tanith, burnedPg 33
yellowly. The light from it was ten hours old.

"Pretty good, Guatt," Harkaman said, picking up his cup.
"Good, Gehenna; it was perfect,” somebody else said.

Kirbey was relighting his pipe. "Oh, | suppose it'll have to do," he grudgednd
the stem. He had gray hair and an untidy mustache, and nothing was éeer qui
good enough to satisfy him. "I could have made it a little closerd Nleese
microjumps, now, and I'll have to cut the last one pretty fine. Now dottter
me." He began punching buttons for data and fiddling with setscrews amerser

For a moment, in the screen, Trask could see the face of Andray Dudaa
blinked it away and reached for his cigarettes, and put one in his moutg-end-

to. When he reversed it and snapped his lighter, he saw that his hand wa
trembling. Otto Harkaman must have seen that, too.

"Take it easy, Lucas," he whispered. "Keep your optimism underatovie only
think he might be here."

"I'm sure he is. He has to be."
No; that was the way Dunnan, himself, thought. Let's be sane about this.

"We have to assume he is. If we do, and he isn't it's a disappointmertdon't,
and he is, it's a disaster."

Others, it seemed, thought the same way. The battle-stations Wwasard solid
blaze of red light for full combat readiness.

"All right," Kirbey said. "Jumping."”

Then he twisted the red handle to the right and shoved it in viciouslyn Algai
screen boiled with colored turbulence; again dark and mighty forces dstalke
through the ship like demons in a sorcerer's tower. The screen tuateckless
gray as the pickups stared blindly into some dimensionless nc¢ Then it
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convulsed with color again, and this time Ertado's Star, still incémer, was a
coin-sized disk, with the little sparks of its seven planetdesea around it. Tanith
was the third—the inhabitable planet of a G-class system usuadly ltvhad a
single moon, barely visible in the telescopic screen, five hundres mildiameter
and fifty thousand off-planet.

"You know," Kirbey said, as though he was afraid to admit it, "wreegn't too bad.
| think we can make it in one more microjump.”

Some time, Trask supposed, he'd be able to use the expression ™' @omot a
distance of fifty-five million miles, too.

"What do you think about it?" Harkaman asked him, as deferentiallipcagh
seeking expert guidance instead of examining his apprentice. "Where &hattd
put us?"

"As close as possible, of course." That would be a light-secort d¢dst; if the
Nemesiscame out of hyperspace any closer to anything the size of Tanith[Pt#]
collapsing field itself would kick her back. "We have to assume Dunihae's

there at least nine hundred hours. By that time, he could have put taciiate
station, and maybe missile-launchers, on the moon. Hrterprise carries four
pinnaces, the same as themesisin his place, I'd have at least two of them on off-
planet patrol. So let's accept it that we'll be detected as soma aome out of the

last jump, and come out with the moon directly between us and the pfaitist.
occupied, we can knock it off on the way in."

"A lot of captains would try to come out with the moon masked off by teepl’
Harkaman said.

"Would you?"

The big man shook his tousled head. "No. If they have launchers on the mgon, the
could launch at us in a curve around the planet, by data relayed fronhé¢heide,

and we'd be at a disadvantage replying. Just go straight in. You hearing this
Guatt?"

"Yeah. It makes sense. Sort of. Now, stop pestering me. Slaok, here a
minute."

The normal-space astrogator conferred with him; Alvyn Karffard,etkecutive
officer, joined them. Finally Kirbey pulled out the big red handle, tegist, and
said, "All right, jumping." He shoved it in. "I suppose | cut it towef now we'll get
kicked back half a million miles."

The screen convulsed again; when it cleared the third planet walydirethe
center; its small moon, looking almost as large, was a #éititteve and to the right,
sunlit on one side and planetlit on the other. Kirbey locked the red hgathered

up his tobacco and lighter and things from the ledge, and pulled down theo€over
the instrument-console, locking it.

"All yours, Sharll," he told Renner.

"Eight hours to atmosphere," Renner said. "That's if we don't haveste wdot of
time shooting up Junior, ther
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Vann Larch was looking at the moon in the six hundred power screen.

"l don't see anything to shoot. Five hundred miles; one planetbuster, or fowe or
thermonuclears," he said.

It wasn't right, Trask thought indignantly. Minutes ago, Tanith had beemdia a
half billion miles away. Seconds ago, fifty-odd million. And now, a cquaof a
million, and looking close enough to touch in the screen, it would take tigén e
hours to reach it. Why, on hyperdrive you could go forty-eight trillion nmilekat
time.

Well, it took a man just as long to walk across a room todayhasl itaken Pharaoh
the First, or Homo Sap.

In the telescopic screen Tanith looked like any picture of any Tyseafilanet [Pg 35
from space, with cloud-blurred contours of seas and continents and a vague
mottling of gray and brown and green, topped at the pole by an icecap. Nbee of
surface features, not even the major mountain ranges or riverg, yeatr
distinguishable, but Harkaman and Sharll Renner and Alvyn Karffard aradhée

old hands seemed to recognize it. Karffard was talking by phone t&Biaif, the
signals-and-detection officer, who could detect nothing from the moon andgothi
that was getting through the Van Allen belt from the planet.

Maybe they'd guessed wrong, at that. Maybe Dunnan hadn't gone to Tanith at all.

Harkaman, who had the knack of putting himself to sleep at will, sathe sixth

or n-th sense posted as a sentry, leaned back in his chair and closgdshi$rask
wished he could, too. It would be hours before anything happened, and until then
he needed all the rest he could get. He drank more coffee, chakegrigarettes;

he rose and prowled about the command room, looking at screens. Signals-and-
detection was getting a lot of routine stuff—Van Allen count, mictenrecount,
surface temperature, gravitation-field strength, radar and scanhees. He went

back to his chair and sat down, staring at the screen-image. artet didn't seem

to be getting any closer at all, and it ought to; they were approachadétter

than escape velocity. He sat and stared at it.

He woke with a start. The screen-image was much larger, nioer €urses and
the shadow lines of mountains were clearly visible. It must dg @atumn in the
northern hemisphere; there was snow down to the sixtieth paralled &edt of

brown was pushing south against the green. Harkaman was sitting upJuwating
By the clock, it was four hours later.

"Have a good nap?" he asked. "We're picking up some stuff, now. Radioraed s
signals. Not much, but some. The locals wouldn't have learned enough for that
the five years since | was here. We didn't stay long enough, for oné thing.

On decivilized planets that were visited by Space Vikings, thesdqiaked up bits
and scraps of technology very quickly. In the four months of idlr and long
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conversations while they were in hyperspace he had heard many storigwiognf
that. But from the level to which Tanith had sunk, radio and screen goitgtion
in five years was a little too much of a jump.

"You didn't lose any men, did you?"

That happened frequently—men who took up with local women, men who had
made themselves unpopular with their shipmates, men who just likpthtret and
wanted to stay. They were always welcomed by the locals for tiwegtcould do [Pg 36
and teach.

"No, we weren't there long enough for that. Only three hundred and fiftys.hour
This we're getting is outside stuff; somebody's there beside the.lfocal

Dunnan. He looked again at the battle-stations board; it was sfidronty red-
lighted. Everything was on full combat ready. He summoned a mess-relectes
a couple of dishes, and began to eat. After the first mouthful, Ilesl ¢a Alvyn
Karffard:

"Is Paul getting anything new?" he asked.

Karffard checked. A little contragravity-field distortion effelttwas still too far to
be sure. He went back to his lunch. He had finished it and wastghtcigarette
over his coffee when a red light flashed and a voice from one of tlakespe
shouted.

"Detection! Detection from planet! Radar, and microray!"

Karffard began talking rapidly into a hand-phone; Harkaman unhooked one beside
him and listened.

"Coming from a definite point, about twenty-fifth north parallel,” deed, aside.
"Could be from a ship hiding against the planet. There's nothing at alheon t
moon."

They seemed to be approaching the planet more and more rapidly. Adtualy,
weren't, the ship was decelerating to get into an orbit, but theadeggedistance
created the illusion of increasing speed. The red lights flashechwree

"Ship detectedlust outside atmosphere, coming around the planet from the west."
"Is she theEnterprise”

"Can't tell, yet," Karffard said, and then cried: "There shenighe screen! That
spark, about thirty degrees north, just off the west side."

Aboard her, too, voices from speakers would be shouting, "Ship deteateldtiea
battle station board would be blazing red. And Andray Dunnan, at the command-
desk—

"She's calling us." That was Paul Koreff's voice, out of the sc-box or the desk
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"Standard Sword-World impulse-code. Interrogative: What ship are you?
Informative: her screen combination. Request: Please communicate.”

"All right," Harkaman said. "Let's be polite and communicate. ¥§H#er screen-
combination?"

Koreff's voice gave it, and Harkaman punched it out. The communicatieensicr
front of them lit at once; Trask shoved over his chair beside Harkenias hands
tightening on the arms. Would it be Dunnan himself, and what would hisliaee
when he saw who confronted him out of his own screen?

It took him an instant to realize that the other ship was ndnberpriseat all. The
Enterprisewas theNemesistwin; her command room was identical with his owifg 37.
This one was different in arrangements and fittings. Hiterprisewas a new ship;

this one was old, and had suffered for years at the hands of a af#ekncand a
slovenly crew.

And the man who sat facing him in the screen was not Andray Dunnan, oraany
he had ever seen before. A dark-faced man, with an old scar thdbwan one
cheek from a little below the eye; he had curly black hair, on laid &ed on a V of
chest exposed by an open shirt. There was an ashtray in front of hienfranaturl
of smoke rose from a cigar in it, and coffee steamed in an dvoatettered silver
cup beside it. He was grinning gleefully.

"Well! Captain Harkaman, of thEnterprise | believe! Welcome to Tanith. Who's
the gentleman with you? He isn't the Duke of Wardshaven, is he?"

VI

He glanced quickly at the showback over the screen, to assure himaséiis face
was not betraying him. Beside him, Otto Harkaman was laughing.

"Why, Captain Valkanhayn; this is an unexpected pleasure. That's the
Space Scourggou're in, | take it? What are you doing here on Tanith?"

A voice from one of the speakers shouted that a second ship had beeeddetect
coming over the north pole. The dark-faced man in the screen smirked quit
complacently.

"That's Garvan Spasso, in thamia" he said. "And what we're doing here, we've
taken this planet over. We intend keeping it, too."

"Well! So you and Garvan have teamed up. You two were just made for one
another. And you have a little planet, all your very own. I'm so happy farddot
you. What are you getting out of it—beside poultry?"

The other's self-assurance started to slip. He slapped it bagiace.

"Don't kid me; we know why you're here. Well, we got here first. thais our
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planet. You think you can take it away from us?"

"I know we could, and so do you," Harkaman told him. "We outgun you and
Spasso together; why, a couple of our pinnaces could knodlath& apart. The
only question is, do we want to bother?"

By now, he had recovered from his surprise, but not from his disappointihent.
this fellow thought theNemesiswas the Enterprise—Before he could check
himself, he had finished the thought aloud.

"Then theEnterprisedidn't come here at all!"
The man in the screen started. "Isn't thatEhterpriseyou're in?"

"Oh, no. Pardon my remissness, Captain Valkanhayn,” Harkaman apologized.
"This is theNemesisThe gentleman with me, Lord Lucas Trask, is owner-abodrd 38]
for whom | am commanding. Lord Trask, Captain Boake Valkanhayn, of the
Space ScourgeCaptain Valkanhayn is a Space Viking." He said that as though
expecting it to be disputed. "So, | am told, is his associateai@appasso, whose

ship is approaching. You mean to tell me thatBh&erprisehasn't been here?"

Valkanhayn was puzzled, slightly apprehensive.
"You mean the Duke of Wardshaven has two ships?"

"As far as | know, the Duke of Wardshaven hasn't any ships," Harkapaedr:
"This ship is the property and private adventure of Lord Trask Efterprise for
which we are looking, is owned and commanded by one Andray Dunnan."

The man with the scarred face and hairy chest had picked up hisaodjavas
puffing on it mechanically. Now he took it out of his mouth as though he wondered
how it had gotten there in the first place.

"But isn't the Duke of Wardshaven sending a ship here to establish A Tzeste
was what we'd heard. We heard you'd gone from Flamberge to Gram to momma
for him."

"Where did you hear this? And when?"

"On Hoth. That'd be about two thousand hours ago; a Gilgamesher brought the
news from Xochitl."

"Well, considering it was fifth or sixth hand, your information was gendugh,
when it was fresh. It was a year and a half old when you got it, thélayih.long
have you been here on Tanith?"

"About a thousand hours."” Harkaman clucked sadly at that.

"Pity you wasted all that time. Well, it was nice talking to yBoake. Say hello to
Garvan for me when he comes up."

"You mean you're not staying?" Valkanhayn was horrified, an odd reaction for a
man who had just been expecting a bitter battle to drive them away'réYjust
spacing right out again?"

Harkaman shrugged. "Do we want to waste time here, Lord Trasl Enterprise
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has obviously gone somewhere else. She was still in hyperspace wpiinCa
Valkanhayn and his accomplice arrived here."

"Is there anything worth staying for?" That seemed to be the repkahlan was
expecting. "Beside poultry, that is?"

Harkaman shook his head. "This is Captain Valkanhayn's planet; his atainCa
Spasso's. Let them be stuck with it."

"But, look; this is a good planet. There's a big local city, mayheotetwenty
thousand people; temples and palaces and everything. Then, there areeaotoupl
old Federation cities. The one we're at is in good shape, and thBig'spaceport.
We've been doing a lot of work on it. And the locals won't give you any trouBme39
All they have is spears and a few crossbows and matchlocks—"

"I know. I've been here."

"Well, couldn't we make some kind of a deal?" Valkanhayn asked. A naerdic
whine was beginning to creep into his voice. "I can get Garvan onnsaree
switch him over to your ship—"

"Well, we have a lot of Sword-World merchandise aboard," Harkasaah "We
could make you good prices on some of it. How are you fixed for robotic
equipment?"

"But aren't you going to stay here?" Valkanhayn was almost in a paméter,
suppose | talk to Garvan, and we all get together on this. Just exeuser a
minute—"

As soon as he had blanked out, Harkaman threw back his head and guffawed as
though he had just heard the funniest and bawdiest joke in the galaxy. Trask,
himself, didn't feel like laughing.

"The humor escapes me," he admitted. "We came here on a foaisl.er

"I'm sorry, Lucas." Harkaman was still shaking with mirthkfibw it's a letdown,
but that pair of chiseling chicken thieves! | could almost pity thémweren't so
funny." He laughed again. "You know what their idea was?"

Trask shook his head. "Who are they?"

"What | called them, a couple of chicken thieves. They raid pldiketsSet and
Hertha and Melkarth, where the locals haven't anything to fight with-myghiag

worth fighting for. | didn't know they'd teamed up, but that figures. Nobody else
would team up with either of them. What must have happened, this stbuykef
Angus' Tanith adventure must have filtered out to them, and they thought that i
they got here first, I'd think it was cheaper to take them in tharthem out. |
probably would have, too. They do have ships, of a sort, and they do raidq after
fashion. But now, there isn't going to be any Tanith base, and they have a no-good
planet and they're stuck with it."

"Can't they make anything out of it themselves?"

"Like what?" Harkaman hooted. "They have no equipment, and they have no men.
Not for a job like that. The only thing they can do is space out and it."
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"We could sell them equipment.”

"We could if they had anything to use for money. They haven't. One thing, we do
want to let down and give the men a chance to walk on ground and look ata sky f
a while. The girls here aren't too bad, either,” Harkaman sAgl.l 'femember,
some of them even take a bath, now and then."

"That's the kind of news of Dunnan we're going to get. By the time we'th get
where he's been reported, he'd be a couple of thousand light-years awsgid Heg 40
disgustedly. "I agree; we ought to give the men a chance to get dhifhehere.

We can stall this pair along for a while and we won't have any troutiiéhem."

The three ships were slowly converging toward a point fifteen thousaed affl
planet and over the sunset line. T¥@ace Scourgbore the device of a mailed fist
clutching a comet by the head; it looked more like a whisk broom thapuagsc

The Lamia bore a coiled snake with the head, arms and bust of a woman.
Valkanhayn and Spasso were taking their time about screening back, arghhe be
to wonder if they weren't maneuvering tNemesisnto a cross-fire position. He
mentioned this to Harkaman and Alvyn Karffard; they both laughed.

"Just holding ship's meetings,” Karffard said. "They'll be yakking backfarth
for a couple of hours, yet."

"Yes; Valkanhayn and Spasso don't own their ships,” Harkaman explained.
"They've gone in debt to their crews for supplies and maintenanceeiimdy
owns everything in common. The ships look like it, too. They don't even command,
really; they just preside over elected command-councils."

Finally, they had both of the more or less commanders on screennNayjkahad [Pg 41
zipped up his shirt and put on a jacket. Garvan Spasso was a smgtiartty bald.

His eyes were a shade too close together, and his thin mouth haefls brafty

twist. He began speaking at once:

"Captain, Boake tells me you say you're not here in the service duke of
Wardshaven at all." He said it aggrievedly.

"That's correct,” Harkaman said. "We came here because Lask Thought
another Gram ship, thenterprise would be here. Since she isn't, there's no point
in our being here. We do hope, though, that you won't make any difficulty about
our letting down and giving our men a couple of hundred hours' liberty. They've
been in hyperspace for three thousand hours."

"See!" Spasso clamored. "He wants to trick us into lettingléunmd—"

"Captain Spasso,” Trask cut in. "Will you please stop insulting everybody's
intelligence, your own included." Spasso glared at him, belligerentlgdpefully.

"l understand what you thought you were going to do here. You expected Captain
Harkaman here to establish a base for the Duke of Wards and you thought, i
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you were here ahead of him and in a posture of defense, that he'd taktoybe
Duke's service rather than waste ammunition and risk damage andtiesisua
wiping you out. Well, I'm very sorry, gentlemen. Captain Harkamam isny [Pg42
service, and I'm not in the least interested in establishing aohakanith."

Valkanhayn and Spasso looked at each other. At least, in the twbysside
screens, their eyes shifted, each to the other's screen on hikipwn s

"l get it!" Spasso cried suddenly. "There's two ships,Bhterpriseand this one.
The Duke of Wardshaven fitted out tEmterprise and somebody else fitted out
this one. They both want to put in a base here!"

That opened a glorious vista. Instead of merely capitalizing on theamze-value,
they might find themselves holding the balance of power in a struggléndor t
planet. All sorts of profitable perfidies were possible.

"Why, sure you can land, Otto," Valkanhayn said. "I know what it's tikeetthree
thousand hours in hyper, myself."

"You're at this old city with the two tall tower-buildings, aren't yotf2lrkaman
asked. He looked up at the viewscreen. "Ought to be about midnight there now.
How's the spaceport? When | was here, it was pretty bad."

"Oh, we've been fixing it up. We got a big gang of locals working for us—"
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The city was familiar, from Otto Harkaman's descriptions and ftleenpictures
Vann Larch had painted during the long jump from Gram. As they came in, i
looked impressive, spreading for miles around the twin buildings that spimest

three thousand feet above it, with a great spaceport like anpaigitéd star at one
side. Whoever had built it, in the sunset splendor of the old Terramafiede must

have done so confident that it would become the metropolis of a populous and
prospering world. Then the sun of the Federation had gone down. Nobody knew
what had happened on Tanith after that, but evidently none of it had been good.

At first, the two towers seemed as sound as when they had beemiadlially it
became apparent that one was broken at the top. For the most parhatler
buildings scattered widely around them were standing, though here and there
mounds of brush-grown rubble showed where some had fallen in. The spaceport
looked good—a central octagon mass of buildings, the landing-berths, and, beyond,
the triangular areas of airship docks and warehouses. The centdhhdpwlas
outwardly intact, and the ship-berths seemed clear of wreckage anel. rubbl

By the time theNemesiswvas following theSpace Scourgand theLamia down,

towed by her own pinnaces, the illusion that they were approaching a ¢ikyng

had vanished. The interspaces between the buildings were choked wgt fore
growth, broken by a few small fields and garden-plots. At one timeee thad beenlPg 43
three of the high buildings, literally vertical cities in thenassl Where the third

had stood was a glazed crater, with a ridge of fallen rubble lyiray drom it.
Somebody must have landed a medium missile, about twenty kilotons, atgainst
base. Something of the same sort had scored on the far edge ofciygospand

one of the eight arrowheads of docks and warehouses was an indistinguishable
slag-pile.

The rest of the city seemed to have died of neglect rather thancgolé certainly
hadn't been bombed out. Harkaman thought most of the fighting had been done
with subneutron bombs or Omega-ray bombs, that killed the people without
damaging the real estate. Or bio-weapons; a man-made plagiradhgotten out

of control and all but depopulated the planet.

"It takes an awful lot of people, working together at an awful Igolo$, to keep a
civilization running. Smash the installations and kill the top tecamsc and
scientists, and the masses don't know how to rebuild and go back to stdwmdshatc
Kill off enough of the masses and even if the planet and the know-haeit,is |
there's nobody to do the work. I've seen planets that decivilized both Teayth,

| think, is one of the latter.”

That had been during one of the long after-dinner bull sessions on the viegnout
Gram. Somebody, one of the noble gentlemen-adventurers who had joined the
company after the piracy of tlinterpriseand the murder, had asked:

"But some of them survived. Don't they know what happened?"

"'In the old times, there were sorcerers. They built the oldlimg$ by wizard arts.
Then the sorcerers fought among themselves and went ‘alaykaman said.
"That's all they know about it."

You could make any kind of an explanation out of
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As the pinnaces pulled and nudged Nemesisdown to her berth, he could see
people, far down on the spaceport floor, at work. Either Valkanhayn arssd&pa
had more men than the size of their ships indicated, or they had gdtiemfa
locals to work for them. More than the population of the moribund citigaat as
Harkaman remembered it.

There had been about five hundred in all; they lived by mining the old buildings f
metal, and trading metalwork for food and textiles and powder and thiingis
made elsewhere. It was accessible only by oxcarts traveling agldumies across
the plains; it had been built by a contragravity-using people withdi#sxgard for
natural travel and transportation routes.

"l don't envy the poor buggers,” Harkaman said, looking down at the angiikedi

on the spaceport floor. "Boake Valkanhayn and Garvan Spasso have probably made
slaves of the lot of them. If | was really going to put in a base, hevouldn't thank [Pg 44
that pair for the kind of public-relations work they've been doing among taks.lbc

| X

That was just about the situation. Spasso and Valkanhayn and some offitbeis
met them on the landing stage of the big building in the middle of thespdc
where they had established quarters. Entering and going down a long hdieyay, t
passed a dozen men and women gathering up rubbish from the floor with shovels
and with their hands and putting it into a lifter-skid. Both sexes whepeless
garments of coarse cloth, like ponchos, and flat-soled sandals. Wpthkm was
another local in a kilt, buskins and a leather jerkin; he wore a stvartd on his
belt and carried a wickedly thonged whip. He also wore a Space Vikimdpat
helmet, painted with the device of Spast@mia He bowed as they approached,
putting a hand to his forehead. After they had passed, they could hedrcuting

at the others, and the sound of whip-blows.

You make slaves out of people, and some will always be slave-driieyswill
bow to you, and then take it out on the others. Harkaman's nose wdsnyvas
though he had a bit of rotten fish caught in his mustache.

"We have about eight hundred of them. There were only three hundred tkat we
any good for work here; we gathered the rest up at villages along thvdai§ r
Spasso was saying.

"How do you get food for them?" Harkaman asked. "Or don't you bother?"

"Oh, we gather that up all over,” Valkanhayn told him. "We send pautié with
landing craft. They'll let down on a village, run the locals out, gatpewhat's
around and bring it here. Once in a while they put up a fight, but théhegdtave
is a few crossbows and some muzzle-loading muskets. When they do,nmédour
village and machir-gun everybody we se!
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"That's the stuff," Harkaman approved. "If the cow doesn't want tailzed, just
shoot her. Of course, you don't get much milk out of her again, but—"

The room to which their hosts guided them was at the far end of thdt held
probably been a conference room or something of the sort, and originadg it

been paneled, but the paneling had long ago vanished. Holes had been dug here and
there in the walls, and he remembered having noticed that the dogonasnd

the metal groove in which it had slid had been pried out.

There was a big table in the middle, and chairs and couches covéhnecbiered
spreads. All the furniture was handmade, cunningly pegged together and highly
polished. On the walls hung trophies of weapons—thrusting-spears and throlRmnép.
spears, crossbows and quarrels, and a number of heavy guns, crude things, but
carefully made.

"Pick all this stuff up off the locals?" Harkaman asked.

"Yes, we got most of it at a big town down at the forks of theryl Valkanhayn
said. "We shook it down a couple of times. That's where we retrhéefellows
we're using to boss the workers."

Then he picked up a stick with a leather-covered knob and beat on a gonggbawli
for wine. A voice, somewhere, replied, "Yes, master; | €nand in a few
moments a woman entered carrying a jug in either hand. She waagvadiue
bathrobe several sizes too large for her, instead of the poncho thingauég in

the hallway wore. She had dark brown hair and gray eyes; if she had natdee
obviously frightened she would have been beautiful. She set the jugs oblée ta
and brought silver cups from a chest against the wall: when Spasssseidrer,
she went out hastily.

"l suppose it's silly to ask if you're paying these people anything for thethey

do or for the things you take from them," Harkaman said. From the keay t
Space Scourgand Lamia people laughed, it evidently was. Harkaman shrugged.
"Well, it's your planet. Make any kind of a mess out of it you want to."

"You think we oughtto pay them?" Spasso was incredulous. "Damn bunch of
savages!"

"They aren't as savage as the Xochitl locals were when Haudtdolek it over.
You've been there; you've seen what Prince Viktor does with them now."

"We haven't got the men or equipment they have on Xochitl," Valkanhayn said.
"We can't afford to coddle the locals."

"You can't afford not to," Harkaman told him. "You have two ships, hére.can

only use one for raiding; the other will have to stay here to hold thetplageu

take them both away, the locals, whom you have been studiously antagonilting, w
swamp whoever you leave behind. And if you don't leave anybody behind, what's
the use of having a planetary base?"

"Well, why don't you join us," Spasso finally came out with it. "With tduee
ships we could have a real thing, here."

Harkaman looked at him inquiringly. "The gentlemen," Trask said,pattenc this
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wrongly. They mean, why don't we let them join us?"

"Well, if you want to put it like that," Valkanhayn conceded. "Weliat, your
Nemesisvould be the big end of it. But why not? Three ships, we could havé a rea
base here. Nikky Gratham's father only had two when he started on laganda
look what the Grathams got there now."

"Are we interested?" Harkaman asked. [Pg 46

"Not very, I'm afraid. Of course, we've just landed; Tanith may hgreat
possibilities. Suppose we reserve decision for a while and look arditthel.'a

There were stars in the sky, and, for good measure, a sliver ofondbe western
horizon. It was only a small moon, but it was close. He walkebecetige of the
landing stage, and Elaine was walking with him. The noise from insidexe the

Nemesiscrew were feasting with those of themia and Space Scourggrew

fainter. To the south, a star moved; one of the pinnaces they had leff-planet

watch. There was firelight far below, and he could hear singing. Syddenl
realized that it was the poor devils of locals whom Valkanhayn ands&gead

enslaved. Elaine went away quickly.

"Have your fill of Space Viking glamour, Lucas?"

He turned. It was Baron Rathmore, who had come along to serve far arygo
and then hitch a ride home from some base planet and cash in pgldicéaving
been with Lucas Trask.

"For the moment. I'm told that this lot aren't typical.”
"I hope not. They're a pack of sadistic brutes, and piggish along with it

"Well, brutality and bad manners | can condone, but Spasso and Valkanbayn ar
pair of ignominious little crooks, and stupid along with it. If Andray Dunhad
gotten here ahead of us, he might have done one good thing in his wretched life.
can't understand why he didn't come here."

"I think he still will,” Rathmore said. "I knew him and | knew \WeOrmm.
Ormm's ambitious, and Dunnan is insanely vindictive—" He broke off wibua
laugh. "I'm tellingyot that!"
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"Why didn't he come here directly, then?"

"Maybe he doesn't want a base on Tanith. That would be something cowstructi
Dunnan's a destroyer. | think he took that cargo of equipment somewherednd sol
it. | think he'll wait till he's fairly sure the other ship isighed. Then he'll come in

and shoot the place up, the way—" He bit that off abruptly.

"The way he did my wedding; | think of it all the time."

The next morning, he and Harkaman took an aircar and went to look atytla¢ ci
the forks of the river. It was completely new, in the senseithsd been built
since the collapse of Federation civilization and the loss ofzdltechnologies. It
was huddled on a long, irregularly triangular mound, evidently to raideoitea
flood-level. Generations of labor must have gone into it. To the eyea
civilization using contragravity and powered equipment it wasn't anpllessive.
Fifty to a hundred men with adequate equipment could have gotten the thing updrf7.
summer. It was only by forcing himself to think in terms of spadsftelr spadeful
of earth, cartload after cartload creaking behind straining béiastgr after timber
cut with axes and dressed with adzes, stone after stone and terdbrak, that he
could appreciate it. They even had it walled, with a palisadeeefttunks behind
which earth and rocks had been banked, and along the river were doegks;hat
boats were moored. The locals simply called it Tradetown.

As they approached, a big gong began booming, and a white puff of smoke was
followed by the thud of a signal-gun. The boats, long canoe-like craft and-round
bowed, many-oared barges, put out hastily into the river; through binoduégrs t
could see people scattering from the surrounding fields, driving céitiadaof

them. By the time they were over the city, nobody was in sight. Téeyed to

have developed a pretty fair air-raid warning system in the nine-hundceteurs

in which they had been exposed to the figurative mercies of Boake Valkasmayn
Garvan Spasso. It hadn't saved them entirely; a section of tHeadityeen burned,

and there were evidences of shelling. Light chemical-explosive #tigfcity was

too good a cow for even those two to kill before the milking was over.

They circled slowly over it at a thousand feet. When they turned dwagk
smoke began rising from what might have been pottery works or brick-kiltieeon
outskirts; something resinous had evidently been fed to the fires. catlnenns of
black smoke began rising across the countryside on both sides of the river.

"You know, these people are civilized, if you don't limit the termadwtragravity

and nuclear energy," Harkaman said. "They have gunpowder, for one thing, and |
can think of some rather impressive Old Terran civilizations ditht't have that
much. They have an organized society, and anybody who has that is startirty towa
civilization."

"l hate to think of what'll happen to this planet if Spasso and Valkangtayrhere
long."
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"Might be a good thing, in the long run. Good things in the long run are often tough
while they're happening. | know what'll happen to Spasso and Valkanhayn, though.
They'll start decivilizing, themselves. They'll stay here forhaley and when they
need something they can't take from the locals they'll go chicken-staftemngt,

but most of the time they'll stay here lording it over their slaaed, finally their

ships will wear out and they won't be able to fix them. Then, some, tihe
locals'll jump them when they aren't watching and wipe them out. Bthen
meantime, the locals'll learn a lot from them." [Pg 48]

They turned the aircar west again along the river. They looked at milfages.
One or two dated from the Federation period; they had been plantatiame bef
whatever it was had happened. More had been built within the pasehuaries.
A couple had recently been destroyed, in punishment for the crimd-obsehse.

"You know," he said, at length, "I'm going to do everybody a favor. I'm goiref to |
Spasso and Valkanhayn persuade me to take this planet away from them."

Harkaman, who was piloting, turned sharply. "You crazy or something?"

"When somebody makes a statement you don't understand, don't tell him he's
crazy. Ask him what he means.' Who said that?"

"On target," Harkaman grinned. ""Whida you mean, Lord Trask?™

"l can't catch Dunnan by pursuit; I'll have to get him by interception. You khew
source of that quotation, too. This looks to me like a good place toaptenon.
When he learns | have a base here, he'll hit it, sooner or Aatdreven if he
doesn't, we can pick up more information on him, when ships start connegen
than we would batting around all over the Old Federation."

Harkaman considered for a moment, then nodded. "Yes, if we could acbage

like Nergal or Xochitl," he agreed. "There'll be four or five shippace Vikings,
traders, Gilgameshers and so on, on either of those planets @théhdf we had

the cargo Dunnan took to space in thaerprise we could start a base like that.

But we haven't anything near what we need, and you know what Spasso and
Valkanhayn have."

"We can get it from Gram. As it stands, the investors in dretf Adventure, from

Duke Angus down, lost everything they put into it. If they're willing to thsowe

good money after bad, they can get it back, and a handsome profit to boot. And
there ought to be planets above the rowboat and ox-cart level not tovafathat

could be raided for a lot of things we'd need."

"That's right; | know of half a dozen within five hundred light-years. TWweg't be

the kind Spasso and Valkanhayn are in the habit of raiding, though. And besides
machinery, we can get gold, and valuable merchandise that could be sala@hon G
And if we could make a go of it, you'd go farther hunting Dunnan by sittingamere
Tanith than by going looking for him. That was the way we used to hunh ipigs

on Colada, when | was a kid; just find a good place a down and wait.' [Pg 86]
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They had Valkanhayn and Spasso aboardNbmesisfor dinner; it didn't take
much guiding to keep the conversation on the subject of Tanith and its e=sourc
advantages and possibilities. Finally, when they had reached brandy arel coffe
Trask said idly:

"l believe, together, we could really make something out of this plane

"That's what we've been telling you, all along," Spasso broke in eagErlyg.is a
wonderful planet—"

"It could be. All it has now is possibilities. We'd need a spacefmorone thing."
"Well, what's this, here?" Valkanhayn wanted to know.

"It was a spaceport,” Harkaman told him. "It could be one agaid.we'd need a
shipyard, capable of any kind of heavy repair work. Capable of building a empl
ship, in fact. | never saw a ship come into a Viking base plarietamy kind of a
cargo worth dickering over that hadn't taken some damage getting it. Priktce

of Xochitl makes a good half of his money on ship repairs, and so do Nikky
Gratham on Jagannath and the Everrards on Hoth."

"And engine works, hyperdrive, normal space and pseudograv,” Trask added. "And
a steel mill, and a collapsed-matter plant. And robotic-equipmeris, and—"

"Oh, that's out of all reason!" Valkanhayn cried. "It would take twémps with a
ship the size of this one to get all that stuff here, and how'd arebevable to pay
for it?"

"That's the sort of base Duke Angus of Wardshaven planned Emtexprise
practically a duplicate of themesiscarried everything that would be needed to
get it started, when she was pirated."

"When she was—?"
"Now you're going to have to tell the gentlemen the truth," Harkamarkietalic

"l intend to." He laid his cigar down, sipped some of his brandy, anciegpl
about Duke Angus' Tanith adventure. "It was part of a larger plan; Angotied to

gain economic supremacy for Wardshaven to forward his political amitit

was, however, an entirely practical business proposition. | was ap{osk,
because | thought it would be too good a proposition for Tanith and work to the
disadvantage of the home planet in the end.” He told them abo&ntheprise

and the cargo of industrial and construction equipment she carried, antblthe
them how Andray Dunnan had pirated her.

"That wouldn't have annoyed me at all; | had no money invested in the project.
What did annoy me, to put it mildly, was that just before he took the alht,
Dunnan shot up my wedding, wounded me and my father-in-law, and killed the
lady to whom | had been married for less than half an hour. | fittethisuship at
my own expense, took on Captain Harkaman, who had been left v a
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command when th&nterprise was pirated, and came out here to hunt Duni@®m51
down and kill him. I believe that | can do that best by establishivegsa on Tanith
myself. The base will have to be operated at a profit, or it bardiperated at all.”

He picked up the cigar again and puffed slowly. "I am inviting you gentlémen
join me as partners."”

"Well, you still haven't told us how we're going to get the money to findrice
Spasso insisted.

"The Duke of Wardshaven, and the others who invested in the original Tanith
adventure will put it up. It's the only way they can recover what théyoloshe
Enterprise”

"But then, this Duke of Wardshaven will be running it, not us,” Valkanhayn
objected.

"The Duke of Wardshaven," Harkaman reminded him, "is on Gram.ré\Vleesie on
Tanith. There are three thousand light-years between."

That seemed a satisfactory answer. Spasso, however, wanted tavknomould
run things here on Tanith.

"We'll have to hold a meeting of all three crews," he began.

"We will do nothing of the kind," Trask told him. "I will be running thingsre on
Tanith. You people may allow your orders to be debated and voted on, but | don't.
You will inform your respective crews to that effect. Any orders gme them in

my name will be obeyed without argument.”

"I don't know how the men'll take that,” Valkanhayn said.

"I know how they'll take it if they're smart,” Harkaman told hirAnd | know
what'll happen if they aren't. | know how you've been running your ships, or how
your ships' crews have been running you. Well, we don't do it that way. Lucas
Trask is owner, and I'm captain. | obey his orders on what's to be dode,
everybody else obeys mine on how to do it."

Spasso looked at Valkanhayn, then shrugged. "That's how the man want&et, Boa
You want to give him an argument? | don't."

"The first order,"” Trask said, "is that these people you have woharg are to be

paid. They are not to be beaten by these plug-uglies you have guarding taeyn. If

of them want to leave, they may do so; they will be given presentsuamdhied
transportation home. Those who wish to stay will be issued ratiomsstied with
clothing and bedding and so on as they need it, and paid wages. We'll work out
some kind of a pay-token system and set up a commissary where thbyycan
things."

Disks of plastic or titanium or something, stamped and uncounterfeit@ele
Alvyn Karffard to see about that. Organize work-gangs, and promote tharimks
most intelligent to foremen. And those guards could be taken in hand by some
ground-fighter sergeant and given Sword-World weapons and tacticahdyairsie

them to train others; they'd need a sepoy army of some sort. Even ttio¢ hpesd

will is no substitute for armed force, conspicuously displayed and urtivegita

used when necesse [Pg 52
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"And there'll be no more of this raiding villages for food or anything &&= will
pay for anything we get from any of the locals."

"We'll have trouble about that,” Valkanhayn predicted. "Our men think angytni
local has belongs to anybody who can take it."

"So do I," Harkaman said. "On a planet I'm raiding. This is our plam& our
locals. We don't raid our own planet or our own people. You'll just havedb te
them that.”

X

It took Valkanhayn and Spasso more time and argument to convince tlvesr cre
than Trask thought necessary. Harkaman seemed satisfied, and d®amwas
Rathmore, the Wardshaven politician.

"It's like talking a lot of uncommitted small landholders into takioghebody's
livery-and-maintenance,"” the latter said. "You can't use too muessure; make
them think it's their own idea."”

There were meetings of both crews, with heated arguments; Batlomdéta made
frequent speeches, while Lord Trask of Tanith and Admiral Harkamantititse

were Rathmore's suggestion—remained loftily aloof. On both ships, everybody
owned everything in common, which meant that nobody owned anything. They had
taken over Tanith on the same basis of diffused ownership, and nobody n eithe
crew was quite stupid enough to think that they could do anything with the planet
by themselves. By joining théemesis it appeared that they were getting
something for nothing. In the end, they voted to place themselves under the
authority of Lord Trask and Admiral Harkaman. After all, Tanith widog a feudal
lordship, and the three ships together a fleet.

Admiral Harkaman's first act of authority was to order a gemesgkction of fleet
units. He wasn't shocked by the condition of the two ships, but that was onl
because he had expected much worse. They were spaceworthy; attexyalad
gotten here from Hoth under their own power. They were only combat-wdrthy i
the combat weren't too severe. His original estimate thalé&meesiscould have
knocked both of them to pieces was, if anything, over-conservative. The £ngine
were only in fair shape, and the armament was bad.

"We aren't going to spend our time sitting here on Tanith," he told thedptains.
"This planet is a raiding base, and 'raiding' is the operative word.we are not
going to raid easy planets. A planet that can be raided with impunityvsrth the
time it takes getting to it. We are going to have to fight on eveneplae hit, and
| am not going to jeopardize the lives of the men under me, which inchodes
crews as well as mine, because of under-powered and under-armet ships

Spasso tried to argue. "We've been getting al
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Harkaman cursed. "Yes. | know how you've been getting along; chickemgtel&ld 53
on planets like Set and Xipototec and Melkarth. Not making enough to cover
maintenance expenses; that's why your ship's in the shape she ighvgelldays

are over. Both ships ought to have a full overhaul, but we'll have to skitilltinee

have a shipyard of our own. But | will insist, at least, that your gmadslaunchers

are in order. And your detection equipment; you didn't get a fix ohdneesidill

we were less than twenty thousand miles off-planet.”

"We had better get thikamia in condition first," Trask said. "We can put her on
off-planet watch, instead of that pair of pinnaces."

Work on the Lamia started the next day, and considerable friction-heat was
generated between her officers and the engineers sent over froNerthesis
Baron Rathmore went aboard, and came back laughing.

"You know how that ship's run?" he asked. "There's a sort of soviet oérsffi

chief engineer, exec, guns-and-missiles, astrogator and so on. Spassan
animated ventriloquist's dummy. | talked to all of them. None of theampin me

down to anything, but they think we're going to heave Spasso out of command and
appoint one of them, and each one thinks he'll be it. I don't know how long that'll
last, it's a string-and-tape job like the one we're having to do on theltdhhold

till we get something better."

"We'll have to get rid of Spasso,” Harkaman agreed. "I think ywatllone of our
own people in his place. Valkanhayn can stay in command dggthee Scourge
he's a spaceman. But Spasso's no good for anything."

The local problem was complicated, too. The locals spoke Lingua dkeaaort,

like every descendant of the race that had gone out from the Sol siystenThird
Century, but it was a barely comprehensible sort. On civilized glathet language

had been frozen unalterably in microbooks and voice tapes. But microbooks can
only be read and sound tapes heard with the aid of electricity, andh Tiadlitlost

that long ago.

Most of the people Spasso and Valkanhayn had kidnaped and enslaved came from
villages within a radius of five hundred miles. About half of thenmted to be
repatriated; they were given gifts of knives, tools, blankets, andfametal which
seemed to be the chief standard of value and medium of exchangdigmeds
home. Finding their proper villages was not easy. At each such vitlageews

was spread that the Space Vikings would hereafter pay for whatetteyed.

The Lamie was overhauled as rapidly as possible. She was s from being ¢
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good ship, but she was much closer being one than before. She wasittitédrew

best detection equipment that could be assembled, and put on orbit; Alxffarda

took command of her, with some of Spasso's officers, some of Valkantayh's,

few from theNemesisHarkaman was intending to use her for retraining of all {Re 58
LamiaandSpace Scourgefficers, and rotated them back and forth.

The labor guards, a score in number, were relieved of their dissesd Sword-
World firearms, and given intensive training. The trade tokens, stampsored
plastic, were introduced, and a store was set up where they coexdhmnged for
Sword-World items. After a while, it dawned on the locals thattokens could
also be used for trading among themselves; money seemed to have beethene of
adjuncts of civilization that had been lost along Tanith's downward péatw Af
them were able to use contragravity hand-lifters and hand-towed-dKids;
several were even learning to operate things like bulldozers satdeile extent of
knowing which lever or button did what. Give them a little time, Krdsught,
watching a gang at work down on the spaceport floor. It won't be many years
before half of them will be piloting aircars.

As soon as theamiawas on orbital watch, th&pace Scourgeas set down at the
spaceport and work started on her. It was decided that Valkanhayn wieullaeta

to Gram; enougiNemesigeople would go along to insure good faith on his part,
and to talk to Duke Angus and the Tanith investors. Baron Rathmore, amik Payt
Morland, and several other Wardshaven gentlemen-adventurers for tée lat
function; Alvyn Karffard to act as Valkanhayn's exec, with private rsrde
supersede him in command if necessary, and Guatt Kirbey to do thgasisiy.

"We'll have to take th&lemesisand theSpace Scourgeut, first, and make a big
raid," Harkaman said. "We can't send tBpace Scourgback to Gram empty.
When Baron Rathmore and Lord Valpry and the rest of them talk to DngasA
and the Tanith investors, they'll have to have a lot more than somEftirageof
Tanith. They'll have to be able to show that Tanith is producing. We oubhat/éo
a little money of our own to invest, too."

"But, Otto; both ships?" That worried Trask. "Suppose Dunnan comesraisd fi
nobody here but Spasso and tiaenia?"

"Chance we'll have to take. Personally, I think we have a yeayéaraand a half
before Dunnan shows up here. | know, we were fooled trying to guess whao he'd
before. But the sort of raid | have in mind, we'll need two shipsjraady case, |
don't want to leave both those ships here while we're gone, even if you do."

"When it comes to that, | don't think | do, either. But we can't tBpstsso here
alone, can we?"

"We'll leave enough of our people to make sure. We'll leave Alvyn—thegdin a

lot of work for me that he'd otherwise do, on the ship. And Baron Rathmuade,
young Valpry, and the men who've been training our sepoys. We can shuffle tRings
around and leave some of Valkanhayn's men in place of some of Spass
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might even talk Spasso into going along. That'll mean having to endure him at our
table, but it would be wise."

"Have you picked a place to raid?"

"Three of them. First, Khepera. That's only thirty light-years fr@re. That won't
amount to much; just chicken-stealing. It'll give our green hands sdaiwely
safe combat-training, and it'll give us some idea of how Spasso's #@hNayn's
people behave, and give them confidence for the next job."

"And then?"

"Amaterasu. My information about Amaterasu is about twenty yedrsAolot of

things can happen in twenty years. All | know of it—I was never theselr—is

it's fairly civilized—about like Terra just before the beginning of Atemic Era.

No nuclear energy, they lost that, and of course nothing beyond it, but they have
hydroelectric and solarelectric power, and nonnuclear jet airenad,some very
good chemical-explosive weapons, which they use very freely on eachlpites.

last known to have been raided by a ship from Excalibur twenty years ago."

"That sounds promising. And the third planet?"

"Beowulf. We won't take enough damage on Amaterasu to make any diéferenc
there, but if we saved Amaterasu for last, we might be needingdag repairs.”

"It's like that?"

"Yes. They have nuclear energy. | don't think it would be wise to mengow@f
to Captains Spasso and Valkanhayn. Wait till we've hit Khepera amatefasu.
They may be feeling like heroes, then."

XI

Khepera left a bad taste in Trask's mouth. He was stilhtpgtwhen the colored
turbulence died out of the screen and left the gray nothingness of hyperspace.
Garvan Spasso—they had had no trouble in inducing him to come along—was
staring avidly at the screen as though he could still see the rdkret they had

left.

"That was a good one; that was a good one!" he was crowing. He'chatid t
dozen times since they had lifted out. "Three cities in five day$all the stuff we
gathered up around them. We took over two million stellars.”

And did ten times as much damage getting it, and there was nooscakeies by
which to compute the death and suffering.

"Knock it off, Spasso. You said that before."

There was a time when he wouldn't have spoken to the fellow, or anybo; like
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that. Gresham's law, extended: Bad manners drive out good mannerse.t8pass
on him indignantly.

"Who do you think you are—?"

"He thinks he's Lord Trask of Tanith," Harkaman said. "He's riglt, he is." He
looked searchingly at Trask for a moment, then turned back to Spasspustias [Pg57]
tired as he is of hearing you pop your mouth about a lousy two milliomrstell
Nearer a million and a half, but two million's nothing to pop about. Mayweuld

be for theLamia but we have a three-ship fleet and a planetary base to meet
expenses on. Out of this raid, a ground-fighter or an able spacemageivad
hundred and fifty stellars. We'll get about a thousand, ourselves. Howldoygu

think we can stay in business doing this kind of chicken-stealing."

"You call this chicken-stealing?"

"I call it chicken-stealing, and so'll you before we get back to Waifityou live
that long."

For a moment, Spasso was still affronted. Then, temporarilyydigne face
showed avaricious hope, and then apprehension. Evidently he knew Otto
Harkaman's reputation, and some of the things Harkaman had done welider his

of an easy way to make money.

Khepera had been easy; the locals hadn't had anything to fight with. &mal]l

and light cannon which hadn't been able to fire more than a few rounds.\Wthere
they had attempted resistance, the combat cars had swooped in, dropping bombs
and firing machine guns and auto-cannon. Yet they had fought, bitterly and
hopelessly—just as he would have, defending Traskon.

Trask busied himself getting coffee and a cigarette from orfeeabbots. When he
looked up, Spasso had gone away, and Harkaman was sitting on the edge of the
desk, loading his short pipe.

"Well, you saw the elephant, Lucas,”" Harkaman said. "You don't $edmve
liked it."

"Elephant?"

"Old Terran expression | read somewhere. All | know is thatlgphant was an
animal about the size of one of your Gram megatheres. The expressans,
experiencing something for the first time which makes a greatessmn.
Elephants must have been something to see. This was your first \aking ou've
seen it, now."

He'd been in combat before; he'd led the fighting-men of Traskon during the
boundary dispute with Baron Manniwel, and there were always banditsatifed ¢
rustlers. He'd thought it would be like that. He remembered, five, daysas it

five ages, ago, his excited anticipation as the city grew and spréaelscreen and

the Nemesiscame dropping down toward it. The pinnaces, his four and the two
from the Space Scourgénad gone spiraling out a hundred miles beyond the city;
the Space Scourgbad gone into a tighter circle twenty miles from its center; the
Nemesishad continued her relentless descent until she was ten milestiieom
ground, before she began spewing out landing craft, and combat cars, hitle the
egc-shaped or-mar air-cavalry mounts. It had been thrilling. Everything had ¢
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perfectly; not even Valkanhayn's gang had goofed.

Then the screenviews had begun coming in. The brief and hopeless flghtcityt [Pg 58
He could still see that silly little field gun, it must halveen around seventy or
eighty millimeter, on a high-wheeled carriage, drawn by six shaggy, Hagdgd
beasts. They had gotten it unlimbered and were trying to get it oged wnen a
rocket from an aircar landed directly under the muzzle. Gun, caissom, even

the draft team fifty yards behind, had simply vanished.

Or the little company, some of them women, trying to defend the togailf @nd
half-ruinous building with rifles and pistols. One air-cavalryman wiped all out
with his machine guns.

"They don't have a chance," he'd said, half-sick. "But they keep on fighting."
"Yes; stupid of them, isn't it?" Harkaman, beside him, had said.
"What would you do in their place?"

"Fight. Try to kill as many Space Vikings as | could before they gotTeeo-
humans are all stupid like that. That's why we're human."
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B e L . (i B - e .

If the taking of the city had been a massacre, the sack tthdollaved had been a
man-made Hell. He had gone down, along with Harkaman, while thenfighitiit
could be so called, was still going on. Harkaman had suggested thagrheught
to see him moving about among them; for his own part, he hac compulsion tc
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share their guilt.

He and Sir Paytrik Morland had been on foot together in one of the big hollow
buildings that had stood since Khepera had been a Member Republic ofrdre Te
Federation. The air was acrid with smoke, powder smoke and the gsmhoke
burning. It was surprising, how much would burn, in this city of concrete and
vitrified stone. It was surprising, too, how well-kept everything vaaseast on the
ground level. These people had taken pride in their city.

They found themselves alone, in a great empty hallway; the noise aod dfattie
sack had moved away from them, or they from it, and then, when thegcate
side hall, they saw a man, one of the locals, squatting on the fithothe body of

a woman cradled on his lap. She was dead, half her head had been bjdwt of
he was clasping her tightly, her blood staining his shirt, and sobbing lo&arity:.

A carbine lay forgotten on the floor beside him.

"Poor devil," Morland said, and started forward.
"No."

Trask stopped him with his left hand. With his right, he drew hislpastd shot the
man dead. Morland was horrified.

"Great Satan, Lucas! Why did you do that?"

"I wish Andray Dunnan had done that for me." He thumbed the safety on and
holstered the pistol. "None of this would be happening if he had. How marey m
happinesses do you think we've smashed here today? And we don't even have
Dunnan's excuse of madness." [Pg 59]

The next morning, with everything of value collected and sent aboard, tdey ha
started cross-country for five hundred miles to another city, tsiehfindred over a
countryside asmoke from burning villages Valkanhayn's men had pillaged the night
before. There was no warning; Khepera had lost electricity anal aaditelegraph,

and the spread of news was at the speed of one of the beasts lthe&sied on
calling horses. By midafternoon, they had finished with that cityadtbeen as bad

as the first one.

One thing, it was the center of a considerable cattle countrycattie were native

to the planet, heavy-bodied unicorns the size of a Gram bisonoid or ohe of t
slightly mutated Terran carabaos on Tanith, with long hair like aaferak. He
had detailed a dozen of tiNemesiground-fighters who had been vaqueros on his
Traskon ranches to collect a score of cows and four likely bullsy @nbugh
fodder to last them on the voyage. The odds were strongly against anyrof the
living to acclimate themselves to Tanith, but if they did, they npgbte to be one

of the most valuable pieces of loot from Khepera.

The third city was at the forks of a river, like Tradetown on Tarninlike it, this
was a real metropolis. They should have gone there first of alf. Sgent two days
systematically pillaging it. The Kheperans carried on considerae-traffic,
with stern-wheel steamboats, and the waterfront was lined wirehouses
crammed with every sort of merchandise. Even better, the Khegmdnsoney,
and for the most part it was gold specie, and the bank vaults wlleoéif.

Unfortunately, the city had been built since the fall of the Feideranc the climb
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up from the barbarism that had followed, and a great deal of ibfwasod. Fires
started almost at once, and it was almost completely on firdadyend of the
second day. It had been visible in the telescopic screen evethaftenere out of
atmosphere, a black smear until the turning planet carried it inkoes and then
a lurid glow.

"It was a filthy business."

Harkaman nodded. "Robbery and murder always are. You don't have to ask me
who said that Space Vikings are professional robbers and murderevd)doutas

it said that he didn't care how many planets were raided and how mangnrtsioc
massacred in the Old Federation?"

"A dead man. Lucas Trask of Traskon."
"You wish, now, that you'd kept Traskon and stayed on Gram?"

"No. If I had, I'd have spent every hour wishing | was doing what I'm doing Inow.
can get used to this, | suppose.”

"l think you will. At least, you kept your rations down. | didn't on my frestd, and

had bad dreams about it for a year." He gave his coffee cup backrtubtiteand

got to his feet. "Get a little rest, for a couple of hours. Tdremv some alcodote{Pg 60
vitamin pills from the medic. As soon as things are securec'lihee parties all

over the ship, and we'll be expected to look in on every one of them, ldavd,a

and say 'Well done, boys.™

Elaine came to him, while he was resting. She looked at him inrhamd he tried
to hide his face from her, and then realized that he was tryingd& ihifrom
himself.

X1l

They came straight down on Eglonsby, on Amaterasu, Namesisand the
Space Scourgside by side. The radar had picked them up at point-five light-
seconds; by this time the whole planet knew they were coming, and nobody was
wondering why. Paul Koreff was monitoring at least twenty 1 stations
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assigning somebody to each one as it was identified. What was camingsi
uniformly excited, some panicky, and all in fairly standard Lingua Terra

Garvan Spasso was perturbed. So, in the communication screen from the
Space Scourgaevas Boake Valkanhayn.

"They got radio, and they got radar," he clamored.

"Well, so what?" Harkaman asked. "They had radio and radar twenty sga,
when Rock Morgan was here in t@@alsack But they don't have nuclear energy,
do they?"

"Well, no. I'm picking up a lot of industrial electrical dischardpeit nothing
nuclear."

"All right. A man with a club can lick a man with his fists.man with a gun can
lick half a dozen with clubs. And two ships with nuclear weaponsiclamlwhole
planet without them. Think it's time, Lucas?"

He nodded. "Paul, can you cut in on that Eglonsby station yet?"
"What are you going to do?" Valkanhayn wanted to know, against it in advance.

"Summon them to surrender. If they don't, we will drop a hellburmer tlden we
will pick out another city and summon it to surrender. | don't think thenseone
will refuse. If we are going to be murderers, we'll do it righs time."

Valkanhayn was aghast, probably at the idea of burning an unlooted city. Spasso
was sputtering something about, "... Teach the dirty Neobarbs a-essGoreff
told him he was switched on. He picked up a hand-phone.

"Space VikingsNemesisand Space Scourgecalling the city of Eglonsby. Space
Vikings...."

He repeated it for over a minute; there was no reply.

"Vann," he called Guns-and-Missiles. "A subcrit display job, abmut miles over
the city."

He laid the phone down and looked to the underside viewscreen. Aditile &
silvery shape dropped away from the ship's south pole. The telescogic s&Bt

off, and the unmagnified screen darkened as the filters went on. ntialka
aboard the other ship, was shouting a warning about his own screens. Th&ofly
unfiltered screen aboard tiNemesisvas the one tuned to the falling missile. The
city of Eglonsby rushed upward in it, and then it went suddenly dark. Tleranv
orange-yellow blaze in the other screens. After a while, tteedilvent off and the
telescopic screen went on again. He picked up the phone.

"Space Vikings calling Eglonsby; this is your last warning. Communatatece."
Less than a minute later, a voice came out of one of the speakers:

"Eglonsby calling Space Vikings. Your bomb has done great damage. Will you
hold your fire until somebody in authority can communicate with you? Thigis t
chief operator at the central State telecast station; | havauthority to say
anything to you, or discuss anythir
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"Oh, good, that sounds like a dictatorship,” Harkaman was sayingb "thea
dictator and shove a pistol in his face and you have everything."

"There is nothing to discuss. Get somebody who has authority to surrendday the
to us. If this is not done within the hour, the city and everybody in It bl
obliterated."

Only minutes later, a new voice said:

"This is Gunsalis Jan, secretary to Pedrosan Pedro, Presiddmt Gfouncil of
Syndics. We will switch President Pedrosan over as soon as hpesadirectly
to the personage in supreme command of your ships."

"That is myself; switch him to me at once."
After a delay of less than fifteen seconds they had President Redtedro.

"We are prepared to resist, but we realize what this would inosves and
destruction of property," he began.

"You don't begin to. Do you know anything about nuclear weapons?"

"From history; we have no nuclear power of any sort. We can find norgdes
on this planet.”

"The cost, as you put it, would be everything and everybody in Eglonsby and for a
radius of almost a hundred miles. Are you still prepared to résist?

The President of the Council of Syndics wasn't and said so. Trask laskéxaw
much authority his position gave him.

"l have all powers in any emergency. | think," the voice added tohgl&bst this
is an emergency. The council will automatically ratify any decikioake."

Harkaman depressed a button in front of him. "What | said; dictaporshih
parliamentary false front."

"If he isn't a false-front dictator for some oligarchy." He motite Harkaman to
take his thumb off the button. "How large is this Council?"

"Sixteen, elected by the Syndicates they represent. There ignte&e of Labor,
the Syndicate of Manufacturers, the Syndicate of Small Busin¢kees,'

"Corporate State, First Century Pre-Atomic on Terra. Benny thmoskl"
Harkaman said. "Let's all go down and talk to them." [Pg 62

When they were sure that the public had been warned to make no resitt@nc
Nemesisvent down to two miles, bulking over the center of the city. The buildings
were low by the standards of a contragravity-using people, the highest bhar
thousand feet and few over five hundred, and they were closely set tha
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Sword-Worlders were accustomed to, with broad roadways betweeevénak
places there were queer arrangements of crossed roadways, appesatitig
nowhere. Harkaman laughed when he saw them.

"Airstrips. I've seen them on other planets where they've lost caatrggrFor
winged aircraft powered by chemical fuel. | hope we have time frtanlook
around, here. I'll bet they even have railroads here."

The "great damage" caused by the bomb was about equal to the effenedium
hurricane; he had seen worse from high winds at Traskon. Mostly ibéeal
moral, which had been the kind intended.

They met President Pedrosan and the council of Syndics in a spaciougland
furnished chamber near the top of one of the medium-high buildings. Valkanhayn
was surprised; in a loud aside he considered that these people malstdse
civilized. They were introduced. Amaterasuan surnames preceded peaomes, [Pg63]
which hinted at a culture and a political organization making much use of
registration by alphabetical list. They all wore garments whichtiradndefinable

but unmistakable appearance of uniforms. When they had all seateeéltrenz a

large oval table, Harkaman drew his pistol and used the butt for b gave

"Lord Trask, will you deal with these people directly?" he askétlygormal.

"Certainly, Admiral." He spoke to the President, ignoring the othgys want it
understood that we control this city, and we expect complete submi8sidong

as you remain submissive to us, we will do no damage beyond removal of the
things we wish to take from it, and there will be no violence toaduypur people,

or any indiscriminate vandalism. This visit we are paying you will gos heavily,

make no mistake about that, but whatever the cost, it will be @pchece for
avoiding what we might otherwise do."

The President and the Syndics exchanged relieved glances. Let the texpayg
about the cost; they'd come out of it with whole skins.

"You understand, we want maximum value and minimum bulk," he contin{Re64
"Jewels, objects of art, furs, the better grades of luxury goods kihds. Rare-
element metals. And monetary metals, gold and platinum. You havdadlicne
based currency, | suppose?"

"Oh, no!" President Pedrosan was slightly scandalized. "Our curreri@sed on
services to society. Our monetary unit is simply called a ctedit.

Harkaman snorted impolitely. Evidently he'd seen economic systemshbie
before. Trask wanted to know if they used gold or platinum at all.

"Gold, to some extent, for jewelry." Evidently they weren't compégenomic
puritans. "And platinum in industry, of course."

"If they want gold, they should have raided Stolgoland,” one of the Syndats sai
"They have a gold-standard currency." From the way he said it, he maighteen
accusing them of eating with their fingers, and possibly of eatingdivei young.

"I know, the maps we're using for this planet are a few centaliesStolgoland
doesn't seem to appear on the
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"I wish it didn't appear on ours, either." That was General Dagiar ESyndic for
State Protection.

"It would have been a good thing for this whole planet if you'd decidedddhein
instead of us," somebody else said.

"It isn't too late for these gentlemen to make that decision,'oBadrsaid. "l gather

that gold is a monetary metal among your people?" When Trask nodded, he
continued: "It is also the basis of the Stolgonian currency. The amit@ncy is
paper, theoretically redeemable in gold. In actuality, the citouladf gold has

been prohibited, and the entire gold wealth of the nation is concentatadlis at

three depositories. We know exactly where they are."

"You begin to interest me, President Pedrosan."

"I do? Well, you have two large spaceships and six smaller ¥i@ithave nuclear
weapons, something nobody on this planet has. You have contragravity, something
that is hardly more than a legend here. On the other hand, we halli®ma and a

half ground-troops, jet aircraft, armored ground-vehicles, and chewregdons. If

you will undertake to attack Stolgoland, we will place this entmed at your
disposal; General Dagr6 will command them as you direct. Allweahask is that,

when you have loaded the gold hoards of Stolgoland aboard your ships, you will
leave our troops in possession of the country."”

That was all there was to that meeting. There was a secondoolyeTrask,
Harkaman and Sir Paytrik Morland represented the Space Vikings, and the
Eglonsby government was represented by President Pedrosan and General Dagr
They met more intimately, in a smaller and more luxurious room ins#mee
building.

“If you're going to declare war on Stolgoland, you'd better get along with[Rg 65
Morland advised.

"What?" Pedrosan seemed to have only the vaguest idea of what helkires t
about. "You mean, warn them? Certainly not. We will attack theraubgrise. It
will be nothing but plain self-defense,"” he added righteously. "The otigarc
capitalists of Stolgoland have been plotting to attack us for years."

"Yes. If you had carried out your original intention of looting Eglonsby, theydavoul
have invaded us the moment your ships lifted out. It's exactly what I'd ttheim
place."

"But you maintain nominally friendly relations with them?"

"Of course. We are civilized. The peace-loving government and people of
Eglonsby...."

"Yes, Mr. President; | understand. And they have an embassy
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"They call it that!" cried Dagro. "It is a nest of vipersplague-spot of espionage
and subversion ...!"

"We'll grab that ourselves, right away," Harkaman said. "You won'ale to
round up all their agents outside it, and if we tried to, it woultseasuspicion.
We'll have to put up a front to deceive them."

"Yes. You will go on the air at once, calling on the people to colébowith us,
and you will specifically order your troops mobilized to assist uslleding the
tribute we are levying on Eglonsby,” Trask said. "In that way, if ajg&nian
spies see your troops concentrated around our landing craft, they'll thiokhi€kp
us load our loot."

"And we'll announce that a large part of the tribute will consistmiftary
equipment,” Dagré added. "That will explain why our guns and tanks are being
loaded on your contragravity vehicles."

When the Stolgonian embassy was seized by the Space Vikings, thesadabpas
asked to be taken at once to their leader. He had a propositionSipdice Vikings
would completely disable the army of Eglonsby and admit Stolgonian troops when
they were ready to leave, the invaders would bring with them ten thousasaiki
gold. Trask affected to be very hospitable to the offer.

Stolgoland lay across a narrow and shallow sea from the StatearfsBy] it was
dotted with islands, and every one of them was, in turn, dotted witivedié.
Petroleum was what kept the aircraft and ground-vehicles of Arsatera
operation; oil, rather than ideology, was at the root of the enmityeketthe two
nations. Apparently the Stolgonian espionage in Eglonsby was completely
deceived, and the reports Trask allowed the captive ambassaddte@omdirmed

the deception. Hourly the Eglonsby radio stations poured out exhortations to the
people to co-operate with the Space Vikings, with an occasionahiatioe about

the masses of war materials being taken. Eglonsby espionage in &tdlgahs
similarly active. The Stolgonian armies were being massed aséayports on the
coast facing Eglonsby, and there was a frantic gathering of everyfsehip [Pg 66]
available. By this time, any sympathy that Trask might have feleitber party

had evaporated.

The invasion of Stolgoland started the fifth morning after theirvarrover
Eglonsby. Before dawn, the six pinnaces went in, making a wide swaapdaihe
curvature of the planet and coming in from the north, two to each dirén gold-
troves. They were detected by radar, eventually but too late for &mtived
resistance to be organized. Two were even taken without a shotdbayaming
all three had been blown open and the ingots and specie were being removed.

The four seaports from whence the Stolgonian invasion of Eglonsby was to have
been launched were neutralized by nuclear bombing. Neutralized wass \&ant;,
Trask thought; there was no echo in it of the screams of tt-living, maimed anc
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burned and blinded, around the fringes of ground-zero. N&mmesisand the
Space Scourgdrom landing craft and from the ships themselves, landed Eglonsby
troops on Stolgonopolis. While they were sacking the city, with all thelus
atrocities, the Space Vikings were loading the gold, and anythinghalsevas of
more than ordinary value, aboard the ships.

They were still at it the next morning when President Pedrosareduat the newly
conquered capital, announcing his intention of putting the Stolgonian chieitef st
and his cabinet on trial as war criminals. Before sunset, Were back over
Eglonsby. The loot might run as high as a half-billion Excalibur stelBoske
Valkanhayn and Garvan Spasso were simply beyond astonishment and beyond
words.

The looting of Eglonsby then began.

They gathered up machinery, and stocks of steel and light-metal dllog<city

was full of warehouses, and the warehouses were crammed witblealua spite
of the socialistic and egalitarian verbiage behind which the governmenateghe
there seemed to be a numerous elite class and if gold were rootegany metal it
was not despised for purposes of ostentation. There were several ddr
museums. Vann Larch, their nearest approach to an art spetwalistcharge of
culling the best from them.

And there was a vast public library. Into this Otto Harkaman vanistiéid half a
dozen men and a contragravity scow. Its historical section would bepoocér in
the future.

President Pedrosan Pedro was on the radio from Stolgonopolis that night.

"Is this how you Space Vikings keep faith?" he demanded indignantly. "You've
abandoned me and my army here in Stolgoland, and you're sacking Eglonsby. You
promised to leave Eglonsby alone if | helped you get the gold of Stolgoland.”

"I promised nothing of the kind. | promised to help you take Stolgoland. Yol(Pgé7.
taken it," Trask told him. "I promised to avoid unnecessary damageleneoe.

I've already hanged a dozen of my own men for rape, murder and wanton
vandalism. Now, we expect to be out of here in twenty-four hours. Yougr bett

back here before then. Your own people are starting to loot. We did nosertum
control them for you."

That was true. What few troops had been left behind, and the podice uwable to
cope with the mobs that were pillaging in the wake of the Space Vikings
Everybody seemed to be trying to grab what he could and let the Vikings be
blamed for it. He had been able to keep his own people in order. Thkbeda at
least a dozen cases of rape and wanton murder, and the offendebedmad
promptly hanged. None of their shipmates, not everSijgce Scourgeompany,
seemed resentful. They felt the culprits had deserved what they'd;gutefor

what they'd done to the locals, but for disobeying or
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A few troops had been flown in from Stolgoland by the time they had gdtban t
vehicles stowed and were lifting out. They didn't seem to be making much
headway. Harkaman, who had gotten his load of microbooks stowed and has at t
command desk, laughed heatrtily.

"I don't know what Pedrosan’ll do. Gehenna, | don't even know what I'd do, if I'd
gotten myself into a mess like that. He'll probably bring half hisydvack, leave

the other half in Stolgoland, and lose both. Suppose we drop in, in aboubtthree
four years, just out of curiosity. If we make twenty per cent oftwiea did this
time, the trip would pay for itself."

After they went into hyperspace and had the ship secured, the pastexd three
Galactic standard days, and nobody was at all sober. Harkaman wasglovelr
the mass of historical material he had found. Spasso was julNlabnbdy could
call this chicken-stealing. He kept repeating that as long as bealla to say
anything. Khepera, he conceded, had been. Lousy two or three millicarsstell
poo!

X1

Beowulf was bad.

Valkanhayn and Spasso had both been opposed to the raid. Nobody raided
Beowulf; Beowulf was too tough. Beowulf had nuclear energy and nuclear
weapons and contragravity and normal-space craft, they even had coloraes on
couple of other planets of their system. They had everything but hyperdrive.
Beowulf was a civilized planet, and you didn't raid civilized planet$,and get

away with it.

And beside, hadn't they gotten enough loot on Amaterasu?

"No, we did not," Trask told them. "If we're going to make anything oUtamiith,

we're going to need power, and | don't mean windmills and waterwhegjsuA®
remarked, Beowulf has nuclear energy. That's where we get our plutandiour [Pg 68]
power units."

So they went to Beowulf. They came out of hyperspace eight light-hoursttieom

F-7 star of which Beowulf was the fourth planet, and twenty light-raghapart.
Guatt Kirbey made a microjump that brought the ships within practical
communicating distance, and they began making plans in an intership screen
conference.

"There are, or were, three chief sources of fissionable drAsgKaman said. "The
last ship to raid here and get away was Stefan KintBuire€ess of Lyonesssixty
years ago. He hit one on the Antarctic continent; according to hisumtgc
everything there was fairly new. He didn't mess things up too badly, anght to
be still operating. We'll go in from the south pole, we'll have to go in fast
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They shifted personnel and equipment. They would go in bunched, the pinnaces
ahead; they and thfepace Scourgeould go down to the ground, while the better-
armed Nemesiswould hover above to fight off local contragravity, shoot down
missiles, and generally provide overhead cover. Trask transferréte t®pace
Scourge taking with him Morland and two hundred of tiNemesisground-
fighters. Most of the single-mounts, landing craft and manipulatorsieady-duty

lifters went with him, jamming the decks around the vehicle pdrigalkanhayn's

ship.

They jumped in to six light-minutes, and while Valkanhayn's astrogatoistiias
fiddling with his controls they began sensing radar and microray detediihen

they came out again, they were two light-seconds off the south poldaind

dozen ships were either in orbit or coming up from the planet. All riespaze

craft, of course, but some were almost as big abl#meesis

From there on, it was a nightmare.

Ships pounded at them with guns, and they pounded back. Missiles went out, and
counter-missiles stopped them in rapidly expanding and quickly vanishing globes
of light. Red lights flashed on the damage board, and sirens howled axmhk|
squawked. In the outside-view screens, they savwN#mesissanish in a blaze of
radiance, and then, while their hearts were still in their tey@ame out of it again.

Red lights went off on the board as damage-control crews and their saiades!

the breaches in the hull and pumped air back into evacuated aredsemmdote

red lights came on.

Occasionally, he would glance toward Boake Valkanhayn, who sat motiomless
his chair, chewing a cigar that had gone out long ago. He wasn't enjoybug hie
wasn't showing fear. Once a Beowulfer vanished in a supernova flasixhand
the ball of incandescence widened to nothing the ship was gone. All Vajkanha
said was: "Hope one of our boys did that.”

They fought their way in and down, toward the atmosphere. Another Beowulf[BHi69
blew up, a craft about the size of Spasd@siia A moment later, another;
Valkanhayn was pounding the desk in front of him with his fist and yellinigatT™

was one of ours! Find out who launched it; get his name!"

Missiles were coming up from the planet, now. Valkanhayn's detecticeroivas
trying to locate the source. While he was trying, a big melon-shapegifell away
from the Nemesis and in the jiggling, radiation-distorted intership screen
Harkaman's image was laughing.

"Hellburner just went off; target about 50° south, 25° east of the sunres That's
where those missiles are coming from."

Counter-missiles sped toward the big metal melon; defense mjssdbot-
launched, met them. The hellburner's track was marked first by expaediand
orange globes in airless space and then by fire-puffs after iedraénosphere. It
vanished into the darkness beyond the sunset, and then made sunlight of its own.
was sunlight; a Bethe solar-phoenix reaction, and it would sustain ftselfffours.

He hoped it hadn't landed within a thousand miles of their objective.
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The ground operation was a nightmare of a different sort. He went down i
command car, with Paytrik Morland and a couple of others. There missles
and gun batteries. There were darting patterns of flights of comiatese blazing
gunfire, and single vehicles that shot past or blew up in front of tRefots on
contragravity—military robots, with missiles to launch, and working rolots
only their own mass to hurl, flung themselves mindlessly at theneeSgrthat
went crazy from radiation; speakers that jabbered contradictory oFdeadly, the
battle, which had raged in the air over two thousand square milesnet rand
refineries and reaction plants, became two distinct and coneshbrattles, one at
the packing plant and storage vaults and one at the power-unit cartctyg.fa

Three pinnaces came down to form a triangle over eacl§pghee Scourgbung
midway between, poured out a swarm of vehicles and big claw-armed
manipulators; armored lighters and landing craft shuttled back and fnth.
command car looped and dodged from one target to the other; at one, keg-like
canisters of plutonium, collapsium-plated and weighing tons apiece,coerag

out of the vaults, and at the other lifters were bringing out loads t¢aruelectric
power-unit cartridges, some as big as a ten liter jar, to pavegaceship engine,

and some small as a round of pistol ammunition, for things like ftghli

Every hour or so, he looked at his watch, and it would be three or fouresinut
later.

At last, when he was completely convinced that he had really beed, kaihd was
damned and would spend all eternity in this fire-riven chaosN#mesisbegan [Pg 70]
firing red flares and the speakers in all the vehicles werelsign@call. He got
aboard theSpace Scourgeomehow, after assuring himself that nobody who was
alive was left behind.

There were twenty-odd who weren't, and the sick bay was full of woundetadho
gone up with cargo, and more were being helped off the vehicles as they we
berthed. The car in which he had been riding had been hit severaldaimdesne of

the gunners was bleeding under his helmet and didn't seem aware ben. hW&

got to the command room, he found Boake Valkanhayn, his face drawn and weary,
getting coffee from a robot and lacing it with brat
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"That's it," he said, blowing on the steaming cup. It was the bdt®lver one that

had been in front of him when he had first appeared inN#gmaesis'screen. He
nodded toward the damage screen; everything had been patched up, or the outer
decks around breached portions of the hull sealed. "Ship secure." da\gethe

silver mug and lit a cigar. "To quote Garvan Spasso, '‘Nobody cathatadhicken-
stealing.™

"No. Not even if you count Tizona giraffe-birds as chickens. That Guam-pear
brandy you're putting in that coffee? I'll have the same. Just leavieeotaffee."”

X1V

The Lamids detection picked them up as soon as they were out of the last
microjump; Trask's gnawing fear that Dunnan might attack in their addeat
been groundless. Incredibly, he realized, they had been gone only thirty-odd
Galactic Standard days, and in that time Alvyn Karffard had done aedibte
amount of work.

He had gotten the spaceport completely cleared of rubble and debris, lzaudi the
woods cleared away from around it and the two tall buildings. Thésloaled the
city Rivvin; a few inscriptions found here and there in it indicaked the original
name had been Rivington. He had done considerable mapping, in some db&ail of
continent on which it was located and, in general, of the rest qfidhet. And he
had established friendly relations with the people of Tradetown and imewlgs
with their king.

Nobody, not even those who had collected it, quite believed their eyes en t
loot was unloaded. The little herd of long haired unicorns—the Khepera loadl
called them kreggs, probably a corruption of the name of some natwiatigtad

first studied them—had come through the voyage and even the Battle of Beowul
good shape. Trask and a few of his former cattlemen from Traskeheudathem
anxiously, and the ship's doctor, acting veterinarian, made elaboréteofes
vegetation they would be likely to eat. Three of the cows proved to becualit

these were isolated and watched over with especial solicitude. [Pg 72

The locals were inclined to take a poor view of the kreggs, at @egtle ought to
have two horns, one on either side, curved back. It wasn't right fég tathave
only one horn, in the middle, slanting forward.

Both ships had taken heavy damage. Neenesishad one pinnace berth knocked
open, and everybody was glad the Beowulfers hadn't noticed th gotten &
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missile inside. Th&pace Scourgkad taken a hit directly on her south pole while
lifting out from the planet, and a good deal of the southern part of thensts
sealed off when she came in. TIHemesisvas repaired as far as possible and put
on off-planet patrol, then they went to work on tBpace Scourgeransferring
much of her armament to ground defense, clearing out all the avaitable space,
and repairing her hull as far as possible. To repair her compieésya job for a
regular shipyard, like Alex Gorram's on Gram. And that was wheredhewould

be done.

Boake Valkanhayn would command her on the voyage to and from Gram. Since
Beowulf, Trask had not only ceased to dislike the man, but was begirming t
admire him. He had been a good man once, before ill fortune which hadrdgen
partly of his own making had overtaken him. He'd just let himself go apgex

caring. Now he had taken hold of himself again. It had started showergtlady

had landed on Amaterasu. He had begun to dress more neatly and speak more
grammatically; to look and act more like a spaceman and less bikefly. His men

had begun to jump to obey when he gave an order. He had opposed the raid on
Beowulf, but that had been the dying struggle of the chicken-thief he hadHeeen.

had been scared, going in; well, who hadn't been, except a few greenhems bra
with the valor of ignorance. But he had gone in, and fought his ship welhahd

held his station over the fissionables plant in a hell of bombs argileniand he

had made sure everybody who had gone down and who was still alive was aboard
before he lifted out.

He was a Space Viking again.

Garvan Spasso wasn't, and never would be. He was outraged when he heard tha
Valkanhayn would take his ship, loaded with much of the loot of the threetp)a
to Gram. He came to Trask, fairly spluttering about it.

"You know what'll happen?" he demanded. "He'll space out with that cardo, a
that'll be the last any of us'll hear of him again. He'll probably itakeJoyeuse or
Excalibur and buy himself a lordship with it."

"Oh, | doubt that, Garvan. A number of our people are going along—Guatt Kirbey
will be the astrogator; you'd trust him, wouldn't you? And Sir Paytrik Mdtland
Baron Rathmore, and Lord Valpry, and Rolve Hemmerding...." He \eag &r a
moment, struck by an idea. "Would you be willing to make the trip in the
Space Scourg¢oo?"

Spasso would, very decidedly. Trask nodded. [Pg 73
"Good. Then we'll be sure nothing crooked is pulled," he said seriously.
After Spasso was gone, he got in touch with Baron Rathmore.

"See to it that he gets as much money that's due him as possibheyethget to
Gram. And ask Duke Angus, as a favor to give him some meaningles®nposi
with a suitably impressive title, Lord Chamberlain of the DucasWoom, or
something. Then he can prime him with misinformation and give him an
opportunity to sell it to Omfray of Glaspyth. Then, of course, he coutbbiacted

to sell Omfray out to Angus. A couple of times around and somebody'll astick
knife in him, and then we'll be rid of him for goc
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They loaded theSpace Scourgavith gold from Stolgoland, and paintings and
statues from the art museums and fabrics and furs and jewelsoarelains and
plate from the markets of Eglonsby. They loaded sacks and kegs of Bpetie
Khepera. Most of the Khepera loot wasn't worth hauling to Gram, hvastfar
enough in advance of their own technologies to be priceless to the Taalt loc

Some of these were learning simple machine operations, and we@vable to
handle contragravity vehicles that had been fitted with adequate dafetgs. The
former slave guards had all become sergeants and lieutenants nfaatryi
regiment that had been formed, and the King of Tradetown borrowed sdraato
his own army. Some genius in the machine shop altered a matchlock rtausket
flintlock and showed the local gunsmiths how to do it.

The kreggs continued to thrive, after tBpace Scourgdeparted. Several calves
were born, and seemed to be doing well; the biochemistry of Tanith anqkitéhe
were safely alike. Trask had hopes for them. Every Viking ship hadwin
carniculture vats, but men tired of carniculture meat, and fressdt was always in
demand. Some day, he hoped, kregg-beef would be an item of sale to stigs put
in on Tanith, and the long-haired hides might even find a market inwoedS
Worlds. They had contragravity scows plying between Rivington and Tradetown
regularly, now, and air-lorries were linking the villages. The beatof Tradetown
rioted occasionally against this unfair competition. And in Rivingtaelfit
bulldozers and power shovels and manipulators labored, and there wgs alwa
rising cloud of dust over the city.

There was so much to do, and only a trifle under twenty-five Gal&tsicdard
hours in a day to do it. There were whole days in which he never thoughofonce
Andray Dunnan.

A hundred and twenty-five days to Gram, and a hundred and twenty-five days
back. They had long ago passed. Of course, there would be the work ahgepair
the Space Scourgethe conferences with the investors in the original TariRb 74
Adventure, the business of gathering the needed equipment for the new\Jsase.

so, he was beginning to worry a little. Worry about something as faofduits
control as theSpace Scourgeas useless, he knew. He couldn't help it, though.
Even Harkaman, usually imperturbable, began to be fretful, aftehtwdred and
seventy days had passed.

They were relaxing in the living quarters they had fitted out at dpeof the
spaceport building before retiring, both sprawled wearily in chaitshihad come
from one of the better hotels of Eglonsby, their drinks between thentantable,
the top of which was inlaid with something that looked like ivory but wa®mit.
the floor beside it lay the plans for a reaction-plant and masgyeocenverter they
would build as soon as ti&pace Scourgeeturned with equipment for producing
collapsium-plated shielding.

"Of course, we could go ahead with it, now," Harkaman said. "Wed ctaar
enough armor off thLamie to shield any kind of a reaction plal
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That was the first time either of them had gotten close to thabildg that the
ship mightn't return. Trask laid his cigar in the ashtray—it had coome President
Pedrosan Pedro's private office—and splashed a little more brandysimjiass.

"She'll be coming before long. We have enough of our people aboard to make sure
nobody else tries to take the ship. And | really believe, now, th&bNaayn can
be trusted."”

"l do, too. I'm not worried about what might happen on the ship. But we don't know
what's been happening on Gram. Glaspyth and Didreksburg could have teamed up
and jumped Wardshaven before Duke Angus was ready to invade Glaspyth. Boake
might be landing the ship in a trap at Wardshaven."

"Be a sorry looking trap after it closed on him. That would be tis fime in
history that a Sword-World was raided by Space Vikings." Harkaman laikad
half-empty glass, then filled it to the top. It was the sanmkdre had started with,
just as a regiment that has been decimated and recruited ugnigtista few times
is still the same regiment.

The buzz of the communication screen—one of the few things in the room tha
hadn't been looted somewhere—interrupted him. They both rose; Harkaman, stil
carrying his drink, went to put it on. It was a man on duty in the cordh,
overhead, reporting that two emergences had just been detected at ltglant
minutes due north of the planet. Harkaman gulped his drink and set down the
empty glass.

"All right. You put out a general alert? Switch anything that comesver to this
screen." He got out his pipe and was packing tobacco into it mechanicaky'll
be out of the last microjump and about two light-seconds away in anilewtes."

Trask sat down again, saw that his cigarette had burned almosttip, taed lit a

fresh one from it, wishing he could be as calm about it as Harkahhaee minutes[Pg 75
later, the control tower picked up two emergences at a light-secahd half, a
thousand or so miles apart. Then the screen flickered, and Bodkenkayn was
looking out of it, from the desk in the newly refurbished command room of the
Space Scourge

He was a newly refurbished Boake Valkanhayn, too. His heavily braigaica
jacket looked like the work of one of the better tailors on Grampanithe breast
was a large and ornate knight's star, of unfamiliar design, beanmong other
things, the sword and atom-symbol of the house of Ward.

"Prince Trask; Count Harkaman," he greetepdce ScourgeTanith; thirty-two
hundred hours out of Wardshaven on Gram, Baron Valkanhayn commanding,
accompanied by chartered freight&ozinante Durendal, Captain Morbes.
Requesting permission and instructions to orbit in."

"Baron Valkanhayn?" Harkaman asked.

"That's right,” Valkanhayn grinned. "And | have a vellum scroll the sizea
blanket to prove it. | have a whole cargo of scrolls. One says youwe @iunt
Harkaman, and another says you're Admiral of the Royal Navy of Gram."

"He did it!" Trask cried. "He made himself King of Gra
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"That's right. And you're his trusty and well-loved Lucas, Prince KJrasd
Viceroy of his Majesty's Realm of Tanith."

Harkaman bristled at that. "The Gehenna you say. TligriRealm of Tanith."

"Is his Majesty making it worth while to accept his sovereigntyfdskK asked.
"That is, beside vellum scrolls?"

Valkanhayn was still grinning. "Wait till we start sending cargo mlofnd wait till
you see what's crammed into the other ship."

"Did Spasso come back with you?" Harkaman asked.

"Oh, no. Sir Garvan Spasso entered the service of his Majesty,Afigus. He is
Chief of Police at Glaspyth, now, and nobody can call what he's doing there
chicken-stealing, either. Any chickens he steals, he stealwhble farm to get
them."

That didn't sound good. Spasso could make King Angus' name stink all over
Glaspyth. Or maybe he'd allow Spasso to crush the adherents of Canmfdathen

hang him for his oppression of the people. He'd read about somebody who'd done
something like that, in one of Harkaman's Old Terran history books.

Baron Rathmore had stayed on Gram; so had Rolve Hemmerding. The tlest of
gentlemen-adventurers, all with shiny new titles of nobility, had metur From
them, as the two ships were getting into orbit, he learned whahdzened on
Gram since th&lemesidiad spaced out.

Duke Angus had announced his intention of carrying on with the Tanith Adveniftg€5.
and had started construction of a new ship at the Gorram yards. thseiad
plausibly to explain all the activities of preparation for the invasiblaspyth,

and had deceived Duke Omfray completely. Omfray had already stasted af

his own; the entire resources of his duchy were thrown into an effaett her
finished and to space ahead of the one Angus was building. Work was going on
frantically on her when the Wardshaven invaders hit Glaspyth; she was now
nearing completion as a unit of the Royal Navy. Duke Omfray had managed to
escape to Didreksburg; when Angus' troops moved in on the latter duchy, he had
escaped again, this time off-planet. He was now eating the brtad of exile at

the court of his wife's uncle, the King of Haulteclere.

The Count of Newhaven, the Duke of Bigglersport, and the Lord of Northfiort, a
of whom had favored the establishment of a planetary monarchy, hadliabahe
acknowledged Angus as their sovereign. So, with a knife at his thrdahd®uke

of Didreksburg. Many other feudal magnates had refused to surrender their
sovereignty. That might mean fighting, but Paytrik, now Baron, Morland, doubted
it.

"The Space Scour¢ stopped that,” he said. "When they heard ¢ the base her:
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and saw what we'd shipped to Gram, they started changing their mintys. O
subjects of King Angus will be allowed to invest in the Tanith Adventure.

As for accepting King Angus' annexation of Tanith and accepting his sovereignty,
that would also be advisable. They would need a Sword World outlet ftwahe
they took or obtained by barter from other Space Vikings, and until they had
adequate industries of their own, they would be dependent on Gram for many
things which could not be gotten by raiding.

"l suppose the King knows I'm not out here for my health, or his profitasked
Lord Valpry, during one of the screen conversations asSftece Scourga&vas
getting into orbit. "My business out here is Andray Dunnan."

"Oh, yes," the Wardshaven noble replied. "In fact, he told mey many words,

that he would be most happy if you sent him his nephew's head in a blockeof luc
What Dunnan did touched his honor, too. Sovereign princes never see any humor in
things like that."

"l suppose he knows that sooner or later Dunnan will try to attackhPani

"If he doesn't, it isn't because | didn't tell him often enough. When yotheee
defense armament we're bringing, you'll think he does."

It was impressive, but nothing to the engineering and industrial equipkhieing

robots for use on the iron Moon of Tanith, and normal-space transportte fibftyt
thousand mile run between planet and satellite. A collapsed-mab@ucer; now

they could collapsium-plate their own shielding. A small, fully rohatteel mill [Pg 77.
that could be set up and operated on the satellite. Industrial rabdtsnachinery

to make machinery. And, best of all, two hundred engineers and highlydskille
technicians.

Quite a few industrial baronies on Gram would realize, before lwhgt they had
lost in those men. He wondered what Lord Trask of Traskon would have thought
about that.

The Prince of Tanith was no longer interested in what happened to Meg/ie, if
things prospered for the next century or so, his successors would be namdo(
viceroy from Tanith.

XV

As soon as thé&pace Scourg&vas unloaded, she was put on off-planet watch;
Harkaman immediately spaced out in themesiswhile Trask remained behind.
They began unloading th&ozinante after setting her down at Rivington
Spaceport. After that was done, her officers and crew took a holiiai lasted a
month, until theNemesigeturned. Harkaman must have made quick raids on half a
dozen planets. None of the cargo he brought back was spectacularly vanable
he dismissed the whole thing chicker-stealing, but he had lost some men anc
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ship showed a few fresh scars. A good deal of what was transshippbe
Rozinantewas manufactured goods which would compete with merchandise
produced on Gram.

"That load will be a come-down, after what tBpace Scourg®ok back, but we
didn't want to send thRozinanteback empty," he said. "One thing, | had time to do
a little reading, between stops.”

"The books from the Eglonsby library?"

"Yes. | learned a curious thing about Amaterasu. Do you know why that plare
so extensively colonized by the Federation, when there don't seem to be any
fissionable ores? The planet produced gadolinium.”

Gadolinium was essential to hyperdrive engines; the engines of ehehgizé of

the Nemesigequired fifty pounds of it. On the Sword-Worlds, it was worth sévera
times its weight in gold. If they still mined it, Amaterasould repay a second
visit.

When he mentioned it, Harkaman shrugged. "Why should they mine it? There's

only one thing it's good for, and you can't run a spaceship on Diesel oil. | suppose
the mines could be reopened, and new refineries built, but...."

"We could trade plutonium for gadolinium. They have none of their own. We could
charge our own prices for it, and we wouldn't need to tell them whatigadol
sells for on the Sword-Worlds."

"We could, if we could do business with anybody there, after what deodi
Eglonsby and Stolgoland. Where would we get plutonium?"

"Why do you think the Beowulfers don't have hyperships, when they have
everything else?"

Harkaman snapped his fingers. "By Satan, that's it!" Then he look€chsit in [Pg78
alarm. "Hey, you're not thinking of selling Amaterasu plutonium and Beowulf
gadolinium, are you?"

"Why not? We could make a big profit on both ends of the deal.”

"You know what would happen next, don't you? There'd be ships from both planets
all over the place in a few years. We want that like we wdndle in the head.”

He couldn't see the objection. Tanith and Amaterasu and Beowulf colkduyar
very good triangular trade; all three would profit. It wouldn't cost nresh ship-
damage and ammunition, either. Maybe a mutual defense allianc&htok.about
it later; there was too much to do here on Tanith at present.

There had been mines on the Moon of Tanith before the collapse of thatfeede
they had been stripped of their equipment afterward, while Tanittstillafgghting

a rearguard battle against barbarism, but the underground chambers amdadean
caverns could still be used, and in time the mines were reopenekleasige! mill
put in, and eventually ingots of finished steel were coming down by skrtdftedn
the meantime, the shipyard had been laid out and was taking shape.

The Gram shipQueen Flavi—she had been the one found unfinishe

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Page71 of 16t

Glaspyth—came in three months after Rezinantestarted back; she must have
been finished while Valkanhayn was still in hyperspace. She cawiesiderable
cargo, some of it superfluous but all of it useful; everybody was imgesti the
Tanith Adventure now, and the money had to be spent for something. Bledter, s
brought close to a thousand men and women; the leakage of brains andramility f
the Sword-Worlds was turning into a flood. Among them was Basil @orfaask
remembered him as an insufferable young twerp, but he seemed to be a good
shipyard man. He very frankly predicted that in a few years hisriatpards at
Wardshaven would be idle and all the Tanith ships would be Tanith-byuniér
partner of Lothar Ffayle's also came out, to establish a brandmeoBdnk of
Wardshaven at Rivington.

As soon as th®ueen Flavishad discharged her cargo and passengers, she took on
five hundred ground-fighters from théamia Nemesisand Space Scourge
companies and spaced out on a raiding voyage. While she was gone, the second
ship, the one Duke Angus had started at Wardshaven and King Angus hadifinishe
the Black Star came in.

Trask was slightly incredulous at realizing that she had spaced amatGram
almost exactly two years after tiNemesishad departed. He still hadn't any idea
where Andray Dunnan was, or what he was doing, or how to find him.

The news of the Gram base on Tanith spread slowly, first by Heslgled liners

and tramp freighters that linked the Sword-Worlds, and then by tradipg ahd
outbound Space Vikings to the Old Federation. Two years and six monththaftétg 79
Nemesidiad come out of hyperspace to find Boake Valkanhayn and Garvan Spasso
on Tanith, the first independent Space Viking came in, to sell gocand get
repairs. They bought his loot—he had been raiding some planet rather above the
level of Khepera and below that of Amaterasu—and healed the woundsifhis s
had taken getting it. He had been dealing with the Everrard family dm Eod
professed himself much more satisfied with the bargains he had gott€anith

and swore to return.

He had never even heard of Andray Dunnan oEthterprise
It was a Gilgamesher that brought the first news.

He had first heard of Gilgameshers—the word was used indiscretyinfar a
native of or a ship from Gilgamesh—on Gram, from Harkaman and Kéidiad
Vann Larch and the others. Since coming to Tanith, he had heard abodtdhrem
every Space Viking, never in complimentary and rarely in printablesterm

Gilgamesh was rated, with reservations, as a civilized pthnagh not on a level

with Odin or Isis or Baldur or Marduk or Aton or any of the other worlt&civ

had maintained the culture of the Terran Federation uninterruptedligafer
Gilgamesh deserved more credit; its people had undergone two centuries of
darkness and pulled themselves out of it by their bootstraps. They loadrext all

the old techniques, up to and including the hyperdrive.

They didn't raid; they traded. They had religious objections to violence, though
they kept these within sensible limits, and were able and willn§ght with
fanatical ferocity in defense of their home planet. About a cebiefigre, there had
been a five-ship Viking raid on Gilgamesh; one ship had returned and had been
sold for scrap after reaching a friendly base. Their went everywhere to trad
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and wherever they traded a few of them usually settled, and tegreettled they
made money, sending most of it home. Their society seemed to be aheose
socialism, and their religion an absurd potpourri of most of the majaptheisms

of the Federation period, plus doctrinal and ritualistic innovations of tven.
Aside from their propensity for sharp trading, their bigoted refusalegard
anybody not of their creed as more than half human, and the maze of dredar
other taboos in which they hid from social contact with others, made the
generally disliked.

After their ship had gotten into orbit, three of them came down to dodsssiThe
captain and his exec wore long coats, almost knee-length, buttonedttwaie

and small white caps like forage caps; the third, one of theistpyieiore a robe

with a cowl, and the symbol of their religion, a blue triangle inh&encircle, on

his breast. They all wore beards that hung down from their cheekstheit chins

and upper lips shaved. They all had the same righteous, disapprovingHayges| [Pg80]
refused refreshments of any sort, and they sat uneasily as thoughg fear
contamination from the heathens who had sat in their chairs befone They had

a mixed cargo of general merchandise picked up here and there on sadativili
planets, in which nobody on Tanith was interested. They also had some good
stuff—vegetable-amber and flame-bird plumes from Irminsul; ivory oresioimg

very like it from somewhere else; diamonds and Uller organic opats a
Zarathustra sunstones. They also had some platinum. They wanted machine
especially contragravity engines and robots.
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The trouble was, they wanted to haggle. Haggling, it seemed, w Gilgamesf
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planetary sport. [Pg 81]

"Have you ever heard of a Space Viking ship namedEterpris€” he asked
them, at the seventh or eighth impasse in the bargaining. "She be@ascant,
light blue on black. Her captain's name is Andray Dunnan."

"A ship so named, with such a device, raided Chermosh more than agge'athe
priest-supercargo said. "Some of our people tarry on Chermosh to Trasleship
sacked the city in which they were; some of them lost heavily irdigaybods."

"That's a pity."

The Gilgamesh priest shrugged. "It is as Yah the Almighty wilig "said, then
brightened slightly. "The Chermoshers are heathens and worshipetseoféals.
The Space Vikings looted their temple and destroyed it utterly; theied away
the graven images and abominations. Our people bore witness that alsemaueh
wailing and lamentation among the idolators."

So that was the first entry on the Big Board. It covered, optoallt, the whole of

one wall in his office, and for some time that one chalked note abheutitd on
Chermosh, and the date, as nearly as it could be approximated, lookéonedyy

on it. The captain of th8lack Starbrought back material for a couple more. He
had put in on several planets known to be temporarily occupied by Space Vikings
to barter loot, give his men some time off-ship, and make inquaiss,he had
names for a couple of planets raided by the blue crescent ship. &nenly six
months old.

The way news filtered about in the Old Federation, that was qa#lgthot off the
stove.

The owner-captain of thalborak had something to add, when he brought his ship
in six months later. He sipped his drink slowly, as though he had limitesklf to
one and wanted to make it last as long as possible.

"Almost two years ago, on Jagannath," he said. 'Himerprisewas on orbit there,
getting some light repairs. | met the man a few times. Lagtdike those pictures,

but he's wearing a small pointed beard, now. He'd sold a lot of loot.rabene
merchandise, precious and semiprecious stones, a lot of carved @hdumidure

that looked as though it had come from some Neobarb king's palace, and some
temple stuff. Buddhist; there were a couple of big gold Dai-Butsissctdw were
standing drinks for all comers. Some of them were pretty dark aboweltag as
though they'd been on a hot-star planet not too long before. And he had a lot of
Imhotep furs to sell, simply fabulous stuff."

"What kind of repairs? Combat damage?"

"That was my impression. He spaced out a little over a hundred Hears @ame
in, in company with another ship. TBgarhoppey Captain Teodor Vaghn. The talk
was that they were making a t-ship raid somewhere." T captain of theAlborak
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thought for a moment. "One other thing. He was buying ammunition, everytfieng2
from pistol cartridges to hellburners. And he was buying all tharalrwater
recycling equipment, and all the carniculture and hydroponic equipment, lte coul
get."

That was something to know. He thanked the Space Viking, and then asked:
"Did he know, at the time, that I'm out here hunting for him?"

"If he did, nobody else on Jagannath did. | didn't hear about it, myskeBjxtil
months afterward."

That evening, he played off the recording he had made of the conversation for
Harkaman and Valkanhayn and Karffard and some of the others. Somebody
instantly said:

"That temple stuff came from Chermosh. They're Buddhists, thiér checks
with the Gilgamesher's story."

"He got the furs on Imhotep; he traded for them," Harkaman said. "Naipetdy
anything off Imhotep by raiding. The planet's in the middle of a glacigteriand
surface down to the fiftieth parallel is iced over solid. Therene city, ten or
fifteen thousand, and the rest of the population is scattered arouettiements of

a couple of hundred all along the face of the glaciers. They're allrbusel
trappers. They have some contragravity, and when a ship comes in, theay @

news by radio and everybody brings his furs to town. They use telescope sights,
and everybody over ten years old can hit a man in the head at five hundiged yar
And big weapons are no good; they're too well dispersed. So the only way to get
anything out of them is to trade for it."

"l think 1 know where he was,"” Alvyn Karffard said. "On Imhotefyesi is a
monetary metal. On Agni, they use silver for sewer-pipe. Agaihst-star planet,

class B-3 sun. And on Agni they are tough, and they have good weapons. That
could be where thEnterprisetook that combat damage."

That started an argument as to whether he'd gone to Chermosh \firest. dtire that
he had gone to Agni and then Imhotep. Guatt Kirbey tried to figure both courses

"It doesn't tell us anything, either way," he said at length. "Cbghiis away off to
the side from Agni and Imhotep in either case."

"Well, he does have a base, somewhere, and it's not on any Ternaldyes"
Valkanhayn said. "Otherwise, what would he want with all thaamd-water and
hydroponic and carniculture stuff?"

The Old Federation area was full of non-Terra-type planets, dnd skould
anybody bother going to any of them? Any planet that wasn't oxygen-atmosphere,
six to eight thousand miles in diameter, and within a narrow sutéacperature
range, wasn't worth wasting time on. But a planet like that, ifhaaethe survival
equipment, would make a wonderful hideout.

"What sort of a captain is this Teodor Vaghn?" he asked. [Pg 83

"A good one," Harkaman said promptly. "He has a nasty streak—sadistidre-but
knows his business and he has a good ship and -trained crew. You think |
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and Dunnan have teamed up?"
"Don't you? | think, now that he has a base, Dunnan is getting a fletdtdnfe

"He'll know we're after him by now," Vann Larch said. "And he knows e/fe
are, and that puts him one up on us."

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Page77 of 16E

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Page78 of 16t

XVI

So Andray Dunnan was haunting him again. Tiny bits of information came in—
Dunnan's ship had been on Hoth, on Nergal, selling loot. Now he sold for gold or
platinum, and bought little, usually arms and ammunition. Apparently his bas
wherever it was, was fully self-sufficient. It was cartabo, that Dunnan knew he
was being hunted. One Space Viking who had talked with him quoted him as
saying: "l don't want any trouble with Trask, and if he's smart he veaktfbr any

with me." This made him all the more positive that somewhere Dumves
building strength for an attack on Tanith. He made it a rule tha #heuld always

be at least two ships in orbit off Tanith in addition to Liamia, which was on
permanent patrol, and he installed more missile-launching stationsobothe
moon and on the planet.

There were three ships bearing the Ward swords and atom-symbol,famdha
building on Gram. Count Lionel of Newhaven was building one of his own, and
three big freighters shuttled across the three thousand light-yagamsebeTanith

and Gram. Sesar Karvall, who had never recovered from his wounds, dtad di
Lady Lavina had turned the barony and the business over to her brother, Burt
Sandrasan, and gone to live on Excalibur. The shipyard at Rivington wseetini

and now they had built the landing-legs of Harkam&usisande || and were
putting up the skeleton.

And they were trading with Amaterasu, now. Pedrosan Pedro had beenawerthr
and put to death by General Dagr6 Ector during the disorders followirgotiirey

of Eglonsby; the troops left behind in Stolgoland had mutinied and made common
cause with their late enemies. The two nations were in an urdasye, with
several other nations combining against them, when Neenesisand the
Space Scourgeeturned and declared peace against the whole planet. There was no
fighting; everybody knew what had happened to Stolgoland and Eglonsby. In the
end, all the governments of Amaterasu joined in a loose agreengaitttee mines
reopened and resume production of gadolinium, and to share in the fissionables
being imported in exchange.

It had been harder, and had taken a year longer, to do business with Batwulf
Beowulfers had a single planetary government, and they were inclineddbfsst

and negotiate afterward, a natural enough attitude in view of expesieriche [Pg 84]
past. However, they had enough old Federation-period textbooks still riopmnt

to know what could be done with gadolinium. They decided to write off tHeapas

fair fight and no bad blood, and start over again.

It would be some years before either planet had hyperships of theirlrovire
meantime, both were good customers, and rapidly becoming good friends. A
number of young Amaterasuans and Beowulfers had come to Tanith to study
various technologie:
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The Tanith locals were studying, too. In the first year, Trask htmkigad the more
intelligent boys of ten to twelve from each community and begun teaching lthem
the past year, he had sent the most intelligent of them offdamm@o school. In
another five years, they'd be coming home to teach; in the meantimease
bringing teachers to Tanith from Gram. There was a school at tdvadeand
others in some of the larger villages, and at Rivington there wrasthing that
could almost be called a college. In another ten years or so, Wanittl be able to
pretend to the status of civilization.

If only Andray Dunnan and his ships didn't come too soon. They would be beaten
off, he was confident of that; but the damage Tanith would take, idefemnse,
would set back his work for years. He knew all too well what Sp@dag ships

could do to a planet. He'd have to find Dunnan's base, smash it, deststyphis

kill the man himself, first. Not to avenge that murder six yegs on Gram; that

was long ago and far away, and Elaine was vanished, and so was #seTlrask

who had loved and lost her. What mattered now was planting and nurturing
civilization on Tanith.

But where would he find Dunnan, in two hundred billion cubic light-years? Dunnan
had no such problem. He knew where his enemy was.

And Dunnan was gathering strength. Y& Yq Captain Vann Humfort; she had
been reported twice, once in company with 8tarhopper and once with the
Enterprise She bore a blazon of a feminine hand dangling a planet by a string from
one finger; a good ship, and an able, ruthless captain.Bbhde she and the
Enterprisehad made a raid on Ithunn. The Gilgameshers had settled there and one
of their ships had brought that story in.

And he recruited two ships at once on Melkarth, and there was a goaf deeth
about that among the Tanith Space Vikings.

Melkarth was strictly a poultry planet. Its people had sunk to thageitpeasant
level; they had no wealth worth taking or carrying away. It was, howavelace
where a ship could be set down, and there were women, and the |atalst hast

the art of distillation, and made potent liquors. A crew could haveéhiere, much

less expensively than on a regular Viking base planet, and for thedhstears a[Pg 85
Captain Nial Burrik, of thd-ortuna, had been occupying it, taking his ship out for
occasional quick raids and spending most of the time living from day tdrdagta

on the local level. Once in a while, a Gilgamesher would come $ee if he had
anything to trade. It was a Gilgamesher who brought the story to Tanght was
almost two years old when he told it.

"We heard it from the people of the planet, the ones who live wharé&Bad his
base. First, there was a trading ship came in. You may havedfdeed she is the
one called thélonest Horris"

Trask laughed at that. Her captain, Horris Sasstroff, calleddif "Hones< Horris,"
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a misnomer which he had also bestowed on his ship. He was a tradetsoEven
the Gilgameshers despised him, and not even a Gilgamesher would keavea ta
wretched craft like thélonest Horristo space.

"He had been to Melkarth before," the Gilgamesher said. "He amdkBare
friends.” He pronounced that like a final and damning judgment of both of them.
"The story the locals told our brethren of #eirdealerwas that thédonest Horris

was landed beside Burrik's ship for ten days, when two other shigsinaifhey

said one had the blue crescent badge, and the other bore a green reapsigr |
from one star to another."

The Enterpriseand theStarhopper He wondered why they'd gone to a planet like
Melkarth. Maybe they knew in advance whom they'd find there.

"The locals thought there would be fighting, but there was not. There \gasat
feast, of all four crews. Then everything of value was loaded aboafebttuna,

and all four ships lifted and spaced out together. They said Burrikdéfing of
any worth whatever behind; they were much disappointed at that."

"Have any of them been back since?"
All three Gilgameshers, captain, exec, and priest, shook theishea

"Captain Gurrash of thBairdealer said it had been over a year before his ship put
in there. He could still see where the landing legs of the shipprieaded into the
ground, but the locals said they had not been back."

That made two more ships about which inquiries must be made. He wibridera
moment, why in Gehenna Dunnan would want ships like that; they must heke t
Space Scourgand theLamiaas he had first seen them look like units of the Royal
Navy of Excalibur. Then he became frightened, with an irrationabgpéctive
fright at what might have happened. It could have, too, at any tinhe ilast year
and a half; either or both of those ships could have come in on Tanith talgnple
unsuspected. It was only by the sheerest accident that he had found outowye
about them.

Everybody else thought it was a huge joke. They thought it would be a bigger joke
if Dunnan sent those ships to Tanith now, when they were warned and oeafRg B6]
them.

There were other things to worry about. One was the altering attatides
Majesty Angus |. When theSpace Scourgeeturned, the newly-titled Baron
Valkanhayn brought with him, along with the princely title and the conmomsss
Viceroy of Tanith, a most cordial personal audiovisual greeting, @aahfriendly.
Angus had made it seated at his desk, bare headed and smoking aciflaestine
which had come on the next ship out was just as cordial, but the Kingnatas
smoking and wore a small gold-circled cap-of-maintenance. By thethieyehad
three ships in service on scheduled three-month arrivals, a yeartaifilater, he
was speaking from his throne, wearing his crown and employing the fisimpe
plural for himself and finally the third person singular for Traskti8yend of the
fourth year, there was no audiovisual message from him in person, stiifl a
complaint from Rovard Grauffis to the effect that His Majdstyit unseemly for a
subject to address his sovereign while seated, even by audiovisualwahis
accompanied L a rather apologetic personal message from Gr—now Prime

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Page81 of 16t

Minister—to the effect that His Majesty felt compelled tondtan his royal dignity
at all times, and that, after all, there was a differeme®veen the position and
dignity of the Duke of Wardshaven and that of the Planetary King of Gram.

Prince Trask of Tanith couldn't quite see it. The King was simply fiise
nobleman of the planet. Even kings like Rodolf of Excalibur or Napolyon of
Flamberge didn't try to be anything more. Thereafter, he addressecéisgs
and reports to the Prime Minister, always with a personal mesga which
Grauffis replied in kind.

Not only the form but also the content of the messages from Gram wrderw
change. His Majesty was most dissatisfied. His Majesty deaply disappointed.

His Majesty felt that His Majesty's colonial realm of Tamnths not contributing
sufficiently to the Royal Exchequer. And his Majesty felt that Rrificask was
placing entirely too much emphasis upon trade and not enough upon raiding; after
all, why barter with barbarians when it was possible to take yhatvanted from

them by force?

And there was the matter of tBéue CometCount Lionel of Newhaven's ship. His
Majesty was most displeased that the Count of Newhaven was traidiingamith

from his own spaceport. All goods from Tanith should pass through the
Wardshaven spaceport.

"Look, Rovard," he told the audiovisual camera which was recording plis tiee
Grauffis. "You saw the&Space Scourgehen she came in, didn't you? That's what
happens to a ship that raids a planet where there's anything worth Bdavaulf

is lousy with fissionables; they'll give us all the plutonium we carm,loa
exchange for gadolinium, which we sell them at about twice SwordeMpoides. [Pg 87
We trade plutonium on Amaterasu for gadolinium, and get it for abouShalfd-

World prices." He pressed the stop-button, until he could remembenttient
formula. "You may quote me as saying that whoever has advised Histidjat

that isn't good business is no friend to His Majesty or to the Realm.

"As for the complaint about thBlue Cometas long as she is owned and operated
by the Count of Newhaven, who is a stockholder in the Tanith Adventur&ashe
every right to trade here."

He wondered why His Majesty didn't stop Lionel of Newhaven from sending the
Blue Comebut from Gram. He found out from her skipper, the next time she came
in.

"He doesn't dare, that's why. He's King as long as the great lord3dik& Lionel

and Joris of Bigglersport and Alan of Northport want him to be. Count Livael
more men and more guns and contragravity than he has, now, and that's Wwehout t
help he'd get from everybody else. Everything's quiet on Gram now, even the war
on Southmain Continent's stopped. Everybody wants to keep it that way. Even
King Angus isn't crazy enough to do anything to start a war. Ncanyhow.
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"Not yet?"

The captain of th®&lue Cometwho was one of Count Lionel's vassal barons, was
silent for a moment.

"You ought to know, Prince Trask," he said. "Andray Dunnan's grandmother was
the King's mother. Her father was old Baron Zarvas of Blackcliie was what

was called an invalid, the last twenty years of his life.was always attended by
two male nurses about the size of Otto Harkaman. He was alisto d4ze slightly
eccentric.”

The unfortunate grandfather of Duke Angus had always been a subjectopte pe
avoided. The unfortunate grandfather of King Angus was probably a subject
everybody who valued their necks avoided.

Lothar Ffayle had also come out on Blae CometHe was just as outspoken.

"I'm not going back. I'm transferring most of the funds of the Bank of \Wavds
out here; from now on, it'll be a branch of the Bank of Tanith. Thighisre the
business is being done. It's getting impossible to do business aW&irdshaven.
What little business there is to do."

"Just what's been happening?"

"Well, taxation, first. It seems the more money came in fhene, the higher taxes
got on Gram. Discriminatory taxes, too; pinched the small landholding and
industrial barons and favored a few big ones. Baron Spasso and his crowd."

"Baron Spasso, how?"

Ffayle nodded. "Of about half of Glaspyth. A lot of the Glaspyth baromgHes
baronies—some of them their heads—after Duke Omfray was run owertiss
there was a plot against the life of His Majesty. It was esghdsy the zeal andPg 88
vigilance of Sir Garvan Spasso, who was elevated to the peeragenarded with

the lands of the conspirators.”

"You said business was bad, as business?"

Ffayle nodded again. "The big Tanith boom has busted. It got oversold; everybody
wanted in on it. And they should never have built those two last ships, the
Speedwelland theGoodhope the return on them didn't justify it. Then, you're
creating your own industries and building your own equipment and armament here;
that's caused a slump in industry on Gram. I'm glad Lavina Karvalemasgh
money invested to live on. And finally, the consumers' goods market iaggett
flooded with stuff that's coming in from here and competing with Gram tndus

Well, that was understandable. One of the ships that made thie-¢hptto Gram

would carry enough in her strong rooms, in gold and jewels and the like, & pay
handsome profit on the voyage. The bulk-goods that went into the cargo holds was
practically taking a free ride, so anything on hand, stuff that nobody would
ordinarily think of shipping in interstellar trade, went aboard. A taeusand foot
freighter had a great deal of cargo space.

Baron Trask of Traskon hadn't even begun to realise what Tanith be going to
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cost Gram. [Pg 89]

XVII

As might be expected, the Beowulfers finished their hypership fitsty had
started with everything but a little know-how which had been quickly learned.
Amaterasu had had to begin by creating the industry they needed to theeate
industry they needed to build a ship. The Beowulf ship—she was ndikiad's
Gift—came in on Tanith five and a half years after themesisand the
Space Scourgbad raided Beowulf; her skipper had fought a normal-drive ship in
that battle. Beside plutonium and radioactive isotopes, she cargedeaal cargo

of the sort of luxury-goods unique to Beowulf which could always find a market
interstellar trade.

After selling the cargo and depositing the money in the Bank of Tanélskipper

of the Viking's Giftwanted to know where he could find a good planet to raid. They
gave him a list, none too tough but all slightly above the chicken-stéaliely and
another list of planets he waset to raid; planets with which Tanith was trading.

Six months later they learned that he had showed up on Khepera, withtiadych
were now trading, and had flooded the market there with plundered textiles
hardware, ceramics and plastics. He had bought -meat and hide
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"You see what you did, now?" Harkaman clamored. "You thought you were
making a customer; what you made was a competitor.”

"What | made was an ally. If we ever do find Dunnan's planet, me2itl a fleet to
take it. A couple of Beowulf ships would help. You know them; you fought them
too." [Pg92]

Harkaman had other worries. While cruisingGorisande 1] he had come in on
Vitharr, one of the planets where Tanith ships traded, to find righaided by a
Space Viking ship based on Xochitl. He had fought a short but furious dtop;ac
battering the invader until he was glad to hyper out. Then he had goneydiectl
Xochitl, arriving on the heels of the ship he had beaten, and had hadbotbut
with the captain and Prince Viktor, serving them with an ultimatuteave Tanith
trade-planets alone in the future.

"How did they take it?" Trask asked, when he returned to report.

"Just about the way you would have. Viktor said his people were Spaceg¥/iki
not Gilgameshers. | told him we weren't Gilgameshers, eiteene@ find out on
Xochitl the next time one of his ships raided one of our planets. Arg®og to

back me up? Of course, you can always send Prince Viktor my headhand a

apology—"

"If I have to send him anything, I'll send him a sky full of ships apthaet full of
hellburners. You did perfectly right, Otto; exactly what I'd have done in your
place.”

There the matter rested. There were no more raids by Xoclgd shiany of their
trade-planets. No mention of the incident was made in any of thegeyagmtt back
to Gram. The Gram situation was deteriorating rapidly enough. Fitladlye was
an audiovisual message from Angus himself; he was seated on his theaingg

his crown, and he began speaking from the screen abruptly:

"We, Angus, King of Gram and Tanith, are highly displeased with our ctubje
Lucas, Prince and Viceroy of Tanith; we consider ourselves very badlgdsby
Prince Trask. We therefore command him to return to Gram, amtérdo us
account of his administration of our colony and realm of Tanith."

After some hasty preparations, Trask recorded a reply. Heittiag sn a throne,
himself, and he wore a crown just as ornate as King Angus', andafolvege and
black Imhotep furs.

"We, Lucas, Prince of Tanith,"” he began, "are quite willing ttnawledge the
suzerainty of the King of Gram, formerly Duke of Wardshaven. It iseaunest
desire, if possible, to remain at peace and friendship with thg &fi Gram, and to
carry on trade relations with him and with his subjects.

"We must, however, reject absolutely any efforts on his part tatdithe internal
policies of our realm of Tanith. It is our earnest hope,"—dammig kaid
"earnest," he should have thought of some other word—"that no act on ttué part
his Majesty the King of Gram will create any breach in thenfiship existing
between his realm and oul
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Three months later, the next ship, which had left Gram while Kimgus' [Pg 93]
summons was still in hyperspace, brought Baron Rathmore. Shaking hands with
him as he left the landing craft, Trask wanted to know if he'd bemnosit as the

new Viceroy. Rathmore started to laugh and ended by cursing vilely.

"No. I've come out to offer my sword to the King of Tanith," he said.

"Prince of Tanith, for the time being,” Trask corrected. "Therdwhowever, is
most acceptable. | take it you've had all of our blessed sovereign you can
stomach?"

"Lucas, you have enough ships and men here to take Gram," Rathmore said.
"Proclaim yourself King of Tanith and then lay claim to the thronerahGand the
whole planet would rise for you."

Rathmore had lowered his voice, but even so the open landing stage waseao pl
for this sort of talk. He said so, ordered a couple of the logalsllect Rathmore's
luggage, and got him into a hall-car, taking him down to his living quaAées.
they were in private, Rathmore began again:

"It's more than anybody can stand! There isn't one of the old great nobitigsh&
alienated, or one of the minor barons, the landholders and industridiesiseople

who were always the backbone of Gram. And it goes from them down to the
commonfolk. Assessments on the lords, taxes on the people, inflateetiothe
taxes, high prices, debased coinage. Everybody's being beggared except this rabbl
of new lords he has around him, and that slut of a wife and her greediKkirif

Trask stiffened. "You're not speaking of Queen Flavia, are you?" hd sekby.

Rathmore's mouth opened slightly. "Great Satan, don't you know? No, of course
not; the news would have come on the same ship | did. Why, Angus divorced
Flavia. He claimed that she was incapable of giving him an hdretéthrone. He
remarried immediately."

The girl's name meant nothing to Trask; he did know of her father,renBa
Valdiva. He was lord of a small estate south of the Ward landswaest of
Newhaven. Most of his people were out-and-out bandits and cattlesusther he
was as close to being one himself as he could get.

"Nice family he's married into. A credit to the dignity of theotie."

"Yes. You wouldn't know this Lady-Demoiselle Evita; she was only seeant
when you left Gram, and hadn't begun to acquire a reputation outside h€s fathe
lands. She's made up for lost time since, though. And she has enoughamacles
aunts and cousins and ex-lovers and what-not to fill out an infantry neigierel
every one of them's at court with both hands out to grab everything they can."

"How does Duke Joris like this?" The Duke of Bigglersport was Quésnals
brother. "I daresay he's less than deligh [Pg 94]
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"He's hiring mercenaries, is what he's doing, and buying combat contragravit
Lucas, why don't you come back? You have no idea what a reputation you have on
Gram, now. Everybody would rally to you."

He shook his head, "I have a throne, here on Tanith. On Gram | wamgdtm

sorry for the way Angus turned out, | thought he'd make a good King. But since
he's made an intolerable King, the lords and people of Gram will bayet rid of

him for themselves. | have my own tasks, here."

Rathmore shrugged. "I was afraid that would be it," he said. Weffered my
sword; | won't take it back. | can help you in what you're doing on Tanith."

The captain of the free Space Vikimpmnthingwas named Roger-fan-Morvill
Esthersan, which meant that he was some Sword-Worlder's acknowledtgd ba
by a woman of one of the Old Federation planets. His mother's peoptehaud
been Nergalers; he had coarse black hair, a mahogany-brown skin, dmmdwed
almost maroon, eyes. He tasted the wine the robot poured for him amrdsegr
appreciation, then began unwrapping the parcel he had brought in.

"Something | found while raiding on Tetragrammaton,” he said. "I thought you
might like to have it. It was made on Gram."

It was an automatic pistol, with a belt and holster. The leathasrbisonoid-hide;
the buckle of the belt was an oval enameled with a crescentblp@lieon black.
The pistol was a plain 10-mm military model with grooved plastipsgron the
receiver it bore the stamp of the House of Hoylbar, the fireanarsufacturers of
Glaspyth. Evidently it was one of the arms Duke Omfray had providedridras

Dunnan's original mercenary company.

"Tetragrammaton?" He glanced over to the Big Board; there was vioyseeport
from that planet. "How long ago?"

"I'd say about three hundred hours. | came from there directly, hess ttvo
hundred and fifty hours. Dunnan's ships had left the planet three days Ibgdbre
there."

That was practically sizzling hot. Well, something like that latappen, sooner
or later. The Space Viking was asking him if he knew what sort pfaee
Tetragrammaton was.

Neobarbarian, trying to recivilize in a crude way. Small populationcentrated

on one continent; farming and fisheries. A little heavy industry, malsvay, at a
couple of towns. They had some nuclear power, introduced a century or so ago by
traders from Marduk, one of the really civilized planets. They d¢ipbended on
Marduk for fissionables; their export product was an abominably-smelling
vegetable oil which furnished the base for delicate perfumeswhaiuh nobody [Pg 93]
was ever able to synthesize prope
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"l heard they had steel mills in operation, now," the half-breedeSygaang said.

"It seems that somebody on Rimmon has just re-invented the railnoddhey
need more steel than they can produce for themselves. | thought I'd raid
Tetragrammaton for steel and trade it on Rimmon for a load of héeaeWhen |
got there, though, the whole planet was in a mess; not raiding, butwzaton
destruction. The locals were just digging themselves out of it whatmdéd. Some

of them, who didn't think they had anything at all left to lose, gave fight |
captured a few of them, to find out what had happened. One of thernataguistol;

he said he'd taken it off a Space Viking he'd killed. The ships tligir#nem were
the Enterpriseand theYo-Yo | knew you'd want to hear about it. | got some of the
locals' stories on tape."

"Well, thank you. I'll want to hear those tapes. Now, you say you w5t
"Well, I haven't any money. That's why | was going to raid Tetragraomia

"Nifflheim with the money; your cargo's paid for already. This," &iel,stouching
the pistol, "and whatever's on the tapes."

They played off the tapes that evening. They weren't particularly iatoren The
locals who had been interrogated hadn't been in actual contact with Dunnan's
people except in combat. The man who had been carrying -mm Hoylbar was
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the best witness of the lot, and he knew little. He had caught otherof alone,

shot him from behind with a shotgun, taken his pistol, and then gotten away as
quickly as he could. They had sent down landing craft, it seemed, anthegid
wanted to trade; then something must have happened, nobody knew what, and they
had begun a massacre and sacked the town. After returning to thejrtlséyplsad
opened fire with nuclear missiles.

"Sounds like Dunnan,” Hugh Rathmore said in disgust. "He just wentr&idisc
The bad blood of Blackcliffe."

"There are funny things about this," Boake Valkanhayn said. "I'd saysitawa
terror-raid, but who in Gehenna was he trying to terrorize?"

"I wondered about that, too." Harkaman frowned. "This town where rdeda
seems, such as it was, to have been the planetary capital.justelanded,
pretending friendship, which | can't see why they needed to pretend, anddhen be
looting and massacring. There wasn't anything of real value thieteg\atook was

what the men could carry themselves or stuff into their landing, enad they did

that because they have what amounts to a religious taboo against langdimgie [P9 96,
and leaving without stealing something. The real loot was at thesether towns;

a steel mill and big stocks of steel at one, and all that skunk-agpt the other.

So what did they do? They dropped a five-megaton bomb on each one, and blew
both of them to Em-See-Square. That was a terror-raid pure apdesibut as
Boake inquires, just who were they terrorizing? If there were ib&s somewhere

else on the planet, it would figure. But there aren't. They blewheutwo biggest
cities, and all the loot in them."

"Then they wanted to terrorize somebody off the planet.”
"But nobody'd hear about it off-planet,” somebody protested.

"The Mardukans would; they trade with Tetragrammaton,” the acknowledged
bastard of somebody named Morvill said. "They have a couple of shipsra yea
there."

"That's right," Trask agreed. "Marduk."

"You mean, you think Dunnan's trying to terroriddarduk?" Valkanhayn [Pg 97
demanded. "Great Satan, even he isn't crazy enough for that!"

Baron Rathmore started to say something about what Andray Dunnan wgas craz
enough to do, and what his uncle was crazy enough to do. It was just one of the
cracks he had been making since he'd come to Tanith and didn't have to look over
his shoulder while he was making them.

"l think he is, too," Trask said. "I think that is exactly whatidhéoing. Don't ask
me why; as Otto is fond of remarking, he's crazy and we aren't, angivba him
an advantage. But what have we gotten, since those GilgamesHtears &dlout his
picking up Burrik's ship and trHonest Horrie? Until today, we've heard nothir
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from any other Space Viking. What we have gotten was stories frigan@@shers
about raids on planets where they trade, and every one of them is @lsoet
where Marduk ships trade. And in every case, there has beenolittiething
reported about valuable loot taken. The stories are all about wantonuatherous
bombings. | think Andray Dunnan is making war on Marduk."

"Then he's crazier than his grandfather and his uncle both!" Rathnexde c

"You mean, he's making a string of terror-raids on their trade-pjamgpéng to

pull the Mardukan space-navy away from the home planet?" Harkaman had
stopped being incredulous. "And when he gets them all lured away, he'llanake
fast raid?"

"That's what | think. Remember our fundamental postulate: Dunnan 7y. cra
Remember how he convinced himself that he was the rightful heir tduite
crown of Wardshaven?" And remember his insane passion for Elaimejshed
that thought hastily from him. "Now, he's convinced that he's the grexpese
Viking in history. He has to do something worthy of that distinction. Whentha
last time anybody attacked a civilized planet? | don't mean Gilgarh@sban a
planet like Marduk."

"A hundred and twenty years ago; Prince Havilgar of Haulteclershgps, against
Aton. Two ships got back. He didn't. Nobody's tried it since,” Harkamaian s

"So Dunnan the Great will do it. | hope he tries," he surprisedetiirhg adding.
"That's provided I find out what happened. Then | could stop thinking about him."

There was a time when he had dreaded the possibility that somebodyghs&ill
Dunnan before he could.

XVIII

Seshat, Obidicut, Lugaluru, Audhumla.

The young man elevated by his father's death in the Dunnan raid to the post of
hereditary President of the democratic Republic of Tetragrammatbhe®m sure[Pg 98]
that the Marduk ships which came to his planet traded also on those. Hdte

been some difficulty about making contact, and the first face-w1faeeting had
begun in an atmosphere of bitter distrust on his part. They had met daorst
around them, spread wrecked and burned buildings, and hastily constructed huts
and shelters, and wide spaces of charred and slagged rubble.

"They blew up the steel mill here, and the oil-refinery at Jannsiitvey bombed
and strafed the little farm-towns and villages. They scatteadtactives that
kiled as many as the bombing. And after they had gone away, this diper s
came."

"The Damnthin¢? She bore the head of a beast with three ve horns?
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"That's the one. They did a little damage, at first. When theaicafatund out what
had happened to us, he left some food and medicines for us." Roger-faii-Mor
Esthersan hadn't mentioned that.

"Well, we'd like to help you, if we can. Do you have nuclear powerZaviegive

you a little equipment. Just remember it of us, when you're back on ywuwks||

be back to trade later. But don't think you owe us anything. The man who did this
to you is my enemy. Now, | want to talk to every one of your people wheettan

me anything at all...."

Seshat was the closest; they went there first. They werat@oSeshat had had it
already, and on the evidence of the radioactivity counters, not too long@ago. F
hundred hours at most. There had been two hellburners; the cities ontkdych
had fallen were still-smoking pits literally burned into the ground andbéaeock
below, at the center of five hundred mile radii of slag and laveseothed earth

and burned forests. There had been a planetbuster; it had startegora ma
earthquake. And half a dozen thermonuclears. There were probably deite a
survivors—a human planetary population is extremely hard to exterminate
completely—but within a century they'd be back to the loincloth and the stone
hatchet.

"We don't even know Dunnan did it, personally,” Paytrik Morland said. "Faereal
know, he's down in an air-tight cave city on some planet nobody ever heard of,
sitting on a golden throne, surrounded by a harem."

He had begun to suspect that Dunnan was doing something of just the sort. The
Greatest Space Viking of History would naturally found a Space Vikmgre.

"An emperor goes out to look his empire over, now and then; | don't speng all
time on Tanith. Say we try Audhumla next. It's the farthest away.mMght get

there while he's still shooting up Obidicut and Lugaluru. Guatt, figueejuisip for
it." [Pg 99]

When the colored turbulence washed away and the screen cleared, Audhumla
looked like Tanith or Khepera or Amaterasu or any other Terra-typetpkahég

disk brilliant with reflected sunlight and glowing with starlit and mdonl
atmosphere on the other. There was a single rather large moon,natit i
telescopic screen, the usual markings of seas and continents arsl ancer
mountain-ranges. But there was nothing to show....

Oh, yes; lights on the darkened side, and from the size they mustt lugtieas All
the available data for Audhumla was long out of date; a consideraflization
must have developed in the last half dozen centuries.

Another light appeared, a hard blue-white spark that spread into a, lEge
brilliant yellow light. At the same time, all the alarm-desan the command-room
went into a pandemonium of jangling and flashing and squawking and howling and
shouting. Radiation. Energy-release. Contragravity distortion efféotsa-red
output. A welter of indecipherable radio and communication-screen sigredlar

and scanner-ray beams from the planet.

Trask's fist began hurting; he found that he had been pounding the desk in front of
him with it. He stopped
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"We caught him, we caught him!" he was yelling hoarsely. "Full spaed
continuous acceleration, as much as we can stand. We'll worry abeldrdéng
when we're in shooting distance."

The planet grew steadily larger; Karffard was taking him atvwasd about
continuous acceleration. There'd be a Gehenna of a bill to pay when dhey st
decelerating. On the planet, more bombs were going off just outsidestare
beyond the sunset line.

"Ship observed. Altitude about a hundred to five hundred miles—hundreds, not
thousands—35° North Latitude, 15° west of the sunset line. Ship is unéer fir
bomb explosions near her," a voice whooped.

Somebody else was yelling that the city lights were really burniregcar burning
forests. The first voice, having stopped, broke in again:

"Ship is visible in telescopic screen, just at the sunsetAind.there's another ship
detected but not visible, somewhere around the equator, and a thichoawrsere
out of sight, we can just get the fringe of her contragravity fieddrad the planet.”

That meant there were two sides, and a fight. Unless Dunnan had pjlkethird

ship, somewhere. The telescopic view shifted; for a moment theetplaas
completely off-screen, and then its curvature came into the sagsenst a star-
scattered background. They were almost in to two thousand miles nofkgréar

was Yyelling to stop acceleration and trying to put the ship into a Smibat
Suddenly they caught a glimpse of one of the ships. [Pg 100]

"She's in trouble." That was Paul Koreff's voice. "She's |leakingnairwater vapor
like crazy."

"Well, is she a good guy or a bad guy?" Morland was yelling back, as though
Koreff's spectroscopes could distinguish. Koreff ignored that.

"Another ship making signal,” he said. "She's the one coming up over therequat
Sword-World impulse code; her communication-screen combination, and an
identify-yourself."

Karffard punched out the combination as Koreff furnished it. While KTveas
desperately willing his face into immobility, the screen lightédvdsn't Andray
Dunnan; that was a disappointment. It was almost as good, though. Hmsriagnc
Sir Nevil Ormm.

"Well, Sir Nevil! A pleasant surprise,” he heard himself sgyl'We last met on the
terrace at Karvall House, did we not?"

For once, the paper-white face of Andray Dunnafwse damnéeshowed
expression, but whether it was fear, surprise, shock, hatred, amgevhat
combination of them, Trask could no more than guess.

"Trask! Satan curse you ...!"

Then the screen went blank. In the telescopic screen, the otlpecaie on
unfalteringly. Paul Koreff, who had gotten more data on mass, engingyener
output and dimensions, was identifying her asEnterprise.
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"Well, go for her! Give her everything!"

They didn't need the order; Vann Larch was speaking rapidly into his hand-phone,
and Alvyn Karffard was hurling his voice all over tNemesiswarning of sudden
deceleration and direction change, and while he was speaking, things in the
command room began sliding. In the telescopic screen, the other shipaiveg
visible; he could see the oval patch of black with the blue cresaedtjn his
screen Dunnan would be seeing the sword-impaled skull dfeheesis

If only he could be sure Dunnan was there to see it. If it had only Deenan's
face, instead of Ormm's, that he had seen in the screenwas,ithe couldn't be
sure, and if one of the missiles that were already going out mhddyahit, he

might never be sure. He didn't care who killed Dunnan, or how. All heedraveis

to know that Dunnan's death had set him free from a self-assumedioblidpet

was now meaningless to him.

The Enterprise launched counter-missiles; so did tiNemesis There were
momentarily unbearable flashes of pure energy and from them globes of
incandescence spread and vanished. Something must have gotten through; red
lights flashed on the damage board. It had been something heavy enough d%eriGb
jolt the huge mass of tHéemesisAt the same time, the other ship took a hit from
something that would have vaporized her had she not been armored in collapsium
Then, as they passed close together, guns hammered back and forth dhong wit
missiles, and then tHenterprisewas out of sight around the horizon.

Another ship, the size of Otto Harkama@@risande 1] was approaching; she bore

a tapering, red-nailed feminine hand dangling a planet by a string. Tikbgdr
toward each other, planting a garden of evanescent fire-flowersdretivem; they
pounded one another with guns, and then they sped apart. At the sameatime, P
Koreff was picking up an impulse-code signal from the third, cripp; a
screen combination. Trask punched it out as he received it.

A man in space armor was looking out of the screen. That wasflibdy ihad to
suit up in the command room. They still had air; his helmet wasbaffjt was
attached and hinged back. On his breastplate was a device of a drapealske
perched with its tail around a planet, and a crown above. He had ahittA,
cheeked face, with a vertical wrinkle between his eyes, andpped! blond
mustache.

"Who are you, stranger. You're fighting my enemies; does that make yiend'f

"I'm a friend of anybody who owns Andray Dunnan his enemy. Sword-World ship
Nemesisl'm Prince Lucas Trask of Tanith, commanding."

"Royal Mardukan ship/ictrix." The thin-faced man gave a wry laugh. "Not been
living up to her name so well. I'm Prince Simon Bentrik, commanding."

"Are you still battl-worthy?'
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"We can fire about half our guns; we still have a few mis&tsSeventy per cent
of the ship's sealed off, and we've been holed in a dozen places. Weokare
enough for lift and some steering-way. We can't make lateralexegpt at the
expense of lift."

Which made thé/ictrix practically a stationary target. He yelled over his shoulder
at Karffard to cut speed all he could without tearing things apart.

"When that cripple comes into view, start circling around herirGeta tight circle
above her." He turned back to the man in the screen. "If we caougstlves
slowed down enough, we'll do all we can to cover you."

"All you can is all you can; thank you, Prince Trask."

"Here comes theEnterprisd” Karffard shouted, with obscenely blasphemous
embellishments. "She hairpinned on us."

"Well, do something about her!"

Vann Larch was already doing it. Tl#nterprise had taken damage in the last
exchange; Koreff's spectroscopes showed her halo-ed with air andragader Her
instruments would be getting the same story from Neenesis wedge-shaped[Pg 102]
segments extending six to eight decks in were sealed off in seaasplrhen the

only thing that could be seen with certainty was the blaze of mutuatyogieng
missiles between. The short-range gun duel began and ended as they passed.

In the screen, he had seen a fat round-nosed thing come up fro¥fcthe,

curving far out ahead of the passiagterprise She was almost out of sight around

the planet when she ran head-on into it, and vanished in an awesaeeHaaa
moment, he thought she had been destroyed, then she lurched into sight and went
around the curvature of Audhumla.

Trask and the Mardukan were shaking hands with themselves at eacim otiear
screens; everybody in tidemesiscommand room was screaming: "Well shot,
Victrix! Well shot!"

Then theYo-Yowas coming around again, and Vann Larch was saying, "Gehenna
with this fooling around! I'll fix the expurgated unprintability!"

He yelled orders—a jumble of code letters and numbers—and things began going
out. Most of them blew up in space. Then Y& Yoblew up, very quietly, as
things do where there is no air to carry shock-and sound-waves, brikamtly.

There was brief daylight all over the night side of the planet.

"That was our planetbuster,” Larch said. "l don't know what we'lbnd@unnan.”
"l didn't know we had one," Trask admitted.

"Otto had a couple built on Beowulf. The Beowulfers are good nt
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weaponeers."

The Enterprisecame back, hastily, to see what had blown up. Larch put off another
entertainment of small stuff, with a fifty megaton thermonucleawscreen-
piloted, among them. It had its own arsenal of small missifesjtayot through. In

the telescopic screen, a jagged hole was visible just belowqtntoe of the
Enterprise the edges curling outward. Something, possibly a heavy missile in an
open tube, ready for launching, had gone off inside her. What the insidesbiiphe
was like, or how many of her company were still alive, was hagdéss.

There were some, and her launchers were still spewing out emis$ihey were
intercepted and blew up. The hull of tBaterprisebulked huge in the guidance-
screen of the missile and filled it; the jagged crater thatoditerated the bottom
of Dunnan's blue crescent blazon spread to fill the whole screenciiden svent
milky white as the pickup went off.

All the other screens blazed briefly, until their filters went Even afterward, they
glared like the cloud-veiled sun of Gram at high noon. Finally, whenighé |
intensity had dropped and the filters went off, there was nothing letheof[Pg 103
Enterprisebut an orange haze.

Somebody—Paytrik, Baron Morland, he saw—was pounding him on the back and
screaming inarticulately in his ear. A dozen space-armored sffiggh planet-
perched dragons on their breasts were crowding beside Prince Bertlhékscreen

from theVictrix, whooping like drunken bisonoid-herders on payday night.

"I wonder," he said, almost inaudibly, "if I'll ever know if Andray Dunmveas on
that ship."

XIX

Prince Trask of Tanith and Prince Simon Bentrik were dining togethan apper
terrace of what had originally been the mansion house of a Federatiod pe
plantation. It had been a number of other things since; now it wasuhigipal
building of a town that had grown around it, which had, somehow, escaped
undamaged from the Dunnan blitz. Normally about five or ten thousand, tlee plac
was now jammed with almost fifty thousand homeless refugees frdma kdalzen
other towns that had been destroyed, overflowing the buildings and crowdirgg into
sprawling camp of hastily built huts and shelters, and already penimaumi&lings

were going up to accommodate them. Everybody, locals, Mardukans and Space
Vikings, had been busy with the work of relief and reconstruction; thsstie first

meal the two commanders had been able to share in any leisuite Rtinee
Bentrik's enjoyment of it was somewhat impaired by the fact tbat fvhere he sat

he could see, in the distance, the sphere of his disabled ship.

"l doubt we can get her ¢planet again, let alone into hyperspa
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"Well, we'll get you and your crew to Marduk in thNemesisthen.”" They were
both speaking loudly, above the clank, and clatter of machinery below. "lyoope
didn't think I'd leave you stranded here."

"I don't know how either of us will be received. Space Vikings haven't évesrtly
popular on Marduk, lately. They may thank you for bringing me back to stand
trial," Bentrik said bitterly. "Why, I'd have anybody shot who let hip gfeit caught

as | did mine. Those two were down in atmosphere before | knew they&amdm

of hyperspace."

"I think they were down on the planet before your ship arrived."”

"Oh, that's ridiculous, Prince Trask!" the Mardukan cried. "You ¢aaé a ship on
a planet. Not from the kind of instruments we have in the Royal Navy."

"We have pretty fair detection ourselves," Trask reminded him.réldene place
where you can do it. At the bottom of an ocean, with a thousand or suf feater

over her. That's where | was going to hide Memesisif | got here ahead of
Dunnan." [Pg 104]

Prince Bentrik's fork stopped half way to his mouth. He loweredvtlglto his
plate. That was a theory he'd like to accept, if he could.

"But the locals. They didn't know about it."

"They wouldn't. They have no off-planet detection of their own. Come icthjire
over the ocean, out of the sun, and nobody'd see the ship."

"Is that a regular Space Viking trick?"

"No. | invented it myself, on the way from Seshat. But if Dunnan edrio
ambush your ship, he'd have thought of it, too. It's the only practical vaayitd

Dunnan, or Nevil Ormm; he wished he knew, and was afraid he would go on
wishing all his life.

Bentrik started to pick up his fork again, changed his mind, and sippedhfsom
wineglass instead.

"You may find you're quite welcome on Marduk, at that," he said. "Thesds

have only been a serious problem in the last four years. | belieyeuaso, that

this enemy of yours is responsible for all of them. We have haRdlyal Navy out

now, patrolling our trade-planets. Even if he wasn't aboar8nkerprisewhen you

blew her up, you've put a name on him and can tell us a good deal about &im." H
set down the wineglass. "Why, if it weren't so utterly ridiculaarse might even
think he was making war on Marduk."

From Trask's viewpoint, it wasn't ridiculous at all. He merelyntioeed that
Andray Dunnan was psychotic and let it go at that.
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The Victrix was not completely unrepairable, although quite beyond the resources
at hand. A fully equipped engineer-ship from Marduk could patch her hull and
replace her Dilinghams and her Abbot lift-and-drive engines and make he
temporarily spaceworthy, until she could be gotten to a shipyard. They
concentrated on repairing theemesisand in another two weeks she was ready for
the voyage.

The six hundred hour trip to Marduk passed pleasantly enough. The Mardukan
officers were good company, and found their Space Viking opposite numbers
equally so. The two crews had become used to working together on Audhumla, and
mingled amicably off watch, interesting themselves in each other'sdsobhd
listening avidly to tales of each other's home planets. The Spamey¥iwere
surprised and disappointed at the somewhat lower intellectual leveheof
Mardukans. They couldn't understand that; Marduk was supposed to be accivilize
planet, wasn't it? The Mardukans were just as surprised, and thdindoe
resentful, that the Space Vikings all acted and talked like offiddearing of it,
Prince Bentrik was also puzzled. Fo'c'sle hands on a Mardukan ship belonged
definitely to the lower orders.

"There's still too much free land and free opportunity on the Sworded/oiTrask [Pg 105
explained. "Nobody does much bowing and scraping to the class above him; he's
too busy trying to shove himself up into it. And the men who ship out as Space
Vikings are the least class-conscious of the lot. Think my men meyth@uble on
Marduk about that? They'll all insist on doing their drinking in the swanglases

in town."

"No. | don't think so. Everybody will be so amazed that Space Vikings aren't
twelve feet tall, with three horns like a Zarathustra damntantya spiked tail like

a Fafnir mantichore that they won't even notice anything less. Migtirde good,

in the long run. Crown Prince Edvard will like your Space Vikings. Halshm
opposed to class distinctions and caste prejudices. Says they haweitoimhated
before we can make democracy really work."

The Mardukans talked a lot about democracy. They thought well of it; their
government was a representative democracy. It was also a agreddnarchy, if
that made any kind of sense. Trask's efforts to explain the polganzhlsocic
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structure of the Sword-Worlds met the same incomprehension fromkBent
"Why, it sounds like feudalism to me!"

"That's right; that's what it is. A king owes his position to the suppdnis great
nobles; they owe theirs to their barons and landholding knights; they owettheir
their people. There are limits beyond which none of them can gotladtiertheir
vassals turn on them."

"Well, suppose the people of some barony rebel? Won't the king send troops to
support the baron?"

"What troops? Outside a personal guard and enough men to police the tpy#Pacio6
and hold the crown lands, the king has no troops. If he wants troops, ledss t
them from his great nobles; they have to get them from their viagsaths, who

raise them by calling out their people." That was another sourcesatidfaction

with King Angus of Gram; he had been augmenting his forces by hiring oféfpla
mercenaries. "And the people won't help some other baron oppress his fieople
might be their turn next."

"You mean, the people are armed?" Prince Bentrik was incredulous.

"Great Satan, aren't yours?" Prince Trask was equally surpri$eén your
democracy's a farce, and the people are only free on sufferartbeirlballots
aren't secured by arms, they're worthless. Who has the arms on yot®"plane

"Why, the Government."
"You mean the King?"

Prince Bentrik was shocked. Certainly not; horrid idea. That would. lvehy, it
would be despotisrh Besides, the King wasn't the Government, at all; the
Government ruled in the King's name. There was the Assembly; thaeb@haf
Representatives, and the Chamber of Delegates. The peopled elibete
Representatives, and the Representatives elected the Delegatdébe Delegates
elected the Chancellor. Then, there was the Prime Ministenaseappointed by
the King, but the King had to appoint him from the party holding the mos seat
the Chamber of Representatives, and he appointed the Ministers, whechtrel|
executive work of the Government, only their subordinates in the different
Ministries were career-officials who were selected by coitiyetexamination for
the bottom jobs and promoted up the bureaucratic ladder from there.

This left Trask wondering if the Mardukan constitution hadn't been devised by
Goldberg, the legendary Old Terran inventor who always did everything te ha
way. It also left him wondering just how in Gehenna the Governmentaofilk

ever got anything done.

Maybe it didn't. Maybe that was what saved Marduk from having a rgabtisEs.

"Well, what prevents the Government from enslaving the people? The can't;
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you just told me that they aren't armed, and the Government is."

He continued, pausing now and then for breath, to catalogue every tyranny he had
ever heard of, from those practiced by the Terran Federation bleéoBg War to
those practiced at Eglonsby on Amaterasu by Pedrosan Pedro. A fhey wdry
mildest were pushing the nobles and people of Gram to revolt against Angus

"And in the end," he finished, "the Government would be the only property owner
and the only employer on the planet, and everybody else would be slaves, wdtRihgy
at assigned tasks, wearing Government-issued clothing and eating Government
food, their children educated as the Government prescribes and tramghd
selected for them by the Government, never reading a book or seeing @r play
thinking a thought that the Government had not approved...."

Most of the Mardukans were laughing, now. Some of them were acdusingf
being just too utterly ridiculous.

"Why, the peoplere the Government. The people would not legislate themselves
into slavery."

He wished Otto Harkaman were there. All he knew of history hadittle he had
gotten from reading some of Harkaman's books, and the long, rambling
conversations aboard ship in hyperspace or in the evenings at Rivington. But
Harkaman, he was sure, could have furnished hundreds of instances,emagcor
planets and over ten centuries of time, in which people had done ekettynd
hadn't known what they were doing, even after it was too late.

"They have something about like that on Aton," one of the Mardukan off@ieks s

"Oh, Aton; that's a dictatorship, pure and simple. That Planetargrdéist gang
got into control fifty years ago, during the crisis after the wan Baldur...."

"They were voted into power by the people, weren't they?"

"Yes; they were," Prince Bentrik said gravely. "It was anrgerecy measure, and
they were given emergency powers. Once they were in, they made ¢hgeany
permanent.”

"That couldn't happen on Marduk!" a young nobleman declared.

"It could if Zaspar Makann's party wins control of the Assembly at et
election," somebody else said.

"Oh, then Marduk's safe! The sun'll go nova first," one of the junior Regay
officers said.

After that, they began talking about women, a subject any spacentatmopilany
other subject to discuss.

Trask made a mental note of the name of Zaspar Makann, and tooloondc
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bring it up in conversation with his shipboard guests. Every time he talkauat

Makann to two or more Mardukans, he heard at least three or more op@bumurts
the man. He was a political demagogue; on that everybody agreed.ti#ter
opinions diverged.

Makann was a raving lunatic, and all the followers he had were a uhaofdf
lunatics like him. He might be a lunatic, but he had a dangerouslyftalgeing.

Well, not so large; maybe they'd pick up a seat or so in the Assdmblthat was
doubtful—not enough of them in any representative district to elect an
Assemblyman. He was just a smart crook, milking a lot of hatediplebeians for

all he could get out of them. Not just plebes, either; a lot of indlists were [Pg 108
secretly financing him, in hope that he would help them break up theualmors.

You're nuts; everybody knew the labor unions were backing him, hoping he'd scare
the employers into granting concessions. You're both nuts; he was backed by the
mercantile interests; they were hoping he'd run the Gilgamesh¢he giianet.

Well, that was one thing you had to give him credit for. He wantedrt@ut the
Gilgameshers. Everybody was in favor of that.

Now, Trask could remember something he'd gotten from Harkaman. There had
been Hitler, back at the end of the First Century Pre-Atomic; hadrgbtten into
power because everybody was in favor of running out the Christians, or the
Moslems, or the Albigensians, or somebody?

XX

Marduk had three moons; a big one, fifteen hundred miles in diametetywand
insignificant twenty-mile chunks of rock. The big one was fortifaat a couple of
ships were in orbit around it. TiINemesisvas challenged as she emerged from her
last hyperjump; both ships broke orbit and came out to meet her, and severa
were detected lifting away from the planet.

Prince Bentrik took the communication screen, and immediately encednter
difficulties. The commandant, even after the situation had been maglawice to

him, couldn't understand. A Royal Navy fleet unit knocked out in a battle wit
Space Vikings was bad enough, but being rescued and brought to Marduk by
another Space Viking simply didn't make sense. He then screened thePRiaya

at Malverton, on the planet; first he was icily polite to somebedgral echelons
below him in the peerage, and then respectfully polite to somebody hesaties
Prince Vandarvant. Finally, after some minutes' wait, a fndilte-haired man in a

little black cap-of-maintenance appeared in the screen. Prieo&ilB instantly
sprang to his feet. So did all the other Mardukans in the command room.

"Your Majesty! | am most deeply honored!"

"Are you all right, Simon?" the old gentleman asked solicitously. "Theayen't
done anything to you, have the
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"Saved my life, and my men's, and treated me like a friend and edemyour
Majesty. Have | your permission to present, informally, their contmg Prince
Trask of Tanith?"

"Indeed you may, Simon. | owe the gentleman my deepest thanks."

"His Majesty, Mikhyl the Eighth, Planetary King of Marduk," PrincenBik said.
"His Highness, Lucas, Prince Trask, Planetary Viceroy of Tdaitthis Majesty
Angus the First of Gram." [Pg 109

The elderly monarch bowed his head slightly; Trask bowed a little oeeply,
from the waist.

"I am very happy, Prince Trask, first, | confess, at the satten of my kinsman
Prince Bentrik, and then at the honor of meeting one in the confidengefeflow
sovereign King Angus of Gram. | will never be ungrateful for what you atianfy
cousin and for his officers and men. You must stay at the Palatz woli are on
this planet; | am giving orders for your reception, and | wish you totraally
presented to me this evening." He hesitated briefly. "Gram;ishane of the
Sword-Worlds, is it not?" Another brief hesitation. "Are you IsealSpace Viking,
Prince Trask?"

Maybe he'd expected Space Vikings to have three horns and a spiked sdrahd
twelve feet tall, himself.

It took several hours for tHédemesigo get into orbit. Bentrik spent most of them in
a screen-booth, and emerged visibly relieved.

"Nobody's going to be sticky about what happened on Audhumla,” he told Trask.
"There will be a Board of Inquiry. I'm afraid | had to mix you up in .thég not

only about the action on Audhumla; everybody from the Space Minister down
wants to hear what you know about this fellow Dunnan. Like yourself, viiopé

he went to Em-See-Square along with his flagship, but we can'tt tikegranted.

We have over a dozen trade-planets to protect, and he's hit more lthainttiem
already."

The process of getting into orbit took them around the planet seveesl, tand it

was a more impressive spectacle at each circuit. Of coiseduk had a
population of almost two billion, and had been civilized, with no hiatus of
Neobarbarism, since it had first been colonized in the Fourth Cekiven. so, the
Space Vikings were amazed—and stubbornly refusing to show it—at what they
saw in the telescopic screens.

"Look at that city!" Paytrik Morland whispered. "We talk about theiliced
planets, but | never realized they were anything like this. Why, rtlakes
Excalibur look like Tanith!"

The city was Malverton, the capital; like any city of a contragy-usinc people, i
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lay in a rough circle of buildings towering out of green interspacesued by
the smaller circles of spaceports and industrial suburbs. Theedite was that any
of these were as large as Camelot on Excalibur or four Wardshawessam, and
Malverton itself was almost half the size of the whole baronyragkion.

"They aren't any more civilized that we are, Paytrik. Therguatanore of them. If
there were two billion people on Gram—which | hope there never will bexrGIPg 110]
would have cities like this, too."

One thing; the government of a planet like Marduk would have to be something
more elaborate than the loose feudalism of the Sword-Worlds. Mdybe t
Goldberg-ocracy of theirs had been forced upon them by the sheer complexity of
the population and its problems.

Alvyn Karffard took a quick look around him to make sure none of the Mardukans
were in earshot.

"l don't care how many people they have," he said. "Marduk can be had.fA wol
never cares how many sheep there are in a flock. With twenty slepsyuld take

this planet like we took Eglonsby. There'd be losses coming in, sureftdiuva
were in and down, we'd have it."

"Where would we get twenty ships?"

Tanith, at a pinch, could muster five or six, counting the free Sykiegs who

used the base facilities; they would have to leave a couple to holplahet.

Beowulf had one, and another almost completed, and now there wasaterdsu
ship. But to assemble a Space Viking armada of twenty.... He sh®dbledd. The
real reason why Space Vikings had never raided a civilized planetssfigty had
always been their inability to combine under one command in suffid¢remigsh.

Besides, he didn't want to raid Marduk. A raid, if successful, dvgigdld immense
treasures, but cause a hundred, even a thousand, times as muchiatesana he
didn't want to destroy anything civilized.

The landing stages of the palace were crowded when he and Prina& Beutzd,

and, at a discreet distance, swarms of air-vehicles cirdexhting a control
problem for the police. Parting from Bentrik, he was escorteleisuite prepared

for him; it was luxurious in the extreme but scarcely above SwordeMgtandards.
There were a surprising number of human servants, groveling and fawning and
getting underfoot and doing work robots could have been doing better. What robots
there were were inefficient, and much work and ingenuity had beernédavisn
efforts to copy human form to the detriment of function.

After getting rid of most of the superfluous servants, he put orears@nd began
sampling the newscasts. There were telescopic views dileéheesisfrom some

craft on orbit nearby, and he watched the officers and men o¥ittex being
disembarked; there were other views of their landing at some metallation on

the ground, and he could see reporters being chevied away by Navy ground-police.
And there was a wide range of commentary opinion.

The Government had already denied that, (1) Prince Bentrik had caph@ed t
Nemesisand brought her in as a prize, and, (2) the Space Vikings had captured
Prince Bentrik and were holding him fransom. Beyor that, the Government w: [Pg 111
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trying to sit on the whole story, and the Opposition was hinting darklypratt
deals and sinister plots. Prince Bentrik arrived in the midahampassioned tirade
against pusillanimous traitors surrounding his Majesty who were betrifanduk
to the Space Vikings.

"Why doesn't your Government publish the facts and put a stop to that nonsense?"
Trask asked.

"Oh, let them rave," Bentrik replied. "The longer the Governmeitsye more
they'll be ridiculed when the facts are published."

Or, the more people will be convinced that the Government had somettnogho

up, and had to take time to construct a plausible story. He kept the thtought
himself. It was their government; how they mismanaged it was dlai business.

He found that there was no bartending robot; he had to have a human sengant bri
drinks. He made up his mind to have a few ofNeenesisobots sent down to him.

The formal presentation would be in the evening; there would be a dirsteafd

because Trask had not yet been formally presented, he couldn't dine WHihghe
but because he was, or claimed to be, Viceroy of Tanith, he raskadlaief of

state and would dine with the Crown Prince, to whom there would be amadf
introduction first.

This took place in a small ante-chamber off the banquet hall;rthenCPrince and
Crown Princess and Princess Bentrik were there when they arfitiedCrown

Prince was a man of middle age, graying at the temples, wittldahsy stare that
betrayed contact lenses. The resemblance between him and hisviashegsparent;

both had the same studious and impractical expression, and might have been
professors on the same university faculty. He shook hands with Tragkpgshim

of the gratitude of the Court and Royal Family.

"You know, Simon is next in succession, after myself and my littiegylozr,” he
said. "That's too close to take chances with him." He turned tailBétim afraid

this is your last space adventure, Simon. You'll have to be a spasppoegman
from now on."

"I shan't be sorry,” Princess Bentrik said. "And if anybody owes Primask
gratitude, |1 do." She pressed his hands warmly. "Prince Traskomyvants to
meet you, very badly. He's ten years old, and he thinks Space Vikingsrenetic
heroes."

"He should be one, for a while."
He should just see a planet Space Vikings had raided.

Most of the people at the upper end of the table were diplomats—amhassa
from Odin and Baldur and Isis and Ishtar and Aton and the other civlizdds. [Pg 112
No doubt they hadn't actually expected horns and a spiked tail, or even tattooing
and a nose ring, but after all, Space Vikings were just somef: Neobarbarians
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weren't they? On the other hand, they had all seen views and gotteptaescof

the Nemesisand had heard about the ship-action on Audhumla, and this Prince
Trask—a Space Viking prince; that sounded civilized enough—had saved a life
with only three other lives, one almost at an end, between it arttirthree. And

they had heard about the screen conversation with King Mikhyl. So they were
courteous through the meal, and tried to get as close as possible to thim
procession to the throne room.

King Mikhyl wore a golden crown topped by the planetary emblem, which must
have weighed twice as much as a combat helmet, and fur-edged rdbesulia
weigh more than a suit of space armor. They weren't nearly as,ahmaigh, as

the regalia of King Angus | of Gram. He rose to clasp PrincerBBenhand, calling

him "dear cousin," and congratulating him on his gallant fight and fortesatpe.
That knocks any court-martial talk on the head, Trask thought. He reimaine
standing to shake hands with Trask, calling him "valued friend to me gnd m
house." First person singular; that must be causing some liftecbeysebr

Then the King sat down, and the rest of the roomful filed up onto thaalaks
received, and finally it was over and the king rose and proceeded, édlloyvhis
immediate suite between the bowing and curtsying court and out the wide doors
After a decent interval, Crown Prince Edvard escorted him amteéPientrik
down the same route, the others falling in behind, and across theo h#ié t
ballroom, where there was soft music and refreshments. ittwas unlike a court
reception on Excalibur, except that the drinks and canapes were beinmpdpy
human servants.

He was wondering what sort of court functions Angus the First of Gras
holding by now.

After half an hour, a posse of court functionaries approached and informetat

it had pleased his Majesty to command Prince Trask to attend hms private
chambers. There was an audible gasp at this; both Prince Bentrtkea@own
Prince were trying not to grin too broadly. Evidently this didn't happen toa. ofte
He followed the functionaries from the ballroom, and the eyes of everydedy
followed him.

Old King Mikhyl received him alone, in a small, comfortably shabby roohinie

vast ones of incredible splendor. He wore fur-lined slippers and anobseavith a

fur collar, and his little black cap-of-maintenance. He wasdihg when Trask[Pg 113
entered; when the guards closed the door and left them alone, he becilasietb T

a couple of chairs, with a low table, on which were decantersgasses and
cigars, between.

"It's a presumption on royal authority to summon you from the ballroom," he
began, after they had seated themselves and filled glasses. "&ayuite the
cynosure, you know."

"I'm grateful to Your Majesty. It's both comfortable and quiet hemd, | can sit
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down. Your Majesty was the center of attention in the throne roonhsgeimed to
detect a look of relief as you left it."

"I try to hide it, as much as possible." The old King took off ttike Igold-circled
cap and hung it on the back of his chair. "Majesty can be ratheyingayou
know."

So he could come here and put it off. Trask felt that some gesuméd e made
on his own part. He unfastened the dress-dagger from his belt and daidhe
table. The King nodded.

"Now, we can be a couple of honest tradesmen, our shops closed foetige
relaxing over our wine and tobacco," he said. "Eh, Goodman Lucas?"

It seemed like an initiation into a secret society whose riteaahust guess at step
by step.

"Right, Goodman Mikhyl."

They lifted their glasses to each other and drank; Goodman Mikhyl oftegack,
and Goodman Lucas held a light for him.

"I hear a few hard things about your trade, Goodman Lucas."

"All true, and mostly understated. We're professional murderersoabdrs, as one
of my fellow tradesmen says. The worst of it is that robbery andlenlorecome
just that: a trade, like servicing robots or selling groceries."

"Yet you fought two other Space Vikings to cover my cousin's crippiettix.
Why?"

So he must tell his tale, so worn and smooth, again. King Mikhyl's wigat out
while he listened.

"And you have been hunting him ever since? And now, you can't be sure whether
you killed him or not?"

"I'm afraid | didn't. The man in the screen is the only man Dunnaneedly trust.
One or the other would stay wherever he has his base all the time."

"And when you do kill him; what then?"

"Il go on trying to make a civilized planet of Tanith. Sooner or Jdtkhave one
qguarrel too many with King Angus, and then we will be our Majesty Ltieairst
of Tanith, and we will sit on a throne and receive our subjects. MAnuokelglad
when | can get my crown off and talk to a few men who call me 'gltgghinstead
of "Your Majesty."™

"Well, it would violate professional ethics for me to advise aestikio renouncelPg 118
his sovereign, of course, but that might be an excellent thing. You hmet t
ambassador from Ithavoll at dinner, did you not? Three centurie Ithavoll was
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a colony of Marduk—it seems we can't afford colonies, any more—andedase
from us. Ithavoll was then a planet like your Tanith seems to daayT it is a
civilized world, and one of Marduk's best friends. You know, sometintieisk a
few lights are coming on again, here and there in the Old FederHtism you
Space Vikings are helping to light them."

"You mean the planets we use as bases, and the things we telaclalg®

"That, too, of course. Civilization needs civilized technologies.tBey have to be
used for civilized ends. Do you know anything about a Space Viking raid on Aton,
over a century ago?"

"Six ships from Haulteclere; four destroyed, the other two returnethgied and
without booty."

The King of Marduk nodded.

"That raid saved civilization on Aton. There were four great ngtitms two
greatest were at the brink of war, and the others were wadiqpgpunce on the
exhausted victor and then fight each other for the spoils. The Spaogd/ikrced

them to unite. Out of that temporary alliance came the Leagu€dommon
Defense, and from that the Planetary Republic. The Republic'satodsttip, now,

and just between Goodman Mikhyl and Goodman Lucas it's a nasty one and our
Majesty's Government doesn't like it at all. It will be smasloeohear or later, but
they'll never go back to divided sovereignty and nationalism again. The Space
Vikings frightened them out of that when the dangers inherent in it colNthybe

this man Dunnan will do the same for us on Marduk."

"You have troubles?"
"You've seen decivilized planets. How does it happen?"

"I know how it's happened on a good many: War. Destruction of cities and
industries. Survivors among ruins, too busy keeping their own bodies aliyetdo t
keep civilization alive. Then they lose all knowledge of how to beioadl"

"That's catastrophic decivilization. There is also decivilizatognerosion, and

while it's going on, nobody notices it. Everybody is proud of their civilizatlogiy

wealth and culture. But trade is falling off; fewer ships comeach year. So there

is boastful talk about planetary self-sufficiency; who needs off-pldraste
anyhow? Everybody seems to have money, but the government is always broke.
Deficit spending—and always the vital social services for whichgtheernment

has to spend money. The most vital one, of course, is buying votes to keep the
government in power. And it gets harder for the government to get anything ddRe 116

"The soldiers are sloppier at drill, and their uniforms and weapen4 taken care
of. The noncoms are insolent. And more and more parts of the ciaagerous at
night, and then even in the daytime. And it's been years since a newmdpuwiieint
up, and the old ones aren't being repaired any more."

Trask closed his eyes. Again, he could feel the mellow sun of Grahis back,
and hear the laughing voices on the lower terrace, and he was talkioghto
Ffayle and Rovard Grauffis and Alex Gorram and Cousin Nikkolay and Otto
Harkaman. He sai
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"And finally, nobody bothers fixing anything up. And the power-reactors stop, and
nobody seems to be able to get them started again. It hasn't quitetigatttzm on
the Sword-Worlds yet."

"It hasn't here, either. Yet." Goodman Mikhyl slipped away; King Mik¥il
looked across the low table at his guest. "Prince Trask, have yod dfea man
named Zaspar Makann?"

"Occasionally. Nothing good about him."

"He is the most dangerous man on this planet,” the King said. "Aad hhake
nobody believe it. Not even my son."

XXI

Prince Bentrik's ten-year-old son, Count Steven of Ravary, wore themrofaan
ensign of the Royal Navy; he was accompanied by his tutor, an elderly Navy
captain. They both stopped in the doorway of Trask's suite, and the boy saluted
smartly.

"Permission to come aboard, sir?" he asked.

"Welcome aboard, count; captain. Belay the ceremony and find seatg; justiin
time for second breakfast.”

As they sat down, he aimed his ultraviolet light-pencil at a semahgt. Unlike

Mardukan robots, which looked like surrealist conceptions of Pre-Atommorad

knights, it was a smooth ovoid floating a few inches from the floor D@WnN

contragravity; as it approached, its top opened like a bursting beetleastle
hinged trays of food swung out. The boy looked at it in fascination.

"Is that a Sword-World robot, sir, or did you capture it somewhere?"

"It's one of our own." He was pardonably proud; it had been built on Tanithra ye
before. "Has an ultrasonic dishwasher underneath, and it does some @rotopg
at the back.”

The elderly captain was, if anything, even more impressed than his ghangg.
He knew what went into it, and he had some conception of the societydhhat
develop things like that.

"l take it you don't use many human servants, with robots like thatdithe s
"Not many. We're all low-population planets, and nobody wants to be aas&rva [Pg 117

"We have too many people on Marduk, and all of them want soft jobs as'nobles
servants,"” the captain said. "Those that want any kind of jobs."

"You need all your people for fighting men, don't you?" the boy (askec
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"Well, we need a good many. The smallest of our ships will dareyhundred
men; most of them around eight hundred."

The captain lifted an eyebrow. The complement of M&rix had been three
hundred, and she'd been a big ship. Then he nodded.

"Of course. Most of them are ground-fighters."

That started Count Steven off. Questions, about battles and raidsatydand the
planets Trask had seen.

"l wish | were a Space Viking!"

"Well, you can't be, Count Ravary. You're an officer of the Royal Nawu'rg
supposed to fight Space Vikings."

"l won't fight you."
"You'd have to, if the King commanded," the old captain told him.
"No. Prince Trask is my friend. He saved my father's life."

"And | won't fight you, either, count. We'll make a lot of fireworksd ahen we'll
each go home and claim victory. How would that be?"

"I've heard of things like that," the captain said. "We had a wthr@din, seventy
years ago, that was mostly that sort of battles."”

"Besides, the King is Prince Trask's friend, too," the boy insisteather and
Mummy heard him say so, right on the Throne. Kings don't lie when theytheeon
Throne, do they?"

"Good Kings don't,” Trask told him.

"Ours is a good King," the young Count of Ravary declared proudly. "I would do
anything my King commanded. Except fight Prince Trask. My house owes Prince
Trask a debt."

Trask nodded approvingly. "That's the way a Sword-World noble would talk,
Count Steven," he said.

The Board of Inquiry, that afternoon, was more like a small and \edgtes
cocktail party. An Admiral Shefter, who seemed to be very high higlsbras
presided while carefully avoiding the appearance of doing so. Alvyn Kerdiaa
Vann Larch and Paytrik Morland were there from Memesisand Bentrik and
several of the officers from th¥ictrix, and there were a couple of Naval
Intelligence officers, and somebody from Operational Planning, and $ioim
Construction and Research & Development. They chatted pleasantly and in
deceptively random manner for a while. Then Shefter
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"Well, there's no blame or censure of any sort for the way Commoduree P
Bentrik was surprised. That couldn't have been avoided, at the titaddoked at [Pg118]
the Research & Development officer. "It shouldn't be allowed to hapery m
more times, though."

"Not many more, sir. I'd say it'll take my people a month, and thetmtleat'll take
to get all the ships equipped as they come in."

Ship Construction didn't think that would take too long.

"We'll see to it that you get full information on the new submarinectien
system, Prince Trask," the admiral said.

"You gentlemen understand you'll have to keep it under your helmets, though," one
of the Intelligence men added. "If it got out that we were inforrdpgce Vikings
about our technical secrets...." He felt the back of his neckway that made
Trask suspect that beheadment was the customary form of executiomcukMa

"We'll have to find out where the fellow has his base," Operatilzaining said.
"l take it, Prince Trask, that you're not going to assume that kewais flagship
when you blew it, and just put paid to him and forget him?"

"Oh, no. I'm assuming that he wasn't. | don't believe he and Ormmawgnwhere
on the same ship, after he came out here and established bthaéeone of them
would stay home all the time."

"Well, we'll give you everything we have on them," Shefter promisecst\of
that is classified and you'll have to keep quiet about it, too. | kirsihsed over the
summary of what you gave us; | daresay we'll both get a lot of new atiorm
Have you any idea at all where he might be based, Prince Trask?"

"Only that we think it's a non-Terra-type planet." He told them abBautnan's
heavy purchases of air-and-water recycling equipment and carniculture and
hydroponic material. "That, of course, helps a great deal."

"Yes; there are only about five million planets in the former Fader space-
volume that are inhabitable in artificial environment. Including a éemwpletely
covered by seas, where you could put in underwater dome cities if yolhehthé
and material."

One of the Intelligence officers had been nursing a glass withy agmnant of
cocktail in it. He downed it suddenly, filled the glass again, and géxivat it in
silence for a while. Then he drank it briskly and refilled it.

"What | should like to know," he said, "is how this double obscenity Dtianan

knew we'd have a ship on Audhumla just when we did," he said. "Your talking
about underwater dome-cities reminded me of it. | don't think he julstdptilat

planet out of a hat and then went there prepared to sit on the bottbe afgan

for a year and a half waiting for something to turn up. | think he knewittgx [Pg 119]
was coming to Audhumla, and just about when."

"I don't like that, commodore," Shefter said.

"You think | do, sir?" the Intelligence officer countered. "Theiis, though. We al
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have to face it."

"We do," Shefter agreed. "Get on it, commodore, and | don't need torcgau to
screen everybody you put onto it very carefully." He looked at his own glasst
a bare thimbleful in the bottom. He replenished it slowly and cdyefitis been a
long time since the Navy's had anything like this to worry about." He dume
Trask. "l suppose | can get in touch with you at the Palace whenenest?"

"Well, Prince Trask and | have been invited as house-guests a¢ Bavard's, |
mean Baron Cragdale's, hunting lodge," Bentrik said. "We'll be goingdivectly
from here."

"Ah." Admiral Shefter smiled slightly. Beside not having three hamd a spiked
tail, this Space Viking was definitejyersona gratawith the Royal Family. "Well,
we'll keep in contact, Prince Trask."
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The hunting lodge where Crown Prince Edvard was simple Baron Cragglad¢ |
the head of a sharply-sloping mountain valley down which a river tumbled.
Mountains rose on either side in high scarps, some topped with perpetval
glaciers curling down from them. The lower ranges were foressedasa the valley
between, and there was a red-mauve alpenglow on the great peals¢hiabm the
head of the valley. For the first time in over a year, Elaing wigh him, silently
clinging to him to see the beauty of it through his eyes. He had thougbhthhad
gone from him forever.

The hunting lodge itself was not quite what a Sword-Worlder would expect
hunting lodge to be. At first sight, from the air, it looked like a saind slendel
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tower rising like a gnomen above a circle of low buildings and formalegar The
boat landed at the foot of it, and he and Prince and Princess Bemtrikeayoung
Count of Ravary and his tutor descended. Immediately, they werebyesdturry
of servants; the second boat, with the Bentrik servants and theirgkiggas
circling in to land. Elaine, he discovered, wasn't with him anyemand then he
was separated from the Bentriks and was being floated up an insitlm shkfter-
car. More servants installed him in his rooms, unpacked his che®s,his bath
and even tried to help him take it, and fussed over him while he dresse

There were over a score for dinner. Bentrik had warned him thatihd'ddme

odd types; maybe he meant that they wouldn't all be nobles. Among the comniBaé?rd
there were some professors, mostly social sciences, a lam®rlea couple of
Representatives and a member of the Chamber of Delegatescampleof social
workers, whatever that meant.

His own table companion was a Lady Valerie Alvarath. She wasifidathilack

hair, and almost startlingly blue eyes, a combination unusual in thedSwor
Worlds—and she was intelligent, or at least cleverly articu&tte. was introduced

as the lady-companion of the Crown Prince's daughter. When he asked eéhere t
daughter was, she laughed.

"She won't be helping entertain visiting Space Vikings for a long timacd®
Trask. She is precisely eight years old; | saw her getting rieadyed before |
came down here. I'll look in on her after dinner."

Then the Crown Princess Melanie, on his other hand, asked him somemjuest
about Sword-World court etiquette. He stuck to generalities, and héhapuld
remember from a presentation at the court of Excalibur duringtiners days.

These people had a monarchy since before Gram had been colonized; he wasn't
going to admit that Gram's had been established since he went oft-pla@eable

was small enough for everybody to hear what he was saying and to feedrngues

to him. It lasted all through the meal, and continued when they adjourneoffies

in the library.

"But what about your form of government, your social structure, thabsthing?"
somebody, impatient with the artificialities of the court, wamtekihow.

"Well, we don't use the word government very much," he replied. "WWeatébt
about authority and sovereignty, and I'm afraid we burn entirely too much powder
over it, but government always seems to us like sovereignty interfi@rimgtters

that don't concern it. As long as sovereignty maintains a reasonaljtaseenof

good public order and makes the more serious forms of crime fairydwmes for

the criminals, we're satisfied."

"But that's just negative. Doesn't the government do anything positive for the
people?”

He tried to explain the Sword-World feudal system to them. Itlvaad, he found,
to explain something you have taken for granted all your life to somebody who is
quite unfamiliar with it
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"But the government—the sovereignty, since you don't like the other word—
doesn't do anything for the people!" one of the professors objected. "¢ lalhttee
social services to the whim of the individual lord or baron."

"And the people have no voice at all; why, that's tyranny,” a professor
Assemblyman added.

He tried to explain that the people had a very distinct and commanding aocte

that barons and lords who wanted to stay alive listened attentively The [Pg¢121]
Assemblyman changed his mind; that wasn't tyranny, it was anarchy. And the
professor was still insistent about who performed the social ssrvic

"If you mean schools and hospitals and keeping the city clean, the peaiat do
for themselves. The government, if you want to think of it as thstt spes to it that
nobody's shooting at them while they're doing it."

"That isn't what Professor Pullwell means, Lucas. He meahsgd pensions,”
Prince Bentrik said. "Like this thing Zaspar Makann's whooping for."

He'd heard about that, on the voyage from Audhumla. Every person on Marduk
would be retired on an adequate pension after thirty years regular ereplognat

the age of sixty. When he had wanted to know where the money would come from,
he had been told that there would be a sales tax, and that thengemsist all be
spent within thirty days, which would stimulate business, and the sedea
business would provide tax money to pay the pensions.

"We have a joke about three Gilgameshers space-wrecked on an uninhabited
planet,” he said. "Ten years later, when they were rescuedhrak were
immensely wealthy, from trading hats with each other. That's abowvapenhis

thing will work."

One of the lady social workers bristled; it wasn't right to makega#gory jokes
about racial groups. One of the professors harrumphed; wasn't a parallelthe
Self-Sustaining Rotary Pension Plan was perfectly feasible. &/ghock, Trask
recalled that he was a professor of economics.

Alvyn Karffard wouldn't need any twenty ships to loot Marduk. Just iafétrt
with about a hundred smart confidence men and inside a year they'd own
everything on it.

That started them all off on Zaspar Makann, though. Some of them thoulgatl he

a few good ideas, but was damaging his own case by extremism. Ohe of t
wealthier nobles said that he was a reproach to the ruling tlagss their fault

that people like Makann could gain a following. One old gentleman said that
maybe the Gilgameshers were to blame, themselves, for sonhe @inimosity
toward them. He was immediately set upon by all the others and lyexiral to
pieces on the spot.

Trask didn't feel it proper to quote Goodman Mikhyl to this crowd. He the
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responsibility upon himself for saying:

"From what I've heard of him, | think he's the most serious threatvilized
society on Marduk."

They didn't call him crazy, after all he was a guest, but they dislk'him what he
meant, either. They merely told him that Makann was a crackpdt wit
contemptible following of half-wits, and just wait till the elect and see what(Pg 122
happened.

"I'm inclined to agree with Prince Trask," Bentrik said sobend' I'm afraid the
election results will be a shock to us, not to Makann."

He hadn't talked that way on the ship. Maybe he'd been looking around and doing
some thinking, since he got back. He might have been talking to Goodman Mikhyl,
too. There was a screen in the room. He nodded toward it.

"He's speaking at a rally of the People's Welfare Party at Dmepalw,"” he said.
"May | put it on, to show you what | mean?"

When the Crown Prince assented, he snapped on the screen and twidbked at
selector.

A face looked out of it. The features weren't Andray Dunnan's—the mouth was
wider, the cheekbones broader, the chin more rounded. But his eyesune@n(3,

as Trask had seen them on the terrace of Karvall House. Mad Higehigh-
pitched voice screamed:

"Our beloved sovereign is a prisoner! He is surrounded by traitors! Timetiés

are full of them! They are all traitors! The bloodthirsty reawries of the falsely
so-called Crown Loyalist Party! The grasping conspiracy of the tetkns
bankers! The dirty Gilgameshers! They are all leagued togethen ianholy
conspiracy! And now this Space Viking, this bloody-handed monster from the
Sword-Worlds...."

"Shut the horrible man off," somebody was yelling, in competition with the
hypnotic scream of the speaker.

The trouble was, they couldn't. They could turn off the screen, but Zslsann
would go on screaming, and millions all over the planet would still hear
Bentrik twiddled the selector. The voice stuttered briefly, and da@me echoing
out of the speaker, but this time the pickup was somewhere severatddedt
above a great open park. It was densely packed with people, most of/daeimg
clothes a farm tramp on Gram wouldn't be found dead in, but here andnhamng
them were blocks of men in what was almost but not quite militaifprm, each
with a short and thick swagger-stick with a knobbed head. Across theipéihie,
distance, the head and shoulders of Zaspar Makann loomed a hundred feetahigh
huge screen. Whenever he stopped for breath, a would go up, beginning wit
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the blocks of uniformed men:
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"Makann! Makann! Makann the Leader! Makann to Power!
"You even let him have a private army?" he asked the Crown Prince.

"Oh, those silly buffoons and their musical-comedy uniforms,” the Craiwrcd?
shrugged. "They aren't armed."”

"Not visibly," he granted. "Not yet." [Pg 123
"l don't know where they'd get arms."

"No, Your Highness," Prince Bentrik said. "Neither do |. That'stwha worried
about."

XXI1

He succeeded, the next morning, in convincing everybody that he wanted to be
alone for a while, and was sitting in a garden, watching the raininatve midst of

a big waterfall across the valley. Elaine would have liked thatsheitwasn't with

him, now.

Then he realized that somebody was speaking to him, in a small, basiktilHe
turned, and saw a little girl in shorts and a sleeveless jduideling in her arms a
long-haired blond puppy with big ears and appealing eyes.

"Hello, both of you," he said.
The puppy wriggled and tried to lick the girl's face.

"Don't, Mopsy. We want to talk to this gentleman," she said. "Axe ngally and
truly the Space Viking?"

"Really and truly. And who are you two?"
"I'm Myrna. And this is Mopsy."
"Hello, Myrna. Hello, Mopsy."

Hearing his name, the puppy wriggled again and dropped from the child's arms;
after a brief hesitation, he came over and jumped onto Trask'sckapglhis face.
While he petted the dog, the girl came over and sat on the bench beside hi  [Pg 124

"Mopsy likes you," she said. After a moment, she added: "I like pou; t

"And | like you," he said. "Would you want to be my girl? You know, a Space
Viking has to have a girl on every planet. How would you like to be my girl on
Marduk?"

Myrna thought that over carefully. "I'd like to, but | couldn't. You seegling to
have to be Queen, some di
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"Oh?"

"Yes. Grandpa is King now, and when he's through being King, Pappa willdhave t
be King, and then when he's through being King, | can't be King because 1In a gir
so I'll have to be Queen. And | can't be anybody's girl, because I'm going tmhave
marry somebody | don't know, for reasons of state." She thought someamdre,
lowered her voice. "I'll tell you a secret. | am a Queen now."

"Oh, you are?"

She nodded. "We are Queen, in our own right, of our Royal Bedroom, our Royal
Playroom, and our Royal Bathroom. And Mopsy is our faithful subject.”

"Is Your Majesty absolute ruler of these domains?"

"No," she said disgustedly. "We must at all times defer to ayaRMinisters, just
like Grandpa has to. That means, | have to do just what theyadt).nthat's Lady
Valerie, and Margot, and Dame Eunice, and Sir Thomas. But Graagp#hey are
good and wise ministers. Are you really a Prince? | didn't know Spéceg¥

were Princes."

"Well, my King says | am. And | am ruler of my planet, and ¢ll you a secret. |
don't have to do what anybody tells me."

"Gee! Are you a tyrant? You're awfully big and strong. I'll bet you'ven glast
hundreds of cruel and wicked enemies."

"Thousands, Your Majesty."

He wished that weren't literally true; he didn't know how many of thathbeen
little girls like Myrna and little dogs like Mopsy. He found that heswviolding both
of them tightly. The girl was saying: "But you feel bad about it."sehehildren
must be telepaths!

"A Space Viking who is also a Prince must do many things he doesn‘torgmt’

"I know. So does a Queen. | hope Grandpa and Pappa don't get through being King
for just years and years." She looked over his shoulder. "Oh! And now | suppos
I've got to do something else | don't want to. Lessons, | bet."

He followed her eyes. The girl who had been his dinner companion was
approaching; she wore a wide sunshade hat, and a gown that traileddirngy

like sunset-colored mist. There was another woman, in the garb op@er
servant, with her.

"Lady Valerie and who else?" he whispered.
"Margot. She's my nurse. She's awful strict, but she's nice." [Pg 125
"Prince Trask, has Her Highness been bothering you?" Lady Valerig. aske

"Oh, far from it." He rose, still holding the funny little dog. "Brdu should say,
Her Majesty. She has informed me that she is sovereign of thneelgrdomains.
And of one dear loving subject.” He gave the subject back to the sovereign.

"You should not have told Prince Trask that,” Lady Valerie chided.emfoul
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Majesty is outside her domains, Your Majesty must remain incognaw, Nour
Majesty must go with the Minister of the Bedchamber; the MinistedEducation
awaits an audience."

"Arithmetic, | bet. Well, good-by, Prince Trask. | hope | caa geu again. Say
good-by, Mopsy."

She went away with her nurse, the little dog looking back over her sihoulde

"I came out to enjoy the gardens alone," he said, "and now | find idrrahjoy
them in company. If your Ministerial duties do not forbid, could you be the
company?"

"But gladly, Prince Trask. Her Majesty will be occupied withiaes affairs of
state. Square root. Have you seen the grottoes? They're down this way."

That afternoon, one of the gentlemen-attendants caught up with him; Baron
Cragdale would be gratified if Prince Trask could find time to taith him
privately. Before they had talked more than a few minutes, howewwgnB
Cragdale abruptly became Crown Prince Edvard.

"Prince Trask, Admiral Shefter tells me that you and he arenpawiformal
discussions about co-operation against this mutual enemy of ours, Dunr&ais Thi
fine; it has my approval, and the approval of Prince Vandarvant, timee Pri
Minister, and, | might add, that of Goodman Mikhyl. | think it ought tdigther,
though. A formal treaty between Tanith and Marduk would be greatly to the
advantage of both."

"I'd be inclined to think so, Prince Edvard. But aren't you proposing mamiage
rather short acquaintance? It's only been fifty hours sincé&lémeesisorbited in
here."

"Well, we know a bit about you and your planet beforehand. There's a large
Gilgamesher colony here. You have a few on Tanith, haven't you? Well,ranythi
one Gilgamesher knows, they all find out, and ours are co-operativeNaital
intelligence."

That would be why Andray Dunnan was having no dealings with Gilgameshers. It
would also be what Zaspar Makann meant when he ranted about the Gidgames
Interstellar Conspiracy.

"I can see where an arrangement like that would be mutually advantafjedaes

quite in favor of it. Co-operation against Dunnan, of course, and realgrade-

rights on each other's trade-planets, and direct trade between MadtiTlamith. [Pg 126
And Beowulf and Amaterasu would come into it, too. Does this also tineve
approval of the Prime Minister and the King?"

"Goodman Mikhyl's in favor of it; there's a distinction between him andiheg,
as you'll have noticed. The King can't be in favor of anything ti Assembly ol
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the Chancellor express an opinion. Prince Vandarvant favors it pers@saltyime
Minister, he is reserving his opinion. We'll have to get the suppoheoCrown
Loyalist Party before he can take an equivocal position."

"Well, Baron Cragdale; speaking as Baron Trask of Traskon, suppgsstweork
out a rough outline of what this treaty ought to be, and then consult, uslbffici
with a few people whom you can trust, and see what can be done abontipgese
it to the proper government officials...."

The Prime Minister came to Cragdale that evening, heavily incogmtb a
accompanied by several leaders of the Crown Loyalist Party. Ingenthey all
favored a treaty with Tanith. Politically, they had doubts. Not befoeslection;
too controversial a subject. "Controversial,” it appeared, wagittest dirty-name
anything could be called on Marduk. It would alienate the labor vote; thegkd thi
increased imports would threaten employment in Mardukan industries. @dhe
interstellar trading companies would like a chance at the Tanitretgtaothers
would resent Tanith ships being given access to theirs. And Zaspaniiaparty
were already shrieking protests about themesisbeing repaired by the Royal
Navy.

And a couple of professors who inclined toward Makann had introduced a
resolution calling for the court-martial of Prince Bentrik and anstigation of the
loyalty of Admiral Shefter. And somebody else, probably a stooge of Makann's,
was claiming that Bentrik had sold tMectrix to the Space Vikings and that the
films of the battle of Audhumla were fakes, photographed in miniatutredNavy
Moon Base.

Admiral Shefter, when Trask flew in to see him the next day, ceasemptuous
about this last.

"Ignore the whole bloody thing; we get something like that before everyajener
election. On this planet, you can always kick the Gilgameshers andred
Forces with impunity, neither have votes and neither can kick back. bk w
thing'll be forgotten the day after the election. It always is."

"That's if Makann doesn't win the election," Trask qualified.

"That's no matter who wins the election. They can't any of them @ alithout
the Navy, and they bloody well know it."

Trask wanted to know if Intelligence had been getting anything. [Pg 127

"Not on how Dunnan found out théctrix had been ordered to Audhumla, no,"
Shefter said. "There wasn't any secrecy about it; at ledstusand people, from
myself down to the shoeshine boys, could have known about it as soon as the order
was taped.

"As for the list of ships you gave me, yes. One of them puts in sopilanet
regularly; she spaced out from here only yesterday mornincHones Horris."
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"Well, great Satan, haven't you done anything?"

"l don't know if there's anything we can do. Oh, we're investigating, b(du.see,

this ship first showed up here four years ago, commanded by some kind of a
Neobarb, not a Gilgamesher, named Horris Sasstroff. He claimdze from
Skathi; the locals there have a few ships, the Space Vikings baseaon Skathi
about a hundred or so years ago. Naturally, the ship had no papers. fiadimg t
among the Neobarbs, it might be years before you'd put in on a planet déde t
ever heard of ship's papers.

"The ship seems to have been in bad shape, probably abandoned on Skathi as junk
a century ago and tinkered up by the locals. She was in here twiogjiag to the
commercial shipping records, and the second time she was in too Ipedtchze

moved out, and Sasstroff couldn't pay to have her rebuilt, so she wasl Ifbel
spaceport charges and sold. Some one-lung trading company bought her and fixed
her up a little; they went bankrupt in a year or so, and she was boughbther

small company, Startraders, Ltd., and they've been using her on aumii-and

from Gimli. They seem to be a legitimate outfit, but we're lookmg them. We're

looking for Sasstroff, too, but we haven't been able to find him."

"If you have a ship out Gimli way, you might find out if anybody there knows
anything about her. You may discover that she hasn't been going therke at all.

"We might, at that," Shefter agreed. "We'll just find out."

Everybody at Cragdale knew about the projected treaty with Tanith lgdheng

after Trask's first conversation with Prince Edvard on the sulljeetQueen of the
Royal Bedroom, the Royal Playroom and the Royal Bathroom was insisting tha
her domains should have a treaty with Tanith, too.

It was beginning to look to Trask as though that would be the only treaty dpe'd si
on Marduk, and he was having his doubts about that.

"Do you think it would be wise?" he asked Lady Valerie Alvarath. Thee@ of

three rooms and one four-footed subject had already decreed that Ladie Vale
should be the Space Viking Prince's girl on the planet of Marduk. §étitout, [Pg 128]
these People's Welfare lunatics would pick it up and twist it witieace of some

kind of a sinister plot."

"Oh, | believe Her Majesty could sign a treaty with PrincesKfaHer Majesty's
Prime Minister decided. "But it would have to be kept very sécret.

"Gee!" Myrna's eyes widened. "A real secret treaty; justtlieewicked rulers of
the old dictatorship!" She hugged her subject ecstatically. "t'l{3pandpa doesn't
even have any secret treatic
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In a few days, everybody on Marduk knew that a treaty with Tanith wag bei
discussed. If they didn't, it was no fault of Zaspar Makann's party sedimed to
command a disconcertingly large number of telecast stations, and withedehe

ether with horror stories of Space Viking atrocities and denunciadiboarefully
unnamed traitors surrounding the King and the Crown Prince who were about to
betray Marduk to rapine and plunder. The leak evidently did not come from
Cragdale, for it was generally believed that Trask was sttth@ Royal Palace in
Malverton. At least, that was where the Makannists were dematingt against

him.

He watched such a demonstration by screen; the pickup was evidently ortlo@e of
landing stages of the palace, overlooking the wide parks surrounding it. Eney w
packed almost solid with people, surging forward toward the thin cordpalioé.

The front of the mob looked like a checkerboard—a block in civilian difess,a
block in the curiously effeminate-looking uniforms of Zaspar Makann's People's
Watchmen, then more in ordinary garb, and more People's Watchmen.h®ver t
heads of the crowds, at intervals, floated small contragravi¢ydibn which were
mounted the amplifiers that were bellowing:

"SPACE VI-KING—GO HOME! SPACE VI-KING—GO HOME!"

The police stood motionless, at parade rest; the mob surged cldssr.thiéy were

fifty yards away, the blocks of People's Watchmen ran forward, themadmut

until they formed a line six deep across the entire front; other hltroks the rear,
pushed the ordinary demonstrators aside and took their place. Hating threm m
every second, Trask grudged approval of a smart and disciplined maneuver. How
long, he wondered, had they been drilling in that sort of tactics? Wishapping,

they continued their advance on the police, who had now shifted their stance.

"SPACE VI-KING—GO HOME! SPACE VI-KING—GO HOME!"
"Fire!" he heard himself yelling. "Don't let them get any cloBex,now!"

They had nothing to fire with; they had only truncheons, no better weapons than the
knobbed swagger-sticks of the People's Watchmen. They simply disapedamedPg 129]
a brief flurry of blows, and the Makann storm-troopers continued theinadva

And that was that. The gates of the Palace were shut; the nfobd lzefront of
Makann People's Watchmen, surged up to them and stopped. The loud-speakers
bellowed on, reiterating their four-word chant.

"Those police were murdered,"” he said. "They were murdered by themma
ordered them out there unarmed.”

"That would be Count Naydnayr, the Minister of Security," somebody said.
"Then he's the one you want to hang for it."

"What else would you have done?" Crown Prince Edvard challe
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"Put up about fifty combat cars. Drawn a deadline, and opened machingegas f

soon as the mob crossed it, and kept on firing till the survivors turiheshdaran.

Then sent out more cars, and shot everybody wearing a People's Watchmen
uniform, all over town. Inside forty-eight hours, there'd be no Peoplelfak

party, and no Zaspar Makann either."

The Crown Prince's face stiffened. "That may be the way you do thntgei
Sword-Worlds, Prince Trask. It's not the way we do things here odulaOur
government does not propose to be guilty of shedding the blood of its people.”

He had it on the tip of his tongue to retort that if they didn't, the pesplld end
by shedding theirs. Instead, he said softly:

"I'm sorry, Prince Edvard. You had a wonderful civilization here ondMlarYou
could have made almost anything of it. But it's too late now. You've torn tioav
gates; the barbarians are in." [Pg 130

XXIHI

The colored turbulence faded into the gray of hyperspace; five hundred hours to
Tanith. Guatt Kirbey was securing his control-panel, happy to returrs tosic.

And Vann Larch would go back to his paints and brushes, and Alvyn Karffard to
the working model of whatever it was he had left unfinished wheNd¢neesidhad
emerged at the end of the jump from Audhumla.

Trask went to the index of the ship's library and punchedHigtory, Old Terran
There was plenty of that, thanks to Otto Harkaman. Then he punchétitléoy

Adolf. Harkaman was right; anything that could happen in a human society had
already happened, in one form or another, somewhere and at some itiere. H
could help him understand Zaspar Makann.

By the time the ship came out, with the yellow sun of Tanith in tioelle of the
screen, he knew a great deal about Hitler, occasionally reteresdSchicklgruber,
and he understood, with sorrow, how the lights of civilizatio Marduk were
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going out.

Beside thd_amia, stripped of her Dillinghams and crammed with heavy armament
and detection instruments, tisgpace Scourgand theQueen Flaviawere on off-
planet watch. There were half a dozen other ships on orbit just almoesphere; a
Gilgamesher, one of the Gram-Tanith freighters, a couple ofldre® Space
Vikings, and a new and unfamiliar ship. When he asked the moonbase who she
was, he was told that she was 8ien GoddessAmaterasu. That was, by almost a
year, better than he had expected of them. Otto Harkaman was ohe in t
Corisande raiding and visiting the trade-planets.

He found his cousin, Nikkolay Trask, at Rivington; when he inquired about
Traskon, Nikkolay cursed.

"l don't know anything about Traskon; | haven't anything to do with Traskon, any
more. Traskon is now the personal property of our well loved—very well 4eved
Queen Evita. The Trasks don't own enough land on Gram now for a family
cemetery. You see what you did?" he added bitterly.

"You needn't rub it in, Nikkolay. If I'd stayed on Gram, I'd have helped pgus
on the throne, and it would have been about the same in the end." [Pg 133

"It could be a lot different,” Nikkolay said. "You could bring your ships arah
back to Gram and put yourself on the throne."

"No; I'll never go back to Gram. Tanith's my planet, now. But | meiounce my
allegiance to Angus. | can trade on Morglay or Joyeuse or Flambergasjust
easily."

"You won't have to; you can trade with Newhaven and Bigglersport. Count Lionel
and Duke Joris are both defying Angus; they've refused to furnish him mgrethe
driven out his tax collectors, those they haven't hanged, and they're bullhag s

of their own. Angus is building ships, too. | don't know whether he's going to use
them to fight Bigglersport and Newhaven, or attack you, but there's golrey do

war before another year's out."

The Goodhopeand theSpeedwellhe found, had gone back to Gram. They were
commanded by men who had come into favor at the court of King Angus recently.
TheBlack Starand theQueen Flavia—whose captain had contemptuously ignored
an order from Gram to re-christen l@ueen Evita—had remained. They were his
ships, not King Angus'. The captain of the merchantman from Wardshaveonnow
orbit refused to take a cargo to Newhaven; he had been chartered byngung, A
and would take orders from no one else.

"All right," Trask told him. "This is your last voyage here. You brihgt ship back
under Angus of Wardshaven's charter and we'll fire on her."

Then he had the regalia he had worn in his last audiovisual to Angus dfisisd
first, he had decided to proclaim himself King of Tanith. Lord Val@gron
Rathmore and his cousin all advised against it.

"Just call yourself Prince of Tanith,” Valpry said. "The til®n't make any
difference in your authority here, and if you do lay claim to the thron@&ram,
nobody can say you're a foreign king trying to annex the pl:

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Pagel2: of 165

He had no intention of doing anything of the kind, but Valpry was quite in @arnes

So he sat on his throne, as sovereign Prince of Tanith, and renounabegisce
to "Angus, Duke of Wardshaven, self-styled King of Gram." They sdydadk on
the otherwise empty freighter. Another copy went to the Count of Newhalang
with a cargo in theSun Goddesghe first non-Space-Viking ship into Gram from
the Old Federation.

Seven hundred and fifty hours after the return of Nleenesis the Corisande I
emerged from her last microjump, and immediately Harkaman begeandieathe
Battle of Audhumla and the destruction of %@ Yoand theEnterprise At first, he
merely reported a successful raiding voyage, from which he was bringimg
booty. Oddly varigated booty, it was remarked, when he began itemizing it.

"Why, yes," he replied. "Secondhand booty. | raided Dagon for it."

Dagon was a Space Viking base planet, occupied by a character nadnigd Pg 134
Barragon. A number of ships operated from it, including a couple commanded by
Barragon's half-breed sons.

"Barragon's ships were raiding one of our planets,"” Harkaman saidpdGahey
looted a couple of cities, destroyed one, killed a lot of the loc&dsind out about

it from Captain Ravallo of th&lack Star on Indra; he'd just been from Ganpat.
Beowulf wasn't too far out of the way, so we put in there, and found the
Grendelsbangust ready to space out." Therendelsbanewas the second of
Beowulf's ships, sister to théking's Gift "So she joined us, and the three of us
went to Dagon. We blew up one of Barragon's ships, and put the other one down
out of commission, and then we sacked his base. There was a Gilgairaelony

there; we didn't bother them. They'll tell what we did, and why."

"That should furnish Prince Viktor of Xochitl something to ponder,” Trasd.s
"Where are the other ships, now?"

"The Grendelsbanavent back to Beowulf; she'll stop at Amaterasu to do a little
trading on the way. Th8lack Starwent to Xochitl. Just a friendly visit, to say
hello to Prince Viktor for you. Ravallo has a lot of audiovisuals wedewuring the
Dagon Operation. Then she's going to Jagannath to visit Nikky Gratham."

Harkaman approved his attitude and actions with regard to King Angus.

"We don't need to do business with the Sword-Worlds at all. We have aur ow
industries, we can produce what we need, and we can trade withulBeowl
Amaterasu, and with Xochitl and Jagannath and Hoth, if we can maksoenyi
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agreement with them; everybody agrees to let everybody else's tradis-plane.

It's too bad you couldn't get some kind of an agreement with Marduk." Harkaman
regretted that for a few seconds, and then shrugged. "Our grandchilc@yn, will
probably be raiding Marduk."

"You think it'll be like that?"

"Don't you? You were there; you saw what's happening. The barbariansirge ri
they have a leader, and they're uniting. Every society rests on a aarbase. The
people who don't understand civilization, and wouldn't like it if they did. The
hitchhikers. The people who create nothing, and who don't appreciate what other
have created for them, and who think civilization is something thaejusts and

that all they need to do is enjoy what they can understand of it—luxuriegha
living standard, and easy work for high pay. Responsibilities? Phooey! What do
they have a government for?"

Trask nodded. "And now, the hitchhikers think they know more about the car than
the people who designed it, so they're going to grab the controls. ZasparnMaka
says they can, and he's the Leader." He poured a drink from a debantead

been looted on Pushan; there was a planet where a republic had belemawvert [Pg 135
favor of a dictatorship four centuries ago, and the planetary dictgtohsd
fissioned into a dozen regional dictatorships, and now they were down to the
peasant-village and handcraft-industry level. "I don't understand it, thowggs |
reading about Hitler, on the way home. | wouldn't be surprised if ZaAdpkann

had been reading about Hitler, too. He's using all Hitler's tricksHiler came to
power in a country which had been impoverished by a military defeat. Marduk
hasn't fought a war in almost two generations, and that one wag4d farc

"It wasn't the war that put Hitler into power. It was the thett the ruling class of
his nation, the people who kept things running, were discredited. Theantsse
homemade barbarians, didn't have anybody to take their responsibilitié®riar t
What they have on Marduk is a ruling class that has been discredsatiy A
ruling class that's ashamed of its privileges and shirks its ditieding class that
has begun to believe that the masses are just as good as theyiahethay
manifestly are not. And a ruling class that won't use force to amaiits position.
And they have a democracy, and they are letting the enemies of deynsicester
themselves behind democratic safeguards.”

"We don't have any of this democracy in the Sword-Worlds, if that's/ting for
it," he said. "And our ruling class aren't ashamed of their powelr,oar people
aren't hitchhikers, and as long as they get decent treatment they ylda'trein
things. And we're not doing so well."

The Morglay dynastic war of a couple of centuries ago, still spugteand
smoking. The Oskarsan-Elmersan War on Durendal, into which Flambedye a
now Joyeuse had intruded. And the situation on Gram, fast approachingl critic
mass. Harkaman nodded agreement.

"You know why? Our rulers are the barbarians among us. There isn't thesmef-
Napolyon of Flamberge, Rodolf of Excalibur, or Angus of about half of Gram—
who is devoted to civilization or anything else outside himself, and that'siark

of the barbarian.”

"What are you devoted to, Ottc
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"You. You are my chieftain. That's another mark of the barbarian."

Before he had left Marduk, Admiral Shefter had ordered a ship tdi @mheck
on theHonest Horris a few men and a pinnace would be left behind to contact any
ship from Tanith. He sent Boake Valkanhayn off in@pace Scourge

Lionel of Newhaven'88lue Cometcame in from Gram with a cargo of general
merchandise. Her captain wanted fissionables and gadolinium; Count Wwesel
building more ships. There was a rumor that Omfray of Glaspythayawlclaim

to the throne of Gram, in the right of his great-grandmother's sigterhad been
married to the great-grandfather of Duke Angus. It was a compligielyl and
irrelevant claim, but the story was that it would be supported by Kongyad of [Pg 138]
Haulteclere.

Immediately, Baron Rathmore, Lord Valpry, Lothar Ffayle and the dBram
people began clamoring that he should go back with a fleet and seiheothe for
himself. Harkaman, Valkanhayn, Karffard and the other Space Vikirege as
vehement against it. Harkaman had the loss of the @besandeon Durendal to
remember, and the others wanted no part in Sword-World squabbles, anddiser
renewed agitation that he should start calling himself King of manit

He refused to do either, which left both parties dissatisfieghaBtsan politics had
finally come to Tanith. Maybe that was another milestone of progress.

And there was the Treaty of Khepera, between the Princely &tafanith, the
Commonwealth of Beowulf, and the Planetary League of Amaterasu. The
Kheperans agreed to allow bases on their planet, to furnish workerso aend
students to school on all three planets. Tanith, Beowulf and Amatebdigated
themselves to joint defense of Khepera, to free trade among thes)sand to
render one another armed assistance.

Thatwasa milestone of progress, and no argument about it.
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The Space Scourgeeturned from Gimli, and Valkanhayn reported that nobody on
the planet had ever seen or heard of Hmnest Horris They had found a
Mardukan Navy ship's pinnace there, manned entirely by officers, sorherof t
Navy Intelligence. According to them, the investigation into thevities of that
ship had come to an impasse. The ostensible owners claimed, and hedtpape
prove it, that they had chartered her to a private trader, and iheed)aand had
papers to prove it, that he was a citizen o Planetary Republic of Aton, and
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soon as they began questioning him, he was rescued by the Atonian ambassador,
who lodged a vehement protest with the Mardukan Foreign Ministry. Imrabgdliat

the People's Welfare Party had leaped into the incident and branded the
investigation as an unwarranted persecution of a national of a friendir pdwhe
instigation of corrupt tools of the Gilgamesh Interstellar Conspiracy.

"So that's it," Valkanhayn finished. "It seems they're having ani@ieahd they're
afraid to antagonize anybody who might have a vote. So the Navy had to drop the
investigation. Everybody on Marduk's scared of this Makann. You think there
might be some tie-up between him and Dunnan?"

"The idea's occurred to me. Have there been any more raids on Maadek tr
planets since the Battle of Audhumla?"

"A couple. TheBolide was on Audhumla a while ago. There were a couple of
Mardukan ships there, and they had Wietrix fixed up enough to do some
fighting. They ran th&olideout.” [Pg 138

A study of the time between the destruction of BmerpriseandYo-Yoand the
appearance of thBolide could give them a limiting radius around Audhumla. It
did; seven hundred light-years, which also included Tanith.

So he sent Harkaman in ti@orisandeand Ravallo in thélack Starto visit the
planets Marduk traded with, looking for Dunnan ships and exchanging information
and assistance with the Royal Mardukan Navy. Almost at once, héteegtethe

next Gilgamesher into orbit on Tanith brought a story that Prince Vikam w
collecting a fleet on Xochitl. He sent warnings off to Amatetastdi Beowulf and
Khepera.

A ship came in from Bigglersport, a heavily armed charteraghiirer. There was
sporadic fighting in a dozen places on Gram, now—resistance to effotie part

of King Angus to collect taxes, and raids by unidentified persons one®stat
confiscated from alleged traitors and given to Garvan Spasso, who haodeeow
promoted from Baron to Count. And Rovard Grauffis was dead; poisoned,
everybody said, either by Spasso or Queen Evita or both. Even with thefribmea
Xochitl, some of the former Wardshaven nobles began talking about sending ships
to Gram.

Less than a thousand hours after he had left, Ravallo was backBlatheStar

"I went to Gimli, and | wasn't there fifty hours before a Mardukiany ship came
in. They were glad to see me; it saved them sending off a pinmacariith. They
had news for you, and a couple of passengers.”

"Passengers?"

"Yes. You'll see who they are when they come down. And don't let anybody with
side-whiskers and buttoned-up coats see them," Ravallo said. "Whatpthogsle
know gets all over the place before long."
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The visitors were Lucile, Princess Bentrik, and her son, the young GbRatvary.
They dined with Trask; only Captain Ravallo was also present.

"l didn't want to leave my husband, and | didn't want to come here and impose
myself and Steven on you, Prince Trask," she began, "but he insistegheWWethe
whole voyage to Gimli concealed in the captain's quarters; only aofethe
officers knew we were aboard."”

"Makann won the election. Is that it?" he asked. "And Prince Bedtdsn't want
to risk you and Steven being used as hostages?"

"That's it," she said. "He didn't really win the election, but hghinas well have.
Nobody has a majority of seats in the Chamber of Representatives tdrhesd

a coalition with several of the splinter parties, and I'm ashaimeshy that a
number of Crown Loyalist members—Crowd of Disloyalists, | call theare
voting with him, now. They've coined some ridiculous phrase about the 'wave of
the future,’ whatever that means."

"If you can't lick them, join them," Trask said. [Pg 139
"If you can't lick them, lick their boots," the Count of Ravary put in.

"My son is a trifle bitter," Princess Bentrik said. "I musinfess to a trace of
bitterness, too."

"Well, that's the Representatives,” Trask said. "What aboutreksé of the
government?"

"With the splinter-party and Disloyalist support, they got a majorityeatts in the
Delegates. Most of them would have indignantly denied, a month before, having
any connection with Makann, but a hundred out of a hundred and twenty are his
supporters. Makann, of course, is Chancellor."

"And who is Prime Minister?" he asked. "Andray Dunnan?"

She looked slightly baffled for an instant then said, "Oh. No. TheeP¥imister is
Crown Prince Edvard. No; Baron Cragdale. That isn't a royalgitléy some kind
of a fiction | can't pretend to understand he is not Prime Ministar member of
the Royal Family."

"If you can't ..." the boy started.

"Steven! | forbid you to say that about ... Baron Cragdale. He belieesg
sincerely, that the election was an expression of the will gb¢bele, and that it is
his duty to bow to it."

He wished Otto Harkaman were there. He could probably name, witiopyuirsy
for breath, a hundred great nations that went down into rubble becauseailgrsir
believed that they should bow instead of rule, and couldn't bring themsestesd
the blood of their people. Edvard would have been a fine and admirablasnan,
little country baron. Where he was, he was a disaster.

He asked if the People's Watchman had dragged their guns out from unioed the
and started carrying them in public

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Pagel2¢ of 16&

"Oh, yes. You were quite right; they were armed, all the tMo¢.just small arms;
combat vehicles and heavy weapons. As soon as the new government was forme
they were given status as a part of the Planetary Armed Fdioeg.have taken
over every police station on the planet.”

"And the King?"

"Oh, he carries on, and shrugs and says, 'l just reign here." Whataeldhe do?
We've been whittling down and filching away the powers of the Throne fdaghe
three centuries."”

"What is Prince Bentrik doing, and why did he think there was dangeydhdto
would be used as hostages?"

"He's going to fight,” she said. "Don't ask me how, or what with. Madha
guerrilla in the mountains, | don't know. But if he can't lick them, ba'woin
them. | wanted to stay with him and help him; he told me | could heibst by
placing myself and Steven where he wouldn't worry about us."

"l wanted to stay," the boy said. "l could have fought with him. Butae that |
must take care of Mother. And if he were killed, | must be @bévenge him." [Pg 140

"You talk like a Sword-Worlder; | told you that once before." He hésit, then
turned again to Princess Bentrik. "How is little Princess Myrieg? asked, and
then, trying to be casual, added, "and Lady Valerie?"

She seemed so clearly real and present to him, blue eyes andlsyghdeair, more
real than Elaine had been to him for years.

"They're at Cragdale; they'll be safe there. | hope."

XXV

Attempting to conceal the presence on Tanith of Prince Bentritésand son was
pushing caution beyond necessity. Admitted that the news would leak back to
Marduk via Gilgamesh, it was over seven hundred light-years to tles &t
almost a thousand from there to the former. Better that Psinloesile should
enjoy Rivington society, such as it was, and escape, for a momentnaothien,
from anxiety about her husband. At ten—no, almost twelve; it had beem angea

a half since Trask had left Marduk—the boy Count of Ravary was maily ea
diverted. At last, he was among real Space Vikings, on a Sp&uoey\filanet, and

he was trying to be everywhere and see everything at once. No doubt heb@ould
imagining himself a Space Viking, returning to Marduk with a vast danta
rescue his father and the King from Zaspar Makann.

Trask was satisfied with that; as a host he left much to bieede$¢ie had his
worries, too, and all of them bore the same name: Prince ViktXoofitl. He

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Pagel3C of 16&

went over with Manfred Ravallo everything the captain ofBleek Starcould tell

him. He had talked once with Viktor; the lord of Xochitl had been cgidlite and
noncommittal. His subordinates had been frankly hostile. There had beehifps

on orbit or landed at Viktor's spaceport beside the usual Gilgamesloeitsarant
traders, two of them Viktor's own, and a big armed freighter had corfrem
Haulteclere as th8lack Starwas leaving. There was considerable activity at the
shipyards and around the spaceport, as though in preparation for something on a
large scale.

Xochitl was a thousand light-years from Tanith. He rejected imeedgli the idea

of launching a preventative attack; his ships might reach Xochitl rnid i
undefended, and then return to find Tanith devastated. Things like that had
happened in space-war. The only thing to do was sit tight, defend Tanith whe
Viktor attacked, and then counterattack if he had any ships left byirtteatPrince
Viktor was probably reasoning in the same way.

He had no time to think about Andray Dunnan, except, now and then, to wish tha
Otto Harkaman would stop thinking about him and bring@Gbesandehome. He
needed that ship on Tanith, and the wits and courage of her commander.

More news—Gilgamesh sources—came in from Xochitl. There were omy t
ships, both armed merchantmen, on the planet. Prince Viktor had spacedh [P¢141]
the rest an estimated two thousand hours before the story reachethhinwas
twice as long as it would take the Xochitl armada to reach Tathtlhadn't gone to
Beowulf; that was only sixty-five hours from Tanith and they would hawdche
about it long ago. Or Amaterasu, or Khepera. How many ships he haa was
guestion; not fewer than five, and possibly more. He could have slippedhe
Tanith system and hidden his ships on one of the outer uninhabitable plamets. H
sent Valkanhayn and Ravallo microjumping their ships from one to another to
check. They returned to report in the negative. At least, ViktoramhXl wasn't
camped inside their own system, waiting for them to leave Tanithtopstack.

But he was somewhere, and up to nothing even resembling good, and there was no
possible way of guessing when his ships would be emerging on Tanith. The only
thing to do was wait for him. When he did, Trask was confident thatdwd
emerge from hyperspace into serious trouble. He had Nbeesis the

Space Scourgdhe Black Starand Queen Flavia the strongly rebuiltamia, and
several independent Space Viking ships, among therbdhenthingof his friend
Roger-fan-Morvill Esthersan, who had volunteered to stay and help detaese.

This, of course, was not pure altruism. If Viktor attacked and hafldat blown to
Em-See-Square, Xochitl would lie open and unprotected, and there was enough
loot on Xochitl to cram everybody's ships. Everybody's ships who had ships when
the Battle of Tanith was over, of course.

He was apologetic to Princess Bentrik:

"I'm very sorry you jumped out of Zaspar Makann's frying pan into Prince Viktor's
fire," he began.

She laughed at that. "I'll take my chances on the fire. | seeseet@ lot of good
firemen around. If there is a battle you will see that Steveréssafe place, won't
you?"

"In a space attack, there are no safe places. I'll keep Hinmve.'
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The young Count of Ravary wanted to know which ship he would serve on when
the attack came.

"Well, you won't be on any ship, Count. You'll be on my staff."

Two days later, th€orisandecame out of hyperspace. Harkaman was guardedly
noncommittal by screen. Trask took a landing craft and went out tatiheegtip.

"Marduk doesn't like us, any more," Harkaman told him. "They have shipdl on

their trade-planets, and they all have orders to fire on any, repgatSpace
Vikings, including the ships of the self-styled Prince of Tanith. |t from
Captain Garravay of th€index After we were through talking, we fought a nice

little ship-to-ship action for him to make films of. | don't thinkybody could see
anything wrong with it." [Pg 142]

"This order came from Makann?"

"From the Admiral commanding. He isn't your friend Shefter; Sheéred on
account of quote ill-health unquote. He is now in a quote hospital unquote.”

"Where's Prince Bentrik?"

"Nobody knows. Charges of high treason were brought against him, and he just
vanished. Gone underground, or secretly arrested and executed; take yout choice

He wondered just what he'd tell Princess Lucile and Count Steven.

"They have ships on all the planets they trade with. Fourteen of fffehisn't to
catch Dunnan. That's to disperse the Navy away from Marduk. They donth&us
Navy. Is Prince Edvard still Prime Minister?"

"Yes, as of Garravay's last information. It seems Makann isvbghan a
scrupulously legal manner, outside of making his People's Watchmen phet of
armed forces. Protesting his devotion to the King every time he open®hth."

"When will the fire be, | wonder?"

"Huh? Oh yes, you were reading up on Hitler. That | don't know. Probably
happened by now."

He just told Princess Lucile that her husband had gone into hiding; he ctealdn't
sure whether she was relieved or more worried. The boy was stuhe tvas doing
something highly romantic and heroic.

Some of the volunteers tired of waiting, after another thousand hourspaoed

out. TheViking's Gift of Beowulf came in with a cargo, and went on orbit after
discharging it to join the watch. A Gilgamesher came in from &mastu and
reported everything quiet there; as soon as her captain had sold hisvaéngs,
minimum of haggling, he spaced out again. His behavior convinced everybody that
the attack would come in a matter of ho
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It didn't.

Three thousand hours had passed since the first warning had reachéd thanit
made five thousand since Viktor's ships were supposed to have leftIXdbleite
were those, Boake Valkanhayn among them, who doubted, now, if he ever had.

"The whole thing's just a big Gilgamesher lie," he was declariagmébody—
Nikky Gratham, or the Everrards, or maybe Viktor himself—paid thenelt us
that, to pin our ships down here. Or they made it up themselves yswotild make
hay on our trade-planets.”

"Let's go down to the Ghetto and clean out the whole gang,” somebody else took
up. "Anything one of them's in, they're all in together."

"Nifflheim with that; let's all space out for Xochitl," MantteRavallo proposed.
"We have enough ships to lick them on Tanith, we have enough to lick them on
their own planet.”

He managed to talk them out of both courses of action—what was he, anyhow;
sovereign Prince of Tanith, or the non-ruling King of Marduk, or just kireftain

of a disciplineless gang of barbarians? One of the independents spacded Egtl43]
disgust. The next day, two others came in, loaded with booty from ard&daggi,

and decided to stay around for a while and see what happened.

And four days after that, a five-hundred-foot hyperspace yacht, bearidgdgbers
and chevrons of Bigglersport, came in. As soon as she was out ofsthe la
microjump, she began calling by screen.

Trask didn't know the man who was screening, but Hugh Rathmore did; DuKe Jori
confidential secretary.

"Prince Trask; | must speak to you as soon as possible,” he begast alm
stuttering. Whatever the urgency of his mission, one would have thought that a
three-thousand-hour voyage would have taken some of the edge from itof'lt is
the first importance."

"You are speaking to me. This screen is reasonably secure. Ateddf the first
importance, the sooner you tell me about it...."

"Prince Trask, you must come to Gram, with every man and every shipayou
command. Satan only knows what's happening there now, but three thousand hours
ago, when the Duke sent me off, Omfray of Glaspyth was landing on Weetlsha

He has a fleet of eight ships, furnished to him by his wife's kinstha King of
Haulteclere. They are commanded by King Konrad's Space Viking cousin, the
Prince of Xochitl."

Then a look of shocked surprise came into the face of the man inrées,sand
Trask wondered why, until he realized that he had leaned back in hisctavas
laughing uproariously. Before he could apologize, the man in the had founc
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his voice.

"I know, Prince Trask; you have no reason to think kindly of King Angus—the
former King Angus, or maybe even the late King Angus, | suppose he is now—but
a murderer like Omfray of Glaspyth...."

It took a little time to explain to the confidential secretarytioé Duke of
Bigglersport the humor of the situation.

There were others at Rivington to whom it was not immediately eviddrg
professional Space Vikings, men like Valkanhayn and Ravallo and Alvynaik@yff

were disgusted. Here they'd been sitting, on combat alert, all ii@sths, and, if
they'd only known, they could have gone to Xochitl and looted it clean long ago.
The Gram party were outraged. Angus of Wardshaven had been bad enough, with
the hereditary taint of the Mad Baron of Blackcliffe, and QueenaEaitd her
rapacious family, but even he was preferable to a murderous wviémime even
called him a fiend in human shape—like Omfray of Glaspyth.

Both parties, of course, were positive as to where their Pridegys lay. The
former insisted that everything on Tanith that could be put into hyperspaciéd

be dispatched at once to Xochitl, to haul back from it everything excépi a
absolutely immovable natural features of the planet. The lddaroced, just as[Pg144]
loudly and passionately, that everybody on Tanith who could pull a trigger should
be embarked at once on a crusade for the deliverance of Gram.
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"You don't want to do either, do you?" Harkaman asked him, when theyaloae
after the second day of acrimo
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"Nifflheim, no! This crowd that wants an attack on Xochitl; you know twinauld
happen if we did that?" Harkaman was silent, waiting for him tamoat "Inside a
year, four or five of these small planet-holders like Gratham hedEwerrards
would combine against us and make a slag-pile out of Tanith."

Harkaman nodded agreement. "Since we warned him the first tiikier'y kept [Pg 145
his ships away from our planets. If we attacked Xochitl now, witpomocation,
nobody'd know what to expect from us. People like Nikky Gratham and Tobbin of
Nergal and the Everrards of Hoth get nervous around unpredictable dangers, and
when they get nervous they get trigger-happy.” He puffed slowly on his pipe and
then said: "Then you'll be going back to Gram."

"That doesn't follow; just because Valkanhayn and Ravallo and that crewd ar
wrong doesn't make Valpry and Rathmore and Ffayle right. You heard wiaat | w
telling those very people at Karvall House, the day | met you. And yoa&me s
what's been happening on Gram since we came out here. Otto, the Santad-W
are finished; they're half decivilized now. Civilization is alivelggrowing here on
Tanith. | want to stay here and help it grow."

"Look, Lucas," Harkaman said. "You're Prince of Tanith, and I'm dw@yAdmiral.

But I'm telling you; you'll have to do something, or this whole setup of yollirs w

fall apart. As it stands, you can attack Xochitl and the Backsfian party would

go along, or you can decide on this crusade against Omfray of Glaspyth and the
Raid-Xochitl-Now party would go along. But if you let this go on much longmy,

won't have any influence over either party."

"And then I will be finished. And in a few years, Tanith will li@ighed.” He rose

and paced across the room and back. "Well, | won't raid XochitldIlyiml why,

and you agreed. And | won't spend the men and ships and wealth of Tanith in any
Sword-World dynastic squabble. Great Satan, Otto; you were inuten@al War.

This is the same thing, and it'll go on for another half a century."

"Then what will you do?"
"l came out here after Andray Dunnan, didn't I?" he asked.

"I'm afraid Ravallo and Valpry, or even Valkanhayn and Morland, won'tsbe a
interested in Dunnan as you are."

"Then | will interest them in him. Remember, | was reading upliler, coming in
from Marduk? | will tell them all a big lie. Such a big lie tlmbody will dare to
disbelieve it."

XXV

"Do you think | was afraid of Viktor of Xochitl?" he demanded. "Halfi@zen
ships; we could make a new Van Allen belt around Tanith of them,whigt we
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have here. Our real enemy is on Marduk, not Xochitl; his name's Zsigann.
Zaspar Makann, and Andray Dunnan, the man | came out from Gram to hunt;
they're in alliance, and | believe Dunnan is on Marduk, himself, now."

The delegation who had come out from Gram in the yacht of the Duke of
Bigglersport were unimpressed. Marduk was only a name to them, ore of t
fabulous civilized Old Federation planets no Sword-Worlder had ever Zaspar [Pg 146]
Makann wasn't even that. And so much had happened on Gram since the murder of
Elaine Karvall and the piracy of thenterprisethat they had completely forgotten
Andray Dunnan. That put them at a disadvantage. All the people whom they we
trying to convince, the half-hundred members of the new nobility of Tapitikes

a language they didn't understand. They didn't even understand the proposition, and
couldn't argue against it.

Paytrik Morland, who was Gram-born and had been speaking for a returren for

to fight against Omfray of Glaspyth and his supporters, defected frerm &t once.

He had been on Marduk and knew who Zaspar Makann was; he had made friends
with the Royal Navy officers, and had been shocked to hear that theynaer
enemies. Manfred Ravallo and Boake Valkanhayn, among the more agtiotilat

the Raid-Xochitl-Now party, snatched up the idea and seemed convinced that
they'd thought of it themselves all along. Valkanhayn had been on Gimli &ad tal

to Mardukan naval officers; Ravallo had brought Princess Bentrik tohTand

heard her stories on the voyage. They began adducing arguments in support of
Trask's thesis. Of course Dunnan and Makann were in collusion. Who tipped
Dunnan off that th&/ictrix would be on Audhumla? Makann; his spies in the Navy
tipped him. What about thddonest Horris wasn't Makann blocking any
investigation about her? Why was Admiral Shefter retired as sobfakann got

into power?

"Well, here; we don't know anything about this Zaspar Makann," the conatlenti
secretary and spokesman of the Duke of Bigglersport began.

"No, you don't," Otto Harkaman told him. "I suggest you keep quiet and,lidte
you find out a little about him."

"Why, | wouldn't be surprised if Dunnan was on Marduk all the time we we
hunting for him," Valkanhayn said.

Trask began to wonder. What would Hitler have done if he'd told one didis
lies, and then found it turning into the truth? Maybe Makann had been on
Marduk.... No; he couldn't have hidden half a dozen ships on a civilizeelt pNot

even at the bottom of an ocean.

"l wouldn't be surprised," Alvyn Karffard was shouting, "if Andray Dunmaas
Zaspar Makann. | know he doesn't look like Dunnan, we all saw him omsbrde
there's such a thing as plastic surgery."

That was making the big lie just a trifle too big. Zaspar Makans sea inches
shorter than Dunnan; there are some things no plastic surgery couldytlik Pa
Morland, who had known Dunnan and had seen Makann on screen, ought to have
known that too, but he either didn't think of it or didn't want to weakenealoas

had completely accepted.

"As far as | can find out, nobody even heard of Makann till abou years agc [Pg 147
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That would be about the time Dunnan would have arrived on Marduk," he said.

By this time, the big room in which they were meeting had become a dfabe
voices, everybody trying to convince everybody else that they'd known it all along.
Then the Back-To-Gram party receiveddmip-de-graceLothar Ffayle, to whom

the emissaries of Duke Joris had looked for their strongest suppottpwer.

"You people want us to abandon a planet we've built up from nothing, arne all t
time and money we've invested in it, to go back to Gram and pull your clsestnut
out of the fire? Gehenna with you! We're staying here and defending our own
planet. If you're smart, you'll stay here with us."

The Bigglersport delegation was still on Tanith, trying to recr@taanaries from
the King of Tradetown and dickering with a Gilgamesher to transpom tioe
Gram, when the big lie turned into something like the truth.

The observation post on the Moon of Tanith picked up an emergence at twenty
light-minutes due north of the planet. Half an hour later, thereanather one at

five light-minutes; a very small one, and then a third at two lightsds, and this

was detectable by radar and microray as a ship's pinnace. He wonftlered
something had happened on Amaterasu or Beowulf; somebody like Gratham or the
Everrards might have decided to take advantage of the defensive mioloilizat
Tanith. Then they switched the call from the pinnace over to hisrscaed Prince
Simon Bentrik was looking out of it.

"I'm glad to see you! Your wife and son are here, worried about youateuasd
well." He turned to shout to somebody to find young Count Steven of Ravary and
tell him to tell his mother. "How are you?"

"I had a broken leg when | left Moonbase, but that's mended on the wantikBe
said. "I have little Princess Myrna aboard with me. For &fidw, she's Queen of
Marduk, now." He gulped slightly. "Prince Trask, we've come as beggaa’se
begging help for our planet.”

"You've come as honored guests, and you'll get all the help we can give you." H
blessed the Xochitl invasion scare, and the big lie which was raqgdbing to be a

lie; Tanith had the ships and men and the will to act. "What happdviakignn
deposed the King and took over?"

It came to that, Bentrik told him. It had started even beforeetbetion. The
People's Watchmen had possessed weapons that had been made openly and legally
on Marduk for trade to the Neobarbarian planets and then clandestinelgdliteer

secret People's Welfare arsenals. Some of the police had gorte Makann; the

rest had been terrorized into inaction. There had been riots fomantextking-

class districts of all the cities as pretexts for furtieerorization. The election had

been a farce of bribery and intimidation. Even so, Makann's party had tfila [Pg 148
complete majority in the Chamber of Representatives, and had beenllednpe

patch up a shady coalition in or to elect a favorable Chamber of Deleg:

file://ICADOCUME~1\COMPAQ~1\LOCALS~1\Temp\L3KHI7KE.hi 3/6/200°



Pagel3€ of 16&

"And, of course, they elected Makann Chancellor; that did it," Bes#id. "All the
opposition leaders in the Chamber of Representatives have beeedarozstall

kinds of ridiculous charges—sex-crimes, receiving bribes, being in theofpay
foreign powers, nothing too absurd. Then they rammed through a law empowering
the Chancellor to fill vacancies in the Chamber of Representatbyes
appointment.”

"Why did the Crown Prince lend himself to a thing like that?"

"He hoped that he could exercise some control. The Royal Familyaisnast holy
symbol to the people. Even Makann was forced to pretend loyalty to the Kdng a
the Crown Prince...."

"It didn't work; he played right into Makann's hands. What happened?"

The Crown Prince had been assassinated. The assassin, an unknowitieved be

to be a Gilgamesher, had been shot to death by People's Watchmen guandang Pr
Edvard at once. Immediately Makann had seized the Royal Palace dot st

King, and immediately there had been massacres by People's Watchmen
everywhere. The Mardukan Planetary Army had ceased to exist; Maktog's s
was that there had been a military plot against the King and the gam@rnm
Scattered over the planet in small detachments, the army had ipsehowt in two

nights and a day. Now Makann was recruiting it up again, exclusively them
People's Welfare Party.

"You weren't just sitting on your hands, were you?"

"Oh, no," Bentrik replied. "I was doing something | wouldn't have thoughelnys
capable of, a few years ago. Organizing a mutineering conspiracy iRoye
Mardukan Navy. After Admiral Shefter was forcibly retired and shyotin an
insane asylum, | disappeared and turned into a civilian contragratétydiberator

at the Malverton Navy Yard. Finally, when | was suspected, orteeadfficers—he

was arrested and tortured to death later—managed to smuggle meightergdr

the Moonbase. | was an orderly in the hospital there. The day the Crovee was
murdered, we had a mutiny of our own. We killed everybody we even suspected of
being a Makannist. The Moonbase has been under attack from the planet eve
since."

There was a stir behind him; turning, he saw Princess Bentriktharaby enter the
room. He rose.

"We'll talk about this later. There are some people here...."

He motioned them forward and turned away, shoo-ing everybody else out of the
room.

The news was all over Rivington, and then all over Tanith, while tiheape was [Pg 149
still coming down. There was a crowd at the spaceport, staring astltherhft
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with its blazon of the crowned and planet-throned dragon, settled ontmdisid

legs, and reporters of the Tanith News Service with theiesgpeckups. He met
Prince Bentrik, a little in advance of the others, and managedigpev to him

hastily:

"While you're talking to anybody here, always remember that Andray Dunnan is
working with Zaspar Makann, and as soon as Makann consolidates his pos#ion he
sending an expedition against Tanith."

"How in blazes did you find that out, here?" Bentrik demanded. "From the
Gilgameshers?"

Then Harkaman and Rathmore and Valkanhayn and Lothar Ffayle and the others
were crowding up behind, and more people were coming off the pinnace, and
Prince Bentrik was trying to embrace both his wife and his son aathe time.

"Prince Trask." He started at the voice, and was looking into deepelgkes under
coal-black hair. His pulse gave a sudden jump, and he said, "Valeneé!then,
"Lady Alvarath; I'm most happy to see you here." Then he saw who wds bes,
and squatted on his heels to bring himself down to a convenient size. fiAnds3
Myrna. Welcome to Tanith, Your Highness!"

The child flung her arms around his neck. "Oh, Prince Lucas! I'm sbtglaee
you. There's been such awful things happened!"

"There won't be anything awful happen here, Princess Myrna. You are among
friends; friends with whom you have a treaty. Remember?"

The child began to cry, bitterly. "That was when | was just g-Qlacen. And now
| know what they meant when they talked about when Grandpa and Pappa would
be through being King. Pappa didn't even get to be King!"

Something big and warm and soft was trying to push between them; a dog with
long blond hair and floppy ears. In a year and a half, puppies can grovsisgtpr
Mopsy was trying to lick his face. He took the dog by the collar anigjistemed.

"Lady Valerie, will you come with us?" he asked. "I'm going to find tgrarfor
Princess Myrna."

"Is it Princess Myrna, or is it Queen Myrna?" he asked.

Prince Bentrik shook his head. "We don't know. The King was alive whdafive
Moonbase, but that was five hundred hours ago. We don't know anything about her
mother, either. She was at the Palace when Prince Edvard wdsred; we've
heard absolutely nothing about her. The King made a few screen appearances
parroting things Makann wanted him to say. Under hypnosis. That was probably
the very least of what they did to him. They've turned him into a zombi."

"Well, how did Myrna get to Moonbase
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"That was Lady Valerie, as much as anybody else. She and Sir Tlkohhk/, [Pg 150
and Captain Rainer. They armed the servants at Cragdale with hufieagand
everything else they could scrape up, captured Prince Edvard's spaceapdcht,
took off in her. Took a couple of hits from ground batteries getting off framad

ships around Moonbase getting in. Ships of the Royal Mardukan Navy!" he added
furiously.

The pinnace in which they had made the trip to Tanith had taken a fewdaf
running the blockade. Not many; her captain had thrown her into hyperspace
almost at once.

"They sent the yacht off to Gimli,” Bentrik said. "From theheytll try to rally as
many of the Royal Navy units as haven't gone over to Makann. They're tdblssem
on Gimli and await my return. If | don't return in fifteen hundred horos fthe
time | left Moonbase, they're to use their own judgment. I'd expedhindd move

in on Marduk and attack."

"That's sixty-odd days,"” Otto Harkaman said. "That's an awfully long tion
expect that lunar base to hold out, against a whole planet.”

"It's a strong base. It was built four hundred years ago, when Mardulightisg a
combination of six other planets. It held out against continuous attack, famc
almost a year. It's been constantly strengthened ever since."”

"And what have they to throw at it?" Harkaman persisted.

"When | left, six ships of the former Royal Navy, that had gone ovéfaann.
Four fifteen-hundred-footers, same class asMiotix, and two thousand-footers.
Then, there were four of Andray Dunnan's ships—"

"You mean, he really is on Marduk?"

"l thought you knew that, and | was wondering how you'd found out. Fetina,
Bolide, and two armed merchantmen, a Baldurbuilt ship calledRél@able and
your friendHonest Horris"

"You didn't really believe Dunnan was on Marduk?" Boake Valkanhayn asked.

"Actually, |1 didn't. | had to have some kind of a story, to talk those pemy of

that crusade against Omfray of Glaspyth." He left unmentioned Valkashawn
insistence on a plundering expedition against Xochitl. "Now that it mub$o be
true, I'm not surprised. We decided, long ago, that Dunnan was planning to ra
Marduk. It appears that we underestimated him. Maybe he wasgeabout
Hitler, too. He wasn't planning any raid; he was planning conquest, anthevay

a great civilization can be conquered—by subversion."

"Yes," Harkaman put in. "Five years ago, when Dunnan started thgggonme,
who was this Makann, anyhow?"

"Nobody," Bentrik said. "A crackpot agitator in Drepplin; he had a covédellofv-
crackpots, who met in the back room of a saloon and had their officagarabox.

The next year, he had a suite of offices and was buying time on a aufuple
telecasts. The year after that, he had three telecasinstatf his own, and wadPg 151]
holding rallies and meetings of thousands of people. And : upward.
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"Yes. Dunnan financed him, and moved in behind him, the same way Makann
moved in behind the King. And Dunnan will have him shot the way he had Prince
Edvard shot, and use the murder as a pretext to liquidate his pesmvedis."

"And then he'll own Marduk. And we'll have the Mardukan navy coming out of
hyperspace on Tanith,” Valkanhayn added. "So we go to Marduk and smash him
now, while he's still little enough to smash."

There had been a few who had wanted to do that about Hitler, and angi@at
later, who had regretted that it hadn't been done.

"The Nemesisthe Corisande and theSpace Scourgir sure?" he asked.

Harkaman and Valkanhayn agreed; Valkanhayn thoughtMikeng's Gift of
Beowulf would go along, and Harkaman was almost sure oBlhek Starand
Queen FlaviaHe turned to Bentrik.

"Start that pinnace off for Gimli at once; within the hour if pbkesiWe don't know
how many ships will be gathered there, but we don't want them wiastistail-

attacks. Tell whoever's in command there that ships from Tanitbratee way,
and to wait for them."

Fifteen hundred hours, less the five hundred Bentrik was in space favdukl He
hadn't time to estimate voyage-time to Gimli from the other Mardukaahe-
planets, and nobody could estimate how many ships would respond.

"It may take us a little time to get an effective fleet tbge Even after we get
through arguing about it. Argument,” he told Bentrik, "is not exclusivebatufe
of democracies."

Actually, there was very little argument, and most of that ambagvtardukans.
Prince Bentrik insisted that Crown Princess Myrna would have tokee t&@ong;

King Mikhyl would be either dead or brainwashed into imbecility by now, hed t
would have to have somebody to take the throne. Lady Valerie Alvarath, Sir
Thomas Kobbly, the tutor, and the nurse Margot refused to be sepacatetdr.
Prince Bentrik was equally firm, with less success, on leavisgviie and son on
Tanith. In the end, it was agreed that the entire Mardukan party \spate out on

the Nemesis

The leader of the Bigglersport delegation attempted an impassioadd about

going to the aid of strangers while their own planet was being ensldeedas

booed down by everybody else and informed that Tanith was being defended where
a planet ought to be, on somebody else's real estate. When the Bigtgesspor
emerged from the meeting, they found that their own space-yacht had been
commandeered and sent off to Amaterasu and Beowulf for assisthatehe
regiment of local infantry they had enlisted from the King of Tradetobad been [Pg 152
taken over by the Rivington authorities, and that the Gilgamesh freibletethad
chartered to transport them to Gram would now take them to M
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The problem broke into two halves: the purely naval action that would be flaught
relieve the Moon of Marduk, if it still held out, and to destroy the Donaad
Makann ships, and the ground-fighting problem of wiping out Makann's supporters
and restoring the Mardukan monarchy. A great many of the people of Marduk
would be glad of a chance to turn on Makann, once they had arms and were
properly supported. Combat weapons were almost unknown among the people,
however, and even sporting arms uncommon. All the small arms andrligbtya

and auto-weapons available were gathered up.

The Grendelsbaneeame in from Beowulf, and theun Goddesfrom Amaterasu.
Three independent Space Viking ships were still in orbit on Taniti;jtheed the
expedition. There would be trouble with them on Marduk; they'd want to leot. L
the Mardukans worry about that. They could charge it off as part of ite fpr
letting Zaspar Makann get into power in the first place.

There were twelve spacecraft in line outside the Moon of Tarotinting the three
independents and the forcibly chartered Gilgamesher troop-transponyatdhe
biggest fleet Space Vikings had ever assembled in their history. Adeyfiard
said as much while they were checking the formation by screen.

"It isn't a Space Viking fleet," Prince Bentrik differed. &Fa are only three Space
Vikings in it. The rest are the ships of three civilized planBasith, Beowulf and
Amaterasu."

Karffard was surprised. "You meane're civilized planets? Like Marduk, or
Baldur or Odin, or...?"

"Well, aren't you?"

Trask smiled. He'd begun to suspect something of the sort a coupleageatHe
hadn't really been sure until now. His most junior staff officer, C&taven of
Ravary, didn't seem to appreciate the compliment.

"We are Space Vikings!" he insisted. "And we are going to battle with the
Neobarbarians of Zaspar Makann."

"Well, | won't argue the last half of it, Steven," his fattudd him.

"Are you people done yakking about who's civilized and who isn't?" Guatt Kirbey
asked. "Then give the signal. All the other ships are ready to jump."”

Trask pressed the button on the desk in front of him. A light went on oxleW¥s
control panel as one would on each of the other ships. He said, "Jungymgnpd
the stem of his pipe, and twisted the red handle and shcin.
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Four hundred and fifty hours, in the private universe that walléneesisoutside,
nothing else existed, and inside there was nothing to do but wait, lasheac [P9 158
carried them six trillion miles nearer to Gimli. At firghe ruthless and terrible
Space Viking, Steven, Count of Ravary, was wildly excited, but betorg he
found that, there was nothing exciting going on; it was just a spacesdimeal

been on ships before. Her Highness the Crown Princess, or maybejbastyNfze
Queen of Marduk, stopped being excited about the same time, and shewvamd Ste
and Mopsy played together. Of course, Myrna was only a girl, and two years
younger than Steven, but she was, or at least might be, his sovergidresade,

she had been in a space action, if you call what lies betweemet plad its
satellite space and if you call being shot at without being able to blac&tan
action, and Relentless Ravary, the Interstellar Terror, had histrather made up

for being a girl and a mere baby of going-on-ten.

One thing, there were no lessons. Sir Thomas Kobbly fancied himseHf a
landscape-painter and spent most of his time arguing techniques with_iantm
and Steven's tutor, Captain Rainer was a normal-space astrogatfwuadda
kindred spirit in Sharll Renner. This left Lady Valerie Alvaratha loose end.
There were plenty of volunteers to help her fill in the time, butkRidath Its
Privileges; Trask undertook to see to it that she did not suffer xelsfrom
shipboard ennui.

Sharll Renner and Captain Rainer approached him, during the cocktail owe be
dinner, some hundred hours short of emergence.

"We think we've figured out where Dunnan's base is," Renner said.
"Oh, good!" Everybody else had, on a different planet. "Where's yours?"

"Abaddon,"” the Count of Ravary's tutor said. When he saw that the naarg me
nothing to Trask, he added, "The ninth, outer, planet of the Marduk sydtem."
said it disgustedly.

"Yes; remember how you had Boake and Manfred out with their ships, ogecki
our outside planets to see if Prince Viktor might be hiding on one of théet?
what with the time element, and the way H@nest Horriswas shuttling back and
forth from Marduk to some place that wasn't Gimli, and the way Dunmanaiie

to bring his ships in as soon as the shooting started on Marduk, we thouglisthe
be on an uninhabited outer planet of the Marduk system."

"I don't know why we never thought of that, ourselves,” Rainer put in. "l sappos
because nobody ever thinks of Abaddon for any reason. It's only a small planet,
about four thousand miles in diameter, and it's three and a half biiies from
primary. It's frozen solid. It would take almost a year to get tm Abbot drive,

and if your ship has Dillinghams, why not take a little longer and go dooa
planet? So nobody bothered with Abaddon."

But for Dunnan's purpose, it would be perfect. He called Prince Beamtt Alvyn
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Karffard to him; they found the idea instantly convincing. They talked aibouffg 155]
through dinner, and held a general discussion afterward. Even Guatt Kibey,
ship's pessimist, could find no objection to it. Trask and Bentrik begamca
making battle plans. Karffard wondered if they hadn't better whthay got to

Gimli and discuss it with the others.

"No," Trask told him. "This is the flagship; here's where thatagy is decided."

"Well, how about the Mardukan Navy?" Captain Rainer asked. "l thinkt Fle
Admiral Bargham's in command at Gimli."

Prince Simon Bentrik was silent for a moment, as though he realzgh
reluctance, that the big decision was no longer avoidable.

"He may be, at present, but he won't be when | get there. | will be
"But ... Your Highness, he's a fleet admiral; you're just a commgddore

"I am not just a commodore. The King is a prisoner, and for aknegv dead. The
Crown Prince is dead. The Princess Myrna is a child. | am asguhe position of
Regent and Prince-Protector of the Realm."

XXVI

There was a little difficulty on Gimli with Fleet AdmiralaBgham. Commodores
didn't give orders to fleet admirals. Well, maybe regents did, hotgave Prince
Bentrik authority to call himself regent? Regents were eldayethe Chamber of
Delegates, on nomination of the Chancellor.

"That's Zaspar Makann and his stooges you're talking about?" Bentrik laughed.

"Well, the Constitution...." He thought better of that, before somehskgd him
what Constitution. "Well, a Regent has to be chosen by election. Evevens of
the Royal Family can't just make themselves Regent by saying they are

"I can. | just have. And | don't think there are going to be many mocaaogis, at
least for the present. Not till we make sure the people of Mardukbe trusted
with the control of the government."

"Well, the pinnace from Moonbase reported that there were six Rupal
battleships and four other craft attacking them," Bargham objedtexhly’ have
four ships here; | sent for the ones on the other trade-planetshbuen't heard
from any of them. We can't go there with only four ships."”

"Sixteen ships," Bentrik corrected. "No, fifteen and one Gilgamesk&e using
for a troopship. | think that's enough. You'll remain here on Gimli, in asg,c
admiral; as soon as the other ships come in, you'll follow to Mardihktiaem. |
am now holding a meeting aboard the Tanith flag®emesis| want your four
shig-commanders aboard immediately. | am not including because you'r
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remaining here to bring up the late comers and as soon as this meetusy we
are spacing out." [Pg 156]

Actually, they spaced out sooner; the meeting lasted the whole threethuart
fifty hours to Abaddon. A ship's captain, if he has a good exec, asthkmfhad,
needs only sit at his command-desk and look important while the shipgs igtm
and emerging from a long jump; the rest of the time he can studyhah@®ry or
whatever his shipboard hobby is. Rather than waste three hundred arbdifsy
of precious time, each captain turned his ship over to his execraathesl aboard
the Nemesiseven on so spacious a craft the officers' country north of the engine
rooms was crowded like a tourist hotel in mid-season. One of thevfarttukans
was the Captain Garravay who had smuggled Bentrik's wife and son aftikja
and the other three were just as pro-Bentrik, pro-Tanith, and akiahh. They
were, on general principles, also anti-Bargham. There must behsog&rong
with any fleet admiral who remained in his command after Zaspdéahh came to
power.

So, as soon as they spaced out, there was a party. After tlyasetiled down to
planning the Battle of Abaddon.

There was no Battle of Abaddon.

It was a dead planet, one side in night and the other in dim twitigt the little
speck of a sun three and a half billion miles away, jagged mountsiing aut of
the snow that covered it from pole to pole. The snow on top would be f@f2gn

according to the thermocouples, the surface temperature was igellrheus-100
Centigrade. No ships on orbit circled it; there was a littiet feadiation, which
could have been from naturally radioactive minerals; there was mtricdé
discharge detectable.

There was considerable bad language in the command room NEthesis The
captains of the other ships were screening in, wanting to know evbat t

"Go on in," Trask told them. "Englobe the planet, and go down to withideaifm
necessary. They could be hiding somewhere on it."

"Well, they're not hiding at the bottom of any ocean, that's for suoeyélsody
said. It was one of those feeble jokes at which everybody laughs becdbseg
else is laughable about the situation.

Finally, they found it, at the north pole, which was no colder than anyvesren
the planet. First radiation leakage, the sort that would come &ahsed-down
nuclear power plant. Then a modicum of electrical discharge. ¥ithalltelescopic
screens picked up the spaceport, a huge oval amphitheater excavatea \oaiteyf
between two jagged mountain ranges.

The language in the command room was just as bad, but the tone had changed. |
was surprising what a wide range of emotions could be expressed b simple
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blasphemies and obscenities. Everybody who had been deriding Sharll Remner wer
now acclaiming him. [Pg 157]

But it was lifeless. The ships came crowding in; air-locked rpdraft full of
space-armored ground-fighters went down. Screens in the command raasn lit
they transmitted in views. Depressions in the carbon-dioxide snow where
hundred-foot pad-feet of ships' landing-legs had pressed down. Rankgyof car
lighters that had plied to and from other ships or orbit. And, all artmdtliff-
walled perimeter, air-locked doors to caverns and tunnels. A gagat men, with

a great deal of equipment, had been working here in the estimatent Sbeyears
since Andray Dunnan—or somebody—had constructed this base.

Andray Dunnan. They found his badge, the crescent, blue on black, on things. They
found equipment that Harkaman recognized as having been part of the original
cargo stolen with th&nterprise They even found, in his living quarters, a blown-

up photoprint picture of Nevil Ormm, draped in black. But what they didindt f

was a single vehicle small enough to be taken aboard a ship, or assiragleof
combat equipment, not even a pistol or a hand grenade.

Dunnan had gone, but they knew whither, and where to find him. The conquest of
Marduk had moved into its final phase.

Marduk was on the other side of the sun from Abaddon with ninety-fiveomilli
miles—close, but not inconveniently so, Trask thought—to spare. Guatt Kinoky
the Mardukan astrogator who was helping him made it within a light-miftie
Mardukan thought that was fine; Kirbey didn't. The last microjump wagadiat
the Moon of Marduk, which was plainly visible in the telescopic scréeey came
out within a light-second and a half, which Kirbey admitted was rebonkse.
As soon as the screens cleared, they saw that they weren'tecodHatMoon of
Marduk was under fire and firing back.

They'd have detection, and he knew what they were detecting—a clump ehsixte
rending distortions of the fabric of space-time, as sixteen ships g&o sudden
existence in the normal continuum. Beside him, Bentrik had a screémas; still
milky-white, and he was speaking into a radio hand-phone.

"Simon Bentrik, Prince-Protector of Marduk, calling Moonbase." Thiewlg, he
repeated his screen-combination twice. "Come in, Moonbase; th&imsn
Bentrik, Prince-Protector, speaking."

He waited ten seconds, and was about to start again, when thefickeged. The
man who appeared in it wore the insignia of a Mardukan navy commodere. H
needed a shave, but he was grinning happily. Bentrik greeted him by name.

"Hello, Simon; glad to see you. Your Highness, | mean; what is Rhisce-
Protector thing?"

"Somebody had to do it. Is the King still aliv
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The grin slid off the commodore's face, starting with his eyes. [Pg 158

"We don't know. At first, Makann had him speaking by screen—you know what it
was like—urging everybody to obey and co-operate with 'our trusted Chancellor.’
Makann always appeared on the screen with him."

Bentrik nodded. "I remember."

"Before you left, Makann kept quiet, and let the King make the spédtdr. a
while, the King wasn't able to speak coherently; he'd stammer, pedtr&o then
Makann did all the talking; they couldn't even depend on him to parrot what they
were giving him with an earplug phone. Then he stopped appearing entirely. |
suppose there were physical symptoms they couldn't allow to be seemik Best
cursing horribly under his breath; the officer at Moonbase nodded. "I hopésfor
sake that he is dead."

Poor Goodman Mikhyl. Bentrik was saying, "So do I." Trask agreed, rmenthe
commodore at Moonbase was still talking:

"We got two more renegade RMN ships, within a hundred hours after yduHef
named them. "And we got one of the Dunnan shipsFtdreina We blew out the
Malverton Navy Yard. They're still using the Antarctic Naval Bdsat, we've
knocked out a good deal of that. We got thenest Horris They made two
attempts to land on us and lost a couple of ships. Eight hundred hours ago, they
were joined by the rest of Dunnan's fleet, five ships. They madeadmdpon
Malverton while it was turned away from us. Makann announced that they we
RMN units from the trade-planets that had joined him. | suppose thets@ae

public swallowed that. He also announced that their commander, Adduinsan,

was in command of the People's Armed Forces."

Dunnan's ground-fighters would be in control of Malverton. By now, the odds were
that Makann was as much his prisoner as King Mikhyl VIl had been Makann's

"So Dunnan has conquered Marduk. All he has to do, now, is make it $tek,"
said. "I see four ships off Moonbase; how many more have they?"

"These areBolide andEclipse Dunnan's ships, and former Royal Mardukan Navy
ships Championand Guardian There are five orbiting off the planet: Ex-RMNS
Paladin and Dunnan shipStarhoppey BanshegReliableand Exporter The last
two are listed as merchantmen, but they're performing like regulzitiecraft.”

The four that had been circling Moonbase broke orbit and started toward the
relieving fleet; one took a hit from a Moonbase missile, whiohgeteed her but did

no evident damage. Two ships which had been orbiting the planet also changed
course and started out. The command room was silent except for a subdued
chuckling from a computer which was estimating enemy intentions by observed
data and Games Theory. Three more came hurrying out from the platdhea

two in the lead slowed to let them catch up. He wanted to beéabieage the fourlPg 159
from off the satellite before the five from the planet joined thbuat Karffard's
computers said it couldn't be done.

"All right, we have to take all our bad eggs in one basket," he"Jaidto hit them
as soon after they join as possit
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The computers began chuckling again. The serving-robots were doing a rush
business in hot coffee. Prince Bentrik's son, sitting beside hig faide stopped
being Ruthless Ravary the Demon of the Spaceways and was a very yougg offic
going into his first space battle, more scared and at the samdappier than he

had ever been in his short life. Captain Garravay oMindexwas making signal

to the other ships from Gimli:Royal Navy; smash the traitors firstHe could
understand and sympathize, even if he couldn't approve of putting personal ahead
of tactical considerations, and made a quick sealed-beam ddlirkaman to be
prepared to plug any holes they left in formation if they broke away nclsed
vengeance. He also ordered Black Starand theSun Goddesso shepherd the
lightly armed and troop-crammed Gilgamesh freighter out of danger.twhe
clumps of Dunnan-Makann ships were converging rapidly, and Alvyn Karffasd w
screaming into a phone to somebody to get more speed.

At a thousand miles, the missiles started going out, and the two grbspgos,

four and five, were equidistant from each other and from the alked, fat the
points of a triangle that was growing smaller by the second. Thdifegglobes of
intercepted missiles spread from their seeds of brief wigite. IA red light flashed

on the damage-board. An enemy ship took a hit. The captain gfuben Flavia

was on a screen, saying that his ship was heavily damaged. Threbesdripg the
Mardukan dragon-and-planet circled madly around each other at what laoked,
the screen, like just over pistol-range, two of them firing intothirel, which was
replying desperately. The third one blew up, and somebody was yelling out of a
screenspeaker, "Scratch one traitor!"

Another ship blew up somewhere, and then another. He heard somebody say,
"There went one of ours," and wondered which one it was. NdCdhnisande he

hoped; no, it wasn't, he could see her rushing after two other ships wére, in

turn, speeding toward tii&ack Star theSun Goddesand the Gilgamesh freighter.
Then theNemesisand theStarhoppermwere within gun-range, pounding each other
savagely.

The battle had tied itself into a ball of gyrating, fire-spittihgps that went rolling

toward the planet, which was swinging in and out of the main viewsard
growing rapidly larger. By the time they were down to the inner edgdeof t
exosphere, the ball had started to unwind, ship after ship dropping ouarad itPg 160]
going into orbit, some badly damaged and some going to attack damaged enemies.
Some of them were completely around the planet, hidden by it. Héheaevships
approachingCorisande Sun Goddessand the Gilgamesher. He got Harkaman on

the screen.

"Where's theBlack Sta?" he asked.

"Gone to Em-See-Square," Harkaman replied. "We got the two Duna&arnvis.
Bolide andReliable"

Then young Steven of Ravary, who had been monitoring one of the intership
screens, had a call from Captain Gompertz ofGrendelsban, and at th same
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moment somebody else was yelling, "Here comesStagopperagain!”
"Tell him to wait a moment; we have troubles," he said.

Nemesisand Starhoppersledge-hammered each other and parried with counter-
missiles, and then, quite unexpectedly, $t@hoppemwent to Em-See-Square.

There was an awful lot of Em being converted to Ee off Marduk, todajuding
Manfred Ravallo; that grieved him. Manfred was a good man, and a geond.f
He had a girl in Rivington.... Nifflheim, there were eight hundred goed aboard
the Black Star and most of them had girls who'd wait in vain for them on Tanith.
Well, what had Otto Harkaman said, so long ago, on Gram? Somethingoédbout
age not being a usual cause of death among Space Vikings, wasn't it?

Then he remembered that Gompertz of@rendelsbanavas trying to get him. He
told young Count Steven to switch him over.

"We just lost one of our Mardukans,” Gompertz told him, in his staddaowulf
accent. "l think she was th€hallenger The ship that got her looks like the
Banshegl'm turning to engage her."

"Which way; west around the planet? Be right with you, captain."

XXVII

It was like finishing a word puzzle. You sit staring at it, lookiagrore spaces to
print letters into, and suddenly you realize that there are no rhateghe puzzle is
done. That was how the space-battle of Marduk, the Baftl®arduk, ended.
Suddenly there were no more colored fire-globes opening and fading, no more
missiles coming, no more enemy ships to throw missiles at. Nwasitime to take

a count of his own ships, and then begin thinking about the Batiarduk.

The Black Starwas gone. So was RMNGhallenger and RMNSConquistador
Space Scourgevas badly hammered; worse than after the Beowulf raid, Boake
Valkanhayn said. Thé&/iking's Gift was heavily damaged, too, and so was the
Corisande and so, from the looks of the damage board, wad\#maesis And
three ships were missing—the three independent Space Vikilaggy, Curse of
Cagn and Roger-fan-Morvill Esthersaramnthing

Prince Bentrik frowned over that. "I can't think that all threeho&é ships would[Pg 161
have been destroyed, without anybody seeing it happen.”

"Neither can I. But | can think that all those ships broke out obétte together
and headed in for the planet. They didn't come here to help liberate M#rdyk,
came here to fill their cargo holds. | only hope the people they're robbngied
the Makann ticket in the last election." A crumb of comfort occutoehim, and he
passed it on. "The only people who are armed to resist them wiMabann's
storn-troops and Dunnan's pirates; they'll be the or get killed.'
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"We don't want any more killing than...." Prince Simon broke off suddehihg. "
beginning to talk like his late Highness Crown Prince Edvard,” he '$éaddidn't

want bloodshed, either, and look whose blood was shed. If they're doing what you
think they are, I'm afraid we'll have to kill a few of your Spaddngs, too."

"They aren't my Space Vikings." He was a little surprised totfwad, after almost
eight years of bearing the name himself, he was using it as anpethi@e label.
Well, why not? He was the ruler of the civilized planet of Tamtasn't he? "But
let's not start fighting them till the main war's over. Those tehegloads are no
worse than a bad cold; Makann and Dunnan are the plague.”

It would still take four hours to get down, in a spiral of decelenafi hey started
the telecasts which had been filmed and taped on the voyage from Gnali.
Prince-Protector Simon Bentrik spoke: The illegal rule of théotr&flakann was
ended. His deluded followers were advised to return to their allegitlmdhe

Crown. The People's Watchmen were ordered to surrender their randsshand;

in localities where they refused, the loyal people were called upao-bperate
with the legitimate armed forces of the Crown in exterminatingnftzand would be
furnished arms as soon as possible.

Little Princess Myrna spoke: "If my grandfather is still alike,is your King; if he
is not, I am your Queen, and until | am old enough to rule in my own tigbtept
Prince Simon as Regent and Protector of the Realm, and | cllanyou to obey
him as | will."

"You didn't say anything about representative government, or democracy, or the
constitution,” Trask mentioned. "And | noticed the use of the word 'nutglad of
'reign."

"That's right," the self-proclaimed Prince-Protector said. "@kesomething wrong
with democracy. If there weren't, it couldn't be overthrown by peopléviddeann,
attacking it from within by democratic procedures. | don't think it's fureshaatly
unworkable. | think it just has a few of what engineers call biilgsdt safe to run
a defective machine till you learn the defects and remedy them."

"Well, |1 hope you don't think our Sword-World feudalism doesn't have bugs." He
gave examples, and then quoted Otto Harkaman about barbarism spré2alirtg
downward from the top instead of upward from the bottom.

"It may just be,"” he added, "that there is something fundamentally kalkler
about government itself. As long B®mMo sapiens terrg a wild animal, which he
has always been and always will be until he evolves into somethirgediffin a

million or so years, maybe a workable system of government is acpbbtience
impossibility, just as transmutation of elements was a physeatee

impossibility as long as they tried to do it by chemical means."

"Then we'll just have to make it work the best way we can, and whaeaks
down, hope the next try will work a little better, for a litbeger," Bentrik said.  [P¢ 163]
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Malverton grew in the telescopic screens as they came down. TyeSdaceport,

where Trask had landed almost two years before, was in wreckeikled with
damaged ships that had been blasted on the ground, and slagged by thermonuclear
fires. There was fighting in the air all over the city properboitding-tops, on the
ground, and in the air. That would be thamnthingHarpy-Curse of CagrSpace
Vikings. The Royal Palace was the center of one of half a dozels ®kibattle

that had condensed out of the general skirmishing.

Paytrik Morland started for it with the first wave of ground-fightérom the
Nemesis The Gilgamesh freighter, like most of her ilk, had huge cargo pérts
around; these began opening and disgorging a swarm of everything from landing-
craft and hundred-foot airboats to one man air-cavalry single-mountstophe
landing-stages and terraces of the palace were almost obscured flashles of
auto-cannon shells and the smoke and dust of projectiles. Then theehirges
landed, the firing from the air stopped, and men fanned out as skirsisher
occasionally firing with small arms.

Trask and Bentrik were in the armory off the vehicle-bay, putting on domba
equipment, when the twelve-year-old Count of Ravary joined them and began
rummaging for weapons and a helmet.

"You're not going," his father told him. "I'll have enough to worry about takang c
of myself...."

That was the wrong approach. Trask interrupted:

"You're to stay aboard, Count,” he said. "As soon as things stabifiizesess
Myrna will have to come down. You'll act as her personal escort.ddmd think

you're being shoved into the background. She's Crown Princess, and if she isn't
Queen now, she will be in a few years. Escorting her now withédéoundation of

your naval career. There isn't a young officer in the Royal Navy who wotrkhtet
places with you."

"That was the right way to handle him, Lucas," Bentrik approveel; tife boy had
gone away, proud of his opportunity and his responsibility.

"It'll do just what | said for him." He stopped for a moment, toy pleth an idea
that had just struck him. "You know, the girl will be Queen in a years, if she
isn't now. Queens need Prince Consorts. Your son's a good boy; | liked Hiratthe
moment | saw him, and I've liked him better ever since. He'ddga®@ man on the
throne beside Queen Myrna."

"Oh, that's out of the question. Not the matter of consanguinity, thelytet a
sixteenth cousin. But people would say | was abusing the Protectorsimarity
my son onto the Throne."

"Simon, speaking as one sovereign prince to another, you have a lot to learn.
You've learned one important lesson already, that a ruler must legwdl use [Pg164]
force and shed blood to enforce his rule. You have to learn, too, thiar @annot

afford to be guided by his fears of what people will say about him. ot what

history will say about him. A ruler's only judge is himself."

Bentrik slid the transpex visor of his helmet up and down experimenthkgked
the chambers of his pistol and carb
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"All that matters to me is the peace and well-being of Mardlikhdve to talk it
over with ... with my only judge. Well, let's go."

The top terraces were secure when their car landed. More eshvelre coming

down and discharging men; a swarm of landing craft were sinking pdstittmg

toward the ground two thousand feet below. Auto-weapons and small arms and
light cannon banged, and bombs and recoilless-rifle shells crashed, tmwére
terraces. They put the car down one of the shaftways until they cahdaavy fire

from below, at the limit of the advance, and then turned into a broadakal
floating high enough to clear the heads of the men on foot. It looked lik@athef

the Palace where he had lodged when he had been a guest there but iy probabl
wasn't
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They came to hastily constructed barricades of furniture and statraty
furnishings, behind which Makann's People's Watchmen and Andray Dunnan's
Space Vikings were making resistance. They entered rooms dusty wittengawv
plaster and acrid with powder fumes, littered with corpses. phsged lifter-skids
being towed out with wounded. They went through rooms crowded with their own
men—"Keep your fingers off things; this isn't a looting expeditioi¥ou stupid
cretin, how did you know there wasn't a man hiding behind 'tHatdne huge
room, ballroom or concert room or something, there were prisoners hartd,
men from theNemesiswere setting up polyencephalographic veridicators, sturdy
chairs with wires and adjustable helmets and translucent globestadoaver
them. A couple of Morland's men were hustling a People's Watchman @ndne
strapping him into a chair.

"You know what this is, don't you?" one of them was saying. "This isidicegor.
That globe'll light blue; the moment you try to lie to us, itll turd.ré&nd the
moment it turns red, I'm going to hammer your teeth down your throatheitbutt
of this pistol."

"Have you found anything out about the King, yet?" Bentrik asked him.

He turned. "No. Nobody we've questioned so far knows anything later than a month
ago about him. He just disappeared.” He was going to say somethingasise,
Bentrik's face, and changed his mind.

"He's dead," Bentrik said dully. "They tortured him and brainwashedharused
him as a ventriloquist's dummy on the screen as long as they could; wierlPth&s5
couldn't let the people see him any more, they stuffed him into a canverte

They did find Zaspar Makann, hours later. Maybe he could have told them
something, if he had been alive, but he and a few of his fanatitavést had
barricaded themselves in the Throne room and died trying to defend itfoltires
Makann on the Throne, the top of his head blown away, a pistol death-gnpped i
his hand, and the Great Crown lying on the floor, the velvet inner cap-bulle
pierced and splattered with blood and brain tissue. Prince Bentrikdpickp and
looked at it disgustedly.

"We'll have to have something done about that,” he said. "I really tharkthe'd
do just this. | thought he wanted to abolish the Throne, not sit on it."

Except for one chandelier smashed and several corpses that had tgdeel dnat,

the Ministerial Council room was intact. They set up headquatters.tBoake
Valkanhayn and several other ship-captains joined them. There wagsdigbing

on in several places inside the Palace, and the city wam stitlurmoil. Somebody
managed to get in touch with the captains of D@nnthing the Harpy and the
Curse of Cagrand bring them to the Palace. Trask attempted to reason with them,
to no avail.

"Prince Trask, you're my friend, and you've always dealt fairly wittl' iReger-
fan-Morvill Esthersan said. "But you know just how far any Spacengikiaptain
can control his crew. These men didn't come here to correct theglatiistakes
of Marduk. They came here for what they could haul away. | could gsélm
killed trying to stop them now..
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"I wouldn't even try," the captain of tl@&urse of Cagrput in. "I came here for what
| could make out of this planet, myself."

"You can try to stop them," said the captain of Herpy. "You'll find it even
harder than what you're doing now."

Trask looked at some of the reports that had come in from elsewhéne planet.
Harkaman had landed on one of the big cities to the east, and the pabpkeha
against Makann's local bosses and were helping wipe out the Peoplesnéfatc
with arms they had been furnished. Valkanhayn's exec had landed on a large
concentration camp where close to ten thousand of Makann's politicalesniesoai

been penned; he had distributed all his available weapons and wasfoallimaye.
Gompertz of theGrendelsbanavas at Drepplin; he reported just the reverse. The
people there had risen in support of the Makann regime, and he wanted
authorization to use nuclear weapons against them.

"Could you talk your people into going to some other city?" Trask asked. "\e ha
a city for you; big industrial center. It ought to be fine looting. Dreppli

"The people there are Mardukan subjects, too," Bentrik began. Thenuggesthr
“It's not what we'd like to do, it's what we have to. By all megestlemen. Take[Pg 166
your men to Drepplin, and nobody will object to anything you do."

"And when you have that place looted out, try Abaddon. You were aground there,
Captain Esthersan. You know what all Dunnan left there."”

A couple of Space Vikings—no, Royal Army of Tanith men—>brought in the old
woman, dirty, in rags, almost exhausted.

"She wants to talk to Prince Bentrik; won't talk to anybody else. Sayknows
where the King is."

Bentrik rose quickly, brought her to a chair, poured a glass of wineffor he

"He's still alive, Your Highness. The Crown Princess MelanielandI'm sorry,
Your Highness; Dowager Crown Princess ... have been taking care,dhbitvest
way we could. If you'll only come quickly...."

Mikhyl VIII, Planetary King of Marduk, lay on a pallet of filthy bedding tre

floor of a narrow room behind a mass-energy converter which disposed of the
rubbish and sewage and generated power for some of the fixed equipment on one
of the middle floors of the east wing of the palace. There wascket of water,

and on a rough wooden bench lay a cloth-wrapped bundle of food. A woman,
haggard and disheveled, wearing a suit of greasy mechanic's coveraiistiaingd

else, squatted beside him. The Crown Princess Melanie, whot rérasmbered

as the charming and gracious hostess of Cragdale. She tried emdstaggered.

"Prince Bentrik! And it's Prince Trask of Tanith!" she criedistdhurry; get him
out of here and to where he can be taken care of. Please." Th&ar down agair
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on the floor and fell over, unconscious.

They couldn't get the story. The Princess Melanie had collapsed casnptéte
companion, another noblewoman of the court, could only ramble disconnectedly.
And the King merely lay, bathed and fed in a clean bed, and looked upmat the
wonderingly, as though nothing he saw or heard conveyed any meaning to him.
The doctors could do nothing.

"He has no mind, no more mind than a new-born baby. We can keep himl alive,
don't know how long. That's our professional duty. But it's no kindness to His
Majesty."
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The little pockets of resistance in the Palace were wipedtiotigh the next
morning and afternoon. All but one, far underground, below the main power plant.
They tried sleep-gas; the defenders had blowers and sent it baeknafTthey tried
blasting; there was a limit to what the fabric of the building watlhd. And
nobody knew how long it would take to starve them out.

On the third day, a man crawled out, pushing a white shirt tied tbahre of a
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carbine ahead of him. [Pg 167]
"Is Prince Lucas Trask of Tanith here?" he asked. "l won't speakybody else."

They brought Trask quickly. All that was visible of the other man Wwaséarbine-
barrel and the white shirt. When Trask called to him, he raisetddad above the
rubble behind which he was hiding.

"Prince Trask, we have Andray Dunnan here; he was leading us, but resv we
disarmed him and are holding him. If we turn him over to you, will youdego?"

"If you all come out unarmed, and bring Dunnan with you, | promise you, the res
of you will be let outside this building and allowed to go away unharmed."

"All right. We'll be coming out in a minute." The man raised his &oidt's
agreed!" he called. "Bring him out."

There were fewer than two score of them. Some wore the unifdrmgh officers

of the People's Watchmen or of People's Welfare Party functionariesy wore

the heavily braided short jackets of Space Viking officers. Among ,thkay
propelled a thin-faced man with a pointed beard, and Trask had to lomk dtv
him before he recognized the face of Andray Dunnan. It looked more likadbe

of Duke Angus of Wardshaven as he last remembered it. Dunnan looked iat him
incurious contempt.

"Your dotard king couldn't rule without Zaspar Makann, and Makann couldn't rule
without me, and neither can you," he said. "Shoot this gang of turneoaitd;l|

rule Marduk for you." He looked at Trask again. "Who are you?" he demdtded.
don't know you."

Trask slipped the pistol from his holster, thumbing off the safety.

"I am Lucas Trask. You've heard that name before,” he said. "Staayg from
behind him, you people.”

"Oh, yes; the poor fool who thought he was going to marry Elaine Karvell, W
you won't, Lord Trask of Traskon. She loves me, not you. She's waiting for me
now, on Gram...."

Trask shot him through the head. Dunnan's eyes widened in momentary ingredulit
then his knees gave way, and he fell forward on his face. Traskétuon the
safety and holstered the pistol, and looked at the body on the concrete.

It hadn't made the least difference. It had been like shooting a swaikag of the
nasty scorpion-things that infested the old buildings in Rivington. Just no more
Andray Dunnan.

"Take that carrion and stuff it in a mass-energy converter," ide "gend | don't
want anybody to mention the name of Andray Dunnan to me again."

He didn't look at them haul Dunnan's body away on a lifter-skid; he watched the
fifty-odd leaders of the overthrown misgovernment of Marduk shamble away t
freedom, guarded by Paytrik Morland's riflemen. Now there was sometihing
reproach himself for; he'd committed a separate and distinct agaiast Marduk [Pg 168
by letting each one of them live. Unless recognized and killed by som:
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outside, every one of them would be at some villainy before next suwelé.
King Simon | could cope with that.

He started when he realized how he had thought of his friend. Well,nat?y
Mikhyl's mind was dead; his body would not survive it more than a year. &hen
child Queen, and a long regency, and long regencies were dangerous.aBetter
strong King, in name as well as power. And the succession coulddgriaeded by
marrying Steven and Myrna. Myrna had accepted, at eight, that sheomestday
marry for reasons of state; why not her playmate Steven?

And Simon Bentrik would see the necessity. He was neither a foah mooral
coward; he only needed to take some time to adjust to ideas. The wndiablead
bought their lives with their leader's had gone, now. Slowly, he follaivenh,
thinking.

Don't press the idea on Simon too hard; just expose him to it and |etdoipt it.

And there would be the treaty—Tanith, Marduk, Beowulf, Amaterasujteaty,

treaties with the other civilized planets. Nebulously, the idea dafeague of
Civilized Worlds began to take shape in his mind.

Be a good idea if he adopted the title of King of Tanith for himgeitl cut loose
from the Sword-Worlds; especially cut loose from Gram. Let ofikdf Xochitl
have it. Or Garvan Spasso. Viktor wouldn't be the last Space Vikinakéohis
ships back against the Sword-Worlds. Sooner or later, civilizahothe Old
Federation would drive them all home to loot the planets that hacheemioiut.

Well, if he was going to be a king, shouldn't he have a queen? Kings usdally di
He climbed into the little hall-car and started up a long shakrd was Valerie
Alvarath. They'd enjoyed each other's society onNemesisHe wondered if she
would want to make it permanent, even on a throne....

Elaine was with him. He felt her beside him, almost tangiblgr koice was
whispering to himShe loves you, Lucas. She'll say yes. Be good to her, and she'll
make you happylhen she was gone, and he knew that she would never return.

Good-by, Elaine.

End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of Space Viking, by Henry Beam Piper
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