




































































































































































































































































H:e was down, and Snagglehead was 
him, his wide face twisting in 

a iriroace of triumph. The big hands 
seemed to descend almost casuaBy. 

Roan threw himself aside, but 
there were feet and a fallen bench, 
am;I the hands clamped on him, 
biting like grapple-hooks, and gath

him into a strangling embrace. 
He kicked, futile blows against a 

leg , like a tree-trunk, hearing the 
Minid's breath rasp, smelling the 
chemical reek of Minid blood and 
Minid hide, and then the arms, thick 
as Roan's thigh, tightened, and 
Roan's breath went out in a gasp 
and the smoke and the faces blur
red ... 

"Let him breathe a little," Snag-
gle-head was saying. 'Then 

we'll see how good his eyeballs are 
hooked on. Then maybe we'll do a 
little knife work." 

Roan twisted, and the arms coo
stricted. 

"Ha, still alive and kicking." 
Roan felt a big hand grope, find a 
purchase on bis shoulder. He was 
being held clear of the floor, clamp
ed against the M'mid•s cheSt. 1be 
Minid's free hand rammed under 
Roan's chin, forced his face beet. 
•A blunt finger bruised his eye. 

"Let's start with this one." 
Roan wrenched his head aside, 

groped with open jaws, found die 
edge of a hand like a hog-hide glove 
between his teeth, and bit down W'il:b 
all the force of his jaws. 

The Minid roared. Roan braced 
his neck and clung, tasting acrid 
blood, feeling a bone snap before 
the hand was tom from his grip. 

EARTHBLOOD 131 



And he struck again. buried his 
teeth in Snaggle-head's shoulder, 
grinding a mass of leather-tough 
muscle, feeling the skin tear as the 
Minid fell backwards. 

They were on the floor, Snaggle
head bellowing and striking ineffec
tually at Roan's back, throwing him
self against the scrambling legs of 
spectators, kicking ,wildly at nothing. 
Roan rolled free, came to his· knees 
spitting Minid blood. 

"What. in the name of the four
teen devils is going on here?" a 
voice bellowed. Henry Dread pushed 
his way through the crewmen, stood 
glaring down at Roan. His eyes went 
to the grovelling crewman. 

"What happened to him?" he de
manded. 

Roan drew breath into his tortur
ed chest. "I'm killing him," he 
said. 

"Killing him, eh?" Henry Dread 
stared at Roan's white face, the 
damp red-blaok hair, the bloody 
mouth. He nodded, then smiled 
broadly. 

"I guess maybe you~ mil Terry 
stock at that, boy. You"'voe got the 
instinct, all right." He stooped, 
picted up Snaggle-head's knife, of
fered it to Roan. "Here. Finish him 
off." 

Roan looked at 1lhe Minid. The 
cuts on the bald scalp bad bled 
freely, and more blood from the 
tom shoulder bad spread across the 
cheSt. Snaggle-head sat, legs drawn 
up, cradling his bitten hand, moan
ing. Tears cut pale paths through 
the blood on his coarse face. 

"No," Roan said. 
"What do you mean, no?" 
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"I don't want to kill him now. 
I'm finished with him." 

Henry Dread held the knife 
toward Roan. "I said kill him," he 
grated. , 

"Get the vet," Roan said. "* 
him up." ' 

Henry stared at Roan. Then he 
laughed. "No guts to finish what 
you started, hey?" He tossed the 
knife to a hulking Chronid, nodded 
toward Snaggle-head. ' 

"Get the vet!" Roan looked 'at 
the Chronid. ''Touch him and I'll 
kill you," he said, trying not to 
show how much it hurt to breathe. 

In the profound silence, Snaggle
head sobbed. 

"Maybe you're right," Henry 
Dread said. "Alive, he'll be a walk
ing reminder to the rest of the boys. 
Okay, Hulan, get the doc down 
here." He looked around at the 
other crewmen. 

"I'm promoting the kid to full 
crew status. Any objections?" 

Roan listened, swallowing against 
a sickness rising up inside him. He 
walked past Henry Dread, went 
along the dim wa:y between the high 
bunks, pushed out into the corridor. 

"Hey, kid," Henry Dread said be
hind him. "You're shaking like a 
Groaci in moulting time. Where 
the hell are your bandages?" 

"I've got to get back to my mop," 
Roan said. He drew a painful 
breath. 

''To hell with the mop. Listen, 
kid-" 

''That's how I earn my food, isn't 
it, I don't want any charity from 
you." 

"You'd better come along with 
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me, kid," Henry Dread said. "It's 
time you and me had a little talk." 

XVIII 

I n his paneled, book-lined cabin, 
Henry Dread motioned Roan to 

a deep chair, poured out two glass
es of red-brown liquid. 

"I wondered how long you'd take 
the pushing around before you 
showed you were a Man. But you'll 
still have to watch yourself. Some 
of the boys might take it into their 
heads to gang up on you when they 
think I'm not looking." 

"I'll be looking," Roan said. 
"Why do they want to kill me," 

"You've got a lot to learn, lad, 
Most of the boys are humanoids; 
I've even got a couple that call 
themselves Terries. I guess they've 
got some Terry blood, but it's pretty 
badly mutated stock. They don't like 
having us damn near pure breds 
around. It makes 'em look like what 
they are: Gooks." He took a swal
low from his glass. 
. , "I don't like to work around 
Gooks, but what the hell. It's bet
ter'n living with Geeks." 

"What's the difference between 
a Gook and a Geek?" 

"I stretch a point. If a being's 
humanoid, like a Minid or a Chro
nid; okay, give him the benefit of 
the doubt. Maybe he's descended 
from mutated human stock. You got 
to make allowances for Gooks. But 
a life-form that's strickly non-hu
man - that's a Geek." 

"Why do you hate Geeks?" 
"I don't really hate 'em - bat 

it's them or us.• 
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Roan tried his drink, coughed, 
put the glass down. "What's that? 
It tastes terrible." 

"Whiskey. You'll learn to like it, 
boy. It helps you forget what you 
want to forget." 

Roan took another swallow of the 
whiskey, made a face. 

"It doesn't work," he said. "I still 
remember." • ' 

"Give it time," Henry Dread 
growled. He stood aDd paced the 
room. 

"How much do you know about 
Terry history, boy?" · 

"Not much, I guess. Dad tiSed 
to tell me that once Terries ·ruled 
the whole galaxy, but then some~ 
thing happened. Now they're scat
tered, what there is left of them." 

"Not 'them,' boy. 'Us.' I'm a 
Terry. You're a Terry. And there 
are lots more of us. Sure, we're 
scattered, and in lots of places the 
stock has mutated __:_ or been bred 
out of the true line. But we're still 
Terries. Still Human. And it's still 
our Galaxy. The Gooks and Geeks 
have had a long holiday, but Man's 
on the comeback trail now. Anci 
every Man has to play his part." 

"You mean murdering people like 
- Stellaraire and Gom Bulj?" 

"Look, that's over and done. To 
me a Geek's a Geek. I'm sorry 
about the girl. But what the hell. 
You said she was only a mule." 

Roam got to his feet; Henry 
Dread held up a hand. "Okay. 

No offense. I thought we had a deal? 
Let's lay off this squabbling. We're 
Terries. That's what counts.". 

"Why s-hould I hate Geeks?" 
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Roan finished his drink, shuddered, 
put the glass on the table. "I've got 
reason to hate you, but I was raised 
with Geeks. They weren't any worse 
than your Gooks. Some of them 
were my friends. The only Human 
I ever knew was my father and I 
guess maybe he wasn't all Human. 
He was shorter than you and wide 
through the shoulders and his arms 
were almost as thick as a Minid's. 
And he had dark brown skin. I 
guess that couldn't be real Terry 
human stock." 

"Hard to say. Seems like I read 
somewhere that back in prehistoric 
times Men came in all kinds of 
colors: black, red, yellow, purple
maybe green, I don't know. Rut later 
on they interbred and the pure color 
strains disappeared. But' maybe your 
old man was a throwback - or 
even descended from real old stock." 

"Does anybody know what a real 
Terry looks like?" Roan took a lock 
of his thick dark-red hair between 
his fingers rolling his eyes up to 
look at it. ''Did you ever see hair 
that color before?" 

"Nope. But don't let it worrv 
you. Everybody's got a few little 
flaws. Hell, Men have been wander
ing around the Galaxy for over 
thirty thousand years now. They've 
had to adapt to conditions on all 
kinds of worlds; they've picked up 
everything from mutagenic viruses 
to cosmic radiation to uranium 
burns; no wonder we've varied a 
lot· from the pure strain. Pure or 
not us Humans must stick together." 

Roan was looking at the empty 
glass. Henry filled it and Roan took 
another drink. 
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"He wasn't really my father," .he 
said. "He and Ma bought me in the 
Thieves Market on Tambool. Ptid 
two thousand credits for me, too." 

"Tambool. Hmmm. Hell of a 
place for a Terry lad to wind up. 
That where you were raised?" ' 

Roan nodded. 
"Who. were your real parents? 

Why did they sell you?" 
"I don't know. I was only a f~r

tilized ovum at the time." 
"Where'd those Geeks get bold 

of Terry stock?" · 
"I don't know. Dad and Ma 

would never talk much about it. 
And Uncle T'hoy hoy either. I think 
Ma told him not to." 

"Well, it doesn't matter. You're 
the closest thing to pure Old Tetry 
stock I've seen. I've made you a 
member of my crew." 

"I don't want to be a member 
of your crew. I want to go back 
home. I don't know if Ma's still 
alive, even, with Dad not there to 
look after her. I miss Dad. I miss 
Stellaraire; I even miss Gom Bulj." 

"Don't cry into your beer, kid. 
What the hell, I've taken a liking 
to you. You play your cards ril!ht 
and you'll c:jo okay. You'll live well, 
eat well, see the galaxy, get your 
share of loot, and some day - when 
I'm ready - you may be in on the 
first step toward something big. Big
ger than you ever dreamed of." 

"I don't want loot. I just want 
my own people. I don't want to 
destroy. I want to build something." 

"Sure, you've got a dream, kid. 
Every Man 'has. But if you don't 
fight for that dream tomebody else's 
dream win win." 



·~n·s a big galaxy. Why isn't there 
rOQJD for everybody's dream?" 

••Boy, you've got a lot to learn 
about your own kind. We've got 
the. drive to rule. To conquer or die. 
Some day we'll make this galaxy 
into our own image of Paradise. 
Nobody else's. That's the way Men 
are." 

"There's billions of Geeks," Roan 
said. "But you're the only Man I've 
ever seen." 

''There are Terries all over the 
Gal.axy - wherever the £mpire 
had an outpost. I mean to find 
them - one at a time if I have to. 
You think I'm just in this for the 
swag? Not on your life, boy. I could 
have settled down in luxury twenty 
years ago, but I've got a job to do." 

"Why do you want me? I'm not 
going to kill Geeks for you." 

"Jjsten, kid, goon squads are 
cheap. I can hire all I want for 
the price of a good dinner at Mar
parli's on Buna II. But you're hu
man - and I need every Man I 
can get." 

"I still haven't forgotten," Roan 
said. "That whiskey's a fake. So are 
you. You killed my friends and now 
you think I'm going to belp you kill 
some more." 

I-Ienry gripped Roan's shoulder 
with a hard band. ·'"Listen, boy! 

A Man's got to live. I started off in 
the Terry ghetto on Borglu, kicked 
around, spit on, worked like a tun
lizard in the wood mines. There 
wasn't a day they let me forget I 
was a Man - and that all I'd ever 
get was a Man's share - the scraps, 
and the kicks, and the curses. I 
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hung around back doors and ate 
garbage, sure. A Man's got a drive 
to live-no matter how. And I 
listened, and learned a few things. 
They used to call me in and laugh 
at me. They'd tell me how once the 
Terries had been the cock of the 
walk in every town on ten milJion 
worlds, master of everything. • And 
how I was a slave now,. and just 
about good enough, maybe, to wash 
their dirty clothes and run their 
errands and maybe some day, if I 
was a good worker, they'd get me 
a half-breed wench and let me father 
a litter of mules to slave for them 
after I was gone. 

"Well, I listened, and I got the 
message. But not the one they had 
in mind. They didn't know Terries, 
boy. Every time they'd show me a 
book with a picture of a Terran 
Battle Officer in full dress, and tell 
me how the Niss had wiped out the 
fleet - or hand me an old Terran 
pistol and tell me how their great 
grand-pap had taken it off a starv
ing Man - it didn't make me feel 
like a slave. It made me feel like 
a conqueror. One day one of them 
made a mistake. He let me handle a 
Mark XXX hand blaster. I'd read a 
book or two by then. I'd studied up 
on Terran weapons. I knew some
thing about a Marx three-X. I got 
the safety off and burned old Croog 
and two by-standers down and then 
melted off the leg-band." Henry 
Dread stooped, pulled his boot off, 
peeled back his sock. Roan stared 
at the deep, livid scar that ringed 
the ankle. 

.. I made it to the port. There was 
an abandoned Terry scout boat 
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there, dozed off-side, buried in the 
weeds. I'd play around it as a kid. 
I had a hunch maybe I could open 
it. There was a system of ~afdy 
locks-

"To make it short, I gnt clear. 
I've stayed free ever since. I've had 
to qse whatever gutter-scrapings I 
could find to build my crew, but 
I've managed. I've· got a ba!le now 
- never mind where - and there's 
more battle-wagons ready for com
missioning - as soon as I get re
liable captains. After that -

"Well, I've got plans, boy. Big 
plans. And they don't include Geeks 
running the Galaxy." 

"Iron Robert's a Geek - and 
he's my friend. He's a better friend 
than any of those Gooks of yours." 

"That's right boy. Stick up for 
your friends. But when the chips are 
down - will he stick by you?" 

"He already bas." 
Henry Dread nodded. "I have to 

give him credit. I admire loyalty 
in a being - even a Geek. Maybe 
old Iron Pants is okay. But don't 
confuse the issue. A good, solid hate 
is a powerful weapon. Don't go put
ting any chinks in it." 

"Iron Robert is a good being," 
Roan said. "He's better than your 
Gooks and Geeks. He's better than 
me. And better than you, too." Roan 
stopped talking and swallowed. "I 
feel kind of sick," he said. 

Heni:y laughed. "Go sleep it off, 
kid. You'll be okay. Take the state
room down the hall from mine here. 
A Terry crew member doesn't have 
to sleep with Gooks any more." 

"I've got some rags outside Iron 
Robert's cell. I'll sleep there." 
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"No, you won't, kid. I can't have 
a Terry losing face with Gooks _
for the sake of a Geek." 

Roan went to the door, walking 
unsteadily. "You've got a gun," ·he 
said. "You can kill me if you want 
fd. ilut I'm going to stay with Iron 
Robert until you let him out." 

"That animated iron mine stllys 
where he is!" 

"Then I sleep in the corridor." 
"Make your choice, boy!" Henry 

Dread's voice was hard. "Learn to 
take orders, and you live a soft life. 
Act stubborn, and it'll be rags and 
scraps for you." 

"I don't mind the rags. Iron Rob
ert and I talk." 

"I'm askin!? you, kid. Move in 
next door. Forget those worthless 
Geeks." 

"Your whiskey's no good. I 
haven't forgotten anything." 

"What's the r>1:1ttcr with you, you 
young squirt? Haven't I tried to 
treat you right? I could send you 
below decks in lead underwear right 
now to swab out a hot chamber!" 

"Why don't you?" 
"Get out!" Henry Dread grated. 

"You had a big credit with me, kid, 
because you looked like a Man. Un
til you learn to act like one, keep 
out o( my way!" 

Outside in the corridor, Roan 
leaned against the wall, waiting for 
the dizziness to go away. Once he 
thought he heard a sound, as though 
someone had started to turn the 
door latch. But the door remained 
closed behind him. 

After a while he made his wav 
down to Iron Robert's cell and wen't 
to sleep. 
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XIX 

I ron Robert shook the ban. "You 
big fool, Roan, go on raid with 

riff-raff, maybe get killed. What for? 
You stay safe on ship!" 

"I'm tired of being aboard ship, 
Iron Robert. This is the first time 
Henry Dread has said I could go 
along. 111 be all right." 

''What kind gun HeBry Dread 
give you, Roan?'' 

-"I won't need a gun. I won't be 
in the fighting." 

"Henry Dread still 'fraid give you 
gun, eh? He big fool too, let you 
go in combat with no gun. You 
small, weak being, Roan, not like 
Iron Robert. You stay on ship like 
always!" 

"There's a city on this world -
Aldo Cerise - that was built by 
Terrans, over ten thousand years 
ago .. Nobody lives there now but 
savages, so there won't be much of 
a fight. And I want to see the city." 
·· "Extravaganzoo play on Aldo 
Cerise, once, long time go. Plenty 
natives, plenty tough. Have spears, 
bows, few guns too. ~d not fools." 

Roan leaned against the bars. "I 
can't just stay on the ship. I have 
to get out and see things, and listen 
and leam, and maybe some day-" 

''Mayb'e some day you learn stay 
out of trouble!" 

A wall annunciator hummed and 
spoke: "Attention all hands. This is 
Captain Dread. All right, you swabs, 
now's your chance to earn some 
prize money! We're entering our 
parking orbit in five minutes. Crews 
stand by to load assault craft in 
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nine minutes from now.- Blast off 
in forty-two minutes." Roan and 
Iron Robert listened ·as Henry Dread 
read the order of battle, feeling the 
deck move underfoot as the vessel 
adjusted its velocity to take up its 
orbit four hundred miles above the 
planet 

"I've got to go now,• Roan said. 
"I'm in boat number one, the com-
mand boat." - -

"Anyway Henry Dread keep you 
by him," Iron Robert ruinbled. 
"Good. You stay close, keep head 
down when shooting start. Henry 
Dread not let you get hurt, maybe." 

"He wants me on his boat so lie 
can keep an eye on me. He thinks 
I'll try to run away, but I won't. Not 
until you can go, too." 

Boots clanged at the far end of 
the corridor. Henry Dread, tall in 
close-fitting leather fighting garb. 
swaggered up. He wore an ornate 
pistol at each lean hip and carried 
a power rifle in his hands: 

"I figured I'd find you here, didn't 
you hear my orders?" 

"I beard," Roan said. ., was just 
saying good-by." . 

"Yeah. Very touching. Now if 
you can tear yourself away, we've 
got an acti0111. to fight. You stay 
close to me. Watch what I do and 
follow suit. I don't expect much sta
tic from the natives, but you never 
know." 

"Roan s-hould ba~ gun, too," 
Iron Robert rumbled. 

"Never mind that, It"'Ol Man. I'm 
running this operation. • 

"You nervous as caged dire-beast, 
Man. If everything 10 easy, what 
you afraid ofr' 



Henry narrowed his eyes at the 
pant. 

.. All right, I'm edgy. Who 
wouldn't be? I'm hitting what used 
to be the capital of one of the 
greatest kingdoms in the Empire -
and me with. a seven-thousand year 
old hulk and a crew of half-breed 
space-scrapings. Who wouldn't be a 
little nervous?" 

"Give Roan gun. Or does lad 
make you nervous too " 

"Never mind, Iron Robert," Roan 
said. "I'm not asking him for any-
thin .. g. 

Henry Dread's jaw muscles work
ed. He jerked the power ritle. 
"Come on, boy. Get down to the 
boat deck before I change my mind 
and give you a job swabbing the 
tube linings!" 

"You bring Roan back safe, 
Henry Dread," Iron Robert called. 
.. Or better not come back at all." 

"If I don't. you'll have a long 
wait," the pirate growled. 

I n the cnm1ped command com
partment of the assault boat, 

Henry Dread barked into the panel 
mike: "Now hear this, you space 
scum! We're dropping in fast, slick 
and silent! I'm giving you a forty
second count-down after contact, 
then out you go. I want all four 
Bolos to hit the ramp at the same 
time, and I want to see those treads 
smoke· getting into position! Gun
nery crews, sight in on targets and 
bold your fire for my command! 
Heli crews -" 

The pirate captain gave his orders 
as the boat dropped toward the gray 
world swelling on the forward re-
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peater screen. The deck plates 
rumbled as the retro-rockets fired 
long bursts, correcting velocity. At
mosphere shrieked around the boat 
now. 

Roan saw the curve of the world 
swing up to become a horizon. A 
drab jungle continent swept under 
them, then an expanse of sparkling 
sea and a white surfed shoreline. 
There was a moment of vertigo as 
the vessel canted, coming in low 
over green hills; it rjghted sluggish
ly, and now the towers of a fantas
tic city came into view, brilliantly 
sparkling beyond the distant forest
clad hills. 

"Remind me to shoot that gyro 
maintenance chief," Henry growled. 
Roan watched as tree--tops whipped 
past beneath the hurtling ship. Then 
it was past the wooded slopes, and 
the city was close, looming up, up, 
until the highest spires were hazy 
in the airy distances overhead. 

The ship braked, slowed, settled 
in heavily. A ponderous jar ran 
through the vessel. The torrent of 
sound washed away to utter silence. 
From below, a turbine started up, 
ran sputteringly, smoothed out. 
Henry looked at the panel chrono
meter. 

"If one of those slobs jumps the 
gun-" 

A light blinked to life on the 
panel. 

"Ramp doors open," Henry mur
mured. 'Thirty-eight, thirty-nine, 
forty!" He whirled on Roan. 

"Here we go kid! With a little 
luck we'll be drinking old Terry 
wine out of Terry crystal before the 
star goes behind those hills." 
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Roan stood with Henry Dread at 
the foot of the ramp, looking 

out across a pitted and crumbling 
expanse of ancient pavement. Far 
across the field, four massive track
ed vehicles aimed black gun muz
zles at the silent administrative 
sheds. Nothing moved. 

"Empty emplacements," Henry 
said. "Missile racks corroded out. 
It's a walk-over." 

"Iron Robert said the 'zoo played 
here once," Roan said. "He said the 
natives have guns and bows, and 
know how to use them." 

"The carny was here, eh? Who'd 
it play to, the rock lizards?" 

"People," Roan said. "And they 
wouldn't have to be very smart to 
be smart enough to stay out of sight 
when they see a shipload of scaven
gers coming." 

"Corsairs!" Henry barked. "We 
don't scavenge, boy! We fight for 
what we take. Nothing's free in this 
Universe!" He thumbed his com
mand mike angrily. 

"Czack! Wheel that tin can of 
yours over here!" He turned to 
Roan. "We'll go take a look at the 
city." He waved his rifle toward 
the towers beyond the port. "This 
was one of the last Terry capitals, 
five th,ousand years ago. Men built 
the place, boy - our kind of Man, 
back when we owned half the 
Galaxy. Come along, and I'll show 
you what kind of people we came 
from." 

,-,here was a high golden gate be
.1 fore the city and at the top, 

worked in filigree, was the Terran 
Imperial symbol, a bird with a 
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branch in its mouth, and a TER: 
IMP. above it. 

"I've seen it a million times, in 
my books back on Tambool," Roan 
said. ''That bird and the TER. IMP. 
above it. Why a bird, anyhow?" 

"Peace," Henry Dread said. 
"Czack!" he barked into his com
mand mike. "Bring that pile of tin 
up here and put it in High." Then 
he turned back to ·Roan. "TER. 
IMP. means Terra ran t!he show. 
And any bird that didn~t keep the 
peace JZOt his guts ripped out. That's 
how Men operate, see?" 

Peace, Roan thought, turning it in 
his mind, trying to smooth off the 
sandpapery edge Henry Dread gave 
to the word, watching the massive 
combat unit rumbling up beside him. 

''Take it slow. Put it in Maxi
mum now," Henry Dread said to 
Czack. "That fence is made of Ter· 
ralloy and nothing'll tear it down 
but a Terry Bolo." 

"But it's stood for fiVe thousand 
years and nobody can put up an
other one." Roan said, wanting the 
TER. IMP. and the bird to stay 
there another five thousand years. 
"Why tear it down? Couldn't you 
just blast the lock?" 

"Maybe. But this impresses the 
Geeks more, if they're watching. 
Okay. Take it, Czack." 

The gate screamed like a tom fe
male, bent slowly and finally landed 
over the Bolo with a horrible clang 
and -the Bolo, a crease along its top 
turret now, went on through. Czack 
traversed his guns, looking for na
tives. 

The quick silence from the fallen 
gate and the dead city was eerie. 
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Czack appeared at the upper hatch 
and swore at the gate and the Bolo 
and Aldo Cerise in general. He spot
ted the dent in the Bolo turret and 
swore worse. 

"Maybe we'D find more Bolos 
in the City," Henry Dread said. 
"Never seen an Imperial city with
out 'em and this was a great one. 
Get you a nice, new Bolo and some 
nice, new guns. Now get back in the 
tin can and keep us covered while 
we do some ground reconnaissance. 
Shoot anybody you see." 

Henry Dread tucked the mike un
der his tunic. His heavy boots rang 
o~ the mosaic of the path they took 
beside the road, and he gestured 
with his gun as they went along. 

'Those buildings," he said. "Ever 
see anything that high for beings 
that don't have wings?" 

The Temm buildings climbed high 
into the Slinlight, incredibly straight 
and solid. From here it all looked 
perfect. But at Roan's feet the tiles 
of the intricate mosaic were broken 
and missing in spots, and Henry 
Dread kicked at the loose ones as 
he walked along. 

Roan paused to watch a fountain 
throwing rainbows into the air, spin
ning shifting patterns of water and 
light. 

"They built things in those days," 
Henry Dread said. ''That fountain's 
been running five thousand years. 
More, probably. Anything mechani- · 
cal oreaks in this city, fixes itself." 

Roan was looking at the house 
beyond the fountain, with the TER. 
IMP. symbol on the door, and he 
gaped up at rryw on row of floors, 
windowed and balconied. 
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"It looks as though that door 
might open," Roan said. "People 
might walk out. My people." He 
paused, wondering how he would 
feel if this were Home. "But it's all 
so perfect. So wonderful. If they 
could build like this, how could any
one beat them?" 

"The Lost War," Henry Dread 
said, coming up to the foun

tain and drinking from a side jet. 
He wiped his mouth on his sleeve. 
''They call it the Lost War but we 
didn't lose it. Terra never lost a 
war. A stalemate, maybe - we 
didn't win it, either. Anybody can 
see that. But we broke the power 
of the Niss. The Niss don't rule 
the Universe. There's supposed to 
be the Niss blockade of Terra, and 
they say there's still a few Niss crui
sers operating at the far side of the 
Galaxy. But that's probably just 
superstition. I've never run into a 
Niss. And never met anybody that 
did- Man, Gook or Geek." 

Henry Dread got out his micro
phone. The men had come in 
through the ruined gate and were 
scrambling over the Bolo, perching 
on its armored flanks and hanging 
off the sides. 

"Fan out in skirmish order," he 
barked. "Shoot anything that 
moves." 

Roan followed Henry Dread. 
"Empty," Roan said. "I don't see 
anything that looks like natives 
might be living here. I wonder why 
not? With all this . . . " 

"Superstition. They're afraid of 
it." Henry Dread's eyes were darting 
in all directions. "But that doesn't 
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mean there might not be a few na
tives inside the fence. And they may 
be right to be afraid of the City. 
Look over there." 

There was a deep hole, blackened 
at the edges. 

"Booby-trapped," Henry Dread 
said. "Don't know how many might 
be around the city, or where. So 
watch out." 

They came to a high wall, set 
with clay tiles, and between the tiles 
grew tiny, exquisite flowers. 

"Park," said Henry Dread. "Full 
blown memento of Terran luxury. 
Maybe have time for it later." 

"Tank here!" one of the men 
called from behind a nearby build
ing. "Bolo Mark XXXV, factory 
fresh!" 

"Don't touch her, you slat-headed 
ape!" Czack's voice crackled from 
his Bolo. "I don't want nobody's 
filthy hands on her until I see her." 

Henry ·Dread laughed. "It's not 
a woman, you rackskull. And it's 
my freaking tank and I'll see it 
first." 

"Look, I'm going in that park," 
Roan said, "Call if you want me." 

Henry Dread stopped, looked 
back at Roan, frowning. 

"I won't desert," Roan said. '"Not 
as long as you've got Iron Robert 
back there in the hold." 

"Maybe," Henry Dread said. 
"Maybe if you go in that park you'll 
find out the diJiference between 
Geeks and Men. Maybe you,l un
derstand what I've been trying to 
ten you!" 

"Boss!" Czack called. ''Take a 
gander at this .. Full fuel tanks aod 
magazines and -" 
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"Don't touch anything!" Henry 
Dread called. ''These damned Gooks 
have scrambled eggs for brains," 
he added. 

"Okay," Roan said, starting· to 
climb up a gnarled old tree that 
looked over the garden wall. "Fire 
three shots when you want. me to 
come out." • 

"Watch out, boy," Henry Dread 
said, and stopped again. He took 
out his Mark XXX blaster and 
handed it over to Roan. 

"You'll come back," he said. 
"And you'll know more than you do 
now." 

Roan balanced the gun .in his 
hand, sitting on a lower limb 

of the old tree. He felt the solid 
metal of it, the waiting, repressed 
power, the cold steel with the flam
ing soul. He looked up briefly at 
Henry Dread, who laughed, know
ing what Roan felt with the gun. 

Then Henry Dread was striding 
away across the plaza and Roan 
clambered up the tree, thinking as 
he climbed of the gracyls and how 
he'd climbed to follow their fl.ights, 
and of the circus and the tree he'd 
climbed to see it, the Never-never 
tree, little thinking it was his last 
day on Tambool. And at the height 
of the waH he thought of Stellaraire 
and the tightrope and his eyes 
stung, but then he looked over the 
wall toward the park. 

And there was no room for 
thought of the past. Here lay the 
Terran civilization . that Henry Dread 
talked of rebuilding. 

Within the park green grass 
spread and flowers bloomed and 
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Roan could see small automatic 
weeders moving along the paths 
where fountains rose and splashed 
untouched by time. 

And across the manicured pre
cision of the lawn, a fallen statue 
lay - a vast statue with a tunic 
draped around its hips. It lay face 
up, one arm raised, pointing now 
to the high skies. 

It was a Terran. Pure Terra. 
And made just like Roan. 
Roan leapt down from the wall 

onto a bank of springy grass, and 
ran to the statue. Feature for fea
ture - eyes, ears, nose, the connec
tions of muscles - this was Roan. 
Terran. 

Did my father look like this? 
Roan wondered. Who was this Man? 
Where did he come from? He walk
ed around to the base of the statue. 
TER. IMP., it said, with the dove 
and the branch. And then: 

ECCE HOMO 
July 28, 12780. 

"Ecce," Roan said to the statue, 
touching it, wondering bow the 
name was really pronounced. 

Then he became aware of sound 
scenting the air. The sound and 
scent seemed the same, both swirl
ing faintly through the still air and 
he followed. the melody. The scent 
was not the heavy perfume Stellaraire 
used, nor were the sounds the coarse 
sound; of the circus noise-makers. 
It was all something else. Some
thing that stirred memories - hints, 
odors of memories - far in the 
deeps of Roan's mind. 

Sunlight he'd never drowsed in, 
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winds he'd never felt, peace he'd 
never known. 

Peace, he thought, knowing 
Henry Dread had said it wrong. 

The razored, spring-green turf 
came down to the edges of the peb
bled path and ran between gardens 
of jewel-bright flowers. A wide-pet
aled blue blossom, with black m·ark· 
ings like a scream in its throat, 
opened and closed rhythmically. 

The music stopped briefly and 
then changed, as though drawing out 
things in Roan's mind. In the small 
pause, Roan heard the play of a 
fountain, a silver sound. 

Then, more silver still, came the 
faint call of horns rising and loud
ening and loosening old locks in 
Roan's mind. A smoke-like drift 
of stringed music floated into 
the horn motif, countering it softly, 
and then running away and coming 
back a little different, so that the 
horn challenged it and took up the 
string song itself and then a further, 
tinkling sound joined the hom and 
string and built an infinite, convo
lute structure in Roan's mind that 
spread through his whole being and 
finally broke into a thousand crys-

. tals, leaving Roan almost in tears 
for the old, old things that are lost 
and the beautiful, infinitely beauti
ful things that never existed. 

A fat bee droned past, bumbled 
inefficiently into a flower and 

hunted nearsightedly for a drop of 
honey. The flower folded a maternal 
petal over the bee and he emerged 
covered with yellow pollen and bum
bled away looking triumphant and 
ridiculous. 
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Roan laughed, his nostalgia 
broken. 

The music laughed, too. A little 
flute giggling and teasing and run
ning away. 

Roan went after the sound. 
The park went on and on and the 

flower scents changed and interwove 
like their colors. Roan came to a 
still, blue lake, floated with flowers 
and enormous, long-necked birds 
that swam like boats and drifted up 
to him inquiringly when he came 
to the edge of the lake. 

Roan turned from the lake into a 
wood where the vines made bowers 
-thorned vines heavy with sweet 
berries-slim, curled vines blue with 
wide-faced flowers. He walked 
through sunny slopes where tall 
grasses rolled like water in the wind, 
and deep groves where the moss 
grew close and green in the still 
shade of warm-barked trees. Then 
the grove narrowed to a dark, arch
ing tunnel of branches that ended 
suddenly in sunlight. 

Ahead of Roan was a wide, white 
flagstone walk that curved between 
fountains of flying water and led 
finally to a oolonnaded terrace. From 
the terrace rose a fretted cliff of 
airy masonry. A house the wind 
blew throJlgh. 

Roan, thirsty now, scooped up a 
handful of smooth, cool water. It 
had a taste of bubbles, a smell of 
sunshine. 

But the water had not been put 
t'here for any purpose, even to 
drink. It showered into the air mere
ly to fall back into the pool. It 
pleased Roan somehow to think the 
mighty Terrans made the water go 
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up just so they could watch it com
ing down. 

He went up the wide, shallow 
steps, into the airy building that up 
close seemed as solid and lasting as 
time itself. The marble floor within 
was an intricate design of reds and 
blues that moved into purple and led 
the eye straight to a ramp slanting 
up to a gallery on the left. 

Roan listened for a moment to 
the ringing stillness, then started up 
the sloping way. 

XX 

T he house was a maze of rooms 
within rooms, all neatly kept. 

The air filters whispered noiselessly, 
but Roan could feel the air they 
drew. Doors opened silently to his 
pre~ence. lamps glowed on to greet 
him, off to bid him good-by. On pol
ished tables were set objects of cur
ious design, of wood and metal and 
glas~. Roan picked each up and 
tried to imagine its use. One, of 
green jade, grew warm as he held it. 
But it did nothing else and there 
were no buttons to press. So he 
carefully replaced it and went on. 

Then Roan noticed the pictures. 
He stood in the middle of a thin

ly furnished room and bis eye was 
caught by a picture in sinuosities of 
blue, as interwoven and complex as 
the music he'd heard. Every time 
he looked at the picture the lines 
caught his eye a di£fereot way, led 
them along a different trail, and he 
looked at .the picture 10 long the 
blue disappeared and then the pic
ture itself until finally he was left 
following tortuous convolutions in 
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his own mind and it was a shaft of 
late afternoon sun, burning through 
a high window, that brought him to 
himself and made him blink hard to 
get the sun glimmers from his eyes. 

Some of the pictures were like the 
blue. Others seemed to project out 
from the· walls, or were sheer pat
terns of light. hanging in empty air. 
And som~as Roan looked and 
noticed---5<>me were pictures of Ter
ran places and houses and . . . 
people? 11he figures were so tiny and 
distant. Hunt though he did, he 
couldn't find any close-ups of Ter
ran people. It didn't really m!lltter, 
though he really wanted to see it. 

Roan went on, walking right 
through a misty Light Picture in 
the middle of one of the rooms. 
All this. What was it for? Just to 
look at? Just to enjoy? 

It seemed a human way to be. A 
Terran way to do things. Roan felt 
a kinship with all this. He knew 
how tolook at the paintings, how to 
enjoy the music. 
~hen Roan wal·ked into a room 

wide with windows, so that the 
sunshine shimmered clearly in it. 
Marble benches stood beneath the 
low windows and green plants hung 
owr a scoop-shaped sunken pool. 
A3 Roan went over to stand on the 
edge of the empty pool there was a 
soft chlclf! and WBiter began foam
ing into the pool. 
~oan laughed with pleasure. It 

wa5 a bath! An enormously magni
fied version of one Stellaraire had 
had in her quarters with the 'zoo. 
He stripped off his shabby, ill-fitting 
tunic, realizing suddenly how dirty 
he was. 
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He stood by a jet of soapy foam 
and scrubbed himself thoroughly. 
The pool carried off his dirt and 
dead skin cells in eddys of black and 
whirled in renewed, clean water. 
Roan luxuriated in the bath for an 
hour, watching the chasing c,Iouds 
and the blue sky through the win
dows, and wondering at the delicate 
veining of the Terran plants ·that 
nodded over the water. 

And thought wistfully of Stellar
aire and how if she were here they'd 
splash water at each other and be 
foolish and afterwards walk in the 
garden and make love with timeless 
joy in the d~ grasses. And live 
here forever in this enchanted place 
where there was no violence, no 
raspy, alien voices, no ugly, mis
shapen faces, no one hating or de
spising or envying Roan his Terran 
ancestry, his Terran inheritance. 

But there was no Stellaraire. Only 
a memory that ovetfilled him now 
and then, like a bud with DO room 
to open into a flower. 

Behind a colored glass panel Rotm 
found simply designed but beaa

tiful clothes, of IODle WIO'feD mater
ial that sprang to fit him as be put 
it on. There were silver tights that 
fitted from his ankles to his 'Weist 
and were oool 1D the touch. Then 
a short, silk-lined scarlet jacket, 10ft 
to the skin but stiff outside wi1b gold 
and jewel embroidery. He fouDd 
boots that fitted softly like gloves, 
and protected his feet without heavy 
soles or heels. All this he put on, 
though there were other things. 
Thin white shorts and singlet& and 
cloth short boots. 



The only other thing Roan took 
was a magnificent, massive jewel, 
engraved TER. IMP. It hung around 
his neck from a gold chain and 
where it rested against his bare 
chest, between the edges of his scar
let jacket, it warmed him, almost 
seeming to throb like a beating 
heart. 

I look· the way a Terran ought to 
look, Roan thought, looking at him
self in the enormous mirror that 
backed the door to the bathing 
room. The jewel glowed on his 
browned chest and his freshly 
washed hair clustered in dark red 
curls over his forehead. 

Roan wondered if a Terran would 
think him handsome. A Terran 
Woman. 0 gods, how long since 
he'd had a woman! 

Roan buckled back on his old link 
metal belt. He wondered why he 
thought it brought him luck. because 
it didn't really. Then he reluctantly 
picked up the Mark XXX blaster. 
Here. it didn't seem right. But he 
shoved it into the belt, which 
strained to hold it. 

Roan retraced his steps through 
still corridors, down to the echoing 
coneourse, out onto the broad ter
race. 

Far in 'the sky the lowering sun 
flashed orange from the towers 
of the city-where Henry Dread 
was searching for loot now with his 
vicious crew of cut-throats. It was 
soiled. grubby-all of the Universe 
-but here it didn't exist. He didn't 
want to can ~t into being again. 

Roan took a new path, behind the 
house. walking quickly because he 
didn't have much time left. Night 
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was coming. He'd seen perhaps, 
most of what there was to see, and 
one more quick turn-

Roan drew up short. . 
Because reflected in a round mir

ror-pool, among fragile violet flow
ers, was a human Woman. 

She was flushed pink in t4e sun
set, pouring water from a long
necked jar. The wat.er, sparkling 
pink, too, in the light, rippled over 
her slim neck, between her lifted 
breasts and around her softly bent 
body over her flanks, and fina11y 
ran murmuring into the mirror
pool, making no splash or ripple. 

"Oh, please," Roan said, not 
meaning to speak, and went up to 
the woman. But it was a statue, 
smiling its dreamy, carved smile, 
thinking the secret things of women. 

Roan reached out and touched the 
soft curve of the hard, marble 
cheek. 

And then far away came the vio
lent stutter of guris. Then a single 
shot. A power rifle. 

Perhaps it was the anger against 
life that filled bim or perhaps 

it was a premonition of what was 
really happening, but Roan wail run
ning. Along the curved paths and 
then straight across the middle of 
the park where there was a wide 
concourse and through a smali grove 
where night had already come, and 
up the fence, holding ·to the nearest 
heavy vine, and slowing to be quiet 
. now, along the fence w the tree. 

.A gun rattled, paused, fired again. 
A voice shouted. 

Roan started doWn. the tree. The 
streets were violet shadows now, the 
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Cowers bright-edged silhouettes 
against the oran~e and purple sky. 
There was a faint movement in the 
gloom below the ·tree and a face, 
a white blob in the darkness, looked 
up toward Roan, the glint of a knife 
in the teeth. 

There was a sharp hiss. Something 
chipped at the tiles and then anothec 
hiss and whoever it was starting up 
the tree fell back and slumped to 
the ground. 

Roan hefted the gun out of his 
belt. His Mark XXX that he'd all 
but forgotten in the park. Well, that 
dream of peace was over now. 

Roan waited, heard a few shots, 
distant now, saw nothing moving. 
He dropped softly from the tree, 
squatted, turned the body on its 
back. The coarse, slack features of a 
bald Minid stared past him with 
dead, surprised eyes. The stump of 
a broken-off wooden shaft poked 
from the Minid's chest just below 
the edge of ·the sheepskin vest. 

One of crew. A mean, dirty crea
ture, but somehow one of his. 

Roan stood, trying to see through 
the dark streets. The firing was be
coming steadier now, coming from 
locations to the north and east. A 
cold, evening wind blew up, and one 
brilliantly, orange star came out. 
Probably the next planet of the 
sun Aldo .. 

Roan · crossed the street, started 
up .,one of the dark avenues toward 
the north. Lights came on suddenly 
to illuminate the city; mists of light 
that seemed to hang in the air like 
clouds. 

There was a soharp hiss. Something 
struck the doorway of the home 
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near Roan and clattered on the 
steps. Roan dropped, rolled, brought 
his gun around and fired at a figure 
bounding from the shadowed door.,. 
way across the street. The figure 
fell ·tmder the misting streetlight. 

Roan retreated to crouch in the 
an·gle between the steps and tb~ Ter
ran house. Three long-legged, round
shouldered creatures emerged from 
the side street. He saw the thick, 
recurving bows in their hands, the 
lank hair that dangled beside their 
oddly flat faces, the heavy quivers 
slung at their backs. They paused, 
fanning out. One saw the dead bow
man, made a hoarse noise. At once. 
the three whirled, angled off quick 
ly in different directions. One was 
leaping toward Roan. He brought 
his gun up fired, swung and fired 
on a second savage as the first 
slammed to the curb of the mosaic 
sidewalk, almost at his feet. 1be sec
ond bowman reeled, stumbled, went 
down. Roan swung to the third and 
it dived for the black shadow of the 
building at the corner as his shot 
sent blue sparks from the door of 
the Terran holl6e. 

Roan was up instantly, dashing 
lor the corner, rounding it as a 
heavy arrow touched his shoulder, 
skipped high, flashed off into dark
ness. Roan skidded to a stop, 
stepped baok to the corner, dropped 
flat, thrust himself out. The native 
was charging from cover. Roan's 
shot caught him full in .the chest and 
he fell with a tremendous heavy 
slam an impact of utter finality. 

Roan let his breath out in a long 
sigh, slumped against the pavement, 
listening. There were no sounds, no 
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movmg feet, no stealthy breathing, 
only the intermittent rasp and 
crackle of guns, nearer now but still, 
he guessed, a street or two away. 

He got to his feet, moved off 
quickly, following a side street that 
would bring him to 'the scene of the 
action by a roundabout route. 

XXI 

From a low balcony which he had 
reached by clambering up the 

shadowed carved front of a peach
colored tower, Roan watched as a 
party of a dozen or so bowmen as
sembled almost directly below him 
in a narrow way. 

The sounds of firing came closer 
from along the wide avenue. Roan 
could see the blue flashes of power 
guns now, the yellow stabs of pellet 
throwers. Below, the leader of the 
ambushing party spoke, and his 
bowmen set arrows, crouching silent 
and ready. 

Down the avenue, Roan made out 
Henry Dread's tall figure among a 
huddle of humanoids. There were 
not more than fifty in the party, he 
estimated-out of over eighty who 
had landed; a straggling band of 
cursing frightened raiders caught 
off-guard, retreating under a rain of 
alTOW'S that flew from ·the darkness 
w+thout flash or sound. A bald Min
id screeched, spun, fell kicking. The 
others passed him by, firing at ran
dom into the shadows, coming closer 
to the ambush. 

Below Roan, the bowmen gath
ered. themsel~. There was a single, 
grunted syllable from the leader. He 
stepped forward-
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Roan shot him, swept the gun 
across the others as they &prang 
back gaping. Three more fell, and 
the rest dashed for the deep shad
ows, disappeared between close 
walls. 

No one in the retiring ship's party 
seemed to have noticed the by-play. 
They were formed up into a defen
sive ring, watching each side street 
as they passed. Henry Dread held 
up a band, halted the group fif.ty 
feet from Roan's vaatage point. 
Lying on the balcony, he had a 
clear view of the pirates and the 
empty streets all around. 

"Belay firing!" Roan heard Henry 
Dread's voice. 'They've pulled back 
for now." 

There were snarls and mutters 
from the crewmen. They shifted un
easily, watching the dark mouths of 
side streets. A gun winked blue, a 
harsh buzz against silence. 

"I said belay that!" Henry_ Dread 
grated. "We,l hold up here for ten 
minutes to give stragglers a chance 
to join us.• 

' ''"T"<> the Pit with stragglers, • the 
.1 ccewman who had :fired his 

gun cut in. .. We sboukl 1tay here 
and let 1!bese local siOOs surround 
us? w~ moving on-fast." 

"'Shut up, Snorgu, • Henry Dread 
snapped. "'Maybe you'voe forgotten I 
busted you out of a Yill jail after 
you were dumb enough to get 
caught flat-footed strangling an old 
female for her nose--ruby. And now 
yo~re going to do the tbinking for 
my crew!" 

"'Your crew my bind leg, you 
lousy Terry. We"'fe taken enough 
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orders from your kind. What about 
it boys?" Snorgu glanced around at 
the watching pirates. 

Henry stepped up to the heavy
shou1dered crewman. "Hand over 
your gun, Snorgu!" 

Snorgu faced Henry, the gun in 
his fist aimed at the pirate leader. 
He laughed. · 

"I'm keeping my gun. And I'm 
firing when I feel like it." 

A crewman beside Henry moved 
suddenly, caught the pirate captain's 
arms from behind. Another struck 
out, knocked Henry's gun from his 
hand. A third stooped, came up with 
it. 

"Here's where we get a new cap
tain," Snorgu growled. "Lead us into 
a ambush, bah? Some captain you 
are. I guess us Gooks have got just 
about a gut-full of fancy Terry 
ways." 

"I seem to remember giving some 
orders ahoot looting parties posting 
sentries," Henry drawled. "And 
about skeleton crews on the Bolos." 

Snorgu snarled and jammed the 
gun hard against Henry's chest. 
"Never mind 1ID that. Hand over the 
keys to the chert room and the 
strong box in your cabin." 

Henry laughed, a hard sound like 
ice breaking. "You're out of luck. 
You think I carry a bunCh of keys 
around for stupid deck-apes like you 
to lift the· first time you see a 
chance? They're combination locks. 
Kill me and you'll never get in." 

"You'll open 'em," someone 
harked. "A couple needle-burns 
through the gut, and a couple of 
days for the rot to set in, and you'll 
be screaming for somebody to listen 
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to you sing, and all you'll ask is· a 
fast knife in the neek before your 
belly explodes." 

"Meanwhile, how do you plan to 
get back to the ship?" Henry Dread 
cut in. "There might be a few na
tives between here and there that 
don't want to see you run off after 
such a short stay." 

"Gun him down," someone sug
gested. "We've got enough on our 
hands without we got to watch this 
Terry." ' 

"Sure. We can beam them locks 
open." 

"Suits me." Snorgu grinned, 
showing large, widely-spaced teeth 
in a loose-lipped mouth wide enough 
to put a hand in sideways. He 
stepped back a pace, angled the gun 
down at Henry's belt-buckle-

Roan took careful aim, shot Snor• 
gu through the head. 

T he pirate's gun flew into the air 
as his hand jerked up; he stum

bled back and fell, and Henry 
stepped forward, caught the falling 
gun out of the air, held it aimed 
from the hip. The crewmen gaped. 

"Anybody else care to nomil)ate 
himself · captain?" Henry's sharp 
voice cut across the silence. The 
men were craning their necks, look
ing for the source of the shot. Roan 
saw one ease a gun around. aim it 
at Henry Wread; Roan shot him 
through the chest. As he fell, an
other brou~ht a gun up, and Henry, 
whirling, beamed him down. 

"Next?" he said pleasantly. No 
one moved. The crewmen stood 
stiffly now, cowed, worried. Henry 
laughed shortly, lowered his gun. 
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"All right, spread out in a skir
mish line and let's get moving." He 
motioned them past with his pistol. 
Roan lowered himself over the bal
ustrade and climbed quickly down. 
Henry Dread watched him come. 
His narrowed eyes were on the gun 
at Roan's hip. "Learned .to · use it?" 

"Comes in handy," Roan said cas
ually, imitating Henry Dread's man
ner. He stood wi-th his thumbs 
hooked in his belt, looking ·at the 
older man. ·Henry's eyes went· from 
Roan's scarlet veSt down the length 
of the silvery trousers, back up .. His 
eyes locked with Roan's. 

"You l\ad a good chance to shoot 
me then," he said. "But when it 
got right down to it, you sided me." 
His face broke slowly into a smile. 
"I knew you'd figure out which side 
you were on, boy. You picked a 
good time. Something you ·learned 
in that park?" 

"I found a garden,," Roan said. 
"It ·was perfect; the most perfect 
pla<:e I ever saw. I wanted to stay 
there. There was everything you 
could ever need. And then I saw a 
statue and I touched it, and all of 
a sudden I saw that it was all dead, 
frozen, just a fossil of something 
that was alive once. Something that 
could live again, maybe. I decided 
then. I want to make it live, Henry. 
I want to do whatever I have to do 
to make it come to life again. I want 
that stone girl to tum to living flesh 
and walk in that garden with me." 

Henry's hand thrust out. Roan 
rook it. "We'll do it, Roan," the 
pirate said. "Together, we'll do it. 

Smiling, Roan said. "'Want 1be 
gun back'r' 
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Henry Dread's smile was gnm. 
"Keep it," he· said. "From now on, 
you walk behind me. Keep the gun 
on your hip, and your right hand 
loose." 

He turned and followed the hud-. 
die of pirates, and Roan trailed him, 
walking with his head up, likin~ the 
feel of the heavy gun in his belt. 

XXII 

"These past two years have been 
good, Roan," Henry Dread 

said, refilling his heavy wine mug. 
"Seven raids, all successful. Enough 
new men recruited to more ·than 
cover our losses; and our fuel and 
ammo reserves are at the best level 
in years." 

Roan looked at his half-full glass 
sullenly. "And we're still no closer 
to starting a new Terra than we ever 
were. We haven't found even one 
more real Man to add to the roster. 
There's still just you and me. Two 
Terries, two freaks, t8ll:kin.g about 
what we'll do some day." 

"Look here, Roan, we've followed 
every rumor of a Terry we've nm 
across. Is it my fault if ihey didn't 
pan out? We'll find a colony of 
Terries yet. And when 'ft do -• 

"Meanwhile Iron Robert's still 
chained. I want you to release him, 
Henry." 

The pirate's hand came down to 
slam the table. "Damn it, are we 
going to start into that again? 
Haven't I explained to you that that. 
man-eater's a symbol aboard this 
vessel? My cut-throats saw him 
stand up to a blaster; they heard 
him threaten to pitch me through 
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the side of my own ship! And I 
let him live! As long as he's chained 
to the wall his talk is just talk. 
Maybe a blaster can't touch him, but 
Henry Dread has him under lock 
and key! But turn him loose - let 
him stamp around this ship a free 
Geek - well, you get the picture!" 

"I get the picture," Roan said. 
"For over two years now I've been 
living off ·the fat of the land while 
my friend sits in the dark with half 
a ton of steel welded to his leg." 

"Hell let's be realistic, boy! He 
doesn't mind it - not like you or I 
would! He says so himself. He sits 
and goes off into some kind CYf 
trance! Doesn't even eat for days 
at a time. He's not human Roan! 
By the Gods, with Man's Galaxy 
at stake, you worry about one 
damned Geek!" 

"Set him free. He won't cause 
any trouble. I'll be responsible for 
him." 

"That's not the point," Henry 
said in a hard voice. "You'd better 
settle for having him alive. He's the 
first Geek I ever let live aboard my 
ship!" 

''That's what your grand dream 
really boils down to, isn't it, Henry? 
Killing Geeks." 

Henry swiveled to stare into the 
view sereen that curved above the 
command console. "Somewhere out 
there, there's . li Niss warship," he 
said quietly. "We're closing the gap, 
Roan. The stories we've picked up 
these lam couple of months all tell 
the same tale. The Niss ship is real, 
and it's not far off. We'll pick it 
up on our long-range screens any 
day now." 
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"More Geeks to kill. That's all 
it is. It isn't a war; the Niss were 
beaten - at least as much as the 
Empire. They're no threat to us or 
to· anybody. They haven't attacked 
anyone." 

Henry swung back. "Haven't 
they? What about the Mandevoy 
,patrol boat they vaporized last year 
at a range of twelve thousand 
miles?" 

"The Mandevoy went out looking 
for trouble. They admitted that. The 
Niss haven't attacked a planet. or 
any ship that stayed clear of them. 
Let's forget the Niss. It's Terra we're 
interested in. Let's look for Terra." 

''r-rerra!" Henry snorted. "Don't 
J. you know that's just a 

name. Roan? A mythical wonder
land for the yokels to tell stories 
about! The Terran Empire isn't 
some two-bit world somewhere at 
the far side of the Galaxy. It's hu
manity - organized, armed and in 
charge!" 

"There i.r a Terra," Roan said. 
.. And some day I'll find it. If you've 
given up on it, I'll find it alone." 

"Given up!" Henry Dread roar
ed, coming to his feet. "Henry 
Dread never gave up on anything 
he set out to do! I'm not chasing 
rainbows! I'm fighting a live enemy! 
I'm facing reality! Maybe it's time 
you grew up and did the same!" 

Roan nodded. "You're right. Just 
set me down on the next inhabited 
world with my share CYf the spoils. 
I'll leave your grand scheme to you; 
I've got a better one of my own." 

Henry's eyes were fierce fires 
blazing in a face purple with fury. 
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"By the Nine Gods, I've got a 
gOOd mind to take you at your 
word! I picked you out of a damned 
zoo, a freak in a cage, and made 
you my second in command -
and tried to make you my friend! 
And now-" 

"I've never asked you for any
thing, Henry," Roan cut in, his 
blue eyes holding the pirate's. They 
stood face to face, two big, power
fully built men, one with gray hair 
and a face of lined leather, the 
other with a mane of dark red 
curls hacked short, the clean fea
tures of youth, a flawless com
plexion marred only by a welted 
scar along his right cheek where 
Ithc's talons had raked him, long 
ago. 

"But you've taken plenty!" 
"I was content with the 'zoo. I 

had friends there. A girl, too." 
Henry Dread snarled. "You'll be

friend any lousy Gook or Geek that 
gives you the time of day. But me, 
a Commander in the Imperial Ter
ran Navy - I'm not good enough 
for your friendship!" 

Roan's expression changed. He 
frowned. 

"You said - the Imperial Ter
ran Navy." 

Henry Dread's eyes held steady. 
"That's what I said," he grated. 

"I thought," Roan said carefully, 
watching Henry Dread's eyes, "that 
the ITN was wiped out, thousands 
of years ago." 

"You did, eh?" Henry was smiling 
a tight, hard smile. He looked at 
Roan bright-eyed, enjoying the mo
ment. "What if I told you it wasn't 
wiped out? What if I said there were 
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intact units scattered all over Lhe 
Eastern Arm when the shooting 
stopped? What if I said. Rim Head-
quarters had taken over command 
control, reorganized the survivors, 
and held the Navy together -
waiting for the day a counter-attack 
could be launched?" 

"Are you saying that?" Roan tri~ 
to hold his voice level and· calm. 

"Hell, boy, that's what 'I called 
you up here to talk about, before 
you started in on your pet Geck!" 
Henry clapped Roan's shoulder. 
"I've watched you close, these last 
years. You've done all right, Rc>an 
- better than all right. It's time I 
let you in on what you're doing 
here. What we're doing. You 
thought I was just a pira.te, raiding 
and looting just for the hell of it, 
getting fat off the leavings of Geeks 
and Gooks. And you thought my 
talk about getting the Galaxy back 
for Man was just talk. I know." He 
laughed, with his bands on his hips 
and his bead thrown back. 

"I can't say I blame you. Sure, 
I've got a hold full of heaTy metal 
and gem crystals and old Terry cloth 
and spices and even a few cases of 
Old Imperial Credit tokens. But 
that's not all I've got tucked away. 
Come here." 

He turned, walked across the 
broad command deck of the ancient 
battle-wagon, tapped ·keys on the 
paneL An armored door swung 
open, and Henry stepped inside, 
ducking his head, came out with a 
wide, flat box. He lifted the lid 
with a flourish, held up a garment 
of close-woven blue polyon., shook 
it out. Roan gaped. 
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"My uniform," Henry DreiKI said. 
"As a- Commander in the Imperial 
Terran Navy. I'm assigned to re
cruiting and fund-raising duty. I've 
done ail right as far as tftmds are 
concerned. But this is my first re
cruitment." 

Roan's hungry eyes held on the 
rich cloth, the glitter of ancient in
signia. He swallowed, opened his 
mouth to speak -

Henry Dread . stepped baok into 
tho vault, came out holding a second 
box in his hands. He tucked it un
der one arm. 

"Raise your right hand, Lieuten
ant Cornay," he said. 

Roan stared into the mirror. The 
narrow-cut, silver corded black 

trol.J8en fitted without a wrinkle in
to the brightly polished ship-boots. 
Over dte white silk shirt, the short 
tunic was a swirl of braid, a gleam 
of silver buttons against royal blue. 
A bright-plated ebony-gripped cere
monial side-arm winked at each hip 
against the broad woven-silver belt 
with the big, square buckle adorned 
by the carved TER. IMP. and bird 
symbol. 

He turned ro Hemy Dread. "I've 
got about a milliard questions, 
Henry.. You know what they are." 

Henry Dread laughed again. 
"Sure, I know." He keyed a mike, 
snapped out an order for a bottle 
and gl,asses, "Sit down, Lieutenant. 
I think you can forget about Geeks 
for a few minutes now while I teH 
you a few thi·ngs." 

I ron Robert stirred as Roan called 
to him. His heavy feet scraped 
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the rusted deok-plates; chains clash
ed in the gloom and hi<! green eyes 
winked open. 

"What you want, Roan," the 
heavy voice growled. "You wake 
Iron Robert from dream of youth 
and females and bot sun of home
world." 

"I . . . just came to see how you 
are," Roan said. "I've been busy 
lately. I guess I haven't gotten·down. 
to see you as often as I'd like. Is 
there anything you need?'• 

"Just need to know you well and 
happy, Roan. I think now you and 
Henry Dread friends, you have good 
time, not be so sad like before." 

Roan gripped the two-inch chro
malloy bars of Iron Robert's cell. 
"It's not just a good time, Iron 
Robert. I'm doing something. I'm 
helping to put the Terran Empire 
back together. I know, it's not much 
- just one ship, cruising space, 
looking for Terrans, or rumors of 
Terrans, and collecting funds for the 
Navy, gathering intelligence to use 
when we're ready to launoh our 
counter-attack." 

''Counter-attack against who, 
Roan? You already attack all Gooks 
and Geeks you fmd, take all guns 
and fuel and money." 

''You have to understand, Iron 
Robert! We're not just looting. We 
need those things! We're cruising 
according to official Navy orders, 
hitting every world in our assigned 
sector. Captain Dread's already been 
out twelve yeal"!l. Two more years, 
and we finish the sweep, and report 
back to Rim Headquarters." 

"Just so you happy, Roan. Have 
good time, live to full, eat good, 
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drink good, have plenty fight, plenty 
WOlllen." 

"Damn it, is that all living means 
to you? Don't you understand what 
it is to try to build something big
ger than you are, something worth 
giving everything that's in you for?" 

"Sure, Roan. Iron Robert under
stand big dreams of youth. All be
ings young once." 

"This isn't just a dream! The 
Terran Empire ruled this Galaxy 
once, and could rule it again! 
Haven't you seen enough suffering 
and torture and death and indiffer
ence and ruins and greed and hate 
and hopelessness· to understand how 
it is to want to change all that? The 
Empire will bring back peace and 
order. If we left it to the damned 
Geeks it would go on like this 
forever, only worse!" 

"Maybe true, Roan." Iron Rob
ert's voic.e was a soft rumble. 
"Fine thing, build towers up into 
mnl.ight, squirt water, make pretty 
10unds." 

"Don't make fun of my garden! 
I shouldn't have told you about itl 
I might have known a Geek couldn't 
understand!" 

"Hard thing for Geek to under
stand, Roan. What place Geeks have 
in Terry Empire? Geeks get to walk 
in pretty garden too?" 

''The Geeks will have their own 
worlds," Roan said sullenly. ''They,l 
have their own gardens." 

"Iron Robert have garden once 
too, Roan. Fine black stones, and 
pools of soft mud to lie in, and· hot, 
stinky water come up out of ground. 
But I think Roan not like my gar
den. I think bud thing foe Roan 
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and Iron Robert to walk in garden 
together, talk over old times. Maybe 
better have no garden, just be to
gether, friends." 

Roan leaned his head against the 
cold bars. "Iron Robert, I didn't 
mean - I mean - we'll always be 
friends, no matter what! I know 
you're locked in here because of me. 
Listen, Iron Robert, I'm going to 
tell Henry Dread -" · 

"Roan not tell Henry Dread any
thing! Iron Robert made deal with 
pirate. Geek keep word as good as 
Man." 

"I didn't mean it when I called 
you a Geek, Iron Robert-" 

"Just word, Roan. Iron Robert 
and Roan friends, few angry words 
nothing. Iron Robert DOt shamed .to 
be Geek. Fine thing to be royal fer
rous strain and have friend like 
Roan. Human flame bum short but 
burn hot, warm. old stone heart of 
being like Iron Robert. • · 

"I'm going to get you out of 
there!" 

"No, Roan. Where else I go? Not 
b"ke Terry cabin, too IIDalll, too weak 
chair. And only cause trouble. 
Henry Dread right. Crew not like 
see Iron Robert free being; Better 
wait here, be near Roan, and some 
day maybe we make planetfaJI to
gether. Meantime, you got destiny 
to work out with Henry Dread. You 
go ahead, chase dream of ancient 
glories. Iron Robert be here by 
and by." 

"We'll be at Rim HQ 10011 - in 
a year or two. I'lil make them give 
me a ship of my own ·then. And 
you'll be my second-in~and!" 

"Sure, Roan. Good plan. Till 
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then, Iron Robert wait patient -
and Roan not worry." 

XXIII 

Roan stood up, stretched, rubbed 
his eyes, drained the mug of 

bitter brown coffee, clattered the 
empty cup down on the chart table. 

.. rm tired, Henry. Over thirty
six hours we've been hanging over 
the screens, and we've seen nothing. 
Let's admit it's another wild-goose 
chase and turn in." 

"They're close, Roan," Henry 
snapped. His face was grayish and 
hoLlow in the lights of the panel. 
"I've chased the Niss for forty 
years. Another forty minutes and 
maybe rn see them in my sights." 

"Or another forty days. Or forty 
yean, or a thousand, for all we 
know. Those clodwhoppers back on 
Ebar probably just gave us the story 
to get rid of ua before the boys get 
bored and started shooting the town 
up again.'" 

'They're out there. We'll close 
with them t!Jm time." 

"And if they are - what about 
it? We're on a recruiting and fund
raising mission, aren't we? What's 
that got to do with launching one
man attacks against Nis:s warships? 
If there is any ship." 

"They're there, I said! And we're 
a Naval shlp of the line! It's al
ways .our job to seek out and destroy 
the enemy!" 

"Henry, give it up. We don't 
know their capabilities. I know 
we've got special long-range in
detectable radar gear, but they 
may still blast us out of space like 

they did that Mandevoy scout a few 
years ago, before we even get close." 

Henry Dread whirled, stared up 
at Roan from his seat. "Scared, 
Lieutenant?" 

Roan's tired face sm~led humor
lessly. "Sure, I'm scared, if that's 
what you want to hear. Or maybe 
I've just got common sense enough 
not to want to see all you've work
ed for - all we've worked for -
destroyed just because you've got 
the itch to fire those b)g batteries 
you've been keeping primed all these 
years." 

Henry Dread came to his feet. 
"That's enough out of you, Mister! 
I'm still in charge aboard this tubl 
Now get on that screen until I give 
the order to leave your post!" 

"Slow down, Henry-" 
"Commander Dread to you, Mis

ter!" Henry's face was close to 
Roan's, his square jaw, marred by a 
slight sagging of the jowls, thrust 
out. Roan straightened, settled his 
gun-belt on his hips. He was an 
inch taller than Dread, and almost 
as heavy through the shoulders. He 
looked the older man steadily in 
the eye. 

"We're just nine months out ot 
Rim Headquarters, Henry. Let's see 
if we can't get there in one piece. 
Both of us." 

Henry Dread's hand went to his 
gun. He half drew it, looking into 
Roan's eyes, his teeth set in a snarL 

"I gave you an order!" 
"You're a big enough man to 

take an order back, when you see 
it's a mistake," Roan said flatly. 
"We both need rest. I know a couple 
of crewmen who'd like to see the 
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pair of us out on our feet." He 
turned away. Henry Dread's gun 
cleared the holster. 

"Stop right there, Mister!" 

A clanging alarm shattered the 
stillness into jagged fragments. 

Roan spun. His eyes leaped to 
the long-range screen. A bright 
point of blue light glowed near the 
lower left corner. He jumped to 
the panel. twisted knobs; the image 
centered. He read figures from a 
ground-glass plate. 

"Mass, five point seven million 
Standard Tons; velocity, point oh
nine light, absolute; nine-eighty 
MPH relative!" 

"By the Nine Devils, that's it!" 
Henry Dread's voice ohoked. He 
stared across at Roan, then grabbed 
up the command mike, bawled into 
it: 

"All hands, battle stations! Se.. 
cure for action! All batteries, full
arm and count-down! Power section. 
stand by for maximum drain!" 

A startled voice acknowledged a.t 
he tossed the mike aside, looked 
across at Roan. His eyes were wide, 
bright. 

"This is it, Roan! That's a Niss 
ship of the line, as sure as I'm 
Henry Dr~adl" His eyes went on 
the screen. "Look at him! Look at 
the size of that devil! But we'll take 
him out! We'll take him!" He hol
stered his gun, drew a breath, turn
ed to Roan. 

"For the first time in five thou
sand years, a ship of the Imperial 
Navy ill engaging the enemy! This 
is the hour I've lived for, Roan! 
We'll smash them like a ripe fruit!" 
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He raised his clenched fist. "And 
then nothing will stop us! Are you 
with me, boy?" 

Roan's eyes held the long shape 
growing on the screen. "Let's break 
it of.f, Henry. We've established that 
we can get in range, and we .have 
them located. When we reaoh Rim 
Headquarters, we can ••• " • 

"Damn Rim Headquarters!" 
Henry Dread roared. ·''This is my 
action! I tracked that filthy blot 
on the human sky halfway across 
the Eastern Aml, and now I'm go
ing to burn it clean!" 

"You're out of your mind, 
Henry," Roan snapped. "The 
damned thing outweighs us a hund
dred to one." 

"Crazy, am I? I'll show you how 
a crazy man deaJs with the scum 
that challenged Terran power at its 
peak!" 

Roan gripped Henry's shoulders, 
eyes on the screen. "It's not just 
you and me, Henry! We've got 
eighty crewmen below! They trust 
in you." 

Wfo hell with those Gooks! This 
is what I was born fori" He broke 
off. A tremor rattled the coffee mug 
on the table. There was a sudden 
sense of pressure, of impending vio
lence-

The deck rose up and struck 
Roan a mighty blow. 

Instrument faces burst from the 
panel, screens exploded in smoke 
and white light. He had a glimpse 
of Henry Dread, spinning past him. 
A thtmderous blast rolled endless
ly, and then it drained away and 
Roan was whirling in echoing si
lence. 
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H e was on the floor, looking up 
at a soot-~meared figure in 

rags, bleeding from a hundred cuts, 
hnnched in the command chair, 
square fists clamped on the fire
control levers. Roan coughed, raised 
himself on one elbow, got to his 
hands and lmees. The walls spun 
dizzily. 

"How bad are we hit?" he choked. 
"Filthy, sneaking Niss," Henry 

Dread chanted. '"Let 'em have an
other broadside! Bum the devils out 
of the sky!" 

Roan's eyes swept over the shat
tered panel, the MDashed instru
ments, fixed on the controls in 
Henry Dread's hands. They hung 
slack and useless from broken 
mountings. 

"Henry, let's get out of here. 
The lifeboats . . . " 

"Maximum beam.." Henry Dread 
shouted. "Forward batteries, fire! 
Fire, damn you!" 

"We've got to get out." Roan 
staggered to his fuet, grasped 
Henry's moulder, pulling his away 
from the devastated control console. 
"Give the order!" 

Wild eyes in a white face stared 
up at him. .. Are you a fighting man 
of the Empire or a dirty Geek
loving spy?" Henry tore himself 
free, lunged for the command mike, 
dangling from its socket. 

"A..ll handS'! We're closing with 
the enemy! · Prepare to board." 

Roan tore the mike from Henry. 
"Abandon ship!" he shouted -

and threw the dead mike from him 
as Henry yelled, swung a wild blow. 
He leaned aside, caught the other's 
wrists. 
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"Listen to me, Henry! We've got 
to get to the boats! We can sur
vive to fight again!" 

Henry stared into Roan's eyes, 
breathing hard. Swelling blisters 
puffed the left side of his face. His 
hair was singed to curled stubble. 
There was blood at the C'Orner of 
his mouth. Quite suddenly, the wild
ness went out of his eyes. His arms 
relaxed; he staggered, caught him
self. 

''Two boats," he mumbled. "I've. 
fitted 'em out as raiders. Armor, an 
infinite repeater each, two torpe
dos ... " He pulled free of Roan's 
grip, pu&hed past him toward the 
lift doors, stumbling over the debris 
littering the deck. 

"We're not beaten yet," he was 
shouting again. "Slip through their 
screens - hit 'em in close -" 
Smoke swirled from the lift as the 
doors clashed open. Henry Dread 
lurched inside, and Roan followed. 

O n the boat deck, a dense-packed 
mob of shouting, struggling 

crewmen fought for position at the 
two escape lockll. 

"It's Captain Dread!" someone 
yelled. 

"Here's the Terry swine now!" 
"Open up!" 
"Get the boats clear!" 
Henry slammed his way through 

the press, gun in hand. He smashed 
it down over the skull of a homed 
bruiser in blackened sheepskin, 
whirled to face the mob. Behind 
them, the glare of raging fires 
danced against the bulkhead visible 
at the end of the long corridor. 

"Listen to me, you swalbs," Henry 
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roared. "There's room in the two 
boats for every gutter-spawned ras
cal here - but by the nine tails of 
the fire-devil, you'll form up and 
board in a shipshape fashion or fry 
where you are! You there! Gungle! 
~ him be! Get back there! Askor! 
il!ftce number one port!" The pirate 
~,;:£ bellowed his orders, and the 
frantic crewmen broke off their 
struggles, moved back, taking places 
in two ragged lines. 

Roan pushed through them, 
coughing, blinking through the 
smoke. 

"Here, where do you think you're 
going!" Henry Dread bellowed after 
him. But Roan was clear of the 
press, into the transverse corridor 
now. The smoke was less here. He 
ran, bounded down a companion
way, leaped the crumpled form of 
a Minid with a short knife standing 
in 1m back. Someone's grudge 
settled, Roan thought as he dashed 
along the cargo level way. 

He skidded to a halt at Iron 
Robert's cell. Through the layered 
smoke, he made out the massive 
figure, seated stolidly on the steel
slab bench. 

"Iron Robert! I'll get you out! 
The keys are in Henry's cabin ____:, .. 

"Just minute, Roan,• the rum
bling voice said calmly. "What hap
pen? Iron Robert wake, hear en
gines dead, plenty smoke in room." 

'We tried to attack a Niss war
ship! It hit us before we even got 
close, smashed our screens, burned 
out our circuitry. We're a hulk, on 
fire. We're abandoning ship!" 

"You want Iron Rebert go free 
out of cell? Don't need key, Roan. 
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Easy." The giant stood, brought his 
massive arms forward and snapped· 
the chains as easily as loops of wet 
paper. He · stooped, tore the ankle 
chains from the wall, then peeled 
the massive collars from his ankles. 

"Stand back, Roan." He stepped 
to the grating, gripped the .. wrist
thick bars, ripped them aside with 
a screech of metal, forced his nine
foot bulk through the oj>ening .like a 
man brushing aside a beaded hang
ing, and stood in the corridor, look
ing down at Roan. 

"You could have broken them any 
time," Roan stuttered. "You stayed 
there - in chains - for five years, 
on my account." 

"Good place as any to sit, think. 
Now fire grow hot. Time to go, 
Roan." 

Roan whirled, led the way along 
the smoke-fogged corridor, up 

the companionway, along to the boat 
deck. Half the crew had entered 
the lifeboats now. Two dead men 
lay on the deck, blasted at short 
range by Henry Dread's guns. The 
grizzled Terran caught sight of 
Roan. 

''You're taking number two boat! 
Where in the nine Hells have you 
been?" Iron Robert lumbered from 
the smoke behind Roan. 

"So! I should have figured!" The 
gun swiveled to cover the giant 
"Get aboard, Roan! We're running 
out of time!" 

"''ll load when my crew's load
ed." Roan walked past Henry, ig
noring the gun, to the gangway 
where burly humanoids pushed, 
crowding through the port. 
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"I said get aboard!" Henry bel
lowed. 

There were half a dozen more 
crewmen. They pushed, shouting. 
Answering shouts came from inside 
the sixty-foot boat, cradled in its 
massive davits in the echoing, 
smoke-filled hold. A broad-faced 
M inid thrust his head from the 
lock of nwnber one boat~ 

"We got a full load!" he roared. 
"You load any more in here, they'll 
be standin' on each others' shoul
ders!" 

Henry's gun swung. "I don't care 
if you have to stack 'em like cord
wood! Get 'em in, Askor!" He spun 
back to face Roan. ''What the hell 
are you waiting for, boy? Get 
aboard that boat - now! Can't you 
feel that heat? This tub will blow 
any second." 

"Iron Robert," Roan called past 
him. "Go aboard." 

''There's no room rfor the hulk!" 
Henry shouted. "That was ao order, 
Mister!" 

Three frantic crewmen struggled 
at the port of Number two boat. 

"No more room!" a hoarse voice 
bellowed from inside the lock. A 
broad foot swung out, kicked at 
one of the men. He fell from the 
gangway, and the two behind leap
ed forward. A fight developed in 
the lock. Henry Dread took a step, 
aimed, fired · once, twice, a third 
time. Two dead crewmen fell, rolled 
off onto the hot deckplates. A third 
was lifted, tossed from inside. 

"Fight your way in there, Roan," 
Henry yelled. "Shoot as many as 
you have to!" 

"Iron Robert-" 
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"I said he's not going aboard!" 
Roan and Henry Dread faced 

each other, ten feet apart across 
the blood-spattered deck. The pirate 
captain's gun was aimed unwaver
ingly at Roan's chest. 

"He goes or I stay," Roan yelled 
above the clamor. 

"For the last time - follow your 
orders!" Henry bellowed. 

"Iron Robert, go aboard!" Roan 
started. 

"Roan -" Iron Robert 'took a 
step, and Henry Dread wheeled. 
Blue fire lanced, splashed harmless
ly from Iron Robert's chest. 

"You board boat, like Henry 
Dread say, Roan," the giant rum
bled. 

Henry took a step backward, his 
gun covering Roan again. 

"Listen to Iron Man," Henry 
grated. "He's telling you." 

"Let him board, Henry!" Roan 
said. 

"Over my dead body," Henry 
grated. "Not even you can -" 

"Roan, no!" Iron Robert cried-

I n a motion too quick to follow, 
Roan's hand had flashed to his 

gun, brought it up, fired, and the 
tlie pirate leader was staggering 
back, his knees folding, the gun 
dropping from his hand. 

He seemed ·to fall slowly, like an 
ancient tree. He struck, rolled over, 
lay on his back with his eyes and 
mouth open, smoke rising from a 
charred wound on his chest. 

"Roan! You big fool! No room 
on boat for Iron Robert! Now you 
kill Henry Dread, true Man who 
love you like son!" 



Roan tossed the gun aside, went 
to the fallen pirate, knelt beside 
him. "Henry ... " His voice caught 
in his throat. "I thought -" 

"You wrong, Roan," Iron Robert's 
voice rumbled. "Henry Dread not 
shoot you in million years. Try 
save your life, foolish Roan. You 
go now, quick, before ship explode." 

Henry Dread's open eyes flicker
ed. They moved to Roan's face. 

"You ... in command ... now," 
he gasped. "Maybe ... right .•• 
Iron Man ... okay ... " He drew 
a ragged breath and coughed, tried 
to speak, coughed again. "Roan," 
he managed. "Terra ... " The light 
died from his eyes like a mirror 
steaming over. 

"Henry!" Roan shouted. Two 
hands like ship's grapples clamped 
on his arms, lifted him, thrust him 
toward the port. 

"You go now, Roan, live, have 
long li!fe, do, see many things. Think 
sometime of Iron Robert, and not be 
sad. Be happy. Remember many 
good times together." 

"No, Iron Roberti You're com
ing!" 

"No room. Iron Robert too big, 
not squeeze through port." Roan 
felt himself propelled through the 
narrow opening into the noise and 
animal stink of the crowded life
boat. He fought to regain his feet, 
turned to see the wide figure of 
Iron Robert silhouetted against the 
blazing corridor. He lunged for 1he 
port, and a dozen pairs of horny 
bands caught at him, held him as 
he kicked and fought. 

"You got to navigate this tub, 
Terry," someone yelled. 

EARTH BlOOD 

"Dog down that port," another 
shouted. Roan had a last glimpse 
of Iron Robert as hands hauled him 
back. The heavy port swung shut. 
Then he was thrust forward, passed 
from one to another, and then he 
was stumbling into the command 
compartment. Rough bands shoved 
him into the navigator's chaii. The 
cold muzzle of a guo rammed 
against his cheek. · 

"Blast us out of here, fast," a 
heavy voice growled. Roan shook 
himself, forced his eyes to focus 
on the panel. As in a dream, his 
hands went out, threw levers, punch
ed keys. The soreens glowed into 
life. 

Against the black of space, the 
long shape of the immense Niss 
war vessel glowed no more than a 
thousand miles distant, its unlighted 
bulk blotting out the stars. 

Roan gathered himself, sat up
right. His teeth were set in a grim 
caricature of a smile. He twirled 
dials, centered the image in the 
screen, read numerals from an in
strument, punohed a code into the 
master navigator panel, then with a 
decisive gesture thrust home the 
main drive control. 

XXIV 

Roan slumped in the padded seat, 
let his hands fall from the con

trols. 
"We're clear," be said duUy. "I 

don't think the other boat got away. 
I don't see it on our screens." 

A clay-faced creature with the 
over-long arms and the tufted bris
tles of a Zorgian pushed through 
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the crew packed like salted fish in 
the bare functional shell. 

"Listen to me, you muck-worms," 
he hooted in the queer, resonant 
voice that rose from his barrel
chest. "Ilf we wanta make planet
fall, we got to organize this- scow." 

"Who asked you?" a gap-tooth
ed, olive-skinned crewman demand
ed. "I been thinking, and -" 

"I'm senior Gook here," a bald, 
wrinkled Minid barked. "Now we're 
clear, we got to find the nearest 
world." 

"If we don't wanta all die," a 
hoarse voice yelled, "we got to pick 
a new Cap'n!" 

"I won't have no lousy Minid 
telling me -" 

"Button yer gill-slits, you throw
back to a mud-<fish -" 

Roan stood, turned on the men. 
"All right," he roared - an as
tonishing shout that cut through the 
hubbub like a whiplash through cot
ton cloth. 

"You can belay all this gab about 
who's in ohall"ge! I am! If you bone
heads can stop squabbling long 
enough to let a few facts into your 
skulls, you'll realize we're in trou
ble. Bad trouble!" 

The Zorgian bellied up to Roan. 
"Listen, you Terry milk-sop -" 

Roan hit the humanoid with a 
gut-punch, straightened him out with 
an upward shim of a hard fist, push
ed him back among the crewmen. 

''We've got no discharge lock," 
he grated, "so if anybody gets him
self killed, the rest of us will have 
to live with the remains; think that 
over before y<>u. start any trouble." 

Roan planted his fists on his hips. 
He was as tall as the tallest of the 
cut-throat crew, a head taller than 
the average. His black-red hair was 
vivid in the harsh light of the glare 
strip that lit the crowded compart
ment. Coarse faces, slack with 
fright, stared at him. 

"How many of you have guns?" 
he demanded. There was muttering 
and shuffling. Roan counted hands. 

"Sixteen. How many knives?" 
There was another show Qf hands, 
gripping blades that ranged from . a 
broad, edge-nicked machete to a 
cruel, razor-edged hook. 

"Where are we going?" someone 
called. 

"We'll die aboard this can," a 
shrill cry came. 

"We can't make planetfall." 
Roan's voice blanketed the others. 
"We're a long way from home, with
out fuel reserves or supplies." The 
crew were silent now, waiting. "But 
we've got our _firepower intact. 
There are two thousand-megaton 
torps slung below decks and we 
mount a ten mm infinite repeater 
for'ard. And there's food. water, 
fuel and air just a few miles away. • 
He stepped aside, pointed to the for
ward screen, wlhere the N;ss ship 
swelled now to giant size. 

"We're inside her defenses D<YW," 
he said. "They won't be expecting 
any visitors in a hundred ton 
dinghy." 

"What do you mean?" a one-eyed 
man growled. "You're asking-" 

"I'm asking nothing," Roan said 
harshly. "I'm tellin.g you we're going 
in to attack the Niss ship." 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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Dear Editor: 
In the November issue of If, in 

Gordon Dickson's story, Tige·r 
Green, I noticed a rather glaring 
error. The paragraph reads as fol
lows: 

"Slowly Milt lifted his gaze from 
the fallen man and faced Terry. It 
was the standard seventy-two de
grees Centigrade in the room, but 
Jerry saw perspiration standing out 
on Milt's face as if he had just 
stepped out of a steam bath." 

A minor point that does not de
tract from the over-all high quality 
of the magazine--but let's keep 
authors and editor on their toes!
Edward Wilton. 

• • • 
Dear Editor: 

As a high school student myself, 
( niust disagree' with S, . Alan 
Simon; In the school I go to, f know 
of only two boys and a teacher who 
read science :fiction with any degree 
of regularity. I have tried many 
times without success to make con
verts to science fiction among my 
friends, but every one of them 
seems to equate it with such things 
as The Creature from ·the Black 
Lagoon or I Was a Teenage Were
wolf. It isn't greatly loved among 
teenagers because most ' of them 
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don't know what it really is. Sure 
it produces stories like A Canticle 
for Leibowitz but how many people 
have ever heard of that story? · 

About your editorial Air · and 
Space : it seems to me that many 
of the "UFOlogists" have taken on 
the a ppearance of a cult. I .h11-ve 
read a number of books on the sub
ject both pro and con, and by far 
the ones which made the most sense 
were those against. Every book I 
read defending UFOs was either 
limited to viciously attacking the· 
Air Force or of the "contactee," 
group. 

As to the formers' claim that 6,-
000 reporters can't all be wrong, 
this is my reply: I think that Orson 
Welles is responsible for a good 
deal of today's UFO sightings. Ever 
since ·he did that War of the Wo-rlda 
program people have seen things in 
the sky. Another factor in the con
troversy is what I'll call The Amer
ican Mind. This il! the way that 
millions of plain ordinary people 
react to something mysterious. 
America is notorious for the gulli
bility of its people. An American 
will read someplace that scientists 
believe there is life on other plan
ets. He will then remember a hor
ror movie he saw once in which 



Earth was invaded by bozdes of 
slavering BE,M's. Now be is left 
with the impression t:hat a.nything 
that comes out of outer space is nat
urally going to be hostile. Then, 
along comes 110me saucer enthusiast 
who tells him that we are in the 
process ef being visited by crea
tures from outer space who are 
friendly. This is vastly more com
forting to him than the preVious. 
So now he will desperately want to 
see one of these flying saucers and 
because he wants to he will. I im
agine it's something like the Place. 
bo Effect. I'm almost willing to bet 
that whatev~r UFO reports can't 
be explained as they have been in 
the past can be explained in this 
manner. 

By the way, what frequency does 
WNBC operate on? I'd like to tune 
in on that program sometime. 

Keep the Retief stories coming. 
I really enjoy that series; I think 
it's one of the best in science fiction 
today. I can't understand what any
one sees in the Gree s-tories, thouglb. 
I read three of them, and frankly, 
I was rather bored. 

One last thing: we know now that 
what the ancients used to call mir
acles were often what we now call 
UFOs. I wonder if we aren't in the 
same position aa they were. We see 
something in the sky and try to ex
plain it in terms of our present 
knowledge, but we :really don't know 
jlJBt What ft fa. Pezibaps the UFOs 
are something which is as far be
yond our understanding as a space
ship'would have been to a caveman. 
-Alan McArdle, 8 Nancy Rd., Con
cord, Mass. 

• • • 
Dear Editor: 

Any further euggestion on how 
to improve your magazine would be 
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futile. After going up 82 pages and 
not g&ing up on price, who can com
plain? Good work! 

The idea of a story rating/read
ers' choice for some sort of prize 
- as is done elsewhere and bas 
geen suggested by some as an in
clusion in your format- is impossi
ble. Who can make distinctions be
tween such absolute top writers as 
you have had in the last year or 
so? 

A regional Southeast United 
States science-fiction organization 
may be formed. Anyone interested 
can obtain more information by 
writing me and waiting for me to 
get home from college to answer 
them. 

One question : Is Cordwainer 
Smith a pseudonym- - Irvin Koch, 
886 Chattanooga Bank Building, 
Chattanooga, Tennessee 37916. 
e He is not a pseudonym for any 
other science-fiction writer, if that's 
what you mean- but it's true that 
"Cordwainer Smith" is not the name 
this author was born with.- Editor 

• • • 
Dear Editor: 

I think C. C. MacApp's new novel, 
Prisoners of the Sky, was excellent. 
It read like an aerial Hol"aallio Horn
blower, and I hope you print a ae
quel.-Daniel R. Mercer, I Belfri!O'nt 
Lane, Willingbcrro, New Jersey. 
e '!'hat about does it for another 
month. Note our 'first' for this 
month, a story by a previously un
published author n.amed Carroll J. 
Clem. Note too th:a t we've added 
a guest editorja.l - this one by Les
ter del Rey - on the principle that 
we've been tlalking to you every 
month for a long time now, and it's 
about time we moved over and gave 
SQmeone else a shot at it. 

See you next month. -The Editor 

IF 
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