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PART ONE
New Hastings
I

E dward Radcliffe steered the S. George toward Le Croisic. Soon he would take the fishing boat out
into the Atlantic after cod. Before he did, though, he needed sdit, or his cargo would spoil before he
brought it back to England. The marshes of Guérande, in southern Brittany, yielded the best salt in this
part of theworld. That was what he wanted. Edward Radcliffe, though far from rich, had never been one
to settle for anything less than the best.

Hewas nearly fifty, abig bull of aman, with broad shoulders, weathered red skin, and athick shock of
hair going from yellow toward white because of the sun at least as much as because of the years. Two of
his sons, Richard and Henry, were part of thelittle cog’ s crew. They showed what Edward had looked
like before the years began to challenge him.

Le Croisic stood on aspit of land that stuck out three milesinto the seafrom the marshes. Asaways,
shipsfrom every land in the western part of the world crowded the waters around the port. They al had
different linesand rigging. A lubber couldn’t have told one from another—but then, Edward Radcliffe
neither knew nor cared about the various breeds of sheep.

Hewas, however, no lubber. When he saw a Basgue boat, he didn’t think it came from Ireland. The
French built different from the Dutch, and the English different from either. Endless variations on each
theme...*You know what?’ he called from his place at thetiller. “ Ships are no more aike than women
ae’”

A couple of the fishermen nodded. More of the crew laughed at him. “We ve got to take you into town
and get you drunk, Father,” Henry said. “Y ou'’ re thinking too much. Y ou need to sat down your brain.”

Everybody laughed at that, even Edward. “ Sharper than aviper’ sfang to have a snot-nosed brat,” he
sad. With achilly wind driving them on from the northwest, everybody’ s nose—including his own—was
dripping snot. Henry stuck out histongue. Like Richard, he was even bigger than their father, and at the
high spring of his strength rather than at the beginning of its autumn.

“We need to go into town,” Richard said, more than half to himsdlf. He would have been alubber if he
could. He didn’t love the seathe way Edward and Henry did. But he was afisherman’s son, and so he
sailed with them.

The S. George squeezed into aplace at the quaysjust ahead of a Basgue boat. The Basgues, dark,



blocky fellows with eyebrows that ran siraight across their foreheads with no break above the nose,
shouted what sounded like abuse in their peculiar language. People said the Devil himsdf couldn’t learnit.
Edward didn’t know about that, but he knew he couldn’t—and, besides English, he could get along in
Dutch and French and, not quite so well, Breton.

“Firg thingsfirgt,” he declared. “We get the sdt. We bring it back to the boat. Then we worry about
everything dse”

Nobody told him no, which only showed how much the crew respected him. The fishermen were men
—they wanted to gamble and drink and whore before they sailed off into the wild wet wasteland of the
Atlantic. They’d dready had arough passage around Cap Finisére—Land' s End, the same name asthe
westernmost tip of Cornwall—to get here. They’ d earned rdlief. And they would get it...once they did
what needed doing.

Master Jean Abrgall sold the best sdlt in Le Croisic. The flower of salt, he called it—none of the gray,
ordinary stuff mixed in. “Hello, you old thief,” Radcliffe greeted him in Breton when the fishermen came
up to him. Abrgall spoke perfect French, too, but he preferred the tongue he’ d spoken since hewas a

baby.

“Yer mat, gast Saoz,” hereplied in that tongue. Cheers, whore of an Englishman, it meant—something
like that, anyhow. Radcliffe bowed, asif at acompliment. Abrgal gave him athin smile: the equivaent of
another man’ s guffaw. He went on, “ So the sea serpents didn’t bite you and the mermaids didn’t drag
you under, en?’

“Not yet,” Radcliffe sad. “What have you got for me, and how much will you gouge mefor it?’

“Not so much, and it’ll cost you more than you want,” the salt merchant answered. “ Come have aglass
of winewith me, and we' Il talk about it.”

“Y ou want to get me drunk so you can cheat me easier,” Edward Radcliffe said. Unperturbed, Abrgall
nodded. Radcliffewent on, “Well, ssemsonly fair to give you achance. How' syour family?’

“They arewdl, God be praised.” Abrgall crossed himself. So did the fisherman.

They drank. They ate alittle salt cod—maybe some of Radcliffe’ s, but more likely from aBreton
fisherman. Both men knew about what the Englishman would end up paying, but how you got there was
part of the game. They swore at each other in saeverd languages. Abrgdll caled Radcliffe something in
what had to be Basgue. “What does that mean?’ Radcliffe asked.

“Beatsme,” Abrgdl admitted. “I never could make sense of that God-cursed tongue. But it sounds good,
doen'tit?’

Once the bargain was sealed with a handclasp, Radcliffe paid the st merchant. He and his men lugged
crates of shining white crystals back to the . George. Deding with Jean, you knew the quality would be
there al the way to the bottom of each crate. Some dedlers would put the cheap gray salt below, hiding it
with alayer of the pure flowers. Y ou learned the hard way not to spend your coin with people like that.
Some fishermen never learned, and so the bastards stayed in business.

“All right,” Edward said when the hauling job was done. He was hot and swegty, asthey were. Every
little cut and scrape dl over hisbody stung; if you worked around sdit, that would happen to you. “Now
we' ve done the work. Now we can have aday of fun. Go back into town and drink and wench asyou
please. I'll stay with the boat—she' smine, after al.”



“No, you go, Father,” Henry said. “Y ou' re entitled to enjoy yoursdf onceinawhile. I'll stay. | don’t
mind.”

On such chances, worlds turn.

Edward and Richard Radcliffe walked into a dive called the Sdicornes. Along with agrape vine, the
place had a bunch of the stuff hanging above the door. In English, it was called samphire or glasswort; in
springtime, its burgeoning growth turned the sat marshes purple. Thelocas ate boiled fresh samphirein
season, and pickled it to eat when it wasn't fresh. Asfar as Edward was concerned, the locals were
welcometoiit.

When he and his son went in, the most ridiculous argument he' d ever heard had dmost reached the
knife-drawing stage. Some Breton fishermen and some Basques were quarreling over what year it was.
They were doing it in French, which neither side spoke well—but neither spoke the other Side's
birthspeech at dll.

“It's1451!” the Basques shouted.

“No, by the Virgin—1452!" the Bretons ydlled back. “Were you at sea so long, your wits got soaked in
sdt and you logt ayear?’

Picking hisway through the chaos, Edward asked the tgpman, “ Can | get mysdlf amug of red wine? And
what are you having, son?’

“Red winewill do for me, too,” Richard replied.

“Hereyou go, friends,” said the fellow behind the counter, dipping two mugs full. He wanted nothing to
do with the shouting fishermen.

But the Radcliffes couldn’t stay out of the quarrel so easily. “Here are strangers who care nothing for any
of us” one of the Basques said. “ They will tell the truth and shame the Devil. It's 1451, not s0?’

Edward’ s hand dropped to near his gutting knife, too: not onit, but near. “Well, now, friend, | don't
mean to give offense, but | do believeit’' sayear later than you think.”

The square-jawed Basgue looked asiif that knife had gone into his guts. The Bretons whooped and
cheered. “ Come drink with us, truthful man!” they cried. “Come eat with us, too!”

“Bideamoment,” Edward said. He set another coin on the counter and pointed to the Basgue fishermen.
“Givethese lads around of whatever they fancy, and as much bread and cheese and salt mest asthe
slver will buy besides. | have no quarrd with them, and | want none.” He meant that; Basques were even
worse than Frenchmen for remembering feudsforever.

His gesture satisfied thistable full of them, anyway. They rose one by one and bowed, each with ahand
over his heart. Edward and—after a nudge from him—Richard bowed back. Then they could go over to
the Bretons without seeming to be on their side.

“Drink up!” said the man who' d been loudest in inviting them to come. “If you bought for those Basgue
buggers, we' Il buy for you. Do you know Breton, or just French?’

“I can have ago in your tongue,” Edward answered, and Richard nodded.

“They can! They can!” the fishermen whooped in their own tongue. Also in Breton, the talky one said,
“Good to meet you, by dl the saints. I'm Frangois Kersauzon. Will you be giving me your names?’



“Kersauzon, isit?1’ve heard of you, friend,” Edward said, and introduced himsdlf and Richard. “If
anyone' s done better in our backbreaking business, | don’t know who he'd be.”

“I’'ve been lucky,” Kersauzon said. Sun and salt had feathered his coppery hair with gold strands. He
was dimmer than either Radcliffe, but had afisherman’s broad shoulders and scarred, callused hands.

“Lucky?1’ll say! More cod and bigger cod than anybody el se brings back,” Edward said. “I’m jedlous. |
won't try to tel you any different.”

“Plenty more where those came from, too,” Kersauzon said easily. Hewasn't drunk, no, but histongue
was|oosein hismouth. One of his crewmen tried to shush him, but he didn’t want to shush. “Don't fret
over it, Jacques. Plenty more, yes. Isit thetruth? Or isit even less than the truth? The Englishman gave
the truth for us—we can giveit for him.”

“Kor ki du,” Jacques answered. Edward hid asmile. Black dog shit—Jacques wasn't convinced.

Radcliffe grabbed a stool from another table and brought it over to the one where Kersauzon and his
friendswere stting. His son did the same. The famous Breton raised hismug. “Y our hedlth!”

“Yer mat!” Edward said, and drank with him. The crooked smiles some of the fishermen woretold him
he didn’'t spesk Breton dl that well. They didn’t bother him; he already knew it. But he won points for
making the effort.

“Here” Francois Kersauzon said. “Asyou drink with us, so you can eat with us, too. Enjoy it!”

He cut adice of the tavern’ s bread for Edward and another for Richard. Then, as Jacques squawked
some more, he started sawing away at the most remarkable joint of meeat the Englishman had ever seen.
It looked like a smoked and salted goose’ s drumgtick. ..except that it was larger than hisown calf, large
enough to stretch dmost from one side of the table to the other.

It was dark mest, like goose. It tasted alot like goose—but, Edward thought, not quite the same. He
knew he might be wrong. Goose he usudly ate fresh, and the smoking and salting could well have
changed theflavor. It was amogt like eating goose ham.

“Good. Mighty good.” He talked with his mouth full. Richard, busy eating, nodded. Edward went on,
“So dong with al your big, fat cod, you went and killed the roc out there, too?” Hewas only half joking.
He' d dways thought the roc was only abird sailorstold stories about. He d aways thought o, aye, but
now he wondered. Wouldn't you need abird the Size of aroc to get adrumstick like this one?

Kersauzon and one of the other Bretons both said the same thing at the same time: “Honnnk!” They
pitched their voices as deep as they could: almost deep enough to make the table vibrate. All the
fishermen from Brittany, even sour Jacques, laughed like loons.

“Wadll, friend Frangois, you know something | don't,” Edward said.
Before he could go on, Jacques said, “Never thought I"d live to hear a Saoz admit that.”

“A Gdlaouisworse” Frangois Kersauzon said, an observation that surprised Radcliffenot at al. The
Bretons lived right next door to the French, so of course they didiked thern more than the English. The
Channd kept Edward’ s countrymen far enough away to seem less menacing than their nearer neighbors.

“If itistheroc, where did you find it and how did you keep it from sinking you?’ Edward persisted.
“Andif it'snot, by Our Lady, what isit?’



“Will you pay meto hear the story? Will you pay me athird of your catch thisyear to hear it?’
Kersauzon asked. He might have drunk agood dedl, but he wasn't too doshed to be dly.

“That’ soutrageous!” Richard exclamed.

The Breton shrugged. He gestured toward the enormous, inexplicable drumstick. “1f you don’t careto
hear the story, no one will make you. But you can still eat your fill. We don't begrudgeit.”

“A third of my catch?’ Edward said dowly, in Breton. Then he said it again, in French, to make sure he
had it right. Francois nodded. The Englishman went on, “And in exchange for this, you promiseme...?’

“That you will hear my story, and that it will betrue,” Kersauzon answered. “ Past that, | promise nothing.
How can 1? Oursisachancy trade. Things may go well, or they may not. Who can know ahead of time?
A third of your catch may be worth nothing, too. God forbid it, but it may be s0.”

Richard Raddliffe set ahand on hisfather' sarm. “Let’sget out of here,” he said in English. “He srun out
aline and baited ahook, and he'll haul you in and cut your guts out and dry you in salt.”

“Y our father would be gamy, evenin sdt,” Kersauzon said, aso in English. Richard turned red.

“Tell meyour story,” Edward Radcliffe said. His son exclaimed in dismay. Edward held up ahand. “I will
pay your price, friend Francois. Maybe | am afoal. It could be. Plenty of others have said so. And | will
giveyou onesmdl promisein return.”

“Whichis?’ the Breton asked politely.
“If youlie, or if you chest, | will hunt you down and kill you.”

Severd of the Bretons growled. Jacques reached for hisknifein away that warned he wasn't about to
cut himself more of the strange smoked flesh that tasted so much like goose. Frangois Kersauzon didn’t
flinch, or even blink. “ A bargain,” he said, and thrust out hisright hand.

Edward clasped it. Kersauzon began to talk.

Maybe | ama fool...Plenty of others have said so. Radcliffe wondered whether hiswordswould
come back to haunt him. If they did, hewould keep his promise. It was as smple asthat.

All around him brawled theimmensty of the Atlantic. He' d never been acautious sailor, clinging to the
sght of land. Y ou couldn’t be, not if you wanted to make ahafway decent living with your lines and nets.
But he' d never sailed so far into the green-gray-blue of the ocean before, either.

Ahead of him, like awill-0'-the-wisp, the Morzen bobbed on the swells. Frangois Kersauzon's
cog—her name meant Mermaid—was alittle smaler, alittle fagter, than the &. George. If she'd wanted
to, she could have given Raddliffe the dip. But shereefed her big square sail abit and stuck with the
English vesd.

Edward Radcliffe stood at the &. George’ s stern, holding thetiller that connected to the rudder. A few
cogs till used old-fashioned twin steering oars, but he liked the new arrangement better. It let the
builders square up the stern, so the cog could hold more than it would have otherwise. The Morzen was
made the same way. Up ahead, Kersauzon was doing the steering; by now, Edward was as familiar with
his distant outline against the sky as he was with those of hisown sailors.



“I don't likethis,” Henry grumbled. “1 don't like it one bit. Those damned tricksy Bretons are laughing up
their deevesat us. Y ou wait and seeif they’re not, Father.”

“Fine deevesthey havefor laughing, too,” Edward said. His son gave him adirty look. He was joking
and not joking at the sametime. A Breton kabig, with its hood, its wooden toggles, and its sturdy oiled
cloth, was one of the best foul-weather jackets around. His own wool coat didn’'t shed water so well,
though it was probably warmer.

Oneof the sallors pointed into the sea off the port bow. “ Something funny floating there,” he called.
“Thanks, Will,” Radcliffe answered, and steered towardsit. “ Grab adip net and seeiif you can snag it.”

“I'll do that,” Will said, and he did. When the St. George came up alongside of whatever it was, he
thrust the pole-handled net into the sea. Grunting with effort, he pulled it in again. Another fisherman hung
on to him to kegp him from going over therail. Hethrugt afist intheair in triumph. “Got it,
skipper—damned if | don’t.”

“Good for you!” Edward said, and then, to Henry, “ Takethetiller for abit, will you, lad? | want to see
what he' sbrought in.”

“Whatever it is, it won't be worth the third part of our catch—slver doesn't float,” his son said. But he
took hisfather’s place at the stern.

Edward went forward, his gait automatically compensating for the cog'sroll and pitch. Had he thought
about how he was doing that, he probably couldn’t have doneit. “Wdl, Will, what have you got?’

“It'saled, like. Off atree or abush?’ Will didn’t sound sure. When Edward Radcliffe got agood look
at thething, he decided he couldn’t blame the other fisherman. It was undoubtedly aleaf. But it waslike
none he' d ever seen before. It was bigger than aleaf had any business being. For a couple of heartbests,
he wondered if it was something on the order of a pine branch. That didn’t look like a pine branch,
though—it looked like astem. And it didn’t have needles growing from it. Those couldn’t be anything but
leaves, evenif they were frondlike, dmost feathery.

He scratched his head. “ Pretty peculiar, dl right. | wonder if the Bretons know what the devil itis.”
Anather fisherman came up beside them. “Y ou know what it reminds me of 7’ he said.
“I don't, Ned, but | hopeyou'll tell me,” Edward answered.

“It reminds me of the leaveson apamtree,” Ned said. “A rea pam tree, | should say—we mostly use
yew branches on Palm Sunday, on account of rea pam treeswon't grow in England. But | saw 'em
oncein Cédiz, when | sailed down there on atrading run with a Dutchman.”

“A pamtree,” Radcliffe echoed. Ned nodded. The skipper rubbed his chin. His beard was coming in
thick now. Nobody shaved at sea; you were asking to cut your own throat if you tried. “We re amighty
long way from Cédiz—farther off than wewere & Le Croisic. How in blazeswould apalm lesf drift all
the way out here?’

Ned spread his hands, which were as callused and battered asthe skipper’s. “ | don’t know. It’s not just
likeapam ledf, either. Morelike one than anything else | know of, though.”

“Maybeit says Kersauzon wasn' t—isn't—lying after dl,” Radcliffe said. “We can hope so, anyway.”

“We d better hope so,” Ned said, which aso wasn't wrong. He went on, “And Cédiz may be along



way off, but that there leaf says somekind of land isn't. It's pretty fresh—anybody can see that.”
“I wasthinking the samething,” Raddliffesad. “I—"

He broke off then. A bird flew up to the &. George out of nowhere—which isto say, hedidn’t noticeit
till it landed on therail not along spit from him. 1ts shape and size put him in mind of agood English
blackbird. So did its yellow beak. And, when it opened that beak, so did its song.

But it was no blackbird, nor any other thrush he' d ever seen before. Yes, its back was dark brown, but it
had a brick-red breast and belly, not quite so bright as aredbreast’ s but close.

It let out afew more bars of sweet music. Then, as Radcliffe took a step towardsit, it prang into the air
and flew away—off to thewest. It didn't land on the Morzen; Edward didn’t think it did, anyhow. No, it
kept on going. And where else would it be going but...?

“Land,” Ned said. “Got to beland.”

“Yes. | think so, too. And | begin to think Frangois Kersauzon was telling us nothing but the truth,”
Edward Radcliffe said. “1 didn’t believe that when | took hisbargain. If haf of what he claimed was so,
part of our catch would have been asmall priceto pay. But if dl of it'strue...”

“Wdl, what then?’ the fisherman asked.

Edward stared west, after the vanished songbird. “1 don’'t know,” he whispered, more than half to
himself. “1 just don’t know. And | don’t think anyone else does, ether.”

More birds—plainly land birds—perched on the S. George’srail or in her rigging or atop her yard over
the next few days. Edward Radcliffe would have bet that the cloudbank hanging off to the west hid the
unknown land from which those birds came. He started thinking of it in hisown mind as Atlantis, the
fabled country set somewhere out in the ocean with which it shared aname.

For sometime, though, he had no chanceto sail west. Along with everyone e se on the boat—and, he
was sure, everyone on the Morzen, too—he was too busy pulling cod from the sea. Kersauzon sure
hadn’t been lying about what a fine fishing ground thiswas. Edward had never seen anything likeitin
waters closer to England.

Some of the cod were dmost aslong as aman, and heavier than big men like Edward and his sons. The
fishermen had to gaff them to bring them aboard, and even then the cod flapped and fought, desperate
for life. Beforelong, the S. George’s deck was running in blood and dippery with fish guts. The crew
flung offal over the Side asfast asthey could. That only brought sharks and other wolves of the sea
aongside to feast on the unaccustomed bounty. Gulls and skuas and other sea birds fought for their
share, too, and screeched in rage when they didn’t get everything they wanted.

Listening to those furious, dissatisfied cries, Edward straightened for amoment and said to Henry, “They
might aswdl be men, en?’

His son nodded. “ They’ re greedy enough, dl right. But there' s plenty herefor dl of them. Plenty herefor
the Bretons and us, too—Frangois wasn't wrong about that. And you weren’t wrong to take him up on
it.” Henry managed awry grin. “There, Father. D’you see? Y ou can say, ‘| told you so,” and | just have
to put up with it.”

“Sodol,” Richard said.



Instead of coming out with the words every child—and every man and woman grown—so hated to hesr,
Edward Radcliffe only grunted and went back to gutting fish. The knife he used was asturdy tool, not far
removed from afalchion or shortsword, yet for some of the cod that were coming out of the seaiit was
barely big enough. He stropped it against leather again and again, and longed for asted to do an even
better job of keeping the edge sharp.

The . George’s madter sdlter was alean fellow named Hugh Fenner. “ Good thing we have afull load
from Abrgall,” he said, spreading flower of sdt inside the body cavity of afish Edward had just gutted.
“WE |l use every speck wegot in Le Croisic.”

“Well, | hoped for agood catch then—I dways do,” the skipper replied. “But | own | never dreamt of
anythinglike...this”

“By Our Lady, who would?Who could?’ Fenner said. “Some of these cod are so meaty, we need to
carve’eminto thinner dabsto make sure the salt can cure’ em before they spoil.”

“Morework. Asif we didn't have enough adready,” Edward said. “But do what you need to do, Hugh,
and make surethe lads al jump when you tell *em to. The catch comesfirst.” That might not have been
the Apostles’ Creed, but it was the Fishermen'’s.

“Don’t you fret, skipper. Everybody’ll do what needs doing. That’swhat we' re herefor,” Fenner said.

Radcliffe nodded without taking the master sdlter serioudy. Tdling him not to worry wasliketdling him
not to bresthe. Worrying was part of hisjob—abig part. If the captain didn’t worry, who would?
Nobody. And if nobody worried, what would become of the fishing boat when something that people
should have been worrying about happened? Nothing good—he was only too sure of thét.

“Well fill the hold full—Devil take meif wedon't,” Hugh Fenner said. “We could fill it full two or three
times, dl the fish we' re taking. Jesus and Mary, we hardly need the hooks and lines. The cod're so thick,
we could dip baskets in the water and take 'em out that way.”

Hewaslikdly right. No wonder Frangois Kersauzon had led them here. This bank had more fish than any
one boat could handle. Radcliffe thought it had more fish than a hundred boats could handle, or a
thousand. In exchange for the secret, the canny Breton got an extra third of the catch for no extrawork.
It struck Radcliffe as agood bargain for both sides.

Whether it would strike K ersauzon the same way five or ten years from now, Edward wasn't so sure.
The . George would keep coming back, and next time around would owe nothing to the other boat. |
can sell the secret, too, if | want to or need to, Radcliffethought. It wouldn't last. A secret thishig, this
rich, couldn’t last long by the nature of things.

Thewind shifted. Radcliffe' s eye automaticaly went to the rigging, though of course he knew the sail was
furled. The breeze had been coming out of the west. Now it swung about so that it blew toward the
cloudsfixed in the mysterious distance there. Maybe it would shift them at last. He hoped so—he wanted
alook at what they hid. He' d heard Kersauzon' s stories about Atlantis, and he’ d seen one enormous
smoked leg of fowl. All that whetted his appetite, both literally and figuratively.

As soon as he was sure the swing portended no danger to the cog, he plunged back into the unending
labor of gaffing and gutting and sdting fish. Some time went by before he looked up again, sartled, and
redized he' d forgotten to do anything of the kind for much too long.

Dripping knifein hishand, he stared and stared. Green as England in springtime was hisfirst thought
after hefindly got aglimpse of ... Atlantis. Y es, the name seemed to suit more than well enough. A longer



look said hisfirst thought wasn't quite true. This green was darker, more somber, than that of his native
land. But that didn’t mean he didn’t want to see this new countryside up close. Oh, no. It didn’'t mean
anything of thekind.

Oars creaked in the oarlocks as the S. George’ s boat neared the shore. Edward waved to Frangois
K ersauzon—the Morzen’ s boat was going ashore, too, only a short bowshot away. The Breton skipper
waved back. “Isit not as| told you?’ he called, his voice thin across the waves.

“Seemsthat way.” Edward looked over his shoulder, toward the two fishing boats anchored in eight
fathoms of water. He didn’t believe in taking chances; he wanted plenty of ocean under hisked. Plainly,
Kersauzon felt the same way. That surprised the Englishman not at dl—you didn't get to be acaptain if
you werereckless. Or, if you did, you didn’t stay a captain long.

He and his sons and Hugh Fenner and two other fishermen had alonger pull than they would haveif he'd
brought the &. George into shdlower water. So did the Bretons from the Morzen. So what? Edward
thought. Anyone who minded work had no business going to seaiin thefirst place.

He wondered whether Kersauzon and the Bretons would race to the shore. Sensibly, they didn’t.
Anyone who gave himself extrawork when so much wasn't extra had to be afool. Frangois Kersauzon
might be alot of things, but Radcliffe would have sworn on Christ’ sholy relics that he was no fool.

The boat fought through the breakers and grated to a stop on abeach half sand, half mud. “Y ou go out
firdt, Father,” Richard said. “Y ou brought us here. | never would have—I thought the Breton was
cozening us.” Therest of the Englishmen in the boat nodded.

“I thank you,” Edward said. His back creaked as he straightened. When he stepped ashore, his boot
squelched in mud. He knew he ought to come out with something grand, something people—or at least
he—would remember for along time. But he was no traveling player or glib peddler, to find fancy words
whenever he needed them. “Well, we' re here,” wasn't what anyone would cal splendid, but it wastrue.

Kersauzon hopped out of the other boat and trotted toward him. The Breton took the new land for
granted. It wasn't new to him, not asawhole, even if this stretch might be.

“What do you think?’ he asked, as proud asif he rather than God had shaped the ground on which they
stood.

“It's...different,” Edward answered. The murmur of waves going in and out, thewind' ssigh, the smell of
seain the air—all those things were familiar enough. So were the grasses and shrubsjust beyond the
beach. Past that, familiarity broke down. Radcliffe pointed to a strange plant. “What do you call that?’

“I don’'t know itsright name. | don’t know if it hasone,” Kersauzon said. “But I’ ve been caling those
barrd plants”

Radcliffe nodded. Right name or nat, it fit well enough. The trunk—he supposed it was a trunk—! ooked
like astout, bark-covered barrel. From the top sprouted a sheaf of big, frond-filled leaves like the one
Will had netted from the Atlantic.

More barrel plants, some bigger, some smaler, dotted the landscape. Their leaves were of varying sizes
and shapes and of different shades of green, but they all seemed built on the same plan—a plan Edward
had never seen before. Farther inland, the woods were of conifers, but not of the sort of conifershe
knew. “Have you anamefor the trees, too?’ he asked.



“I do—I call "em redwoods,” Frangois Kersauzon replied. “ Cut down asmal one and you'll see
why—the lumber isthe color of untarnished copper. And Mother Mary turn her back on meif | lig,
Englishman, but some of them are bigger than any trees| ever set eyes on back home.”

“Arethere men here?’ Richard Radcliffe asked. “Moorsor Irishmen or other savages?’

“I'venot seen any,” Kersauzon said. “1 don't swear I'm the only fisherman ever to find this shore.
Basgues or Galicianswho don't get their sdt at Le Croisc—or maybe even those who do, for the
Basgues are close-mouthed bastards—may come here, too. But I've yet to run acrossanative. It' sa
new land.”

Edward spied aflash of motion—motion on two legs—behind atal barrd plant. “ Then what’ sthat?’ he
demanded, wondering if the Breton was tricking his son and him.

Kersauzon only laughed. “Bide amoment, friend, and you' || see—and hear.”

“Honnnk!” The note was deegper than a man could have made it. Edward gaped at the curious creature
that came out from behind the barrdl plant. It walked on two legs like aman, but it was some sort of
enormous bird. Its neck and head were black, except for awhite patch under its formidable beak. The
shaggy feathers on its back were dun brown, those onitsbelly paler. Thelegswere bare and scaly, likea
fowl’ s—but what afowl it was!

When the honker—the name flashed into Edward’ s mind—spread its wings, the fishermen laughed.
Thosetiny appendages could never lift it off the ground. He wondered why the bird had them at dll.

It reached down with its beak and pulled up amouthful of grass, then another and another. “ So that’s
where you got your great drumgtick, isit?’ Edward said.

“Itisindeed,” Kersauzon replied. “ The poor, foolish things have no fear of man—another reason | think
there are no natives here. Y ou can walk up to one and knock it over the head, and it will et you. It will
lie dead at your feet when it should be running or kicking.”

“I'll do that right now, then,” Hugh Fenner said. Half apologetically, the master salter turned to Radcliffe.
“You get tired of even the bet fish after awhile. If we roast that overgrown goose, we' ve got afeast for
thewhole crew.”

When we come to a new land, do we mark it by our first kill, the way Cain did? Edward wondered.
But his ssomach growled at the thought of mest, too. “Go on if you careto,” hetold Fenner.

The master sdlter advanced on the honker. Fenner’ s confidence grew with every step. Sure enough, the
monster bird seemed curious at his gpproach, but not afraid. He had a stout bludgeon on his belt. One
good wallop with that ought to shatter the stupid thing’sskulll. ...

A flashintheair, aharsh screech, a shriek from Fenner, and then he was down and thrashing with a great
hawk or eagle clinging to his back and tearing at hiskidneyswith ahuge, hooked, dicing beak. The
honker might not fear men, but the sight of that eagle sent it running back for the shelter of
the—redwoods, Kersauzon cdled them.

Shouting and waving their arms, Englishmen and Bretons rushed to Hugh Fenner’ srescue. The eagle
screamed harshly but flew away, blood dripping from bill and long, curved talons. Hugh lay wherehe'd
fdlen. Hedidn't move. A sharp stink said hisbowels had let go. Edward grabbed for hiswrigt, then let it
fal. The master salter had no pulse.

“He sgone.” Radcliffe heard the dull wonder in hisvoice. Man could kill—but so could Atlantis.



F rancois Kersauzon seemed as upset about Fenner’ s death as Edward Radcliffe was. “ As God ismy
witness, friend Saoz, I’ ve seen those eagles take honkers before, but | never dreamt they would teke
men,” hesaid.

“We probably look like honkers—a good name—to them,” Henry said.

“Except smaller and maybe easier to kill,” Edward added, staring into the trees where the eagle had
flown. That was aformidable bird, bigger and fiercer than any golden eagle or seaeagle he' d ever seen.
Andif itsprey walked on two legs...

AsKersauzon had said, the honkers seemed to have no fear of man. But that one had disappeared into
the woods as soon as the eagle struck Hugh Fenner. Men might be an unknown quantity, but the birds
that struck from the sky were enemies. Honkers had no doubt of that.

“Poor Hugh. He died unshriven.” Richard crossed himsdf. So did the other fishermen, English and
Bretons. Edward’ s younger son went on, “We have to bury him here. We can’'t very well salt him down
and take him home.”

“I'll say thewordsover him,” Edward said. His sons and the other Englishmen nodded. He' d had to do
that before, more than once, when someone on the . George took sick and died or perished by some
mischance. He was no priest, but he could hope his prayers helped a soul win through at least to
purgatory. “A little piece of Atlantiswill be English forevermore.”

He' d spoken his own language, but Kersauzon, as he' d seen, could follow English. “ Atlantis?’ the other
skipper echoed. “WEe ve just been calling it the Western Land, but that’ s better, by God—anameto
dick inthemind. Atlantisl”

Edward tried to remember if they had a shovel aboard the St. George. He didn't think so. He scuffed at
the dirt with the toe of his boot. It was soft. Whatever they had, they could manage. “ Are there wolves
here, or gluttons, or anything ese that might dig up agrave?’ he asked.

“Haven't seen anything of the kind,” Kersauzon answered. “Haven't seen any four-footed creatures at
al, or heard them howling in the night.”

“Some uncommon big lizards” one of hisfishermen put in.

When Edward Radcliffe thought of alizard, he thought of a scurrying thing aslong ashisfinger. An
uncommon big one might be—what? Aslong as hisforearm? Anything larger than that was beyond his
ken.

Thiswhole land was beyond his ken—except that he was standing on it. Off to the west, beyond the
trees, he saw the distant saw-toothed outline of mountains againgt the skyline. What lay beyond them?
He snorted. He had no ideawhat lay on this sde of the mountains, except for peculiar plants, even
stranger birds, and eagles ferocious as demons from hell. But Richard was looking out toward those
far-off peaks, too.

No other men here, not settlers, not natives. No wolves, no bears. As he rowed out in the boat to see
what digging toolsthe S. George had, he remarked, “If you fished in the sea and cleared some land for
acrop, you could live here. Y ou could live here pretty well, I think.”

“If you're going to live here, you d need to bring some women over,” Henry said.



Edward nodded, and that thought pulled him back to the present, or at least to the near future. “When
we get home, I'll haveto tell poor Hugh's Meg what chanced here,” he said, and grimaced. “1 don’t look
forward to that. Even paying her hisfull share, | don't look forward to it. How many children have they

qot?

“Five, | think itis,” Richard answered, “and Meg'slikdly to have another by the time we see England
again.” Edward nodded once more; he thought he remembered the same thing, and wished his son had
told him he waswrong.

“Areyou thinking of settling on these shores, Father?” Richard asked.

“Aren't you?' Edward said; Henry might be older, but Richard was the sharper of hisboys, no doubt
about that. “No moneylenders, no lord to bend the knee to, no king to pay taxesto. We're free when
we're a seanow, but on land we might aswell be daves. Wouldn't you liketo befree dl the time?”

“No church,” Richard murmured. Did he want to be free of the priest, too, or was he complaining of the
lack? Edward couldn’t tell.

Henry was more resolutely practicd: “No boatwrights. No net-makers. No blacksmiths. No horses, no
sheep, no cattle...”

“Not unlesswe bring’ em with us.” Edward glanced over to the Morzen. “If we don't settle here, how
long do you think these Bretonswill wait? If they’ re on the spot, they’ Il have these fishing banks dl to
themsdlves, the bagtards.”

“They’re bad enough on the other side of the Channdl,” Richard said. “Would you want them living a
long spit down the coast from you?’

“Wéll, if the other choiceis spending the rest of my days jed ous because they’re here and I’ m not,
maybe | do.” Edward Radcliffe weighed hiswords and nodded yet again. “Y es, son, maybe| do.”

The crews of the S. George and the Morzen spent ten days on Atlantis. Thelonger Edward Radcliffe
stayed, the more he wanted to come back, to settle and never to leave. He kept glancing at Frangois
Kersauzon out of the corner of his eye. Was the same thought in Kersauzon’s mind? How could it not
be?

Henry did knock a honker over the head. It was as easy asthe Breton said it would be. The enormous
bird stared at the man with akind of dull curiosity ashewalked up toit. It wasn't afraid of him; it had
never learned to be afraid of thingsthat looked like him. It died without ever knowing it should have
learned to fear.

More than anything ese, that made Edward sure Atlantis had no natives. If even savageslived here, the
local beastswould have learned to run away from them.

And Edward found himsdlf eyeing Francois Kersauzon in anew way. The other skipper was properly
dert, but if he got knocked over the head. ... Half in regret and hdf in relief, Edward shelved theidea. He
wasn't afraid of wearing the mark of Cain. Hewas afraid he would haveto kill al the Bretonsto make
killing Kersauzon worthwhile. And he was afraid he would lose too many of hisown fishermeninthe
fighting. Sometimes—not adways, but sometimes—peace was smarter than war.

Perhaps three miles south of where he' d first come ashore, he found ariver flowing strongly out into the
sea. Henry was with him when they came to the mouth of the stream. The younger man pointed inland.



“1t’ s bound to come down from the mountains,” hesad.

“No doubt. It would have to, with so swift a current,” Edward agreed. “It runs hard enough to power a
great plenty of grinding mills”

“Aye, belike, if the millshave agreat plenty to grind,” hisson said. “No grain growing here, not yet.”

“No, not yet.” Edward looked inland again. He was aso looking into the future—through a glass, darkly,
whichisasmuch asit isgiven to aman to do. “But do you see any reason why grain shouldn’t grow
here?’

“I seen none,” Henry replied, “which is not the same as saying there is none. We don’t know.”

“I want to find out!” Edward said. “I want to live here, where when I’'m ashore | cando as| please. |
can hunt deer without poaching on the lord’ s land—"

“I haven't seen any deer here, either,” his son brokein. “No one has, that | know of.”
“Fine. | can hunt these honkers, then,” Edward said impatiently.

“Oh, yes—they makefine sport.” Sarcasm dripped from Henry’ swords. “ The excitement of the stalk,
thethrill of the chase...” He mimed bringing his club down on abig, stupid bird’ s head.

“They make mighty good egting, though,” Edward said, and his son couldn’t very well argue with
that—the one Henry had killed was smoking on the beach where they’ d landed. Edward went on, “And
if there are no deer here now, what’ sto keep us from bringing them across the sea like sheep or cattle or
horses or—7’

Henry interrupted again: “ Everything e sewe' d need to live.”

“Wdl, what of it?" Edward said. “ Are you telling me we can't do that? We can find this place again, or
near enough—we know the latitude. And if we don’t settle right here, any other stretch of the coast
would do about aswell. Will you tdl me I’ m wrong?’

“No, Father,” Henry said. “But it'sabig step, to uproot oursalves from England and crossthe seato try
to make our homes on an unknown shore.”

“It won't stay unknown long. By Our Lady, it's not unknown now—uwe re standing on it,” Edward
Radcliffe said. “ And if we don’t make homes here, the Bretons or the French or the Basques or the
Gdicianswill. Then wewon't even be addleto fish here. They’ll bein their own back fidds, you might
say, and we'll haveto cross the Atlantic both ways. We d never stay in business against them. Do you
want that? We' d be second best forever. That’ s no fate for Englishmen. That’ s no fate for Radcliffes!”

Henry sighed. “Father, it sounds good when it comes from your lips. But when we get home, what's
Lucy going to say to me?’ He put his hands on his hips and raised his voice to sound like hiswife, who'd
always struck Edward as abit of ashrew: “*Y ou want me to leave my kin and cross the sea? Y ou want
meto put our babiesinto afishing boat? Y ou want to sail away from my mother?”

“By God, yesto that!” Edward said—L ucy’ s mother was more than a bit of ashrew.

His son went right on imitating his daughter-in-law: “*Y ou want meto carve afarm holding out of nothing
while you fish the way you dways did? Y ou expect meto live without neighbors, without friends?”

“Wewon't be the only ones going—tell her that. We d better not be, or the venturefails,” Edward said.



“True enough. What can you promise the others, except a dangerous voyage over more sea than anyone
in Hastings cares to think about?’

“Besdesthe best place to fish they ever saw? Besides land that stretches to the horizon, there for the
taking? Besides freedom from lords? How about freedom from pessant risings, too?’ Edward said. Only
acouple of years earlier, Jack Cade and his rebels had almost chased the King of England from his
throne.

Henry nodded thoughtfully. “ Thereisthat. What do you suppose Mother will think?”

“Shelll godong,” Edward said, more confidently than hefelt. Nell Radcliffe had amind of her ownand a
tongue sharper than Lucy’s. She would go dong if she thought going dlong wasagood idea. If she
didn’t, shewouldn't be shy about saying so.

“Wdl, we'll see” Henry said, which only proved he too knew his mother well.

Crossing the Atlantic from west to east was easier than sailing the other way, for they had the windswith
them through most of the journey. They put in a Le Croisic, where Edward paid Frangois Kersauzon the
price to which they’ d agreed. Seeing a Breton take so much salt cod from the hold of an Englishman’s
ship madethe locals amirk.

Edward looked suitably chagrined as he piled fish in front of the Morzen. He didn’t believe many Bretons
knew of Atlantisyet. What did they think? That Kersauzon had won some enormous bet from him? He
wouldn’t have been surprised. Let them think what they wanted, though. He knew, and Kersauzon

knew.

Two could hold a secret. Could Kersauzon keep the fishermen on the Morzen from blabbing? The odds
were againg it. The Bretons had brought back more smoked honker, and Radcliffe had aleg bone. They
would have to explain where those came from. What would they say?

Whatever they said, it would make the other fishermen—and even thelocal |ubbers—curious. They
would want to sail west. That meant Edward needed to move fast if he wanted his countrymen to take
ther fair share of Atlantis.

He needed to move fast—and he couldn’t. Contrary winds held himin Le Croisic day after day. He
fumed and swore, but he couldn’t do anything about it. His only consolation was that what held himin
port held the Bretons, too. That wasn't quite true: they could go down the coast to the south. But he
didn’t think they would spill the secret to Frenchmen. They scorned the French even more than
Englishmen did, which wasn't easy.

At last, the wind shifted. He took the &. George out of the harbor and sailed around Cap Finistere and
into the Channel. The waves there, squeezed between Europe and England, grew taler and more
menacing than they had been out in the open ocean. Even fishermen with strong ssomachs stayed close to
the leeward rail. The waves hel ped push the cog aong, though. She made good time on the last leg of the
voyage home.

Hastings was the westernmost of the Cinque Ports: in redlity seven towns, though the name had room for
only five. They pooled their resources againgt pirates. There Edward felt safe enough—corsairswere
after slk and silver, not salt cod. What he brought home wasn't worth stedling, but a man could make a
good living at it. What more could you want?



The old, deserted Norman castle still stood on West Hill, looking down on the town. William the
Conqueror had based himsdlf in Hastings, of course—everybody knew that. With Plantagenets till ruling
England, no one said—out loud—that he wished the Saxons had won the fight not far away. What would
the country be like today had Harold prevailed? Different, Edward thought, and he was bound to be
right about that.

He brought the &. George into the Stade, the fishing boats harbor. “Y ou're back late,” adockside
lounger cdled. “We d amost given up looking for you.”

“Y ou're holy men, though,” another man said. “With so many Masses going up for your souls, how can
you be anything ese? 1 wish | were so sure | had dl my sinswashed away.”

“Not much roomto sininafishing boat,” Henry said with agrin. “We Il have to make up for it now that
we're here”

A deder hurried out onto the pier where the fishermen weretying up. “You' ll want to sell your fishto me,
won't you, Edward?’ he said, hisvoice as greasy as cod-liver ail.

“If you give me aproper price for them, Paul,” Radcliffe answered. “If you act like a Jew the way you do
most of thetime, I’d sooner sell them to an honest man instead.”

“Youwound me,” Paul Finley said, but this was as much adance with forma steps asthe dicker with the
Breton sdt dedler had been. And when Finley saw the size of the cod and the dabs of cod that came
fromthe &. George’shold, even hisair of world-weary contempt for anything that had to do with salt
fish cracked. “1 don’t know thelast time | set eyesonthelike,” he admitted, which meant he' d never
seen fish that came close to these. “Where did you catch’em?’

“| planted them in the dark of the moon, the way you do with crops that grow below the surface,”
Edward Radcliffe answered gravely. His men sniggered. Sooner or later, one of them would get drunk
and spill theword. With alittle luck, it would be later.

Paul Finley gave him avery strangelook. “1 dmost believe you.”
“Fair enough, for | dmost told the truth,” Edward said.

The deder’ seyeraked the fishing boat. “1 don’t see Hugh. Tell me nothing happened to him,
please—he sagood man.”

Edward’ s mouth tightened. “Welogt him, I'm afraid. Y ou'll keep that to yoursdlf, by God, for I’ ve not
yet spoken to hiswife and hisfather.” He remembered the master sdter’ s scream and the eagle tearing at
his kidneys and flying off with his blood dripping from its besk and claws.

Finley crossed himself. “Lord have mercy on him. Thiswas at sea?’ Before anyone had to lie, he
answered hisown question: “Well, of course it was. Where elsewould it be?” He forced himsdlf back to
what lay before him. *'Y ou have the hold full of fish thissize and qudity?’

“Two-thirdsfull,” Edward said, hisvoiceflat: if Paul Finley wanted to make something of that, he would
haveto doit himsdf.

Heraised an eyebrow. Before he spoke, though, he seemed to think better of it. “Mm, that’s your
bus ness—or your misfortune, depending. If you’ d come home earlier in the season, you would have got
abetter price for them.”

“You'll take any way you can find to knock down what we did out there, won't you?’ Radcliffe spoke



without heat. He knew Finley was till following the steps of the dance.

“You do your job, | do mine,” the dedler said easily. “'Y ou want to make money when you sell, and so
dol.” Henamed aprice.

Edward Radcliffe’ sbellow of rage was a permitted step, but not acommon one. Y ou heeded to fed
some of that fury to show it, and he did. “Even you know that’ sthievery, Paul. I ve heard what worse
cod than thisisbringing.” He named a price closeto threetimesashigh asFinley's.

They went back and forth, back and forth. Edward knew his qudity. He dso knew hishold was
one-third empty, which made him hold out for every farthing on the fish he did have. Finley came up ever
so dowly, like adrowning man who didn’t want to break the surface.

Both of them were swesting when they finaly clasped hands. “If you' re going to be that tough with afull
load of fish...” Finley shook his head. “Lord Jesu! Maybe | ought to let some other dedler see how he
likes matching witswith you.” He counted out silver and gaveit to Edward. “ That’ swhat we said, yes?’

Radcliffe counted the money. It wasn't that he thought Finley wastrying to cheat him. But checking never
hurt anything. He nodded. “ Y es, that’ swhat we said.” Their handsjoined again.

“One of these days, you'll tell me where you redlly came by cod of that Sze,” Finley said.

“Yes, one of these days| will, and it may come sooner than you think,” Edward agreed. “But not yet,
Paul. Not yet.”

Childbearing and hard work had coarsened Nell Radcliffe sfigure. The years had lined her face and
streaked her red-blond hair with gray. When Edward looked at her, he still saw the beauty he'd married
morethan haf alifetime earlier. He made love like asailor newly home from the sea—in the daytime,
which would have scandalized the neighbors had they known, and had so many of them not been
fisherfolk themselves.

Then hetold her why the St. George was s0 late coming home, and of the new land he' d trodden.
“Atlantis?’ she echoed, thefinelines at the corners of her eyes crinkling asthey narrowed. “ But Atlantis
isagtory, afable, amake-believe, like the drowned city of Y sand the bells you hear under the water.”

“Funny you should talk of Y's, when aBreton guided me west to Atlantis,” Edward said. “But it'sno
dream. We till have the bone from a smoked honker leg—we ate the meat on the way home, when the
fishing flagged. And Hugh Fenner died on the coast of Atlantis”

“How?’ Nell asked.

“Bad. Hard.” Edward |€ft it there. He didn’t intend to say more to Meg Fenner, either, or even that
much. “But al the same, it’ satrue place, agood place, aplace of great promise—you should have seen
Paul’ s eyes when he got alook at the cod. Not Paradise, or Hugh would live yet, but agood place. A
fineplace”

“Y ou sound like you want to go back,” hiswife said.

He nodded, there beside her in the bed so much wider and softer than his bunk aboard the . George
—and hewas lucky to have abunk on the cog, when his sailors dung hammocksinstead. “1 do,” he said.
“It'sabroader land than this one, and aman could live there free of alord. A man could be alord there,
by heaven, for who would say he could not?’



Nell stirred, so the lesther lashings under the mattress cresked—not the way they had alittle while
before, but enough to make him smile. “ Y ou don’t just want to visit,” she said dowly. “Y ou want to

Say.”
“I do,” Edward repesated.

“What about me, then? What about your children? What about—everything?’ Her wave took in not just
the house, not just Hastings, but al of England.

“I’d want you to come dong, that’ swhat. We' d make anew life there, anew town—we could call it
New Hagtings, if you like.”

“I likethisHastingswell enough,” Nell said.

“Tak to Richard and Henry. They’reaswild for Atlantisas| am,” Edward said, though hewas't quite
sure that was so about Henry. “Tak to Mary and Kate and Philippa’—his daughters, dl of them married
to fishermen. “ Do you think they’ d be sorry to have gardens aswide as they could grow them, and no
noble landlord and no rent to pay?’

“I think they’ d be sorry to sail to the edge of the world and maybe off it,” Nell answered. “I think | would
be, too. | thought I d live my wholelifein Hastings. | never wanted to do anything e se.”

Edward Radcliffe had to remind himself not to get angry. Nell wouldn't be the only one who' d want to
stay right here. Most people were like limpets, clinging to one spot. If you went farther than aday’ swak
from where you were born, it was the journey of alifetime, and you’ d bore your neighborswith it the rest
of your days. Fishermen and traders were different; it was easy to forget how different. Edward had seen
far more of the world than hiswife had. He was eager to see more. She wasn't eager to see any.

“If lifeis better there, why not go?’ he asked, doing his best to keep hisvoice gentle.
“Who saysit would be better? We' d have to start from the beginning, with nothing at al,” Nell said.

“We d have everything we could bring with us from England,” Edward said. “Livestock and seeds and
saplings and cuttings and toals...”

“ And someone would steal them from us as soon as we set foot in this place. If you men spend dl your
time fishing, who would drive off our enemies? We couldn’t call on alord or the king for soldiers, the
way we can hereif those nasty French dogs cross the Channdl.”

Patiently, Edward answered, “ There' d be no enemies. We would have thefirst settlement, the only
Settlement, on those shores.”

“Would we? What about that Breton pirate who sold you the secret—acthird of the catch, Christ have
mercy!” Nl sad. “Ishelying with hiswife right now, filling her head with wind and air about the
marvel ous land on the other Side of the sea? Will there be atown full of those rogues around the cape
from ours? They don’'t even talk alanguage aregular person can understand!”

He amost reminded her he spoke Breton, but feared it would do more harm than good. And he didn’t
know Francois Kersauzon wasn't planning to settle down in Atlantis. He feared Kersauzon was. The
Breton was nobody’ sfool; if Radcliffe could see the advantages, so could he.

“And what about the wild men who'll live there?” Nell said. “ They won't even know our Lord’ sname,
and they’ Il murder usin our bedsfirst chance they get.”



“No wild men.” There Edward spoke with assurance.
“How can you know that, on thetiny visit you had?’ hiswife demanded.

“Because the beasts in Atlantis had no fear of us,” hereplied. “If they knew men at dl, they would know
to be afraid of them.” Even wolves and bears feared men. They killed men sometimes, but they feared
them, and fled when they could.

“Wadl...maybe” Ndl said grudgingly. “ Or maybe there just weren't any savages close by.”

“If there are men anywherein Atlantis, they’ d be there. That land wastoo fineto stay empty.” Edward
squeezed hiswife. “Don’t say no right away. Think it through. Y ou can’t imagine what you' re throwing
away if you turn your back onthis”

“I know what I’ ve got now,” she said. “1 can imagine worse alot easier than | can imagine better.”

“It will be better there” Edward said. “For us, for our children, for their children, and for al who come
after them, aslong asthere be Radcliffes” Thefervor in hisvoice amazed him.

“Well, maybe” Nell ssid again.

Before long, Hastings bubbled with the name of Atlantis. If you wanted to go and settle someplace, you
couldn’'t very well keep where you were going asecret. Word spread fastest among fishermen and
merchants, who had the shipsto get to the new land. But others heard, too: the smiths and potters and
carpenterswho sold them the things they would need on the distant shore, and after that thosein
authority.

Edward Radcliffe was dickering with afarmer named George Tree over severd laying hens and arooster
when a black-robed priest strode up to him. “I would have speech with you, Master Raddliffe,” he said

importantly.

“What do you need, Father John?’ Radcliffe asked.

“Step adde, if you please.” The priest made it plain he wanted no one elseto overhear.

“Whatever you like, holy Father.” Edward nodded to the farmer. “I’ll be with you in abit, George.”
“Them birdswon't fly away whileyou' regone,” Treesad.

Father John had the smooth pink complexion and double chin of aman who'd seldom known hunger. He
also had ablade of anose and shrewd black eyes. “Do | hear rightly?’ he asked after leading Edward
down the muddy street till they could talk in reasonable privacy. “ Do you purpose sailing off to the edge
of theworld and leaving the holy mother church behind?’

“| do want to sail off, yes, Father,” Radcliffe said, and the priest’s mouth tightened. Quickly, the
fisherman went on. “But | never dreamt of leaving the church behind. If apriest would come with us,
we d count it ablessing. There should be achapd in Atlantis—why not?’

“I...see” Father John said dowly. Edward hoped he hid his own tenson; he didn’t want every
clergyman in town preaching againgt his venture. If anything could ruin his plans, that could. If people
decided God was againgt them, they wouldn’t go. Father John tapped aforefinger againgt the side of his
leg. “If apriest did comewith you, you would give him proper support?’



“We' d be glad to have him, as| said. We' d give him what we could. | can’t say hewouldn’t have to
work some on hisown, though,” Radcliffe answered. “It’ sabare shore, you understand. W€ Il dl be
working hard, at first, hard as can be. How can we have adrone among us, meaning no offense?’

“Priests are not drones. Dronestoil not, nor do they spin.” Father John' s voice was as stiff ashis spine.
Raddliffe thought priestsfit the definition more than well enough, but saying so wouldn't do. Sure enough,
Father John went on, “Who would intercede with God, but for priests? Who would baptize, who hear
confession, who give unction at the end of life?’

“Noone,” Edward said, as he had to. He didn’t want to go out of life without unction, the way luckless
Hugh Fenner had. But he was astubborn manin hisown right. “A priest who is respected among menis
better than onewhoisnot,” heingsted. “ Anyone who pulls his own weight in thisworld will be better
liked than a man who expects to be waited on hand and foot. Holy Father, you know there are priests
like that. We both wish there weren't, but there are. We don't need one like that where everyonedseis
bending his back like abeast of burden.”

Maybe his earnestness got through to Father John. “What sort of priest do you need then, eh, Radcliffe?’

Edward calculated for a heartbeat and part of another. Asif he hadn’t, he answered, “Why, one much
likeyoursdf, holy Father.”

Had he read his man aright?“Me?’ Father John rapped out. “Why would | want to sail to the back of
beyond—beyond the back of beyond?’

“Where would you find a better chance to be your own man?’ Edward asked. “You'd be...likea
bishop, dmost.” He didn’t wink at Father John. If the priest thought of himself the way Radcliffe hoped,
hewould riseto the bait on hisown.

“If | am to be sent doneto astrange shore, | should become one,” Father John said. “Thisisto enable
meto ordain new priests so that the Church may continue in that far-off place.”

“Y ou will know such things better than | do, the same as |’ m likely better at sdting acod,” Edward said.
“Do you think you can make the necessary arrangements?’

“Wdl, wel,” the priest said, and then again: “Well, well.” He rubbed his smoothly shaven chin. “Do you
know, gr, itispossiblethat | might.”

“All right, then,” Edward said, asif that were acomplete sentence. By the way Father John amiled, it
was.

Edward Radcliffe was aman of some consequence in Hastings. Any successful fishing captain was. All
the same, he didn’t expect a summons to the castle, and he didn’t expect the summonsto be ddlivered by
four large, unsmiling men in chainmail. The largest and most somber of them growled, Y ou areto come
with us a once, in the name of Sir Thomas and in the name of hisMgesty, Henry V1, King of England!”

Henry VI, King of as much of England as he can persuade to obey hiswrit at any given moment.
The thought ran through Edward’ s mind, but he kept it to himsalf. Sir Thomas Hoo, the local baron, was
aloya follower of theking's. “I am a your service, gentlemen, and at Sir Thomas, and of course at the
king's,” the fisherman said. If hetried tdling them anything else, he had the bad feding hewould die as
unpleasantly as Hugh Fenner.

Sir Thomas men had horseswaiting in the street. They even had one for Radcliffe. He took that asa



good sign. If they were going to throw him in the dungeon, they would have made him walk, probably
with anoose around his neck to advertise his disgrace to the town.

He was more accustomed to riding a pitching deck than even a sedate gelding. Two of Sir Thomas
retainers sniggered as he awkwardly swung up onto the horse' s back. Y ou’ ve got more practice at this
than | do, friends” hesaid. “Inthe S. George, in astorm on the North Sea, you' d be the sorry ones, as
| am here”

“Just ride,” said the one who seemed to do their talking for them. Ride Radcliffe did, not well but well
enough.

The wooden motte-and-bailey castle William the Conqueror built as soon as he landed in England and its
stone successor had long since grown usdless: the sea had chewed away most of the land that once stood
between the old fort and the water’ s edge. Its replacement, a solid mass of gray stone, safely stood
farther inland.

Their horses' hooves drumming on the lowered drawbridge, Edward and his escorts rode into the castle.
Sir Thomas Hoo stood in the courtyard, watching some young soldiers hack at pellswith swords. Sir
Thomas was no youngster. He wasfive or ten years older than Radcliffe, and his strength, once massive,
was beginning to fail. His stooped shoulders and wrinkled, jowly face warned of the sorms of life's
winter ahead.

Herolled hiseyes at Edward' s dismount, which was no more graceful than the way the fisherman had
mounted. “What' sthis | hear about you wanting to put al of Hastings on board ship and sail off withit to
some unknown shore?” he growled without preamble.

“By the holy Cross, Sr Thomas, if you heard any such thing, you heard liesl” Edward exclaimed.

“Oh, | did, did 17" Sir Thomas Hoo' s eyes were red-tracked and rheumy, one of them clouded by the
beginnings of a cataract. But they were very shrewd. “If it’sal moonshine and hogwash, why do | hear it
from so many folk? Eh? Answer me that!”

“If you believed everything you heard from alot of people, sir, you' d beasorry soul, sir, and that’ sthe
truth,” Edward said. A couple of his escorts scowled; one of them dropped ahand to the hilt of his
sword. Then Sir Thomas grunted |laughter, and his retainers relaxed. Radcliffe went on, “Rumor aways
outrunsfact. And any man who wishes meill would work to make it outrun fact the more.”

“It could be,” the castdlan said. “I don't say it is, but it could be. Wéll, then, what do you intend?’

“A andl settlement on the new shore,” Raddliffe answered. “ The fishing grounds there are finer than any
inthe North Sea. That | saw for myself. Would we want to |et the Bretons and Basgues and other
foreigners seize the advantage over Englishmen in using them?’

“Fish. Cod.” Sir Thomas made them into words of scorn, if not into swear words. He glowered at
Edward from under shaggy, gray-streaked eyebrows. “Y ou want to get away from peasantsin rebellion
againg their rightful lords and from French seadogs.”

| should say | do, Edward thought. The French had dmost burnt Hastings to the ground not long before.
But he couldn’t admit what he wanted. Without the least hesitation, he shook his head. “How could we
leave our homeland behind for good?” he said. “Where would we sl the fish we caught if we did?’ That
was alegitimate question; he couldn’t imagine cutting dl tieswith England even if he and hiskin spent
mogt of their timein Atlantisand off its shores.



“How many folk would fare with you on this madcap venture?” Sir Thomas asked.

“A couple of dozen families, sir, and we' d need to bring the seed grain and livestock to let us make ago
of itinthe new land,” Edward answered. “ Does not the Good Book speak of casting your bread upon
the waters? Thisis England’ s bread, and she shall find it again after many days.”

“Y ou’ ve been talking with Father John.” Sir Thomas turned that to an accusation.
“I have, ar. Hewill vouch for me.” Edward Radcliffe hoped he would.

“He sambitious, too.” The castellan scowled once more. “Wdll, go, then, and | know not whether to
wish you Godspeed or say be damned to you. Atlantis? Nonsense!” He hawked and spat and turned

avay.
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G etting animals aboard the &. George vexed Edward, to put it mildly. “1 never worried about Noah
before,” he growled to Néll. “Now | fed sorry for the poor devil.”

“| fed sorry for hiswife,” Nell said. “ Chances are he made her do al thework.”

“If you think I'm going to deep from here to Atlantis, you' re bloody well out of your mind,” Edward said.
“Thecogwon't sall hersdlf, and the fish won't catch themsdlves, ether.” The hold, which till stank of
fish, wasfull of hay and grain instead. They had to get the sheegp and hogs and chickens and ducks across
the sea before they ran out of fodder and water for them. Could they do it? He thought so, but feared it
might be close.

He had no cattle or horses on the . George. The boatsthat carried the bigger beasts had fewer of the
smaller ones. He hoped things would work out. He didn’t know they would, but he hoped so. What else
can | do? hethought.

Richard said something hot as a smithy’ s forge when he stepped in sheep shit. “ Get used to it, son,”
Edward advised. “It won't bethelast time.” Richard said something even hotter. Henry laughed at him,
which only proved he hadn’t stuck hisfoot init...yet.

On another cog not far away, Father John’ s tonsured head gleamed under the bright sun of early spring.
Two other priests were dso coming aong on thislegp into the unknown. Edward Radcliffe smiled to
himself. The other two were pliable, tractable fellows, men without ambition for themsdves. If any of
them was made a bishop, when one of them was made a bishop, it would be John. So far from any other
prelate, he might almost be a pope.

Edward cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted to the other boats assembled in the Stade: “Arewe
all ready?’ Two or three skippers echoed his cry to make sure everyone heard. Nobody said no. “Then
let’ saway!” hesad.

Salorsrantothelinesand let the big square sailsfal from the yards. The wind came off theland, and
pushed the cogs out of the harbor and into the waters of the Channel with the greatest of ease. WWomen
and children squedled in excitement; not many of them had put to seabefore.

The water in the Channd wastheway it usualy was. rough. Those squealsdidn’t last long. Ruddy
English complexions went ghost-pale. “Therall!” afisherman shouted. “ Get to the damned rail!” Hewas
just too late—and somebody would have a mess worse than sheep shit to clean up.



“Isit...dwayslikethis?” Nell asked, gulping.

“No, dear,” Radcliffe answered. Hiswifelooked relieved in awan way till he added, “ Sometimesit's
worse.” She searched hisface, hoping he was joking. When she saw he wasn't, she groaned. He said,
“You'll get used to it after awhile, though. Almost everyone does.”

“Almost?’ Nel got out through clenched teeth. She gulped again, and ran for therail. Unlike the first
victim of seasickness, she madeit. She even knew which rail to run to. People who ran to the windward
sde only made that mistake once—trying to clean themsalves afterwards ensured that.

Fishermen screamed at passengersto get out of the way as they swung the yard to catch the breeze.
They screamed at the livestock, too, but the animals didn’t want to listen (neither did some of the
children). Oneirate soldier booted a hen into the English Channdl.

“Don't ever do that again, Wat,” Edward told him. “We' Il need those birds when we get to the other
Sde”

“If I trip over the damn thing and go into the drink mysdlf, | won't make it to the other side,” Wat
retorted.

“Youwon't makeit thereif | tossyou in the drink, either,” Edward said. Wat was twenty years younger.
A long look at the jut of Radcliffe sjaw and the size of hisknobby fists, though, made the other man turn
away, muttering to himself.

Edward was glad to be back at sea. He felt he belonged here. Histime ashore he endured; he came dive
on thewaves. That wasn't anything he talked about with Nell, any more than he would have told her if
he' d taken up with another woman. He didn’t want her jealous—it would only have made things worse.

The &. George took much longer to shake down to routine than she usudly did. The fishermen knew
what routine meant. Their wives and children didn’t, and had to learn. The animasdidn’t, either, and
learned even moredowly, if at all.

People who weren't used to the rations grumbled about them—or they did when they findly got their sea
legs under them and found they had appetites after al. Radcliffe thought the food was extravagant: to go
with the ship’s biscuit, they had much more bacon and sausage aboard than usud, and less sdlt cod. The
fish needed to be soaked before you could et it. They had so many more mouths aboard than usual,
they couldn’t afford much water for that.

“This biscuit has weevils,” Néll said when they’ d been at sea about aweek.

“Y es, that happens,” Edward agreed. “I’m sorry, but | can’t do anything about it.”
“But it sdisguding!” she sad ghrilly.

“It can happen on land, too,” he pointed out. “It does.”

“Not likethis” Néll held the biscuit under hisnose. “It's crawling with bugs!” He couldn’t see them when
she did that—his sight had begun to lengthen. It didn’t mean he didn’t believe her, because he did. She
went on, “All the ship’ shiscuit is probably like this”

Edward nodded. “It probably is.”

Hiswife glared a him. “Well, what are we supposed to do about it? We can’t pitch it into the ocean the
way we ought to, not if it'sall bad. We' d starve.”



“I’'m afraid s0.” Radcliffe was also afraid Nell would grab something and try to breek it over hishead. He
regretfully spread hishands. “1 don’t know what to tell you, dear. If you toast your biscuit over acandle
flame, you'll drive out most of the bugs. Or if you close your eyes and don't think about it, you
jud...edt.”

“| dready tried that,” she said bleakly. “1t doesn’t work—they crunch under your teeth. They taste bad,
too. Maybe I'll toast it and see how many weevils come out. Maybe | don’t want to know.”

“I never did,” Edward said. She needed to remember this happened to fishermen all thetime.

She flounced off, aswell as she could flounce on a pitching deck. Her long wool skirt swirled around her
ankles. After acouple of strides, she turned around for a parting shot: “ Do they have weevilsin your
precious Atlantis?’ Before he could answer, shedid it for him: “They would.” Then she stormed away.

Later that day, Edward asked her, “ Does the toasting help?’
“A little” she said grudgingly. More grudgingly ill, sheadded, “You did try. | thank you for it.”

“Thereé smy Ndl,” hesad. The scowl hisNel sent him told him al was not yet forgotten, evenif it might
be partway forgiven.

The fishermen went to work sooner than they would have on aregular run. Everything they caught
stretched the supplies on the St. Geor ge further. Edward wouldn’t have bothered salting most of what
thelines brought in. But, as fishermen knew and few others ever had the chanceto learn, fish just out of
the ocean made far better, far sweeter eating than fish dried and salted or fish starting to go off at a
fishmonger’ sgdll.

The dogs didn’t turn up their noses at fresh fish guts, either. That eased Radcliffe smind; he hadn’t been
sure how he would keep them fed dl the way acrossthe Atlantic. Dogs would eat dmost anything if they
had to, but they did best with something meaty.

Fish suited the catsfine. There weren’t enough rats and mice on the cog to keep them full for such along
voyage. Edward knew from experience that there were bound to be some. He adso knew from
experience that, no matter how many cats he had aboard, they wouldn't catch dl the vermin.

He wondered whether Atlantis had rats and mice of its own. Hard to imagine a place that didn’'t. He
laughed alittle. If by some accident the new land lacked them, it wouldn’t much longer. They were bound
to come ashore and bound to get loose in the wilderness. It was a shame, but he didn’t know what he
could do about it.

Swine were bound to get loose, too. They were much closer to wild beasts than sheep and cattle and
horses. Swine, at least, made good hunting and good egting.

Day followed day. Edward had a compass, to give him anotion of north. He had a cross-gtaff, to give
him anotion of latitude—as|ong as he kept the date Sraight. As soon as he got out of sight of land, he
had only arough guess, based on how far he thought he' d sailed, about longitude. He wished someone
would figure out how to keep track of it, but no one had.

“Arewe dmog there?’

He expected to hear that from his grandchildren, and he did. He was less happy to hear it from his sons
wives, and from his own. The more he heard it, the more it grated on him, too. “ Do you see land out



there?” he would ask, and point west. There was, asyet, no land to see. When whoever was grumbling
admitted as much, he would say, “Then we aren’t dmost there, are we?’

When the fishermen started pulling cod that weighed as much asthey did out of the gray-blue water,
Edward smiled to himsalf. The lubbers aboard went right on wondering where land was. Edward knew it
wasn't very far. They really were dmost there—and he said not aword.

He thought they would spot land the very next day, but they didn’t—fog closed in around the little fleet of
cogs and held them wrapped in wet wool for the next two days. Sailors shouted to one another and blew
horns to keep from drifting apart, because no one could see from stern to bow of one fishing boat, let
donefarther.

Edward hadn’t been worried till then; everything on the journey west had gone aswdll as he could have
hoped, or maybe even better. But those two days made him pace and mutter and crack his knuckles and
do dl the other things abadly rattled man might do. He wasn't fretting only about one cog colliding with
another, either. Here he was, off a shore about which he knew next to nothing. How many rocks and
shodsdid it have, and where did they lurk? Was arock he couldn’t see only afew feet away, waiting to
rip the bottom out of the . George?

To ease hismind, he cast aline into the water. It came back showing thirty fathoms and a sandy bottom.
That made him fed alittle better, but only alittle. A rock could rise suddenly, and he knew it too well. He
st one of the fishermen to casting the lead every time he turned the glass. “If we go under twenty
fathoms, scream & me,” he said.

No screams came, only the shouts and braying trumpets from the other fishing boats. Radcliffe didn’t
mind those. He would have started and sworn had a horn bellowed from right dongside the St. George,
but that didn’t happen, either.

“Y ou'rejumpy as one of the cats,” Henry told him.

“It' smy boat,” Edward said smply. “It'smy notion to start anew town in the new land. And if anything
goeswrong, it smy fault.”

“We refine, Father,” Henry said.

“We are now. We are now, aslong as God wants usto be.” Edward crossed himsdlf. A moment later,
so did hisson. “If God decides He does't want us to be—"

“Then we can't do anything about it anyway,” Henry brokein.

“We have to do everything we can do, everything we know how to do,” Edward insisted. “If we don't,
we' ve got only ourselves to blame. God put the rocks wherever He put them. If we don’t look for them,
though, that’ sour fault.”

“Whosefaultisit if we strike one just after we cast the lead and find naught amiss?’ Henry asked.

“Qurs. No. His. No.” Edward’ s glare should have been hot enough to burn off thefog by itself. “You're
trying to tie me in more knots than the lines.”

His son laughed. “Wéll, if you're scorming a me, you won't keep stalking the deck and scaring the
poultry.”

“I’'m not scaring the—" Hearing hisown voiceriseto alevel he usudly used only in agade, Edward
darted to laugh. “All right—maybe | am.”



“Aslong asyou know you might be, maybe youwon’t,” Henry said, and then haf spoiled it by adding,
“g0 often, anyhow.”

Edward made asif to cuff him. He' d done that plenty with both boys when they were younger. If hetried
it in earnest now, he feared he would be the one who ended up lying on the deck. Henry and Richard

had their own boys to tame these days. Henry knew he was joking here, and made asiif to duck. Then he
clapped Edward on the back.

“If 1 go down, which God prevent, I’ ll go down in good company,” Edward said.
“Which God prevent, isright,” Henry said.

A sunbeam in the face caught Edward by surprise. It caught him by surprisetwice, in fact: hedidn’t
remember faling adeegp on the deck sometimein the dark hours before dawn, and fog had till shrouded
the . George when he did. But now the sun shone, the sky was blue, and awarm breeze from the
southwest carried the green smells of land withit.

He sprang to hisfeet. “Land ho!” he bawled—the line on the western horizon was hard to make out, but
he had no doubt it was there. “Land ho! Praise the Lord! He has brought us safe to this new shore!”

Other cogs began shouting it, too, but he thought he wasthefird. If those shouts were what woke him
and not the sunbeam after all, he didn’t want to know about it.

Nell came over to hisside. She peered west, shading her eyes with the palm of her hand. “That’ sit?’ she
sad. “It doesn't look like much.”

“Not yet.” Edward bowed, asif he were anobleman. “Kindly give usleaveto draw closer, if you'd be
So gracious.”

Hiswife dropped him acurtsy. “Oh, very wdl, since'tisyou as asks.” Her impression of ahigh-born
lady’ sairs and accent also left something to be desired. They grinned at each other.

With thewind in that quarter, drawing closer wasn't easy. They had to dew the big square sail around on
the yard again and again, tacking toward the land that almost seemed to retreat asthey beat their way
westward. But they did gain, even if not so fast as Radcliffe would have liked.

And they did find their first rock on the new shore. The seaboiled whitejust aboveit. “That’ sabad
one,” Henry said. “If thetide runsalittle higher, it'll hide the bastard dtogether—but it won't lift aboat
high enough to get over it.”

“Notethelandmarks,” Edward said. “Wé€ |l chart these waters one day. By God, we will.”
“Thisisn’t right where Kersauzon brought us,” hisson said.

“I know.” Edward sighed and nodded at the same time. “We did the best we could, and thisis what we
got. A few leagues north? A few leagues south? Who can say? Maybe we didn’'t have the latitude quite
right when we were here last. Maybe we drifted in thefog. | don’t know. But that’ s Atlantis ahead, the
land where we' re going to put down roots.”

Henry muttered something under his breath. Edward couldn’t make out what it was, and supposed he
might be lucky. He knew Richard had more enthusasm for the new land than Henry did. Well, Henry
was here, whether he was glad to be here or not.



Thefishing boats kept fighting toward the aluring coast ahead. The only way the wind could have been
worse would have been for it to blow straight into their faces. No boat could make headway againgt a
directly contrary wind; they would have had to drop anchor and wait for it to swing around. Edward
might have been tempted to do that anyway, were the land not so near—the constant tacking wore out
the crew. With women and children and beasts on deck, it was harder, more dangerous, more
aggravating work than it usually would have been, too.

But the hard work had itsreward; to Edward Radcliffe’ sway of thinking, hard work commonly did. The
S. George dropped anchor in eight fathoms of water as the sun sank toward the newly notched horizon
ahead. “ Can we get ashore before sunset?’ Richard asked.

“Only oneway to find out,” Edward answered. The boat went into the water. The fishermen began to
row. Looking around, Edward spied other boats heading for the beach. He hadn’t raced Francois
Kersauzon, but he did now. “Pull hard, damn you!” he roared, and pulled hard enough himself to come
closeto jerking the thole pin out of the gunwae. “Pull hard! No one' s going to beat me back to Atlantis!”

Inatwinkling, al the fishermen in al the boats were rowing as hard asthey could. Edward was working
harder than he had on the . George, but exhaustion fell away. He laughed as he worked his oar and
shouted out the stroke to the othersin the boat. And he heard other laughs float across the green sea.
The men racing to befirst ashore weren't racing because they had to but because they wanted to, and it
made dl the differencein theworld.

Sand and mud grated under the boat’ s keel. Edward sprang out into ankle-deep water. “Mine!” he
shouted, throwing hisarmswide. “Mine!”

He thought he was the first man on the beach. If he was, though, he wasn't by much. Other skippersand
fishermen stepped out onto the shores of Atlantis. Little gray and brown shorebirds skittered along at the
edge of the advancing and retreating waves, pausing now and again to peck at something or other. They
|eft their tiny hentracks behind to be washed away by the next incoming surge.

Richard set ahand on hisfather’ s shoulder. “We re here again,” he said.

“Weare. By God, we are,” Edward Radcliffe agreed. “We re here again, and thistime we' re not going
toleave”

“What'sthat?’ said one of the fishermen who' d rowed the boat ashore. “We aren’t going back to the S.
George?’

Edward laughed. “We |l go back, Alf. But we' |l go back to get what we need to set up anew town here.
It may be awhile before we go back to England.” 1 wonder if I'll ever go back. | wonder if 1’1l want
to, hethought, and then, | suppose I'll have to, one of these days. It’ s not the same as wanting to.

Alf nodded; he might not be bright, but he waswilling. “Well, that’ sdl right, then,” he said. “ That' swhat
| camefor, that is.”

The biggest adventure was getting the horses and cattle off the cogs and onto the land ahead. Some
skippers solved it with brutd smplicity by pushing the animas over the side and making them swim.
Othersran their lightly laden cogs aground at low tide and lowered gangplanks so the beasts could
descend. When the water rosg, it lifted the fishing boats and | et the skippers move them out to seaagain.

“Where are these honkers you kept telling me about?’ Nell demanded as soon as she came ashore. She



bent to wring out the dripping hem of her kirt, giving Edward aglimpse of agtill-shapey ankle.

“Waell, | don't know just wherethey are,” he admitted. “I expect we' |l see them sooner or later,
though—sooner, unless | missmy guess. We saw a good many when we were here before.”
Remembering what €l se they’ d seen before, he raised hisvoice to acarrying shout: “Watch the sky! The
eagles here are huge, and they have no fear of men—they think we're prey.”

Those little shorebirds had darted between—sometimes even over—men’ sfest, too. In England or
France, they would have kept their distance. It seemed they’ d never met men before, and didn’t know
such creatures were dangerous.

And that was only atiny strangeness among so many larger ones. The plants were the same curious
mixture of conifers, ferns, and those barre-trunked plants with the leaves that shot up from the top of the
barrdl. The honkers—even if absent at the moment—were like nothing Edward or anyone €lse had seen
before. And the red-breasted thrushes acted like blackbirds but looked more like oversized robins. And
al thiswithin an hour’ swalk of the shorel—for no one, yet, had dared venture farther inland.

Some of thefirst things the newcomers made were salt pans at the edge of the ocean, to trap the
seawater and let it evaporate, leaving sdt behind. What they got would not be anywhere near so fine as
the pure white flower of salt bought in Le Croisic. Right this minute, though, Edward worried more about
quantity than quality. He wanted to be sure he had the sdlt to preserve enough cod to get the settlers
through their first winter on the new shore,

Hedidn't worry about having enough cod. The banks off the east coast of Atlantiswere abundant
beyond anything he' d ever imagined, and he knew the greet fisheriesin the North Seaaswell asany man
dive. “Maybe the North Seawas like thiswhen fishermen first started going out there,” he said after the
S. George’sboat brought in load after load of huge, plump gutted fish. “No more, though. We ve taken
the very best out of it, and that best is till here.”

“Itis” Henry agreed. “Thefish we don't st down, we'll be able to use to manure thefields.” He held
hisnose. “The smel will be bad, but the cropswill be good.”

“Yes” Edward Radcliffe nodded. “ So much to do dl at once, but this goes so well, it frightensme.”
His son frowned. “ Frightensyou?’

Edward nodded again. “By Our Lady, it does. We work. We sweat and swink and toil. We build. And
what if some seawolves—Bretons or Basgues, say—swoop down on us with swords and spears, and
sted all we' ve made by our labor? | know what | want to buy when we see England again.”

“What'sthat?’ Henry asked.

“Some fineiron guns, by God, and powder and shot for *em,” Edward said. “ A couple here ashore, and
acoupleonthe S. George, too. | want to be ableto fight if | have to, not to beraiders mest.”

After pursing hislipsin thought, Henry also nodded. “1 do like that notion. And if we re not the only ones
putting down rootsin thisnew sail...”

Helet the words hang. “What then?” Edward prompted.

His son’ s grin was wide as the ocean between them and Hastings. “Why, we could turn wolf ourselves! |
could stay at seal”

“I didn’t come here to go warring, asea or ashore. | came here to get away from all that,” Edward said.



“With the peasants up in arms, with the damned Frenchmen roaring across the Channdl, with Lancaster
and Y ork glaring at each other and both ready to swoop, there’swar and to spare back homeif you're
S0 hungry for it.”

Henry looked down at hisfeet. “Y ou shame me, Father.”

By God, | hope so, Edward thought. But he didn’t want to leave Henry with no pride, so he said, “I
didn’t mean to. But think on what you' re talking about, that’ sal. War usualy looks better to the fellow
who bringsit than it doesto the poor buggers who have it brought to them.”

“Mm, something to that, | shouldn’t wonder,” his son said, to his deep relief. But then Henry pointed a
haf-accusing forefinger a him. “Who wasjust talking about buying fineiron guns?’

“| was” Edward said. “But | didn't talk about raiding with them, only about standing off raiders. There's
adifference”

“No doubt,” Henry said, and Edward beamed. Too soorn—Henry hadn't finished. “ The differenceis,
after awhile you want to try out the guns, no matter why you got them in thefirst place.”

Edward Radcliffe winced; that held too much of thefed of truth. It won’t happen that way while | have
anything to say about it,” heinssted.

“All right, Father,” Henry said. “I hopeit doesn’t happen for many, many years, then.” Edward noticed
he didn’'t say he hoped it never happened at all.

They did call the settlement New Hastings. The houses they made were of wood, not stone, because
those went up faster. Cutting back saplings and clearing away the undergrowth were easier than they
would have been back in England: no berry bushes or wild roses full of thorns and no stinging nettles.
Plowing under the fernsthat grew in the shade was even easier than dealing with grass on the meadows.

And, when the crops came in, they flourished even before the settlers manured them with fish. “1 don't
see any bugson the plants” Néll exclaimed. “Isit amiracle?’

“Ask Father John or one of the other priests,” Edward answered. “ Maybe the bugs here don’t know
how to eat our crops, or don't like the way they taste. Isthat amiracle? Richard doesn’t like the way
Suash tastes.”

“Richardisnot abug,” Nell said. Since Edward couldn’t very well argue with that, he walked off shaking
his head.

The weather got warm, and then warmer. It got muggier than it ever did in England, too. Edward had
known the like down in the Basque country, but the people who' d spent their whole livesin Hastings
wilted like | ettuce three days after it was picked.

An eagle swooped down and killed achild. It tore gobbets of flesh from the small of the girl’ s back
before flying off. She died the same way Hugh Fenner had, in other words. Even though she was dreedy
dead, Father John gave her unction while her mother screamed and screamed. They buried her next to
thelog hut that did duty for a church. No stonecarvers were on this new shore yet, but at Father John's
direction the carpenter made a grave marker out of the red-timbered evergreens that seemed so common
here. Rose Smmons, vibas in Deo, theinscription read: may you live in God.

How large would the churchyard grow? Edward dared hope his flesh would end up there, and not at sea



for fish and crabsto feast on. Thy will be done, Lord, hethought, but not yet, please.

Another eagle killed a sheep. That would have been a sore lossin England—not that eaglesthere
attacked beasts so large. It was worse here, because the newcomers could spare so little. A smaller
hawk carried off a half-grown chicken. A big lizard—bigger than any Edward had imagined—ate a
duckling. But there were no foxes. That aone hel ped the poultry thrive.

Edward chanced to be ashore one morning in early summer when atwelve-year-old told off to keep an
eye on the livestock ran back into New Hastings screaming, “Things! There' s things inthefieldd”

Like everyone e'se, Radcliffe tumbled out of bed. He pulled on his shoes and went outside. “What do
you mean, things?’ he demanded.

“Seefor yoursdf!” The boy pointed to the bright green growing grain. “1 don’t know what they are!
Demonsfrom hell iswhat they look like.”

“They aren’t demons,” Edward said. Those two-legged shapes might be strange to the boy, but he'd
seen them before.

“They have thelook of something otherworldly.” Father John crossed himsdlf, just in case.

But Edward Radcliffe shook his head. “No, no, Father. Those are the honkers I’ ve been talking about.
They think we' ve spread out afeast for them. They don’t know they’reafeast for us” Heraised his
voice “We can't let them eat our grain and trample what they don’'t swallow. Get clubs. Get bows. WE Il
kill some—they’ re good egting, mighty good—and drive the rest away.”

When he went out into the fields, he saw that these weren’t quite the same kind of honkers as he’d seen
the year before. They were bigger and grayer and shaggier of plumage. Their voices were degper. But
they showed no more fear of man than the other honkers had. Y ou could walk right up to one of them
and knock it over the head. Down it would fall, and another one ten feet away would go right on esting.

If you didn’t kill clean, though...A man named Rob Drinkwater only hurt the honker he hit. It let out a
loud, surprised blatt! of pain. Before he could strike again and finish it, one of itsthick, scaly legslashed
forward. “Oof!” Drinkwater said. That was the last word—or sound—that ever passed hislips. He flew
through the air, crashed down, and never moved again: he was dl broken inside.

The honker lumbered off, dill going blatt! The cry got the other enormous birds moving. Fast asahorse
could trot, they headed off into the undergrowth. Every stride knocked down more young, hopeful wheat
and barley.

Ann Drinkwater keened over her husband’ s body. The rest of the settlers stared from the dead honkers
to the damaged crops and back again. “Will they come again tomorrow?’ Richard Radcliffe asked. “Will
they come again this afternoon? How many of them will we haveto kill before the rest decide they
shouldn’t come?’

Those were al good questions. Edward had answersto none of them. “We'll butcher these dead ones,”
he said. “We can smoke some of the mest, or sdt it, or dry it. We can't let it go to waste. After that—"

“They'reafrad of the damned eagles, if they aren’'t afraid of us” Henry said. “If we screech like them,
maybe we can scare off the honkers.”

“WEe d have a better chanceif we could fly likethem,” his brother said, and Edward judged Richard
likely right.



Numbly, the settlers got to work. Henry carried apile of honker guts well away from the place where the
creature had died. He made sure he included the kidneys, though they might have goneinto astew if he
hedn'’t.

He waited in some nearby bushes, ahunting bow in his hand. Down from the sky to the offal spirded...a
vulture. Even the vultures here differed from the ones back in England. This onewasamogt al black,
down to the skin on its head. Only the white patches near the base of the wings broke the monotony.

Henry came out and shooed it away beforeit landed and stole the leavings. It flew off with big, indignant
wingbeats. Edward watched it go before heredized it had ahealthy fear of men. He wondered what that
meant, and whether it meant anything.

His son went back into cover. Henry had a hunter’ s patience—or, more likely, afisherman’ s patience he
was for once gpplying to life on land. And that patience got its reward when an eagle descended on the
kidneys and fat much more swiftly and ferocioudy than the vulture had. Edward wasn't too far away
when it did: he was close enough to notice the coppery crest of feathers on top of the greet bird' s head
asit tore a the bait Henry had l€ft for it.

With ashout of triumph, Henry sprang up, let fly...and missed. He couldn’t have been more than eight or
ten yards away, but he missed anyhow. The eagle might not have feared men, but a sharp stick whizzing
past its head startled it. It launched itsdlf into the air with akidney in its beak.

Henry said some things that were bound to cost him timein purgatory. He made asiif to break the bow
over hisknee. “Don’t do that!” Edward cdled. “We haven't got many, and we haven't the time to make
more without need, either. Besides, it'sapoor workman who blames histools.”

“I couldn’t hit water if | fell out of aboat.” Henry was il furious at himself.

“There, there” hisfather soothed, asif he were ill alittle boy. “Y ou're afine archer—for afisherman.”
“Hal” Henry made a noise that sounded like alaugh but wasn't.

“Keep atit,” Edward said. “I1t' sagood idea. If we don't kill these cursed eagles, they’ll go on killing us.”

“And the honkers, too,” Henry said. “They’re as bad as deer or unfenced cattle in the crops. How much
did we lose today?”

“I don’'t know. Some. Not more than we can afford, though, | don’t think,” Edward answered. “And the
eagles are more dangerous than honkers ever could be.”

“Tdl it to poor Rob Drinkwater. Tdl it to hiswidow and his orphaned brats.”

“A horse or amule can kick aman to death, too,” Edward said. “That’ sal honkers are—grazersthat go
on two legs, not four. But when God made those eagles, He made them to kill.”

Henry thought it over, then nodded. “He made them to kill honkers, I'd say. And we look enough like
honkers, they think we make proper prey, too.”

Edward Radcliffe started to say something, then stopped and sent his son asurprised glance. “I hadn’t
looked at it s0. Damned if | don't think you' reright.”

Henry walked over, retrieved hiswasted arrow, and put it back into the quiver with therest. “We Il have
enough to get through the winter with or without crops, ssemslike,” he said. “ Between the cod and the
honkers, we Il do fine.”



“Aye, belike,” Edward said. “But | want my breed, too. And Lord knows | want my beer. If we haveto
fence off thefidldsto keep the honkers out, well, we can do that.”

“It will be extrawork,” Henry said. “We' re dl working harder now than we would have on the other side
of the ocean.”

“Now we are, yes,” Edward agreed. “ But that' s only because we have to make the things we take for
granted back there. Once we have them, thingswill be easier here than they werein England. Why ese
would we have come?’

Henry laughed. *Y ou don't need to talk meinto it, Father. I’m aready here.” He made asif to bresk the
bow again, but thistime not in earnest. “1’d be gladder I’'m hereif only | were a better archer.”

“Each cat hisownrat,” Edward said. “ Plenty of fine bowmen who' d puke their guts out on afishing cog.”

“One of the girls was screeching about arat the other day,” Henry said. “It must have got ashorein a
boat—I don't think this country has any rats of itsown.”

“I don't, either, but | waswaiting for that to happen,” Edward said. “No rabbits here, either, or nonel’ve
seen, which isapity, for | like rabbit pie and jugged hare. Y ou can’t keep rats and mice out of things.
We brought cats, too, so therewon't be too many vermin.”

“I saw acat with alizard' stail in its mouth yesterday,” Henry said.

“Y es, and they hunt the blackbirds that look like robins, too,” Edward said. “Never worry about cats.
They don't garve.”

“I wasn't worrying,” Henry said. “ Next time we go back to England, though, maybe we could bring
some rabbits over. They’re good eating and good hunting.”

“Well, maybe we could,” Edward said.

IV

R abbits. More chickens and ducks. Two more sows, with their piglets. And Tom Cawthorne, a bowyer
and fletcher, and hisfamily. They al came back to Atlantison the S. George. With thegood hunting in
the woods back of New Hastings, Edward was glad to get aman like Cawthorne. The bow-and
arrow-maker probably wouldn't have comeif hisoldest son hadn’t just got agirl with child. Dan
Cawthorne didn’t want to marry her, and so....

“If you didn’t want to marry her, why did you deep with her?” Edward asked the youth—he was
seventeen or so—once they got out to sea.

Dan looked at him asif he were not only crazy but ancient. “Why? Because she wanted meto,” he
answered. By theway he sad it, only afool could imagine any other reason. “We didn't think anything
would happen. Don’t you remember what it’ s liketo—7?" He broke off, not quite soon enough.

To have a stiff yard all the time. That was what he’ d been about to say, that or something alot likeit.
And Edward did remember. Hisyard still worked well enough, but it wasn't siff dl the time, theway it
had been when he was seventeen. He sighed. One of these days, Dan would get older, too. Edward tried
again: “Well, if you likelying with her so much, why wouldn’t you wed her?’

The bowyer and fletcher’ s son sent him another you idiot look. “Don’t you know Judy Martin at all,
Master Radcliffe?’ he said. “ As soon as she puts her clothes back on, she startstalking, and you' d have



to hit her to make her shut up. I’'m not even sure that would work.”

Edward paid little attention to how much sixteen-year-old girls talked—these days, anyhow. There had
been atime when he could have gone into great detail on the subject, but that wasthirty years gone for
him. He laughed and shook his head, wondering why he was worrying about this anyhow. If anything,
Dan Cawthorne had done him afavor. If Dan hadn’t got Judy Martin in trouble, Tom Cawthorne
wouldn’t have wanted to leave Hastings for an unknown shore.

Right now, the shore was unknown to Edward, too. Anything could have happened while he made the
long round trip to England. Plague might have broken out. There might have been nativesin the new
country after dl, despite the Ssgnsto the contrary. Or Bretons or Gdicians or Basgues might have
happened upon New Hastings. Maybe, if they had, they would have stayed friendly and traded. Then
again, maybe not.

His eye went to one of thetwo swive gunsthe . George now mounted. She wasn't awarship. She
was nothing like awarship, which would have had high castles fore and aft packed with archers. But she
could fight alittle now if she had to. Againgt what she was likely to meet in Atlantean waters, that would
do.

The ocean was rougher thistime out than it had been on thefirst journey to settle the new land. Thewind
was more contrary, too, so the fishing boat stayed at sea more than aweek longer before it cameto
Atlantis. The Cawthornes went greener and greener. Dan’ s bravado evaporated. At one point, clutching
therail, hemoaned, “I wish | would' ve stayed and listened to Judy the rest of my days!”

“You'll change your mind once we get ashore,” Edward told him.

Dan Cawthorne managed afeeble glare. “Why aren’t you puking your guts out, too?” he asked. Then, as
if talking about it reminded him of it—which it could do for some people—he gulped and bent over and
started to retch.

“Thisisn't abad blow,” Edward said. “Y ou should see ared storm, if you think thisis something.”

Dan took hisright hand off therail just long enough to cross himself. Hisleft kept its deeth grip. “God
spare methat!” he choked out, and spat something disgusting into the green, boiling water.

When the fishing cog findly reached the banks off the coast of Atlantis, Edward and the rest of the crew
gtarted pulling big cod out of the sea. Dan and Tom watched in fascination. The Cawthorne
womern—and even Dan'’ slittle brother, who couldn’t have been more than eight—seemed more
horrified. “How can you do that to the poor fish?” Tom' swife cried as Radcliffe gutted afat four-foot
cod.

“Well, Mistress Louisa, we'd go hungry if | didn’t.” Edward kicked the offa towards one of the sows,
which fed greedily. “Don’t you ever kill any of your own meet?’

Louisa Cawthorne gave areluctant nod. “I do, and | cry every timel wring apullet’s neck.”

She was atender-hearted cresture, then. She was tender in other ways, too. Sailing with awoman
aboard when your wifewasn't proved an unexpected strain. Edward kept his hands to himself, but his
dreams were warmer than the ones he usualy had at sea.

He breathed asigh of relief when they sghted land at last. He didn’t see New Hastings, or the smoke
risng fromitsfires. That didn’t surprise him; he hadn’t seen any English fishing boats—or any
others—baobbing in the ocean. Navigation was anything but exact; Edward wasn't even sure whether he



was north or south of the new settlement.

He shot the sun with his cross-gtaff. Then he did it again, and then once more. If he weighed all three
measurements together and gave allittle something extrato the one he trusted most, he thought the S.
George lay south of where she should have been. Most of the fishermen agreed with him. Nobody was
positive, though. One of the men said, “Wdll, we' |l go north and see what happens. If wedon't likeitin
the end, we can bloody well turn around.”

Edward nodded. That sounded about right to him. And that very afternoon, afisherman shouted, “ Sail
ho!”

If shewas an English cog, everything would befine. If shewasn't... Edward ordered the swivel guns
loaded with scrap iron. If you got reedy for afight, sometimes you could stay away from one.

Thelines of that cog did look familiar. Edward Radcliffe squinted north. Where had he seen her before?
He cursed. “Bugger meblind if that’ s not the Morzen!”

Sure enough, the hail that came wasin Breton: “ Ahoy, the . George! Isthat you, Moses?’ Yes, that
was Frangois Kersauzon'svoice, al right.

“Moses?’ Edward shouted back. “What are you talking about, you blasphemous toad?’

“Y ou mistake mefor your mother,” Kersauzon said swestly. “And isit not that you have led your people
to the Promised Land? | saw your new town, and al the cogsin the seaclose by. Y ou’ ve done well,
Edward, well enough to make mejedous.”

They were closing fast on each other. Radcliffe looked to hisguns. If he opened fire now, maybe he
could cripple the Morzen and finish her off at hisleisure. He didn’t want anyone jedl ous of New
Hastings. If Frangois Kersauzon didn’t come hometo Le Croisic, wouldn't that make other Bretons less
likely to sal far into the west? The temptation!

But Kersauzon hadn’t done anything to him, or, from what Edward gathered, to New Hastings. He'd
done Edward afavor, infact, by leading him to Atlantis. Y es, he'd profited from it, but he' d deserved to.
If Edward returned evil for that great good, wouldn't he pay in the next world, pay for al eternity? He
crossed himsdf. Hewas abdieving man. He didn't want to imperil hissoul.

And s0 he waved to the west, to the waiting Atlantean shore. “It’sabroad land, Frangois,” he said.
“Room for Englishmen and Bretons—and Frenchmen and Basques, too, | shouldn’t wonder.”

“It could bethat we'll end up neighbors here one day, then,” Kersauzon replied. “I always thought
Englishmen were better a a distance, but what can you do?’ His comic shrug was very French. He
would have got furious had Edward told him so.

Instead, Radcliffe made sure he really was south of the English settlement. Kersauzon didn’t mock him
for asking. Where dead reckoning left off at sea and prayer began was a question every sailor had to
face now and then. The two cogs parted with fishermen on each calling, “Good luck!” to the other.

Henry came back to Edward as he steered the S. George toward New Hagtings. Quietly, the young
man said, “1 wondered if you' d fight him.”

Edward Radcliffe sghed. “I wondered the same thing. But how could I? Wewouldn’t be hereif not for
him”

His son sighed, too. “Well, Father, it' s not that you' re wrong. | only pray you won't spend the rest of



your lifesorry for being right.”
“God forbid it!” Edward said, and crossed himsdlf again.

New Hastings thrived. How could it do anything else, set on fertile soil with the closest enemies an ocean
away? Swarms of fish came out of the sea. Crops and livestock burgeoned. Hogs and rabbits got loose
inthewild, but no one had imagined that they wouldn't.

Not many years went by before honkers grew scarce around the settlement. People complained that they
had to wak aday or two to find the big flightless birds and kill them. The birds couldn’t seem to figure
out that these strange two-legged creatures were a menace to them.

Red-crested eagles grew scarcer, too, though not fast enough to suit Edward Radcliffe. The eagleskilled
achild and awoman, and seemed especially fond of the fat above the kidneys of sheep. Shooting them
while they attacked was hopeless.

Shooting them while they perched, on the other hand. .. The grest fierce birds often sat in treeson the
edges of the woods so they could spot honkers grazing in the fields and meadows beyond. The eagles
did see humans as prey, but didn’t seem to see them asthrests. Archers could get closeto the treesand
let fly.

After awhile, the eagles around the settlement thinned out. Mothers till watched their small children
more carefully than they would have back in England, for the danger from the sky was diminished, not

gone.

When Edward Radcliffe sailed the St. George back to England again, six years after hefirst set eyeson
Atlantis, he found the country falen into the civil war everyone had dreaded so long. The port officids at
Hastings roughly demanded whether he favored the White Rose or the Red. Finding they wereloyal to
the House of Y ork, he declared for the White Rose himself, though in truth he couldn’t have cared less
whether the king was Y orkist or Lancastrian.

Hedidn't need long to find that most of the peoplein Hastings felt the same way he did. Who ruled
hardly mattered to them. All they cared about was that someone should rule and bring the land peace. As
usud, the lords who fought were profoundly indifferent to what the people wanted.

Edward wasn't. The trouble in England made people in Hastingswho' d laughed a him on hislast visit
suddenly eager to find quiet across the ocean. “Marry, it’d be wonderful to go about my business without
worrying about soldiers steding my stock or burning down my shop,” aleatherworker said.

“They wouldn’t do that in New Hastings,” Radcliffe said. “ There are no soldiersin New Hastings.”

“No soldierd” The other man might have had avison of amiracle. “1sn’'t that afinething!” He paused,
scratching his poorly shaved chin. “D’you need aman who makes lesther?’

“Wdl, we might,” Edward replied.

“I"d pay,” theartisan said. “By God, I"d pay plenty to get away from these swaggering thievesin
chainmalil. | have adaughter who' sfifteen, and I’ d pay even moreto get her away from them.”

“I understand that,” Radcliffe said. If hiswomenfolk were here now, he would have wanted to get them
away, too. He rubbed his chin. Getting money for taking new settlers across the ocean hadn’t occurred
to him till now. He wondered why not. “We |l see what we can do for you, friend.”



“I am your friend—your friend for life—if you take me away from this” theleather maker said.

Radcliffe knew not to count on that too much. Gratitude went bad almost asfast asfish did. But it might
last to the other side of the sea. “Let’ stalk,” he said, and so they did.

The leather maker wasn't the only one who spent silver for his passage. That proved just aswell,
because Edward had to pay afat bribeto take the . George out of the harbor. Even then, he left under
cover of darkness. But he did leave, and once he was at sea he didn’t worry about anybody catching
him.

Oncethey’d put Land's End behind them, Henry came over to him and said, “1 wonder how long it will
be before ships full of people we never heard of start dropping anchor right offshore.”

“How would they know whereto go?’ Edward asked, automatically setting himsdlf againg the rolling and
pitching of the cog in the Atlantic’slong, tal swells.

His son laughed at him—one of the less endearing things a son can do to hisfather. “Word hasto bedl
over the Cinque Ports by now—Iikely al up and down the coast,” Henry answered. “Load what you
hope is enough food into a cog, sail west and abit south till you think you' re going to fal off the edge of
the world, and what do you know? Y ou end up in Atlantisl”

“What do you know?’ Edward Radcliffe echoed in digtinctly hollow tones. It wasn't that Henry was
wrong. No, it wasthat he was much too likely to beright. If you had the nerve to sail the open seg, you
could cometo Atlantis. And if you were sure Atlantiswasthere, if you were sure you wouldn't fall off the
edge of the world, wouldn’t that help you find the nerve to set sail? Edward clapped ahand to his
forehead. “ All theriffraff of the kingdom, landing in our laps!”

That wasn't fair. Riffraff wouldn't be ableto sail acog sofar, or to afford passagein one. But just then,
anyone he hadn’t handpicked to come to New Hastings seemed like riffraff to him.

And Henry, damn him, was grinning. “Not just our riffraff, either,” the younger Raddliffe said.

“ Somewhere between Atlantisand Le Croisic, Frangois Kersauzon and his son are talking the same
way—what do you want to bet? The land isthere. More and more people know it' sthere. A land with
no kings, aland with no soldiers...Why wouldn’t haf thefolk in the world want to pack up and moveto
aplacelikethat?’

When Edward looked at it that way, he could see no reason why lots of people wouldn’t want to travel
to Atlantis, either. But he said, “I’ll tell you one thing, son. If Atlantis does start filling up, it will need
soldiers soon enough, to keep some folk from taking what others have.”

“No doubt,” Henry said. “Then the soldiers will start taking on their own, because that’ swhat soldiers
do.”

“I know,” Edward said unhappily. He sighed. “And | suppose that’s why we need kings—to keep
soldiers from taking too much.”

“Wadl, sometimes kings can do that,” Henry said. “ And sometimes...”

Hedidn't go on, or need to. Thewar in England they’ d barely escaped did most of histaking for him.
“God grant that civil war say far from Atlantis shores,” Edward said.

“I'm sure He will—for awhile,” his son replied. “How many of the folk in New Hastings stand with the
White Rose, how many with the Red?”’



“l havenoidea. | never tried to find out,” Edward Raddliffe said.

“Aslong asyou can say that, and say it truly, we re safe from civil drife” Henry said. “ As soon asyou
know, as soon as you need to know...”

“Yes” Edward could gauge the palitical winds aong with those of theworld. “May that day stay far
away, too.” His son—hoth sons—had bumped heads with him a great many times growing up. But
Henry, having at last attained manhood himslf, only nodded now.

The War of the Roses did stay away from the western shores. Neither Y orkists nor Lancastrians cared
who followed their emblem in the lands across the sea. Not enough people dwelt there to matter to either
sde

Y es, thewar stayed away. But flotsam and jetsam from it did mark Atlantis. As Henry had foretold, a
good many Englishmen thought aland without soldiers and without kings sounded wonderful. They
swarmed aboard anything that would float and sailed west.

Some of them, no doubt, starved before they got anywhere close to Atlantis. It was along journey
across rough sess. If the winds went against you, if you crammed too many people aboard for the food
you carried, if you couldn’t pull in enough fish to make up for your dwindling store of biscuit, if your
water butts went dry or got too foul to drink before you sghted land—if any of those things happened,
you were doomed.

The fishermen who sailed out of New Hastings didn’t see the worst disasters. They saw thefolk who
planned better, but not quite well enough. Every so often, ashipload of living skeletons would come
ashore. Caring for them strained what the settlers could do. The land wasrich; hunting and fishing were
good. But what would have been plenty for asmall village proved agood ded |ess than that with more
mouthsto feed.

Edward Raddliffe was amost relieved when awel-equipped flotillafrom Dover founded anew town
eighty miles down the coast from New Hastings. They called the place Freetown, though some of the
people who set it up seemed more interested in running things than he ever had.

But, as he said when he came back from avidt, “ The more, the merrier. Theland can hold them, and
oncethey get in acouple of cropsthey’ll be ableto help uswith the rest of the newcomers, the oneswho
have no notion of what they’ re doing.”

“Will they help, or will they just turn them away?’ Henry asked.

“They’ d better not.” Edward’ s handsfolded into figts. “If they try to leave uswith dl thosefolk...Well,
wewon't haveit, that'sall. But if they’re proper Christian men, they’ [l remember the parable of the
Good Samaritan.”

“Andif they aren’t, we'll remind them of it, by God,” Henry said. Edward nodded.

Richard Radcliffe seemed discontented in a different way. He hadn’t gone to Freetown. He hadn’t gone
back to England with hisfather and older brother, either. When he wasn't working hisfarm, he spent a
lot of time taring west. “How far does Atlantisrun?’ he asked one winter’ sday. “What’ s on the other
gde of the mountains we can see?’

“Penty closeto the seato keep us busy for awhile,” answered the relentlessy pragmatic Edward. “One
of these days, | expect we'll find out what' s over yonder, but where sthe hurry?’



Richard might not have heard him. “I’ d like to head up the Brede,” he said: they’ d named the closest
stream for one that ran not far from the town where they were al born. “Who knowswhat liesin the
forests? We could float trees down to New Hastings....”

“We?" Edward said.
“I'm not the only one,” Richard replied. “ So much land for the taking. | feed—fenced in here.”

“How did you stand it aboard the S. George?’ asked Edward, who knew his younger son hadn’t
aways had an easy time on the fishing boat.

Richard shrugged. “What choice had I?1 couldn’t start afarm in England—the land was dl taken. If |
lived intown, I"d be cramped, too. So | tried to keep my mouth shut and do what needed doing. But
here | have choices, and | aim to make the most of them.”

“Weéll, | don’'t know how I can hold you back if you’ re bound and determined to go,” Edward said. “Go
on, then, and God bless you—and yes, we'll be able to use the timber, for houses and for boats.”

Eight or ten families went up the Brede with Richard and hiswife and children. Edward watched them
lead their livestock aong the riverbank with a curious mixture of pride and fear. He didn’t know what
could go wrong with them in the woods, but he worried dl the same. If anything did, they would be too
far away for thefolk remaining in New Hastingsto help themin ahurry.

And they hadn’t been gone more than a couple of weeks when aboat came up from Freetown. The
Dovermen were in high dudgeon. “Do you know what?’ one of them said in portentous tones.

“Not yet,” Edward answered, “but since | think you' re about to tell me, | will pretty soon. What' s your
news?’

“There' satown full of God-cursed Frenchmen down the coast from usl” the Freetown man cried.
“Frenchmen, you say? Or isit Bretons?’ Edward asked.

“By Our Lady, it only mattersto them!” the man from Freetown said.

“Isthat Frangois Kersauzon's settlement?’ Radcliffe perssted.

Thefdlow who' d been talking just shrugged. One of the other new settlers nodded. “ That was their
leader’ sname, yes,” he said. “ They al speak French with afunny accent, the oneswho speak it at all,
but I could follow that much.”

“I have no quarrel with Kersauzon. No one here does,” Edward said. “ He was the one who showed us
the way to thisland. We owe him adebt, if anything.” Severa people standing close by him nodded.

That wasn't what the men from Freetown wanted to hear.  Atlantis should be English! Atlantis must be
English!” howled the one who liked to hear himself talk. “We ought to chase those French scuts back
across the seawith their tails between their legd”

“Do you think they’ d stay chased?’ Edward inquired. “Would you?’

“I’d kill the French dog who tried to make meleave!” the Freetown man blustered. “And if | didgo, I'd
come back with afighting tail and make the knaves sorry they ever troubled meto begin with.”

Radcliffe sghed. Some men wereimpressively blind. “Why d'you think Kersauzon’s one pin different? I
you tell himto go, he'll spit inyour eye. If you somehow make him leave, he'll come back with soldiers



himsdlf. Do you want to farm and fish here, or do you want to fight?’

The question sounded sardonic, but he meant it. Some men did fight for the sport of it. He'd never
undergtood that himsdlf, but he knew it was s0. To him, life was hard enough without making it harder
gtill. Others, though, used brawls to spice up their days the way cooks used cinnamon and cloves and
pepper to spice mests.

“| ought to let the king know he has such spineless subjects here,” the Fregtown man grumbled.

“If you do, | will hunt you down and kill you,” Edward said matter-of-factly, asif he' d remarked, The
sun will come up tomorrow. “And now you have quite worn out your welcome. Get out. If you fight
Kersauzon, who ismy friend, you may expect to fight me, too. | tell you that now, so you cannot say |
will have taken you by surprise, and | aim to tell him the same as soon asmay be.”

“Youwon't get away with this, Raddliffe,” the man from the new settlement said.

With ashrug, Edward answered, “1’m not trying to get away with anything. Only ablind idiot would think
any different. Since you do, you have named yoursdlf.”

Muittering, their fists clenched, the Dovermen got into their boat and went south toward Freetown. “What
do wedo now?" Henry asked. “They won't let it lie—they aren’t the sort who could.”

“I know.” Edward sighed. “We awaysfind aserpent in Paradise, even if we haveto bring it with us.
We'll need awatch, to see that the Freetown men don’t seek to serve us and the Bretons the same way.
WE |l need to hold the S. George between here and Freetown for awhile—| am glad | got those guns.
And weredlly will need to warn Frangois Kersauzon.”

“Which may provoke the Freetown men enough to make them complain of us back in England,” Henry
sad.

“Let them bellow and bawl like branded calves, for dl | care,” Edward answered. “Will King Henry send
knights here to make us behave when civil war’ s aflame back home? Give me leave to doubt, son—give
me leave to doubt.”

“What would you do if he should send knights?’ Henry asked.

“Wadll, it depends on how many,” Edward said. “A few? Our longbowmen can deal with afew knights,
beshrew meif they can’'t. An army of "em? An army of 'emwould tell me he'sgone quite mad. But if he
does send so many—if he can send so many—uwhy then going up the Brede with Richard looks better
and better. We can live off the [and. Can knights newly come here do the same? | would regjoice to see
themtry.”

“Something to that, | shouldn’t wonder,” hisson said. “1 will thank the Lord, though, if we don’t haveto
put it to the test.”

“Sowill 1.” Edward nodded. “Y es, by God, sowill 1.”

Edward Radcliffe took an unarmed cog well out to sea before sailing south. He didn’t want any of the
Dovermen’ sfishing boats spotting him. His ploy worked: the first boat he saw was the Breton Amzer
Gaer —the Fairweather, shewould have been in English. When he hailed her, her skipper thought he
was a Freetown man and made ready to fight.



“No, God butter you and the Devil futter you!” Edward shouted in Breton. “I’m Kersauzon's
friend—can’t you get that through your bloody thick head? Take meto him. | have news he must hear.”

“Why should we believe alying Saoz?’ the Breton ydlled back.

“If you don’'t know who Edward Radcliffeis, you son of adog, I’ [l board your scow mysdf and pound
some sense through your hard skull.”

The Breton fisherman was bigger and younger than he was, but backed down before hisfierce temper.
“Why didn’'t you say you were Radcliffe? That’ snot your S. George. Yes, I'll listen to you—for a

while, anyway.”

“Thank you so much,” Edward said with amocking bow. “But | don’t want to talk to you. | want to talk
to Kersauzon—I know he doesn’'t keep his brainsin his backside. Where have you hidden this new town
of yours?’

“Cosquer lies south-southwest of here. You'll know it by the big rock offshore,” the Breton answered.

The name made Radcliffe amile: it meant OId Village. Only the Bretonswould use that kind of namefor a
place on abarely explored shore. “Obliged to you. God give you agood catch.” He could be polite
enough—after he got what he wanted.

“And you the same, Saoz gast,” the other man shouted. Edward laughed as he sivung his cog on the new
course. How many times had the Bretons called him an English whore? Not enough to make him believe
he was one, anyhow.

Therock in front of Cosquer was amost big enough to make asmall idand. Severd of the strange
Atlantean dmogt-trees with barrdl trunks and leaves sprouting from the tops of them clung toitsside. As
for thevillageitsdf...Edward laughed again when it cameinto Sght. Here was a bit of Brittany
transplanted to afar land, al right. The thatched roofs had a steeper pitch than they would havein
Hastings. The windows were different, too, even if the houses were built from wood rather than stone.

Henry was thinking along with him. “Only thing missing isacircle of ganding onesin ameadow by the
town,” hesaid.

“By God, you'reright,” Edward said. “Damned if I’ d be surprised if the stubborn buggers didn’t put
some up to remind’em of home.” He pointed. “Isn’t that the Morzen lying right offshore?”

“Sure lookslike her.” Henry eyed Francois Kersauzon's cog. “ She didn’t carry those swive gunslast
timewe saw her.”

“You'reright—shedidn't.” Edward frowned. Those guns were longer and would probably shoot farther
than the ones aboard the . George. “If Kersauzon wasn't thinking along those lines before he saw us
last, maybe we gave him theidea”

Half adozen men pushed a boat into the Atlantic and rowed out toward the cog. “ Ahoy, Englishmen!”
Y es, that was Kersauzon' s bellow, made louder by the hands he cupped in front of his mouth. “Isit you,
Raddiffe?”

“No. It' syour mother-in-law, come from Brittany to nag you,” Edward answered.

“Anything but that!” Frangois Kersauzon cried in mock terror. “ Come ashoreif you careto, and see
what you have to nag about.”



“I'll do that, and gladly, but first let me say my say—the Freetown men are not your friends.”

Kersauzon clapped a hand over hisheart. “I am shocked to hear it,” he said, which made Edward and
Henry both chuckle. More serioudly, the Breton continued, “And you say you are?’

“Agang them?Yes, by God!” Edward said. “| told them the same, too.”

“Y ou had better come ashore, then!” the Breton fishing captain said. Even across a broad gap of ocean,
Edward could see how wide hiseyes got. “ Y es, you had better come ashore, because we have much to
talk about.”

“Let’'sget our boat in the water,” Edward called to his crew. To his son, he said, “Would you rather
come and dicker with me or stay here and do whatever you have to do in case there strouble?’

“Do you need meto help put something over on the Bretons?” Henry answered his own question: “No,
of courseyou don’t. Y ou can diddle them dick asgrease dl by yoursdf.”

“I thank you for your trust inme,” Edward Radcliffe said dryly.

Hedidn't faze Henry abit. “Any time,” the younger man replied. “Wewon't have trouble at seafrom
Kersauzon's people, either. Right now, after what you just said, they’ d pick you for Popeif they had the
chance. But if the Dovermen decide to raid Cosguer today... 1" d better stay here.”

“All right.” The fishermen Edward choseto row him to Kersauzon’s new village dl spoke some Breton,
or at least some French. They’ d be able to make themsalves understood once they made it to dry
land—and maybe they would hear something the settlers didn’t want them to.

Kersauzon waved when he saw the English boat heading toward his. A little to Edward' s surprise, the
Breton’ srowers didn’t make arace of it. They went back to shore sedately instead. A couple of the
English fishermen sent Edward questioning looks, but he shook his head. Why push things? They' d get
there soon enough any which way. And besides. ..

“Warmer herethanitisin New Hastings,” he called to Kersauzon. It was warm enough, in fact, to make
the swesat stand out on hisface, and unpleasantly sticky, too.

Unpleasantly for him, at least. Frangois Kersauzon made ajoke of it: “Y ou are from the north, so you
settlein the north, and you think chilblains are every man's God-given right—isit not s0?’

“We like the weather we' re used to,” Edward said, and left it at that. The boat’ skedl grated on hard
sand. He hopped out and helped haul it farther up the beach. Kersauzon and his men were doing the
same with theirs. Edward pointed to the land they’ d cleared in back of Cosquer. “ Arethose vinesyou' ve
planted there?’ he asked.

“What esewould they be?’ the Breton replied. “Beer isdl very well—I have nothing against beer. Who
could? But | want wine, too. And I'll haveit...soon. Not yet, mind you, but soon. Maybe we can trade
thisfor that, en?

“Maybe we can,” Edward agreed. “My other son—not Henry, who' swith me, but Richard—is starting a
new settlement deep in the woods. Before long, we may have more lumber than we can use oursalves.
And who knowswhat elsewe Il find once welook around a bit?’

“Who indeed? Y ou' re ahead of us. | think even Freetown”—Kersauzon pronounced the name asif it
tasted bad in his mouth—"is ayear ahead of us. But do you say the Dovermen want awar with us?’



“They're sure thinking about it. They’ rethinking hard, I'd say,” Edward answered. “1 told them to their
faces |’ d sooner stand with you if they start afight. They didn't careto hear that, but | told them

anyway.”

“You areagentleman.” Francois Kersauzon bowed, asif to anobleman in his own country. “It could be
that Cosguer and New Hastings should band together and take this Freetown pesthole off the map
before more trouble comes fromiit.”

Radcliffe had wondered whether the Breton would say that. Not without some regret, he shook his head.
“No, | don’t want to. There' s enough fighting across the sea—why bring more here? That’ sthe other
thing you need to know: if you strikefirst at Freetown, New Hastingswill stand with her, too.”

Kersauzon scowled at him. Some of the other Bretons swore. One or two of them ostentatioudy turned
their backs. Their leader asked, “Who gppointed you the man to say who may war and who may not?’

“I say nothing of the kind,” Edward answered. “1 only say what will happen if awar does sart.”
“And if Cosquer and Freetown move against New Hastings together?’
“Good luck,” Radcliffe said. “Watch your back—you'’ Il need to.”

Kersauzon stared at him, then started to laugh. “Well, when you' reright, Saoz gast, you'reright. But
how long do you think you' Il be able to keep the peace adl by yoursdlf?’

“I don’'t know. Aslong as| can.” Edward sighed. “ Sooner or later, something will go wrong. We aren't
in Eden, so it hasto. We re closer to Eden here than we were back home, though. | fed that in my
bones. So maybe—I hope—it will belater, not sooner.”

V

A naxeon his shoulder like asoldier’ s spear, Richard Radcliffe strode through the woods of Atlantis. No
man had ever seen what he was seeing now; the only tracks in the soft, damp earth were the big, deep
three-toed ones that belonged to honkers and other, smdler, bird prints.

Thear smdled spicy. It smdled green, Richard thought. It made you wish you could fill abottle with the
scent and take it back with you. Wherever people lived for awhile, things started to stink. Smoke and
manure and dops and unwashed bodies. .. Getting away was ardlief to the nose.

Moss and ferns grew between the curious barrdl trees and the pines that rose above them and the
enormous trees—redwoods, the Bretons d named them—that towered over the pines. Some of those
redwoods seemed a bowshot tal. No way to be sure just how immense they weretill you felled one and
measured it. Since the monsters were as thick through the base as three or four men weretall, that
wouldn't happen right away.

Something stared out at Richard from behind abarrel tree. He stood till and waited. Hisfather was right:
the creatures here had no naturd fear of man. After amoment, this one came out and walked along with
arolling mation that brought asmileto hisface.

“Qil thrush,” he murmured. Not since Adam and Eve had people needed names for so many new
creatures. The birds and lizards and snakes of the new land were for the most part unlike any the settlers
had seen back in England. Oh, ravens croaked from tree branches and sometimes harried hawks and
eagles. Barn owls glided ghostly through the night. Fork-tailed swallows dipped and darted after flying
insects. They were dl familiar enough. And the red-breasted thrush that acted and sounded like a



blackbird was easy to get used to. But the ail thrush...

It had the shape of one of those red-breasted thrushes. (Some people were caling them robins, though
they were bigger and less vivid than the redbreasts back home.) It had the shape, yes, but it wasthe size
of achicken, or even larger. Itslegs were long and strong, itswings too stunted to lift it into theair. And
itsbesk...

Richard smiled. It was asif someone had made athrush out of clay and pulled and stretched the beak till
it could go no farther. It was more than haf aslong asthe oil thrush’' sbody. A besk like that might have
made aformidable weapon, except that the bird didn’t seem to redize it could useits besk s0. The oil
thrush stared at Richard with abeady black eye, its head cocked to one side.

When hejust quietly stood there, the bird peered down at the ground instead. Suddenly, that long, strong
beak stabbed into the dirt. When the oil thrush pulled its beak out, a plump earthworm wriggled between
the mandibles. A twist of the bird’ s head, and the worm disappeared.

Onwaddled the ail thrush. Six or eight feet farther dong thetrall, it paused again. Wasit listening?
Sniffing? Richard had no idea. But its beek thrust down again, and came forth with another worm. This
onetried to wrap itsdf around the bird’ s beak to keep from getting swallowed, but to no avail.

Richard followed the flightless thrush. It looked back at him, asif to say that was an unusud thing for
anyone to do, but then kept walking. It didn’t seem to take aarm when he bent down and picked up a
fis-gzed stone. The gray rock was cool againgt his pam; little bits of mud and moss clung to hisfingers.

Hewas only afew feet from the ail thrush when he let fly. The stone knocked the bird over. A dartled
squawk burst fromitsthroat as a puff of feathersfloated up into the air. Richard finished it off with the
axe.

Asawayswhen he hunted here, hefdt alittle guilty. It waslike playing draughts againgt anidiot
child—of course you were going to win. But he was hungry, and one thing the settlers had found was that
the ol thrush made tasty esting.

He bled and butchered the bird, keeping the liver and heart and gizzard to toast over the fire when he
buried the rest of the offal. A layer of golden fat under the skin led the settlersto give the ail thrush its
name. Back at New Hastings and Bredestown, they rendered the fat over adow fireand used it in lamps
and in cooking and for grease. Richard didn’t have timefor that. As he cooked the bird, some of the fat
melted and dripped down into the flames. Therest he ate with the dark, flavorsome flesh. The taste
reminded him of woodcock, perhaps because both birds lived mostly on worms.

Severd different kinds of mushrooms grew close by the fire. They looked good. He knew a couple of
kinds were safe, so he ate of them. The ones he wasn't sure of, he left lone. He didn’t need to take
chances on them, not when the hunting was so good.

And he could roll himsdif in ablanket and deep by the firewith very little fear. No wolves and no bears
here to harry alone man. He did get a surprise the next morning, when he found asnake curled up not far
from him. It dithered in amongst the ferns and disappeared before he could grab arock or astick to
snashit.

Some snakes here, the settlers had found, were more deadly than any vipers back in England. English
poi sonous snakes were the size of aman’sarm. The ones here could be aslong asaman wastdl. They
had bigger fangs and ddlivered more venom.

He aetherest of the oil thrush and pressed on. Every so often, he paused to blaze one of the smaller



trees. The markswould help him find hisway home again. Meanwhile...Meanwhile, he had Atlantis all
around him, and it was wonderful.

When he sailed on the S. George, he would sometimes stand at the bow and look out over the sea. The
broad sky and the endless, ever-changing wavescape let him amost forget for awhile that he was
cooped up aboard afishing boat. When he smelled stae cod, theillusion of donenessinimmensity
wavered. When he had to clamber into hishammock of an evening, it vanished dtogether.

Herein Atlantis, it was no illusion. Fern and shrub and moss, pine and redwood and barrdl tree, honker
and ail thrush and red-crested eagle: he was done among them, and no thinking being save God Himsdlf
had ever set eyes on them before.

The same held true for the serpents and the peculiar frogs and the big snails and the even bigger bugs.
Well, dmost the same: Richard was willing to believe the Devil had looked at them aong with God.

He picked hisway around amarsh. Dragonflies and darning needles of astonishing size and variety
buzzed above the reeds and the stagnant water. A bird snatched one out of the air and flew over to a
sump withiit. The bird bashed the dragonfly against the sump till it Ssopped struggling, then wiggled it
around till it wasin agood postion to be swallowed. The dragonfly vanished. The bird' stail bobbed up
and down. “ Phee-bee!” it sang in asdf-satisfied voice.

Turtles stared a Richard from the water. They didn’'t have domed shells like the pond turtles he was used
toin England. They wereflat asflapjacks, and as big around as the pan in which awoman might cook
flapjacks. They had cold ydlow eyes and jaws big enough and strong enough to bite off afinger. You
could catch them with a hook like trout. They made good enough egting.

Near the edge of the marsh, ahonker plucked up water plants with single-minded determination. It was
of avariety different from the ones that raided thefiddsin New Hastings. It was agood ded smdler;
Richard doubted its head would have come up much past his shoulder even if the bird raised it instead of
leaning forward as it was doing. The ones near the coast could tower over aman if they did that. This
onewasadull brown all over, darker on the back, lighter on the belly; it didn’t have the black neck and
white chin patch of the coastal honkers. And its feet had more web between the toes than the coastal
birds feet did.

When it honked, its voice was higher and lighter than those of the honkers by the coast. But it had one
important Smilarity to them: it dso didn’t know it was supposed to be afraid of men. It kept right on
feeding as Richard walked up to it.

He carried a stout bludgeon on his belt. The honker glanced at him, but it didn’t even try to dodge when
he clouted it. Down it went, kicking with the random thrashes any cresture from fish to man might make
when suddenly killed. Richard jumped back to make sure those flailing feet didn’t catch him. They
weren't aimed hisway, which didn’t mean they couldn’t hurt him.

After the honker stopped twitching, he butchered it. I1ts heart was dmost as big as hisfist: big enough,
with achunk of liver, to makeamed. He cut off abig chunk of thigh meat to take with him when he
traveled on. Therest of the carcass heleft whereit lay. Hawks and vultures and snakes and lizards were
welcometo it. He could dways find another honker or ail thrush to kill alittle farther west.

Asevening fell, frogs began to Sng. They camein dl sizes, from little peepers no longer than the last joint
of histhumb up to baritone croakerslarge enough to make a cat think twice. Like so much in Atlantis,
they were at the sametime familiar and strange. Frogsin England sang with small inflated sacs on either
gdeof ther throat. Atlantean frogs, by contrast, had asingle, larger throat sac under the chin.



Thefrogs croaking couldn’t mask another swamp sound: the buzz of mosguitoes. Atlantis had more of
them than England did, and fiercer ones, too. Summer here got hotter and stickier than it did over there;
maybe that had something to do with it. Richard put more wood on the fire, hoping the smoke would
hold them at bay. No matter what he hoped, it didn’t.

The bigger firedid let him seefarther out into the night, though. Eyes glowed back a him. He wasn't
frightened, as he would have been back in England. These eyeswere dl low to the ground and set close
together. They belonged to frogs or lizards or snakes. No four-legged killers prowled Atlantis wilds.

Darkness deegpened. The chorus of frogs grew louder and more various. A pair of big frogs hopped
sraight at each other, both of them croaking asloud asthey could. They were only a couple of feet gpart
when one broke and ran, vanishing into the night beyond the campfire' sbright circle.

An owl hooted. The note was different from the ones English owls used, but unmistakable al the same.
Then Richard saw amoving light that wasn't paired. “Glow-worm!” he said in delight. Some people
cdled them fireflies. England had only afew. In summer, they made the air itself here seem to dance.

Something e se dso scooted through the night air, from left to right. It was bigger than amosquito, bigger
than aglow-worm, and it didn’t dance in the air the way bugs did. The motion was straight and not too
swift. Richard scratched his head. That straight track aso meant it was no bat or nightjar come to feed on
the insects drawn to his campfire.

He scratched his head again. In that case, what was it? Had he seen only one such strange scoot, he
would have shrugged and gone back to eating toasted honker liver. He even had coarse sea sdt to
scatter on his supper. After hefinished, he intended to swaddle himsdlf in his blanket so that, if the
maosquitoes wanted him, they would have to find thetip of hisnose.

Then he spotted another of those curiousfliers, and then another. They dl came from the left and
vanished to theright. “What the—?" he said, climbing to hisfeet. Atlantiswasfull of surprises. He
seemed to have run into another one, one that made his curiosity itch.

Hewaked out about asfar from the fire as he thought the things were flying. As like as not, he thought,
I’ll scare them away. He shrugged. If he did, he would go back to the honker liver, that wasdl.

But he didn’t. One of them, whatever it was, scooted right past in front of hisface. Startled, he grabbed
for it, but he missed. Another one went by. He missed that one, too, and swore. The trouble was, he
could see them only when they came closeto thefire. That didn’t give him much timeto catch them.

It would have to be luck, then. If they kept coming, he was bound to snag one sooner or later...wasn't
he? After five or six fruitless lunges, he started to wonder. Then he did catch one. The cool, moist smack
againg the palm of his hand made him wonder whether he was glad to have it even as hisfingers closed.

“What have | got?’ he said out loud. He turned so that firelight would help him, and opened his hand.

A littlefrog, green with stresks of yellow, stared up at him out of big black eyes. It looked like any other
tree frog he' d ever seen—except for its hands and feet. The fingers and toeswere ridiculously long, with
webbing stretched between them. The frog had to use those webs to glide through the air the way aship
used sailsto pushit along.

Richard started to laugh. He set the frog down on the ground. It hopped off into the darkness the way
any other little frog might have. He wiped hishand againgt histrousers. “Atlantisl” hesaid. “Youwon't
find another place where the birds don't fly and the frogs damn well do.”



Laughing still, hewent back to his supper.

These days, Edward Raddliffe' s bones creaked when he got out of bed in the morning. Sometimes sitting
by thefirefor awhile or going out into the warm sun would get him moving again, amost asfredly ashe
had when he was younger. Sometimes he creaked and ached from dawn to dusk, and woke up aching if
he had to ease himsdlf in the night.

Hard to believe fifteen years had gone by since Frangois Kersauzon talked him out of athird of his catch
in exchange for a secret—hard to believetill he looked around, anyway. New Hastings was more than a
village a the edge of unknown wilderness nowadays. It waswell on the way to becoming atown. Farms
and millswent up theriver al theway to Bredestown, and beyond. Whenever Richard came back from a
journey into the woods, he kept muttering that he would have to pull up stakes and move west again.
Things were getting too crowded where he was.

Edward didn’t think that would change, either. The War of the Roses went on and on in England. Once
people had had their homes plundered and burnt, once men had been robbed and killed and women
violated, the idea of getting on a ship and heading for a strange land across the seano longer seemed so
frightful. And so New Hastings swelled, as did Freetown; settlers founded other towns up and down the
northern part of the east coast of Atlantis.

Francois Kersauzon's Cosquer also flourished. Two or three other Breton villages grew not far away
fromit. Edward had heard that there were Basque and Gdlician settlementsin the southern regions of the
new land, but he didn’t know for afact whether that was so. The Bretons came up to New Hastingsto
trade; most of them till wanted nothing to do with Freetown. No folk from the Spanish kingdoms had
turned up hereyet. Still, it had to be only amatter of time.

When Radcliffe looked west toward the mountains no man had yet visited—not so far ashe knew,
anyhow—what struck him was how much things had changed since he founded New Hastings. The dark
forests of pine and redwood had been driven back for miles, replaced by farmlands and meadows and
groves of gpplesand pears and plumsthat were still young but now starting to yield fruit.

“It' snot s0 bad here now, isit, Ndl?’ he asked hiswife.

“Not so bad as it was when we first came here, that’ s sure enough,” she said. “And you got to go back
to England, too. Me, | was stuck here dl that time.”

Hefrowned. “If you think all that seavoyaging was easy or fun...Well, you should havetried it yoursdlf,
isdl | haveto say.”

Nel didn’'t back away from an argument—she never did. “We had to make do here when there wasn't
enough to make do with. Before we had a blacksmith, breaking atool was as bad asit could be,
because we couldn't get another one, whatever it was. And the first houses were sorry affairs. Everyone
who was here made a better shipwright than a proper carpenter.”

“No danger of going hungry, though,” Edward said, and Néll couldn’t very well argue with that. Between
the cod the fishermen pulled from the offshore banks and the big, foolish honkers, there was dways
plenty to keep aman’s—or awoman’s—bdly full.

Hiswifedid say, “1 missed bread till the crops started coming in the way they should.”
Edward only shrugged. When afishing boat ran out of biscuit, men lived on what they could catch. He



didn’t much care what he ate, aslong as he had plenty of it.
“Y ou hardly see honkers any more, not here by the seaside,” Nell remarked.

“Still plenty of them inland. They gtill make good egting. And aslong asthey come down into thefiddsto
stedl what we plant, what €l se are we going to do but kill them?’ Edward said.

“Oh, | know. But the landscape seems so—so ordinary without them.”

“I wasthinking the same thing, or close enough.” Edward smiled at hiswife. If they didn’t think the same
way alot of thetime, they wouldn't have stayed as happily married asthey had. “ One of these days, it
will be hard to tdl Atlantisfrom England.”

“No, itwon't,” Nell said a once. “In England, the nobles and the king’ s men can tell ordinary people
what to do. They can take our money and useit to hire soldiers who steal from us. None of that
foolishness here, by Our Lady.”

“Not yet, anyhow,” Edward said. “I wonder how long it will be before some duke or earl fitsout aship
with guns and comes across the ocean to try to tell uswhat to do.”

“To try to squeeze money out of us, you mean,” Nell said. “ That’swhat it comes down to in theend.”

“Wadl, soitis” Edward agreed. “| just thank heaven we haven't had a fight with Freetown and we
haven't got into abrawl with the Bretons yet, either. Tell me that’ s not coming, too. Make me believeit.”

“l wish | could,” hiswifesad. “Wedidn't leave dl our troubles behind when we came over here, did
we?’

Radcliffe shook his head. “| wish wewould have, but it' s too much to ask for. We have more room here,
so not al of them show up the way they did back home, but they aren’t gone.”

Asif to prove his point, alookout on the beach winded a horn. That meant astrange ship was nearing
New Hastings. Edward hurried into his house and came out with an axe. He wasn't young and he wasn't
spry, but he didn’t need to be ether to defend the home he' d built from nothing. He hurried down toward
the muddy strand.

But it wasn't astrange ship approaching—it was Henry’ s cog, the Rose. She wasn't the White Rose or
the Red Rose: amply the Rose. No one here saw any point to angering whichever side eventually won the
civil war. Shewas made from Atlantean lumber; her sailswere made from Atlantean wool. Danes and
Norwegians used woolen sails. They were heavier and baggier than linen, but the flax crop herewas just
beginning to comein.

Unlike Richard, Henry didn’t mind putting to seaiin anything at al. Edward thought his older son had
traveled farther up and down the coast of Atlantisthan any other man dive.

Thisrun, the Rose was coming up from the south. Henry proved that. When he came ashore, he had a
strange bird on his shoulder: it was bright green, with ayellow head, ared face, and alarge, hooked
besk. It squawked shrilly, then said something in alanguage Edward recognized.

“That’s Basque, by God!” he said. “What does it mean?’
“I don't know, but it’' Il start afight in any tavern full of those one-eyebrowed buggers,” Henry answered.

“Isthe Devil teaching birds Basque now?’ Edward asked. “Is hetrying to make liars out of the people



who say hecan't learn it himsalf? Or did you find the settlement people have been talking about?

“I found it. Gernika, they’re calling it, after aplacein their country,” Henry said. “They picked agood
spot for it, most ways. A river bigger than the Brede flows into the ocean there, and an idand offshore
makes the harbor as well shielded from bad weather as any I’ ve ever known—it puts New Hastings and
Cosguer to shame. But by Our Lady, Father, it's hot down there! The worst of summer here seemslike
nothing besideit. And sticky! Y our clothes melt to your skin. You stink al thetimeif you don’t bathe, or
evenif you do, and you come down with rashes and ringworms and | don’t know what al else”

“Wadll, then, they’ rewelcometoit,” Edward said. “How can they make aliving in country like that? Why
would they want to settle there?’

“Theland isrich—no way around that,” his son replied. *Y ou stick a seed in the ground and you have to
jump back in ahurry or the growing plant will poke you in the eye. And the hunting is good, they said.”

Edward Radcliffe raised an eyebrow. “They said that? Where did you learn Basque? From your bird?’

“Clarence here speaks more of it than | do, and that’ sthe Lord’ struth,” Henry said. “ But some of the
Basques down there know enough French to get by, and | do, too. Y ou speak better, but | can get

dong”

“All right. Gernika, isit?’ Edward clucked to himself. “We do need to start mapping this coast. Too
many different folk settling ong it to manage without knowing who liveswhere. Building anew village
too close to somebody else' s holding isthe easiest way | can think of to start afight.”

“I’'mdoing it asbest | know how,” Henry said. “I' m not the best chartmaker in the world, but anything
here is better than nothing. We can know latitudes, anyway, and curves of the coast.”

“Better than nothing, asyou say.” Edward paused, remembering what Henry had said amoment before.
“What do you mean, the hunting is good there? What have they got that we don't?’

“Wadll, for onething, they have snakes big enough to swallow ahonker—plenty big enough to swalow a
man,” Henry answered. “And they’ ve got theseriver lizards.... | don’'t know what seyou' d cal them.
But they aren't lizards the way we have lizards in England, or even like the ones here—big asyour arm.
These are lizards—fifteen or twenty feet long, with big mouths full of big teeth. They eet turtlesand
honkers—and people, too, if you aren’t careful down by the riverbank. Their hides make good |eather.
The Basques showed me some.”

“They sound like...what' sthe namefor the creaturesin the Good Book?' Edward Radcliffe snapped his
fingersin annoyance. “Dammiit, | can't recal.”

“Bishop John would know,” Henry suggested.

“Hewould, yes.” Edward didn’'t sound thrilled. “He knows dmost everything. If you don’t believe me,
just ask him.” Henry laughed, for dl theworld asif hisfather were joking.

But finding anamefor those big river lizards kept bothering Edward. He and Henry went to the church at
the center of New Hastings. It was only whitewashed redwood, but it was, asfar as he knew, the finest
in Atlantis. And Bishop John, paunchier and grayer than he had been when he set out from England all
those years before, looked the very model of aprelate. The Radcliffes spelled out their problem for him.

“Those sound like crocodiles,” John said gravely.
“Crocodiles!” Edward nodded. “ That' swhat you call the things. | couldn’t hook the name to save my



life”

“Y ou ever see one, Father, you'll remember what they are from then on,” Henry said. “ The Basgues
have their own word for them, too, but to meit sounds haf like sneezing and hdf like spitting.”

“Basgues?’ Bishop John asked. “1 know you took the Rose south, Henry, but | don’t know what you
found—besides crocodiles, | mean.” Henry told him, in less detail than he' d given hisfather: plenty of
timefor thet later. The prelate heard him out, then said, “More and morefolk flock to this shore. | thank
God that we haven't yet brought our wars across the seawith us.”

“I think yet istheword,” Edward Radcliffesaid. “I fear it'sonly amatter of time, though.”
John crossed himsdlf. “I shall pray you are mistaken.”

“Oh, | pray for the same thing, your Grace,” Radcliffe said. “But | want to be ready al the same, in case
God doesn't fed likelistening.”

Henry' swife was adim redhead named Bess. She clung to him outside the New Hastings church asif
the Rose were another woman and not aship at dl. “Must you go away so soon?’ she asked. “It seems
you only just got home.”

He kissed her, sensing that was some of what she wanted. 1t only made her cling tighter, though, and Start
to cry. “We haveto learn what sort of land we have here,” he said. “We have to know how bigit is, how
wide—"

“Dowe haveto find out right thisminute?’ Bessflared. “Do you haveto do dl thefinding yourself?’
“It'snot like that,” Henry said. “Richard goes off into the woods for weeks at atime, and—"

“And it driveshiswifewild.” Bess seemed bound and determined not to et him finish asentence. “Do
you think Berthaand | don't talk about it? We have to talk to each other. Lord knows we don’t get
much chanceto tak to the two of you.”

“We need to explore,” Henry said. “If we didn't—"

“If you didn’'t"—his wife poke him in the chest with a blunt-nailed forefinger, to make sure he understood
that you was asingular—"you could settle down and farm and spend more time with me and your
children. Would that be so dreadful 7’

“You didn’'t fussthismuch when | left Hastings on fishing runs,” Henry said. “ Sometimes |’ d be gone
longer then than | am on thetrips| take these days.”

Hiswife eyed him with a curious mix of exasperation and affection. “In those days, you had no choice. If
you didn’t help your father bring in the cod, we wouldn’t eat. But now you don’'t have to go wandering.
Neither does Richard. Y ou do it anyway. Both of you do it anyway. It'snot right. It' snot fair.” Her
voice broke. More tears swam in her sea-green eyes.

Henry had never talked things over with his brother. He didn’t know how they stood with Richard. He

only knew for himsdf. “If | Sayed on afarm dl thetime...It wouldn’t be you, love.” He wanted to make
sure he said that, because it wasthe truth. “But if | stayed in the same place all thetime, if | saw the same
thingsaround me dl thetime...” He shook hishead. “ Something insde of mewould die. I'd belivingina

cage”



“And the Rose isn't?” Bess crossed hersdf. “Mary, pity women!”

Richard thought a ship was a cage. But Richard aso had to think afarm was a cage. He' d proved that,
again and again. So instead of putting to sea, he' d thrust deeper into the Atlantean wilderness than any
man dive. Didn't it add up to, if not the same thing, then something not so very different?

Deeper into the wilderness than any man aive? Henry suddenly redlized he couldn’t be sure of that.
Bound to be restless Bretons, restless Basques, even restless Dovermen. .. Deegper into the wilderness
than anyone who' d started from New Hastings, anyhow. That would do.

Bess shook her head. She said, “The Rose,” under her breath in atone not far from hatred. But then she
went on, “What' sthe use? If | burnt that cursed scow to the waterline, you' d only go and build another
one. And you' d enjoy doing it, too.” By theway she said it, that wasthe worst crime of all.

And shewasn't even wrong. Henry had enjoyed building the Rose. If he had to craft another cog, he
thought he could do a better job the next time. He kissed Bess again, not sure whether that would make
things better or worse. He wasn't sure after he' d doneit, either. He was sure of one thing, though: “I’ve
got to go. I'll be back before too long.”

“Itwill only seem likeforever,” Besssaid bitterly.

He kissed her one more time. Some men who went to seafor weeks and months at a stretch worried
about their wives being unfaithful while they were away. Some men who went to seafor weeksand
months at a stretch had children that looked like their neighbors who stayed home. People mostly didn’t
talk about such things, which didn’t mean they didn’t happen.

Henry didn’t worry about Bess. He knew he could count on her. And he didn’t reward her for her
fiddlity by going into strange women when he came into astrange port. ..not very often, anyhow. If he'd
brought home the gleets and passed them on to her, she would have been even less happy with him than
she was now.

“Come back to me, do you hear?’ Bess said.
“I dwayshave” Henry answered. “1 dwayswill.” | pray | alwayswill.

Hewalked out onto the beach, right up to the edge of the Atlantic, and waved out to the Rose. The mate
waved back; the cog's boat went into the water. A couple of fishermen rowed it toward shore.

One of these days, the settlers would have to build jetties out into the ocean so cogs could tie up more
conveniently. Either that or they would have to find a proper sheltered harbor instead of this bare stretch
of coast open to wind and sky. If they did, New Hastings might wither away. Henry shrugged. Bess
wouldn't like that, but to him one place on land wasn't much different from another. Like hisfather, he
only felt at homewith arolling, pitching deck under hisfeet.

Theboat' s ked scraped sand and mud. “Hop in, skipper,” one of the fishermen said.

“Bide amoment.” Henry turned back to wave to Bess and blow her akiss. She waved back. Both
rowers snickered. They were bacheors. They didn’t understand how awoman could get under aman's
skin and into his heart. He hoped they would find wives for themsalves one of these days. More men than
women cameto Atlantis, so it wasn't a sure bet.

He wondered whether that was so for the Bretons and the Basques. If they had more girlsthan
men...well, wouldn’t that make a strange sort of commerce among the new settlements? But, from what
he' d seen farther south, it seemed more likely to be the same with them asit was here.



“Ready to fare north thistime?” the other fisherman asked as they started back to the Rose.

“Damned if I'm not, Sam,” Henry answered. “Wewon't stew in our own juices sailing that way, anyhow.
Only acouple of little settlements that anyone knows about north of New Hastings, too. Most of what
wefind will benew.”

“That anyone knows about, yes,” Sam said. “ But who can guess whether there sa pirates nest up
there?’

“Not likely,” Henry said. “We d know if there were pirates, because they’ d prey on us. We' velost a
couple of boats since we came here, but nobody thinks it was on account of anything but bad westher
and uncharted rocks. Plenty of both to go around, Lord knows.”

“Y ou're not wrong there,” Sam admitted. “ Still and all, though, what do we know about those other
Settlers? Maybe they fish part of the time and farm part of the time—aye, and stedl part of the time, too,
whenever they see the chance.”

“Maybe they do,” Henry said. Sam had a notion of what he was talking about. Henry couldn’t swear
he' d never turn pirate himsdlf. If the chance for abig haul appeared out of nowhere, if he was sure he
could get away with it and not start afeud that would hurt him and hisfor generationsyet to
come...Well, who could say what he'd do if something like that came aong? The Rose carried swivel
gunsto ward off raiders, which didn’t mean she couldn’t turn raider herself.

He clambered up the nets stretched along her port side. Sam and Geoff—the other rower—came right
behind him. The fishermen in the cog grabbed hold of their hands as they scrambled up over the gunwae
and pulled them aboard. Then they brought in the boat, stowing it abaft the mast.

The mate was a broad-shouldered fellow named Bartholomew Smith. “ Are we ready?” Henry asked
him.

“Ready aswe€ ll ever be,” he answered. “Weighing anchor isdl that wants doing—and then we find out
what happens when we get colder instead of hotter.”

“Y ou're not old enough to remember fishing runsin the North Sea,” Henry said. “ Count your blessngs
that you' re not. This could be something like that.”

“Then why arewedoing it?’ Smith asked.

“If we don't, someone esewill.” For Henry, that was reason enough and more.

VI

O cean. When you looked west from the Rose’ s bow, there was nothing but ocean. How far? Henry
Radcliffe wondered. All theway to Cathay? All the way to the edge of the world, whereit spilled off in
God' swaterfal? All the way to some land as unimaginable as Atlantis had been when Henry was a
young man?

Hedidn’t know. How could he? He wanted to, hungered to, find out. But that was a voyage for another
time, with another ship. The Rose was afine coasting vessdl, and the best job a gang of amateur
shipwrights could have done when they hacked her out of timber. For striking out across the broad,
stormy Atlantic to shores unknown? Well, no.

“Where now, skipper?’ Bartholomew Smith asked.



Whenever Henry heard that, he started to look around to see where his father was. But Edward
Radcliffe stayed behind in New Hastings. He il put to seg, to fish or to go down the coast to one of the
other settlements. Heading off to nowhere for the fun of it, though, was beyond his old bones and
cresking muscles.

Or maybe he just thought the Rose didn’t have much of achance of coming back from nowhere. And
maybe he wasright. But if hewas, he judged with an old man’s sour wisdom. Henry hoped that kind of
judgment passed him by. Y et if enough years piled onto him, it probably wouldn'’t.

“Where now?’ he echoed. “West dong the coast for awhile, and we' |l seewhat it does. If it goes
graight, we do the same. If it tends south, we follow. If it tends north...well, we ill follow, but | won't
likeitsowel.”

“Who would?’ the mate replied. “Can’t run al theway up to Iceland, though, or the squareheads would
have found this country along time ago.”

Henry grunted. He hadn’t thought of that, and he should have. “We won't go hungry, anyhow,” he said.
“Plenty of littlefish to net out, and plenty of birds getting fat feeding on them.”

Even as he spoke, abright-billed puffin plunged into the seaand came out holding three or four sardines.
Murres and auks and guillemots aso preyed on the abundant fish. So did bigger birds that looked like
auks but seemed unableto fly. They swam like small porpoisesinstead.

Smith must have been thinking of them, for he said, “ Shame we can't render some of these birds down to
ail, like the thrushes ashore. They’ d yield tun after tun, Devil take meif they wouldn’t.”

“We ought to think about setting up atrying works here,” Henry said. “Not just for the birds, but for the
whales, t00.” He' d seen severa of the big beasts blowing and breaching not far from the Rose. If one of
them had risen right under her... Therewere al kinds of reasonswhy shipsdidn’t come home.

“Far asthewhaes go, I'm surprised we didn’t find the damned Basgues up here ahead of us.”
Bartholomew Smith made some gabbling noises that were supposed to be Basque.

Henry laughed, even if the mate€' simitation didn’t sound much like thered thing. “They' rewhaing men,
al right,” he agreed. There were no more intrepid wha ers than the Basques. They had their reasons, too.
Like any other fish, whale meat was alowed during Lent and on Fridays. Henry himself was mighty fond
of sated whale—craspoix, the French called it—and pess.

The big auklike birds were easy to catch. Like so many of Atlantis' s creatures, they were ignorant of
men. Some of the flying sea birds behaved the same way, but others were warier. Henry wondered what
that meant. Did some of them stay in Atlantean waters dl thetime, while othersflew to lands where men
were liable to hunt them? Or were some smply stupider than others? A nice question, but one he had no
idea how to answer.

Before the Rose got very far west at al, her progress dowed even though the wind remained favorable,
The water through which she sailed changed color, too, turning lighter and bluer than it had been before.
It was ds0 noticeably warmer than the stretch of ocean from which they’d just come.

“Strong current,” Henry remarked.
“Right strong,” Smith agreed. “ Seems to scoot aong the shore here.”

“It does. Might dmost have been put here to make sure we don’t get anywherein ahurry,” Henry said.



“Y ou don't suppose—?’ The mate sounded alarmed. Even by the standards of his age and trade, he was
asuperdtitious man.

By the standards of his age and trade, Henry wasn't. “No, | don’t think anything of thekind,” he
answered. “ Old Scratch has better things to do than worry about the likes of us. Or | hope he does,
anyhow.” He crossed himsdlf, on the off chance.

Bartholomew Smith did the samething. “1 hope so, too.” His voice quavered alittle.

Satan did seem busy € sewhere. Just as Henry hoped, the coast soon started tending southward. Strong
breezes blew down from the north to push the Rose on her way. Shedidn't travel asfast as she might
have, for the current coming up from the south fought againgt her, but she did travel.

And thewarm current seemed to bring balmy weather with it asit came. They ill lay far to the north of
New Hastings, but the climate herein the west was far milder than it had been on Atlantis eastern shore.

“I wonder what it’ slike here comewinter,” Henry said.

“Fogay, | warrant,” Smith replied. “ All thiswarm water giriking cold air...Might make London look to its
laurds”

“Have you ever seen London?’ Henry asked.

The mate shook his head. “Why on earth would a Hastings fisherman want to go and see London? Have
you, skipper?’

“No, never once,” Henry admitted.

“Wdll, thereyou are,” Bartholomew Smith said. “And I’ ve been a New Hagtings fisherman aslong as
you have, and | don’t much want to go back across the seaany more, either. By God, | likeit here.”

“Sodo . Any land where no lord can tell you what to do and you don’t owe taxes to anybody...1 like
that fine” Henry said.

When they found a good-sized stream flowing into the ocean, they rowed the water butts ashore to refill
them. A gaggle of honkers stared at them in mild curiosity, asif to say, You' re the strangest-looking
birds we've ever seen. They were the strangest-looking honkers Henry had ever seen. They wereapae
gray, with orange feet and beaks. Their wings were bigger than those of any variety near New Hastings,
though il utterly usdess asfar as getting them off the ground was concerned.

One of the honkers puffed up its chest and flapped its silly wings at another. “Honnnk!” it screeched. The
other bird skittered away, aswell as something astal as aman and considerably heavier could skitter.

Getting the water butts back onto the boat once they were filled was dow, careful work. If you madea
mistake, you could put one right through the bottom. Henry was caling out ingtructions when the
rambunctious honker ambled up to him. Perhaps because he was making noise, it seemed to think him
somekind of rival. It went through the same sort of display it had with the other honker, puffing itself up,
flapping itswings, and making anoise like abadly played horn full of spit.

Henry straightened up. He was, he noted with satisfaction, a couple of inchestaller than the
orange-legged honker. He jJumped up and down. He waved hisarms. “Y aaah!” he yelled at the top of his

lungs
The honker started at him in bird-brained disbelief. Then, with apiglike grunt of dismay, it backpedaled,



turned, and hagtily retreated. The fishermen cheered Henry to the skies. “Well done, skipper!” Sam
cried. “I didn’t know you spokeitslanguage!”

Laughing, Henry answered, “Hell, it's got to be easier to learn than Basque. And if it decided to give me
moretrouble, | could dways clout it over the head.”

“That works pretty well with the damned Basgues, too,” Sam said.

“It does,” Henry agreed. “But they’ ve got harder heads than honkers, and they’reliable to try and clout
firg”

“You'reright about that. Can’t trust any of thoseforeign folk,” Bartholomew Smith said. It never
occurred to him, or to Henry, or to Sam, or to any of the other Englishmen, that foreigners might fedl the
same way about them. In fact, the mate added, “ Bugger me blind if we can trust those bloody Dover
bastards, ether. Frestown? Free, my arse!” He spat to show what he thought of the neighboring
Settlement.

Sam nodded. “The Bretons are a better bargain than the Dovermen, even if Kersauzon's getting old.
Y our father’ sright about that, skipper.”

“Yes” Henry tried not to sound too glum. Thinking that Frangois Kersauizon was getting old reminded
him that hisfather was, too. The graveyard back of the church aready had its share of headstones and
more. He didn’t want to think about its having one morein particular. And thinking about death and dying
reminded him of something else. “Keep an eye out for eagles,” he cdled. “Wherever we find honkers,
chancesarewe' Il find them, too.”

They’ d grown scarcer around New Hastings—and, from everything he could see, along the rest of the
eastern coast aswell. But men were new in these parts. The red-crested eagles would think they were
nothing but strange honkers—nothing but food.

To hisrdief, thework party got the water butts loaded and back to the Rose without trouble. Honkers
watched without understanding as the cog weighed anchor and sailed south.

Fishing in the warm current that ran up the west coast of Atlantiswasn't anywhere near so fine asit had
been farther east. There were fewer sea birds to nab, too; their numbers depended on those of the fish
they ate. Every so often, then, the Rose would comein close to shore. Honkers were never hard to find,
and never hard to kill. Their smoked and salted meet fed the fishermen on the journey south.

“Don’'t know what we d do without them,” Henry Radcliffe said, cutting adab of meet from an
enormousthigh.

“We d go hungry, that’ swhat,” Sam said. Grease ran down the fisherman’schin.
“I'm glad they’re s0 stupid,” Henry said. “It makes hunting them so easy, you amost fed ashamed.”

Sam shook his head. “Not me. I’ d be ashamed of starving when you can just knock them over the

The men who went ashore to kill the honkers also came back with pine cones, which had tasty seeds.
Other than that, though...”“No berry bushes,” one sailor grumbled. “Y ou’ d think there’ d be swarms of
them, too, in wesether like this. Nice and damp, but not too cold—fed s like spring every day.”



Henry nodded; that was nothing but the truth. “I wonder why there aren’t,” he said. “None by New
Hastings, eithe—only the ones we brought from England.”

“Not many proper trees, either,” the sailor said. “No oaks, no ems, no chestnuts, no willows, no apples
or pearsor plums...Bloody pines and these redwood things. And ferns, like there should be fairiesflitting
through them.”

“Haven't seen any, God be praised,” Sam said. “No more wee folk in Atlantis when we got here than

“Don't let Bishop John hear you talking of fairiesand weefolk, or he'll give you a penance you won't
fancy,” Henry warned them. They both nodded. Y ou might believe in such things, but you didn’t talk
about them where churchmen could overhear. They’ d make you sorry if you did.

Up in the crow’ s nest, thelookout sang out: “ There' san inlet ahead!”

Beforelong, Henry could seeit from the deck, too: an opening a couple of miles across, with the sea
entering to some considerable distance. He nodded to Bartholomew Smith. “We' d better go in and see
what we have there.”

“Aye, kipper.” The mate nodded. “Could be aprime harbor.” He laughed. “Could be, | mean, if there
were any people here, and if there was anything to ship from here, and if there was any place you’ d want
to ship it to from here”

“Damnit, Bart, if you're going to grumble about every littlething...” Henry said. The mate and the rest of
the fishermen laughed.

A few minuteslater, a breeze from out of the northwest wafted the Rose through theinlet and into the
cam waters of the bay. Everyone looked around, trying to see every which way at once. “Oh, my,” Sam
said softly, and that summed things up aswdll as anything.

The bay widened out to north and south beyond the inlet, leaving the best and biggest natura harbor
Henry had ever seen. He nodded to Bartholomew Smith. “Well, you wereright,” he said.

“I couldn’t have been much righter,” the mate replied. “ Almost makes me want to settle here, just to
make sure nobody else does.”

“Right again,” Henry said. “By Our Lady, what an anchorage! Y ou could put anavy here.”
“Or aflock of pirates,” Smith said.

“Y ou named the trouble there,” Henry pointed out. “What would they haveto sted? Thisisabare
shore.” He paused thoughtfully. “Well, it' s a bare shore now. Maybeit won't be one of these days, but
not yet.”

Gulls and ternswhedled overhead, white wings flashing in the sun. Ducks and geese bobbed in the
green-blue water of the bay. A shag plunged from on high, emerging with afish inits beak. Ashore,
redwoods taller than a spire speared the sky. The more Henry looked around, the more he too wanted
to Stay.

Now, al at once, he understood what had pushed his brother ever deeper into the forests of Atlantis.

Y ou wanted to find something like this, to be the first one ever to set eyesonit, to think it was dl yours, if
only for alittlewhile. He looked east toward the shore there, half expecting to see Richard coming out
from the trees—not that he could have seen aman at such adistance. But Richard hadn’t even crossed



the mountainsyet...or, if he had, he hadn’'t admitted it.

“Somewhere here, there Il beariver coming in,” Henry said. “We can fill the butts a its mouth. And after
that, after we clear theinlet again, | think it’ stime to head home. We won't find anything finer than this.”

“What' Il we call thisplace?’ Sam asked.
“Paradise Bay,” Bartholomew Smith suggested.
“I’'m not sure God would like that,” Henry said.

The mate went on plumping for hisfavorite, but Henry’ s point carried the day. “Well, what do wecdl it,
then?” Smith grumped, scowling at his shipmates.

Henry had aname on thetip of histongue, but it didn’t want to come off. “What' sthe name of the land
that was supposed to lie off the coast of England, the one where Morgan Le Fay took Arthur?’

“Avdon!” three fishermen caled out at the sametime.

“Avdon! Thank you.” Henry nodded. “ That was supposed to be awonderful country. It should do for
thisplace, en?’

Nobody said no. Even Bartholomew Smith unbent enough to dlow, “Wdll, you could have done worse,
and | thought you were going to.”

“Avdonitis, then. We Il get water and meset beforewe sail out again,” Henry said. “Wewon't find a
finer placeto doit, that’ ssure.”

A river did run into the bay. They named it the Arthur. They filled the water butts there, then spent some
time skylarking in the pure, cool water. Henry Radcliffe fought shy of that; the water was too cool for
him. Avaon Bay seemed locked in an eternad April. Farther south along this coast, perhaps some other
anchorage basked in an eternal July. That would suit him better for splashing and snorting and ducking.

Skylarking...His smile went wistful. His grandchildren wouldn't know what a skylark was. He hadn't
seen one, or heard its explosion of song from on high, since coming to Atlantis. Horned larks hunted bugs
here, but their more musical cousins hadn’t crossed the ocean.

Honkers came down to the river to drink. Knocking them over the head was as easy asit usualy was.

Y ou had to be careful to do the job right, that was dll; if you didn’t, awounded bird would kick your guts
out through your back. But aslong as you killed clean, you could go through awhole flock and knock
one bird after another over the head. The honkers would stare in surprise, but what was going on didn’t
register as danger to them.

When they saw the wide-winged shape of ared-crested eaglein the sky, though, they would scramble
for the closest trees, honking and gabbling in darm. They knew the eagles meant to kill them. And fleaing,
gabbling honkers meant the fishermen had to beware. Maybe the eagles thought they were honkers, too.
Maybe the fierce-beaked birds didn’t care. But they would strike at men without hesitating—Ilike the
honkers, they didn’t know enough to be afraid.

To Henry’ sway of thinking, the eagles were only thorns on the rose. (Nostalgiaagain. No wild roses
here—only the few brought from England, and the ones sporung from their seed.) “If we had our women
with us, I'd start atown heretoday,” he told the mate. “ Asis, next summer will haveto do.”

“It will likely do well enough, too,” Smith replied. “We re the only oneswho' ve ever seen thisplace.”



“And | praise God for that, too. Anyone who did seeit would want it,” Henry said.
“Wall, skipper, | won't quarrdl about that,” Smith said.

Getting out of Avalon Bay wasn't quite so easy as getting in had been—another thorn on therose. The
Rose hersdf had to wait till awarm breeze blew off the land and wafted her out through the opening and
into the rougher waters of the Atlantic once more.

A few of the fishermen needed to run for the lee rail when the cog started behaving like arestive horse
oncemore. “Damned if | didn’t lose my sealegsthere,” one of them said sheepishly, spitting into the
drink to get the last of the puke out of his mouth.

“You'll have plenty of chancesto get them back,” Henry said. He steered the Rose straight west, out into
the ocean. If the wind suddenly shifted, he wanted to put some distance between the cog and the land
behind her; clawing off alee shorein astorm was every sailor’ sblackest nightmare.

And then he got his biggest surprise since he watched hisfather agreeto pay Frangois Kersauzon athird
of his catch for the secret of the Breton’ sfine new fishing ground. “ Sail ho!” the man in the crow’ s nest
cried. “Sail ho off the starboard bow!”

Henry’ sfirst thought when the shout went up was outrage pure and smple. How dared anyone but he
come into these waters? Then fresh wonder filled him. The other ship was coming out of the northwest?
Did legendary Cathay lie beyond Atlantis? Was the Great Khan' s fleet sumbling onto this new land at
the same time as he was? Wouldn't that beamarve wild beyond belief?

Before long, he could see the other ship from the Rose’ s deck. A wry smile spread across his face. How
likely wasit that the Great Khan built his shipsto look just like the cogs the men of Western Europe had
known for generations? Not very, not unless Henry missed his guess.

Then he made out the oak-tree flag, and adow smile spread across hisface. Whatever ese that ship
held, it wasn't fearsome warriors from Cathay. Bartholomew Smith realized the samething at the same
time. “Bugger meblind if they aren’t abunch of bloody Basques!” he said.

And the men on the other cog would be able to see England’ sred St. George' s cross on white. Would
they be wondering about the Rose the same way Henry was wondering about them? Better not to take
chances. “Load the guns,” Henry said quietly. “Don’t make afancy show of it, but doit. Y ou never can
tell what foreignershaveinmind.”

To the Basques, Englishmen were foreigners. Henry squinted across the narrowing gap of sea. Yes, they
carried guns, too. Y es, they were aso loading them. Henry swore under his breath. He didn’t want to
fight, dammit. But he didn’t want that other cog to be able to rake the Rose with impunity, ether.

One of the Basgues pointed toward Henry’ s ship. Like most of the men from that corner of the world, he
was dark-haired and heavy-bearded. He wore linen and wool, not quite in the same cuts as an
Englishman would have, but not so very different, either.

All the Basques on the other cog were dressed that way. All the Basques were, yes, but not dl the
people were. Beside Henry, the mate pointed. “Who are those funny-looking bastards up near the
bow?’

“I don’'t know. I’ ve never seen folk like them.” Henry stared. Like the Basques, the strangers had black
hair. But their chins were smooth and their skinsweren't just tanned—they were coppery. Their clothes



werein shades of buff and brown. Made from hides? Henry wondered. He cupped his handsin front of
his mouth. “ Ahoy, the Basque ship! Parlez-vous francais?” Surely somebody over there would know a
language you didn’t have to be born a Basque to spesk.

And somebody did. “Hello, Englishmen!” one of the men on the Basgue cog yelled back. “Yes, we
understand you.”

“Who are your friends? Are they from Cathay?’ Henry asked.

All the Basgues who spoke French thought that was the funniest thing they’ d ever heard. “No, by God,”
their spokesman answered. “They say they are Pattawatomi.”

“They say they’rewhat?’ Henry wondered if the last was aword in Basque.

But evidently not, for the man in the other cog repested it: “ Pattawatomi. It’sthe name of their clan or
tribe”

“Where did you find them?’ Henry asked. “1 didn’t think Atlantis had any people of itsown.”

Before answering, the Basque talked with some of his countrymen. Then, alittle reluctantly, he said, “No,
they aren’'t from Atlantis”

“Widl, then?’ Henry said.

More confabulating on the other ship. At last, and even more reluctantly, the Basque spokesman pointed
west. “Thereisanother land, anew land, about ten days sail that way. We thought we were the only
oneswho cameto thissde of Atlantis.”

“A new land? With peopleinit? How can it have peoplein it when Atlantis has none?’

With ashrug, the Basque replied, “1f you want to know how, ask God. | cannot tell you that. But | can
tell you it isthetruth, and here are these Pattawatomisto proveit.”

Themenin skinseyed him impassively. They had broad faces with high cheekbones and strong noses.
One of them held awooden club with aball of polished stonein the head.

“I will tel you another thing. This new land islarge—maybe even aslarge as Atlantis—so why not?’ the
Basque said. “If it had no folk of itsown, it would be better to settle than Atlantisis.”

“Why, when it is so much farther from everything?’ Henry asked.

“Because the trees and the animals are more like the ones we know. There are oaks, with acorns
growing on them. And there are squirrelsin the oaks, too. Not red squirrelslike ours, but gray ones.
Still—they are squirrels. Where will you find osks or squirrelsin Atlantis?’

“Did you see honkers? Or red-crested eagles?’

“We saw eagles, but smaller than the onesin Atlantis. They have white heads and eqt fish like our sea
eagles. We saw no honkers, only ordinary geese—but they have black heads and white chinslike some
honkers. We heard wolves howling in the night.”

Wolves were dmost hunted out of England. “Y our new land iswelcometo them,” Henry said.

“We havethem at home. | used to hear them howling outsde my village in the wintertime,” the Basque
sad. “They would kill sheep. Onceinawhile, if they got hungry enough, they would kill men.”



“What will you do with the Patta-whoever-they-ares?” Henry asked.

“I don’'t know yet,” the Basque replied. “Maybe we |l trade with them and take them back to the new
land one of these days. Maybe we' Il just keep them and put them to work. They look strong, don't

they?

The two cogs had come close enough to give Henry agood look at the copperskinned men from the
unknown country. They did look strong; they weretaller than most of the Basgues. Even 0...“ They
look likewarriorsto me.”

“They shoot bows, and they have those clubs, but we saw no iron among them,” the Basque said. “No
helms, no swords—they have knives, but they’ re made of chipped stone. We can besat them if we have
to.”

“Y es, but can you make them work if you keep them in Atlantis?’

“Likel sad, it could bewe Il find out. Where are you bound now?” The Basgue changed the
subject—not very smoothly.

“Back to New Hastings.” Henry gave him the truth. He didn’t have ten days worth of supplies aboard
the Rose—not thistrip. “ God keep you safe on your voyage back to Gernika.” God keep you headed
south of west. You won’'t spy Avalon Bay then—not if He' s kind, you won't.

Again, the spokesman talked things over with other men before replying. Not too obtrusively, English
gunners stood near their swivels. If the Basques wanted trouble, they could haveit.

“And you—you go with God aswell,” the Basque said after along, long pause. The two cogs passed
each other. Men on the other vessel |ooked ready to shoot, too. The range lengthened, lengthened some
more...and pretty soon it was too long for the guns the Rose carried. Only asthetension did out of his
spine did Henry redlize how tight he’ d been strung.

“More new lands,” he murmured. “New lands beyond Atlantis. | wouldn't have looked for that. It
seemed big enough by itsdlf.”

“There sland west of Iceland,” Bartholomew Smith said. “Y ou talk with some of the squareheads and
you'll hear about it. But it' sas cold aslceland is, or maybe worse. They don't go there very often.”

“I’ve heard some of those Sories, too.” Henry laughed. “1 aways had trouble believing them. And here
wearein anew land of our own, and now with news of more new lands beyond. | ought to do penance
for doubting.”

“Wall, skipper, if everybody did that who ought to, you' d have plenty of company,” the mate said. “Me,
I’m just glad we didn’'t have a seafight on our hands.”

“Soam |. They were thinking about sinking usto keep their secret. If they thought they could get away
with it, they would have doneit, too.”

Smith nodded. “ Can't keep anew land secret forever, though. We'relikely lucky those copperskinned
fellows never sailed east and found Atlantis ahead of us. | think you' re right—they looked like men who
could fight.”

“They did,” Henry Radcliffe agreed. “But if they can’t work iron. .. Even the Irish bog-trotters can do
that. Turn your back on one, and he'll take aknife and let the air out of you like aboy poking apig's
bladder with astick.”



“No doubt about it,” Smith said. “Wéll, between Avaon Bay and the miserable Basques, we' |l have a
ded of newswhen we get home.”

Henry looked over his shoulder. The Basque cog was il sailing southwest, away from the Rose. That
gave him abetter chance of seeing New Hastings again—and it gave the Pattawatomis a better chance of
seeing Gernika. He wondered what they would make of the Basgue town. He wondered if he' d ever find
out.

The pier didn’'t push out asfar into the seaas Henry would have liked. But it wasthere, and it hadn’t
been when he sailed north from New Hastings. He was glad to be able to tie up at it instead of anchoring
offshore and then rowing in, as he' d done more times than he could count.

A gull strutted dong the planking. Plainly, it thought the pier had gone up for its benefit done. It fixed him
with ayellow stare and skrawked at him as he walked past. How dared he, amere man, profanethe
timbers where its webbed feet had glorioudy preceded him?

As soon as he was walking on solid ground and not on those gull-honored planks, hiswife amost
flattened him with ahug. After he untangled himsdlf from her—which took awhile, because hedidn’t
want to—hisfather spoke dryly: “I’m glad to see you, too, Henry.”

“And I’'m glad to be seen.” Not having seen Edward Radcliffe for some months, Henry wondered if he'd
been that stooped for awhile now or if it had happened al at once while he was gone. He didn’t know.

“What'sit like on the other Sde?’ Hisfather laughed. “ Never thought I’ d say that to somebody who
hadn’t died.”

“If you want to talk to ghodts, that’ s your business,” Henry retorted. “1f you want to ask me...Wel, the
westher’ s better there, by God. Seemed like spring dl thetime.”

“It was spring al the time you were there—or alot of thetime, anyhow,” Edward reminded him.

“We gtayed into summer, and it didn’t get hot and muggy the way it does here,” Henry said. “And there
isabay with the best harbor I’ ve ever seen anywhere. Avalon Bay, we called it. If King Arthur had seen
it, he never would have wanted to leave.”

“Yes, but aharbor on acoast with no people onitislike atree faling in the forest with no oneto hear,”
hisfather said. “1t may be there, but so what?’

“There will be people on that coast,” Henry said. “ And there are people beyond that coast. | know,
because we saw them.” Hetold hisfather and hiswife and the rest of the people who werelistening
about the Basgues and the strange Pattawatomis.

“A new land? Another new land? With peopleinit, thistime?’ Edward said.

“Funny-looking people, but people just the same,” Henry answered. “ And the Basques say the treesand
beasts are more like England or their country than Atlantis. They talked about squirrelsin oak trees and
howling wolves”

“I haven't seen asquirrd inyears,” Edward said, a the sametime as Besswasgoing, “1 misssquirrels.”
Hisfather added, “ They’ re welcome to the wolves, though.”

“| said the same thing, or near enough,” Henry answered.



“And who arethe strangers?’ hisfather asked. “Did the Basquesfind the court of the Great Khan of
Cathay?’

“| asked them the same thing, and they thought it was funny. It didn’t seem that way to me, and it didn’t
sound that way from what they said.”

Edward Radcliffe chuckled grimly. “Believing what Basques say isafool’ sgame. By Our Ladly,
sometimes understanding Basguesisafool’ sgame.”

“The one who taked to me spoke pretty good French,” Henry said. “He said the strangers didn’t know
the use of iron. One of them carried aclub with astone ball for a head—that argues the Basque was
telling the truth. They wore hides. They had no gold or silver ornaments. If they come from the Greet
Khan's court, ruling Cathay isn't what it used to be. Easier to think this new land lies between usand
Cathay, wherever Cathay may be.”

“Y our children may go to the new land—I expect they will,” Edward said. “| might liketo seeit before |
die. But | think my boneswill end up herein Atlantis—and that won't be so bad.”

He sounds like Moses, wanting a look at the Promised Land, Henry thought, and then, No—for him,
thisis the Promised Land. Hereally has got old.

But after amoment, he redlized Atlantis was the Promised Land for him, too. He was curious about what
lay to the west. He wanted to seeit, and more than once. But, having pulled up stakesin England to
Settle here, hewasn't eager to do it again. Ashisfather said, maybe one of hisboyswould be, if they
didn’t find Atlantis roomy enough. Or maybe his brother would....

“Where is Richard?’ he asked.
“Qut inthewoods,” Besssaid. “Asusud.”

“Hewastaking about going over the mountains,” Edward added. “1 half wondered if you would see him
when you came ashore on the west coast.”

“Sodid . That would have been funny,” Henry said. “I wonder which of uswould have been more
surprised.”

More people were coming off the Rose and telling loved ones and friends what they’ d done and what
they’ d seen on thejourney around the northern coast of Atlantis. Henry heard severd sailorstrying to
pronounce Pattawatomi. Every man said it differently. Henry couldn’t very well complain—he wasn't
sure he was saying it right himsalf. He wasn't sure the Basque had pronounced it very well. Any people
that gave itsdlf such an outlandish name probably spoke alanguage as bad as Basque, too. Henry hadn't
thought there was any such creature, but maybe he was wrong.

Then Bess put her arm around hiswaist and gave him an inviting smile. He suddenly and acutely
remembered how long he' d been at sea. “I’ m going to have alook at the house, Father,” he said. “We'll
talk more later.”

“Send the children out to play before you look too hard,” Edward answered. “Lord knows| had to
chase you and your brother and sisters out the door after afew fishing runs—yes, just afew.”

Henry remembered that. He' d been puzzled when he was smdl, puzzled and hurt. Why wasn't Father
gladder to see him? Well, Father was, but he was glad to see Mother, too. And Henry was very glad to
see Bess. They walked off sde by side. In alittle while, he thought, he would be gladder ill.



VII

P retty soon, Richard Radcliffe would reach the downhill dope. That was what he was waiting
for—proof he' d made it into the western part of Atlantis, proof he’ d got through the mountains at last.

If only I'd doneit last year! He d been exploring in the Green Ridge then. He hadn’t got to the crest
and over. And o his brother, sailing around, got to the far sde of the new land ahead of him. Richard
muttered under his breath. In away, you hardly mattered at dl if you weren't first.

But only in away. The Raddliffeshadn’t got to Atlantisfirst. By al accounts, though, New Hastings and
Bredestown and the other settlementsthat sorang from their first visit were growing far faster than
Cosguer. Richard didn’'t know for afact whether that was true; he' d never gone down to the Breton
town. The more he traveled through the heartland of Atlantis, the less patience he had for hisfellow
human beings, even the ones who happened to be Englishmen and-women.

Oh, hewas glad to see, glad to touch, his wife when he came back from one of these jaunts. But even
rutting palled sooner and sooner nowadays. Before long, he itched to be gone again. Other people were
agtenchin hisnodtrils, and the more of them there were, the worse the stench got. They lived with it dl
thetime, so they didn’t even know it was there. Richard hadn’t himself, not till he was able to go away
into the woods here for days at atime.

“How did | stand the stinks on afishing boat?’ he wondered adoud. He often talked to himself when he
was out alone. Why not? And the answer was easy enough to find: he' d stood it because he' d known no
better, the same way he’ d stood getting jammed together with the other fishermen on the . George,
jammed amost astight as the gutted dabs of sat cod they made.

Herein the wilderness, his words seemed to take on an importance they wouldn’t have back in New
Hastings, or even Bredestown. They echoed back from the boles of the trees that |egpt skywards the
way cathedra spires dreamt of doing. Some of the trees he' d seen rose higher than any cathedra
Spire—he was sure of that.

Only birdcalls—honkers' loud, nasal notes and the more mel odious songs of smaler birds—had ever
disturbed the stillness in these mountain passes before. Richard smiled. No, that was't quite true. There
was aso the chirping of the big green katydids that scurried and hopped through the undergrowth. They
were aslong as histhumb, and twice asfat. They couldn’t fly; like the honkers, they had usdesslittle
stubs of wings. They didn’t even hop particularly well. But, like mice back in England, they came out a
night to nibble at whatever they could find.

And sometimes, here in the mountains, they came out by day, too, or what passed for day. Fog lingered
long inthe valeys here. Sometimes, asit thinned, Richard could see the green dopes above and to ether
Sde of the pass he wastrying to get through. That was when he came out into the open; under the trees,
mist might linger dl through the day.

He knew he d gone astray afew times, just because of the mist. Few trailswound through these forests.
There were no deer or wild boar here to make them. Nor had men tamed these woods, as they had
England’s. Honkers made some paths, but honkers didn’t care to go deep into the woods. Most of them
were by choice creatures of the meadow and the forest edges. They sheltered under the treesto save
themselves from the savage beaks and tearing talons of red-crested eagles. Without the birds that dashed
down from the sky to day them, they would have spent their timein the open.

The congtant moisture made the air seem thick and textured in Richard’ slungs. It aso made the spicy
scents of sap and needles even stronger and sweeter than they would have been were the wesather drier.



Of course, in drier weather the redwoods that gave the forest its upper story could never have grown.

Somewhere not far ahead, a stream gurgled. Richard came up to it, dipped up a cup, and drank. The
clear, cold water that ran down histhroat seemed as sweet and dmost as strong aswine. It wasn't the
greenish, nasty stuff that came out of the butts when you' d stayed at seatoo long. It wasn't the vile stuff
that came down to Hastings, either, aready foul with inlanders shit and piss and the leavings from
tanneries and breweries. Thiswas water, the way God intended it to be.

A frog stared a Richard out of golden eyes. That Sngle Singing sac under itsthroat still seemed strangeto
him. But so much of Atlantiswas strange by English standards; why should that one small thing stand out?
He couldn’t have said why, but it did.

Thefrog didn’t hop off the rock, as asensible English frog would have. It didn’t recognize him asa
threat, which could have made him dl the more dangerousto it. Luckily for it, he wasn't hungry right
now. He plucked aleaf from afern and dropped it in the stream.

It floated off...toward the east. “ Damnation!” Richard muttered. He was till on thisside of the
watershed. One of these days, if that leaf didn’t Sink, it would wash out to sea somewhere not far from
New Hastings. He wanted leaves to float west, and to follow them to Atlantis' farther shore. Thanksto
Henry, heknew it wasthere.

More than haf of him wished his brother hadn’t found Avaon Bay, or anything else that had to do with
Atlantis western coast. What he dready knew made his own explorations seem lessweighty. Going of
towards aland you dready knew something about was like listening to a story where you aready knew
the ending. What lay in the middle might till be interesting, but it wasn't the same.

A flapjack turtle stuck its pointy-nosed head out of the water and eyed him with reptilian suspicion. He
was suspicious of it, too. The creature had formidable jaws. He didn't want it taking off afinger joint if he
tried to catch it. Flapjacks made good egting, but plenty of other prey was easier to hunt.

He pressed on. Light filtered through the mist, through the redwood canopy, and through the lower story
of pinesin sudden, artling shafts, amogt asif it came through a stained-glasswindow in a cathedral. The
tall columns of the tree trunks only strengthened the resemblance.

Richard thought God morelikdy to livein this pristine outdoor chapel than in any building men threw
together. Y ou could see the Creation here. The birds and the wind in the branches played a sweeter
melody than any that burst from the throats of achoir. And the conifers smdl that filled the air inthe
woods made his nose happier than al the frankincense and myrrh brought in from distant shores.

Bishop John would not have been glad to hear his opinions. But Bishop John never would. Richard
Radcliffe had no desireto fdl foul of the Church. He hadn’t even told hiswife of his notions about the
woods. She wouldn’t understand them anyhow; she hadn’t traveled far enough under the trees.

Maybe someone from Freetown had asllittle use for his neighbors and as much for the new world in
which hefound himself as Richard. Maybe one of Francois Kersauzon' s Bretons, or a Basque from
Gernika, dso made a habit of plunging deep into the heartland of Atlantisfor no better reason than to see
what he could find. Maybe, but Richard had found no signs of other wanderingsin the course of hisown.

“What would | doif | did?” he wondered. He shrugged. He had no idea. 1t was like wondering what you
would do if the mast suddenly toppled. Theidea seemed far-fetched enough to be silly.

And yet, onceit lodged, it didn’t want to leave. He kept looking around. Every smal forest sound made
him wonder if he should draw his bow. He knew that was foolish, but he couldn’t help it.



He' d been blazing treesto mark his path. He kept on doing it, but made his blazes point in the other
direction, asif he were coming from the west. That might confuse a stranger who found them. Or it might
do nothing but make him fed better. He did it anyhow.

Some of the snailsthat crawled up trees and foraged on ferns here in the mountains were dmost the size
of hisfig. Hisfirst thought when he saw one was that a Frenchman would have thought he’ d died and
goneto heaven. His next thought was that the Frenchman might not be so foolish after dl. A snail that Sze
had alot of mest, evenif it camewith eyestalks.

And, roasted over asmdl fire, giant snail didn’t prove bad at all. 1t was bland enough to make him wish
he' d brought more sdlt dong, but he couldn’t do anything about that now. He noted that a clean empty
shell might do duty for acup if he ever broke his.

Some of the dugsin the woods were even bigger than the snails. He needed longer to notice them,
though: they were adark green that made them look like patches of moss. But patches of moss didn’t
usudly leave behind atrall of dime aswide astwo fingers sde by side when they glided dong. And the
dugs, of course, had eyestalks, too. They reminded Richard of dowly moving cucumbers.

They adso had alot of meat. He decided he wasn't hungry enough to find out what it tasted like. If he was
missing atredt...then hewas, that was dl. One of these days, some other traveler, moreintrepid or more
desperate than he was, might find out.

He wondered how long he d been walking downhill before he redlized he was. Excitement flowered in
him. Was he past the watershed at last, or was this nothing but atrick of the ground? He didn’t seeit
risng up ahead of him, but he couldn’t see very far ahead.

“A gream. | haveto find astream,” he said. Finding one didn’t take long, not in that moist country.

Did the water taste different, or was heimagining things? He couldn’t say, not for sure. He scrabbled
around inthedirt till he found afew pine needles, and he dropped them in. He felt like shouting when
they did off toward the west.

He went another half-mile or so, then repeated the test in adifferent rivulet. When aleaf aso floated
westward there, he let out awhoop that came back from the redwood trunks:. “I’ m on the other sde!”
He pressed on.

When aship came out of the east in the middle of November, Edward Radcliffe was surprised. The
Atlantic turned blustery by then; he wouldn't have wanted to put to sea at this season. Sometimes you
had to, but he wouldn’t have wanted to. Thiswas afancy trading cog, too: not a best-up fishing boat like
most of the onesthat crossed the seato Atlantis.

Hewalked out along the pier to meet her and see what her crew wanted. Cold, nasty drizzle blew into
hisface. Yes, it was November, dl right, even if few of the trees herein the new land lost their leaves.

Edward stared at the fellow looking down at him from the forecastle. Under adeevelessleather jerkin,
the stranger wore atunic of crimson silk. Edward couldn’t remember the last time he'd seen silk. He
didn’t think any of the settlers had brought any hither. Oh, maybe a hair ribbon; maybe even a scarf.
Surely no more than that.

He hadn’t seen alook like the one on the stranger’ sface for along time, either. He needed amoment to
recognizeit for what it was. The newcomer was looking down a him, al right. That wasaman of high



birth surveying asocid inferior. It was't alook Edward was glad to see: he thought he' d left such
fripperies behind for good.

When he didn’t speak, the stranger glowered more. As far as Edward was concerned, he could glower
al hepleased. And he could freeze, too, for all Edward cared, and he was probably doing just that; silk
might be pretty, but it wasn't warm. Edward’ s dun-colored woolen cloak was homely, yes, but it shed
coldandrain.

At last, grudgingly, the newcomer said, “God give you good day, old man.”

“Andyou,” Edward Radcliffe replied, more grudgingly still. True, hewasold, but hedidn’t careto be
reminded of it.

“Tell me, old man”—the stranger didn’t just remind him of it, but rubbed it in on top of that—" do you
know, do you have any idea, whom you will have the honor of meeting when he steps off this
God-cursed scow?’

If he thought that ship was a scow, he knew nothing about the sea. Well, likely he didn’'t. Asfor the
alleged honor...“No,” Edward said. “Don’'t much care, either.” He turned and started to walk away.

“Hold, varlet, or you die before your feet touch solid ground!” barked the manin silk. Asif by magic,
three archers had appeared behind him. Each aimed a clothyard shaft at Edward’ s short ribs. Therain
would play merry hdl with their bowstrings soon, but not soon enough.

The archers had the look of hired muscle. If the stranger told them to shoot, shoot they would. They
would worry about it later, if they worried at dl. Radcliffe stopped and came back. “Well, you talked me
intoit,” hesad.

“I thought | might.” Y es, the bastard up there was used to giving orders, used to having them obeyed,
and used to enjoying having them obeyed. His salf-satisfied smirk said so even more clearly than his
snotty tone of voice. “1 ask you once again, old man—and better than you deserve, too—do you know
whom you' Il have the honor of meeting when he disembarks? Think carefully on your answer thistime, if
you want to meet him on your feet and not lying at his.”

“No, | don't know. Pleasetell me,” Edward said—carefully.

Anyone who knew him would know he was seething. Anyone who knew him would know, too, that only
afool angered him and thought to come off unscathed. Thisfelow didn’t know him, or careto, and
didn’'t worry about angering him: al of which only proved the man afool. But hewas afool with
important news, for he answered, “Why, none other than his grand and glorious Lordship, the Earl of
Warwick.”

“We have no Lordships here,” Edward blurted.

“Y ou do now, by Christ, and you’ d bloody well better get used to it, for he'shereto stay,” said the man
inthered slk tunic.

“Warwick? Here? To stay? What happened?’ Like everyone elsein Atlantis, Edward got news of the
civil war in England in bits and fragments, as new shiploads of settlers camein to New Hastings. The Earl
of Warwick was King Edward IV’ s cousin. Hishelp had let Richard of Y ork briefly claim thethronea
few yearsearlier. Without him, Edward wouldn't have sat on it. There had been talk he' d falen out with
the King over Edward’ s French policy, but this.... Thisis exile, Edward realized. He must have risen,
risen and lost.



“He had...adisagreement with hisMgesty.” Now the man in silk chose his wordswith care. “ Thisbeing
30, hewas....encouraged to travel across the sea, to seek hisfortunein these new lands the fisherfolk
sumbled upon.”

Did he have the faintest idea he was talking to the leader of those fisherfolk, to the first Englishmanwho'd
done the stumbling? Obvioudy not. Would he have cared had he known? That seemed just as unlikely.

“And s0,” the fellow up on the forecastle went on, “ he has sailed here to Freetown, that he may—"

Edward Radcliffe threw back his head and laughed like aloon. Loons swam in the ponds and rivers here,
asthey did in England. Their wild crieswere amost as characterigtic of thiswilderness asthose of the
honkers.

Themaninthesilk tunic went dmost asred asit was. “ Silence, wretch!” he roared. “Give me one good
reason | should not order these my men to shoot you down on the instant like the dog you are.”

“Why, you sorry blockhead, you don’t even know where the devil you are,” Edward said, laughing still.
He pointed south. “ Freetown lies down the coast. Go there and bewelcome.” If you and Warwick are
welcome anywhere in Atlantis, which | doubt. “ThisisNew Hagtings.”

“New...Hastings?' The stranger spat thewords out asif they werebad fish. “Youliel Surdly you lie!
That cur of acaptain swore...”

“By the Cross, by Our Lady, by God, s, thisis New Hastings and no other placein al the world.”
Edward knew a certain flegting sympathy for the man who' d captained this cog. On a choppy ses, of the
kind you were dmost bound to have thistime of year, gauging even your latitude was no easy fedt. If

he' d had clouds for several days, as he easily might have done, he wouldn't have been able to take asun
sght. Hewould be going by God and by guess, and they would have et him down.

“New...Hastings.” The stranger turned away and started screaming at the top of hislungs. Phenomend
lungs they were, too; he could have made himsdlf heard from stern to bow on abigger ship than thisin
the middle of asavage blow.

One of the men who came running was plainly the skipper. The other, just asplainly, was Richard
Neville, the Earl of Warwick. He couldn’t have been far past forty, but his hair and beard had gone very
gray. He had a strong prow of anose and clever dark eyes set too close together. His man bellowed
abuse at the captain. The poor man did his best to defend himself. His best was none too good. How
could it be, when he found himsdf in the wrong?

Warwick listened for awhile, then walked over to therail and peered down at Edward. With his man il
berating the skipper in the background, he said, “ So thisisNew Hagtings, isit?’ The noble s voice was
surprisingly soft and gentle. Unlike the fellow in the red silk, he didn’t need to bluster to get what he
wanted.

“I’'mafraiditis...your Lordship.” Edward hoped the nobleman didn’t notice the pause he needed before
he brought out the title of respect.

But Warwick did notice; Edward could tell. Warwick was one who would notice everything and forget
nothing. The whole world and its mistakes would be grist for hismill. He d gone wrong at last, though, or
he wouldn’t be here. For agreat noble, for a man who aspired to the kingship, Atlantiswould not be the
earthly Paradise or anything likeit. It would be the nearest thing to hell. How could you be agreat man, a
mighty man, when everyone was putting forth all hismight merdly to wrest aliving from the vast
wilderness the settlements bordered?



And where in the wilderness was Richard these days? Had he found Avalon Bay yet, or some other
point on the western coast of Atlantis? When would he find his way home again? Edward had the sudden
bad feding he might need every pillar he could find.

“New Hastings,” the Earl of Warwick repeated, as hisretainer had not long before. But he spokein
musing tones, asif he were hefting anew tool and wondering whether it would serve him well enough to
use

“Yes, your Lordship.” Thistime, Edward didn’t hesitate.

Something glinted in the noble seyes. Oh, yes, you say the words, but you don’t mean them, and you
can’t fool me into thinking you do. Maybe Edward was reading too much into asingle glance. Maybe,
but hedidn’t think so.

“Wdll, | daresay | can do aswell for mysdlf hereas| could at Freetown,” Richard Neville said, perhaps
as much to himsdf asto Edward. He went back to speak to hislackey and to the captain.

A moment later, the captain bawled an order. A gangplank thudded down from thewaist of the ship.
Soldiers strutted out onto the pier. “Move aside, old man,” one of them told Edward. “This placeisours

Richard Radcliffe smiled in the November sunshine. In England, it would have been cold and cloudy and
likely rainy. In New Hastings, it probably would have been colder yet. Maybe it would have rained. It
might even have snowed; it had done that more than once thistime of year since he settled in Atlantis,

Now he was on the other side of the mountains. Now, asfar as he was concerned, he was on the right
sde of the mountains. Henry had said Avaon Bay had weether like an unending April. Richard saw that
his brother was right. He was somewhere not far from the famous bay—if abay could be famous when
only one shipload of men had ever seen it—and here it was: April, or as near as made no difference.

November in truth, but birds still sang in the trees. Leaves stayed green—a dark green, as most greens
werein Atlantis, but green nonetheless. The grass under hisfeet as he stood out in the meadow was as
lush asif it werethe height of spring. It hadn’t died and gone dl ydlow, theway it would havein England
or New Hastings.

He knew what that meant. This grass hadn’t seen afreeze. Maybe it would when winter advanced
further...if winter did advance further here. Richard wouldn't have bet on that. Asfar ashe could tell, it
redlly was springtime the whole year around.

Back behind him lay the mountains he' d crossed with such labor, aridge of green now againgt the eastern
horizon instead of the western, where he' d grown used to seeing it. HE' d comeinto one new world when
hefirst set foot on Atlantis. Now he wasin another one—in hisview, a better one.

The seacdled him. He could smdll it again, asméll he'd known dl hislife but onethat had gone out of his
nogtrils as he crossed Atlantis fog-filled spine. He couldn’t seeit yet—the ground rose ahead of him. But
it wasthere,

And beyond that sealay more land, with strange peopleliving in it. HE d heard that from Henry, too, and
from the fishermen on the Rose. He shrugged. Seeing that new land meant getting into acog again. He
supposed he could if he had to. If he didn’t have to, he didn’t want to. Atlantis was plenty big enough to
stisfy him.



A crow cawed from the edge of the woods. It was't just like an English carrion crow—the call was
different, and it didn’t have such aheavy beak. It wasn't just like arook, either: it lacked the pale patch
onitsface. But it couldn’'t be anything but some kind of crow.

Ravensin Atlantis, asfar ashe could tell, were just like the ravens back in England. Crows here were
smilar, but not identical. Jays were quite different: they were blue and white and crested, not pinkish
brown. But they were plainly jays. Their feisty habits and raucous calls proclaimed that to anyone with
eyesto see and earsto hear.

Richard wondered why it should be so. Why did birds that acted like English blackbirds have robinlike
red breasts here? Why were there so many Atlantean birdsthat couldn’t fly? Honkers, several kinds of
duck, il thrushes...He scratched his head. The question was easy to ask, but he had no ideawhat the
answer was.

He trudged on. Before long, he was sweating—in November! That made him smile. He knew the kind of
work hewould have to do back in New Hastings to sweat there. Just walking along wouldn’t do it, not
at thistime of year.

Thinking of ail thrushes made him hungry. He would have to hunt beforelong. Well, a least hunting was
easy here, when the quarry didn’t know enough to run away. Going after rabbitsin England hadn’t been
likethat. Deer and boar knew enough to flee, too, not that the likes of afisherman could go after them.

Hedidn’t missworking hard on ahunt. He did miss gpples and pears and plums and dl thejuicy berries
he’ d known back in England. Nothing like those here. The settlers had planted orchards, but they
weren't bearing abundantly yet. The treesin those orchards were the only fruit treesin Atlantis.

One of the native barrdl trees had a sweet sap that could be boiled down into a honeylike syrup or
fermented into something halfway between beer and wine. It was pleasant, but it wasn't the same as
wandering through the woods and finding fruit. He couldn’t do that here.

No matter how much he craved the sun, he didn’t stay out in the meadow longer than he had to. Around
New Hastings and Bredestown, red-crested eagles—and their attacks on settlers—had grown scarce.
Herein the west, though, no one had hunted them. No one had gone after their nests. The birds were il
common, and gtill deadly dangerous. A lone man had scant hope of fighting one off if it took him for a
honker.

Under thetrees, Richard breathed easier. The birds went right on singing as he walked along. The big
katydidsfell slent at his approaching footfals. They feared men. They feared everything, because so
many things ate them.

Richard had eaten them two or three times, when he couldn’t catch anything bigger. If you peded off
their legs and fedlers before you roasted them, and if you ate them in acouple of bites, without much
thinking about what you were doing....If you did dl that, they tasted alittle like shrimp. But they tasted
more the way he thought bugs would taste—sort of greenish—and so he wasn't anxious to repeet the
experiment.

A sdlamander on atreetrunk eyed him. It didn’t scurry away or show any sign of adarm. Nor did it try to
look like something el se, the way so many crawling things did. Even in the gloom under the trees, it stood
out: its background color was blood red, while the spots that meaded it were abrilliant yellow.

Heleft it alone. There were brightly colored sdlamanders back near New Hastings, too. They weren't
identical to this one, but they had to be close cousins. He' d seen what happened when adog ate one: it
took afew steps, then fell over dead. A few years earlier, they’ d found atwo-year-old girl who'd gone



missing aso dead, with half acolorful sslamander in her mouth.

“Y ou can do asyou please for al of me, deathworm,” Richard told the creature, and gave it awide
berth. For al he knew, just touching it could kill. He didn’t care to find out the hard way.

High overhead, ared-crested eagle screeched. Richard flattened himsdlf against atree—not the one
where the sdlamander insolently rested. He didn’t think the eagle was hunting him—he didn’t know the
eagle was hunting anything. Why take chances, though?

It screeched again, from the same place. He peered up, up, up. Peer as he would, he couldn’t see the
bird. It was high up in aredwood, and anything high up in aredwood was higher than it could be
anywhere dse. Countless branches dl shaggy with needles hid the eagle from the ground. No doubt it
could see along, long way from there. If ahonker anywhere within its range of vison waked out onto a
meadow to forage, the red-crested eagle could take wing and strike.

Even though he couldn’t seeit, Richard didn’t fed atogether safe from the eagle, for he feared it might be
able to see him. One thing the settlers had learned: the eagles had better eyes than they did. A bird would
appear out of nowhere to strike at ahonker or aman, or to carry off alamb or adog or, once or twice,
atoddler. A fishing-boat skipper with eyeslike that could name his own price, but the birds outdid mere
men.

Thisone called again. Now it wasin the air. Asits screeches receded into the distance, Richard breathed
easy again. Whatever it was after, it wasn't after him. That meant he could press on.

Faint in the distance, he heard honker darm cries. The bird must have struck. Whether it had killed.. . If it
hadn’t, chances were it would soon find some other perch. He needed to be careful, but you dways
needed to be careful when you were the only man in strange country.

Something dithered away through the ferns. Atlantis had far more serpents than England did, and more of
them were venomous. Y ou had to watch where you put your feet. Well, you didn’'t have to, but you were
ligbleto be sorry if you didn’'t. Some of the viperstwitched their tails, perhapsin anger, just before they
struck. If they happened to lie coiled among dry leaves, that twitching might make enough noiseto warn a
wary man. Or, of course, it might not.

He hadn’t got agood ook at this snake. He didn’t know if it was one of the poisonous kind. He wasn't
inclined to go after it and find out, either.

The ground soped up under hisfeet. Then he topped the low rise and headed down instead. The
afternoon sun flashed off water ahead.

At first, Richard could make out no more through the screening of trees and ferns ahead. A pond? A
lake? He hadn’t gone much farther before he redlized that, if it was alake, it was abig one. He pushed
harder. Now he wanted to get out into open country, at least long enough to take agood look at what
he'd found.

Sunshine meant he’' d come to the edge of the woods. “Oh,” he said softly as he got the look he wanted.
After amoment’ swonder, he added, “If that’s not Avalon Bay, then this coast hastwo of them.”

He could see the quiet water of the bay, the lips of land that dmost closed around it, and the opening that
gave access to the wide ocean beyond. Henry hadn't lied—thiswas aharbor in amillion. It hardly
mattered that there was nowhere to go from here. Thiswas the sort of place where you wanted to build a
town just because you could.



And there might be somewhere to go, after al. There were those copperskinned men the Basgues had
found, the ones with the name Henry and his crewmen pronounced differently every timethey tried it. Did
they have anything worth trading?

Another land across the sea, one you could reach from Atlantis... That was asurprise. But then, Atlantis
itself was a surprise—one surprise after another, in fact. Richard wondered whether Frangois Kersauzon
rued the day when he sold the secret to hisfather. A third of ahold of salt cod? It didn’t seem enough,
not when the Englishmen had done so much more with the new land than Kersauzon' s Bretons had.

Even the Basgues had done more with Atlantis than the Bretons had, and the Basques had got off to a
late sart here. Richard paused, peering out into the bay. He thought the Basgues had got alate start

here. No matter what he thought, though, could he proveit? Like the Bretons, like the Englishmen,
Basgues and Gdicians sailed deep into the Atlantic after cod. Just because his own father heard of
Atlantisfrom the Bretons, that didn’t mean the Basques and Gdlicians must have. Maybe they’ d sumbled
over the new land on their own.

Have to ask them, next time | see one—whenever that is, Richard thought. He had no ideawhen it
would be. He' d never traveled south. Basgues came up to New Hastings every now and again, but he
couldn’t remember the last time one went inland to Bredestown. Richard was curious about the
copperskinned unpronounceables. How had they made out after they got to Gernika?

He looked out at the ocean again, or what he could see of it through the mouth of the bay. It wasn't
impossible, he supposed, that hewould see asail out there on the Atlantic. Henry hadn’t taken the Rose
out around the northern cape this year, but maybe the Basgues had gone around to the south and then
sailed west toward their new land, their inhabited land.

Henry hadn’t wanted them to find Avaon Bay. That had made sense even before Richard saw this
marvelous harbor with his own eyes. Now that he had, he was as sure as his brother that nobody but
Englishmen had any business exploring or making ahome here.

A river ran into the northern part of the bay. Henry had said so. Henry and his crew hadn’t taken a boat
up theriver, so nobody knew whether the stream ran west from the green ridge of mountains Richard
had penetrated or came down from the north.

If it did risein the mountains, it would make awonderful highway across the western haf of Atlantis. You
could build araft or aboat up in the mountain country and then ride the rest of the way. Y ou could if
there weren’t too many rocks or mudflats, anyway.

That would be worth knowing. Richard went on blazing histrail as he headed north toward theriver. If it
didn’t suit his purposes, he could aways go back the way he' d come out. He didn’t want to: he'd
aready been over that ground once. But he could, which was comforting in itsway.

Shorehirds flew up in shrieking clouds when they caught sight of him. They wouldn't have done that on
the eastern shore, or not to the same degree. A lot of the birdsin the east were as naive about people as
honkers were. What did that say? Wasit close enough from here to the new land with the copperskinned
people that more western shorebirds made the journey and grew familiar with hunters? Richard couldn’t
seewhat eseit waslikely to mean.

He swore under his bresth. He' d seen snipe in those clouds of birds, and snipe made uncommonly fine
eating. The ones back near New Hastings were tame enough to catch by hand. Not these. If he wanted
them, he' d have to get them the hard way.

Even without snipe roasted in clay, he went on. Over aong the eastern edge of the bay, what was water,



what marsh, and what land seemed as much ameatter of opinion as anything else. Although it was bright
daylight, mosquitoes buzzed. Henry had made it plain the water was degper out by the insweeping arms
of land. One of those would be the place to build, then.

Birds swooped here and there after the swarms of insects. Some of the swallows were achingly likethe
ones he d left behind in England. Otherswere larger, with apurple cast to their feathers. Instead of flitting
al thetime, some birds perched on branches and ssumps and made forays against the mosquitoes. “ Pee
-bee!” they caled gaily. “ Pee-bee!”

Richard found theriver alittle before sunset. It meandered through low country, so he had trouble being
sure, but he thought it came down from the east. “Ill find out tomorrow,” he said.

With abone hook, some worms he dug out of the boggy soil, and alength of line, he had no trouble
pulling a couple of trout from the stream. They wouldn’t make as good a supper as snipe would have, but
they were alot better than nothing.

He wondered how things were back in New Hastings. Cold and wet and boring, unless he missed his
guess. Not much happened there, not these days. When he got back, he’ d give people something to talk
about for awhile.

VIII

T hree of the Earl of Warwick’ stroopers tramped down the middle of New Hastings widest Strest,
pulling their boots out of the mud at every step. Rain pattered down, which would make the mud even
thicker and gluier before long. The troopers mailshirts jingled asthey walked. To keep therain off of
their byrnies and helms, they wore hooded wool cloaks they’ d taken from the settlers.

Edward Radcliffe wore acloak himsdlf, and a broad-brimmed hat in lieu of ahood. He made sure he
steered well clear of Warwick’s men. Thelessreason they had to get angry at him, the smdler the
chance they would do something he' d regret. He watched them trudge by. They paid him no attention at
dl.

The soldiers seldom went about in groups smaller than three, not any more. Two of them had suffered
unfortunate accidents while walking around by themsalves. Nobody could prove anything. Even
Warwick admitted as much. But the exiled noble had called Edward in to the house he' d appropriated
and laid down the law like Moses coming down from Mount Sinai.

“Thiswill stop,” Warwick said bluntly. “It will, or | shdl turn loose my wolves, and New Hastings will not
be the happier for that.”

“Your Lordship, | had nothing to do withit,” Edward said.

“I believeyou. If | didn’t believe you, you would be dead, and | would be talking to someone dse.”
Richard Neville didn’'t waste sweet words on his socid inferiors—which meant he wasted them on no
onein Atlantis. “ Still, these people listen to you. And they had better, if they don’t want to see what
daughter lookslike. They will not play mefor afool. D’ you understand me?’

“Oh, yes. Y ou dways make yourself very plain, sr,” Edward Radcliffe answered. “But may | ask you
one question?’

“Go ahead.” By Warwick’ stone, he was granting afavor to aman who didn’t deserveit.

“Evenif your soldiers hold New Hastings down, what good will it do you? What will you get from it?’



Richard Neville stared a him. They might both use English, but they didn’t spesk the same language. “If |
cannot bealord in England, Radcliffe, | shdl be alord—no, aking—here. Thismay be amiserable
puddle of areddm, but it is my miserable puddie of arealm. Do you understand me now?’

“I certainly do, your Lordship,” Edward said.
“Good. Then get out.”

Get out Edward Raddliffe did, thanking heaven the noble let him leave. And he spread the word, as
Warwick wanted him to do. But he spread it for his own reasons, not for the earl’s.

“Wedon't want aking here, dowe?’ he said when he visited his son after getting away from Warwick,
and answered his own question: “No, by God, of coursewe don’t, not if he uses his soldiersto steal
from us and to hold us down.”

“Why shouldn’t we knock ’ em over the head as we find the chance, then?’ Henry said—and hewas
only thefirst of many. “If we get rid of afew now, the rest will be easier to dispose of later.”

Reluctantly, Edward shook his head. “If Warwick keeps them dl together, think what they can do to us.
Do you want England’ sworthlesswar coming to the shores of Atlantis?’

“Sooner or later, we' ll haveto kill them dl.” Again, Henry was only thefirst who said that. The Earl of
Warwick’ s soldiers had not endeared themselvesin New Hastings.

“How can we, without raising the whole settlement?’ Edward asked. “ They havetraining. They have
discipline. They have armor. One of them isworth more in the field than one of us.”

His son smiled a most unpleasant smile. “We have longbows.”

Hewasright. A clothyard shaft from alongbow would pierce any mailshirt ever made. A shot at close
range would pierce plate. But he seemed to think being right was enough. Edward Radcliffe feared he
knew better.

“Unlesswekill them dl a once, the rest take their revenge,” he said. “The whole settlement is hostage to
them. Trying and failing isworse than not trying at al.”

Henry shook his head. “Nothing isworse than not trying at dl. If wedon't try at adl, what are we but their
dogs?”’

“Patience,” Edward told him. “Patience. What we have to do is, we have to make sure we don't fail
when we try. And we have to make sure Warwick and his wolves—his name for them, not mine—think
we are their dogstill wetry. If they’reready for us, if they’ rewaiting for us, our work getsthat much
harder. Am I right or am | wrong?’

“I amaman, not adog,” Henry said, but then, shaking hisheed, “I’ll be aquiet man, | suppose—for a
while”

“That' swhat we need.” Edward didn’t try to hide therelief in hisvoice.

He had to play the dog, too, no matter how it galed him. And acting subservient wounded him al the
more because he knew he wouldn't be worth much if it cameto afight. For aman hisage, hewas
healthy enough. He could still see well—at adistance. He hadn’t gone deaf. He still had most of histeeth.
All the same, he was nearer seventy than sixty. Hewas't very strong, and he wasn't very fast. Hiswind
wasn't what it had been, either.



When he grumbled about it, Henry set ahand on his shoulder. “Don'’t fret, Fether. Y ou’ ve still got more
brainsthan any three men in Atlantis, and that includes Warwick. When we move againgt him, we' [l move
because of you.”

“You flatter me,” Edward said. 1 think you’ re wrong, though. When New Hastings rises against
Warwick, chances areit will be because a soldier does something so horrible, he' Il make everyone hate
him—and hislord. These thingswork out that way.”

“If you say 0.” Henry winked at him. “What | say is, you show you' ve got al those brains by knowing
such things”

“What | say is, you'reamiserable pup,” Edward said with rough affection.
Henry winked again. “ And where do | get that? From you or from Mother?’

“Don't let her hear you ask, or you'll getit, al right,” Edward said. They both laughed, asif hewere
kidding.

Snow on the ground and deet in the air told Richard Radcliffe he was back on the east Side of the
mountains again. His breath smoked, asif he were adragon. He had a dragonish temper right now. Just a
few miles back, the westher had been tolerable—not warm, but tolerable. No more.

“We'reliving in thewrong place. We al ought to pack up and head for Avalon Bay,” he grumbled. Fog
spurted from his mouth and nose with every word. And if that didn’t prove his point, he couldn’t imagine
what would.

He aso couldn’t imagine getting everyone in New Hastings and Bredestown to pack up and travel across
Atlantisor sail around it to get to the land where it was dways April. Most people were like plants; they
found a spot, and they put down roots. He didn’t even intend to try to talk the whole English settlement
into leaving. A few men, afew families, might. More likely, nobody would.

“Bloody fools,” Richard said, scuffing through the snow. He kept his head down, partly to ward against
the nasty wind and partly to spot any tracks there might be. If he could follow atrail straight to ahonker
or anail thrush...

When the wesather got cold, you needed to eat more. Thefireinsde you needed more fuel to keep going.
And, before long, he found some. This country was extravagantly rich in extravagantly stupid game. The
oil thrush he came upon eyed him in mild confusion as he approached. Maybe, like the red-crested
eagles, it thought he was some strange kind of honker. It probably wondered what he was doing right up
to the moment when he knocked it over the head.

Hefound shelter behind afalen pine. Dried-out needles made good tinder: he dug around under the
trunk till he found some the snow hadn’t reached. Once he got the fire going, he fed it with twigs and
branches. The warmth felt good—felt wonderful, in fact. He butchered the ail thrush and started cooking
aleg. Hehadn't done the best job of plucking it; the stink of sngeing feathersfilled hisnose. Grease
dripped down onto the flames and made them sputter and pop.

He carved chunks of mest off the bones with hisknife. He didn’t admire his own cookery. Part of the
bird was nearly burnt, the rest nearly raw. He didn’t care. After tossing the gnawed leg bones aside, he
cooked the liver and the heart and the gizzard, and then the other thigh. The breast and thewings had less
mest on them.



A couple of soft, dow, amost deepy chirps startled him. Then he Sarted to laugh. Hewas't the only
one who thought the fire felt good. One of those mouse-sized katydids had taken shelter againgt the cold
under the downed pine. With the fire close by to heat it up, it revived. Maybe it thought spring had come
ealy.

“Sorry, bug,” Richard said. “ Pretty soon, I’ m going to push on, and then you'll go back to deep.” In
England, dormice snoozed away the winter. No dormice here. No mice of any kind, except the ones that
had sneaked aboard the cogs that brought the settlers from England. No nativerats, either. Richard
didn’t missthem. Who but a cat would?

After hebuilt up thefireto burn for awhile, herolled himself in his blanket and went to deep. It wasn't a
soft bed, but it would do. Now he hoped the westher wouldn’t warm up. If it started to rain, it would
soak through even histhick, greasy woolen blanket. Then weariness claimed him, and he stopped
worrying about the weather or anything else.

He was shivering when he woke up. That meant he woke sooner than he might have. It was ill dark,
with only the faintest hint of twilight in the eest. New Hastings lay farther south than its namesakein
England, so itswintertime days were longer and its nights shorter than the ones he' d grown up with. All
the same, its winters seemed harsher than the onesin the land he' d | eft behind. He wondered why that
should be o, but had no doubt it was.

“Father should have settled farther south yet,” he muttered as he poked the embersto red life, fed more
tinder onto them, and got the fire going again. From everything he' d heard, the cold season was milder
down in Cosguer and much milder down in Gernika. The Bretons and Basques had it easier than their
English counterpartsdid.

Of course, that coin was two-sided. New Hastings' summers were hotter and stickier than the ones back
in England. The farther south you went down Atlantis east coast, the more pronounced that got. By the
time you reached Gernika, wouldn’t you turn into a puddle of sweet?

There had to be a better way—and there was, on the far sde of the mountains. From what he' d seen
and from what Henry had reported, the westher near Avalon Bay came close to perfection the whole
year round. Again, he wondered why there should be such a difference, and, again, he didn’t know. That
the difference was there and that it wasreal, he couldn’t help believing. He' d seenit. HE d fdlt it.

His stomach growled. He roasted the ail thrush' s other drumstick and broke hisfast with it. Heleft the
rest of the carcass behind when he went east once more. In England, he wouldn't have, for he wouldn't
have been confident of catching anything else. Even ahdfway decent hunter, though, had ahard time
going hungry in Atlantis. He' d left alot of big birds behind him, dead, in histravels. He could dwayskill
another one when he needed to.

Downhill again. Downhill al theway to New Hagtings. All he needed to do wasfind thetrail he' d blazed
and follow it, and it would take him home again. What could be easier?

“Yes? And then what?” he asked himself dloud. When he got back, how many people would care where
he' d gone? How many would care what he' d done? Oh, some would, but most of the settlersjust
wanted to get on with the lives they’ d made here. They thought him strange for plunging into the
wilderness every chance he got. He wondered why they’ d bothered leaving England.

Even hiswife thought him strange for plunging into the wilderness—and for leaving her done. He hoped
she hadn’t done anything to make a scanda while he was gone. Fishermen who went to seafor weeks
and months at atime ran that risk. Richard had no reason to think Berthawas unfaithful, but he knew it
was one of the thingsthat could happen to atraveling man.



Of course, it was dso one of the things that could happen to aman who lived over his shop. If awoman
was going to, she was going to. The same held true for men, but women had a harder time doing anything
about it.

He was perhaps halfway down from the mountains to the seawhen he got a surpriss—he saw ahog
drinking at a swift-running stream. A heartbest |ater, the hog saw him or smelled him or heard him. It
snorted and trotted away. Unlike honkers and oil thrushes, it knew what aman would want fromit.

“By Our Lady, they’ve come along way!” Richard exclaimed. If he'd seen this one here, some were
bound to have traveled even farther west. He wondered if any swine had reached the mountains or gone
over them. Helaughed. They would givethelocd beastsalivey time.

Halfway up the towering spire of aredwood, a parrot screeched. Others sarted to cal, too, till the
woods echoed with their cries. That made Richard laugh again. Back in England, he' d heard of parrots,
but never seen them. From everything he’ d heard, they lived in hot countries. Not in Atlantis. Here they
were, screaming their heads off in the middle of winter. Y ou never could tell.

At last, near the headwaters of asmall stream running east, he came to a pine marked not with one of his
usud blazesbut with a B. He smiled. That blaze marked the Brede. All he had to do wasfollow theriver,
and it would take him home.

But when he neared Bredestown, he got another surprise, and one not nearly so welcome as the hog.
More game out in the woods was aways wel come. Strange men tramping the edges of the cleared
ground wearing helmets and chainmail were anything but.

“Who the devil areyou?’ one of the strangers said when Richard stepped out from the shelter of the
trees.

“What the devil areyou?’ the other one added.

Helooked down at himsdlf. His clothes were filthy and tattered, his beard long and unkempt. When he
was aonein the forest, what difference did it make? It made one now.

“My nameisRichard Raddliffe.” Taking to other people, especidly to strangers, felt odd after solongin
his own company. “I’ ve been to the other side of Atlantis, and now I’'m back. Who are you?’

“Why, the Earl of Warwick’ smen.” By theway the soldier said it, even someone just back from the
other sde of Atlantis—or the other side of the moon—should have known that. In case Richard didn’t
know that, the man added, “Warwick’ sin charge here now.”

“Ishe?’ Richard said tonelesdy. Both soldiers nodded. Both of them kept hand on swordhilt. Richard
got the ideathey would make him sorry if he said that didn’t suit him. That being so, hedidn’'t. “When |
st out, the earl was on the far side of the sea. So were you two, | expect,” seemed safer.

Both men at arms nodded. “But we' re bloody well here now, so we have to make the best of it,” the
bigger one said. He had a scar on his upper lip and two missing front teeth. He also had bushy eyebrows,
which came down and together as he frowned. “ Radcliffe, isit? Y ou'll be the old grumbler’s other son?’

No one had ever talked about Richard’ sfather that way before. Richard had brawled—who
hadn’t?>—but he was no warrior. He wouldn't have cared to take on one of these bruisers, let done both
of them, even if they weren't armored. Another soft answer seemed best, S0 he gave one: “Henry ismy
brother, yes.”

They put their heads together and muttered to each other. Richard wondered whether he ought to bolt



back into the woods. But the soldier with the missing front teeth said, “Well, now that you' re back, you’ d
damned well better keep your nose clean—that’sdl I’ ve got to tdll you.”

“You’ d damned well better keep all of you clean.” The other soldier held hisnose. “Y ou tink like adung
heap, friend.”

Richard had no doubt the Earl of Warwick’s man wasright. “1t' s been cold,” he said with such dignity as
he could musgter. “Not much chance to wash.” It hadn’t been all that cold on the other side of the
mountains, but the soldiers didn’t need to know that. When you were al by yoursdf, though, what point
to washing? Mot people didn’t bother very often even when they weren’t by themsalves. Warwick’s
men stank of sour sweet, too. But Richard had no doubt he was riper. He looked forward to a bath.

After alast couple of growls, Warwick’ smen let him go on. A sigh of relief gusted from him as soon as
they got far enough away not to hear it. Cows and sheep and afew horses grazed on the meadows and
gleaned what they could from the falow fields, manuring them with their dung. Dogs barked and growled.
A brindled cat sneaked around the corner of abarn. It might amost have been England.

It might, that is, till Richard looked past the plowed and settled ground. Those somber woods had no
counterpart in the lands across the sea. Here and there in the settlement, apine or abarrel tree ill stood.
The redwoods were gone. Not only was their timber useful, but living under their shadow would have
meade the English fed like miceliving under achurch seeple.

Prince, the family dog, snarled a Richard as he came up. Then the beast took his scent and tared like a
player doing acomedy turninamummers show. Isthat really you? hisline would have been.

“Y es, you miserable hound, itisme,” Richard said.

Whining, the dog came up and licked his hand. He wondered what would happen if he stayed away long
enough for Prince to forget him. He would get bitten, that was what.

Berthawas down on her kneesin the garden plot by the farmhouse. Y ou could keep things dive through
these wintersif you looked after them. Up to a certain point, carrots and parsnips got sweeter if you left
them in the ground. And far fewer pests plagued them here than would have been so back in England.

Richard s wife glanced up from her work. Her mouth dropped open. Theway helooked didn't faze
her—she' d seen him come home from the woods before. She scrambled to her feet and ran to hisarms.

“Hdlo, dear,” he said. She fdt good pressed againgt him; her solid warmth reminded him how long he'd
been away.

“So good to seeyou.” Berthatilted her face up for akiss. “1 was beginning to worry—not alot, but
some”

“Just along trip, not ahard one,” Richard said. “But who are those damned brigands in chainmail?
Where did they come from?’

Hedidn't hold hisvoice down. Hiswife looked alarmed. “ Y ou’ ve met them, have you? Be careful how
you tak about them. If anyone makes them angry, he pays.”

“Somebody ought to make them pay, by God,” Richard said. “Those byrnieswon't hold out arrows.”

Bertha crossed hersdlf. “ Sweet suffering Jesus, you sound like your father. He' swild to do themin, but
they don't give many chances.”



“What' sthis Warwick doing here, anyway?’ Richard asked.

“Hewas sent herefor our sns—and for hisown,” hiswife answered. “ He made the king angry, so Henry
sent him off to Freetown, to do hisworgt there. But his captain landed here instead, and now we' re stuck
withhim.”

They went insde. She poured water from a bucket into akettle and set it on the fire to heet. Richard
smiled. He d be able to bathe soon. But the smiledidn’t last. “We re going to have to do something
about him,” he sad.

“Y ou do sound like your father,” Bertha said. “He goes on and on about how he didn’t cometo Atlantis
to bend the knee to any nobleman. One day he'll say it too loud, or to the wrong man, and it will get
back to Warwick. And then the trouble will start.”

“Tothewrong man?’ Richard frowned. He' d been away from human company too long; he needed a
moment to realize what that had to mean. “ Some of the settlers would betray him to this robber chief?’

“Watch what you say!” Bertharepeated. But she nodded, unhappily. “ Some would. They want to get
aong any way they can. They don’t want trouble. If I’ ve heard that once, I’ ve heard it a hundred times.
‘I don't want trouble,” they say, and pull their headsinto their shdllsliketurtles.”

“They’ Il have moretroubleif they bend the knee to this dog of aWarwick than they will if they givehim a
good kick in theteeth,” Richard said. Hiswife started to speak again, then closed her mouth instead. He
suspected he' d just sounded like hisfather one moretime. Well, hisfather knew ahawk from aheron
when the wind was southerly, al right.

Berthatook the kettle off the fire. She mixed the hot water with alittle cold—not too much, because it
would cool fast enough on its own. Richard stripped off hisfilthy clothes and scrubbed at himsdlf with a
rag and some of the harsh, homemade soap she gave him. By the time he was done, his skin had gone
from assorted shades of brown to pink. She trimmed his hair and beard with apair of shears she'd
brought from England.

“You look likethe man | married again,” she said when shefinished, “and not the Old Man of the Woods
any more.”

“| fed like the man you married, too.” He reached for her. They kissed. Laughing, he picked her up and
carried her over to the bed.

Edward, these days, stayed close to home. He knew he had trouble keeping his mouth shut. If he hadn’t
known, Nell would have made apoint of reminding him. He hadn’t had to worry about saying what was
on hismind, not for years. No onein Atlantis had. People needed to worry now. If you didn’t watch
your words, Richard Neville s bully boyswould make you sorry.

The Earl of Warwick acted like aking, or at least like aprince. His bravos held New Hastings hostage.
They lived off thefat of the land, taking what they wanted. One of the things Warwick took was Lucy
Fenner, the late master salter’ s daughter. She was nineteen now, or maybe twenty. People said she was
thefairest on thisside of the Atlantic: ared-haired beauty with afigure to make apriest forget hisvows.
She could heat up acold night—Edward had no doubt of that. He was getting old (no, Devil takeit, he'd
got old), but he wasn't dead.

He aso wasn't abandit chief, to take awoman whether she waswilling or not. Warwick...was. Lucy,



these days, went around with red-rimmed eyes and an expression beyond sorrowful. She' d never
imagined beauty could be dangerousto her. Whether she' d imagined it or not, she wasfinding out the
hard way.

“Mary, pity women,” Nell said when Edward remarked on that.

“It'snot Mary’ sdoing that Lucy got snatched from her family,” Edward said. “It’ sthat dog of a
Warwick.”

“He sadog with teeth,” Nell warned.

“I know,” Edward said grimly. Fear of what Warwick’ s troopers would do wasthe only thing that had
kept New Hagtings from rising againgt its new and unwelcome overlord. “ Someone needsto give him a
boot in the ribs, to remind him he' s not supposed to do that kind of thing here.”

Hiswifewagged afinger in hisface. “Not you. Y ou’ re not going to throw your life away over achit of a
gl

“I wouldn't do that,” Edward said with dignity. Nell only snorted. Still with dignity, hewent on, “If | rise
againg Warwick, | won't throw my life away. I'll make him throw away his.”

“Canyou?’ Ndl asked—theright question, sure enough.

“If  don't think | can, | won't move,” Edward said. “He has hisbully boys, and he hasthe men he's
scared into thinking he' s a sure winner, and he has the handful of curs—I won't call them men, because
they don’t deserve the name—who lick the boots of anybody they think is strong. We have the rest of
New Hagtings”

“Isthat enough?’ Nell asked anxioudy. “Againg trained men with armor...1 don't think therewasa
mailshirt in Atlantis before Warwick came, let donethat suit of plate he wears.”

“Y ou only need armor if you intend to kill your fellow man and you don't intend to let him kill you,”
Edward said. “Why would we have wanted it till now? But we have shields, and we have our bows,
and”—nhis voice dropped to awhisper—"in Bredestown, where Warwick’ s hounds don’t go so much,
the smith ismaking swords.”

“Warwick’ s hounds amost took Richard when he came out of the woods by the Brede,” hiswife
reminded him.

“I didn’t say they never went to Bredestown. | said they didn’t go there so often, and they don't,”
Edward Raddliffe answered. “And Adam Higginsis no fool—there' sdways something else on the anvil,
30 no stinking bravo'slikely to see him forging ablade.”

“I"'m not worried about soldiers seeing him so much as | am about some Judas sdlling him to Warwick,”
Nel sad.

Edward put an arm around her. “ Speaking of being no fool, my deer...”

“Oh, pooh!” Nell shook him off. “I’m an old gossip, iswhat | am. And one gossip knows how much
trouble another one can cause. Isthere anyone in Bredestown who doesn't like the smith? If thereis,
that’ s someone we have to watch.”

“By Our Lady!” Edward said, and laughed at his own choice of oath. “By Our Lady, indeed! | wonder
how men ever get anything done, with women keeping an eye on their every move before they makeit.”



He paused, looking thoughtful. “I wonder whether men ever get anything done—anything their women
don’'t want, | mean.”

“I have no ideawhat you' re talking about—none.” Ndl’ s voice was so demure and innocent, Edward
started to nod. Then he caught himsalf and gave her asharp look. Her face was demure and innocent,
too—so very demure and innocent that he Started laughing again. She poked himin theribs. “You
believed me. For a heartbest or two, you believed me.”

“You'll never proveit,” hesad.

“I don’t need to proveit. | know you too well to doubt it.” Now Nell sounded supremely confident. And
with reason: “I’ d better after al these years, don’t you think? Who € se would have put up with you for
0 long?’

“No onein her right mind—that’ s sure enough,” Edward said. Nell made aface a him. He made one
back. They both laughed thistime. Edward wondered if he was dipping into his second childhood. If he
was, he was having agood time doing it—or he would have been, if not for the Earl of Warwick.

Henry Radcliffe paced the Rose’ s deck. Shelay not far offshore: far enough to keep abad winter storm
from flinging her up onto the beach and breaking her all to flinders. No storm now. The day was cold, but
amogt hitterly clear—a good match for the state of hismind at the moment.

Not quite by chance, one of his mittened hands came to rest on the wrought-iron barrel of aswive gun.
“I wonder if we could hit New Hastings from here,” he said in musing tones. “I wonder if we could hit a
particular housein New Hagtings from here.”

“Hit thetown?1 think the piece' d reach that far,” Bartholomew Smith said. Henry nodded; he gauged the
range, and the gun’s power, about the same. The mate went on, “Hit one house in particular? That’ d take
the Devil’sown luck, don’'t you think?’

Regretfully, Henry nodded again. “ Afraid | do.”
Smith eyed him. “Which house have you got in mind?’

“Oh, let’sjust say | wasthinking of putting aball through my father’ s door, to wake him up if hewas
degping”

“Y ou can say that if you want to.” Smith looked around to make sure no one besides Henry wasin
earshot. “Me, I d sooner put one through Warwick’ s door—or through Warwick, though from here
that’ d take more than the Devil’ sluck.”

“It would, wouldn't it?” Henry said sadly. He sent the mate a hooded glance. “ So you' re not fond of his
Lordship?’

“Lucy Fenner’smother ismy first cousin,” Smith said.

“| should have remembered that.” Henry thumped his forehead with the hedl of hishand. “Well, no, then
you have good reason not to be.”

The mate scowled. “Lucy’sagood girl, asweet girl, damn him. Not her fault she was born pretty, and
she shouldn't haveto pay for it like that.”



“Women have been paying for their looks that way since the days of Adam and Eve,” Henry said. Seeing
the mutinous expression on the mate’ sface, he quickly added, “ Not that that makesit right.”

“I should say not,” Bartholomew Smith spat. “The day is coming when Warwick’ |l push dl of ustoofar,
like he' saready pushed me. | think it's coming soon, and when it does...” His strong, scarred hands
folded into figts.

“My father fedlsthe sameway. | do believe he' sfelt that way since hefirst set eyes on Warwick, before
the earl even set foot on our soil.” Henry looked around again. No one was paying him or Smith any
specia heed. In alow voice, he continued, “When the day does come, heaimsto fight.”

“Skipper, | dways knew your father was agood man,” Smith said. “1 aways knew he was asmart man,
too. Only question is, can we kick those bastards when we have to?’

“That' swhat’ s held him back thislong. And, he says, even winning you can pay too high aprice. If the
battle tears New Hastings and Bredestown to pieces, if half the people die and haf the houses and shops
burn down, we'll dl be years getting over it,” Henry said. “When hewas alad, he says, hisold
grandfather would tell him stories about what England was like just after the Black Death passed over the
countryside.”

The mate shuddered and made the sign of the cross. “ God keep the plague on the other side of the sea.
That bloody Warwick’ s plague enough for these lands.”

“Plague enough and to spare,” Henry agreed. “But that' s just Father’ s point. A war here could be as bad
asthe plague. It could set us back the way the Black Death set England back. That’swhy he doesn't
want to fight unlesswe can begt the soldiersin ahurry without ruining ourselvesin the doing.”

“That’ s sensible, no doubt about it,” Bartholomew Smith said. “How long do you think poor Lucy will
want usto go on being sensible?’ Henry grunted; that shot hit the target in the bull’ s-eye. Smith asked
another question: “ls't it better to die on our feet than to live on our knees?’

Henry grunted again—he hadn’t dreamt the other man had so much firein hisbely. Sowly, he answered,
“Itis, yes. My father would not say otherwise. But he would say it’ s better still to live on our feet. HE's
looking for away to do that, which iswhy he waits.”

“God grant hefind one,” Smith said. “How long can he—how long can we—keep waiting, though? If we
get used to saying, ‘Yes, Lord,” to whatever Warwick demands of us—well, we'll be living on our knees
then, and | fear mewe |l forget how to climb up on our feet again.”

“I don’t think it will go that far,” Henry said. “Back in England, even the king hastroubletelling his people
what to do. That'swhy thewars go on and on. If the king can’t make Englishmen obey, Lord have
mercy on apoor earl who tries, en?’

Smith’ ssmiletouched hislips, but not hiseyes. “Don’t they cal Warwick the Kingmaker, though?”

“That was hisnickname, dl right. But the king he made unmade him. And if amere king can cast him
down”—Henry winked—" don’t you suppose a settlement full of Englishmen can do the same when the
time comes?’

“Bdikeyou'reright.” Despite hiswords, Smith till didn’t smile with hiswhole face. “ It had better come
soon, | tell you, for Lucy’ s sake. A woman's not like aman, you know—she keeps her honor between

her legs”
“Warwick has dishonored her, but he hasn't taken her honor away. It' s not the samething,” Henry said.



“Everyone knows what he would have doneto her kinif shedidn’'t yield herself to him. That would have
touched off thefight, | expect, but it wouldn’t have done the Fenners any good.”

“No, itwouldn’t.... Touched off...” Smith set his own gloved hand on the wrought-iron barrdl of the
swivel gun. He siwung it toward the house the Earl of Warwick had taken for his own, as he' d taken
Lucy Fenner for hisown.

As he aims to take New Hastings for his own, Henry thought. When you got down to it, wasn't it that
ample? Warwick didn’t want to be akingmaker here: he wanted to be aking himsalf. It would be asmall
kingdom. Maybe that would suffice him, or maybe he dreamt of taking England in King Edward's
despite, usng Atlantis as hisbase. If he did, Henry judged him amadman, but wasn't amadman dl the
more dangerous for being mad?

“Well settlehim,” he declared. “What does Atlantis need with kings?’

“King Warwick?’ Smith followed histhoughts without trouble. “ King Neville? King Richard? Whatever
he' d syle himsdlf, let him carveit on histombstone instead.”

“My brother would make a better King Richard than Warwick would,” Henry said. “He' s better suited
to the job, too, by God.”

“How’'sthat?

“He doesn’t want it.”

| X

E dward Radcliffe was coming to dread aknock on the door. He never had before, not in al the years
snce coming to Atlantis. In that stretch of time, aknock on the door meant a friend had cometo call.
Now aknock was much too likely to be trouble caling.

This particular knock on the door came just before supper.

Chicken and turnips and parsnips and cabbage bubbled in a pat, filling the house with savory fragrance
and making Edward’ s somach rumble. He said something unchristian when afist thudded againgt the
planks of the door.

“Tell whoever itisto go away,” Nell said.

“Nothing I’ d like better.” But when Edward went to the door, he found that hisvistorswere not likely to
take no for an answer.

They werefive of Richard Nevill€ sbiggest, roughest bravos, dl of them armored, dl of them with drawn
swords except for one who carried a crossbow instead. “Well, well!” Edward said. “What' sal this
about?’

The soldierswith the swords hefted them. The fellow with the crossbow aimed it at Radcliffe’ schest. The
biggest ruffian growled, “His Lordship wantsto see you. And | mean right away.”

“Doeshe?’ Edward said mildly. All the soldiers nodded. Edward asked, “ Suppose | don't careto see
him right away?’

“That would be too bad—for you,” the trooper answered. “ And he would still see what was eft of you.”



Therewas aline between bravery and stupidity. Edward Radcliffe knew which side of the line defying
five young, tough, armored men lay on. “Wdll, supper will just haveto wait in thet case, won't it?” he
sad.

“Smartest notion you' ve had in along time, Granddad,” the big soldier agreed. “Now get moving, before
he getssick of waiting.”

“I’'m coming.” Edward raised hisvoiceto cal out to Nell: “His Lordship has something to talk about with
me.” She squawked in dismay. He was dismayed, too, but he didn’t think squawking would do any
good. He nodded to Warwick’ s men. “Lead on. I’m honored to have such afine escort.”

They snorted, dmost in unison. “We aren't doing it for your honor, old man,” the big soldier said. “We're
doingit for his”

“Redly?’ Edward said, asif that hadn’t occurred to him. He didn’t think pushing them any further wasa
good idea. He stepped over the threshold and into the street.

He remembered when New Hagtings literally hadn’t been there. Now it could have been any other
English seaside town—if you didn’t notice the redwood timber, and if you didn’t raise your eyes past the
fiddsto the dark woodsthat didn't lie far away.

Guards stood in front of the house Neville had appropriated: the biggest onein town. They carried spears
taller than they were. The sharp edges of the spearpoints glittered blood-red in the fading light. “ So he
came, did he?’ one of the guards said. “How about that?’

“Hecame, dl right,” the crossbowman answered. “ See? He' s not so dumb as he looks.”

“Couldn’t proveit by me” the guard said. “Take him onin, then. His Lordship’ Il let him know what's
what.”

“Right.” The crossbowman gave Edward alittle shove. “ Y ou heard Peter. Goonin.”

“Thank you so much,” Edward said. The fellow with the crossbow smirked. Plainly, he didn’t recognize
irony when he heard it. Too late, Edward redlized that might be good luck; had the archer recognized it,
he might have made him sorry.

Inside, the Earl of Warwick sat in achair with aback. That emphasized his noble blood; like most
people, Radcliffe had only stoolsin hishouse. “Lucy!” Warwick called. “Fetch my guest something to
drink!”

“Yes, your Lordship.” Lucy Fenner hurried in from the kitchen. The silk gown she wore must have come
from England with the exiled earl. It bared too much of her, and clung too tightly to what it didn’t display.
She lowered her eyesto the ground, and scurried away as soon as she' d set amug in Edward' s hand.

He raised an eyebrow even before he tasted it. The rich bouquet told him what it was. “Did the wine
come from England, Lord?’ he asked.

Warwick shook hishead. “| took it in trade from the Bretons,” hereplied. “1t' s horsepiss dongside what
aproper vintner could do, mind, but any wineis better than none.”

Edward hadn’t known the settlers Francois K ersauzon had brought to Atlantis werefindly turning out
enough wineto turn someloose. “| thank you for your kindness,” he said, and surprised himsglf by more
or lessmeaning it. “Been agood many years since |’ ve drunk anything but beer and ade and barrel-tree

W.”



“| deserve better,” Warwick said smply. “The onetroubleis, getting what | want isn’t dways cheap.”

“Sorry to hear that, your Lordship.” Aslong asthe earl was giving him wine, Edward would sound
sympathetic.

He thought so, anyhow, till Warwick continued, “Sinceit isn't, | am going to haveto take...certain
measures, | suppose you would say.”

Maybe the exiled noble hoped the wine would fuzz Edward’ swits so he d blithely accept anything he
heard. If that was what Warwick had in mind, he was doomed to disappointment. “What kind of
measures, Sr?” Radcliffe asked. He still sounded polite, but he was sure he also sounded wary. And with
reason, for he was.

Warwick sent him asour stare. Y es, the noble had wanted him fuddled, al right. Well, no matter what
Warwick wanted, he had what he had. He needed only a handful of heartbests to see asmuch. “1 shall
haveto Sart levying atax on the settlershere,” he said regretfully, asif it were Edward' sfault that he'd
been reduced to such measures.

“A tax?’ Edward blurted. He could have sounded no more appaled if Richard Neville had denied that
the Son and Holy Ghost were proper Persons of the Trinity. *Y ou can’'t do that!”

One of the bully boyswho' d fetched him hither growled like adog on achain. The Earl of Warwick
raised alanguid-seeming hand, and the soldier fell slent. He till glared in Edward’ s direction, though,
and his knuckles whitened as his hand clutched the hilt of hissword.

“Y ou are a bold man, Radcliffe—abold man or afool,” Warwick said. “How dare you tell mewhat |
may and may not do? | suggest you think carefully before you answer. Think very carefully, in fact.”

“Lord, I could think from now till doomsday and not think you had theright to tax me,” Edward said. “I
am sorry if my being so plain offends you, but thet’ sthe truth. Why, in England the king himsdlf hasto ask
leave of Parliament before he taxes his people.”

Richard Neville smouth tightened. “I will thank you not to spesk of the king in my presence. If you vaue
your neck, Radcliffe, you will honor my—request.”

“I don’'t know if | can, Sir, not while we' re talking about taxes,” Edward said. “How do you clam a
power here that he doesn’t claim in England?’

“How? Simple.” The Earl of Warwick drew from his belt adagger whose hilt was ornamented with gold
wire and began cleaning his naillswith the point. “This miserable, godforsaken placeisn’t England. It's
bloody Atlantis, and you people here never tire of telling me s0.”

“But we are Englishmen, Lord. We havetherights of Englishmen.” Till that moment, Edward’ smain
concern had been making sure that England paid no attention to Atlantis. Parliament might have decided
to levy taxes here, too, and to whom could he have appeded if it did? To no one at al, as he knew too
well.

Warwick eyed him like a cat watching amouse it was playing with but hadn’t yet decided to kill. “Y ou
clam those rights when you fed likeit. Otherwise, you' re glad England lies across the sundering sea.”

That arrow quivered in the center of the target. Edward couldn’t, and wouldn't, admit as much. He took
adeep breath. “ Y ou are not our king, Lord. Y ou have not got theright to do this.”

Warwick went on cleaning hisfingernails. The dagger was dim, pointed, and sharp—quite abit like him.



“I havethe might to do it, Sirrah, as you will learn to your sorrow if you prove lunatic enough to chalenge
rTe”

“We are Englishmen, Lord,” Edward Radcliffe repeated stubbornly. “Y ou have no right to steal from us
thisway—and that iswhat it is, stedling. If you try to take what is ours, we will appeal to hisMaesty.”

Even as he said the words, he wondered whether that was agood idea. The Earl of Warwick, with a
small force of soldiers behind him, was an annoyance, and no smdl one. But the King of England could
cdl on thewhole strength of theidand if he chose—and if hewas't caught up in the coils of civil war.
He might prove a more dangerous master than any loca lord.

Or he might nat, if the local lord made as much trouble as this one was doing.

Thethreat didn’t seem to worry Warwick. He neither flinched nor paled. Nor did heraise hisvoice ashe
sad, “I will kill every one of you if you try.” Hewasjust stating afact; he might aswell have said,
Red-crested eagles will kill honkersif they can.

If 1 ama honker, by God, | can honk all the way across the ocean, Edward thought. “Meaning no
disrespect, Lord, but that isaslly thing to say,” he replied.

“Sily, isit?’ That roused the nobl€ sire. “Explain yoursdf, and quickly—you are talking for your life.”

“WEe re fishermen, for heaven’ s sake,” Edward answered. “ Cod are what brought usto Atlantisin the
first place. We have lots of boats, and they can sail across the Atlantic. How do you propose to stop
themdl|?’

Richard Nevill€ sjaw dropped. Edward almost laughed in hisface. The only thing that stopped him was
the fear that he would never leave thisroom diveif hedid. The Earl of Warwick plainly wasacadculating
man; you didn’t get the name Kingmaker if you couldn’t see past the end of your nose. But Warwick
hadn’t seen something here—his astonishment and dismay showed as much.

“You!” hesaid thickly. “I’ll hold you to blameif boats go out and don’t come back.”

“Then bring Bishop John here now so he can shrive me,” Edward said. “Boats go out al the damned
time. They stay away along time, too. They have to—otherwise, we' d go hungry. How will you know if
one sgoneto England and not just to the fishing banks?Y ou won't, not till it’stoo late for you.”

By the way Warwick’ sjaw worked, he might have been gnawing on a piece of meat that proved tougher
than he d expected. “ Get out,” he told Edward. “ Just—get out. But if you think you can stop me from
levying taxeswhen | have amind to, you' d best think again.”

“Y ou will do what you think best, your Lordship,” Radcliffe said. And so will we. He didn't say that out
loud. Maybe Warwick would figureit out for himsdlf. Or maybe it too would come asa surprise to him.
If it did—too bad.

“Taxes?" Richard Radcliffe said when his brother came out to Bredestown to give him the news. To his
embarrassment, surprise made his voice break like ayouth’s.

“That'sright,” Henry said grimly. “He thinks he' s strong enough to squeeze them out of us.”
“I dmogt hope he' sright,” Richard said.



Henry dug afinger into one ear. “Did | hear that?’

“Damned if you didn’t. If Warwick thinks he can have soldiers prowling dl over the settlement, and if he
thinks he can take away what he didn’t earn, well, plenty of people will want to go somewhere el se, and
I’ll be glad to take’ em there.”

“Wouldn't you rather fight him, so we make sure something like this can never happen again?’ Henry
asked.

“I'll dothat if I haveto,” Richard answered. “But packing up and leaving iseven easer. Atlantisisabig
place. If we settle somewhere else, nobody’ || come after usfor years.”

“No doubt,” Henry said. “ And if Warwick wins herein the meantime, the tax collector will be the one
who does.”

Richard winced. That, unfortunately, was dl too likely to be so. “Well, what do you want meto do?’ he
asked.

“Stand with the rest of us. Stand, | say. Don't run,” Henry told him. “1 know you’ d sooner go off into the
wilderness all alone and look at the birds and the frogs and the snakes. We' ve got our own snake here,
and we need to day him.”

“A bowman who knows his business could do that for us,” Richard said. “1 will if you want meto.
Warwick can’t hidein his house the whole day through.”

But Henry shook his head. “He doesn’t come out without bodyguards. Too likely they’ d run down
whoever shot him. And even if they didn’t, no one knows what the soldierswould do if he got killed.
They might try daughtering everyonein sght to avenge him.”

“They'd sedl their own fateiif they did,” Richard pointed out.

“Which istrue. And which might not have anything to do with anything—chances are it doesn't. Father
says Warwick isaman who thinks past the moment. Not many folk bother. From what | know of
soldiers, they mostly don’t. Or will you tdl me different?”

“Wadl, no,” Richard said, much as hewould have liked to say yes. “ Are we going to fight Warwick,
then?’

“Unlesshe pullsin hishorns, we are,” his brother said.
“Slim odds of thet.”
“Mighty dim.”

A longbow hung on thewall next to thefireplace. Richard had brought the bow from England. Nothing
the bowyers had found here measured up to yew. They made good enough bows. He' d brought afine
one. A longbow had amost the range of a crossbow, and could shoot many timesfaster. The only
problem was, alongbow needed constant practice and a crossbow didn’t.

“I wish we had hand cannon, not just the swivels on the Rose,” Richard said. “Warwick’ s bully boys
would think twice before they bothered usif wedid.”

“They’ d better think twice anyway,” Henry said.

“I’'m sure we can beat them if we gather our strength together,” Richard said. “But will weredly do



thet?’
“If Warwick isfool enough to keep trying to tax us, wewill,” Henry answered.
“Do you know something? | think you may beright,” Richard said.

Henry beamed at him. “We never agree about anything,” he said. “If we both fed the same way about
this—’

Richard cut him off. “It isn't asign that we' re bound to be right. It only means Warwick isbound to be
wrong.”

“That will dowel enough,” Henry said. “ Better than well enough, in fact.”

Edward Radcliffe didn’t suppose he should have been surprised when the Earl of Warwick’smen
pounded on his door again early one chilly morning. Whether he should have been or not, hewas. He
said something that made Nell cluck reproachfully. Then he said something stronger than thet.

The pounding didn’t stop. “Open up, you old fool!” one of Warwick’ s bully boys bawled. “We know
you'rein there—where the devil esewould you be?

“Timeto pay what you owe,” another soldier added.

What Edward said then made Néell frown, not for the blasphemy but from fear of the soldiers outside.
“Don’'t makethem angry,” shetold him. “ Say what you will, thisisn’t worth getting killed over.”

Helooked at her. “I’'m afraid you' rewrong,” he said. “If Warwick thinks he can rob New Hastings, he'd
best think again. The folk here will stand up to him. Maybe it should start with me. I’ ve lived afull life.
What have | got to look forward to? Slowness and sickness—not much more.”

Ndl grabbed hisarm. “Don't talk like afool. Saying yoursdlf isamorta sin, and what elsewould you be
doing if you tried to fight those—those....” She stopped. Whatever she wanted to say, it had to be hotter
than the endearments that had burst from Edward’ s lips amoment before.

Bang! Bang! Bang' “Y ou’ d bloody well better open up in there, or somebody’ |l close your cursed coffin
for you!” Warwick’ sbravo ydled. “Thisisyour last chance, and you ought to thank usfor it.”

With asigh, Edward walked to the door and unbarred it. One of the soldiers out there held atorch. He
hadn’t been kidding. But he dropped it in the mud of the walkway. It hissed and sizzled and went ouit.
“Y ou want something of me?’ Edward inquired, his voice deceptively mild.

“Too bloody right we do,” asoldier said. Radcliffe recognized him as one of the earl’ s sergeants. He had
aligt of what hisoverlord required. “Y ou are assessed at two pounds, seven shillings, ninepence
ha penny. Give usthe coin and we' Il be on our way.”

Thiswas robbery even more naked and raw than Edward had looked for. “Y ou must know | have not
gotit,” hesaid. Oh, he' d buried some money in asafe place, but not that much. He didn’t think anyonein
New Hastings had that much ready cash. Trade on this side of the Atlantic was mostly barter. Nobody
here needed much in theway of actud slver.

He wondered whether Warwick’s men would kill him on the spot for refusing. But the sergeant seemed
unfazed. Referring to hislist again, he said, “His Lordship declares the following vauationsfor taxes



collected in kind. One horseisto be reckoned a one pound. One cow isto be reckoned at fifteen
shillings. One sheep or goat isto be reckoned at ten. One pig isto be reckoned at eight. One salted
honker carcassisto be reckoned at four. One gooseisto be reckoned at two. One duck isto be
reckoned at one and sixpence. One hen isto be reckoned at one shilling. Salt cod isto be reckoned at a
shilling for five pounds weight.”

“HisLordship hasit dl ciphered out, doesn’'t he?’ Edward said. The values Warwick set on beasts
weren't even unfair—or they wouldn’t have been back in England, where there were so many more
animalsto take. That was clever of the nobleman—people couldn’t say he was cheating them by
chegpening their goods.

He was cheating them by taxing them at all, but that was adifferent story.

The sergeant nodded serioudy. “ Too right he does, friend. We'll take what we need to take to pay your
tax bill, and not abit more. Y ou can watch whilst we do it.”

“Honest thieves, you are,” Edward said, only alittleirony in hisvoice.

“That'sus.” The sergeant nodded once more. “ Anybody who does’t fancy histax hill or the way we
collect it, he’ swelcometo complain to the earl.”

“Oh, that will do alot of good,” Edward said.

“Aye, belike.” Warwick’ s sergeant chuckled—he knew how much good it waslikely to do. Heturned to
the common soldiers. “Paul! Matt! John! Go to the barn and take what’ s due his Lordship.”

“Right, Sergeant!” they chorused. It was nowhere close to right, but they neither knew nor cared about
that. Off to the barn they went. They emerged with enough livestock to square Edward’ s scot. ... by their
reckoning, anyhow.

“Y ou're nothing but thieves!” Edward called to them from the path that led to the street. Néll called them
something much less complimentary than that. They just laughed.

They laughed, that is, till someone hiding behind a squat barrd treefifty yards away aso shouted,
“Thieves” and let fly with alongbow. The arrow thrummed through the air and buried itsdlf with amesty
chunk! inthe middle of the sergeant’ s chest. He stood there staring at it for what seemed avery long
time. When he opened his mouth to say something, only blood burst from between hislips. Hisknees
buckled. Hefell to the ground, where he kicked afew timesand lay till.

The three common soldiers gaped, as astonished as the sergeant had been. Another arrow hissed toward
them. It missed by the breadth of ahair, and dammed into a sheep’srump. The anima bawled in pain
and bolted, more blood dripping in the dirt.

That seemed to snap the soldiers from their stunned spell. Two of them rushed toward the barrel tree.
That was brave. If the archer kept his head, he could daughter them before they got close enough to hurt
him. They'd just seen that their byrnies weren't proof againgt his shafts, not a close range.

But he must have been as caught up in the madness of the moment as everyone el se, for his next shot
flew between the two of them. He had no time for another one—all he could do was run away. Run he
did, with the armored men pounding after him but losing ground at every dride.

“Isthat Richard?’ Nell hissed to Edward. “If God iskind, you'll tell methat isn't Richard.”

Edward could tell her nothing of the sort, for he dso feared it was their younger son. If Warwick’s



troopers recognized him, too, that would bring trouble down on all the Radcliffes heads.

But trouble was coming faster than recognizing Richard would bring it. The third soldier, the one who
hadn’'t gone after the archer, stalked back towards Edward and Nell. He swung his sword up to dash
withit. Rage twisting hisface, he shouted, “'Y ou knew that murdering bugger lay in wait for usl”

“No,” Edward said.
“Liar!” theman cried, and broke into a heavy trot.

“Run!” Edward told Nell. When she didn’t, he shoved her toward the farmhouse. He looked around for
awegpon then, or for anything that would let him defend himsdlf. He snatched up an axe handle—no
axehead attached, worse [uck. “Y ou’'ve got mewrong,” hetold the soldier, who was now very close.

“Saveyour liesfor the devilsin hel—that’ swhere you' re going, dl right,” the soldier said, and aimed a
cut at Edward that should have taken his head off.

Somehow, he turned it with the axe handle. Néll screamed like a scalded cat. Warwick’s man swore.
Absurdly, Edward wasted a moment wondering what good telling liesto devilswould do. Wouldn't they
know them when they heard them?

The soldier dashed again. Edward got the axe handle between himself and the blade once more, but it
flew from hisfingers. He stared at hishands asif they’ d betrayed him—and so they had. That never
would have happened twenty years earlier, or even ten.

But it had happened now, and he would haveto live with it—though not for very long. “So long, old
man!” the trooper shouted. He dashed once more. Thistime, the sword bit. Edward howled.

Next thing he knew, he was on the ground, with Warwick’ s soldier hacking at him asif he were abadly
butchered sow. Nell grabbed the man’s arm, but he knocked her aside. He siwung up the sword again. It
fell—right on Edward’ s neck.

So died thefirst Englishman to set foot on Atlantis, the founder of the first English settlement in the new
land, not far from where the settlement began. It wasin the year 1470, the sixty-ninth year of Edward
Radcliffe’ sage, the tenth year of the reign of King Edward 1V in England, and around New Hastings il
thefirst year of thereign of Richard Neville, the Earl of Warwick. And the manner of his passing hel ped
determine the Englishmen in those parts that Warwick’ sreign should reach no further.

“Likeadog!” Henry Radclifferaged. “They cut him down like adog on hisown farm! I'll garter mysdlf
with Warwick’ s guts, the Devil damn me black if | don't.”

“I never thought they would go after him,” hisbrother said. “My ideawas, I’ d ether kill them dl or lead
them amerry chase.” Hismouth twisted. “I didn’t do either, not well enough.”

“No, you didn't,” Henry agreed. “ And now we' re dl paying the pricefor it.”

He and Richard crouched in the woods, somewhere west of Bredestown. They’ d got their families away
before Warwick’s men could svoop down on them. Richard seemed utterly at home under the
redwoods. He made little shelters of branches and twigs and bark, and by all appearanceswas as
content in one of them as he would have been in front of his own hearth. He was as happy to eat honkers
and fiddlehead ferns as he would have been with white bread and butter and fat mutton.



“We shouldn’t pay the price. Warwick and hismen should,” Richard said.

“Wall, yes. They should,” Henry said. “Thetroubleis, they aren’t. We re out here with the honkers and
the ail thrushes and the cucumber dugs.”

“Nothing wrong with them,” Richard said.

“Nothing wrong with them, no,” Henry replied. “But the bloody Earl of bloody Warwick, the man who
bloody murdered our father, he'sdegping in abloody soft bed back in New Hastings, and swiving Lucy
Fenner in it whenever that strikes hisfancy. And there' s something bloody wrong with that.”

“Oh, yes. Thereis,” Richard said quietly. “And | am to do something about it.”
“You?By yoursdlf?’ Henry had trouble hiding hisdisbdlief. “If not for you—" He broke off.

“If not for me, Father would gtill be alive. That' swhat you were going to say, isn't it?” Richard
demanded. Henry might not have wanted to say it, but he nodded. Richard scowled at him. “Maybe
you're right and maybe you' re wrong, and maybe I’ ll have somewhat to say to you about that when this
mess with Warwick isover. But that can wait—that hasto wait. For now, I'll just ask you this. do you
think Father would have wanted to live in a place where anoble could sted his beasts because the
bastard called it taking taxes?’

“Wdl, no, but—"

“But meno buts,” Richard brokein. “ As soon as bloody Warwick triesto lift anyone else' s chattels, he'll
have abigger risng on his hands—thisistinder in dry grass, whether he knowsit or not. And if you think
| can’t do anything about him by mysaf—well, watch me, big brother. Just bloody watch me.”

He dipped eas, toward the seashore, toward the settlements, as the sun set that night. Henry couldn’t
watch him after that, because he moved with a swift, sllent assurance the sailor had no hope of matching.
Richard knew Henry scorned histrips through the woods. Henry was a seaman to his marrow, astheir
father had been. For him, dry land was a necessary nuisance.

Richard was different. Richard could dip through the woods so quietly, even the mouse-sized katydids
went on chirping. Killing honkers was easy, but killing them before they knew you were there was
anything but. Richard could do that. He thought he could a so kill men before they knew he wasthere.
Helooked forward to it, in fact.

A nearly full moon gave him dl the light he needed. Before long, he came to the camp Warwick’s
troopers had made just insde the forest. Several loudly unhappy men sat around afire. “How arewe
supposed to catch those buggers?’ one of them grumbled. “They could be anywhere by now.”

“Too right they could,” another soldier agreed. “ Damn trees go on forever.”

“WEe | beat the bushesfor awhile, and then we' |l go and tell his Lordship we had no luck,” athird man
said. “What else can we do?’

They al nodded. They were luckier than they dreamt. Richard Radcliffe could have potted a couple of
them as easily as made no difference. But he had his heart set on harder game, more dangerous game.
He went on. The foul-mouthed soldiers never knew he passed them over.

Things got harder when he came into settled country, but not much. Few people were out and about at
night. Dogs barked, but never for long—he carried gobbets of honker mesat to make them lose interest in
him. One farmer swore at his hound for raising aruckus. Otherwise, the night stayed till. Richard did



past Bredestown and down along the riverbank toward New Hastings.

Torches blazed on poles thrust into the ground around the house Warwick had taken for hisown.
Richard Radcliffe smiled a predatory smile. Warwick’s men would have done better to leave it dark.
That would have made it atougher target. The light the torches threw didn’t reach anywhere close to the
edge of bowshot. And standing in that light blinded the sentries to whatever might be going on beyond its
reach.

One of those sentries yawned. He said something to the man standing beside him. They both laughed.
Richard took his place behind a pear tree whose trunk had grown man-thick in the fifteen yearsor so
snce it was planted. He strung the bow and fitted the leather wristguard to hisleft hand. Then, inone
smooth mation, he fitted a shaft to the bowstring, drew, and let fly.

Thearrow caught the soldier who' d yawned afew inches above his navel—the bright torchlight made
aiming easier, too. Thetrooper did what any suddenly wounded man would do: he screamed and
clutched at himsdlf. Ashe crumpled, hisfriend stooped to give what help he could. Richard’ s second
arrow punched through the man’s neck. He let out agurgling wail and fell beside the other guard.

Richard had athird shaft nocked and waiting. If the cries outside didn’t bring Warwick out, what would?
And when the noble showed himsdlf...

But he didn’t. Another soldier opened the door to see what had happened. Richard let fly at him, too. He
must have had uncommonly quick reactions, for he jerked the door shut an instant before the arrow
dammed into it. The shaft stood thrilling in the redwood planks.

If Richard had had some tow and a source of flame, he could have burnt the house with fire arrows. |
should have thought of that, flashed through his mind. Remembering after the fact, sadly, waseasier
than getting the idea ahead of time.

He heard the back door open and shut. He couldn’t see back there from where he crouched. Men
spoke to one another in low voices. He couldn’t catch what they were saying, but he didn’t need to be
Alexander the Grest to figureit out.

Before long, he could hear boots thumping on the ground. He' d lost some of hisnight vision staring
toward the torches. He couldn’t see what Warwick’ s men—or maybe Warwick and his men—were
doing. Again, though, he didn’t need to be much of agenera to know. They would work toward him,
walt till he did something to show himsdlf, and then close with him and finish him with swords and spears.

It was as good a plan as they could make under the circumstances. But it would work only if hewaited
around and let them get that close. That didn’t ook like the best thing he could do. The best thing he
could do looked like disappearing now. So he did.

He had practice moving quietly. Maybe he wasn't quite quiet enough, or maybe one of them made a
better woodsman than the rest. “ There he goes, dammit!” somebody behind him called. “After him! He's
heading west.”

“No need to chase him,” another voice said. Thisonewas cold and caculating and deadly as a pitfall
trap with a bottom full of upthrusting spears. If it wasn't the Earl of Warwick’ svoice, Richard would
have been mightily surprised. It went on, “Make for the western edge of the cleared land beyond
Bredestown, quick asyou can. If you hurry, you can get there before him and keep him from sneaking
into thewoods.”

Richard nodded to himself. Y es, that amost had to be Warwick. He thought fast, and he thought straight.



They might betroubleif they interposed themsel ves between him and safety. They would be more trouble
if he couldn’t get back into the woods before daybreak, but he thought he could. Bredestown didn’t lie
that far upriver from New Hastings. Even &fter all these years, not much of Atlantiswas settled.

He had to get away now. He took advantage of every bush and every copse of trees. Beforelong, his
eyes adapted to the moonlight again, and he could see farther and more plainly. But Warwick’s men
would have the same edge, worse luck.

Barking dogstold where they were, or where they might be. No dog barked around Richard for long.
He still had plenty of his mesaty bribesleft. Those convinced the hounds of New Hastingshewas a
plendid felow.

Would Warwick have the wit to send someone into the woods to dert the unhappy men who'd gone
after the younger Raddliffes? Richard' s lips skinned back from histeeth in asavage grin. If one of the
nobl€’ s men didn’t warn them he was around, he' d let them know himself.

Hedidn’t go up the Brede, as he’d come down it. That was the shortest way back to the wild country,
which aso madeit the way Warwick’s men were likdliest to take. All right—they werewelcometoit. As
long as he got into the trees before the sun rose, he was fine. He could lie up in afern thicket and stay
safe while they tramped by not ten feet from him.

He had to cross a meadow to get to the wild wood. Cows turned their heads to stare at him: people
didn’'t belong out here a thistime of night. Too right they don’t, he thought. But he made it back among
the pines and redwoods and ferns, back to the cool dampness of the forest, back to the spicy scents that
seemed as good to him as the odor of baking bread and better by far than the smells of the livestock
brought here from England.

The smell of burning wood led him to the fire Warwick’ s troopers had set to warm themsdlves. It had
died into embersnow. They lay rolled in blankets, dl but one who yawned and nodded and hit himsdlf in
the thigh with hisfist to stay awake. Warwick hadn’t thought to warn them after all. He might be agood
generd, but he didn’'t remember everything.

Richard strung his bow. He shot the sentry first. He' d hoped for aclean, quiet kill, but the man let out a
dreadful shriek when the arrow tore into hisbelly. The other soldiers sprang awake, grabbing for their
weapons. Richard shot two of them, too, then dipped away.

He d hurt Warwick tonight. He' d hurt him badly, but he hadn’t killed him. Warwick was aman who
would take aded of killing.

X

H enry Radcliffe couldn’t believe Warwick would keep on gathering taxes after what happened with his
father. Had the nobleman contented himself with going after the surviving Raddiffes, most of the settlers

might have decided it was none of their affair and tried to get on with their lives. But Warwick acted asif
there were no feud. And he soon brewed up abigger one.

More and more people fled into the woods. Richard began to worry. “We can't feed them al,” he said.
“Not enough game here to keep’ em eating.”

“Then we haveto fight Warwick straight up,” Henry said.

“If it were just Warwick and hisbully boys, we could do it. But he has settlers on hisside, too,” his
brother said. “1 don’t want awar of settler against settler. It will leave bad blood for years.”



“Bad blood' s dready here,” Henry said. “Warwick’ s started burning some of the farms and houses that
bel ong to people on our sde. And he' s giving othersto hisfriends. Chances are that will make him more
friends, too.”

“Not everyone got away with abow,” Richard complained.
“Fine” Henry said. “ Do you want to give up?’ Richard only glared at him.

The next day, Bartholomew Smith came up from New Hastings with only the clothes on his back.
“There saskeleton crew on the Rose,” the mate said. “ They’refor us. They’ ve gone out to sea, far
enough to keep Warwick’ swolves from surprising them.”

“That would be better if we could work together with them,” Henry said.

“Why can't we?’ Richard said. “ Easy enough to go up and down the coast, out farther than the soldiers
arelikely to. But what comes after that?’

“What comes after that?’ Henry saw the answer as clearly asif God had whispered it in hisear. For dl
he knew, maybe God had. Words spilled out of him, aflood of them. His brother and the mate listened.
The longer Henry talked, the wider their eyes got.

At lagt, thefit left Henry. He dumped forward, exhausted. Richard leaned forward and set ahand on his
shoulder. “We can do this. We will do this.” Then he said, “ Father would be proud of you.” That was
when Henry was sure he hadn’t been spouting nonsense.

Bartholomew Smith said, “Y ou sounded like agreet captain, skipper—Ilike somebody who' swon battles
inthe War of the Roses.”

“I don’t want to sound like acaptain. | don’t want to have to sound like one,” Henry said. “And | don't
care about roses, except | wish more of them grew here. If not for Warwick, | never would have worried
about any of this”

“Wall, then, he'sgot alot to answer for, by Our Lady,” Richard said. “Only thing is, he does’t know it
yet”

Like hisfather, Henry Raddliffe was aleader of men. Richard had never much wanted to tell anyone what
to do. He d never wanted anyone else telling him what to do, either. No wonder wandering aone
through lands no other man had ever seen suited him so wll.

Hurrying through the Atlantean woods with adozen grim, angry, determined men at his back felt very
different. Bartholomew Smith would have made a better leader, but everyone looked to Richard. Hewas
Edward' s son. The magic had to bein him. They thought it did, anyhow.

Maybe their thinking so would help make it true. He could hope so. He had to hope so. If it didn’t, he
was only leading them into disaster.

Farms above Bredestown were thin on the ground. Only men with some of the same hermit streak that
ran so widein Richard built on the edge of the wilderness. But Richard and hisfollowers had no trouble
coming out of the forest wherever they pleased. Warwick’ s soldiers weren't about to go in among the
trees again. They defended a perimeter closer to the sea.

“Go away!” shouted the first man whose house the raiders approached. “I don’t want anything to do with



the quarrel. | just want to be left in peace.”
“Will Warwick heed you if you say that?” Richard asked angrily.
“No. All the more reason you should.”

Richard fdlt theforce of the embittered argument. He might have made it himsdlf. But he couldn’t listen to
it now, not unless he wanted to let hisfather down. “We haveto fight him,” he said. “Otherwise, he'll be
king in truth over us. Do you want that?’

“No. Don’'t want you doing it, neither.”

“Not me, by God!” Richard said, and said not aword about his brother. “If we want to live our own
lives, we have to free theland of the Earl of Warwick. We have to, dammit! Then | can go back to the
woods and make my wife wonder whether I’ m ever coming home again. And that’sal | want to do.
Don't you understand? Warwick won't leave you alone.”

“He hasn't done anything to me yet,” the man said. “When he does, that’ s the time for me to worry about
it”

“No.” Richard shook hishead. “ That' swhen it’ stoo late to worry about it.” He turned to the men at his
back. “Come on. WE Il find men who aren't puling babes somewheredse.” We' d better, or we're
ruined, hethought.

And they did. Some men could see the writing on the wall, unlike the blockhead at the first farm where
they stopped. Some had kin whom Warwick’ s hounds had aready despoiled. And some, like Richard
himsdlf, didn’t want anybody telling them what to do. “I don’t much likeyou,” one of those told Richard
as he grabbed his bow and dung afull quiver over his shoulder, “but you' re the ague, and that Warwick,
he' sthe plague.”

“Too bloody right heis” Richard said. “1 don't careiif you like me or not. Put up with metill wedig the
God-cursed badger out of his sett. Then you can go back to thinking I'm afool, and I’ll go off into the
woods and forget al about you. Isit abargain?’

“Itis” thefarmer answered. “Not the best one, maybe, but the best I'm likely to get.”

Richard wondered whether they would have to fight before they got to New Hastings. They did. Maybe
one of the men who didn’t want to fight on his side dipped away and carried word to Warwick’'s
soldiers. Maybe they just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. However that was, a
clump of them spotted Richard' s ragtag force asit came out from behind some trees. The troopers
wasted no time figuring out who was who. They strung their bows with frantic haste and started shooting.

“Back into thewood!” Richard cried. “ The trunks will give us cover!” They would need it, too; aman
screamed as he was hit. The soldiers had mailshirts and helmets and swords. Only afew of Richard's
men had swords; most made do with belt knives or axes. None of them wore armor. If Warwick’'s
troopers came to close quarters, they would daughter their foes. They knew it, too. Some of them
lumbered forward while others kept shooting to disrupt the Atlanteans archery.

How fast could aman in abyrnie cover a couple of hundred yards? Not fast enough to keep the settlers
from shooting before they got to the edge of the copse. Rings of iron kept glancing hits out, but an arrow
that struck square would punch through any armor made.

Another Atlantean shrieked. Heféell, clawing at the arrow in histhroat. His blood rivered out, hideoudy
red. Still another farmer took a clothyard shaft an inch above the nose and died before he knew it.



Oneof Richard’ sarrows caught asoldier in the left shoulder. Though it got through, it did less harm than
the bowman would have liked. The soldier yelled, but he broke off the shaft and kept coming.

“Away!” Richard shouted. “Thisign't the placefor abig fight!” He didn’t want the men to empty their
quivers here. Archery wasthe one skill they had that let them confront Warwick’ sfighters. Without
arrows, they could only run when armored men came after them. We'll, we' ve got arrows, and we're
running anyhow, Richard thought glumly. He midiked the omen.

They had to leave their wounded behind. That was no good. Lord only knew what the angry troopers
would do to them. But Richard didn’t see what €l se he could do. Trying to drag them aong would have
dowed the whole band. If the soldiers caught up with them, the rising would die beforeit ever cameto
life

“Y ou should have planned this better,” one of his men panted asthey trotted north and east.

Richard looked a him. “What makes you think | planned it a all”? Those bastards were there, so we
fought them. We hurt them, too.”

“And they hurt us,” the settler answered. “Worse, | daresay.”

“That' swhat fighting' sall about, Peter,” Richard agreed. “When we get the battle we want, we' |l hurt
themworse”

“How do you know?’ Peter asked. Richard told him how he knew—or how he hoped, rather. The man
trotted on for acouple of paces, then nodded. So did Richard, thoughtfully. If anything happens to him
before the big fight, | have to knock him over the head. Can’t give him the chance to spill his guts
to Warwick's men.

Onething: men without mailshirts could run faster than men with mailshirts could chase them. After
Richard' sfollowers pulled away, he rlaxed—alittle. He till had a decent-sized force behind him, and
he was till moving in the direction he wanted to go. It could have been worse. But it would have been
better if they’ d reached the seaside unbloodied.

Black midnight, blacker than the Earl of Warwick’ s heart. Henry Radcliffe and Bartholomew Smith
crouched on the beach, a couple of miles south of New Hastings. “Y ou'’ re sure they know the sgnd?’
Henry sad.

“They’ d better,” the mate answered, which wasn't what he wanted to hear.

Henry set dry pine needles and other tinder on the sand. He clashed flint and stedl above them again and
again till they caught. No matter how many timesyou did it, sarting afirewasrarely quick or easy. He
breethed on the flames when hefinally got them going, coaxing them to brighter life. Smith fed them more
fud. At lagt, the two men had afire that gave some warmth againg the chilly breeze.

They’ d picked this spot not least because it was as close as they could come to New Hastings without
being seen from the settlement. All the same, Bartholomew Smith sounded worried when he said, “What

if they sy it?’

“Thenwerun,” Henry answered. “In the darkness, we'll lose them.” They would probably |ose each
other, too, but they could find each other after they’ d shaken off Warwick’ s men: after daylight, if need
be. He went on, “But Warwick’ s eyes should be on the north—that’ s where Richard is.” He hoped that
was where his brother was. That was where Richard was supposed to be.



Smith peered out to sea. “Where sthe bloody boat? The longer we have to wait here—"

“Don’'t worry,” Henry said. “ They have to see thefire. They have to put men into the boat. They haveto
row ashore. They—"

Sand grated under aked. “Come on,” someone caled. “What are you waiting for?” Bartholomew Smith
and Henry both laughed, in relief as much asfor any other reason. They hurried to the boat and
scrambled in.

As soon as Henry had a shifting deck under hisfeet again ingtead of the dull, unmoving dirt, hefdt like
himsdf. Richard was welcome to the woods and the oil thrushes and the mountains. Henry came dive on
the ocean. Clambering up from the boat and over the Rose’s gunwae made him fed ten years younger.

“Where now, skipper?’ asailor asked.

“North,” Henry answered at once. “North past the lights of New Hastings.” He could see them from the
Rose, whereaswell of land had blocked his view from shore. “ Then we anchor till we seejust where we
haveto go.”

“Better we sall alittletoo far now, whilethewind will let us” Bartholomew Smith said. “If it swings
around and blows out of the north—and it'slikely to do that, this season of the year—we don’t want it
to leave us stuck where we can’'t do anything.”

“You'reright,and we Il doit,” Henry said at once. He set hishand on aswive gun. Theiron was cold,
amost cold enough to make hisflesh stick to it. Heraised hisvoice to ashout: “ Are we reedy, lads?’

“Ready!” the fishermen shouted—the ones, that is, who didn’t shout, “Yedl”
“Then let'sdo what we can do,” Henry said. “Let’ s do what free Englishmen can do.”

Their cheers put heart into him, the way sweet French wine would have. His father had been the same
way: moretruly himsaf when magnified in the eyes of others. Richard didn’t have that—didn’t want it.
Henry wondered why not. He also hoped his brother could find some of it in the days ahead. If he
couldn’t, whatever the Rose did might not metter at al.

Richard Raddliffe didn’t know how many times he' d eaten honker half burnt, haf raw. Here he was,
doing it again. Grease from someone es' s ail thrush made the fire Szzle and spuitter.

“We can beat them,” he said. “We can, and by God we will!”

Most of the men sitting by the fire nodded. They wouldn't have been thereif they didn’t think they could
beat Warwick’ s soldiers. All the same, one of them said, “Wish | had meabyrnie.”

“Sure need one on afishing boat, don't you, Carl?” another one said. “Youfdl in, you go sraight to the
bottom.”

“Wouldn't make much differenceto me,” Carl replied. “I can’'t swim anyway.”

Surprisingly few sailors knew how. Richard was no greet shakesin the water himself, though he could
keep his head above water for awhile—long enough to be rescued, if he was lucky. One more reason
to beglad | don't put to sea any more, hethought.

“Throw more wood on thefire,” he called to his men. “We want Warwick’ s buggersto know we' re



here”

If Warwick’s men didn’t know their foes were encamped north of New Hastings, they were blind as well
as stupid. Richard’ srebels had fed the fire on the beach al night long. They wanted the soldiersto come
out againgt them. Richard thought they would get what they wanted, too. And when they did, they would
find out whether they’ d been wiseto want it in thefirgt place.

Richard looked out to sea. The Rose lay about where she ought to. How much difference she'd

make. ..again, they would find out. When the plan spilled out of Henry, it sounded brilliant. But al sorts
of thingsthat seemed brilliant turned out not to be. Y ou didn’t know till you tried them, which wasligble
to betoo late.

Carl, sensbly, waslooking toward New Hastings. He crossed himself. “They’re coming out,” he said.

Warwick’ sforces advanced dowly and deliberately. Since the soldierswho' d come from England with
him wore mailshirts, they couldn’t advance any other way. The earl himsdlf had afine suit of plate. He
rode a horse big enough to bear him and the heavy armor. The rising sun struck fire from hislancehead.

Accompanying histroopers were men as bare of mail as Richard' sfollowers. Radcliffe ground histeeth.
Those were settlers, men like the ones he led—except they’ d chosen the other side.

“They have more men than we do,” Carl said quietly.

“I know,” Richard answered.

“They have armor, and we don't,” the other man went on.
“I know,” Richard repested.

“If they beet us, they’Il kill most of us—maybedl of us.”
“I know,” Richard said one moretime.

“If it does't work, | won't forgive you.”

“If it doesn’t work, you' |l be too dead to forgive me, or I'll be too dead to need forgiving, or esewe'll
both be dead and thingswill even out.”

Carl gravely consdered that. To Richard’ s surprise, he chuckled under his breath. Richard clasped his
hand. They took their places and waited.

One of Warwick’s men came up the beach toward them. He had no flag of truce, but held both hands
out before him so Richard and his men could see they were empty. When he got within hailing distance,
Richard shouted, “ That' s close enough. Say your say.” The brisk northerly breeze flung hiswords toward
the trooper. It would aid hisside' s arrows, too—not agreat deal, but some.

The trooper cupped his handsto hismouth. “ Giveit up!” he bawled. “Y ou can’'t hopeto win.”
“Bedamned to you,” Richard answered. His men raised a defiant cheer.

“My lord says, if you yield now, hewill let you go into exile: go where you will, solong asit’sfar from
here, with your families, with whatever you can carry, and with one beast and one fowl for each person.
Think on what you do. After thisfight iswon, you won't find him so generous, those of you who don'’t
burninhdl.”



“Be damned to your lord, too.” Richard spat on the sand. All things considered, the offer was
generous—so generous that Richard didn’t trust the Earl of Warwick to honor it once he' d got hisway
bloodlessly. Helooked at his men. None of them seemed inclined to give in. That heartened him.

Warwick’ strooper shrugged mailed shoulders. “On your heads be it—and on your headsit will be.” He
turned and walked down the strand. Richard was tempted to put an arrow through his kidneys. One
more man hewouldn't haveto kill later. But no. The advantage wasn't worth therisk. If he broke a
truce, the enemy would show no mercy if they won. They might—not to him, surdly, but to his
comrades—if he stayed within the rules. The soldier reached his own line unpunctured.

Richard watched him shake his head and spread hishands. A moment later, Warwick’ slance swung
down so that it pointed straight at the men who dared defy him. He didn’t charge, though, not yet.
Richard’ s men would have pincushioned him and his horseif he had. Longbowmen could stand against
knights. They’ d proved that time and again on the fields of France. Against alone knight, they could have
proved it with ease herein Atlantis.

Sowly, Warwick’ s men advanced almost to the edge of archery range. His bowmen formed aline
behind histroopers. What he had in mind was easy enough to see. The archers would keep Richard's
men busy while the troopers—and, presumably, Warwick himse f—advanced against them. If Richard’'s
men fought the archers, the regular soldiers would close and daughter them. If they aimed at the troopers,
the bowmen would cut them down from long range.

“A plague!” Carl exclaimed. “My brother’ s over there, the cursed, mangy hound.”
“And? Do you want usto try to spare him or try to shoot him down like the dog heis?’ Richard asked.

Before Carl could answer, the troopers shouted, “Warwick!” and trudged forward, swords drawn,
shields raised againgt the storm that would soon fall on them. Warwick’ s archers began to shoot.

Atfirg, thar arrows hardly seemed to move in the sky. But then, terrifyingly fast, they were on Richard
and his comrades. Y ou could dodge one, but if you did you were likely to step into the path of another.
Richard had never had so many men trying to kill him dl at once.

“Shoot!” he shouted. “Pick your own targets!” A better general, or amore certain one, might have
concentrated on the troopers or the archers. He hoped splitting the difference would serve well enough.
If hewaswrong...then he waswrong, that was all.

Helet fly at atrooper, and missed. Swearing, he looked over hisleft shoulder. Where was the Rose? If
shedidn’t do what she was supposed to do pretty soon, he and his men would have to run. They
couldn’t face armored soldierswith swords at close quarters. And if they started running, where would
they stop? Wouldn't they be doomed to outlawry and skulking through the woods the rest of their days?

Shelooked close enough to Richard, dammit. One of hismen fdl with agroan. Helet fly again. His shaft
pierced ashidd, but evidently not the trooper behind it, because the soldier kept coming.

Richard’ s quiver would run dry soon. His men couldn’t have many more arrows than he did. He d also
have to run when he couldn’t shoot any more. Henry had wanted to cut this close. But what wasthe
difference between close and too close?

Smple, Richard thought, nocking another shaft as an enemy arrow hummed venomously past his heed. If
it'stoo close, we lose.



Theleadsman in the Rose’ sbow cast theline again and again, cdling out how much water lay under her
ked. He' d already cdled out less water than she drew more than once. Why she hadn’t run aground
Henry Radcliffe didn’t know. Maybe God loved her and hated the Earl of Warwick. Maybe she was just
lucky. Either way, shewas at last just about where she needed to be—and just in time, too. Or he hoped
shewasjust intime, anyway.

He stood at the bow starboard swivel gun. Bartholomew Smith stood by the stern gun at the same side.
“Ready?’ Henry called.

“At your order, skipper,” the mate replied.

Henry sighted down the wrought-iron tube. It was loaded with stones and scrap metal and whatever else
they could stuff into its maw. “Fire!” he shouted, and lowered atallow-stinking torch to the touch-hole.

Boom! The thunderous noise terrified and exated him at the sametime. Y ou could never be sureagun
would go off when you fired it. Y ou could never be sure the barrel wouldn’t blow up, either. He
whooped when Smith’ s gun boom! ed a heartbesat after his. Then he peered through the choking, stinking
smoke to see what the two shots had done.

Hewhooped again, pumping afist intheair. They' d caught Warwick’s men from the flank, and torn
them to bits. More than half the armored soldiers were down and kicking or down and suddenly il
forever. And amogt dl the rest were running for their lives. They were battle-hardened, battle-ready
men, but disaster striking out of nowhere stole the courage from anybody .

“Reload the starboard guns!” Henry shouted. The sailorsleapt to obey, swabbing out each barrel,
pouring in fresh powder, and then loading more junk to fire. Henry pointed his piece alittle to the south,
toward the Earl of Warwick. What did he think at the unexpected overthrow of his hopes?“ Port bow
gun—fire!” Henry ydled.

Boom! That onewasamed at the earl, too. Warwick was farther from the Rose—probably a quarter of
amile. Maybe God redly was on the settlers’ sde. Or maybe a horse made abigger target than aman,
for the noble s mount staggered, then fell, pinning him benegath itsweight.

Another chunk of iron or stone knocked over an archer behind Warwick. Together, the two downfalls
made the rest of the settlerswho' d taken the nobleman’ s Side redlize they might not have decided wisdly.

“Drop anchor!” Henry cried. It splashed into the sea. He didn’t want the wind to sweep them past the
enemy’ sarchers. The Rose’ s timbers groaned as she dowed. Boom! That was Bartholomew Smith's
gun, ready before Henry’s. More of the archerswho'’ d backed Warwick fell. Therest ran faster than the
armored soldiers. None of them would ever have faced gunfire before. A lot of them would never even
have heard it. It was frightening enough when the gun wasn't aimed at you. When it was...

Henry didn’t aim his piece at the fleeing settlers. Once Warwick was dedlt with, they’ d be good
neighbors again. They would want to pretend they’ d never been here, and he was willing to let them,
though he wasn't so sure Richard would be. The soldiers, on the other hand. .. 1f you wanted to keep
your flock safe, you had to get rid of the wolves.

He lowered the torch to the touch-hole. Boom! The powder stank of brimstone, and Warwick’s men
had to think hell was visiting them there by the strand. More of them toppled, writhing on the sand and
mud.

“Reload!” Henry yelled again. Hisearsrang. Therest of the sailors must have, too. “We Il giveit to them
onemoretime!”



Richard Radcliffe stood over the Earl of Warwick. Even with his dead horse dragged off him, he wasn't
going anywhere; he'd broken aleg in hisfdl. Pain twisted hisface ashe glared up a Richard. “Well?" he
said through bloody lips. “Y ou’ vewon, villein. Makean end to it, if you’ d be so kind. Damned
sdtpeter!”

“I ought to let you suffer first,” Richard said. “Y ou killed my father.”

“Not in my own person. And you, in your own person, did murder my men and spur them to avengein
blood.”

“They were robbing him of what wasn't theirsto take.” Richard didn’t need to argue any more—didn’t
need to and didn’t intend to. He drew his bow and shot Warwick in the face. The nobleman kicked for a
few minutes, then lay till. Richard let out along sigh. The worst was over.

His men were finishing Warwick’ swounded troopers: cutting their throats or shooting them or knocking
them over the head. A few troopers still dogged back toward New Hastings. If they surrendered, he
supposed hewould let them live. If they wanted to go on fighting, they wouldn't last long, not with their
liegelord dead.

One of the settlers who’ d sided with Warwick lay on the sand, an arrow through his calf. He eyed
Radcliffe gpprenensively. “What are you going to do to me?’ he asked as Richard approached.

“I was going to take out the arrow and bandage you up,” Richard said. “Y ou were abloody fool, Tim,
but you won't be that kind of bloody fool again.”

The wounded man Started to cry. “God blessyou,” he grizzled. “ Oh, blessyou.”

“Shut up, or you' [l make me sorry | don't do something worse,” Richard said roughly. He' d never
known what to do with praise. He knelt by Tim and cut away his breeches so he could see how the
arrow had gone through. “1’m going to bresk off the head and then pull the shaft back through. 1t will hurt
some, and you'll bleed some—not too much, with luck.”

He cut through the shaft with hisknifetill he could snap off the head without moving the rest of the arrow
very much. Tim groaned anyway. Richard didn’t suppose he could blame the other man for that.

“Ready?’ he said. Then, before Tim could answer, he pulled the shaft out the way it had gonein. The
other man howled and twisted. Blood poured from both ends of the wound, but it didn’t spurt, so
Richard hoped the arrow hadn’t cut any mgor blood vessels. He bandaged Tim with the length of
breechesleg he'd cut off. “If | get you astick, can you walk?’ he asked.

“Not yet,” the other man replied. “ Better to wait till the bleeding’ s topped for awhile.” Richard grunted;
Tim made sense.

“Wedidit!” someone called from the sea. Richard looked up. His brother was coming ashorein the
Rose’ s boat.

“Wedid, by Our Lady,” Richard agreed. Henry jumped out of the boat and looked down at Warwick’s
corpse. He stirred it with hisfoot, then stepped away. Richard said, “This sort of thing mustn’t happen
again. Not ever.” Helooked at his hands, which were red with Tim’ s blood. Shaking his head, he
washed them in the ocean. “We shouldn't fight oursdves. There' sroom herefor al of us.”

“Well, when word of this gets back to England, the king will know better than to foist worthless nobles



off onus,” Henry said. “He didn’t even mean to give us Warwick—that bloody skipper couldn’t find
Freetown.”

Richard shrugged. “ Freetown, New Hastings—what difference does it make? He would have plagued
them the same way he plagued us. Atlantis shouldn’t be England’ s dumping ground, dammit.”

“No, eh?’ Hisbrother’s grin was crooked. “ Then what are we doing here?’

“Making our own lives, with nobody to tell uswhat to do or how to do it,” Richard said. “I like that fine,
thank you kindly. Once we get dl this nonsense settled, I'll go back into the woods—it’ || be good to get
away.”

“Y ou' rewelcometo them. A few nights under the treeswere plenty to last me alifetime.” Henry looked
down at dead Warwick again, and then over at Tim. “I’m surprised you didn’t do for him, too.”

“Part of mewanted to,” Richard answered. “But with Warwick gone, hewon't be any trouble. It's done.
Better toletit go.”

“I thought s0,” Henry said. “1 wasn't sure you would.”

“Wadll, | do,” Richard said. “Enough isenough, or it had better be. If wedon'tlet it go, Tim's
great-grandson will be stedling my great-grandson’ s sheep and burning hisbarn. We'll have feuds here
like apack of damned Frenchmen. That’ s not what Father wanted.”

“Father was no meek, mild man,” Henry said. “ He stood up to Warwick when he could have bowed
down before him. He was ready to fight if he had to.”

“If hehad to.” Richard bore down hard on the words. “But he wouldn’t have troubled Warwick if
Warwick didn’t trouble him. He never told anybody here what to do, not unless someone asked him for
advice. That's how | want thingsto go from here on out. Nobody should be able to order anyone else
about.”

“When Adam delved and Eve span, who was then agentleman?’ Henry quoted the peasants cry in Wat
Tyler’ srebdlion ninety years before.

“Soundsfair to me,” Richard said. “Warwick didn’t want to work. He wanted to take what other people
worked for. Well, he could get by with that in England till he made the king angry a him, but why should
we put up with it here? He didn’t deserve what he stole. He deserved what he got.”

“I"'m not quarreling with you, Richard,” hisbrother said.

“Good,” Richard Radcliffereplied. “Y ou’ d better not, not about this.”

The only building in New Hastings large enough to hold most of the crowd that gathered was the church.
Bishop John had built big on purpose, asif planning achurch for atown the size of the old Hastings from
which they’ d sailed.

But Bishop John (how had he got so gray and stooped?) wasn't in the pul pit on this bright Wednesday
morning. Henry Radcliffe was. Richard hadn’t wanted the job, and wouldn't have done it well had he
wanted it. Speaking to lots of people made him shy. Henry tried to imagine a shy man skippering afishing
boat. The picture wouldn’t form. He had hisflaws, but that wasn't one of them.



“Weareonefolk again,” he said, and hisvoice, which was big enough to reach from bow to stern
through agde, was big enough to fill the church, too. “Onefolk,” he repested. “Wefel out for awhile,
but that’s over. My father is dead. Warwick is dead, too. Men who backed both of them have died.
Isn't that enough? 1sn't the Battle of the Strand enough? Do we need to go on hating each other, go on
killing each other, any more?’

He looked out to the people of New Hastings. He wasn't atogether sure what they would say to that.
Some of the men on his side had wanted to see everyone who' d chosen the Earl of Warwick dead. They
were shaking their heads with everybody else, though. Maybe it was harder to stay bloodthirsty ina
house of God. He could hope so.

“Let’ sremember what we did here these past few weeks,” he went on. That got everyone' s notice.
People must have thought he would say, Let’ s forget. “Let’s not remember to keep old feuds aive.
Let’ sremember to make sure new feuds don’'t start. The one we had cost us too much. We need no
morelikeit.”

Standing beside him, Bishop John smiled and nodded. “ Thisisthe voice of Chrigtianity spesking,” he
said. “Thisisthe voice of God speaking. Let it be s0.” He made the sign of the cross.

Henry crossed himsdlf, too. He didn’t know whether God was speaking through him. He only knew he
never wanted to haveto try to kill his neighbors again. He didn’t want them trying to kill him, either.

He nodded to his brother. One by one, Richard carried up the mailshirts of Warwick’ slast soldiers, the
oneswho' d yidded themsalves after the Battle of the Strand. They stood in the church, too. Henry could
see acouple of them, and could see their apprehensive faces. The ironmongery next to the pulpit made
quiteapile. A couple of other men brought up helmets and swords and laid them by the stack.

“We don't need these things,” Henry said earnestly. “By God and dl the saints, we don’t, not among
oursalves. Oh, we ought to have them so we can make a better fight if more robbers from acrossthe sea
try to take away what isn't theirs to take, but we should never usethem to lord it over each other.
Never!” Hedammed hisfist down on the pulpit.

He thought Richard first began to clap. That didn’t surprise Henry Raddliffe; his brother had never
wanted anyone lording it over him. What did surprise Henry was the way everyone esein the church
joined Richard, till the gpplause came back in waves from the vaulted ceiling and till abat, deeping up
there in the rafters, was frightened awake and fled squeaking out into the unaccustomed day .

Sowly, likeastorm at ses, the clapping ebbed. Hearing it let Henry fed more confident continuing, “ The
men who gave up their armor and wegpons have taken oath that they will not trouble us again. Aslong as
they hold to their promise, let them be treated like any other men of New Hastings. They loyaly served
their magter, the Earl of Warwick. Now that heis gone, they will loyaly serve the settlement.”

He got more applause—not so much as he had before, but enough to show that the settlers agreed with
him. ..and enough to show the surviving soldiersthat they wouldn't be killed out of hand. Relief wreathed
their features when they redlized that. Henry thought they were safe enough, aslong asthey didn’t stir up
trouble. That would haveto do.

“Timeswill change,” he said. “We saw that when Warwick came. We Il seeit again—we will, and our
children, and our children’s children, and down through the generations to the end of days. Aslong aswe
try, though, and aslong as God helps, we can ride out al the storms the way we rode out thisone.”

Thistime, Bishop John led the clapping. As applausefilled the church once more, the bishop spoketo
Henry inalow voice: “A good thing you' re asecular man, or you' d sted my seefromme.”



“I don’'t want it, your Grace,” Henry answered. “| just want to be able to get on with my life.” | sound
like Richard, hethought.

“For now, you have that. Y ou could have Atlantis, | think, if you wanted it,” John said.

“I don't,” Henry said again. “ Atlantis can go on however it pleases, and that will suit mefine. | wonder
what sort of town New Hastings will bein acouple of hundred years.” He looked to the west. “I wonder
what sort of town Avaonwill be by then....”

PART TWO
Avalon

Xl

T herewas aday when Avaon was the wildest, wickedest, wan-tonest city in al of Atlantisand al of
Terranova, too. It wasn’t along day, not even so long as the prime of aman’slife, but there was never
another one likeit, not before or since, not anywhere. And when it ended, it ended in away worthy of
what had gone before.

Red Rodney Radcliffe brought the Black Hand into Avalon Bay after a profitable summer raiding the
towns and shipping of the Terranovan coast. The Dutchmen and the Spaniards beyond the broad
Hesperian Gulf cursed his name. The Spaniards caled him a heretic. The Dutchmen, who were
Protestants themselves, called him worse than that. Rodney Raddliffe only laughed. They could cal him
whatever they pleased, aslong asthey couldn’t catch him—and they couldn'’t.

Nothing could catch the Black Hand—so Red Rodney swore. He wasn't far wrong, either. The
brigantine, made of fine Atlantean redwood and pine, scudded over the waves. With the wind astern, she
could make twelve knots. She'd come from Terranovato Atlantisin just over three and ahaf days, and
left whatever might be chasing her far behind.

“Land ho!” camethe cry from the crow’ s nest atop the mainmast, and then, amoment later, “ Damned if
that’ s not the Gateway, dead ahead!”

The mate, aone-eyed bruiser named Ben Jackson, lifted athree-cornered hat from his head: the closest
to asalute Red Rodney was likely to get. “ Nicely steered, skipper,” he said.

“I thank you.” If Radcliffe sounded smug, who could blame him? He' d brought his ship acrossa
thousand miles of open ocean and put her exactly where she needed to go.

“Better than Moses, by God,” Jackson said with a gap-toothed grin.

“1 should hope s0!” Red Rodney grinned back. He took blasphemy for granted—as who on the Black
Hand did not? “Moses wandered forty years before he led his people to the Promised Land, and he died
before he got in. WEe re here again—not for the first time, nor even for the twenty-first. And I’m not
ready to turn up my toesjust yet.”

“Better not be. Think how many pretty ladies d be sorry if you did.” The mate tipped him awink. “Or
even the oneswho aren’t so bloody pretty, if you' ve been at sealong enough.”

“If you want to waste your time with ugly women, that’ s your affair,” Radcliffe said. “Nothing but the best
for me. The best ship, the best crew, the best [oot—"



“We ve got plenty of that,” Jackson brokein.

“Wedo,” Red Rodney agreed. Furs and prime pipeweed lay in the holds, along with amayor’ssilver
plate and agovernor’ sgold. He d seized two fat merchants to ransom, and upwards of adozen
copperskinned Terranovan natives. The men would be hewers of wood and drawers of water; one
brothelkeeper or another in Avalon would be glad to buy the wenches.

The copperskins moans floated up from below. The Dutch merchants kept their big mouths shut. They
would befine even if they had to say farewell to some of their fortunes. They would, that is, unlesstheir
kinsfolk preferred the loot to the merchants, in which case they would cook over adow fire. But the
natives knew a short life, and not a merry one, awaited them. Why not mourn?

A pinnace and two light galleys patrolled the Gateway. The freebooters of Avalon might haveto fight to
hold what was theirs. Forts on the northern and southern spitsthat closed Avaon Bay so well mounted
heavier gunsthan any ship of thelinewould carry.

“Run up our flag,” Red Rodney cadled. The black hand on white flew from bowsprit and stern, and from
atop the mainmast. The brigantine carried afine set of flagsin her locker. She could show England’s St.
George s cross, either alone or differenced with the red-crested eagle of the eastern Atlantean
settlements. She could show the red and white stripes of a Portuguese merchantman, Sweden’sgold
cross on blue, Spain’sred and white and gold, Holland' s red and white and blue, the crown and
fleurs-de-lys of France, or even the Corsican Moor’ s head.

Or she could show her true colors, as she was doing now.

One of the galleysrowed out to meet her. It stayed off her bow, where its gun could strike without fear
of reply. Galleyswere nimble, galeys were quick—but galleys weren’t seaworthy enough for long
cruises, and carried too many men and not enough suppliesto go far. They did make fird-rate guard
dogs, though.

Thin acrossthe water, a chdlenge came: “ Show yoursdlf, Red Rodney!”

“I'll doit!” Radcliffe shouted back as he strode to the bow. “Is that you, Stephen? How are Meg and the
brats?’

“Good enough, good enough,” the captain of the galley answered. “ And how was the hunting out west?’
Rodney struck a pose. “Better than good enough, by Chrigt!”

“Then passin!” Stephen said. The galley dipped out of the brigantine’ sway. Graceful as adancer, the
Black Hand glided into Avaon Bay.

There were days when William Radcliff wished his name were Jones or Bostwick or even Kersauzon. By
al the Sgns, thiswas going to be one of them. No matter that the trading firm he ran from the growing
town of Stuart—atrading firm whose ships sent sdt fish and timber and other goods from Terranovaal
the way to Arkhangel sk—was as honest and reliable as the phases of the moon. No, much too often no
meatter &t dl.

The gentleman come to do businesswith Raddliff today was a stout L ondoner named Elijah Walton. He
wore afancy powdered wig and badly wrinkled velvet that must have stayed folded initstrunk al the
way acrossthe Atlantic. “A pleasure to meet you, Mr. Raddliff,” he said, extending hisright hand.



“And you, Mr. Wdton.” When William took the master merchant’ s hand, he was surprised at the
strength of hisgrip. More to Walton than met the eye, then.

He surdly had all the fashionable vices. He took from his pocket asmall enameware box, took out a
pinch of the powdered Terranovan herb it contained, and then inhaled it. After an explosive sneeze, he
held out the box. “ Care for some snuff yourself, sir?’

“No, thanks. | don’t use pipeweed inany form, | fear. | tradein it, but it’ snot to my persond taste.” In
wool and linen, the only hair on his head that which he was born with, Radcliff knew he seemed acrude
ettler to the sophisticate from the mother country. Well, so what? hetold himsdf. He iswhat heis, and
| amwhat | am.

With ashrug, Elijah Waton made the enamel ed snuffbox disgppear. “May | ask you aquestion, Mr.
Raddliff, without fear of offending?’

More to him than met the eye...and dso less. William was as sure he knew what the question would be
as hewas of, well, the phases of the moon. “ Go ahead,” he said, no doubt sounding asresigned ashe
fdt.

“Ah, you will have heard it before, then.” Nothing wrong with Walton'sear. “I shall ask it nonetheless.
The smilarity of the surname, but for one character, the prominence of men of that surname, however
gpdlled, in Atlantis these past two centuries.. . Have you afamily connection with Red Rodney Radcliffe
of Avdon?’

“To my shame, Mr. Walton, | do. We both descend from Edward Radcliffe through Henry. Rodney’s
grandfather and mine were brothers, so we are second cousins. Knowing this does not delight me—nor,
| daresay, him. But | would not dissemble.”

“That no doubt speskswell for your integrity, which | have dready heard highly praised,” Elijah Waton
sad.
William shrugged. “Y ou aretoo kind, sir. | might aso remark that my lying herewould servelittle

purpose, since you can inquire of dmost anyonein Stuart and learn the truth in short order, did | try to
conced it

Something in the way the master merchant’ srather protuberant gray eyes glinted told Raddliff that he had
aready made those inquiries, and knew the answer before asking the question. A test, then. Well, |
passed it, by Christ, William thought. Waton did not admit to any such thing aoud, however. Instead,
he asked, “Why the curtailed spelling on your branch of the tree?’

“That happened in my grandfather’ sday, or so | amtold,” William Raddliff replied. “He hated wastein
any form, and so lopped off thefind e.”

“I marve that he did not leave you but asingle f,” Walton observed.

“The story isthat he thought hard on that, but decided not to for fear men might pronounce the name
Radclif.” Williamlengthened the i in the last syllable. “I cannot say of my own knowledge whether thisbe
true—he died when | wasaboy.”

“One more impertinent question?” the Londoner asked, asmal smile playing across hisfull, red lips.

“Ask, gr, ask,” William said. “If it be impertinent enough, | will put you out on the street once more, and
be damned to your business.”



To hissurprise, Wdton'ssmile got wider. “ And if it be impertinent enough, you will put me out onthe
street without bothering to open the door before you pitch methrough it. Well, | hopeto avoid that, at
any rate. All I wish to know is, what iSyour opinion of your...notorious cousn?’

“Agan, thisis something you could learn from others besdes me,” William Raddliff said. “Inaword, |
despise him. Not only does he dip the family name in the chamber pot, not only does hereve in befouling
it, but he also preys on my shipswhenever hefindsthe chance. If | could kill him with my own hands, it
would be a pleasure—and a privilege.”

Walton took another pinch of snuff. Thistime, he had to dap the lid back onto the box lest his sneeze
blow its expensive contents dl over Raddliff’ s office. “ Potent stuff!” he said, dabbing at his streaming
eyeswith ablue silk handkerchief. “Well, r...Very well indeed, in fact. How would you like to win that
privilege and take that pleasure?’

William Radcliff leaned toward Walton so intently that the older, paunchier man gave back apace. “Tell
memore” Raddliff said.

Avaon despised law, scoffed at law, reviled law...and lived by law. What the pirate town would never
have accepted if imposed from outside, its freebooters took upon themsalves without aqualm. A virgin
carrying asack of gold could go from one end of Avalon to the other without let or hindrance—so long
as shewas, and was known to be, under the protection of one pirate lord or another.

Flagsfluttered from the hilltop forts of Avalon: Red Rodney’ s black hand on white, Christopher Moody’ s
swordarm and skull on red, Cutpurse Charlie Condent’ s three skulls and crossbones on along black
pennant, Goldbeard Walter Kennedy’ s naked headsman holding an hourglass, Stede Bonnet’ s skull and
heart and dagger, and more besides. Some of the chieftains hated others, and would attack them on sight
anywhere dsein the Hesperian Gulf, the Atlantic, or the Bay of Mexico. In Avaon, though, atruce and
the rule behind it had held for most of alifetime.

You don’t shit where you eat.

Red Rodney Radcliffe sometimes dreamt of uniting al the pirates of western Avalon under the black
hand. He dreamt not of harrying the Terranovan towns but of seizing them and ruling them—of going
from pirate to king. Only one thing kept him from trying it: the certain knowledge that al the other
chieftains would combine againgt him the instant he tried to change them from equal sto subjects.

He knew hewasn't, he knew he couldn’t be, the only captain with dreams like that. He aso knew he
would cut the ballocks off any man who tried to make him bend the knee. Knowing that kept him from
trying to impose himsdf on the others.

With hisloot and his hostages and his daves safe insgde Black Hand Fort—one of the best, snceit lay
closeto the harbor and had areliable well even though it was on high ground—he could relax. Fields of
indigo and sugar cane were beginning to stretch across southern Atlantis. With sugar naturaly came rum.

At sea, Rodney doled out aglass of grog to his men each day. He took no more for himsdlf, lest they
think he thought he was better than they were. Ashore? Ashore, he could drink to his heart’ s content,
and so could they. When he couldn’t steal rum, he traded for it like an honest man, and hewasn't the
only freebooter who did.

“Thisisthelifel” hetold his daughter. The rum sang in him, but he hadn’t drunk himsdf deepy yet. He
hedn’t drunk himself mean yet, ether.



“Wall, of courseitis.” Ethel Radcliffe was eleven, and knew no other. None of the women Rodney had
taken into his bed since her mother had dared mistreat her in any way—or not for long. One wench who
roused hisirein that regard left Black Hand Fort most suddenly, naked and with stripes on her back.
Ethel drank rum, too, and swore and scratched as she pleased. She was a dead shot with apistol.

Red Rodney laughed and touded her buttery-yellow hair. “ One of these days soon, by God, I’ll bring
you dong with mewhen | set sail. Blast my mizzen if you wouldn’t make a better raider than most of the
dogs| could scrape up here.”

“Doit!” the pirat€' s daughter said eagerly. “1 want to shoot a Dutchman, or even a copperskin. Can |
shoot one of the copperskins you brought back?’

“Sorry, love. Not thislot,” Rodney answered.

Ethel pouted. “Why not?’ Her voice took on asugared whine that could coax almost anything out of her
father.

Almost—but not quite. “Because they’ re worth good silver to me, that’ swhy not,” Rodney Radcliffe
sad. “And they cost blood to take. That makes’ em too dear to kill for sport.” Whether killing them for
sport waswrong didn’t worry him. Silver did. Silver was one more measure of aman’srank among men.

“But | want to,” Ethel persisted. She didn’t care to come up short at anything—uwhich only proved she
was her father’ s daughter.

“No,” Red Rodney said, and the flush that mounted to his cheeks came from choler aswell asrum. “My
men listen to me. Y ou'd bloody well better, too. If they don't listen, | make’em sorry. You think | can't
make you sorry?’

Hedidn't put hisfoot down very often. When he did, he waslikely to crush whatever lay beneath it. That
could include Ethel, as she had painful reason to remember. The whine didn’t go away, but it did change
course: “Wdll, what can | shoot, then?’

“If you have to shoot something, go up on the stockade and shoot thefirst stray dog you see. Nobody’ |l
missthat,” her father answered. “ And after you do, get one of the daveysto chuck the carcassinto the
bay. Don't leaveit lying thereto rot and stink. Doesthat suit you, you little rakehel?”

“I’d dtill rather shoot acopperskin,” Ethel said. Red Rodney’ s face must have sent up storm warnings,
for she backtracked in ahurry: “ A stray dog will do, | suppose. Better than nothing.” She hurried away.

A few minuteslater, apistol banged. Rodney was tearing into roasted honker then, and couldn’t hear the
dog howl. He guessed it did, though, because Ethel didn’t come back unhappy. A smile spread over his
face. He' d done what afather should do: he' d pleased hislittle girl—and he’ d got her out of hishair for a
while

Hedidn't smile so much about the honker. “What have we got here?” he demanded. “ This sorry
bastard’ s no bigger than arooster’ sdrumstick.” He exaggerated, and by no small amount, but he' d seen

plenty of bigger honker legs.
“Begging your pardon, Sir, but it' sthe best the hunters brought back,” the cook replied.

“Likey tdl, likely tdl,” Rodney said. “When | was Ethd’ s age, by Chrigt, the honkers were threetimes
the Sze of thismiserable bird.”

“Hunters say, dir, that the big ones are dl gone—at least from close enough to Avaon to bring them back



before they spail,” the cook told him. “ They have to shoot the smaler, scrubbier kindsinstead. Even
those are harder to find than they were once upon atime.”

“Sweet suffering Jesus!” Rodney poured himsdf more rum. “Will we have to start raising sheep and goats
and cows? Arewe farmers or are we men?’

The cook maintained a prudent silence. He was no pirate himsdlf. He' d cooked for the governor of
Nieuw Haarlem in Terranovatill Red Rodney captured him and carried him back to Avalon. After eating
some of hisfood, Rodney refused aransom for him. The cook hadn’t done badly here—or rather, he
might have done much worse, and he was smart enough to know it. If he said too much, hislot might

changeinahurry.

“Running out of honkersl” Rodney said. “Bloody hell! What's Atlantis coming to if we re running out of
honkers?

Menheer Piet Kieft had impressive waxed mustaches and an even more impressive pot belly. The
governor of Nieuw Haarlem nodded to William Raddliff. “1 do not love your cousin,” he said in gutturaly
accented English.

“Widll, your Excellency, | must say that I'd wager I’ ve not loved him for longer than you have,” William
replied. “He has robbed me, plundered my ships, done al he could to hurt me.”

Piet Kieft sngpped hisfingers and poured more rum into his pewter cup. “Did he ever make you jump
out awindow naked when you were abouit to futter aserving girl with the best titsin theworld?” He
paused meditatively. “ It was a second-story window.”

“Oh, dear,” Elijah Waton said before William could respond to that. “I’ d heard you were somewhat
discommoded in that raid, your Excellency, but | confess| did not redlize the full extent of your, ah,
difficulties. Please accept my sympathies”

“And mine,” William added. He hoped, for the serving girl’ s sake, she’ d been about to get on top.

“Thisisnot eventheworst of it,” Kieft continued. “That son of asow of a Red Rodney Radcliffe, that
black-handed bastard, he stole from me my prime cook, and would not sell him back to me. It iswar to
the knife between meand him.”

Yes, you look asif you’ ve spent all the time since starving, William thought. Piet Kieft hadn’t cometo
Stuart to be mocked, though. “Wéll, your Excellency, now isthe time to see whether we can pay him
back.”

“Pay him back for sacking my town—ja,” Kieft said. “1 sack his. Pay him back for steding Corndlius
and making Katrinagiggle when she sees meinstead of opening her legs?...Evenif | cut hisheart out, it is
not enough.” Hispiggy little eyesflashed. Hewasn't pretty, but William Radcliff wouldn't have wanted

him for an enemy.

“You have ships,” Wdton said. “Mr. Radcliff here, our kindly hogt, has ships. | dso have shipsat my
beck and cdll. If we gather together our separate contingents and sail againgt Avaon with overwheming
force—"

“It will be the greatest miracle since the Resurrection of our Lord and Savior Jesus Chrigt,” Raddliff
finished for him.



“Your lack of spiritisdistressing,” Waton said.

“I don't lack spirit—no such thing,” William replied. “But who will bell the cat, and when, and how?1
admireyou, S, for persuading Meinheer Kieft to confer with us. Neverthel ess, people have been
mooting thefall of Avalon sincethe piratesfirst seized it. That ismany years ago now, but they hold it
gill.”

“They go on holding it, too, if we don’t work againgt them,” Piet Kieft said. “I aim to work against
them—and most against Red Rodney—no matter what you do. But Master Walton isright. We have a
better chance if wework together. | will do this. | do not even claim command.”

That made William Raddliff blink. That a Dutchman would take orders from an Englishman at sea...was
no smal miracleitsalf. The Dutch reckoned themsalves the best sailorsin the world, and the English
would have been hard pressed to prove them wrong. England and Holland had fought two naval warsin
the past generation, and the Dutch had got the better of it both times.

“Wel, wdl.” William Radcliff turned to Elijah Wdton. “If our comradeis so generous, can wefall to
meatch him?’

Waton frowned. “ My ingtructions are that an Englishman should lead the fleet againgt the corsairs.”

“And what am | if not an Englishman—and the man on the spot?” Raddliff asked angrily. “If you cal mea
damned honker, gr, asif | were aNew Hagtings man, | will wish you joy of our enterprise—and much
luck in taking it anywhere without the aid of Raddliff of Stuart.”

“Benot overhasty, Mr. Raddliff, | pray you,” Waton said. “ All these insults come from your own mouth,
and nonefrom mine.”

“You say this. Can you prove it? Will you proveit?” William pressed. “Or, by saying | am but an
Atlantean, will you make me out to be aworthless settler, not deserving to associate with, let donelead,
his betters from the mother country?’

Coughing, Elijah Walton answered, “Y ou cannot deny, sir, that your roots have been transplanted away
from English soil these two centuries past.”

“Bugger my roots. My heart isEnglish,” Raddliff sad.

Piet Kieft girred. * Y ou started this, Walton. Y ou set the pot on thefire. Will you now takeit off and let it
go cold because you cannot get al of your way? Or did you come here for just that purpose, so you
could go back to London and say, ‘| tried, but we could reach no agreement against these corsairs 7’

“Before God, Meinheer Kigft, | did not!” Walton exclamed.

Kieft looked around William Radcliff’ s baroque jewel box of astudy: the bookshelves, with volumesin
English and Latin and French; the polished brass astrolable on the wall, part decoration, part tool; the
ready-cut quillsand the jars of ink; the coffee smmering over alow fire; the calico cat curled up adeep
on acushion. “This place seems English enough to suit me. Doesit not seem to you the same?’

Perhaps Walton flushed, or perhapsit was atrick of the light streaming in through the south-facing
octagona window. The veritable Englishman’s gaze fixed on ahonker skull, cleaned and polished, that
held down one of the piles of paper on Radcliff’ s desk. The honker seemed to stare back from empty
eye sockets.

“Oh, come now, sir!” William said. “Come now! Y ou might see the same, the very same, inamerchant’s



resdencein London, or ascholar's, asacuriosity of natural philosophy. Deny it if you can.”

Instead of denying it, Elijah Walton grunted. “Oh, very well,” he said—most grudgingly, but say it hedid.
“Shall we style you Grand High Admira of the Hesperian Gulf, then?’ He gave amocking seated bow.

“I carelittlewhat you call me” William Radcliff answered. “If | do what | set out to do, everyone who
comes dong will try his damnedest to filch the credit from me. And if | fail, I'll bethat stupid honker from
Atlantis, and al the blame will come down on my head. Y ou win either way, Mr. Waton.”

Piet Kieft chuckled and nodded. He too knew what being a settler meant. Asfor Walton...he did not
seem entirely displeased at the progpect.

A pigeon fluttered into the roost a Black Hand Fort. Pigeons had spread with men in Atlantis. Severa
native varieties of dovelived here, including a couple with wingstoo stunted to let them fly, but there had
been no pigeonstill people brought them hither.

This particular pigeon had a piece of parchment tied to its|eft leg. The handler who spied the parchment
gently removed it, read the note on the inner surface, and hotfooted it to Red Rodney’ s chamber.

Hisknock didn’t quite interrupt the pirate captain at play, which was lucky for him. Rodney’ s companion
squeaked and yanked a silk coverlet—| oot from one of the small, Spanish-held idands south of
Atlantis—up to her chin. “Don’t fret yourself, Jenny. He wouldn’t dare bother meif it weren’t important,”
Radcliffe said. Ashe pulled up his breeches, he dso raised hisvoice: “What' stoward?’

“A pigeon from Stuart,” came the voice from the other side of the door.

“Hal” Red Rodney threw on his shirt, too. He was still barefoot, but he didn’t care. He went without
shoes aboard ship more often than not, the better to feel the deck under hissoles. “1 knew it had to be
something that mattered.”

“And | don't?" Jenny said sulkily, but he was already striding toward the door.

His mind moved perhaps even faster than hisfeet. Of course he had spies on the east coast. Whoin his
right mind wouldn't? He assumed hisfoes had spiesin Avaon, too. They had reason not to love him and
reason to try to find out what he was up to. With luck, he could feed them full of lies.

And maybe they were trying to do the same to him. Well, he' d find out. His thumb came down on the
latch. He scowled at the man in the hdlway. “What' sgoing on, Mick?’ It had better be interesting, his
voice warned.

“Pigeon just in from Stuart, skipper,” Mick repeated, and held out the message the bird had carried.

Red Rodney needed to squint to read it; the handwriting was precise but tiny, to cram as much as
possibleinto asmall space. As he read, he started to swear. “ Y ou’ ve seen this?” he demanded.

“I haveindeed,” the Irishman answered.
“Wll, keep your mouth shut about it till | decide what to do. Can you manage that?’
“Sureand | can.”

“You'd better, by Chrigt. Dutchmen and Englishmen and my own cold-hearted cousin. If that’s not amix
cooked up in hell, I don’t know what would be. They aim to gut us, Mick, gut uslike ahonker after you



knock it over the head. Are we going to let them get away with it?’

The pigeonkeeper muttered something in Erse. Rodney Radcliffe didn’t know what it meant, but it didn’t
sound asif the man favored giving their enemies an easy time. No onein Avaon would. What the English
did to pirates they caught could make the hardest man shiver of nights. And what the English did wasa
mercy next to what happened when the Spaniards got hold of you. The Spaniards liked whips, and they
likedfire....

He read the scrap of parchment again. The Spaniards didn’t seem to be part of the gang William Radcliff
was putting together. Rodney assumed his cousin crouched at the center of the plot. Where elsewould a
Spider go?

Returning to English, Mick asked, “How do you am to stop the spa peens, now?’

“WEell haveto fight 'em. We can't very well run away, now can we?’ Red Rodney said. The other pirate
shook his head. Rodney muttered under his breath. Could freebootersfight as afleet? They would have
to, wouldn’t they? He could see the need. Would hisfellow great captains be able to? How many of
them were in Avaon right now? How many would get back soon?

“You'll need agrand parley, won't you?’ Mick said.

“| wasthinking that very thing,” Rodney answered. “A grand parley. Been awhile since we had one.”
The pirate chieftains of Avaon wereindependent princes. They parleyed to keep from fighting among
themsalves: rardly for any other reason. Would they hearken when Rodney summoned them?

They' d better hearken, by God, hethought. Otherwise, the first we'll know of the enemy is when he
starts cannonading us.

Even figuring out where to hold agrand parley took more in the way of diplomacy than most corsairs had
inthem. He couldn’t invite hisfellow captainsto Black Hand Fort. Oh, he could, if he aimed to art the
sguabble he wanted to head off. They would think he was trying to lure them dl to one place at the same
time s0 he could get rid of them at once. If he got an invitation like that, he would think the same thing
himsdlf. He had to find neutra ground.

Some unkind or possibly jealous soul had called Avaon the Sodom of Atlantis. A vigtor from the other
coast, the somber coast, had marveled that so many pirates were sick. Then he saw how the fregbooters
drank, and marveled even more that they weren't al dead.

Mary’s Paradise would do if no other place sufficed. It was the biggest, bawdiest, grandest brothel and
tavernin Avaon. Red Rodney knew he would have to pay Mary Carleton agoodly sum to take her
establishment out of circulation long enough for the chieftainsto meet there. No onein Avaon did things
from the goodness of his—or her—heart. Maybe he could get some money back from hisfellow
captains. Or maybe not.

Jenny squawked when she heard that Red Rodney purposed talking with Mary Carleton. *Y ou want
some poxy trollop!” she shrilled. “You'll swive her, and then you'll fetch the foulness back to me!”

“I’d be poxed if | tried buggering Goldbeard or Cutpurse Charlie, that’ s certain sure,” Red Rodney
replied with alaugh, “but | want ’ em there to do them afavor, not to try to teke their favors.”

“Oh, yes” Jenny didn’t want to believe him. “And you won't even look at the doxiesfalling out of their
dresses. They're as common as abarber’ s chair, they are—one' s out and the next one' sin. And who
was the man who paid five hundred pieces of eight just to see some strumpet naked?’



“I've heard the story, but | don’t know the sorry bastard’ s name,” Radcliffe answered. It wasn't
me—I’ll tell you that. If I'd laid down so much silver, I'd' ve got more than alook for it.”

“Sure enough—Iikely you would have got the gleets,” hislady love said.

However snide Jenny was, Rodney sent aman he trusted to dicker aprice from Mary Carleton. She
proved more reasonable than he' d expected. “I know which side my bread' s buttered on,” shetold
Raddliffe semissary. “WEe |l get enough of the ordinary business now that the Black Hand’ sback in

port.”

That being settled, Red Rodney sent messages to the other chieftains of Avalon, to the men who would
have to lead the fight against the Dutch and the English and the eastern settlersif there was going to be
one. Some of them were, or had been, hisfoes. He sent to them anyhow, under flag of truce. He hoped
curiosity would bring them to Mary’ s Paradise if nothing ese did, for he was not in the habit of doing
that. A captain of an earlier generation, when a priest asked him on his deathbed to forgive his enemies,
answered, “I have none—I killed them al.” Red Rodney wasn't quite so deadly, but not from lack of
effort.

Some of the other pirate lords promised to come. Others said no at firdt. Patiently, Rodney sent to them
again. You hurt only yourselves if you stay away, he wrote. If you want to go on doing what you're
doing, you need to hear me.

When he went down to Mary’ s Paradise, he wore aruffled shirt—not quite clean—and ajacket of
velvet shot through with gold threads that was splendid even if it didn’t fit him quite so well asthe
Spaniard for whom it was made. He carried a cutlass, adagger, two pistolsin hisbelt, and atiny onein
his boot. His guards dressed more plainly but carried just as many weagpons.

“Y ou can futter the wenchesif you find any you fancy,” he told them. “But God help your scurvied souls
if you get drunk. Y ou're hereto fight if you haveto, and not to fight if you don’t need to. No brawling for
the fun of it, not today.”

And maybe that would do some good, and maybe it wouldn’t. His crew was better ordered than most,
but men who' d put up with Roya Navy disciplinedidn’t turn pirate to begin with. And even Roya Navy
sallorsroistered ashore. Besides, if one of the other chieftains’ men started trouble, or if hisown
followers could claim they did...

Widl, he would worry about that if he had to, the same way he would worry about Jenny dipping
hemlock into his beer. Hetried not to think about how black her scowl was as he left Black Hand Fort.

He had astandard-bearer carrying his banner, and another carrying awhite flag to show he didn’t intend
to fight unless he had to. Similar processions wound down from the other fortresses. No one pulled out a
pistol or fired amatchlock. It wasn't quite amiracle, but Red Rodney took it for agood sign.

Mary Carleton greeted him under ared lantern. “Welcome,” she said. “Theroom iswaiting.”

“Thank you, MistressMary,” he said, more respectfully than he' d thought he would. She had to be at
least thirty-five, but she was ill afine-looking woman.

Rum and roast mests sat on thetable. A couple of captains had got there before him. They were already
egting and drinking. One of them nodded to him, saying, “ Thisis agood spread. What kind of nonsense
are you going to spout?’

“I wouldn’t throw away this kind of money to spout nonsense,” Red Rodney answered. He poured



himsdf some rum and waited to see who would come and who wouldn't.

To hissurprise, dl the captains he' d invited showed up. Some of them scowled at him. Some scowled a
one another. But nobody grabbed for asword or agun. “Let’s hear your lies, Radcliffe,” said Bertrand
Caradeuc in buzzing Breton accents. A gold hoop glittered in hisright ear.

“Y ou want lies, go hometo your mistress,” Red Rodney answered. Most of the chieftainslaughed. A few
glowered: the ones, he guessed, who feared their mistresses were filling their earswith lies. He swigged
from hismug of rum and went on, “The sheep are garting to think they’ re wolves. The honkersaretrying
to grow eagles wings. The bagtardsin Stuart am to kill usal.”

“And you know this because...?” Goldbeard Water Kennedy inquired. He was an enormous man,
severd inchestaler than Rodney, who was no stripling himsdlf, and wider through the shoulders. The
beard that gave him his sobriquet spilled halfway down his chest.

Radcliffe told exactly how he knew it, though he didn’t name his spy in Stuart. “We can let them pick us
off aship at atime, the way they’ re bound to want to,” he said. “ Or we can stand together and show 'em
we're not to be trifled with. Which would you rather?”’

“How do we know you' re not lying so you get to tell uswhat to do?’ Caradeuc inquired.

“Because | won't lead us even if you bloody well ask meto,” Red Rodney replied. The renunciation hurt,
but he knew he had to makeit. “Pick somebody e se. Inthisfight, I'll follow him, whoever heis. If | have
aquarrd with him, it can wait till later. Everything dse can wait till later.”

He impressed them with that. He' d thought he would. They weren't used to backing away from power.
They were used to grabbing with both hands. They wrangled and shouted and swore, and finally chose
Michel de Grammont to command. Fewer of them hated him than anyone else. That seemed agood
enough reason to them. What kind of high captain he would make... They’d find out.

Xl

William Raddliff wasfurious, in a cold-blooded Stuartish way. When he got command of afleet to wipe
the pirates of Avaon off the map, he rashly assumed the fleet would assemble some time before
Judgment Day. Now he waswondering if he hadn’t been unduly optimistic.

It wasn't asif Stuart lacked afine harbor in which to assemble. Avaon boasted one as good, but
assuredly no other anchorage in Atlantis came close. Two rivers and severd idands met there, and Stuart
lay at the heart of them all. No matter how the wind blew, ships could get in and out and find secure
placesto put up. William was hard pressed to think of aharbor in Europe or Terranovathat could say
the same.

He wondered why his severd-times-great-grandfather hadn’t settled here rather than down at New
Hastings. The only thing he could think of was that Edward Radcliffe must have been content to put
down roots wherever the wind happened to blow him ashore. That only proved the Founder wasn't so
dy as people made him out to be.

And am I? William Raddliff wondered. He had authority to bind and to loose awholefleet. The only
difficulty was that, despite promises from both Elijah Waton and Piet Kieft, the fleet at the moment
consisted of his own merchantmen and not one vessal more.

Merchantmen, by the nature of things, weren't warships. They weren't particularly fast: they were built to
haul, not to sprint. And, most of the time, they weren’t heavily armed. He' d done what he could to



correct that, but guns heavier than twelve-pounders were impossible to lay hold of in a peaceful
settlement. Walton had promised heavier cannon to turn merchantmen into reasonable facsamiles of ships
of theline, but so far the promised guns were as chimerica asthe promised ships.

“You will drive trade away and make your friends repent of their friendship if you curse everyone who
comes near you,” hiswife remarked one afternoon, when his sarcasm curdled into blasphemy.

“I beg your humble pardon, Tamsin,” William answered. “ Still and dl, | would take oath—"
“Y ou have sworn too many profane oaths dready,” Tamsan Radcliff brokein.

“I would take oath,” William repeated stubbornly, “that the Devil hasin hell aspecid firepit he stokes
extra hot, for the purpose of properly tormenting souls who make promises they do not purpose

keeping.”

“I am certain dl will be asyou wishin due course” Tamsin had asunny nature. She needed it, or the
measter merchant’ s frequent glooms would have oppressed her more.

“If the promise befulfilled in due course, that will not beas| wish,” Raddliff said. “ Do you suppose they
aredttingidly by in Avadon?’

“By nomeans” hiswifereplied. “More likely than not, they are drinking and wenching and dicing and
brawling. Why would they turn pirate, if not to do such things?’

Shewasn't wrong. All the same, William said, “ Also, without the tiniest bit of doulbt, they are readying
themsdves for our ondaught against them. They will surely have learned of it by now. Had we moved
againgt them sooner, we might have taken them unawares.”

“Y ou cannot move done,” Tamsn sad.

William nodded heavily. “If | could have, | would have long since. No, for aseawar on such ascae, |
needs must have confederates. And aman who must rely on othersto seethat certain thingsaredoneisa
man who must resgn himsdlf to knowing they may never be done.”

“And are the freebooters of Avaon better off in thisregard?’ Tamsin asked. “Can one man among 'em
snap hisfingers and have the others follow hiswhim like so many trained mastiffs? Or do they wait upon
deveopments and quarrdl over them the same way you and your friends do?’

He stared &t her. Then he kissed her. Shelet out a startled squawk; that wasn't something he commonly
did in the middle of the day. “ Y ou areawonder,” he said. “A wonder—do you hear me?’

“I hear you. | am glad to hear you,” Tamsin Raddliff said primly. “But why do you say it?’

“Because you remind me of something | dmost forgot,” William answered. “I seedl my own troubles,
but none of my foes . Y et they must have’em, for are they not flesh and blood, evenasam 1?7’ He
scowled. “ Red Rodney, the mangy hound, isflesh of my flesh, blood of my blood, asthat fat toad of a
Wadton tires not of reminding me.”

“You are not to be blamed for it.” Tamsin wasloyd to hisbranch of the family.

“Not by you, perhaps. In London and in Nieuw Haarlem, too many can't tell the difference between a
Radcliffe and aRaddliff.” He pronounced Red Rodney’ s version of the family name with three syllables,
as no Radcliffe ever born had done. Hiswife nodded, so she saw his point. Hewent on, “If half of them
blame me for what he does—"



“All the more reason to berid of him for good,” she said.

“All the more reason, yes—and dl theless chance.” William drummed hisfingers on histhigh. “1 want to
be a seq, not tied here waiting.”

“If the Dutchman and the Londoner fall you, you should put to sea by yoursdlf,” Tamsn sad. “All our
ships put together can beat Red Rodney Radcliffe.” She pronounced the name with three syllables, too.

“We can beat Red Rodney, yes,” William said. “We cannot best al of Avaon banded together. And the
freebooterswill fight like cornered rats, for they know what awaitsthem if they lose. Without marinesto

dtiffen them, | doubt my men would fight so well. Why should they? They put to seato trade, not to war.
They will fight if forced to it, yes, but not for the sport of it.”

“They will fight for money—or some of themwill,” Tamsin said shrewdly. “A big enough price on the
heads of the pirate captains—"

“They’ve had prices on their headsfor years.” William sounded as gloomy as hefdt. “They’re out there
yet, robbing and stedling and murdering. They make usal look like jackasses.” His hands baled into
figts. “By God, Tammy, they triflewith us. | am no man to betrifled with, and anyone who thinks
otherwise will to his sorrow discover himsdf mistaken.”

“Have you any way to hurry Kieft or Waton?’ hiswife asked.

He shook hishead. “ They trifle with me, too, and they think | shall forget it because we are on the same
sde. You know me. Do | ever forget anyone who does me abad turn?’

“No. But, contrariwise, you never forget anyone who does you agood turn, either. Had you not the one
qudity to go with the other, | could not love you—and | do.”

“A good thing, too. I’d go on the rocks without you. But unless we lance this abscess on our western
coast”—William' smind kept coming back to what lay uppermost within it—"all of Atlantiswill go onthe
rocks. And, regardiess of what Piet Kieft and the sainted Elijah Walton may say, | do not intend to let

that happen.”

Black Hand Fort had a crow’ s nest. That was afunny namefor it, but served well enough. It wasabig
wooden bucket mounted high atop a redwood trunk thicker than amainmeast. Red Rodney Radcliffe and
his lookouts could go there, clambering up the lines nimble as monkeys, and seefor milesin every
direction.

Ethel could, too, and sheloved to do it. Red Rodney wished she wouldn't. He told her she mustn’'t. He
paddied her behind when she did—and he till found her in the crow’ s nest when he went up one
morning to look around.

She flinched when he scrambled over the edge and into the bucket. “I' m sorry, Father,” she said, and
then, her spirit reviving, “I’m sorry you caught me.”

“Not as sorry asyou will be soon,” he said, but his heart wasn't in the threat. He had too many other
thingson hismind.

When he looked down at Avaon’ s harbor, he didn’t like what he saw. Too many brigs and brigantines.
Too many doops. Too many shalops. A few race-built galeons, but only afew. Most of the pirates
shipswere smdl and swift, ableto put up agreat spread of sail and run after their prey or run away from



danger. They could fight when they had to, but only when they had to.

How would the fleet of pirate ships stand up against anew English or Dutch ship of the line? Pirate ships
rarely mounted anything bigger than twelve-pounders. They were made to take merchantmen and to flee
from nava vessds. What if they couldn’t flee? What if they had to defend their home port?

He muttered under his breath. Even in the twenty-odd years he’ d roamed the seas, ships of the line had
grown larger and more deadly. A firgt-rate man-of-war could mount thirty forty-two-pounders, thirty
twenty-four-pounders, twenty twelve-pounders, and twenty more smaller guns. A broadside from aship
likethat would turn abrigantine to kindling and splintersin the blink of an eye.

In afight out on the open sea, it wouldn’t matter, because brigantines and doops and shallops could run
away from any ship of theline ever built. But if the men-of-war were bearing down on Avaon...If they
were doing that, the corsairs couldn’t very well run, not unless they wanted to run away from their town
and their harbor and gtart fresh somewhere else.

Red Rodney didn’'t want to do that. Neither did the other chieftains, or they wouldn't have agreed to
fight. But agreeing to fight wasn't the same as knowing how to go about it. Another long look at the ships
that lay a anchor insde Avalon Bay said as much.

“Pa?’ That was Ethel. By theway she cdled to him, she' d been trying to get his attention for somelittle
while. “Why aren’t you thumping me, Pa?'Y ou dways do when you catch me up here” Getting a
thumping seemed better to her than seeing the regular order of things overturned. Some people were like
that.

He gave her agtraight answer, thinking her due one: “I’ m trying to figure out how our little ships can besat
the big ones our enemies are going to throw at us.”

“Wall, that’ snot so hard,” Ethel said with achild's boundless confidence. “If they’ re bigger, we ve got to
be faster and smarter, so we hit them and they can’t hit back.”

“Easer to say thanto do,” Rodney warned.

“You say that? You?” Ethd sent him areproachful look. “Don’t they cdl you the Horror of the Hesperian
Gulf?’ Pride at being aHorror’ s daughter rang in her voice.

“They do,” Rodney agreed. “And | am what they cal me.” He had pride of hisown, plenty of it. Heaso
had worries of hisown, plenty of them. “If it were just the seafight, I’ d not worry. But those buggers
back in Stuart want to close our shop down. They want Avalon, iswhat they want. The town can't put
on topgallants and spankers and sail away from their bloody flegt.” He could be more open about his
fearswith his daughter than with his henchmen or hisfellow corsair captains. Come what might, Ethel
wouldn’t cal him coward.

She did point north, to the fort warding Avaon’ s northern tip, to the gdlleys guarding the Gateway, and
to the other fort on the northern spit that helped form the bay. “We can keep them out,” she said,
confident till. “Red-hot rounds and chainshot will make the baly blighters sorry they ever tried to poke
their nosesin.”

Radcliffe grinned. His daughter not only thought like apirate, she talked like one, too. Hetouded her
hair. “Wdll, chick, maybe you'reright,” hesaid. | hope to Christ you are, hethought, but that didn’t

passhislips.



Marcus Radcliffe was alean, dark, weather-beaten man who wore a honkerskin rain cloak, feasthered
side out, above his shirt and breeches. He seemed out of place in settled Stuart, and especially out of
placein William Raddliff’ selegant study.

Raddliff poured Radcliffe aglassof sherry. “Y our hedth, cousin,” he said, smiling.

“Andyours, coz,” Radcliffe said to Radcliff. They both drank. Marcus Radcliffe thoughtfully smacked his
lips. “Not bad, not bad. I’'m more used to de and beer mysdlf.”

“WEéll, you're not the only one. | drink them alot of the time mysdlf,” William dlowed. “But | try to serve
my guests something finer.”

“Kind of you.” Marcus Radcliffe Spped again, and then again. By theway thelevel of thewinein his
glass sank, he thought it fine enough.

William poured the glass full again. “ Though the name isthe same, or near enough, we are not close
cousins, arewe?’

“Not hardly.” Marcus had a harsher accent than William. *“Y ou come down through Henry, and | through
Richard. My father would aways say your line wanted money, and got it. My line wanted freedom, and
we' re dill looking for it. The more Atlantisfills up, the harder it isto come by.”

“Money buysfreedom,” William Radcliff said. “ Freedom from want, freedom from trouble. ..”
“Y ou haven't got troubles?” Marcus Radcliffe laughed. “Why' d you ask me here, then?’
“Because | have aquestion, and you seem the man best suited to answer it,” William replied.
“Long way from New Gringtead to Stuart, just for the sake of aquestion,” Marcus said.

To William’sway of thinking, it wasalong way from New Gringtead to anywhere. Thelittle town sat far
back in the woods west of New Hastings, more than halfway to the Green Ridge Mountains. Asfar as
William knew, no townslay farther from the coast. From New Grinstead, Marcus Radcliffe and others
like him could plungeinto the Atlantean wilderness, with no oneto tell them where to wander or when to
come home.

And that was what made William' s distant cousin vauable to him. “Hereisthat question, and make of it
what you will,” he said. “Do you believe you could lead an army of athousand men, with al the
necessities they would need for fighting upon their arriva, across Atlantisto Avalon by adateto be
agreed upon?’

“Hal” Marcus said, and then, “ Y ou redly haveit in for Red Rodney, don't you? And he' s closer kinto
youthan| am.”

“Inaword, yes” William sad tightly. “Wdl?

“It'snot like Terranova.” Marcus Radcliffe seemed as thoughtful now as he had tasting the sherry. “We
wouldn’t have to fight our way through tribes of copperskins. There |l be afew in the woods, and afew
runaway niggers from down in the south, but not many. And they’ d run from an army that sze. They
wouldn't try to fight. So that would be dl right, anyhow, or | think it would.”

“Thenyou can doit?’” William heard the eager hunger in hisown voice.

“I didn’t say s0. I’'m &till working it through. That’ salong march, that is—upwards of three hundred



miles, even if you' re talking about starting from New Grinstead. Subssting your soldiers...wouldn’'t be
easy, and it might not be possible.”

“Why?" William demanded. “Does not every man who goesinto the woods acclam the marvelous
abundance and splendid hunting they afford?’

“That'safact,” Marcus said. “Y ou want me to go to Avaon and be there on such-and-such a day ready
tofight, I’ll doit. Y ou want me and ten of my friendsto go, | think we could do it. After that, it gets
harder. No maize to est, the way there would be amongst the Terranovans. No roads, so no supply
wagons. Even horses have a hard time—sometimes the meadows are few and far between. And you'd
have to have horses, for men can’t carry close to a month’ sworth of food on their backs. They’ d shoot
some on the way, but a thousand men couldn’t shoot enough to stay fed. | don’t believe the woods hold
enough to feed acompact mass of athousand men.” He spread hishands. “I’m sorry, coz. The more |
think on it, the worse the chances look. Y ou start with athousand soldiers, you might have acouple of
hundred starving souls make it al theway to Avaon.”

William would have been angrier at hiskinsman had he not feared the same thing. He did ask, “Areyou
ure?’

“Sure? Who can be sure of anything before it happens except the Lord?’” Marcus answered. “But | do
think it likely, and, in case your next question iswhether I’d care to chanceit, | havetotell youno. I'm
not sure that’ s your next question, mind, but | do think it likely.”

“Doyou indeed?’ William gave him acrooked grin. “Wdl, | wouldn't have an easy time making aliar out
of you.”

“Sorry not to be more help, coz, but | don’t care to shit my lifeinto the chamber pot, either,” Marcus
Raddiffesad.

“Y ou have apungent turn of phrase,” William observed. “Y ou ought to write for the gossip sheet they
garted here. Y ou would make everyone despise you, than which nothing, | am sure, would ddlight the
publisher more.”

“No, thanks,” Marcus said. “Now that I’ ve answered your question for you, I’m for New Grinstead
again, and for wherever esel please”

“Aslong asyou came so far, will you tolerate two questions rather than one?” William asked.

“Wadll, I might,” his backwoods cousin drawled, “long as you pour me out another glass of that wine.
Thaose grapes died happy for sure.”

“I think I might oblige you there” William filled Marcus glassagain, then hisown. “Let metry this: if we
ever see the promised Dutch and English ships, could | persuade you—and you persuade some of your
backwoods fellows—to serve aboard my merchantmen, as marksmen at sea and as alanding force when
wereach Avaon?’

“I know some people who don't shy away from afight, and that' safact,” Marcus said. “Don’t know
whether they’ d fancy one on the ocean. Don’t know whether | would mysdlf, either. | haveto cipher that
ajt_”

“Chancesareyou |l have dl thetime you require,” William Radcliffe said dolefully. “The next ship we see
of those promised will bethefirgt.”

“If my friendstrested methat way, I’d make’ em sorry for it—to hell with meif | wouldn’t,” Marcus



sad.

“If my friendstreated me so, | should make them sorry for it, too,” William replied. “ The gentlemen who
promised, however, are not my friends: merely associates with whom | share certain interests. | love them
not, nor they me.”

Marcusdrained thelast of hiswine. “Why put in with ’em, then?’

“Nothing smpler,” William said. “ Because one of the interests we share is seeing Red Rodney Radcliffe,
damn hisblack soul to hdll, hanged in chains”

“Signa flags” Red Rodney Radcliffe exclaimed in high glee as he stood at the whed of the Black Hand.
“Do you ever reckon abunch of baly freebooters d fly sgnd flags like the bleeding Royd Navy?’

“Not me,” Ben Jackson answered. “\We have enough trouble getting our own bastards to do like we say
most of thetime, |et aone the buggers who fight for somebody else.”

“It'sacorsair fleet. It sacorsair navy, by God!” Red Rodney raised hisvoiceto cdl to the sailor who
wasraisng theflagsdoft: “ Signd form line of battle, Quint!”

“I'll doiit, skipper,” Quint said, and hedid. He d served in the Roya Navy himsdif till he jumped ship a
Stuart and made hisway to Avalon. Piracy suited him better than shouts and curses and kicks from petty
officers, with thelash or the yardarm waiting if he got too far out of line.

Almost every shdlop and brigantine that sailed out of Avalon carried at least one man who' d been part of
the Roya Navy and knew something about signd flags. Quite afew men who couldn’t write their own
names or reed them if they saw them wereintimately familiar with dozens of flags.

In the Roya Navy, the admira could and would punish any captain who refused his orders. Radcliffe
wished he could do that. But he would have awar on his handsif hetried, and not the one he wanted.
Besides, hewasn't the admira, not in the forma sense—he' d turned the job down.

The other pirate captains had done just what he hoped they would when they chose Michdl de
Grammont to lead them. De Grammont wasn't even important enough to come to the meeting when he
was named. The mgority of the pirates of Avalon were English, which madeit hard for them to takea
Frenchman serioudy. His ship wasn't abig or astrong one. In other words, he made an idedl figurehead.

Red Rodney wished his own ship were built for him from the kedl up, not sailed out of a Dutch port on
the Terranovan coast in ahail of musket bullets. Then she could look theway shedid in hismind seye,
with the figurehead of abig black hand below the bowsprit. Everyone would know her from amile off,
and fear her—and fear him, too. That would be very fine.

Not everybody wasfaling into line. The other pirates didn’t want to follow his orders—or anyone els€'s.
Not for nothing were they called freebooters. Even if obeying someone else would do them good, they
weren't interested. If obeying someone else would save their necks? They were up againgt that now. It
didn’t seem to matter.

The mate saw the same thing. “ Maybe we ought to fight Dutch-style and not like Englishmen,” Jackson
sad. “Thenit'd be every man for himsdif, like, and al the ships could do what they do best.”

“And they could get blasted out of the water one a abloody time,” Rodney said.



Ben Jackson scowled. Like any other corsair, he liked his own conceits best. “It worksfor the
Dutchmen,” he said stubbornly. “They make England bleed every time they tangle.”

“Of coursethey do,” Raddliffe replied. “They have shipsto match the English men-of-war, so they can
tangle with ’em one on one. Can we do that? Can any ship in Avaon take on athree-masted ship of the
line by her lonesome?’

Jackson went on scowling. But he shook his bullet head. “Reckon not.” He didn’'t want to admit it, but he
didn’t have much choice.

“I reckon not, too,” Red Rodney said. “ So we have to find some other way to begt those scuts. If it's not
fightinginaline what isit?’

He meant the question to make the mate agree there was no other way. Instead, Jackson proposed one.
That surprised Radcliffe. What surprised him more was that, the longer the mate talked, the better he
liked theidea

When Jackson finished, Red Rodney threw back his head and laughed out loud. He pounded the mate
on the back. Jackson was bigger and probably stronger than he was, but Rodney staggered him al the
same. “By God, we will do that!” he exclamed. “Wewill, and we' |l see how the honest gentlemen of
Stuart likeit!” He laughed some more.

William Radcliff went down to the harbor dmost every day. It wasn't so much that he hoped to see
warships gathered there. He did hope to see them—buit, after so much disappointment, those hopes
weren't high. He went anyway. Merchantmen cameinto Stuart; others sailed out. Some were his; others
belonged to hisrivas. He kept an eye on as many of them as he could. If the man who ran atrading firm
didn’t know what was going on, how could he tell the people who worked for him whét to do?

“Sail ho!” The cry came from the east, from the lookouts who watched for incoming ships. Pirates had
raided Stuart ageneration earlier, and caught the town by surprise. That would never happen again.

Stuart had better walls and bigger guns on those walls than was true a generation earlier, too. It aso had
more men who could snatch up a musket and fight. A generation before, Stuart had been new and raw, a
town on the edge of settlement. Now it was part of the hinterland. New, raw towns were springing up to
the north and to the west.

“Sail ho! Sail ho!” The cry rang out again and again. Somebody added, “It’sabloody forest of masts out
there!”

William couldn’t see them yet. And then, dl a once, he did. For amoment, darm swept through him: that
was no fleet of merchantmen. He' d planned to go after Avaon. Were the pirates aiming to beat him to
the punch in spite of Stuart’ simproved fortifications?

Then he breathed easier. Pirates didn’t sail three-masted ships. They didn’t have the crewsto man them.
Maybe abig fleet from Terranovawas coming in. Or maybe, just maybe...

“By God!” William breathed, seeing the Union Jack flying from the mastheads of each ship. “They took
their own sweet time, but they findly went and did it.”

Six ships of theline and six smaler vessdstied up at the quays. Sailors swarmed ashore to do what they
would in Stuart’ staverns and brothels. And, in due course, Elijah Waton waddled off the largest
man-of-war, the Royal Sovereign. Itsfigurehead, King Charlesin aflowing, curly wig, was amost



frighteningly redlidic.

He gave William Raddliff abow well flavored—perhaps overflavored—uwith irony. “Y our fleet,
Admira—as much of it asthe Dutchmen aren’t doling out,” Walton said. “I do not see them here. Have
you any notion when they intend to make an appearance—or, indeed, if they do?’

“No, gr. | donot,” William replied evenly. “But then, up until your sails were sighted, | would have said
the same of the Royd Navy.”

“Doyou insult me?” Waton' s voice went slky with danger. “If you do, we can continue this discussion
through our friends. After that, the fleet may find itself with anew admird.”

“If you areaman insulted by plainfacts, gr, | shal discuss the matter with whomever you please,”
William said. “Had you let mefinish, you would have heard me counsd abit more patience, so much
aready having been required.”

Hewatched Wadton chew on that. At last, grudgingly, the Englishman replied, “Wéll, perhapsit were
best to save our bullets for the blighters on the other side. Perhaps, | say. If you fed otherwise, | assure
you | shdl endeavor to give satisfaction.”

I"11 kill you if I can, he meant. Thelanguage of ceremony was a strange and wonderful thing. William
Radcliff bowed. “If at the end we find each other incongenid, we can pursueit then. In the meanwhile, as
you say, there are others we should oppose in arms. Onething at atime, Sir.”

“Onething at atime,” Walton agreed. “Not the worst motto I’ ve ever heard. Would you care to come
aboard and view your flagship?’

“| should be pleased to do so, and thank you for the courtesy,” Radcliff said.

The Royal Sovereign differed from amerchantman not in essence but in scale. Elijah Walton rattled off
the numbers as the two men strode the main deck and the quarterdeck. The ship was 234 feet long, had
abeam of 49 feet, and displaced around 1,500 tons. She carried 780 sailors, most of them men who
could find no easier way to earn aliving or whose families had gone to seafor generations.

Wadton didn't say that, but William Raddliff knew it full well even so. He sprang from such afamily,
though not al the Radcliffes and Radcliffsweretied to the sea asthey had been in the days of Edward
the Founder. Marcus and many others had sunk deep rootsin the soil of Atlantis.

“And you will want to seethe guns,” Waton said.
“Indeed. They and the sails are the point of the whole affair, en?” Radcliff said.

He ended up admiring them more than he’ d thought he would. His merchantmen went armed, too, to
beat back piratesif they could. He wasintimately familiar with twelve-pounders and smaler pieces. That
made him think the forty-two-pounders on the lower gun deck would have nothing new to show him. But
he turned out to be wrong. The sheer brutal mass of those big iron monsterstook his breath away.

When he remarked on it, Walton smiled. “ A man who knows tabby cats may think he knowslions,
too—hemay, that is, until he hearsalion roar.”

“That have | never done,” William said.

“I have. It isthe most astounding thing,” Walton said. “When you hear that sound, you are afraid. You
may be the boldest warrior since Hercules, but you are afraid, at somelevel below conscious thought. It



is as though the knowledge that this beast eats men were somehow stamped upon your soul.”

“Interesting. | should like the experience one day. Did you hear alionin thewilds of Africaor at a
London zoologicd garden?’

“Thelatter, | fear,” Elijah Waton replied. “1 have been off the African coast—a place full of sickness, of
no value to anyone but for the trade in davesit affords—but | did not hear the creatures there. In
London, yes. Strange, isit not?’

“Ittruly is” Raddliff looked back toward the houses and shops of Stuart: afew built of stone, but more
from the abundant Atlantean redwoods and pines. “ Thisis a growing town. One day soon, we ought to
have a zoologica garden of our own, that our folk might see the marvels of other lands.”

“And of your own,” Waton said. “ So much of what dwellsin Atlantisisuniquetoit.”

William Radcliff shrugged. “Our folk are used to honkers and red-crested eagles and cucumber dugsand
thelike. Well, the explorers and settlers are. In regions inhabited for some little while, you understand,
these creatures grow scarce and die out, to be replaced by productions more familiar to your common
Englishman. Believeit or not, Sr, much of Atlantisisacivilized land.”

“Letit beasyou say.” That was dso the language of courtesy, and meant Waton didn’t believeit for a
minute.

One deck higher, the long twenty-four-pounders threw lighter balls than the carronades below, but threw
them farther. “Let a couple of these tear through alightly built pirate' s scantlings and watch the water
pour in,” William Raddiff said with a certain gloating anticipation.

“How can they propose to stand against us?’ Walton asked. “ Our ships so greatly outweigh theirs, the
fight scarcely seemsfair.”

“I cannot imagine their opposing uson the sea,” William answered. “Morelikdy, they will seek to keep
usfrom entering Avaon Bay and from sacking their hellhole of atown. What other sensible thing could
they do?’

“Nonel can see” the Englishman said.

He was a sensible man. So was William Radcliff. They were too sensibleto see that, when fighting
sensible opponents, acting sensible himsalf might be the least sensible thing Red Rodney Radcliffe could
do.

Aldo Cucari wasn't even a pirate. He was afisherman who put to seafrom Avalon. Hedidn't have
enough to make steding his small substance worth the corsairs while. They laughed a him for working
s0 hard, but they bought hisfish.

He spoke French with afunny accent, and English with afunnier one. But when he came to Black Hand
Fort and asked to talk to Red Rodney, the ruffians at the gate let him through. He didn’t quite interrupt a
tender moment between the pirate chief and Jenny, but he came close enough to leave her miffed. “Will
we never be free of gabbling little nuisances?’ she grumbled as Rodney dressed.

He only laughed. “ Just goes to show you never raised a child, sweetheart.” And away he went, apistol
on hisbelt. He knew Aldo, but you never could tell.



Someone had given the fisherman a cup of wine. He had no pistol, nor even an egting knife. When
Rodney strode into the room where he waited, he jumped up, set down the wine, and bowed amost
double. “ Ah, buon giorno, Sgnore Rodney Rosso, Sgnore Raddliffel” hecried. “1 isjust in from out of
the north.”

Red Rodney nodded. “ That’ swhét they told me, by God.” Finding out what was going on up in the north
was worth getting out of bed, even if Jenny didn’t think so. “What did you see up there?’

“Dutchmens,” Aldo Cucari said solemnly. “ Three big Dutchmens, shipsof theline. Sx smdler
Dutchmens, like to the shipsthat sail out of Avaon. They go east.”

“Bloody hdll. Of coursethey do.” Three men-of-war, half adozen brigantines or the equivaent. Six more
men-of-war from London, with alike number of smaller supporters. However many merchantmen
William dlipped-e Raddliff could scrapetogether at Stuart, plusther auxiliaries. The merchantmen
wouldn’t have the speed or the firepower of afirst-rate ship of the line, but they’ d be bad enough. Red
Rodney glowered down at the smdll, swarthy Itdian. “Y ou swear thisisthe truth?”

“By the cross, signore.” Aldo Cucari crossed himsdlf. Y ou could be a Papist in Avaon, or a Protestant,
or aMahometan, or even aJew. No one cared enough to kill you for it, which wasn’t true dl over
Atlantis. Aldo went on, “By my mother’ shonor, signore.”

People laughed at Aldo for working hard, but no one had ever called him acoward. And if you
chalenged his mother’ s honor—if you chalenged the honor of any man’s mother—he was bound to kill
you if hecould. “All right, then,” Radcliffe said. “Y ou’'ve told mewhat | need to know, and I’ m grateful.”

The fisherman bowed again. “It ismy honor, too, Sgnore Rodney.”

“Honor’sal very well, but you can't et it. See what you can buy with these.” Red Rodney pressed two
gleaming gold sovereignsinto Aldo’s calused hand.

One more bow. “You isaman of great heart, signore, and aman of open hands aswell. | hoped for one
sovereign—I thought my newsisworth one. But two? Two! Only aman of great heart would give two.”
He stepped forward, embraced the pirate captain, and bussed him first on the right cheek, then on the
|eft.

Frenchmen and Spaniards would do the same thing sometimes. Red Rodney clapped Aldo on the back
and made ajoke of it: “You aren’t pretty enough for that.”

“Ah, well.” The fisherman grinned and fired back: “If | isdoing it for looks, you is't pretty enough,
nather.”

He came very closeto dying then, even with Rodney’ sgold coinsin his hand. Only blood washed away
insultsin Avalon—if you decided they wereinaults. If you laughed them off, though. ..Rodney did. “I may
be ugly, but | have fun. How about you?’

“Every so often | find a girl who—how you say?—she no see so good. Or maybe istoo dark to see
good. Who knows? Who cares? | hasfun, too.”

Rodney shouted for more wine. The servant who brought it was a copperskinned Terranovan native.
Everybody caled him Old Abe; he'd beenin Avaon dmost aslong as Rodney had been dive. Smallpox
scars dagged hisface, but he' d lived through the disease and never needed to worry about it again. A lot
of copperskinsturned up their toesin ahurry after they met Europeans or Atlanteans. That was one
reason white settlement was spreading on the western mainland, though not so fast asit wasin previoudy



uninhabited Atlantis.

“Here sto fun!” Rodney said, and Aldo Cucari drank with him. But even asthe rough red wine did
down histhroat, he was weighing the odds. Nine ships of the line? People farther east had hated Avaon
for along time. They’d ways said they had, anyhow. Never till now, though, had they seemed serious.
It was hard to get much more serious than nine ships of the line and assorted auxiliaries.

Wéll, they might be—they were bound to be—gathering at Stuart. But from Stuart to Avalon wasalong
way: long in terms of sailing, even longer in terms of the spirit that animated each town. Aldo, anyone
might think, would havefit better in Stuart. But he' d lived there for alittle while, and didn’t care for the
dull, stolid burghers who ran the place. Whatever ese Avaon was, dull and stolid it was't.

The pirate captain poured wine with the same lavish hand he’ d used to pass out money. Raising his cup,
he shouted, “Here sto frying my God-cursed cousin!” Aldo drank with him—why not? And Rodney
Raddliffe laughed and laughed. “Y es, here sto frying him, in his own damned pan!”

X1

William Raddliff’ s secretary was a plump, nearsighted man named Shadrach Spencer. William was
making acomplicated cal culation about just how much to charge for Terranovan pipeweed in London
when Spencer stuck hishead into the office and said, “1 beg your pardon, Sir, but thereisa...gentleman
here whom | think you should see”

Hedidn't casudly say such things: one reason he' d worked for William for more than fifteen years.
“Wadl, send himin, then,” William said, setting down his quill. “Let’ sfind out what he hasto say.”

As Radcliff expected from his secretary’ stone, theindividua in question was no gentleman, but a
backwoods ruffian who put him in mind of hisdistant cousin, Marcus. The man carried a parcel wrapped
in cloth. He wore awool shirt and suede breeches with fringes; no razor had sullied his cheek for severa
days. All the more reason to receive him asif he were the heir to aduchy. “ Good day, Sr. | am William
Reddliff,” William said, bowing. “I fear you have the advantage of me.”

“My nameisDill, Hiram Dill.” The backwoodsman shook hands politely enough, then remarked, “ Thirsty
work, riding in from past the edge of town.”

“Shadrach, tend to that, would you?” Raddliff said.

“Certainly, Sr.” His secretary bustled off, returning amoment later with aflagon of fine—or at least
strong—gin from Nieuw Haarlem and two glasses. He poured for William and his guest.

“Your hedth, gr,” William said to Hiram Dill, raising hisglass.

Dill drank. Hiseyes got wide. “I’m bound to be hedthy if | pour this stuff down,” he said. “It'd poison
anything that tried to sicken me, and that’ sthe Lord’ struth.”

Courteoudy, Raddliff poured him arefill. AsDill drank it down with as much dacrity as he' d shown for
thefirst sample, William asked, “ And what was it impelled you to ridein to Stuart from, asyou say, past
the edge of town?’

“Wél, | was hunting for the pot last night, and | |et fly with my shotgun at a pigeon flying by, and | bagged
me...thishere” Hiram Dill had asense of the dramatic, whatever his other shortcomings might have
been. He undid the cloth around his loosdly wrapped parcel.



It was a pigeon, as ordinary apigeon as ever hatched. Atlantis boasted several varieties of extraordinary
pigeons. One was cream-colored, with bright red eyes. One, too big and heavy to fly, had afeathery
crest that looked like curly hair. Onewas adark green bird that disappeared completely against the
needle-filled branches of redwoods and pines.

But thiswas a plain English pigeon, like the ones that cooed and strutted in the streets of Stuart hoping
for handouts. Its head was green, its body shades of gray and white. The only unusud thing about it was
abit of parchment tied around itsright leg.

“A message?’ William asked. Hiram Dill nodded. William asked another question: “Y ou'vereed it?’
“Wadll, sure,” Dill answered. “Couldn’'t very well know you needed to seeit if | hadn’t, now could 7’
“No, indeed,” Radcliff said gravely. “And what doesit say?’

“Seefor yoursdf,” the backwoodsman replied. His scarred and callused fingers surprisingly deft, he
undid the message from the bird' sleg and handed it to William.

Thefine, tiny, spidery hand defeated William' s sight, which was beginning to lengthen. He caled in
Shadrach Spencer. “Read this out for me, if you would be so kind.”

“Of course, Sr.” His secretary held the parchment so closeto hiseyes, it dl but bumped hisnose. “It
says, ‘In Stuart harbor nine ships of the line, twelve armed merchantmen, fifteen lesser ships. Sailing soon
agang Avdon.’”

“I am not surprised to learn we have a spy amongst us, but neither am | heartened to learn it. Theiniquity
some men will embrace...” William shook his head. Then he brightened. “Asfor you, Mr. Dill, | fredy
own mysdf to bein your debt.”

Hiram Dill didn’t say anything. His face, however, bore an expression remarkable for its cupidity. He had
brought the pigeon to William for no other reason than to hear those words from hislips. William spoke
to his secretary in alow voice. Spencer nodded and hurried off, as he had when Radcliff asked him to
fetchthegin.

Thistime, he needed longer to return. When he did, he pressed asmdl velvet sack into William Radcliff’s
hand. Radcliff, in turn, presented the sack to Hiram Dill. “With my compliments, Sr.”

Judas could no more have kept from counting the wedlth he' d got from the Romans than Dill could have
stopped himself from opening the sack and seeing what lay inside. “Five pounds!” he exclaimed. “ God
blessyou, Mr. Radcliff! | didn’t look for so much, and that’ sthe Lord’ struth, too.”

“You have earned it. | would say, earned it and more, did | not fear that would make you importunate,”
William saidd with asmile. “1 have known for long and long that the pirates of Avaon spied upon Stuart.
How they spied upon us, no one here knew—till now.”

Hiram Dill grinned back. “1 expect ther€ |l beaded of pigeon hunting in town the next little while”

“I expect you areright, Mr. Dill,” Radcliff replied. “I expect you are just exactly right. And | expect
someone will be very unhappy when we uncover him for apoleceat, for alying, tricking snakein the
grass”

“What will you do to him? Something worth watching, | hope” Dill said.

“Oh, yes” Radcliff nodded. “I don't know yet what it will be, Sr, but | promise you that anyone who



seesit will remember it to the end of hisdays.”

Red Rodney Radcliffe was not a happy man. When he was unhappy, he thought himself duty-bound to
make everyone around him unhappy, too. “Damn it to hdl, why haven’t we heard from Stuart?’ he
growled. “ Somebody over there has histhumb up his bum. How are we supposed to know when the
God-cursed flegt issailing if they don’t send pigeons?’

“Maybe something' s gone wrong with the birds,” Ethel suggested.

“No doubt. They’ ve come down poxed, on account of wasting their silver at the bird brothels. They need
abetter class of pigeon pimps.” Red Rodney laughed. He thought he was funny, and that was dl that
mattered to him.

His daughter was harder to amuse. “Maybe the fat fools back there have findly twigged to your using
pigeons, and they’ re shooting al the birds they see going out.”

“Good luck to’em!” Rodney said. “They’ d do better to shoot the bugger who setsthe birds free.”

He meant that as a sardonic retort to put Ethel in her place. But the words seemed to hang inthe air. The
more he mulled them over, the likdlier they felt. Ethel must have felt the sameway, for she asked, “What
can you do about it if they have shot him?’

“Damnal, | fear,” Red Rodney said morosely. “1I’d have to get somebody el se with pigeonsto Stuart.
That might not be easy, not if the bastards there are waiting for metotry it.”

“Y ou could put pigeons on ascout ship up near North Cape,” Ethel said. “They wouldn’t give as much
warning as birds from Stuart would, but they fly faster than any ship can sall.”

Radcliffe started to trot out al the reasons why that was afoolish notion, but stopped with his mouth
hanging open. Try as he would, he couldn’t find any. Instead, he gave Ethd abig, smacking kiss. “The
Devil fry meblack if you won't command the Black Hand &fter I'm gone. Y ou’ ve got the naturd wit for
it”

“And the charm, too.” Ethel smpered. Shewasn't old enough yet to have the kind of charms she
wanted. But she also wanted to take a pirate crew into battle. Even now, shewould likely do agood job
of it.

Hetouded her hair. “Y our day will come, swestling, but not quite yet.” Ethel pouted. He took no notice
of her, which was her good luck; had histemper flared, he would have made her sorry.

Instead, he called for Mick. The master of the dovecote nodded and knuckled his forehead when Red
Rodney told him what he had in mind. “ Aye, skipper, we can do that—damned if we can’'t,” he said.
“Y ou were in asneaky mood when you thought of it, en?’

“I'mnot to blame,” Raddliffe said, not without pride. “It's my daughter’ snotion.”
“Wll, good on Ethel, then,” said Mick, who knew which side his bread was buttered on.

That very afternoon, a pinnace dipped out of Avalon harbor. Armed with only ahandful of
four-pounders, the little ship couldn’t hope to outfight even the lighter vessals that would be sailing from
Stuart. But she boasted a broad spread of sail, so she had a chance of getting away. And she carried
severd pigeonsin wicker cages, o even if the enemy did run her down she could warn Avalon that



danger neared.

Ethel waswild with rage when she found out the pinnace had sailed without her. “Why didn’t you let me
go?’ she shouted a her father. “You said | could’ ve doneit!”

“I said your day was coming. | didn’t say it was here,” Rodney replied.

“| say itidl” Ethel screeched.

“You can say dl sortsof things,” he said. “ That doesn’t mean you can back them up.”
“Who says| can't?’ Shedrew her pistol with startling speed and aimed it at his chest.

The bore of any firearm pointed straight at you seemed six or eight timesaswide asit realy was. Red
Rodney made no sudden moves. Furious as she was, Ethel might have squeezed the trigger first and
thought about it only afterwards—which would have been rather too late for him. “Put that thing away,”
he said. “ She' saready sailed, and she’ s miles from here by now. | can’t call her back.”

“Not fair!” Ethd wailed. The pistol swung away from Red Rodney. He darted forward and grabbed her
wrist. The gun went off. Something smashed. He didn’t see what, and he didn’t much care. Aslong as
that heavy lead bdl didn’t thump into him...

Ethel was tough and brave and strong—and not nearly big enough for any of that to do her the least bit of
good. Rodney got her over his knee and smacked her behind. Her wails—or maybe the pistol
shot—brought people on the run. “ Only amistake,” Red Rodney told them. * She’ sfinding out better

“Oh, no, I'mnot!” Ethel yelled.

“Oh, yes, you are, by God!” Her father continued to apply himsdlf to her seet of learning. “You don't am
adamned gun at somebody unlessyou amto kill him. And you’ d damned well better not am to kill the
bastard who spawned you. Have you got that, you little hellcat?” He did his best to make sure she' d got
it.

By her tears, by her red, blotchy face, and by his own hot, red palm, his best was plenty good. He didn’t
stop, though, until she sobbed, “Enough, Father! Enough!”

That took longer than he' d thought it would. He admired her strength to hold out—but he would have
goneto therack before he said so. “Mind from now on. Do you hear me?’ he growled.

“Yes, Father.” She stared down at the floor. She didn’t try to Sit down after he let her go; he suspected
shewould deep on her somach when night came.

“Thisian't agame, dammit,” Rodney Radcliffe said roughly. “Thisisawar. If thebuggersin Stuart win it,
they’ |l knock Avaon flat and they’ |l hang everybody they can catch. Y ou had anotion that givesusa
better chance. I’'m going to use that notion the best way | know how, with you or without you. | don’t
have room to do anything else. Have you got that?’

“Yes, Father.” Ethel kept her eyes downcast.
“All right, then. Remember it.”

“Oh, I'll remember, Father.” Shelooked him in the face then. “Y ou don’t need to worry about that.” She
turned and walked away. Red Rodney felt asif agoose—or, by the weight of the strides, a honker—had



just walked over hisgrave. No, Ethel wouldn't forget till she was dead or he was. And her expression
told only too clearly which one of those she wanted.

Roya Navy ships carried Royal Marines: bullocks, sailors called them with affectionate scorn. They were
tough, stolid men in red uniformswho fired from the fighting tops and led boarding partiesand raiding
parties. The ships of theline from Nieuw Haarlem had similar contingents aboard. The Dutch marines
might have been slamped from the same molds as their English counterparts, save only that they wore
different clothes.

William Raddliff’ s merchantmen normally took no marines with them. Traders fought only in emergencies,
not as amatter of course, and couldn’t afford so many mostly idle hands aboard. Everything that
happened between Stuart and Avaon, though, would be in the nature of an emergency. William recruited
hunters from al over English-speaking Atlantis. They would not be so well disciplined astheir
counterparts in the men-of-war, but he thought they would serve.

His distant cousin Marcus Radcliffe came to Stuart at the head of acompany of sixty backwoodsmen.
They had no uniforms. Each wore what suited him and carried the kind of musket he liked best. If they
camefrom amold, it was not from the one that had produced the English and Dutch marines.

Marcus gave William asdute that would have provoked an apoplexy in asergeant of Royd Marines.
“WEél, coz, herewe are,” he said. “Hope we can give those pirates a bad time one way or another.”

“Oneway and another, | suspect,” William said. Y es, the backwoodsmen were sadly short on spit and
polish. He thought they could fight anyway, and wished the rest of hisrecruits left him as confident.
“From now till thefighting’ s over, you' re acaptain, with acaptain’ s pay.”

“Good,” Marcus said matter-of-factly. “1 don’t chase silver as hard as you do, but | don’t scareiit off
when it anblesinto my sghts, either.”

“Fine. I'll put you and your men into the Pride of Atlantis.” William pointed to the ship. “And do you
recollect what we spoke of when last you visited Stuart?” He didn’t go into detail, not when he hadn't yet
tracked down the pigeon fanciers who kept Avaon informed of what went on here.

Marcus nodded. “I’m not likely to forget. Come the time, you won't find us behindhand. Y ou may count
onthat.”

“Good. | didn’'t think I would find you so, and | intend to count on it.” William sketched a salute, then
made hisway down to the Royal Sovereign.

“Theadmiral!” the boatswain cried, and piped him aboard. All the men on deck saluted as he came up
the gangplank. The naval salute was knuckles-out, so the person honored couldn’t seeasailor's
pitch-dirtied palm.

Among the men saluting on deck was Elijah Walton. “We await your orders, Admiral,” he said with no
irony William could hear.

Standing by him wasthe Royal Sovereign’s captain, ared-faced veteran mariner named Adam Barber.
He was the man with whom and through whom Radcliff would have to work. “ Take us out of the harbor,
Mr. Barber,” William said, wincing at his accidenta rhyme. “Once we re on the open sea, we' ll havethe
leisure to shake oursalves out into a proper line”

“Ayeaye, Sr,” Barber replied. He shouted the necessary orders. Signa flags fluttered up thelinesto let



the other ships know what they were supposed to do. Were pigeons flying out of Stuart even now, letting
the corsairs of Atlantis know their doom was on the way? Men with shotguns waited southwest of the
city, but the odds of stopping the birdswere dim, and William knew it.

Sweeting, swearing sailors hauled up the anchor and the heavy rope that attached it to the ship. Sowly,
dowly, they made the capstan turn. The noise it made was half rumble, haf squeak. Their chanty, rising
over that noise, was loudly and jauntily obscene.

Sails unshrouded. The masts and sparsfilled with canvas like atree—an imported tree in Atlantis, where
most of the natives were evergreens—coming into new leaf in springtime, but athousand times faster.
The Royal Sovereign did away from the pier, dowly at first but then with more speed and more
confidence.

“Nothing like getting under weigh, isthere? William said.

“Wdl, sr, | don't think so, and that’ safact,” Captain Barber replied. “I suppose other folks can have
other notions.” He turned to the pilot, a Stuart native who knew the waters of the harbor asintimately as
he knew the contours of hiswife sbody. “I place mysdf in your capable hands, Mr. McCormick.”

“And I'll try not to make you sorry for it, sr,” David McCormick answered. Asthe Royal Sovereign
did past aclump of barrel trees, he swung the whedl a couple of spokes worth to port. “ The deeper
channel hereliesthisway. We'd likely not go aground anyhow, not unlessthe tide were lower, but dl the
same—why take the chance, eh?’

“If I haveto take achancein battle, that' s onething,” Barber said. “It comeswith my station, you might
say. Taking achance on the way to battle...issomething | don’t care to do, thank you very much.
Choose the deegper channd every time, Sir.”

“That iswell said,” William Raddliff put in. “ Enough danger we can't steer clear of. What we can avoid,
best we do.”

Captain Barber eyed him in some surprise. “Meaning no offense, Sir, but you have better sensethan |
wasled to believe” Elijah Waton tried to hidein plain sight.

“Wéll, perhaps| do and perhaps | don't,” William said. “ Either way, though, we' d do best to save our
fighting for the pirates. Quarrding among ourselveswon't get us anywhere but into trouble.”

Red Rodney Radcliffe waited for apigeon from Stuart | etting him know the enemy fleet had sailed. He
waited and waited, but no bird came. Something was wrong. He didn’t know what, but something was.
William Raddliff wouldn't wait, not with dl his ships assembled.

“They must have caught your bird fancier,” Jenny said when the pirate chief grumbled about it.
“Too bloody right they have,” Rodney said gloomily.

And if they had, what did that mean? It meant he was waiting and waiting for amessage he wouldn’t get.
It a'so meant he was damn lucky he’ d sent that pinnace north. God bless Ethel, he thought. Without the
little ship and the birds aboard it, his unloving and unloved cousin’s ships might have come up to Avaon
unannounced and undiscovered.

A surprise would have meant disaster, nothing less. The whole point of fighting the enemy men-of-war
was keeping them far away from the corsairs base. If they took Avaon...If they did, individud pirates



and pirate ships might go on here and there. But the present order of things, where the fregbooters were
amog anation and where their vessdls ruled the Hesperian Gulf, would die.

Hetook afat gold ring out of a strongbox and pressed it onto one of Jenny’ sfingers. It wastoo big for
anything but her thumb. Red Rodney didn’t care. “Keep it, sweetheart,” he said.

She kissed him. He was generous enough, but not usualy so generous asthis. “What did | do? What did
| say?’ she asked.

“Never mind,” hesad. “You'reyou. That's plenty.”
Jenny stared at the thick gold circlet. “But | want more!”
“You awaysdo,” Red Rodney said, not without affection. “Y ou make agood pirate, Jenny.”

“Huh!” That didn't suit her the way it would have suited Ethel. He might have known. She wanted to be a
finelady. What she was doing in Avaon with adream likethat...Well, people didn’t dways end up
where they wanted to. Y ou had to do what you could with whét life gave you—either that or you had to
giveit agood swift kick and make it do what you wanted. Women had a harder time there than men did.

No sooner had that thought crossed his mind than someone knocked on the bedroom door. He and
Jenny were decoroudly clad thistime; she didn’t have to duck under the covers. He opened the door.
There stood Mick. “Hal” Rodney said. “Isit word from Stuart at bloody last?” Maybe he' d worried
over nothing.

“No, skipper—from the pinnace.” The Irishman held out an unfolded scrap of parchment.

“Give methat!” Radcliffe snatched it out of hishands. We are not far from North Cape, heread.
Enemy now coming into sight. Fleet is about the size you guessed it would be. Will get away if we
can. The message was dated the fourteenth. “What’ stoday’ s date?’ Red Rodney demanded.

“Thefifteenth, isn't it?” Jenny said from behind him. Mick nodded.

Rodney Raddliffe calculated how fast the enemy fleet could sail. With reasonable winds, they would get
to Atlantisin three or four more days. They would, that is, unless they were stopped. He had the chance
to do just that.

“Wemovel” he shouted, so that both his mistress and the pigeon man jumped. He went on shouting, too,

0 that first his own crew and then the rest of the corsairs of Avalon would pay attention to him. And they
did. Theragged, mismatched fleet sailed the next morning. Aboard the Black Hand, Red Rodney wore a
smile that stretched from ear to ear. If William Radcliff wanted the pirates wrecked, he would haveto do

it the hard way.

William Radcliff looked discontentedly toward the Atlantean coast. Here in the west, with thewarm
current bathing the shore, the weather stayed mild much farther north than it did on the other side of the
Green Ridge Mountains. “I wish we' d been ableto sink that pinnace,” he grumbled.

“Don’'t worry, Admird,” Elijah Walton said. William thought the Englishman used thetitle to pacify him,
the way a mother might give a baby her breast. Walton went on, “We made the bastards aboard it beach
themselves so they wouldn’t be caught. They won't password on to the freebooters that we bear down
on Avaon—we Il get there long before they can.”



“Y ou are aclever man, Sr—but, perhaps, not so clever asyou might be,” William said. “How havethe
pirates been spying out our every movein Stuart?’

“By pigeon. But you seem to have put a stop to that.”

“Well, | can hopel did.” William Radcliff shrugged broad shoulders. “Whether | did or not, though, |
couldn’t very well stop the men aboard that little ship from loosing whatever birdsthey had. And | think it
very likely they had some. Why was that ship there, if not to spy out our coming? No other reason makes
sense. And they would password on to Avaon as quickly as ever they could. They would know we' d
have swift ships agplenty, and that they might be overtaken themsalves. Only pigeons make sense, then.”

Waton chewed on that with even |ess enthusiasm than he used for eating at sea. He was not agood
sailor, not when the ocean turned rough, asit had in the voyage up from Stuart to North Cape. “Wéll,
you areright,” hesaid at last. “Y ou areright, and | wish to heaven you weren't.”

“Oh, sodoI,” Raddliff replied, “but what difference does that make? If wefail against the freebooters,
the ones who ran off the beach before we burnt their pinnace will come down to Avaon sooner or later
and find their fellows carrying on just asthey were before.”

A regiment might be unable to sustain itself traversing along swath of Atlantean terrain. Marcus Raddliffe
had made that al too plain to William. But asmaler group, aslong asthey kept their heads, would not
have much trouble finding enough to ect.

“Maybe aband of copperskinned renegadoes or escaped blackamoors will fall on them before they
reach their promised land,” Waton said.

“Maybe, but not likely, not in this quadrant of Atlantis,” William Raddliff said. “Far more Negro davesin
the French and Spanish holdingsin the southeast, and the same holds true in lesser measure for the
Terranovan natives. Thisisthe least settled part of theland.”

“A pity, for it seemsno lessfruitful than any other, and rather more so than some farther east,” Elijah
Walton said. “The only thing holding it back isits remoteness—well, that and the dampening effect a
bloody nest of piratesis apt to have on the settlements of honest men.”

“Itstimewill come.” Raddliff spoke with sublime confidence. “One day—and sooner than many believe,
especidly back in England—this land will be aswdl settled as the home idands, and far more populous
and prosperous.”

Walton looked shoreward himsalf. No axe had ever touched these redwoods. No farmhouses stood out
in the meadow. No cattle or sheep or horses grazed upon them. No smoke betrayed human habitation
anywhere close by. A honker, symbol of al that was old and wild about Atlantis, stared incurioudy out to
sea. The Englishman neither said anything nor needed to.

Stubbornly, William Raddiff said, “ That time will come, sir. Not in my lifetime or yours, perhaps, but it
will. Y oumay rely upon it. We shall aso continue with the deposition of the Terranovan savages from
their longtime haunts until they cease to encumber the western continent.”

“There| can scarcely disagree with you, not when some of the savages have gold,” Walton said. “A
gresat pity the Spaniards jumped on them first, but we have not got poor on Spain’sleavings, indeed we
haven't. If the corsairs plundered only Spain’s ships, | should not mind them a bit.”

“Nor I,” William said. “But, snce they plunder meand mine, | will end them if I can. And with afleet like
this under my command, | believe | can do nothing ese.”



The fleet was agrand sight, spread out across the sea, the great ships of the line bunched together in the
center, with faster, more nimble vessds on either wing. Nothing matched the splendor of abig sailing
ship’'s stately passage over the sea. It put Radcliff in mind of adowager gliding acrossthe dancefloor in
skirtsthat siwept out and concealed al the motion of her lower body. But for the thrum of the breezein
the rigging and the laundry-line sound of asail filling with wind now and then, the journey was dmost
dlent, which only added to its grandeur.

However grand and splendid it might be, it wasn't fast enough to suit the admiral. He didn’t know what
he could do about that. Well, actudly, he did know: he could do nothing. Even with abreeze from the
north, the fleet had to make headway against the warm current that came up from the other direction.
Farther out in the Hesperian Gulf, the current did not flow, but the added distance and the unending
uncertainty about longitude made evading the current anything but a sure time-saver.

“We may ill come upon Avaon unawares,” Waton said.
“Wemay, yes, but | doubt we shdl,” William replied.
“Oh, yeof littlefaith.” The Englishman’s smiletook most of the sting from the words.

“I havefaith,” Radcliff said. “I havefaith that the fregbooters are less foolish than you make them out to
mll

And hisfaith, such asit was, was vindicated when shouts from the fleet’ s crow’ s nests came down to the
decks “Sail ho! Sall ho! Sail ho!”

“Sail ho!” thelookout shouted from high in the Black Hand’ srigging. “ Sail ho! Sail ho!” Thethird
repetition seemed to carry an dmost desperate urgency.

Red Rodney Radcliffe peered north. He couldn’t see anything from the brigantine' s deck. He would soon
enough, though—all too soon. Sailors had known the world was round long before landlubber scholars
redized as much. The way things came up over the seal slong, smooth horizon showed it plain asplain.

“Send form line of battle abreast!” he shouted to the Roya Navy renegade who made signdsfor him.
“Ayeaye, kipper!” Quint answered with agrin, and ran up theflags.

Not far away, the nomina admird’s ship would hoist the same signd, and hardly anyone would know
Red Rodney had ordered the move first. He only hoped the freedom-loving captains who commanded
the other shipswould take the order serioudly.

The bastards on the other side would do what their admiral told them to. Rodney Radcliffe was only too
sure of that. He usualy despised the men of Stuart and England and Nieuw Haarlem for their davish
obedience. In battle, though, he knew how much it mattered.

He wastoo busy looking to port and starboard to see what his colleagues and comrades were doing to
pay much attention to what lay ahead for some little while. When he did turn his eyesto the north again,
his ssomach lurched asif he were prone to seasickness. He had never seen such large ships so close
before. A pirate with an ounce of sense sheered off when he spied afirst-rate ship of theline. Hewasn't
likely to last long againgt onein astraight-up fight.

They wereinline of battle, the men-of-war and their accompanying scavengers. All their ships salled asif
animated by asinglewill. So Rodney thought, anyhow, till he spied the gaggle of Dutchmen keeping



dtation on one another rather than with their English comrades. But they didn’t do much harm to the
enemy line, and conformed to the movements of the rest of the fledt.

His own ships, on the other hand...

If he hadn’t known they’ d practiced staying together and fighting as agroup, he never would have
believed it. They straggled dl over the sea. If they formed aline, it was aline drawn by adrunk.

At least they sailed toward the enemy fleet. The wind blew from alittle north of west, which gave the
enemy the weether gauge and the choice of fighting or declining battle. The big ships salled forward, their
measts blooming with sails. They weren't hereto pull back.

Neither was Red Rodney Radcliffe. He glanced toward those men-of-war. Then he looked west, out
toward the edge of his own ragged line—and beyond. Looking that way meant looking into the westering
sun. Red Rodney smiled to himself. In some ways, this couldn’t have worked out better if he'd planned it
for months. He had planned to fight, but knowing when the fleetswould mest.. .. That wasluck, nothing
else. And luck favored him now.

Luck favored him aslong as he could make afight of it, anyhow. A bow chaser on one of the enemy
shipsfired. He saw the puff of smoke and the belch of fire before he heard the cannon go off. Bow and
stern chasers were long guns, which gave them more range than the pieces on the gun decks.

Theiron bal splashed into the sea severd hundred yards short of the closest pirate ship. By the Size of
the splash, it was atwelve-pounder. Rodney muttered to himself. Twelve-pounders were broadside guns
on the Black Hand. Would abal from one of them even pierce aship of thelin€ sthick iron planking?

He d find out before long. William Raddliff and the men who sailed with him would want to dug it out at
closerange. Of course they would—they had al the advantage that way. A broadside from one of those
monster ships could smash abrigantineto ruins. The corsairs’ fight was dash and dart and run away.

But Avaon couldn’t run. Red Rodney hated his cousin with aloathing al the more profound because
William Radcliff understood that too well. Individua freebooters could survive even if theworst befell
their town. Their reign over the Hesperian Gulf? That would be over, over forever.

“Shall we answer them, skipper?’ cdled apirate at the Black Hand’ s bow gun.

It was a pipsguesk four-pounder, good for nothing more than frightening shipsthat couldn’t fight back.
Red Rodney nodded dl the same. “Yes, by God!” he shouted. “Let’em know we' re hereto give’em
what for!”

A moment later, thelittle popgun roared defiance at the approaching fleet. Itsball dso fell short, but by
lessthan thefirst gun’s had. The pirates manhandled it back into position, swabbed out the bore, thrust in
the worm to dispose of any hits of smoldering wadding, and then rammed home powder and ball and
fired again.

Severa other bow chasers on both sides went off. One ball struck home with a crash that echoed across
the water. Red Rodney eyed the enemy fleet with wary apprehension. When William Radcliff or whoever
wasin command judged thetimeripe...

Assmoothly asif they’d practiced together for years, dl the ships of the line and the smaller vesselswith
them swung to port. “Hard to starboard!” Red Rodney shouted to his own helmsman, and then, to Quint,
“Sgnd hard to starboard!”

His own fleet’ s broadside would be puny next to the one that came at it, but he had to stand the gaff at



least once. Y es, the corsairs would take punishment, but they would aso dish some out. And they would
hold the enemy in position for alittle while. Rodney Radcliffe glanced west again. They needed to do that
if they were to have any chance of discomfiting the dogs out of Stuart.

Then the enemy broadside spoke, and Red Rodney thought he' d fallen into the end of the world. The
flame, the smoke, the thunder... A heavy cannon ball smashed into the Black Hand’ srail and decking.
The brigantine staggered; Raddiffe fet the shudder through hisfeet. Whistling, whining splintersflew
everywhere. A man not six feet from him went down with agurgling scream, clutching at the jagged
length of timber that speared histhroat. Blood poured from the wound, and from his mouth. Hewas a
dead man, onewho wasn't quite finished dying yet.

The corsairs broads de answered the one from the enemy. Even to Radcliffe’ s ear, it sounded thin and
ragged. It didn’t have the crushing weight of metal the English and Dutch and eastern Atlanteans enjoyed,
and it was disrupted by taking hits from those big guns. Even so, amast on one of the men-of-war
toppled. On deck, sailors on that ship ran like ants when afoot comes down. Red Rodney whooped.

Hewasn't so happy when he turned his eye toward his own side. One pirate ship was on fire, another
dewing helplesdy out of line with rudder shot away, yet another with both masts down. The men-of-war
fired again, thistime ship by ship. They were happy enough pounding piratesto pieces.

Red Rodney looked west once more. He could only hope the enemy admira wasn't doing the same.

X1V

Wi lliam Raddliff watched in somber satisfaction as pirate ships crumpled under the thunderous barrage
from hisfleet. Aboard the Royal Sovereign, swesting, swearing, bare-chested sailors reloaded and ran
gunsforward to fire again. Petty officers urged them on with shouts and with strokes from rattan sticks.

“They arefodls, to try conclusonswith us” Elijah Wdton said. A little to the east, apirate brig caught
fire. Men scurried like mice, trying to douse the flames. William didn’t think they’ d be ableto.

“They arefools, to turn corsair to begin with,” he said. “ Sometimes you have to beeat afool’ sfolly out of
him.”

A roundshot dammed into the Royal Sovereign’s oaken flank. Screamsfollowing the crash said the
cannon bal or its splinters did their vicious work. The pirates were brave enough. They were amost
madly brave, to chalenge ships so much larger and stronger than their own.

Asif echoing that thought, Walton said, “ This unequal combat makes me wonder what possible hope of
victory the brigands had.”

“Sir!” A midshipman gill too young to shave dashed up to Raddliff. “ Sir! There ssignadsfrom out of the
west! Fireships, Sr!”

“Fireships” William Raddliff said, and then something much more pungent than that. Fireshipswere every
honest sailor’ s nightmare. Y ou had to get away from them, regardless of what that did to your line. Let
fire get hold of aship full of men and it became an oven on theingant.

Fireships could do worse than that. He still remembered the Hellburner of Antwerp from the century
before—as who did not? It had been loaded with tons of gunpowder and more tons of metal junk and
stones—and it blew hundreds, maybe thousands, of Spaniards halfway to the moon. If Red Rodney
Radcliffe remembered the Hdllburner, too...



“Tdl the sgndman to raise each ship to act independently,” William sad.
“Each ship to act independently. Ayeaye, Sr!” The midshipman darted away.

Walton peered west, shading his eyeswith the palm of his hand. “ Damned setting sun makes them
bloody hard to spy,” he said.

“Yes” William nodded. And had his unloved and unloving cousin counted on that, too? William didn’t
know exactly how smart Red Rodney was. Tough and hard? Y es, no doubt. Smart? It wasn't so
obvious. Or it hadn’t been so obvious, not till now. The pirate chief knew what he was doing, al right.

Again, Elijah Walton thought ong with him: “Thismust be why the bugger accepted battle with usto
begin with. He wanted to hold usin place whilst [aunching hisincendiaries at us”

“That ssems much too likdly,” William said unhappily. He too peered west. Now the plumes of smoke
from the burning vessalswere plain to see, befouling asky that should have been prigtine. Also plainto
seewas hisfleet’ sdisorder. His ships steered every which way, trying to escape those flaming harbingers
of doom.

The pirates had nerve. They hadn’t just launched their fireships and then abandoned them to wind and
wave. The wegpons would have been much less dangerousiif they had. Instead, men stayed on the
burning vessels aslong asthey could, steering them toward shipsin William’ sfleet. Only at the last
possible moment did the skeleton crews dive into the Hesperian Gulf and swim toward boats the fireships
towed.

And it worked, damn them. One of the Dutch ships of the line burst into flame, and a horrible beauty was
born. The sails caught firg, the sails and the rigging and then the yards and the mast. Flaming canvas and
tarred rope fell to the upper deck, starting fresh fire there. The Dutchmen forgot their gunnery in the
frantic quest to save themselves.

They might forget, but their foes didn’t. Pirate ships, tenacious asterriers, went right on shooting at them.
Beforelong, despairing sailors started jumping into the sea. Some struck out for the closest friendly ships.
Otherssmply sank. Not al men who went to sea could svim—far from it. The oneswho couldn’t
decided drowning made an easer, fagter death than roagting. If that choice cameto him, William Radcliff
decided he would make it the same way.

Crash! Another cannon bal thudded into and through the Royal Sovereign’splanking. The
man-of-war’ s gunnery had falen off, while the pirates fought harder than ever. And, with the ship of the
line doing dl she could to escape the freebooters' fireships, the enemy vessels could position themselves
asthey pleased and give her broadsides she couldn’t answer.

“What do we do, Admira?" Elijah Walton asked hoarsdly. “What can we do?’

Before, he' d dways sounded sardonic when he used William’ stitle. No longer. Radcliff was the man
who had the authority to save thefleet...if he could.

He opened his mouth to speak. Before he could, athunderous blast staggered him. Sure as hell, one of
the fireships had blown up adongside a British man-of-war. William was amazed the explosion didn’t take
the British ship Straight to the bottom. It did take down two of the man-of-war’ sthree masts, set her
afire, and leave her heplessin the water. Maybe some men would get off her, but she was ruined.

“What do we do?’ Walton asked again, desperation in hisvoice.
William Radcliff looked at the fight. He looked at the sun, which amost kissed the smoke-stained



horizon. Whatever they did, they would have to do it soon. “We pull back,” he said, and shouted for a
midshipman to relay the message to the signd officer.

“Sall for Stuart?” Walton sounded asiif that was exactly what he hoped to hear.

But William shook his head. “No, by God. They’ ve dowed us up. They did something we didn’t look
for, and they caught usflatfooted. They hurt us. But we aren’t beaten unless we own ourselves beaten.
We'll fix ourselves up as best we can and get on with the fight.”

“Uponmy soul,” Elijah Wdton said.

Bodieswrapped in sailcloth did into the sea, around shot or two at the feet making sure they would sink.
Fresh blood stained the Black Hand’ s deck and splashed the masts and rigging. Soon enough, it would
go dark. The stainswould seem inoffensive enough then. .. .unless you knew the story behind them.

The corsairs aboard—those who lived—were in afestive mood. After the fireships did their fearsome
work, the men had watched the fleet that seemed invincible turn avay and say it had done dl the fighting
it cared to do. Some of the pirates even wanted to go after their retreating foes.

Red Rodney Raddliffe said, “No.” Something in the way he said it persuaded even his crew of cutthroats
not to press him any further. He wasn't sure whether he would have reached for his cutlass or for his
pistal if the pirates had pushed, but he was ready to kill to keep from fighting any more today.

With acreak and agroan, the pumps started up again. A stream of water poured over the side. Asfar as
he knew, the Black Hand had taken only one hit at the waterline, and that one was patched now. .. after
afashion. All the same, the leak continued. It didn’t seem to be getting any worse. He was no praying
man, but he thanked God for that.

“Well, we beat ’em back,” Ben Jackson said. The mate had a new bandage on hisleft calf, and waked
withalimp.

“Damned if wedidn’'t.” Red Rodney wished he didn’t sound so surprised. Hetried to hide it with gruff
kindness. “How are you doing, Ben?’

“It'safucking scratch, that’ sal. Nothing but afucking scratch.” Jackson spat scornfully. “1 got tickled by
aflying toothpick. Higgins cut it out of me. | would' ve taken care of it mysdif, but it always hurtsworse
when you do your own.”

Rodney Radcliffe nodded; he' d seen that, too. Wounds were accidents. Y ou were always startled when
you got hurt. Repairing them sometimes required dedliberate damage to your own preciousflesh. He d
known many otherwise ferocious men who couldn’t face thet.

“What do we do now?’ the mate asked.

“I think al the great captains had better hash that out.” Red Rodney shouted to the signalman: “ Send up
repair aboard the admiral’s ship whilethere still light enough for therest to read it.”

“Repair aboard the admiral’ s ship,” the Royad Navy renegade echoed. “ Aye aye, skipper.”

How many of the great captains il lived? Asfar as Radcliffe knew, dl their ships but one till floated.
But the number of dead and wounded on the battered Black Hand warned that not al of them would
have dodged bad luck.



Slash! Another body swathed in bloody canvas went into the drink. Red Rodney scowled. “If wewin
another fight likethis, we re bloody well ruined.”

Ben Jackson shrugged broad shoulders. “Well, skipper, we' re bloody well buggered if we lose, too. So
where does that leave us?’

In trouble, Radcliffe thought. Y ou didn’t want to believe what a man-of-war’ s broadside could do to a
ship. And the Black Hand was lucky. That leak wasn't...too bad. She till had both masts and most of
her yards and rigging. Men were doft, patching the sails. She could go where she needed to go. She
could fight again....if she had to.

The boat ride over to Miche de Grammont’ s ship was arelief. While his men rowed him from one
brigantine to the other, Raddliffe didn’t have to think about anything. The Aigle d’ Argent had taken less
damage than the Black Hand. Rodney Radcliffe supposed that was because de Grammont hadn’t
wanted to close with the enemy, and so fewer cannon balls had come her way. At another time, he
would have something to say to the Frenchman. For now, it could wait.

He clambered up over the side. “Isit that we are victorious?’ de Grammont asked in accented English.
“For now, anyway,” Red Rodney said. “Let’ s go back to your cabin. What have you got to drink?’

“Wine,” the admira answered. Rodney Radcliffe hid asigh. He wanted whiskey or rum. But wine would
doif hedrank enough of it.

It was red and sweet and strong—strong for wine, anyhow. A couple of mugs began to build awall
between him and what had happened earlier in the afternoon. One by one, the other leading captains
came aboard. Bertrand Caradeuc’ s earring was missing. So was hisright ear; amarksman on one of
William Radcliff’ s armed merchantmen had shot it off. Had the bal flown a couple of inchesto the left,
Caradeuc wouldn’t have been there. Goldbeard Walter Kennedy wasn't. He' d lost aleg above the
knee, and probably wouldn’t live out the night. His younger brother, amassive man who carried the
nickname Brickyard, camein hisplace.

“Webeat 'em,” Brickyard said. He' d brought his own jug of something strong, and swigged from it now.

“Wedid.” Red Rodney sounded so gloomy about it, he made everyone else stare at him. And he had
reason for sounding gloomy, too: “What do we do if they come after us again tomorrow morning? We're
out of fireships, and we' d never surprise’ em twice anyhow.”

Cutpurse Charlie Condent stared a him in horror. “They wouldn't do that. . .would they?” He shook his
head, answering his own question: “Nah. ’ Course they wouldn't. | lay they’ re bound for Stuart now, tails
between their legs”

“How much?’ Raddliffe asked. “A gold sovereign?I’ll take your money. I'll takeit, al right...if my
damned cousin and hisdogs don’t take your life.”

“You'reon, by God!” Condent said. “You'll pay mewhen | seeyou in Avaon. Or if you turn out to be
right, I'll pay you when | seeyouthere...or I'll pay youwhen | seeyouin hdl.”

Red Rodney spat when he heard that, to turn aside the evil omen. So did Brickyard Kennedy. “Waich
your mouth, Charlie,” Radcliffe said.

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” the other captain said.
“Watch your mouth anyway,” Red Rodney told him. Cutpurse Charlie Condent glared back. At another



time, they might have gone for swords or pistols. Radcliffe thought about it anyway. By the way that glare
lingered, so did Cutpurse Charlie. But, until they knew what the enemy ships were doing, they had more
important foes than each other.

“We sank some of their ships of the line, and wrecked some others,” Bertrand Caradeuc said. “They
may have decided they’ ve had enough.”

“If they have, we sail home and wefill up our forces again,” Red Rodney Raddiffe said. “1 know I’'m not
the only one who lost more than he wished hedid.”

The other captains al nodded. He' d been sure they would. He d never known—he' d never imagined—a
cannonading like that. He counted the corsairs lucky that Goldbeard Kennedy was the only mgjor

skipper missing here. To Radcliffe’ s surprise, de Grammont spoke up: “ Can wefight them again onthe
sea?’

“Isanybody amingto try, if they come south again?’ Red Rodney asked.

No one said anything for along time. At last, Brickyard Kennedy said, “We beat 'em. Cutpurse
Charlie sright about that. They won't daretry to hit usagain. They sailed away, after all. Wedidn't.” He
sounded like aman trying to convince himself aswell as his comrades.

“If they sail southin the morning, and wefly before’em, we didn’t redlly win adamned thing today,”
Condent added.

“You'reright,” Red Rodney said. “And s0?’

Cutpurse Charlie glowered some more. “And so you led us up here to beat them and drive them away.
And if we didn’'t, why were we such apack of damn fools asto follow you, eh? Answer me that, you
sorry son of adog!”

Rodney Raddliffe resolved that he would kill the other captain first chance he got. But that chance was
not now. He sighed. “We had a chance of doing it. We may have doneit even yet. What other choice
did we have? Let them land by Avalon? Let them into Avalon Bay?’

“What arethefortsfor, if not to hold those bastards out?’ Condent returned.

“If we don’t do everything we want out here on the open sea, we can try something else later,” Radcliffe
sad. “If wedon't try anything out hereand if the fortsfall us, it'sover. We' velost. And eveniif they do
come forward now and have at the forts, they’ re weaker than they would have been if we didn't fight
‘em here”

Cutpurse Charlie Condent didn’t glare any more. He only rolled hiseyes. “ So arewe,” he said, and
Radcliffe found no quick comeback for that.

William Radcliff did not order his captains—or even Piet Kieft, who had to rate as a commodore—to
repair aboard the Royal Sovereign. He used signal lampsto order the fleet to stop, and arranged the
smaller, fagter shipsin acircle around the surviving men-of-war and merchantmen. If the pirates came
forward, the heart of the fleet would have warning.

“Will you not discuss our next move with the officers who needs must mekeit?’ Elijah Walton asked him.

“I will not, or why am | admira? Radcliff returned. “Tomorrow, wefight again.”



“And if the captains should refuse your order?” Walton perssted.
“I shal congtrue that as making amutiny, and fire upon any shipsfailing in obedience,” William said.
“Dear God in heaven,” Waton said. “Y ou are aman who will eat fire even if you must kindleit yoursdlf.”

“I am aman who will seethe Hesperian Gulf cleared of pirates, Mr. Wdton,” William said. “1 am aman
who will see Avalon razed, its present popul ace captured or scattered to the winds, and the place settled
with men of civil digpostion. It could be ajewd inthe British crown of Atlantisrather than aboil on his

Maesty'sarse.”
“Y ou show yoursdlf asettler. No good Englishman would speak of hisMgesty s0.”

“l am asettler,” Radcliff said proudly. “I am loya to London acrossthe sea....in however dilatory a
fashion London may show itsloyalty to me. But | andsoloya to Atlantis, and | believe | have earned
theright to hold that loyalty aswell. My forefathers settled here two centuries ago. When two more
centuries have passed, | expect Radcliffsto dwell here yet. And in two centuries London had better ook
toitslaurds, for Stuart will grow up toriva it.”

Elijah Waton laughed. William angrily clapped ahand to his pistal. The laughter cut off, and the admird’s
hand fell away. “1 do beg pardon for my show of mirth, but surely you must see the absurdity of your
gatement,” Walton said. “London is...well, London. Stuart makes avery tolerable town for a settlement
on distant shores, but...my dear fellow! Have you ever seen London? Do you know how grestly it
outshines your home?’

“| took my baccdaureate at Cambridge—my father thought that would aid me, though we have colleges
of our own on thisside of the sea,” Radcliff said. “So yes, | have seen London, and | do not say Stuart
compares now: not in size, not in riches, not in wickedness. But Stuart grows faster. Timeison our Sde”

But for moonlight and distant lamplight, Walton’s plump face was al shadows. “Evenif you should prove
right, | thank heaven I'll not live to seethe sorry day.”

“Nor shdl 1,” William Raddliff said. “I work towards it nonetheless. Cleansing Avaon of itshuman
wolveswill movedl Atlantis some distance in the desired direction.”

“Amazing,” Walton murmured. “Truly amazing.”

William didn’t know if that was compliment or objurgation. Nor did he care. He had other, more
immediate worries. He called for a midshipman. One appeared like agenie from abottle. “ Tell the men at
the lanternsto signd the Pride of Atlantis that | desire to speak to Marcus Radcliffe as soon as he may
cometothisship.”

“Marcus Raddliffeon the Pride of Atlantis. Ayeaye, Sr.” The youngster trotted off.

William' s distant cousin came aboard about half an hour later, clambering up on the starboard side.
William waited near therall. “Isthat you, coz?’ Marcus asked. “ Almost as dark as a copperskin’s heart
here”

“It' sme,” William answered. “How are you and your men? Did you suffer badly in the fighting? Are you
ready for more?’

“We had one dead and three wounded,” Marcus answered. “One of the wounded can till fight. The
other two arelaid up, and we' |l see how they do. So you aim to go on with it, do you?’



“I do,” William Raddliff said without the least hesitation. “What do you think of that?’

“I think the pirates are praying you giveit up and go home,” Marcusreplied. “How are they supposed to
beat afleet like thistwo days running? They’' |l be the ones running if you hit them again.”

“You' reaRaddiffe, by God, evenif our linesaren’t close,” William sad, laughing. “My only worry is,
the bastard leading the other sde—he' s a Radcliffe, too.”

Red Rodney Radcliffe was up before morning twilight grew very bright. He stood on the Black Hand’s
deck in the wan dawn light and peered north. For the time being, he didn’t see anything. Thelonger he
didn’t see anything, the happier he got. Maybe the fleet from Stuart really had had enough. Cutpurse
Charlie could take his sovereign and be welcometo it, even if he gloated later.

“Any saills?’ Ben Jackson showed up on deck only afew minutes after his skipper.

“Not yet.” Rodney sounded as hopeful as he could.

The mate grunted. “ Good.”

But just asthe sun did up over the eastern horizon, ashout came from the crow’ s nest: “ Sails hol”

Jackson and Red Rodney swore together, a scatologica counterpoint. Radcliffe was dismayed enough to
turn loose a question he knew to befoolish: “ Are you sure?’

“No doubt, skipper.” The answer floated down. “ Sailsin the north, heading thisway. You'll see’em
yourself soon enough. Who e se would they be but the buggers we fought yesterday?’

“What do we do now?’ Jackson asked.

“We sgnd the other ships, in case they haven't seen’em yet,” Rodney answered, evading the mate’ sredl
meaning. “After that...Wdl, we have alittlewhileto think.” He till couldn’t see the sails himsdlf, though
he knew he' d be able to before long.

Quint sent signd flags fluttering up the lines. Most of the other fregbooters would aready know the
enemy was coming. Well, so what? Y ou did what you could for everyone on your side. To Red Rodney
the ideawas new, and worth exploring further. That his cousin took it for granted never crossed hismind.

Some of the pirate ships returned acknowledgments. Others went on with what they were doing. They
wouldn't be able to ignore him and the enemy much longer. Maybe they redized that. If they didn't, it
wasn't hisfault. He' d done what he could.

“Therethey are, skipper.” Ben Jackson pointed to the northern horizon.
“I see’em,” Raddliffe said grimly. “Onething, anyway—uwe can dwaysoutsal 'em.”

“Thebig ones, yes” themate said. “But if they send their brigs and suchlike after us, maybe they can
bring usto battle and delay ustill the bloody, stinking, shit-eating men-of-war catch up.”

Red Rodney swore. That hadn’t occurred to him. Jackson was right—no doubt about it. No doubt they
couldn’t take another day’ s hard fighting, ether. That meant their best hope—maybe their only
hope—was making astand at Avaon. If they drove the enemy fleet back from their base, they were ill
inbusiness



“South!” Radcliffe shouted, his mind made up. “Our course is south down the coast till we re home
again. Send up theflags, Quint! We ll sill make the foe sorry he ever came againgt us.”

At his bellowed orders, men swarmed adoft to swing the yards and set the sailsto help the abrupt change
of course the Black Hand was making. She could turn tightly—could and did. One of the enemy ships of
theline fired a couple of bow chasers at her, but the balsfell far short. Then she was around, and picking
up speed on her new course. The man-of-war fired again. Again, the shot fell short. Before long, the
Black Hand showed the foe her hedls.

Occasiond cannon fire boomed behind her. Maybe some of the enemy’ slighter vesselswere catching up
to pirates and engaging them, as Ben Jackson had suggested. Or maybe some of the pirates didn’t have
the senseto pull back when the enemy came at them. If they didn’t, they didn’t have the sense God gave
ahonker. So Radcliffe thought, anyhow. His fellow captains were not in agood position to argue with
him.

Looking north, he saw plumes of smoke rising into the sky. Those came from burning ships—they
couldn’t very well spring from anything else, not on the sea. Red Rodney swore every time he spotted
one. Some of hisfriendswouldn’'t makeit back to Avaon. They wereadso hisrivas, but he didn’t dwell
on that, not now.

Ethel would scorn him for turning tail. That wasfunny, if you looked &t it the right—or maybethe
wrong—way. He d laid towns waste. He' d captured merchantmen past counting, and killed and tortured
to make sure he wrung every copper’ sworth of loot from them. The wenching he'd done...Hisfull lips
parted in areminiscent smile. Jenny and her predecessorsin Ava on—Ethd’ s mother among them—were
only atiny part of it. HE d shown fear nowhere and never. Y ou were ruined if you did.

But he feared facing his own daughter when he got home. Ethd didn’t understand how thingsworked in
the real world. Her head wasfull of stories. Mot of them had him as the hero, which didn’t make him
fed any better now.

The Black Hand sailed close enough to the west coast of Atlantisto let him watch it dide past. He knew
the look of the coastline aswell as he knew the look of the skin on the back of hisright hand. If one of
the great redwoods that marked it fell, it was asif he' d scratched himself.

A challenge gun boomed from the fort on the north pit shielding Avalon Bay. He answered with one gun
of hisown. A galley came out to look over hisship. A couple of othersfrom Avalon'sfleet wereaso in
sght. “What happened?’ aman with leather lungs shouted from the galley.

“Welost. They're after us,” Red Rodney shouted back. The men on the closest galley swore. Red
Rodney had dready done his swearing. Now he needed to fight the enemy...if he could. He cupped his
handsin front of hismouth again: “Let methrough! Let al of usthrough—all of uswho makeit here,
WEe ve got to get ready to hold our town!”

“What happensif we don’'t?’ asked the man on the gdley.

Radcliffe didn’t answer, not with words. He let his head flop onto one shoulder and jerked up with the
other fist, pantomiming a hanging. The men on the galey cursed some more. So did some of hisown
sailors. He wondered why. Hanging, he was sure, was the best the pirates could hope for if Avaon fell
and they got caught. Drawing and quartering, the stake. . .He shuddered. So many nasty possibilities.

“Goonin,” the strong-lunged sailor said. “We Il whip those bastards yet.”

“Damned right!” Rodney pumped hisfist inthe air again, thistimein defiance of therest of theworld. His



men cheered. So did the other corsairs. He waved to them. Keeping their spirits high wasn't the least
important part of the role he played here. They would have to fight, and soon.

If they wereto make ago of it, somebody had to give them orders. They al had to work together. They
couldn’t fight crew by crew, as shipsdid. Red Rodney didn't intend to have anyonetell him what to do.
Heamed to do thetelling.

Hegot into Avaon first. The Black Hand had taken a besating, but most of the crew survived. After his
ship tied up at the pier, the men swarmed into Avaon. They grabbed anyone who looked asif he could
carry amusket or apike or asword.

Radcliffe harangued his new recruits from just outside of Black Hand Fort. “ The Stuart swine and Dutch
dogsand English idiots think they can take our town away from usl” heroared. “Arewe going to let
la.n?l

“No!” the new soldiers shouted. He suspected not al of them meant it. A barber cared more about
cutting whiskers than cutting throats. But, if he got them into the line, he expected they would do well
enough. Once somebody started shooting at you, you damn well would shoot back. Otherwise, the
bugger on the other sde would kill you. No one was keen on that.

“We can fight. We canwin,” Red Rodney inssted. “ Plenty of fortsinsde Avaon. There sthe one across
the mouth of the bay, too. Put those together with the galley, and the bastards can't get in. So what'll
they do? They’ll hang around for awhile, and then they’ll giveit up and go home, that’ swhat!”

His own crewmen cheered. So did the new fish, if lessenthusiagticaly. He went on telling them what a
daughter they’ d vidt on the enemy. He ad so warned them what the invaders would do if they won. He
wasn't subtle, and he was graphic. He believed what he was saying, too. By the time he got done, he had
them believing it with him. They streamed aong the muddy, crooked streets of Avaon, reedy to givetheir
al for theright to go on freebooting.

“Good gpeech, skipper,” Ben Jackson said. “1 wouldn't’ ve believed anything this sde of rum could make
those wharf rats hot to fight.”

“Put acannon ball through my mizzen if that’ s not abloody good notion,” Radcliffe said. If Avalon had
plenty of any onething, it was rum. He arranged to serveit out to the defenders. Maybe Dutch courage
would help them fight Dutchmen.

After he'd donedl he could outside, he went into Black Hand Fort. Jenny was half glad to see him, half
afrad Avadon would fall in the next fifteen minutes—about what he' d expected. Half an hour alonewith
her in the bedroom and shewas al glad to see him....or she pretended to be, which served well enough
for now.

But that half hour, and the rest of the time since he and his crewmen came off the Black Hand, gave
Ethel the chanceto find out what was going on. By the time Red Rodney spoke with his daughter, she
knew as much as he did—maybe more. “Youlogt,” she said, nothing but scornin her voice. “Even with
thefireships, you lost. How could you?’

“Not dl my fault.” Only later did Rodney wonder why he had to justify himself to an eleven-year-old. “I
was hoping we could make them turn around, but they wouldn’t do it, damn their black soulsto hell.
They’ ve got aRaddliff in charge of them, too, even if he clipshisname.”

“Hell clip your neck if he getsthe chance,” Ethel said. “I knew you should have taken me with you.”



“And what could you have donethat | didn’t, your Worship?' Red Rodney demanded.
“Made sure | killed Will Radcliff, that’ swhat,” his daughter replied.
“How, pray tel?’

“Chainshot, barshot, red-hot shot—whatever it took to sink hisship.” Ethel had al the Radcliffe
stubbornness. Sense? Maybe not. Red-hot shot was almost as dangerous to the ship firing it asit wasto
the one on the receiving end. Y ou had to be desperate even to think about using it...unless you were
eleven. Red Rodney hadn’t been desperate enough. All things considered, maybe he should have been.

“Sothat’'s Avalon Bay.” William Radcliff raised aspyglassto hiseyefor acloser look. Theimage was
upside down, which didn’t bother him, and fringed in red and purple, which did. It seemed much closer
than it had to the naked eye, and that was what he redly wanted.

Elijah Walton had a spyglass, too. “Not abad harbor,” he said grudgingly.

“No, not abad one,” Radcliff agreed dryly. It was the best harbor he' d ever seen, and he’ d seen harbors
from Vdparaiso to Stamboul. “1t’ sthe people holding it now who are bad.”

Those people had long gunsin the fortress north of the town, gunsthat outranged anything the fleet
carried. And afortress didn’t have to worry about firing red-hot shot the way aship did. They wouldn't
set afortress of earth and brick on fire the way they would a ship’s seasoned timbers.

The northern gpproach, then, looked bad. So did forcing the channel. His spyglass showed him the
gdleys patrolling it. Upside down, they looked asif they were about to fall into the sky and saill out all
their rowers. He only wished looks didn’t deceive here.

Another fortress at the northern edge of Avalon proper aso guarded the channel into the bay. Thetown
itsdlf had aseawal to keep invaders from swarming straight ashore. William didn’t think the gunson the
seawall were anywhere close to being as formidable as the onesin the fortresses.

Inside Avaon, fortstopped half adozen hills. He didn't think they mounted big guns, ether. Why would
they? Little guns throwing canister would be al they needed to hold off attackers.

“What isyour plan, Admiral?” Wdton asked. Radcliff understood what the Englishman wasn't saying,
too. If thisgoeswrong, it's all your fault—that waswhat he redly meant.

Instead of answering directly, William turned to the signa officer. “Run up marine commander s repair
aboard,” hesad.

“Marine commanders repair aboard,” the lieutenant repeated. He waited for Raddliff’ s confirming nod
before adding, “Aye aye, Sr.”

“Do you think you can get marines over the seawall?” Waton asked. “Mogt of it isjust apaisade, but
evenso....”

“I am to discuss the possibilities with the men who needs must do the actud fighting,” William replied.
The Englishman fumed, but William didn’t worry about that. Walton wasn't going anywhere, not now.

Every shipin thefleet carried marines. They were the marksmen in the fighting tops, and they went
ashore when there was need of that. Radcliff wasn't sure how many Dutch marines spoke English, but he



didn’t worry about that, either. Some of them would, and they could trandate for their comrades.

Marcus Radcliffe came up over the Royal Sovereign’srail after most of the other marine officers. As
usud, he wore nothing resembling auniform: only homespun wool trousers and alinen shirt. Hissole
ornament was atail plume from an oil thrush thrust under the band on his colorless, floppy hat. But none
of the true marines, with their fancy uniforms and accoutrements, seemed inclined to mock the leathery
backwoodsman.

“If weland your combined forces south of the town, can you march up, march in, and takeit?” William
asked.

Hisdistant cousin gave back a question of his own before anyone el se could speak: “What'll you be
doing in the meantime?’

“Cannonading,” William replied.

Marcus Radcliffe considered that, then nodded. “Wadll, fair enough. If you knock down some of the sea
wall, will you send in salorsto give usahand?’

It was William' sturn to hesitate. He was a seaman, fird, lagt, and aways. Sending in landing parties of
sailors would mean coming very close—dangeroudy close—to shore-based defenders. Inthe end,
though, he dso found himself nodding. “If we possbly can. | understand thet the distraction may help
yw.”

Another marine officer said, “We ought to take a couple of four-pounders off one of our brigsand seeif
we can drag them up to their palisade down there. They’ll give usthe kind of door-knocker we need.”

“Good,” William Raddliff said. “Doit.”
The marine blinked. “ Just like that?’

“Judt likethat,” Radcliff told him. “I1t soundslike agood idea. The worst that can happen is, the guns get
left behind. If they do, you' re no worse off than if you hadn’t brought them. So giveit atry.”

“By God, gr, | wish every captain were like you,” the marine said. “ Too many of those buggers can't
make up their minds, or esethey haven't got any mindsto make up.”

“You don't know my coz.” Marcus Radcliffe sounded dy. “He saways sure. He' s not dways right, but
he' sadways sure.” He got the laugh he must have hoped for, then went on, “If not for him, we wouldn’t
be here now, and the pirateswouldn’t bein the messthey’rein.”

“For which | thank you. But, by the same token, we aso wouldn’t beinthe messwe're in,” William sad
dryly. “We have to beat them. We have to take Avalon away from them. If we do that, we redeem
oursalves. If they hold us, they redeem themselves. How caniit get any Smpler?’

Nobody said anything. Maybe he' d made it as clear as he hoped. Maybe the men were even smpler
than the situation. They were marines, after dl, and the bullocks did not have areputation for wit. They
were human roundshot: you pointed them at atarget, and you used them to smashit flat.

“Looting should be good,” one of them remarked. “ The corsairs have stashed their booty in Avaon for
years now.”

That might have ingpired them more than anything William said. Hedidn't mind. Aslong as something
did, he was content.



XV

R ed Rodney Radcliffe woke with awarm, bare thigh draped over his and with the sound of thunder in
his ears. He was used to the one or the other; both together were something new. He needed a moment
to remember he wasn't at seaand another to remember hewasn’'t in abrothel in some distant port. This
was Avaon. Thiswas Jenny.

And thiswas afine, clear morning, with sunbeams diding between the dats of the shutterson his
bedchamber window. Which meant that was't thunder. Which meant. ..

Full memory returned. Red Rodney spilled Jenny off him and sprang out of bed, swearing horribly. His
lady love et out amost unladylike squawk. He was pulling up his breeches when somebody pounded on
the door. Jenny squawked again. “ They’ re bombarding us!” Ben Jackson shouted through the planks.

“I' know. | hear. I’'m coming, dammit.” Radcliffe needed only two stridesto get to the door. That gave
Jenny just time enough—or maybe amost time enough; Red Rodney didn’t ook back—to cover hersdlf
before he threw it open.

He rushed to Black Hand Fort’ s pdisade. No, that wasn't thunder. That was his cousin’ sfleet
hammering at the seawall and the closer fortswith dl the gunsthe ships carried. Black Hand Fort was
safe enough;, lying near the bayside, it was beyond the reach of even bow chasers. But the closer forts
were taking a pounding, and so were al the shops and dives and houses between them.

And so wasthewall. It had been built to hold invaders out, but no one had imagined an ondaught like
thiswhen it went up. Even the hard-bitten Jackson sounded uncertain when he asked, “Can we keep "em
from bregking in?’

“We d better,” Red Rodney answered, which was nothing less than the truth. He looked around.
Someone he would have expected to watch the fireworks with him wasn't here. Not Jenny—she' d still
be cowering under the coverlets. But...“Where s Ethe ?’

Hisfirst mate hestated again, which was mogt unlike him. “Well...” he began.

“Wadl, what? Out with it, damn you.” Rodney’ s voice took on arumble more ominous than the
cannonading—or so he intended, anyhow.

“Well, skipper, when the shooting started, she ran down toward the seawall, to lend ahand where she
could.” Ben Jackson got it out in an unhappy rush.

“She—?" Raddliffe clapped ahand to hisforehead. “Why the devil didn’t you stop her?’

“On account of shewas gone before | could,” Jackson answered. “ Christ, don’t you think | would
have?’

“Wadll, yes” Radcliffe admitted. A roundshot hit something made of stone, flew highintheair, and then
crashed down again. A plume of smoke rose insde Avaon. The bombardment had started at least one
fire, anyhow. “ God damn William Radcliff to hell and gone!” Red Rodney shouted.

“Yes, skipper.” Jackson hesitated again, then asked, “What do we do?’

Rodney Radcliffe didn’t hesitate. That was one of the reasons he was the captain and Ben Jackson the
mate. “I’ll take most of the men down by the seawall. If they send boats againgt us, we' || make’em
sorry—see if we don't. Y ou hold here with the rest, just in case some of our so-called friends think to get



gay while everything' stopsy-turvy.”

The mate nodded. “I’ll doit.” Aslong as he had his orders, or aslong asthe task in front of him wastoo
obviousto require them, Jackson was as good as any man unhanged. Red Rodney laughed harshly.
What happened over the next few hourswould tell if they stayed that way .

Armed with muskets and cutlasses and pistols and pikes and hatchets and anything else they could lay
their hands on, the corsairs from Black Hand Fort rushed west through Avalon’s crowded, chaos-filled
dtreets. They had to fight their way through every now and again. Most of the people under
bombardment were sensibly fleeing east, out of range. Some of them were armed, too. If they lacked the
mother wit to Step aside, they paid the price for stupidity.

What had to be aforty-two-pound ball smashed into agrogshop not fifty feet from Red Rodney. The
dive was there—and then it was't. It turned to rubble before hiseyes. A spinning roof tile caught one of
hismen in the belly. The pirate went down, and he didn’t get up again.

They had to brave more roundshot of al szes asthey neared the seawall. One ball plowed a bloody
track through the freebooters, killing three men and maiming two more before mere flesh could hdt its
progress. Raddliffe | eft the shrieking, wounded men where they lay and hurried on.

Another fire had started by the time he got close to the wall—started and showed every sign of
goreading. It might wreck Avalon even if the attackers didn’t get into the town. Rodney swore some
more. At the moment, that was al he could do. He hoped he would be able to go on doing it. A cannon
ball tore the head off aman only a couple of paces behind him. The spouting corpse ran on for severd
grides before crumpling in amuddy puddie.

Uptothewall at last. Where was Ethel? Anywhere close by? Radcliffe looked thisway and that. He
didn’t see her anywhere. A big roundshot—it had to be another forty-two-pounder—flew only afew
feet over hishead and crashed down somewhere behind him in Avalon. Wereit lower...He shuddered.
It wouldn’t have had to hit him to kill. Sometimes the wind of a cannon ball’ s passage was enough.

“Giveit back to’em!” That high, shrill voice could only belong to Ethel.

Rodney hurried south along the seawall. There she was, and damned if she wasn’t commanding a
gx-pounder’ s crew asif she' d been doing it for years. The cutthroats obeyed her, too. Maybe they knew
whose daughter she was. Maybe they just knew they needed someone to keep them firing fast.

Smack! That was the sound of Red Rodney’ s open palm landing on Ethel’ s backside. She squdled likea
cat with itstail caught in adoor and legpt into the air. Murder blazed in her eyes. “Who—?" she shouted.
Then she saw her father, and the fury faded. “Oh. Y ou. | might have known.”

“Yes. You might have, by Jesus. Y ou might have known to stay in the castle, where you’ d be safe.”

“If they get over thewalls, no oneis safe,” Ethel answered, and shouted for her crew—and it was her
crew—to run out the gun and fire it. Red Rodney muttered under his breath. Theworst of it was, he
couldn’t eventdll her she waswrong.

Marcus Radcliffe came back to William Raddliff and asked, “Areyou dl right, coz?’

“Y es, dammit. Thisisthethird timeyou ve asked me,” William said in someirritation. “1 am neither
woman nor child. | can keep up.”



“Y ou're neither backwoodsman nor marine, either,” Marcus pointed out. “Y ou know how to tell other
people what to do. | don’t know how you are at doing things on your own hook.”

“I cope,” William said. Hisfoot skidded in apatch of mud. Heflailed hisarmsfor balance, but he didn’t
fal. Severd marines were already muddy. So were a couple of Marcus Raddliffe srustics. William
hadn't fdlen...yet.

Swearing, swesating marines dragged a four-pounder through the woods south of Avalon. Thegun's
carriage, made for the deck of aship, waslessthan idedl for rough, muddy ground. Somehow, though,
the bullocks hauling it had managed to keep up with the rest of the landing party. They would take out
their anger on the palisade—and on the men atop it.

William hoped not many men would be atop it. With luck, the cannonading from the fleet would draw dl
the corsairsto the seawall. Then the marines could just walk into Avaon. That would be wonderful—if it
worked.

Marcus Radcliffe plainly thought William odd if not daft for joining the landing party. But the decison
would come here. Oneway or the other, it would. William wanted to be in place to seeit. Thefleet could
go on without him for awhile. He was sure Elijah Waton and Piet Kieft would be just as happy to go on
without him.

Had he been in charge of Avaon, he would have cleared the woods farther from the palisade. The
landing party could gpproach amost to within musket shot of the works without being noticed. Were
they al backwoodsmen like Marcus' recruits, they might have got closer yet, but even the red-coated
marines could hide behind tree trunks and in the midst of fern thickets.

And hide most of them did, while the gun crew aimed the four-pounder a the long wall ahead. The gun
was of brightly polished brass, William could only marvel that no onein thetown noticed it till it was
amost ready to fire. The diversion from the seamust have done al he wanted and more.

A startled shout rose from the palisade just as the marine lieutenant in charge of the piece said, “Y ou may
fire now, Sergeant.”

Boom! Thebdl wasn't even asbig as William' sfigt. But it was plenty big enough to smash one of the
upright trunks ahead when it thudded home. The marinesin the gun crew got to work reloading. “Give
them avolley!” Marcus Raddliffe bellowed. Muskets and rifles thundered. A couple of men on the
palisade went down.

“Chargel” yedled acaptain in ared coat. Marines and backwoodsmen—and William Radcliff—rushed
the palisade. They all screamed like wild Terranovans. Maybe that would scare the freebooters. Maybe
it would lift their own spirits. William could hope so.

He knew how to shoot and load a musket. He had arapier on hiship, not a cutlass. He dso carried a
loaded pistal in hisboot. He hadn't done alot of fighting, but he thought—he hoped—he knew how.

Some of the marines hauled scaling ladders forward. They'd blasphemoudy lugged those through the
woods along with the cannon. Boom!...Crash! The cannon smote the palisade again. One way or
another, thelanding party was determined to break into Avaon.

Only acouple of shots came from the enemy. Not many corsairs siood on the paisade, and some of the
oneswho did promptly fled when they saw marines bearing down on them. Radcliff might have done the
samething. They had achance to save themsalves. If they stayed on the palisade, they were bound to be
butchered—they didn’t have enough men to keep the bullocks and backwoodsmen from getting up there



with them.

“Ladders high!” an officer shouted. There wasn't even aditch outside the palisade to make things harder
for the attackers. No onein Avalon redly seemed to have bdieved attack could come from this quarter.

Believe or not, hereit was. A pirate shot down at aclimbing marine. The bal hit the red-coated
Englishman in the face. As hefdl, he brought down two other men below him. But otherstook their
places. Marineswere as stolid as men could be in the face of death or maiming.

William didn’t mind letting agood many of them precede him up onto the paisade. They were younger
and stronger and better trained than he was. But he swarmed up aladder himself. He hadn’t comethis
far only to watch. He aimed to fight, too.

Hedmost didn’t get the chance. A bullet cracked past his head as he hurried toward the closest stairway
down into Avalon. Marcus Radcliffe was afew feet behind him. The backwoodsman chuckled. “Nothing
likeit when they shoot at you and miss, isthere?’

“Better that than their shooting and hitting,” William agreed.

Marines formed lines and advanced through the streets. Some peopl e fled before them, screaming in fear.
Others charged at them with whatever weapons came to hand. Marcus backwoodsmen shot down
severa of those before they got close. The leathery, nondescript Atlanteans carried rifles accurateto a
much greater distance than the usua smoothbore musket. The marinestook little damage from the pirates
who closed. The pirates fought asindividuds, the marines as ateam. They killed methodicaly, without
much malice and without much waste motion.

Following their letha line, William Raddiff didn’t think he' d have to do much himsdlf. But amanwith a
cutlass lurched out of agrogshop, stared blearily, and rushed him. William fired his pistol at point-blank
range—and missed. He threw the pistal at the corsair’ s head. It struck the man aglancing blow, and
gave Raddliff the chanceto draw hisown rapier.

Thefirgt stroke from the cutlass dmost broke his blade and dmost knocked the long, thin, Straight sword
from his hand. Hisown first thrust most spitted the pirate, who sprang back just in time. But the
freebooter’ sfoot went out from under him in the mud. Asthe fellow staggered, William skewered him.

The pirate howled like ahound. He didn't crumple, though, the way William hoped he would. He kept
right on fighting.

“Stick him again!” Marcus shouted. “People aren't as easy to kill asyou’ d think.”

How do you know? William wondered. But that was aquestion for another time. His next thrust caught
the corsair in the throat. Blood rivered out. The man gobbled something and findly fell.

“That' stheway, coz!” Marcus said. “Let’ sgo on and finish the job.”

William brandished the blood-dripping rapier. “ Yes, by God! Let's!”

“You see?’ Red Rodney shouted. “ They haven't the ssomach for landing!” With all the freebooters on
the seawall, he wouldn’t have wanted to land there, either.

Whether the enemy wanted to land or not, though, they went right on cannonading Avaon. Every so
often, aroundshot would tear abloody dice out of the corsairs or knock over some of the paisade,



which caused more casudlties.

Casudties or not, the English and the Dutch and the men from Stuart could pound away from now till
forever, and they wouldn't break in. Radcliffe cursed them and shook hisfist and cheered whenever the
gun Ethel went on commanding shot at the ships offshore. So much powder smoke drifted in from their
guns and the ones fired at them that he coughed between cheers. His eyes streamed. Hisface was
probably black as an indigo-growing dave' s down in southeastern Atlantis,

A man tugged at hisarm. “Red Rodney!” thefdlow cried.

Even through the roar of the guns, Rodney heard thefear in hisvoice. “What isit?" he asked, an ominous
rumblein hisown.

“They'reinthecity! They're over the paisade and in the city!”
“What? Are you daft? We re holding 'em out!”

“No. | wish| was.” The pirate pointed south. “ They’ re over the palisade down there. Swarms of
"em—qrest bloody bullocksin red coats, killing anything that moves.”

“Oh, Chrigt Jesus! Bugger mewith aworm!” Rodney Radcliffe said. And the enemy had buggered
him—buggered him and Avaon. They’ d drawn al the defenders here to the seawadll, and then come
right up thetown'sarse.

“What do we do?" wailed the man with the bad news.
“What can we do? W€ ve got to fight’em,” Radcliffe said grimly.

He started pulling men out of the struggle on the seawall and pointing them back into Avalon. He
shouted. He punched. He cgoled. He swore. Little by little, he started getting the corsairsto pay
atentionto him.

They didn’t escape the hdll of battle even after descending from the wall. Roundshot from the enemy fleet
crashed down at random. Sometimes they would come down on aman, or on aclump of men. When
that happened, it wasn't pretty.

All the same, Red Rodney shouted, “Keep on, damn you! Keep on! The bloody marineswill murder us
if you don’'t!”

Other pirates with loud voices dso urged freebootersinto the fight. Maybe they were captains, too.
Maybe they were just men with eyesto see wheretrouble lay. It didn’t matter. Aslong asthey could see
that much, nothing else mattered.

Avaon was not abig city. The pirate from the seawall didn’t need long to bump up againgt the bullocks.
When they saw the men in the red coats, they roared in rage and charged with whatever weapons they
happened to hold. Stinging volleys of musketry drove them back, and bayonets outreached swords. The
marines were ferocioudy well disciplined. Red Rodney had dways thought sheer fury could overpower
anything that stood in itsway. Discovering he was wrong was bitter as gdll.

It was dso dmost fatal. A musket ball tugged at hisleft deeve. When he looked down, he discovered his
arm was bleeding. It was only a scratch, which didn’t mean he wanted it. Had the ball flown afew inches
totheright...Hedidn’t even want to think about that.

“Musketeers! Pistolerosl” he bawled. “Into the houses! Shoot from cover! Don’'t makeit easy for those



poxy whoresons!” He' d aways been proud of the pirates’ independence. When every man was as good
as every other man, no man could tell any man what to do. If the freebooters wanted to listen to him, they
would. If they didn't...

If they didn’t, they would die. The marines surged forward. The ones with bayonets plugged into the
muzzles of their muskets used the weapons as spears, impaing corsairs who couldn’'t get at them to
reply. Other marines kept adeadly hall of bulletsinthear. So did some enemy fightersin plain clothes.
They could hit aman a two hundred yards, sometimes farther. There weren’t that many of them, and
they didn’t firefast, but they caused trouble dl out of proportion to their numbers.

Red Rodney sprang like awolf. He beat a bayoneted musket asde with his sword, then struck the
marine holding the piece. His stroke clove the bullock from crown to chin. The man toppled, dead before
he hit the ground.

But another marine lunged at Rodney Radcliffe, forcing him to jump back or be spitted. The pirate chief
managed to escape. The marinein the second rank stepped up to thefirst, and the linerolled ahead asiit
had before. One dead marine? So what?

Raddliffe had dways scorned such regimentation. A man, he thought, should fight for himsdlf, for his hope
of glory or gold or women, willing or otherwise. To fight because it was your job, asif you werea
chandler or acordwainer? Where wasthe glory in that?

Nowhere at all, which didn’t mean it didn’t work. The marines, job or no job, advanced. The corsairs,
glory or no glory, fell back—or elsethey just fell, and did not rise again. The marines systematically
finished them off, one after another. For al Red Rodney’ s cries and exhortations, he couldn’t stop the
foe. Fear began fighting fury in hisheart.

William Raddliff sood with apair of marines on the roof of athree-story building in southern Avaon.
“Hoigt thered flag,” hetold them.

“Right you are, Sr,” they chorused. They probably would have said the same thing if he’ d told them to
jump off the roof. (The building was a house of ill fame. To the bullocks' undisguised disappointment, the
girlshad fled.)

One of the marines had a big square of red cloth. The other carried along pole that would do for a
flagstaff. William had some tacks with which to fasten the cloth to the pole. Once that was done, they
waved the makeshift flag. Y ou could seeit along way. With luck, even the sailorsin the fleet would be
ableto sy it.

Radcliff hoped they could. They were supposed to be looking for the signdl. It ordered them to put
sallorsinto boats and attack the seawall. The marines had drawn alot of defendersfromit. The
cannonading had killed more—and should have breached thewall aswell. If the sailors could gain
lodgements...If they could do that, then Avaon, assailed from flank and rear at the sametime, was
bound tofdll.

Waan'tit?

Thwock! A bullet tore through the red cloth. The corsairs might not know what the sgnd flag meant, but
they knew they didn’t likeit. Asif | care, William thought.

He walked to the edge of the roof for acrow’ s-nest view of the fighting. Another bullet snapped past his



head. He ducked. That wasn't cowardice—even the nerveless marines did it. But then he stepped
back—no point giving the freebooters an easy shot at him.

Besdes, he had a pretty good idea of how things were going. Hisears could tell him amost asmuch as
his eyes. The pirates hadn't given up. All the same, the marines were steadily driving them back. If the
sailors could break into Avaon by way of the seawall, he wouldn't have wanted to wear hiscousin’'s
shoes.

“Y ou men keep on,” hetold the bullocks with the sgnd flag. “I’ m going down to fight some more.”

As he started down the stairs, he heard one marinetell the other, “1 didn’t think the old bugger had so
much fireinhisbely.”

I’mnot old, Raddliff thought indignantly. Next to the marines, he was. He hurried down. He dmost
tripped on the stairs and broke his neck; that would have been a humiliating way to show he redlly was
the antiquity the bullocks thought him. But he caught himself and went outside without further damage.

Smokefilled theair. A lot of it was brimstone-gtinking gunpowder smoke—alot, but not all. Severd fires
blazed in Avaon now. Fire was always the grest fear, ashore and at sea; once it caught hold, it was hard,
terribly hard, to fight. Even if the pirates somehow threw back the forcesthat harried them, their haven
would never bethe same.

Their haven will never be their haven again, William thought, determination filling him. Hedidn't think
he could end al piracy in the Hesperian Gulf by seizing Avaon. He did hope he could bresk its back.
That would be enough to satisfy him. It might even be enough to make him go down in history. He
laughed a himself when that occurred to him. Aslong as his ships could get where they were going
without let or hindrance, history didn’t count.

Two marines came out of agrogshop. Blood dripped from one man’s bayonet; blood and brains fouled
the stock of the other’ s musket. They both nodded respectfully. “Couple of bastards in there who won'’t
bother their bettersany more, Sir,” said the man with the nasty musket.

“Good riddance to them,” William said. “May we comb out the rest of thelicein Avalon the sameway.”

Nodding, the marines hurried forward, toward the struggle. Radcliff followed more sedately. As befits
my years, hethought with awry grin.

Hedidn't want only pirates picked at random dead. He wanted to know their chieftains were
gone—Goldbeard and Cutpurse Charlie and the other flamboyant leaders who could gather a
good-sized fighting tail behind them with asnap of the fingers. And, most of dl, he wanted Red Rodney
Radcliffe swept from the face of the earth. Even if they spelled the name differently, Red Rodney
blackened it with every breath he took. Only fitting, then, that he shouldn’t take many more.

William’ s hand tightened on the basket hilt of hissword. If he could dispose of hiscousin himsdf...it
would be something out of aromance. William shrugged. He was willing to forgo the glory—and the risk
of getting killed ingteed of killing—if he knew someone had put paid to Rodney Radcliffe.

A great clamor of musketry broke out to the northwest. William amost forgot his cousin. The landing
from the seawas starting. If the sallors could bregk in...“ Avadonisours” he muttered.

When Red Rodney Radcliffe heard the commotion behind him and to his right—the commotion from the
seawal l—he stopped dead in the middle of anarrow, unpaved street. Had amarine with acharged



musket or a bayonet stood close by, he would have died in truth, his guts spilling over the mud and ops.
His hopes had been low. They sank further now.

Ben Jackson knew that clamor for what it was, too. “Arethey in?’ the mate asked hoarsdly. “ Can they
get inthere?’

“I...don’'t know,” Radcliffe answered. Under the circumstances, it was about the worst thing he could
have said.

“What do we do?’ Jackson demanded. “Go back to Black Hand Fort and stand siege?’

Red Rodney only grunted. It wasn't ahopeful grunt. The great captains fortsweren't provisioned for
long sieges. They were strongholds where crews lived, from which they sdlied, and to which they
retreated in time of crisis. They were made to hold out other pirate bands, not determined soldiers. No
onewho built them had imagined soldiers could break into Avaon.

All that flashed through Radcliffe’'smind in a heartbegt. He shook his head. “Not unlesswe haveto.
We ve got to drive them out, not let them drive usin.”

Jackson nodded; he could seethat, too. But he listened to what was going on at the seawall. “1 think
they are in, damn them,” he said.

“I think 0, too,” Radcliffe said. “That doesn’'t mean we can't drive them out again, though....doesit?’ He
wished, too late, he hadn’t added the last couple of words.

Ben Jackson shook his head like a hunted anima—uwhich, at the moment, he was. Red Rodney was
another one, and he knew it. Well, some hunted animals had teeth and fangs of their own, and could turn
the tables on their pursuers. Not many beastsin Atlantis did, but that wasn’t true through most of the
world. The pirate chief amed to fight back aslong as he could.

A bullet cracked past him. He saw amarine down at the end of the street. He pulled a holdout pistol
from his boot top and fired at the bullock. The marinelet out ahorrible howl and clutched at his shoulder.
Rodney stared at the pistal in delighted surprise. He' d hoped to scare the man in the red coat. Hitting him
was an unexpected bonus.

He wanted to recharge both his guns. He wanted to, but he had no chance. Jackson was shouting for
freebootersto come up and join them. The wounded marine sroar of pain brought his comrades a the
double. They did look after one another, no doubt about it.

Marines and pirates smashed together in bloody collison. Red Rodney hacked and dashed. He threw
one pigtol in abullock’ sface. The marine went down, clutching at his nose. Radcliffe kicked him. Not far
away, beset by three men at once, Ben Jackson fell, blood spurting from abelly wound and from his
throat. Rodney feared he would never get up again.

Pirates and marinesfell, clawing and biting at one another till they could fight no more. Red Rodney’s
band had more men in it than did hisfoes party, but one marine was worth more than one corsair in this
kind of brawl.

A bayonet had pinked Radcliffe’'sleg. A sword had scored a bleeding line down hisright arm. Hewasn't
quite the last man standing, but the marines who still lived were hurt worse than he was, and drew back
out of range of his cutlass.

Backed by three hale marines, a middle-aged man with arapier came around the corner. When he said,
“Y ou are Rodney Raddliffe,” each individua word might have been chisded from stone.



“Damnright | am,” Red Rodney snarled. “Who the bloody hdll are you?’

The stranger bowed. “I have the honor—if that be the proper term—aof being your cousin. William
Radcliff, at your service.” He bobbed up and down again.

Rage ripped through Rodney. “Y ou filthy bugger! Y ou’ve ruined me!”

“Good,” William said coally, “for that was my purpose. If you yield now, | promiseyou aquick end. |
regret—though not very much—I have nothing better to offer.”

“I'll give you something to regret!” Red Rodney shouted. “Y ou'll regret coming up against me
face-to-face, by God! Y ou won't gloat over my carcass, that’ sfor sure.” He swung up hissword for a
limping charge.

William Radcliff appeared unwounded. He aso knew how to handle that long, thin, straight sword—a

stop thrust dmost skewered Rodney. Well, there were ways. Red Rodney smashed at the rapier. If he
could break the blade, the other man was his mest.

But William proved a better man of his hands than the pirate had dreamt he could be. He took the
dashes and turned them without batting an eye. He ran the point of his blade into Rodney’ sleft shoulder.
And Rodney could not reach him, no matter how hetried.

Then one of the marinesfired at point-blank range. The bullet dammed into Red Rodney’ s chest. Blood
filled hismouth. He knew it was a bad wound. Then he took another one, thistimein the belly. He
dumped to hisknees.

“Youdon't fight fair,” he choked out.

Through growing darkness, he saw William Radcliff nod. “Indeed not,” the merchant admird replied. “I
fight to win. Nothing lessisworth fighting for.” A third musket bellowed, and Rodney knew no more.

William Raddliff eyed Ethd Raddliffe like aman eyeing abeautiful but poisonous snake. She' d dready
tried to knife him once. Now she was—he devouitly hoped—disarmed. “What am | to do with you?’ he
asked.

“You'd better kill me,” she answered matter-of-factly. “Christ knows I’ Il kill you first chance| get.”
“I have no ssomach for daying children,” he said, “and we arekin, of sorts”

“My shame, not yours,” Ethel said.

“If | send you to Stuart—"

“I' will hunt you down,” the pirate’ s daughter brokein.

She meant it. Whether she would mean it afew years from now was adifferent question. For thetime
being, though, she was as dangerous as a hogshead of gunpowder in afire. “I have no quarre with you,”
William said. “Minewaswith your father.”

“Well, | have onewith you, for my father’ssake,” Ethel said. “Look to your life—more warning than a
scorpion like you would give, Raddliff.” She somehow contrived to make him hear the missing e that
separated his name, and hiskind, from hers.



William thought he would laugh at a desth threst from achild. At such athreat from most children, he
would have. From Red Rodney Radcliffe’ s daughter? No. She' d called him ascorpion. To him, she
seemed to have dl her father’ svenom in asmall, innocent-looking exterior. A strawberry-blond coral
snake, hethought unessly.

Trying to cdm her, he said, “We ve been merciful where we could. Ordinary pirates, men of no rank,
who yielded to usmay go free. Many of them will make good enough honest sailors. Nothing will happen
to you, nor to.... Isthat your mother?’

“Who? Jenny?’ Ethel Radcliffe laughed in hisface. “ Jesus, no! Just one of my father’ s doxies. He had
enough of "em.” She sounded as proud of Red Rodney as one of his men might have.

“Indeed,” William sad giffly. Where Ethel spat defiance, Jenny had offered anything she had to giveto
keep from mesting the gibbet. And she had alot, as he’' d found out to his pleasure and perhaps even to
hers. He' d never intended hanging her, but she didn’t need to know that. What Tamsin, back in Stuart,
didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her abit. William made himsalf return to the business at hand. “What shall |
do withyou?’ he asked Ethel again.

“| told you oncewhat | aimto do. If you don’t careto listen, it’ syour funerd.” She punned with vicious
relish. She would probably kill the sameway. It had to run in the blood.

He made up hismind. “I will send you to New Hastings,” he said. The old town was far enough from
Stuart to leave him fedling safe. “ Y ou may learn atrade there, or pursue such education asfits your
pleasure and abilities. And | will dower you, richly enough to let you marry and enjoy the blessings of
domediicfdicity.” Or as many of them as a hellcat can enjoy, at any rate.

Ethel Raddliffelooked him inthe eye. She didn’t spit in hisface, but he thought she wanted to. “ Save
your conscience dl you please, old man. I'll kill you anyhow.”

He had her taken away then. She went peaceably enough. He wasn't going to worry about her any
more. Hetold himself he wasn't, anyhow.

It wasn't asif hedidn’t have other thingsto worry about. Elijah Walton wanted to place dl of
Ava on—indeed, the whole west coast of Atlantisfrom Avaon northwards—under the direct rule of the
King of England. “He provided the wherewithal by which it waswon,” he said.

“Piet Kieft will be surprised to hear it,” William remarked. “So will the House of Orange. And soam |.
Did my armed merchantmen do nothing here? Did my backwoodsmen not take this town with the Roya
Marines?’

“They made their contributions,” Walton said with agrace both easy and, Radcliff reckoned, false. “But
truly, what difference doesit make unless you are a damned Dutchman? His Mg esty dready rulesthe
Atlantean settlements. Thiswould but extend that rule.”

“It would nat, for we have our longstanding rights and privilegesto guard againgt tyranny and misrule,”
William said. “Land ruled straight from London would not.”

“Say you that hisMgesty isatyrant?’ Walton no doubt thought he sounded dangerous, but he’ d had
littleto do with Ethel Raddliffe.

“I sad nothing of the sort, ir, and will style you liar and knave should you publish it aboroad that | did,”
William replied. “But king follows king as autumn follows summer. Who knows wheat the next reign may
bring, or the one &fter that?’



Elijah Waton waved hiswords away. “ Y ou quarrel over the shadow of an ass.”

“I think not,” William Raddliff said. “Nor will the English settlements here. Asfor the French and the
Spaniards herein thiswestern land...”

“One more reason for the Crown to rule here: to protect you from them,” Walton said.

William laughed in the Englishman’ sface, as Ethel had laughed in his. “ As the Crown warded off the
corsars?” heinquired.

Walton reddened. “Y ou mistrust the spirit in which this proposd is offered.”

“By God, g, | doindeed,” Radcliff said. “And | tell you again, | am not the only one who will. If you
wish to seeinsurrection againgt the Crown flare al through English Atlantis, you have but to persstin
your mad policy.”

“Youjest,” Wdton sad. “Y ou bluff.”

“I anwilling—I am even glad—to have the king rule me....from a safe distance, bothintravel andin
law,” William said. “Were hisrule more intimate, it would prove less congenid. | am not doneinthis
sentiment, nor anywhere closeto it. Heed me or not, asyou like. | havetold you the truth.” Hiswarning
was at least as determined as Ethel’ s had been.

“HisMgesty will not be pleased,” Elijah Waton warned. Radcliff only shrugged. And he carried the
day. No one can stop the Radcliffs when they set their mind to something, he thought, and then,
remembering Red Rodney’ s daughter, he rather wished he hadn’t.

PART THREE
Nouveau Redon

XVI

V ictor Radcliff squelched through muck. Englishmen weren't supposed to comethisfar south in Atlantis.
Radcliff thought he must have passed the French settlements and entered Spanish territory. At the coast,
it would be. There, telling who lorded it over a piece of ground was easy enough. Everyone' s settlements
faded toward nothingness the farther into the interior aman went.

New Hastings had been settled three hundred years before, but that was dmost as true up there asit was
anywhere dsein Atlantis. People who liked exploring for its own sake were thinner on the ground here
than they might have been. A lot of them went on to Terranova, beyond the Hesperian Gulf. A broader
land, it offered that kind of man more scope.

But you could find something new hereif you worked at it. Plenty of Englishmen crossed the Green
Ridge Mountainsto travel from New Hastings and Hanover (formerly Stuart) to Avaon, following a
route pioneered by Richard Radcliffe when Atlantis was a strange new world. Some of them turned away
from that route and founded little villagesin the hinterland. No one knew how many such villagesthere
were. A lot of the people who lived in them wanted nothing to do with the outside world, and kept to
themsdves

Or you could range farther afield, as Victor was doing. So many things here in the south seemed strange
to an Atlantean who' d grown up near New Hastings. The weather was agood place to gart; it reminded
him of asteam bath. New Hastings could get westher like that. So could Hanover. Down here, the news



came when it wasn't beasily hot and beastly muggy.

With the different weather went different plants. The theme wasthe same asit was dl over Atlantis:
conifers and what the Atlanteans cdled barrdl trees and ferns. But instead of the pines and towering
redwoods near New Hastings, instead of the firs and spruces north of Hanover that made such splendid
measts, here most of the conifers were cypresses growing on knees hdf lifted out of the swamps. Therest,
on higher ground, were scrubby pines different from the ones farther north. There were more varieties of
barrel tree, too; both Frenchmen and Spaniards cooked up aformidable spirit from the sap insde some
of them. And the ferns grew in riotous profusion wherever there was shadow and moisture—which isto
say, dmost everywhere. Victor had seen them sprouting from between the bricks of country homes. In
every shade of green, in every size from smaller than hishand to twice astal ashe was, they formed the
forest’ sunderstory.

Something dmost under Victor’ sboot said, “ Freep!” and jumped into the water with asplash. He froze
for amoment: he hadn’t seen it till it moved and croaked. Only a frog, he thought. Down here, though,
only wasn't necessarily 0. Some of the frogs here had bodies twice the size of aman’sfigt. They ate
anything that wasn't big enough to est them.

Otherswere of more ordinary size, but colored black streaked with vivid scarlet or gold or turquoise.
Nothing ate them—not more than once, anyhow. They were poisonous. It was almogt asif their colorful
hideswarned the world to leave them aone.

A flapjack turtle peered at Victor from the swamp. All he could see of it were its pointy-nosed head and
snaky neck. FHapjack turtles made better eating than the frogs. But they could fight back. Onethat size
could bite off aman’sfinger with no trouble at dl.

A lizard skittered away into some ferns. Another one, larger, eyed Victor from a cypress branch well out
of hisreach. Both of them were harmless. Some of the lizards down here, though, grew longer than a
man was tall—and those were the ones that lived on land. It said nothing about the sawbacked monsters
that haunted streams. The Spaniards called them all dragons even if they didn’t breathe fire. The name
seemed fair enough to Victor. They were formidable beasts, with formidable teeth and claws. They
couldn’t flourish up in the English regions of Atlantis; the wintersweretoo cold. Victor didn’t missthem a
bit.

When up in New Hastings, he also didn’t miss the snakes big enough to coil round these lizards,
suffocate them, and swallow them. He kept awary eye on the fern thickets through which he pushed. A
snake big enough to kill and eat adragon was big enough to kill and eat him, too.

They dso had flying snakes down here, and you didn't have to get into the barrel-tree juice to see them.
Victor supposed they didn’t redly fly, but the name had stuck. They spread themsalvesflat and glided
from one branch to another or from a branch down to the ground either to escape from becoming
something ese' sdinner or to catch their own. Three or four different kinds had learned the trick; onewas
venomous, but the rest weren't.

Victor’' s nostrils suddenly twitched. He stopped in histracks. Hisright hand fdll to the stock of one of the
flintlock pistols he carried on his belt. He smelled smoke. Smoke meant men, and men, even more than
dragons or flying snakes, meant trouble.

Men could be doing any number of unsavory things. They could be backwoodsmen from
English-speaking Atlantis like him, down to see what the Breton-and Basque-and French-and
Spanish-speaking settlers were up to. They might come from any of the groups that didn’t speak English,
and they might be spying on any of the others—or even on their own. They might be settlerswho'd



moved degp into the swamps because they wanted nothing to do with their own lords. They might be
French or Spanish soldiers, coming after settlers who' d moved deep into the swamps.

Or they might be runaway daves. Negroes or copperskinned Terranovan natives. New Hastingshad a
few daves, and big, rich Hanover more than afew. Most of the blacks and Terranovans up there were
domestics—cooks and maids, coachmen and body servants. Rich merchants owned them for the sake of
swank, and treated them as they would have treated servants of alighter hue. Most blacks and
copperskinsin English Atlantis were freemen and-women.

Things were different here in the south. Down here, daves worked in the fields, and they worked hard.
The plantations that raised indigo and cotton, rice and sugar cane, pipeweed and peanuts, couldn’'t have
functioned without them. Getting the most [abor from daves and giving them aslittle as was necessary to
keep them working and to keep them from rising up was an art in these settlements.

It wasn't an art the Terranovans and Africans appreciated. They took off whenever they saw the chance.
Better to scratch out afreeliving in the swamps, they thought, than to live on their masters' dubious
bounty. And if they could get up to the English-speaking settlements, they would probably stay free.
Litigation between settlements from one kingdom and those from another could go on for years—or it
could move alittle dower than that.

Pantation owners and overseers hunted daves with hounds and with guns and sometimes even with
fist-trained eagles. Runaways fought back with mantrgps and anything else their ingenuity could devise.
Some of them—the Terranovans especialy—were good bowmen. Victor Radcliff knew thefirst English
stlersin Atlantis had been formidable archers. That was three centuries gone by, though. These days,
any white who wanted to shoot something did it with agun.

Victor thought about giving the campfire or whatever it was awide berth and going on hisway.
Regretfully, he shook his head. He couldn’'t be sure he' d be able just to go on hisway. If he knew those
strangers were out there in the siwamp, one of them was liable to know he was here, too. All the
undergrowth was made for snipers and bushwhackers. Maybe somebody was drawing abead on him
right now....

When you had athought like that, your first ingtinct wasto duck. If you had any brains, you followed that
ingtinct, too. It might save you. Victor pulled in his head like one of those flapjack turtles. He ducked
down so the ferns dl around did a better job of hiding him. Then he crawled away.

Maybe he was crawling away from nothing. He didn’t know for sure. He didn’t mind making afool of
himself in front of turtles and frogs and il thrushes and parrots. In fact, he ended up making afool of
himsdf in front of amouse. It twitched its whiskers and vanished under adrooping frond a couple of
inches above the ground.

“Damned things are everywhere,” Victor muttered to himself. There hadn’t been amouse or arat or a
dog or acat in Atlantis before settlers started coming. Now you found them even in the wilderness.

By contrast, honkers had grown scarce, especially in long-settled didtricts. Before long, they might al be
gone. Victor shrugged. That wasn't hisworry.

He sniffed again, then crawled toward the fire. Follow your nose, he thought. Well, what €lse could he
do when he couldn’t see the campfire or hear the people who gathered around it?

And then he could hear them. He froze, then moved forward even more dowly and carefully. Yes, the
bad French and Spanish said they were runaway daves. One Negro and two copperskins, he thought;
they had digtinctively different accents. His own French was nothing specid, though he could make



himsaf understood.

Another sniff brought him the scent of roasting meet. His ssomach growled. He winced—anoiselike that
could betray him, and it was nothing he could do anything about.

There they were, dimly seen through the screen of multiply lobed little leaves. Victor stayed very ill. He
saw aNegro and one copperskin. They were cooking aturtle and a couple of big frogs over their fire.
One of them said something and held up his supper. The other laughed.

Runaways, all right, Victor Raddliff thought. They wouldn’t go out hunting him unlessthey thought he
was hunting them. Since hewasn't...Best just to dide away after all.

He was about to do exactly that when someone jumped him from behind. While he' d scouted the camp,
someone had sneaked up on him. A large, strong, muscular someone, too. And assilently deadly asa
crawling snake—Victor had had no idea anybody was theretill the instant before he found himsalf
fighting for hislife.

Thefight didn’t last long. When the sharp edge of aknife kissed Victor’ sthroat, he went limp. His
assallant laughed, low and hoarse. * Figured that’ d make you get smart,” theman said in
copperskin-accented French. The knife dug alittle deeper. “Now, you come dong with me.”

Numbly, Victor came.

Roland Kersauzon peered out from the walls of Nouveau Redon. He was not quite thelord of al he
surveyed, but he wasthelord of agood ded of it. And he was named for one famoudy stubborn man,
and descended from another. Roland the warrior might have saved everything but his prideif he'd blown
his horn sooner and summoned Charlemagne back against the Spanish Mussulmen. And Frangois
Kersauzon remained alegend in these parts even if he was three centuries dead and gone.

Francois had never set eyes on Nouveau Redon, not in al the yearshe' d dwelt in Atlantis. It lay only fifty
milesinland from Cosquer on the Blavet. He' d never gone fifty milesinland or, probably, even twenty
milesinland. That would have meant turning his back on the sea. Frangois Kersauzon wastoo mulish a
fisherman to want to do any such thing.

Sowly, Roland made afist and brought it down on the gray stone of the battlement. Nouveau Redon,
everyone said, wasthe strongest fortressin al of Atlantis, French, English, or Spanish. And it needed to
be. Roland muttered something a quarter Breton, three-quarters French, and dl irate.

If only Francois hadn’t sold the God-cursed Englishmen the secret of Atlantisfor aload of sdt cod! (Or,
even more humiliating, for part of aload of sat cod. Some of the stories put it that way.) Then the
Bretons would be happy over here, the English would be happy over there, and...

“Merde,” Roland said. That kind of thinking was bound to be foolish. Sooner or later, the English would
have found these shores on their own. But it would have been later than it was, which would have been
better—certainly asfar as a Breton was concerned.

Nouveau Redon sat atop a knob overlooking the Blavet. The river approach was difficult. The landward
approach, except for anarrow road hacked out of rock, was harder yet. Roland didn’t see how anyone
could storm Nouveau Redon aslong asit had afew soldiersingdethewadls.

He did see ahorseman urging his mount up that narrow road. Even though the rider was alone and
unable to move fast, muskets and cannon loaded with grapeshot covered his approach. Nouveau Redon



was ready for anything.

By the time the rider reached the narrow plainin front of the town, he was swegting and fanning himsdlf
with his hat. His horse was lathered and blowing. He seemed glad to rein in before the main gate. After
ydling back and forth with the guards at the gate, he rode into Nouveau Redon.

Before long, more shouts rang out: “Lord Roland!” * Come down, Lord Roland!” “Lord Roland, this
man's hereto seeyou!”

Roland Kersauzon said, “ Merde!” again, louder thistime. Thiswas the moment he’ d been waiting for.
Not to put too fine apoint on it, thiswas the moment he' d been dreading. He hurried down the
stairs—hurried with what the lawyers called ddliberate speed. The stairway attached to the wall was
narrow and steep; if aman onit fell, he might breek aleg—or his neck.

Reaching the ground without mishap, Roland rushed to the gate. A man could bresk an ankle—or his
neck—if he tripped on the cobbles, too. Old men grumbled and wished the streets were still unpaved.
Roland didn’t missthe stinking mud one bit. Cobbles made his city as modern as any in Europe.

“Lord Kersauzon,” said the horseman when Roland came up. “1 bring newsjust here from France.” He
held out a paper folded and sedled with ribbon and wax.

“News.” Kersauzon’'s mouth tightened as he took the letter. “ Do you know what it says?’

“Formally, no,” therider replied. “Informally...Well, theword sal over Cosquer. Gossip fliesfaster than
thewind.”

“All right.” It wasn't, but Roland couldn’t do anything about it. He scraped off the seal and cut through
the ribbon with asmal, sharp knife he pulled from hisbelt. Then he unfolded the paper and read it. His
sight was beginning to lengthen, but he didn’t need spectaclesfor reading yet. Sadly, he nodded to
himsdf, asif learning that an aged and long-infirm uncle had finaly died.

“Isit—7?" One of the gate guards couldn’t hold in the question.
With asigh, Roland nodded again. “War,” he sad. “War against England.”

“But why?’ The gate guard checked himsalf. He sketched asdute. “Forgive me, sir. | know the
English—they are dogs and sons of dogs. | know most of them are godless Protestant heretics, bound
for hel.”

“Everybody knowsthat,” another guard put in.

“But of course. Everybody does,” the first soldier agreed. “ Still, the English have dways been dogs and
sons of dogs. They’ ve been godless Protestants for avery long time, anyhow. So why do we haveto go
to war with them now?’

“It'sthefighting in Europe,” said the courier who' d brought the message to Nouveau Redon.

Roland Kersauzon nodded. “It isindeed. We have joined with Austriaand Russiato give Frederick of
Prussia the thumping he deserves. The English—dogs and sons of dogs that they are—have sded with
Frederick. And so we shal punish him and England asthey deserve.”

The courier and the guards clapped their hands. One of the soldierstossed his hat in the air. Then he
made afrantic grab to keep it from landing on alump of horse manure. With an embarrassed grin, he set
the tricorn back on his head. Another gate guard said, “We Il whip them.” Everyone cheered again.



Nobody threw a hat thistime, though. The guard pointed to the paper Roland Kersauzon il held.
“Doesthat just tell you the war is here, Sir, or hasit got ordersfor us, too?’

“Orders,” Kersauzon answered. “First, we are to make sure Nouveau Redon isin the proper condition
to defend itsdlf, should it haveto.”

“Won't be hard.” Two or three men spoke together, with dmost identical words. One of them added,
“You' d haveto be acrazy fool to try and take this place.”

“I think S0, too, but who' sto say the English aren’t crazy fools?” Roland answered. The guards
nodded—they aso seemed to think the English were likely to be crazy fools. Kersauzon went on, “And
you' reright: it won't be hard to ready the town. It s strong to begin with, and we' ve kept the works and
the garrison in good order, thank God.” He glanced down &t the sheet. “ But there' s more than that.”

“What isit?” Again, several men asked the question in chorus—he knew how to tell astory and spin it
out.

“We areto gather together an army from al the settlements under the rule of the King of France, and to
march againgt the English and take away what has been theirsfor too long,” hereplied grandly. “So it is
commanded of us, and so shdl it be”

When the guards huzzahed thistime, severd hatswent flying. A couple of them landed on the ground, but
none, luckily, in the horse dung. Townsfolk came out of shops and tavernsto see what the commotion
was about. When the guards shouted out the news, fresh commotion spreed.

One of the men asked, “The Spaniards are on our side, isit not 0?7’

He sounded anxious, and with some reason. Men who followed the King of France were dmogt aslikely
to reckon Spaniards dogs and sons of dogs as they were Englishmen. True, no one could accuse the
Spaniards of being godless Protestant heretics. But if Spain dlied itsalf with the godless Protestant
heretics of England, that could prove unfortunate in Atlantis, where English and Spanish settlementslay to
the north and south of France's.

Kersauzon dew the soldier’ sworry with asmile. “They are on our Side, yes. Their shipswill join with
ours. Their soldierswill day Englishmen wherever they find them. We have but to stretch forth our hand,
and the English settlements here will fal into it like aripe apple.”

How the men cheered then! They danced in acircle, spinning now widdershins, now sunwise. Had an
English army been anywhere close by, it could have marched into Nouveau Redon without firing ashot.
But the English were far away. Roland K ersauzon danced as enthusiastically as any gate guard. Why
not? His orders were to ready an army and advance. Oh, he was aso ordered to ready defenses at
need, but he took that asaformality. After dl, if he was advancing, he wouldn’t need to defend, would
he?

Of course not. That was so obvious, even an Englishman could seeit.

Victor Radcliff’ s bad French saved hislife. The three runaways who’ d grabbed him feared hewas a
davecatcher. Once they redlized he was nothing of the sort, and especialy once they discovered hewas
an Englishman, they treated him like along-lost brother.

One of them, as he' d thought, was black, the other two, copperskins. They fed him turtle and frog and
fish and snails. Having convinced them he wasn’t French, he wondered if he ought to eet the snails. But



the runaways did, with every sign of enjoyment, and so he did, too. Each snail gave him acouple of bites
of tasty meat; the shellswere the size of aman’s clenched fist. Y ou wouldn’t have found snailslike those
chewing up the lettucesin agarden outside Paris.

Y ou might not have found them up by New Hastings, either, and you wouldn't have up near Hanover.

Big snakes and lizards stayed in the south, where the weather never got worse than mild. Snails spread
farther, but not too much. The hot, sticky southern climate suited the Negro fine. In hisvile French and
worse bits of Spanish, he said it reminded him of Africa

Asfar asthe two copperskins were concerned, he waswelcometo it. They knew more Spanish than
French, and even afew words of Basgque—as much as any foreigner was ever likely to learn. They
spoke to each other in Spanish, too. After awhile, Victor redized they were from different clansor
maybe different countries. The language of one made no more sense to the other than Hungarian did to
an Irishman.

The Negro cdled himsdf Blaise. The Terranovans went by Francisco and Juan. Those weren't the names
any of them had been born with. They gave Victor their real names, and laughed at him when he mangled
them. *Y ou white men, so many thingsyou can't say,” Blaisetold him.

Victor Radcliff smiled and shrugged. He could say onething: | am a free man. Neither Negroes nor
copperskins raided white men’slandsfor daves. They didn’t know how to build the ships or the guns
that would have made such athing possible. Their people did have ayen for the trinkets white davers
used to buy chattels and save themsel ves the trouble of fighting for them.

Blaise and Francisco and Juan had ayen for freedom. At fird, asthey started traveling north, they
seemed to think Victor had been wandering through the swamp for his own amusement. They didn’t
expect him to know what he was doing there. “White men, they are without hope away from their
towns,” Blaise said.

Instead of arguing, Victor vanished. One second, he was walking aong beside his new companions. The
next, they went one way and he another. He didn’t warn them hewould do it. He just ducked off behind
abarrd tree and headed off on hisown.

He listened to them exclaim. Francisco swore. Juan started to laugh. “Maybe this blanco, maybe he
knows something,” he said.

“Maybe. Or maybe he just got lost.” Blaise was as reluctant to think awhite knew what he was doing as
many whites would have been to give him the same crediit.

Then Victor reappeared and tapped him on the shoulder. “Am | lost? Or are you?’ he asked politely.
Blaise dmost jumped out of hisskin. “How you do that?’ he demanded.
“Magic,” Victor said, deadpan.

That won him more attention than he wanted. The Terranovans and the African took him literaly. He
wasn't sure whether they wanted to use his sorcerous talents to help them escape bondage or to kill him
S0 he couldn’t bewitch them.

“Hisghost will haunt useven if wedo kill him,” Blaise muttered when he thought Victor was out of
earshot.

Victor smiled hismost enigmatic smile. That set the black and the two copperskins muttering once more.
They stopped bothering him. And he soon proved he could stay with them. He aso showed he knew



how to hunt—and he had aflintlock rifle and apair of pistols. He could have had dl that and eyesin the
back of his head without their doing him any good. Even the fiercest, most deadly warrior had to deep
ometimes.

He solved the problem by pretending it wasn't one. If he took deeping around them for granted, they
wouldn’t think he was afraid to. That would give them one less reason to knock him over the head.

He hoped.
When he woke up the next morning...Wdll, he did wake up the next morning. Nothing else mattered.

Off in the distance, a hound bayed, and then another and another. “They’re after me!” Juan blurted, his
blunt-featured face going as pale asit could.

“After dl of us” Francisco said sensibly.

Although Victor suspected they were after him in particular, he didn’t say so. It might darm hisnew
companions, or they might decide he was lying. They were runaway daves, after dl. People trying to hold
on to an expensive investment had good reason to hunt them with dogs. Why would anyone do such a
thing to awhite man, though?

The French had their reasons. Victor knew that too well. Mentioning those reasons struck him as unwise.
Francisco, Juan, and Blaise might decide they could sell him to the French for their liberty. They might
proveright, too.

Amazing how many people couldn’t keep their mouths shut, even when their lives depended onit. Victor
had never had that trouble, anyhow. “Well, we have to get away, no matter whom they’ re chasing,” he
sad.

“Easy to say,” Blaisereplied. “Not so easy to do.” Asif to back him up, the hounds bayed again, on a
different, more excited note. “ They have our scent.”

“Best thing to do, then, isto make surethey don't keep it,” Victor said.

“Herethereiswater,” Juan said. “Thismakesit harder for them. But harder isonly harder, si?” He
sounded worried.

“Let them come,” Victor said. The runaway daves stared a him. He pulled asmdll leather pouch and an
even smaller bottle from alarger pouch on hisbelt. Sprinkling fine black powder from the small pouch, he
explained, “Thisisground pepper.” He aso dabbed afew drops from the bottle on the ground and the
nearby leaves.

“And that?’ Francisco asked.

“That isthe gal from the snake called the lancehead,” Victor said. “Dogsdo not likeit.” He'd committed
aserious understatement.

Francisco and Juan might not have understood how large the understatement was. Blaise did. The Negro
burgt out laughing. Then hetook Victor Raddliff’ sfacein histwo large hands and kissed him first on the
right cheek, then on the l&ft. Sure enough, he’' d had a French magter.

“And now,” he said, “we should get out of here. We will know when the hounds are. ..confused.”

“We'd better,” Juan said.



They hurried off to the north. The dogs howls grew louder no matter how they hurried—four legs moved
fagter than two. Before too long, though, the hunting howls changed without warning to sudden, frantic
yips. All the runaways laughed then. Blaise kissed Victor again. Victor could have done without the
familiarity, but found he couldn’t blame the black man for it.

Roland Kersauzon rode down to the coast to see how the muster was going. Cosquer might have
belonged to a different world. Roland hadn’t seen the seafor years, or missed it. He was, and was proud
to be, aman of Atlantis, not one who looked back to Europe. He' d never been to Europe, nor did he
careto go there.

When he got to the coastal settlement, he found anew reason to be unhappy. At the quays, dong with
ships from France and Spain and Portugal and their settlementsin Atlantis and on the Terranovan
mainland farther west, lay others from England and from her Atlantean colonies. War declared? No one
in Cosguer worried about that, not when there was money to be made.

In high dudgeon, Roland repaired to the harbormaster’ s office. “War? Y es, indeed. A greet pity,” that
worthy declared. “Would you carefor acigar, Monsieur ?’

“No, thank you,” Roland said icily. He had his vices, but pipeweed wasn't one of them. “1 would careto
know, however, why we tolerate ships of the enemy. For al you know, they arefull of spies”

“Oh, | doubt it, mon vieux,” the harbormaster replied. Helit hisown cigar at acandle, then puffed out a
cloud of aromatic smoke. “What would they need to learn of our city that they do not aready know?’

“How many troops we havein it, how many ships of war, the state of our shore batteries...| could go
on.” Roland Kersauzon scowled at the lackadaisical officid. “I am charged with defending the settlements
and with carrying the war to the enemy in the north. How can | do that, pray tdll, if he learns everything
we aim to do beforewe do it?’

The harbormaster et fly with more cigar smoke. “Forgive me, but | think you are getting excited over
nothing—it could be over lessthan nothing. If they want to fight in Europe, they are welcometo. But why
should that foolishness trouble us, en? Bad for trade, leaves hard fedings, and doesn't redly settle
anything anyhow. They'll just fight another stupid war in twenty years timeto fix up what they didn’t get
right thisgo-round.”

Roland had the uneasy feding that that might be so. Nevertheless, he said, “1 am charged with doing as
well as| can thistime. That means seizing enemy shipsin the harbor and preventing them from sailing to

enemy ports”

“But it will cause such adisruption!” the harbormaster protested. “ And the English will only do the same
to our ships, so what do we gain?’

“Itisanecessary military measure,” Roland said. “Seeto it at once.”
“Andif | refuse?’ the harbormaster asked.

“I have the authority to demand your obedience,” Roland Kersauzon said softly. Perhaps because he
didn’t shout and carry on, the harbormaster looked stubborn and shook his head. With asigh,
Kersauzon drew one of theflintlock pistols he wore on his belt. The click when he cocked it filled the
harbormaster’ s office. The man’s eyes crossed fearfully as he stared down the bore of the weapon,
which could not missfrom arange of lessthan ayard. Still in alow voice, Roland continued, “And | will



blow your stupid head off if you give me any more back talk. Is that plain enough for you?’
“You areamadman!” the harbormaster gasped, sweat Sarting out on hisface.

“Very much a your service, Sir,” Roland said with apolite nod. “I am aso a patriot. Can you say the
same?’

“But of course!” With that pistol amed an inch above the bridge of his nose, the harbormaster would as
readily have confessed to being a Chinaman. “In the name of God, put up your gun!”

“Andwill | seeactionif | do?” Roland amended hiswords: “ Action of the proper sort, | should say? Not
foolishness. If you summon someone and try to have me arrested, he will be sorry and you will be sorrier.
Do you understand? And, even more to the point, do you believe me?’

“Oui, Monsieur,” the harbormaster choked out. “ The pistol ismost persuasive.”

“| thought it might be. That is one of thereasons| carry it,” Roland said complacently. He svung the
flintlock aside and eased the hammer down. “Very well. No duress. Let’s see how you do now.”

The harbormaster didn’t disappoint him. The functionary exploded into motion, shouting and waving his
arms. Roland Kersauzon followed him to make sure al the shouting wasto the point. It was. People
stared at the harbormaster—he probably hadn’t moved so fast in years. But, once they stopped staring,
they did what he said. They did it with more enthusiasm than he seemed to expect, too. They svarmed
aboard one ship from England or English Atlantis after another.

If they did some private pillaging while they were aboard, Roland intended to lose no deep over it. This
waswar. And if he had to remind people what that meant, well, hewould.

Victor Raddliff stared in dismay through the screening of fernsto the ford ahead. The French soldiersat
the ford had no idea he and the three runaways were there. But the soldiers' presence was what
dismayed him.

“Y ou said no soldados thistime.” Francisco didn’t sound happy with him.
“I didn’t think therewould be,” Victor answered.
“You say no soldats last time, too.” Blaise used bad French instead of bad Spanish.

“I didn’t think they’ d be there, either, dammit,” Radcliff said. “ They never are. Except now. Something's
happened.”

“S. We happen,” Juan said.

“No, no, no.” Victor shook his head. “We aren’t important enough to cause dl this. We shook the ones
on our trail awhile ago now. These buggers shouldn’'t have any ideawe re around, but they’ re here
anyway. I’'m as surprised as my greet-grandfather.”

“Isthat asaying in your language?’ Blaise asked. “What doesit mean?’

“Not asaying in my language. A sayingin my family,” Victor replied. “My gregat-grandfather was the man
who took Avalon away from the pirates along time ago.”

“Ah. Avaon. | know of Avalon,” Juan said. Blaise nodded. Francisco didn't, but it didn’t matter for the



sake of the story.

“One of the pirate chiefs was my great-grandfather’ s cousin,” Victor went on. “My ancestor killed him,
but brought his daughter back to New Hastings. She was only a child, so why not? She grew up. She
married. She had children of her own. And one day, more than twenty years later, she went up to
Hanover—it was gill cdled Stuart back then—and she called on my great-grandfather. Hewas old and
rich by then, and glad to see her...till she pulled out apistol and shot him dead.”

He spoke amixture of Spanish and French, to give them dl achanceto follow. And they did, well
enough. They laughed—not too loud, because the soldiers weren't far away. “As surprised as your
great-grandfather,” Blaise agreed. “What did they do to the pirate’ s daughter?’

“Tothe pirate’ s daughter? They hanged her. Ethel’slast wordswere, ‘| told him | would pay him back,
and | did.” We're pigheaded, we Radcliffs.” Victor spoke not without pride.

Juan had amore practical question: “ Are you stubborn enough to know another ford? Or do we build a
raft to get across?’

Victor pointed toward the Green Ridge Mountains. “There is another one, about half aday’ stravel west.
It means more doubling back to get you to settled country and properly set up asfreemen, but...” He
spread his hands.

“Wego,” Blasesaid. Theblack plainly led the runaways. Neither copperskin argued with him.

Not many men knew about the more distant ford—fewer on the French sde than on the English, Victor
judged. What he and his companions would do if it was garrisoned, too. .. he would worry about then.
He d never been one to borrow trouble. He found enough as things were. Most people did.

The sun was sinking in the west when they found the ford. They scouted it with unusua care, but no
French troops seemed anywhere close by. Victor crossed firdt, hisfirearms above his head to keep them
dry. The runaways followed through the wai st-deep water.

They'd al come out dripping onto the north bank when an English voice shouted, “Hold it right there, or
we' Il ventilate you!” Several men with bayoneted muskets emerged from the undergrowth.

“I've never seen soldiers here before!” Victor exclaimed, also in English.

“Y ou bloody clot! Don’'t you know there’ sawar on?’ a sergeant demanded. He sounded tough but not
unfriendly: Victor’s accent disarmed him.

A war! Victor blinked. “Now that you mentionit,” hesad, “no.”

XVII

At Roland Kersauzon's order, French soldiers had seized a bridge over the Erdre, the river that formed
the border between the French and English settlements (the English called it the Stour). They had to fight
abrisk little skirmish to do it. Had they moved a couple of days later, enough enemy soldiers might have
come south to forestall them.

“Do you see?” Roland said to anyone who would listen. “Thereis alesson here. Speed counts. Even a
small delay, and the English would hold a bridgehead on our soil, not the other way round.”

Because he commanded the army, the other officers—and the sergeants, and the cooks, and the grooms,
and anybody € se who chanced to be within earshot—couldn’t smply walk away from him. They had to



listen to hiswords of wisdom. Some of them had to listen severd times. He repeated himsalf without
shame: most of thetime, without noticing he was doing it.

Supply wagonsrolled up from Cosguer and from Nouveau Redon. In days gone by, hunting could have
kept agood part of the army fed. So old men inssted their fathers had told them, anyhow. But no one
had seen ahonker near the coast for many years. Oil thrushes hadn’t vanished, but they were getting
scarce, too. Even more ordinary ducks and geese had been heavily hunted.

And so Roland and his soldiers ate sausages and smoked pork and onions and hard cheese and biscuits
baked amost hard enough to keep weevils out of them. They washed down the unappetizing food with
vin trés ordinaire, and with beer that wasn't much better. Some of them drank from the Erdre instead.
Roland discouraged that; it was more likdly to lead to aflux of the bowels.

“There aretowns upstream,” he reminded the men—and reminded them, and reminded them. “Where do
you think they empty their chamber pots? Into theriver, naturellement. We ought to call it the Merdre,
not the Erdre.”

Hewasinordinatdy fond of the pun. Others who heard it smiled widedly thefirst time, smiled politely the
second time, and stopped smiling after that. Roland, who didn’t keep track of who'd heard it and who
hadn’t, found his subordinates sadly lacking in a sense of humor.

Two drummer boys beat out a brisk tattoo as the main French force followed the skirmishers across the
Erdre and into English territory. Roland K ersauzon rode across on awhite horse. If aman was going to
lead an army, he needed to be seen leading it. So thought Roland, aong with every other European
commander of the eighteenth century.

He paid aprice. The gold braid and epaulets on his blue velvet jacket weighed dmost asmuch asa
back-and-breast of days gone by. More gold braid ornamented and weighed down histricorn. The hat
did shield hiseyesfrom the sun, but it was heavy enough to make his neck sore. He sighed with relief
every time hetook it off.

He could have doffed it any time he chose. No one would have doubted who led the French settlers. He
could have, but he didn’t. He was as stern with himself as he was with the men in his charge.

They marched on, leaving agarrison at the bridge to make sure the English didn’t nip in behind them and
takeit away. Roland felt very grand and martid. His soldiers seized livestock and suppliesfrom thefarms
they passed. The army would eat better because of it.

Scouts rodein front of the main force. Kersauzon didn’t want to get taken by surprise. He' d known for
yearsthat Englishmen weren't to be trusted. He didn’t care to have them prove it againgt hisarmy.

And s0, when asharp racket of musketry rang out up ahead, he called to the buglers. “Blow form line of
battle. Then blow advance on the foe.”

The horn calsrang out. The gap between the first and the second stretched longer than Roland would
have liked. The French force wasless thoroughly drilled than it might have been. Garrisonsfrom severa
towns had been melded together to make an attacking force. They were brave enough—Kersauzon had
no doubts about that—but they hadn’t marched side by side for years. They’ d be veterans by thetime
this campaign ended, but they weren’t yet.

Roland rode forward with the advancing infantry to see what the trouble was. He didn’t need long. The
English had picked a spot where trees came close to the road on both sides and run up a barricade of
logs and bouldersthere. They were shooting from behind it, which let ahandful of men thwart amuch



larger number. Roland didn’t think that was sporting, but the English settlers doubtless didn’t care.

“Wewill givethem afew volleysfrom thefront,” he said. “While we keep them busy, we will send men
into the woods to either side. Once they flank the enemy out of his position, wewill tear down the
barricade and resume our advance.”

He' d never commanded troops in battle before. Everything seemed bright and clear and obvious. He
gave his orders with confidence. The soldiers eagerly obeyed. Confidence in aleader brought out
confidencein hismen.

His men approached the barricade. A couple of English settlers popped up and fired at them. One bullet
missed. The other grazed asoldier in theleg. He had to fal out, but called to his comrades asthey
marched past: “Go on! Go get them! Don’t worry—I’1l be with you again soon!”

They moved to within Sixty yards or so: close enough for adecisive volley. Then two blunt, ugly little
cannon muzzles poked through cunningly concedled openings among the logs. They were three-pounders:
light field guns that could keep up with cavary on any reasonable ground.

A man cried out in English. Both guns belched fire and smoke &t the sametime. They aso belched
canister. At that range, they couldn’t have missed if they tried. Men from thefirst three or four rows of
French settlersfdl asif scythed. The ones il standing looked around in surprise, asif wondering where
their friends had gone. Some of them shot at the enemy. Most were too startled or too appalled.

Roland Kersauzon was appalled, too. A man who stopped canister at close range wasn't picturesquely
wounded, as the man pinked by amusket ball had been. He was blown to rags, to bloody fragments a
butcher’ s shop would have been ashamed to sell. And, no matter how mutilated he was, he didn’t aways
dieright away. The shrieks from maimed soldiers chilled the blood.

“Where are our cannon, Monsieur ?” alieutenant asked.

“They’ re coming up,” Roland said unhappily. Theline of march had got longer than it should have. He
hadn’t tightened up, for he hadn’t expected to do any serious fighting for awhile. There was another
lesson: if you didn’t act asif abattle might break out any second, you were making amistake.

And that one had a corollary. Mistakesin wartime could be fatd. This one had been, for too many of his
men. Only luck none of those lead ballstore into his own belly or smashed his skull.

“What do we do now, Monsieur 7’ the lieutenant asked. “ Shdl we charge the barricade while they
reload?’

Too late, Roland learned caution. He shook hishead. “No. If they have another gun waiting, they’ |l
murder us.” Heturned to the bugler. “Blow fall back.”

Although that horn call was't particularly mournful in and of itself, it seemed so to Kersauzon because of
what it ordered. Fall back the French settlers did, dragging their wounded with them. Dead men and
pieces of men lay wherethey’ d fdlen. The hot iron stink of blood fouled the air.

Would the English come out to attack? Would their cannon start firing roundshot, which could kill from
much farther than canister? Whatever they did, they wouldn’t enjoy it for long. Once the outflankers got
behind them, they would have athintime of it.

The lieutenant pointed at the barricade. “ Monsieur, | believethey’re pulling out!”

Roland raised aspyglassto hiseyes. Like aship captain’sglass, or an astronomer’s, it inverted the image



while magnifying it. Sure enough, the glimpses of enemy soldiersthe barrier gave him showed they were
withdrawing. Either they were cowards or (more likely, he decided with regret) they’ d figured out his
plan and wouldn’t wait around to be trapped.

“Sothey are,” Roland said heavily. “Well, we can let them go—thistime. Then we'll tear down the
barrier and advance again. W€ |l be more careful from now on.” 1’1l be more careful from now on, he
meant. The young lieutenant politely nodded.

Oncein English Atlantis, Juan and Francisco went their own way. Francisco talked of traveling overland
to Avaon and then crossing the Hesperian Gulf and going back to Terranova. How he would find his
own clan again, Victor Radcliff had no idea. He was welcometo try, though.

Juan smply wandered off. Maybe he went looking for his own folk, too. Maybe he just went looking for
work or awoman or whiskey or whatever else he might want. He was afree man here.

So was Blaise, but he seemed inclined to stick with Victor. “Y ou do interesting things, Monsieur,” he
sadin hisoddly accented French. 1 think | do more interesting things myself with you than without you.”

Victor had never had—and never wanted—a body servant. He couldn’t very well tell the Negro that
staying with him was pointless, because he' d be spending so much time in the woods. Blaise could take
care of himsdf there, at least aswel asVictor and maybe better. And o... Victor found himsdlf stuck.

Hisfiancée thought it was funny. Margaret Dandridge was alevel-headed girl from aNew Hastings
trading family. “He svery sweet,” shetold Victor. “And he' s sharp—he saready starting to pick up
English”

“I know,” Victor answered. “He slearning to shoot, too. They wouldn't et him do that while hewasa
dave. HE sgood at it. | think he'd be good at anything he turned his hand to.”

“Y ou're lucky to have him, then,” Meg said.

“| suppose s0.” Victor didn’'t sound so sure. After amoment’ s hesitation, he explained why: “Do | have
him, or does he have me?’

He had plenty of other thingsto worry about. No onein the English settlements had looked for the
French settlers to move so aggressively after war broke out. An English army was supposed to be on the
way across the sea. Everyone had thought the French would do the same, so forces from the two mother
countriesfought it out.

But Roland Kersauzon had other ideas. English Atlantis had to dance to histune, one way or another.
Either the settlers had to recruit forces of their own, or they had to yield to Kersauzon without fighting
and hope the professonas from the home idand could rescue them.

They recruited, of course. Every farmer with ashotgun for bagging ducks and driving off wild dogs, every
backwoodsman with arifle, made alikely soldier. The men who joined on their own or were dragooned
into the service of crown and settlements got green coats of severd different shades, some of cotton,
more of linen—cotton came from the French and Spanish south.

Because he was an experienced backwoodsman—and because he was a Radcliff—Victor acquired a
magjor’scommission, with gilt epaul ets on the shoulders of hisgreen coat. He didn't particularly like the
emblems of hisrank; they made him abetter target. No one wanted to listen to him, so he wore the
epauletsin camp. When he got to thefield, he could take them off.



Somehow, Blaise acquired a sergeant’ s stripes. He wore them proudly. Victor hadn’t asked for any rank
for him. Maybe he got it by magic. Maybe he knew which palmsto grease, though he had preciouslittle
money for greasing.

Victor thought the Negro' s new status would cause trouble, and it did. A hulking young man named
AeneasHand told him, “I’ll be damned if | let alousy nigger order me around.”

Blaise was there to hear that. He tapped Hand on the shoulder. “ Y ou no like?’ he asked in English
flavored by both French and his African birthspeech—he was aquick study.

“No, | don't.” The white man—who had perhaps four inches and forty pounds on Blaise—set himsdlf.
His hard hands baled into fists. “What are you going to do about it, you turd-colored monkey?’

Flat-footed, without changing expression or even seeming very interested, Blaise kicked himin the
crotch. Aeneas Hand let out astartled grunt and folded up like aclasp knife. Blaise kicked him again, this
timein the pit of the ssomach. Hand couldn’t have fought back after thefirst disaster. The second left him
on the ground, desperately struggling to breathe. Blaise kicked him one moretime, in the Sde of the

head. Hand went limp.

“Did you kill him?’ Victor asked.

“Nah.” The Negro shook his head. He hadn’t even broken a swesat. He continued in French: “ Throw
water on him. He wake up. Head hurt two, three days, same with ballsand belly.” He looked down at
Aeneas Hand. “What he call me?| don't understand it.”

“Never mind,” Victor said in the same language. “If you knew, you would have killed him.”

A couple of other recruits came over to stare at their falen comrade. “ Godalmighty!” one of them said.
“What happened to him?”’

“He offended the sergeant here.” Victor pointed to Blaise. “And he found out that wasn't such agood
idea, didn’t he?’

“Suredid.” The man looked from Aeneas Hand to Blaise and back again. “ Offended him, did he?If he
realy went and got him mad, | reckon he'd bein pieces.”

“Wouldn't be surprised,” Victor Radcliff agreed. “ Fetch apail of water and souse Aeneaswithit. He's
learned alesson. | hope nobody e sein this company hasto.”

Hand had begun to tir by the time the water cascaded over him. Sure enough, it revived him. Blearily, he
looked up at Blaise. “Youdon't fight fair,” he said.

“Fight fair? Fight fair?” That startled the black man out of English and into profane French: “ Sacre
merde!” Blaise thought for amoment before going on, in English again, “Youright. | nofight fair. | fight, |
win. Only way to fight. | sergeant.” He tapped his stripes. “Y ou messme again, | kill you. Understand?’

Aeneas Hand nodded, then winced and looked asif he wished he hadn’t. Water dripped off his chin and
from the end of his pointed nose. “Reckon | do.”

“Reckon | do, what?" Blaise touched the chevrons again.
“Reckon | do, Sergeant,” the big recruit alowed.
“Good.” Blaise dlowed himsdf asmile. He reached down and hauled Hand upright. “\We get on now.”



And they did. Having been so thoroughly beaten, Aeneas Hand spread the word that Blai se was sudden
death ontwo legs. A couple of smaller incidents with other recruits did nothing to show he was wrong.
Victor Radcliff began to wonder whether he or his man would have worn the epaulets had Blaise been
born with awhite skin.

Gravediggers spadestore into the soft brown earth. Dirt thudding on dirt had an ominoudy final sound.
Roland Kersauzon watched as a priest gabbled quick Latin over the shrouded corpse, then jumped
away. A sickly-sweset stench rose from the body. It wasn't because the young soldier had stayed
unburied too long; he' d died that night, only afew hours before this dawn. But smalpox had its own
fetor.

Roland muttered to himsalf. Too many soldierswere dying of smallpox and meades. Men who grew up
on farms out in the countryside and spent their lives alone in the woods missed the diseasesin childhood,
when they were most often milder. Catch them then and you wereimmune forever after. Catch them as
an adult...

He rubbed his arm. He had smallpox scars there, but nowhere else. He' d missed the sickness as a boy
himself. He' d been inoculated with it at Nouveau Redon and taken alight case. Now he was asimmune
asif he' d been through aharsh bout caught by accident.

Inoculation had come to the French settlements from the English, to Atlantis from England, and to
England, he' d heard, from Turkey. He wondered how widdly it was practiced in English territory here.
Were the English settlements’ recruitsless likely than his own men to come down sick? He hoped
not—that could decide who won thewar.

The gravediggers tipped the corpse into the hole they’ d made. Both of them had smallpox-dagged faces,
they feared no contagion. The priest was unmarked. No wonder he didn’t want to stay by the body a
moment longer than he had to. But a dying man, or adead one, needed a hope of heaven. If apriest
wouldn’t shrive him, he/ d surdly go to hdll instead.

If apriest died after shriving afew men, what then?

Then you find another priest, Roland thought, with luck a man who carries the scars on his own
face. That would be more...economica. Till thismoment, Kersauzon had never thought of priestsas
expendable munitions of war, but they were. That they were dso other things didn’t mean they weren't.

A veteran sergeant—one who bore the marks on his face—came up to Roland and saluted. Voice as
mechanica as an artisan’ sautomaton, he said, “Monsieur, I'm sorry to have to report to you that in my
company adone we have another haf adozen sick. Two of them, | fear, aren’t at al well.”

If aveteran sergeant said something like that, the priest would perform his office again before long.
“Nomd un nom!” Roland burst out. “ So many, and just from your company?’

“Oui, Monsieur.” Who would have imagined the underofficer’ s voice could become even more
colorlessthan it was dready?

“And other companieswill be reporting smilar caamities?” Kersauzon perssted.
“If they are honegt, | think they will.”

“How areweto go forward with so much sickness?’



The sergeant didn’t answer that, not in words. His eyebrows said, You' re the commander. Why are
you troubling me with that? It’s your worry. And it was. Kersauzon sighed. “ Thank you for letting me
know. You'redismissed.” He received another precisaly machined salute, and the underofficer made his
exit.

Other sergeants and lieutenants did report sicknessin their men. One lieutenant reported himsalf unwell.
The hectic flush on hisface and abright glitter in his eye said he’ d be worse before long. Roland said
nothing of that past telling him to lie down and take it easy.

“But we' rein English territory, Mongieur,” the young officer protested. “We should move forward.”

“Wewill—inawhile,” Roland said. “But we need to have a hedthy army if we areto fight with any hope
of victory, n’ est-ce pas?”

“Qui,” thelieutenant said, and argued no more.

More and more reportscamein. “Thisisadisaster!” Kersauzon cried. He' d expected the bloody flux
among hismen. But so many casudties from smallpox and meadestook him by surprise.

The corpora who' d brought the latest word of men down with smallpox—and of others afraid to get
anywhere near them—shrugged then. The marks on his face said he’ d been through the disease and
come out the other side. “I1t' swar, Monsieur,” hereplied.

“Butif | attack now, it will belike trying to strike with abroken hand,” Roland said.

Another shrug from the corporal. “Then don't attack, Monsieur. Wait for the English to cometo you.
Chances aretheir army will have as much sickness as ours.”

Fifty yearsearlier, that assuredly would have been true. But, if the English inoculated more than hisown
sdedid, smalpox would trouble them less. And he knew they did inoculate more. The procedure had its
risks; every oncein awhile, someone came down with abad case of smalpox instead of the mild dose
that gave immunity. Mogt of thetime, though, awild case was far more dangerous.

He consoled himself by remembering that the English couldn’t inoculate for meades or fluxes of the
bowels. And not all of their soldiers would have had pus from asmallpox sore rubbed into a cut on the
arm. Somewould still catch the disease on their own. Some, yes, but how many?

Fewer than were catching it among his own troops. Roland Kersauzon was glumly sure of that. He
dismissed the corpora with more respect than he usudly gave underofficers. The man had helped him
make up his mind, which was more than that miserable lieutenant had done.

He stood on English territory. He decided he would stand for awhile, till the sickness burned through his
army and burned itsdlf out. Freetown could wait.

Victor Radcliff rodeinto New Hastings from the north. Blaise rode with him. The Negro had never
ridden ahorsetill he escaped from bondage. No one would ever mistake him for a polished equestrian
now, but he stayed on the gelding and didn’t complain about being saddlesore. . .though he did walk with
the bowlegged gait of aman with rickets.

New Hastings narrow, winding streets and half-timbered houses made Victor wonder if the Tudor age
redlly had passed away. He laughed at himsdlf as that went through his mind. The town was older than
the Tudors; itsfounding lay in Plantagenet times. Plantagenets, Tudors, Stuarts—all gone. New Hastings



went on.
“English ships, they come?’ Blaise asked.
“That’ swhat the semaphore said,” Victor answered. “Word passed from fishing boats still out to sea.”

“It isclever, the semaphore.” Blaise lapsed into French to say that, and went on in the same language: “In
Africa, we havefiresthat go from hill to hill to pass messages”

“Beaconfires” Victor saidin English.

“Beacon fires.” Blaise repested the phrase. “1 remember.” And he would, too. “But the semaphore, it is
better than the beacon fires. It can say more of things.”

“Jugt more things,” Victor told him.
“Morethings” Blaise dso said that again. He shrugged. “It isa peculiar language, English.”

Victor found French and Spanish peculiar when they differed from the tongue he’ d grown up speaking.
To what strange African language was Blai se comparing English? Radcliff wondered how much trouble
hewould havelearningiit.

He had more important things to worry about. Those shipswould carry English regularsto stiffen the
ranks of the raw Atlantean troops. Victor assumed the redcoats wouldn’t have to worry about the
sicknesses that had weakened the colonid force. The regularswould aready have lived through them by
now.

He and Blaise rode past the big al-planked warehouses that stood near the harbor, and then out toward
the quays. Their timing couldn’t have been better if they were on the tagein Hanover. A fird-rate
man-of-war was just tying up, with several smdler, beamier transports right behind.

“Ahoy!” Victor called to the men on the ship of theline. He descended from fishermen, but the nautical
word fdlt strange and unnatura in his mouth. “May | come aboard?’

“Who areyou?’ amate asked. He pointed at Blaise. “And who' s the monkey?’

A low growl from Blaisg sthroat said he understood that. Radcliff had hoped he wouldn’t. The Atlantean
officer answered, “1 am Mgor Victor Raddliff, of theloca militia. With meismy man, Blaise” He
stressed man more than he might have otherwise.

The mate stayed unimpressed. “ And why should the genera want to see the likes of you, eh?’
“Because hismen and ourswill be fighting the French?’ Victor suggested.

“Wel, iswill,” the mate said. But then, just before Victor might have drawn hispistal, the fellow
grudgingly nodded. “All right. | suppose you can see’im. Won't do too much’arm.”

He shouted orders. A gangplank thudded down. Victor came aboard, Blaise at his hedls. Everything
aboard the man-of-war spoke of order, discipline, restraint, confinement. At home in the wide woods of
Atlantis, Victor immediately mistrusted the atmosphere.

Behind him, Blaise muttered in hisincomprehens ble native tongue. He would have crossed from Africa
to Atlantisin the hold of adave ship. Mistrust, Radcliff redlized, was bound to be the least of what he felt
here. But for those mutters and a hooded glance toward the mate, though, Blaise held hisfedingsin
check.



“Ahh...Wheredo | find the generd?’ Victor asked.

“Lubber,” the mate muttered. Radcliff felt as offended, and as ready to punch him, as Blaise would have
if the man had said nigger in the same tone of voice. With aresigned sgh—what could one do about the
ignorant?—the mate pointed and said, “’ Is cabin’s on the poop deck, back at the stern.”

“Thank you,” Victor replied, meaning anything but.

Then the mate pointed again. *’ Ere’ e comes now, so you don’'t ’ ave to go back there. Wouldn't want
you getting lost, would we?’ Before Victor could riseto that sarcasm, the mate raised hisvoice: “Y our
Excdlency! Generd, ar! Thisofficer from the settlements’—histone, and the way he jerked histhumb at
Victor, showed he was giving him the benefit of the doubt—*would like to " ave the honor of speaking to
your Excdlency for amoment.”

“Yes, yes” Thegenerd commanding the English expeditionary force was refulgent in scarlet and gold. If
the uniform made the man, he was a made man indeed. Persondly, he was less prepossessing: about
sixty, jowly, with a pinched mouth that said he'd lost most of his teeth. When he nodded to Victor, the
wattles under his chin wobbled. “I an Mgjor General Edward Braddock. And you, Sir... 7

Victor saluted. “Mgor Victor Radcliff, your Excellency. | am pleased to welcome you to Atlantis.”

“More pleased than | am to be here, | shouldn’t wonder,” Braddock replied. “1 hoped they would give
me acommand on the Continent, but...” He shrugged, and that |oose flesh swung back and forth again.
“A man goeswhere heis ordered, not where he would. Tell me something of the French dispositions.”

“Sir, they are halted in our territory, about thirty miles below Freetown,” Victor said. No light of
intdligence kindled in the generd’ s eye, from which Victor concluded he did not know exactly where
Freetown lay. With amenta sigh, the Atlantean added agloss: “ About ahundred ten miles south of
where we are now.”

“| see.” Edward Braddock nodded, perhapsin wisdom. His next questions were cogent enough: “Why
arethey halted? Why didn’t they go on to assall this place?’

“Deserters say there' s sickness among them, your Excellency,” Victor answered.

“Ah.” Braddock nodded again. “That would come of using raw troops, wouldn’t it? Y ou needn’t worry
about my lads coming down sick, by God! If they didn’t catch the great pox—Iet aone the small—years
ago, they weren't half trying.” His chuckle held a curious mix of contempt and affection.

“Y our Excdllency, | had that very thought as | was riding down here. It should help us.”

“Indeed. W€ Il come ashore, march down to wherever it isthat the froggies got stuck in the mud, drive
them out of our settlements, and then go oninto theirs,” Braddock said. “ Should be a straightforward
enough job of work. You'll be ableto keep usvictuaed, | expect?’

“I think so, Sir.” Raddliff paused. “If | may say...” He paused again.
“Yes? WdI? Out with it, man. | don't bite,” the English officer said gruffly.

“Theonly thing | wanted to say, Sir, isthat it may not prove quite so easy asyou makeit sound,” Victor
told him. “ Atlantisis a different place from Europe.”

“Don’'t | know it!"” Braddock had said he would rather have fought on European soil. Now Radcliff saw
how true that was. Scowling, Braddock went on, “ Still and al, soldiering is soldiering. What worksin



France worksin Prussaand Russaand India. We ve seen that. | daresay it will work here, too.”

“I hope 0, your Excdllency,” Victor replied.

A horseman rode into the French encampment from the north. He shouted Roland Kersauzon’' s name.
Roland ducked out of histent. “1 am here,” he said. “What have you learned?’

Therider dismounted. A young groom led the horse away. “ English soldiers have landed at New
Hastings, gr,” therider said.

“How many? Do you know?’

“No, gr. But the rumor isthat they have agenera in command, so they are not asmall force.” The scout
gpoke fluent English, one reason Roland had chosen him. He continued, “ And the rumor is, they are
marching thisway.”

“Isit?’ Kersauzon said tonelesdy. It was arumor he would rather not have heard. “English regulars,
under agenerd?’

“Maor Genera Edward Braddock.” The scout pronounced the name with a certain somber satisfaction.
Emboldened by Roland' s silence, he pressed on: “Isit that we shal aso have soldiers coming from the
mother country?’

“Ifitis, | have heard nothing of it,” Roland replied. “1 am what we have. We arewhat we have.” At least
the man hadn’t asked whether a general was coming from France, which bespoke a certain basic
courtesy. Kersauzon redlized he' d answered the question regardiess of whether it was asked.

“What shdl we do?’ the scout asked. “ The English regulars, they are said to be men of extraordinary
discipline. Of extraordinary ferocity, aswell. How can we hope to stand against such soldiers?’

That only angered K ersauzon—angered him more, perhaps, because smilar doubtsflitted through his
own mind. “Do you piddle down your leg when you hear * An Englishman iscoming!’?’ he demanded.

“Monsieur, | should hopethat | do not,” the scout replied with dignity. “ But when many Englishmen
come, with an English mgor generd commanding them, | confess| am not dtogether easy in my mind.”

“Very well,” Roland said. It wasn't, but it also wasn't anything he could do anything about. He gestured
sharply. “You may go.” It wasn't quite You’ ve brought me bad news—get out of here, but it wasn't so
far removed from that, ether.

Reather to his surprise, the scout did remember to sdute before leaving. Thet |eft Roland there by himsdlf:
also an uncomfortable place to be. He had nothing to do but brood about what lay ahead.

Hisarmy had shown it could stand against whatever the English settlers of Atlantisthrew at it. Against
regulars from across the sea? He wasn't nearly so sure. Those men weretrained to stand in line, to load
and fire, to step forward and take their wounded or dain comrades places, and then to charge home
with the bayonet, al without regard for their own safety. Unlike them, his troops were not such fools.
They wanted to fight, yes, but they aso wanted to live.

Kersauzon scratched his chin. Whiskers rasped under his nails—aman could not stay properly shaved in
thefidd. He frowned. If he fought this Braddock’ sfight, line againgt line, what could he do but lose? But
what other kind of fight was there?



Thekind where his men’ sfighting style had the advantage and that of the English regulars did not, of
course. Put so, it seemed obvious. But how to turn an obvious abstraction into redlity?

He called the scout back.

The man came with ill grace. He was gnawing on some mest stuffed between two dices of bread: an
English fashion that seemed to be spreading. And why not? It was fast and convenient and filling. Mouth
full, the scout mumbled, “ Monsieur?”

“I wishyouto tell me of theland ahead,” Roland said. “1 am seeking a particular kind of terrain.”
After aheroic swalow and another equdly heroic bite, the scout mumbled again: “ And that would be?’

“Something on thisorder.” Roland described it as minutely as he could. “Have you seen anything like
thet?’

Another swallow. Another bite. More muffled talk—the man suddenly seemed capable of speech only
with hismouth full: “Wdl, now, Monsieur, | think | just may have.” He swalowed again, and—miracle of
miraclesl—emitted severa clear words. “When | was coming back here, you understand?’

“Yes.” Roland Kersauzon quivered with eagerness. “How far distant?’

“Not too,” the scout replied. Or so Roland thought, at any rate; the fellow was eating again. Had he
fasted dl through hismission? Would he starve to desth unless he stuffed his face with meat and bread
now?

“Not too,” Roland repeated hopefully. The scout nodded; that let him eat and communicate at the same
time, and lessened hisrisk of choking to death. Roland tried to get more out of him: “Could we establish
ourselves there—wherever this place is—before the English come acrossit?’

He' d timed things aswell as he could. He finished the question just as the scout swallowed. That didn’t
stop the man from taking another bite before answering. Roland supposed nothing short of alightning
stroke from God could have. Helooked up toward the heavens. Nothing. God might have been Badl in
the Old Testament: He was talking, or pursuing, or on ajourney, or maybe He was degping, and needed
to be awakened.

At las—and asindistinctly as ever—the scout said, “ Oui, Monsieur. | think we can do it without much
trouble”

“Good,” Roland said: and it was good. “ Then we shall.”

XVIII

M gor Genera Braddock didn’t lack for confidence. “ Once we drive the French rabble out of English
territory, we shal go on to the capture of Nouveau Redon, and then march down into the Spanish
Settlements, thus completing the conquest of Atlantisfor the Crown,” he declared at supper the evening
after hisarmy began moving south from New Hagtings.

The officerswho’ d accompanied him from England nodded. Victor Radcliff wondered whether the
distinguished major general had bothered checking amap. He was talking about marching hundreds of
miles. Presumably, he would need to leave garrisons dong the way. How many men did hethink he
would have left by the time he came to the southern tip of Atlantis?

Victor saw that the rest of the Atlantean officers were as gppalled as he was. They knew how big



Atlantiswas, whether Braddock did or not. None of them said anything, though. Radcliff thought the
march down to the border would be plenty to show the genera from across the sea he’ d underestimated
the Sze of hisnew command.

Or maybe Braddock had overestimated what his regulars could do. By Atlantean standards, they
weren't big men. One picked regiment had soldiersal over five feet seven, which was not agreat height
onthissdeof the Atlantic. The rest of the English troops ran smaller ill.

They were tough, though; no doubt about that. Their legs might not be long, but they could outmarch the
bigger Atlantean recruits. They seemed asimmuneto fatigue asthey were to fear and to smalpox. They
traded filthy jokesin haf-comprehensible dialects as they trudged dong. They took ther trade as much
for granted as fishermen or whedlwrights or glassmakers.

Braddock raised his goblet, which held afine Maderathat had crossed the ocean with him. “To the
King, to victory, and to glory!” he said.

“TotheKing, to victory, and to glory!” the assembled officers chorused. Victor Radcliff drank the toast
with everyone dse. Nothing wrong with it aslong as everything went smoothly. Even Victor thought the
rugged foot soldiers from England ought to be able to bundle the French back over the border. A
handsome victory here might let them assail Nouveau Redon. The French stronghold was said to be very
strong. If the defenders were battered and demoralized, though...Well, who could say what might

happen then?

By now, not having Blaise a his sde fdt odd. The Negro had made himsdf indispensablein ahurry. He
was off eating and drinking with other officers’ servants, and with the cooks who' d served up these
succulent beefsteaks and rib roagts. Victor wouldn't have been surprised if the servants were eating
better yet.

“Magjor Radcliff!” Braddock called.
“Yes, your Excellency?’ Victor replied, surprised at being singled out.

“I looked to be dining on honkers and other native fowl,” the Englishman said. “ That would have been
something out of the ordinary, at any rate—something | haven’t done before. Instead, we have. . . bef.
Nothing wrong with beef, mind you, but | did not crossthe seato et of it.”

“Sir, we' ve long since hunted the honkers out of these coastal didtricts,” Victor said. “Here, we are
nearly as settled as you are back on the homeidand, and our crops and livestock reflect it. We do, |
believe, have more Terranovan turkeys here than you raise in England, and we make more use of maize
aswell. But honkers? Honkers, these days, are rare anywhere east of the Green Ridge Mountains, and
less common west of the mountainsthan they were.”

“How disgppointing,” Braddock said. “1f | had to come here, | looked for athoroughly exatic clime, to
reward me with its novelty. But | find England has got here ahead of me.”

“It has, Sr,” Victor agreed. “ Perhaps, after the war iswon, you might be interested in journeying into the
interior with me. There, | promise, you will find things you would not within sight of . Paul’s”

“Perhaps | might indeed, Mgor, and | thank you for the generous offer,” Braddock said. “ One more
good reason to clean things up as quickly as ever we may.”

The march resumed at first light the next morning: one more sgn Braddock wanted to get things over with
inahurry. Y awning and grumbling profanely, the redcoats from England made up the core of the army.



Green-coated Atlanteans were good enough for scouts and vanguard and rear guard. If therewasa
battle, their place would be on the wings. Again, the English regulars would take center stage.

Farmerswaved as the soldiers marched by. They had, however, universaly taken the precaution of
driving their horses and cattle and sheep and pigs and chickens—yes, and turkeys, too—away from the
army’sline of progress. Victor wondered how they knew soldiers plundered as naturdly asthey
breathed. Eastern Atlantis had been peaceful for many, many years.

However they knew, they were right. Chattels whose owners were rash enough to leave them on display
disappeared: a chicken here, a hatchet there. And the English regulars weren't the only oneswho stole.
The Atlanteanslifted things asif they’ d been soldiering and plundering for years. Victor Radcliff didn’t
know whether they were admirable or awful.

“Some of them could have had farms dong thisroad,” he said. “Then they’ d be hiding, not stedling.”
“That'sso, M'sieu,” Blaise agreed. “But they don’t, so they aren’t.”

“Right,” Victor said. Sometimes Blaise' s English was as compressed as asemaphore sgnd. Victor
wasn't sure whether that was a defect or the sign of a profound mind.

Blaisedidn't worry about it. Asfar asVictor Radcliff could tell, Blaise didn’t worry about anything. Most
of what that proved was how little Victor realy knew the retainer who doubled as an underofficer. A
man snatched from his native land and sold into davery among strange-looking people who spoke not a
word of hislanguage.... Such aman might find athing or two to worry about. Or maybe even three.

A farmer on horseback came up from the south to report that the French army was moving again. Mgor
General Braddock took that as good news. “We shan’t have to storm their field fortifications, then,” he
sad. “That might possibly have proved tricky. If we meet them in the open, though, God hath delivered
them into our hands.” He used the old-fashioned verb form to show his confidence.

“If they had fidldworks, your Excdllency, why would they move out of them?” Victor asked.

“If they spent so long in one place, why would they not have built fieldworks?’ Braddock returned, and
the Atlantean had no good answer for him.

Radcliff asked the same question of Blaise afew minutes|ater. “Maybewefind out,” the black man said.
That struck Victor asmuch too likely.

“Pogitions! Postions!” Roland Kersauzon fdt like adirector putting on aplay. Unlike adirector, hehad a
cast of thousands. And, unlike adirector in acrowded little theater, he would have an audience of
thousands, too. He had to keep that audience interested and intrigued just long enough.

The English regulars and their settler dlies were coming. They’ d be here soon. His own cavary was
skirmishing with the enemy’ s Atlantean horse, holding the scouts away so they couldn’t divine what was
going on here. No onewastrying to hold back the main English force. On the contrary.

“Dressyour lines!” Roland shouted to the ranks of musketeers who took their places athwart the road.
They would stand and volley against Braddock’ s fearsome regulars for awhile. And they would pay for
it, too. He stood with them. He lacked the gall to order othersto do what he dared not do himsdlf. He
would have been safer if he'd had it. He aso would have been astranger to himself.

When he looked north, he saw acloud of dust against the sky. The redcoats and the English settlerswere



getting close, then. Wdll, good. Roland didn’t want to stand out here in the meadow under the hot sun all
day. He would have been cooler aswdl as safer in the trees behind his horribly exposed soldiers, or in
the woods to either side of the meadow.

He wondered why European generalsinssted on fighting battlesin the open. They could control their
armies better if they could see everything that was going on, true. It hardly seemed reason enough. But if
Braddock waslooking for a stand-up fight, the French settlerswould give him one...for awhile.

Pigtols banged, not very far in the distance. His horsemen were falling back against the English
Atlanteans, asthey had ordersto do. He didn’t want to stop the enemy advance: only to channel it a
little. Aslong as they kept the other Side’' s cavdry away from the woods, they were doing their job.

Horsestrotted toward him across the meadow. Those were hisriders. They waved to the musketeers as
they approached and then rode past to either side. Some of the musketeers were incautious enough to
wave back. Their sergeants screamed at them. They wouldn’t make that mistake again.

A few horsemen reined in and looked at hisforce from well out of musket range, then whedled their
mounts and rode back to the north. Those were the English Atlanteans' scouts getting alook at his
dispositions. Roland knew what he wanted to look like. But in war asin the theater, you could never be
quite sure that what the audience saw was what you wanted it to see.

Wdl, he' d know soon.

Here came the redcoats, aready deployed in line of battle, advancing to the bleat of the horn and the tap
of the drum. They woretal hats to make themselves seem bigger and more fearsome than they redly
were. Asthey drew close, though, Roland redized most of them were shorter and skinnier than the
green-clad Atlanteans who flanked them.

Aslong asthey were shooting, that wouldn’t matter. Everybody who aimed aloaded musket wasthe
same Size. But it might count againgt the English in the bayonet charge. Or, on the other hand, it might not.
The redcoats approached the field with the professional arrogance of men who knew exactly what they
were doing and had done it plenty of times before. Their matter-of -factness was daunting.

“Can we beat them, Monsieur 7’ ayoung lieutenant asked, so Roland wasn't the only one whose knees
wanted to knock.

“They think we are going to play their game,” the French commander said, more camly than hefelt. “If
wedo that, they...present certain difficulties.” They'll daughter us, he meant, and hoped the lieutenant
didn't redizeit. “Thisisthe best arrangement for doing something else, n’ est-ce pas?’

“Certainement,” the youngster replied. He kept his eyes on the steedlily advancing regulars. Histhoughts
were gtill on them, too, for he continued, “ So long asthey give usthe chanceto do something ese...”

“Yes. Solong as,” Kersauzon agreed. “Nothing inwar is certain. | would be thelast to claim anything
different. But | believe that fighting where we are, aswe are, gives usthe best chance of victory.”

The redcoats marched right into musket range. Their sergeants went on dressing their lines even then.
They could have started shooting. So could the French settlers. When the pause held, a heavyset, elderly
Englishman—he was close enough to see clearly—rode out in front of hisforce and tipped hishat in the
direction of Roland Kersauzon'sarmy. Kersauzon gravely returned the courtesy. The Englishman rode
off to one sde of the line, so as not to get in the way of hisside’ s musketry.

Bugle callsrang out: English and French. The front rank of soldiersin both armies dropped to one knee.



The second rank stooped to shoot over their heads. The third rank stood straight to fire above the heads
of the second.

“Now!” Roland K ersauzon shouted, at the same instant as his English opposite number yelled what had
to be the samething.

Firerippled across both battle lines. Smoke clouded the air. Bullets flew. Oh, how they flew! One of
them tugged at Roland’ s deeve. Another knocked the hat off his head. He caught it beforeit fell. He
needed a moment to be sure, but no, neither of those musket balls touched his tender flesh.

Not al hismen were so lucky. Somefdl and lay till. More staggered away in pain and disbelief. The
gtink of blood and that of shit from bowels pierced by bullets or loosened by feer filled the air along with
gunpowder’ s choking reek.

Having fired, the first three ranks of Frenchmen retired to reload. The next three stepped forward to take
their places. Their muskets were |oaded and ready to fire. Roland knew succeeding volleyswould by the
nature of things grow more ragged than the first two.

That was certainly true for his haf-trained troops. But the redcoats fired and reloaded, fired and
reloaded, faster than mere mortals had any business doing. They got off three volleysfor every two from
the French settlers, sometimes two for one. If the settlerstried to hold their ground much longer, the
Englishmen would either charge home with the bayonetsthat glittered at the ends of their gunsor smply
daughter them with that deadly massed musketry.

“Retreat!” Roland shouted. “Retreat!” Enough buglers still stood to amplify the command. The
Frenchmen streamed back in among the trees—those who still could.

“By Jove, we' ve got them now,” Mgor Generd Braddock said in more than alittle satisfaction. The
crash of volley after volley made his horse skittish, but he himself stayed ascam asif hewerein his
drawing room. Almost in spite of himself, Victor Radcliff wasimpressed.

And hewasimpressed at what the redcoats were doing to the French settlersin front of them. The
settlerswere brave; if they weren't, they couldn’t have stood the gaff aslong as they had. But they were
getting chewed to pieces. The training that made an English regular would have been reckoned crud if
inflicted on ahound. Onaman...But, crue or not, it worked. Theregulars ddivered their firewith a
speed and volume Victor wouldn't have believed if heweren't seeing it with hisown eyes.

Blaise saw the same thing. “ These men ugly. These men bad. But these men, they fighters” he said.

Whoops and cheers from officers and sergeants announced the French debacle. “They’ re running, the
cowardly dogs!” an underofficer shouted glesfully.

“Order the pursuit!” Braddock commanded in agreeat voice. Horns and human voices carried out his
bidding.

“Hurrah!” the soldiers shouted asthey tramped forward, still in neatly digned ranks.
And dl hell broke loose.

When volleystore into the redcoats from both flanks, they left Victor confused for amoment. The enemy
wasin front of them. The enemy was broken, wasfleging.... The enemy was, he redlized, leading them
draight into atrap. No. Had led them.



Smoke rose from the left. Smoke rose from the right. More musketry tore into the redcoats from either
side. Cannon boomed, their roar deeper than that from the flintlocks. The roundshot, enfilading the
English, toregrest holesin ther lines.

And the French settlerswho’ d volleyed with Braddock’ s regulars hadn't fled incontinently, as Victor
thought they had. Once they reached the cover that trees and ferns gave, they turned around and started
shooting again. Each man blazed away as he saw fit. It wasn't the deadly hail of bulletsagood volley
produced, which didn’'t mean it wasn't gdlling.

The French settlers dso proved to have field guns hidden in the woods to the rear of their lines. They
fired roundshot and canister. The range waslong for canister, but not too long. Regularsfell in clusters
when the showers of lead balls struck home.

“My God! We are undone!” Mgor Genera Edward Braddock sounded astonished, disbelieving. “ They
tricked us, the dirty scutsl” By the way he said it, the French settlers had no right to do any such wicked
thing.

“Can we bresk them?” Victor asked, more from duty than from hope. The veriest child could see that the
English regulars, under fire from the front and both flanks, were the ones being broken.

So could Braddock. “No, thisday isnot ours, | fear me. Best we withdraw to save what we can,
while—" He stopped, wincing, and set a hand on his prominent belly.

“Y ou’ re wounded, your Excellency!” Victor said. Sure enough, blood stained the gray vest Braddock
wore under hislong red coat.

He gtill had spirit. “Nothing serious, my dear boy, | assure you. |I—" Hewinced again. Thisbdl struck
theright Sde of hischest. “1 say! Blighters are usng me for a pincushion today.” He coughed and
grimaced and flinched. Red foam burst from his nostrils. He would die, then. No surgeon could curea
wound likethat, even if fever didn't take him after the bullet in the belly.

A musket ball gashed Victor’ s horse. The animal screamed and bucked. He fought it back under control.
Another ball drew abloody line across the back of his hand. The redcoats' lines, neat no more, were
bloodied, too. They stolidly tried to fight back. In an impossible position, bedeviled by foesthey couldn’t
see—foeswho didn’t fight the way they were used to—the undertaking was hopel ess.

“Blow retreat!” Victor shouted to the buglers. He looked around for Blaise. The Negro hadn’t fled. He
hadn’t got shot down. “Go to the other wing. Tell the buglersthere to sound retreat, too. On my orders
and General Braddock’s.”

“Sound retreat. Onyour orders. Yes, Sr.” If Blaise had any nerves, he kept them in a place where they
didn’t show. Off herode.

“I'll get you out of here, your Excellency,” Raddliff told the English generd.

“Kind of you to say so, young fellow, but | fear me I’ m donefor.” The red foam was on Braddock’ slips
now, too. “1 know somewhat of wounds. I'll not go anywherefar, not with what I’ ve caught.”

“Y our courage does you credit, Sir.” Victor could say that and mean it. Braddock faced desth with as
much equanimity as any man he' d ever seen.

He waved the praise away. “1’ ve done good fighting in my day—and some not so good, | fear, here at
theend. I'veloved alot of pretty women, too, and more than afew of them loved me back. | hoped to
be shot at amore advanced age by an outraged husband, but no man gets everything he wants.”



“Come away, please. Maybe the doctors can do you some good.” Even as Victor spoke, he knew they
couldn’t.

So did Edward Braddock. “Quacks might kill me faster, you mean. But | die fast enough without them.
Save yoursdlf, Radcliff. Pay these backwoods Frenchmen back, if you see the chance. Go on. Y our luck
won't last if you stay here. Min€ saready run dry.” He sagged in the saddle. He wouldn’t be able to sit
his horse much longer.

Tearsstung Raddliff’ seyes. “Y ou'll be avenged, your Excellency. England will be avenged.”

“Yes, yes,” Braddock said impatiently. He coughed again. Thistime, asteady stream of blood came
from his nose and dribbled out the corner of his mouth. His face was going gray.

Biting hislip, Victor turned his horse and rode back to the north. By ones and twos and in small groups,
redcoats were ssumbling out of the fight. Every so often, aman would turn and fire & what might have
been pursuers. Most of the regulars wanted nothing more than to get away.

One of them nodded at Victor in afriendly enough fashion. “Cor, them Frenchies buggered uswith a
bleedin’ pine conethistime, didn’t they?’

“Wadll...” Victor admitted what he couldn’t deny. “Yes”
“Did the generd makeit out?’ the redcoat asked.

“Afraid not. HE s got two wounds—bad ones. Belly and chest. | don't think he' Il live much longer,”
Raddiff replied.

“Blimey!” the Englishman said. “ Sowho'sin charge, then?'Y ou?’

Victor looked around. He didn’t see any officers who outranked him anywhere close by. “1 think | may
be, for now, anyhow.”

“Wdl, Mr. Atlantean, sr, wot the’ &l do we do next?’ the soldier said.

“Let’sget away from the enemy firgt,” Raddliff said. “Thenwe Il look around and see what we' ve got
left. And after that, we' Il try to decide how we can go on fighting. Or do you have a better idea? If you
do, speak up. I'd loveto hear it.”

“If you want ideas from the likes of me, things are buggered up,” the soldier said.
“Aren't they?’ Victor asked, againin al seriousness.

The redcoat laughed. “ They areindeed, sir, for fair. No, what you said sounds good enough—for
darters, anyway.”

“Yes. For sarters,” Victor agreed. “And that’ s about where we are now, isn't it? Starting from the
beginning, | mean.”

“Oh, no, sir,” the Englishman said. “ After wot ’ appened to us, we d better sart before that, en?’

Victor only wished he could say the man waswrong.

Ravens and vultures spiraed down out of the sky to feast on the dead. The ravens didn’t mind pecking at



the dying, ether, though the vultures shunned anything that till moved. Roland Kersauzon had seen
plenty of dead and dying men before, but never so many all in one place. Quantity, he discovered, had a
quality dl itsown.

Then ared-crested eagle struck at one of his men walking over the battlefield and badly wounded him.
Roland had thought the enormous birds of prey were gone from eastern Atlantis, but evidently not. He
wondered what they ate with honkers hunted nearly to extinction hereabouts. Thisone, plainly, wanted to
eat man’ sflesh. It fought with wings and besak and talons and furious screecheswhen his soldierstried to
driveit from its screaming victim. One of them finally knocked it over the head.

Stretcher bearers carried the injured man back to the surgeons. His shrieks would go unnoticed there
among so many others. Roland had to make himsdlf go watch the medicos a work and comfort men as
they endured bullet probings and amputations with nothing to dull the pain but aleather strap to bite on
or, if they were lucky, adug of rum.

“Why did you comeat dl, Monsieur 7’ one of the surgeons asked. The man’s leather gpron wasll
bloody. So were hisarms, to the elbows. He sounded genuinely puzzled as he continued, “ The rest of us
are here because we have no choice.”

“Yes, | understand.” Roland fought not to wrinkle his nose against the butcher’ s reek of blood. Hiswave
took in the charnd house and the rest of thefidd. “But dl thisismy responsihility. I'm glad to accept the
victory, but how can | without seeing whet it costs?’

“Bdieveme, Monsieur, most commanders have no trouble whatever,” the surgeon said. Along with two
burly aides, he went on to the next wounded man. “Hold him tight, boys” hetold them. “Can’t let him
run away while we ply our trade, en?’

The soldier screamed. How could he help it, when an iron probe penetrated his pierced flesh? Roland
turned away, working hard to control hisface and his ssomach.

Hewas relieved when ajunior officer came up to him. That gave him something to think about besides
auffering. “Excuse me, Sir,” the lieutenant said, “but the English prisoners wish to know what isto be done
withthem.”

“I will talk to them,” Kersauzon said. “My Englishisnot of the bet, but it will serve. And some of them,
it may be, will know alittle French.”

“Yes, that isso,” the lieutenant replied. He took Roland to the prisoners, who looked as gpprehensive as
the French commander would have in their boots. Since those boots were finer than the onesalot of his
soldiers had, the redcoats probably counted themselves lucky to be wearing them ill. Some of the
Englishmen stood in their stocking feet, so they’ d dready met plunderers.

“Youaresafe,” Roland told them in hisrusty English. “Y our lives are safe. Y ou will not be armed.....uh,
harmed.”

“Will you parole us, Sir?” asked aman whaose chevrons proclaimed him a sergeant.

“Y ou will agree not to fight again until exchanged?’ Kersauzon asked, fird in hislanguage and theniin
theirs. Sure enough, afew English soldiers did spegk French. They trandated for the others. Inside of haf
aminute, al the prisonerswere nodding eagerly.

“Wewill, ir,” the sergeant said, “and thank you for the handsome offer.”

Roland wondered whether he ought to hold some of them as hostages, to make sure the rest kept their



word. He decided that would give the redcoats ideas they didn’t need. They were professionds; they
had honor.

“Youwill giveyour parolesto my men in charge of recelving them.” Roland resolved to gppoint such men
as soon as he | eft the prisoners. “ Then you may go north, if that iswhat you desire.” He knew his English
was stilted, but it served.

“Can we get back what your men stole from us when we surrendered?’ That sergeant, like any good
underofficer, was aways|ooking to turn aninch into amile,

But Kersauzon shook his head. “Bejoyous—uh, be thankful—they did not hit you on the head. Did you
never plunder afoe?’

“Who, me, your Excellency? Oh, | might have done that atime or two.” The sergeant didn’t waste breath
denying it. Roland Kersauzon would have called him aliar if he had. With agrin, the saucy fellow went
on, “Couldn’t hurt to ask.”

“Nor help.” Roland turned away.

Before long, the redcoats were giving their names to the French settlers Roland chose to take them. The
military clerks wrote the names on paper borrowed from the bookkeeper over his protests. The few
Englishmen who could write signed their names beside the transcriptions. The rest made their marks.
Then, ill showing the formidable disciplinethey’ d displayed in battle, they marched away, heads high,
backs straight. By their pride, they might have won.

“What will you do now, Monsieur ?” one of the clerks asked. “Will you go into Freetown? With their
army shattered, the English can hardly stand againgt us.”

Part of Roland thought he ought to do exactly that. The enemy would be dismayed and disorganized. But
he was dismayed and disorganized himsdalf. The sight of ared battlefield would do that to anyone. And
hisown force, if not dismayed, was aso disorganized. The men who' d volleyed with the redcoats had
fdlen in windrows. The English might be good at only one kind of warfare, but they were monstroudy
good at that.

And so Roland temporized. “First we shal bury the dead—ours and theirs. When that isdone, | shall
decide whereto go next.”

“Oui, Monsieur.” Theclerk didn’t argue. He even explained why: *Y ou beet them. Y ou showed you
know what you are doing.”

Bodies thudded into long trenches, some for the French settlers, othersfor the redcoats and English
settlers. Priests read prayers above them. Maybe even the enemy heretics, or some of them, would reach
purgatory and not burn forever in hell. Kersauzon hoped so, anyhow.

He ordered Mg or General Braddock buried in agrave of his own, and had awooden marker with
Braddock’ s name set over it. Even when caught in atrap, the English commander had fought gallantly.
Hiswounds were at the front, as befit a brave man.

After that...After that, Roland ordered the army to camp for rest and recuperation. He il stood in
English-settled territory. His own settlers had smashed English professionas. He was satified for thetime
being.

One of hislieutenantswas not. “ Monsieur, do you know what Hannibal’ s aide told him when he did not
march on Rome as soon as he beet the legions at Cannag”?’



“No,” Roland replied, “but | suspect you are about to tell me.”

Ignoring the sarcasm, the junior officer nodded. “He said, Y ou know how to win avictory, but not what
todowithit.”

Roland only laughed. 1 will take the chance. And | will say to you that Freetown is hardly Rome. We do
not win the war by taking it, and we do not lose the war if we leave it in English handsfor awhile.”

“We cannot go farther whilethe English hold it,” the lieutenant said stubbornly. “New Hastings,
Hanover...”

“They arefar away. Onething a atime,” Roland said. The lieutenant Sighed, but he didn’t argue any
more.

Victor Radcliff found having the paroled redcoats back in Hanover caused more trouble than it solved.
They knew they wouldn'’t be fighting any more for awhile, and jeered at their comrades who' d escaped
without getting captured. Severd figtfightsfollowed in short order.

Sending the paroled men north solved some of the problem, but only some. The Englishmen who
remained under ams till seethed with resentment. Aslong asthey dl shared the samerisks, no one
thought anything of it. When some did while others didn’t, thelesslucky ones naturdly didiked theidea
of marching into bettle while their friends stayed away.

The mereidea of parole bewildered Blaise. “No one hasto feed prisonersthisway,” Victor explained.
“When we capture French soldiers, we'll send them back under parole and put alike number of our men
into thearmy again.”

“Why not put them in now?’ Blaise asked. “ The French, they don’t know.”

“If they recapture a paroled man who isn't properly exchanged, they can shoot him,” Victor replied. “It's
aquestion of honor, too.”

“What ishonor?’ Blaise asked.

Victor thought of Falgtaff in Henry 1V, Part 1. What is honor? a word. What is that word, honor? Air.
A trimreckoning! Who hath it? he that died 0’ Wednesday. Doth he fedl it? No. Doth he hear it?
No. It isinsensible then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live with the living? No. Why? Detraction
will not suffer it. Therefore I’ll none of it: honor is a mere scutcheon; and so ends my catechism.

That would be more than Blaise needed to know, and in the wrong spirit, too. Victor tried adifferent
approach: “Honor is keeping promises, even if keeping them isn’t to your advantage. If both Sdesina
fight have honor, they can trust each other to follow the rules of war. It meanswe trest prisoners and
enemy civilianswell, knowing the enemy will do the same.”

Blaise scratched thetightly curling hair on top of hishead. “Y ou and the French do this?’ he asked.
“Wedo,” Victor said, not without pride.
“Y ou are both mad, then,” Blaise declared.

“It could bethat you areright.” Raddliff fel into French, in which tongue the Negro was still more fluent.
“But if we are both mad the same way, it makes fighting the war easier for the hel plesswithout changing



who winsor loses.”

“Honh,” Blaise said, a sound wordless but eloquent in its skepticism. “ Prisoners the French take,
prisoners you take, you should sl for daves.”

That shocked Victor. “Wedon't endave whites!” he exclamed.

“I' know. Y ou should. Then you would know more about davery than you do,” Blaisereplied, till in
French. “The man holding the whip, he thinks one thing. The man tasting the whip, he thinks maybe
something dse”

“You areafreeman here,” Victor said in English, reminding the Negro he' d come out of French-held
territory. If davery paid more up herein theland of wheat and maize and lumber, it might have caught on
better in English Atlantis, too. Radcliff didn’t mention that.

“Plenty black men, plenty copper men, not free down south,” Blaisereplied, also in English. “You say to
them, ‘Help usand you free,” you get big army fast. French, Spaniards, they much unhappy.”

He was probably right. Whether he was or was't mattered only so much to Victor Radcliff. The white
man touched hisleft epaulet with hisright forefinger. “ Y ou seethis, Blaise? | am amgor of Atlantean
volunteers. | do not decide things here.”

“C’est dommage,” Blaise sad, and then the samething in English: “ Aity.”

“| suppose s0,” said Victor, who had never tasted the lash. He wondered whether spreading a promise
to free daves where they were now would be honorable. Reluctantly, he decided it wouldn't. It would
involvethe French in aguerrillawar againg their own servitors, with al the horrorsthat entailed. War as
it was fought these days was a business of army againgt army, and impinged on civilians aslittle as
possible. A dave uprisng couldn’'t help doing just that.

“Y ou want to win thiswar, en?’ Blaise sad.
“Well, yes Wewouldn't befighting it if wedidn't,” Radcliff said.

“Give blacks and copperskins guns. Best way.” The Negro seemed ruthlessy matter-of-fact. “Make
French sorry at home, they no fight up here no more.”

“Youmay beright,” Victor said. That was polite, and committed him to nothing.

To hissurprise, Blaise redlized as much. “Y ou waste achance,” he said. “Y ou not get many better ones.
Y ou haveto do al your fighting yoursaf. War isharder. Maybe you lose. What then?”

Victor hadn’t serioudly imagined losing. He wondered why not. The French settlers had just devastated
some of the best infantry in the world. Why wouldn’t they do the sameto the redcoats remnants and to
the settlers' odds and sods who were al that was left between them and New Hastings and Hanover?

Maybe they would.

“I think 1 would pack up and go somewhere else. Avaon, perhaps, or the Terranovan mainland,” Victor
said. “1’m not too old to make anew start. But we aren’t whipped yet, either. Not even close.”

“No, en?’ Blaiselet the question hang there.

“No, by God,” Victor Radcliff ingsted. “If Kersauzon had pushed us hard, we might havefdlento
pieces. But he didn’t, and we won'’t. WEe re getting stronger by the day, with more Atlantean recruits



comingin.”

“Honh,” Blaise said again. He didn’t believe it. He saw the English soldiers and paroled prisoners
quarreling among themsaves, and he thought that meant the whole army was wesk.

He might have been right, too. Victor didn’t want to believeit, which didn’t mean it wasn't true. We
won't win if we give up, Victor thought. Aslong as he remembered that...he wasn't giving up. So
what? He might lose anyhow.

XIX

“F orward!” Roland K ersauzon shouted. He gestured to the buglers and drummers. Their martid music
underscored and amplified the order.

Severd thousand men moved at his command, asif he were a puppet master mani pulating marionettes.
And s0 hewas, though he used obedience, not actual strings. Still, it was a heady fedling, like adug of
barrel-tree rum diding hot down histhroat into an empty stomach.

A courier rode up from the south and handed Roland a letter.

Roland examined both the man and the sed with care. He would not have puit it past the perfidious
English to sneak in afdse but French-speaking courier with aforged message to confuse him and his
troops. But both the courier and the impression stamped into the wax seemed authentic. Kersauzon
broke the sed with aclasp knife, unrolled the letter, and read.

“What doesit say, Monsieur 7" alieutenant asked. “Have we been reinforced, the way the
English-spesking Atlanteans were?’

“Asamatter of fact, we have,” Roland said. “If thisistrue, two thousand of King Louis men have
landed at Cosquer and are on their way north to us.” He turned to the courier again. “How far behind
you arethey, do you think?’

“They'refoot soldiers, gr,” the fellow replied, with ahorseman’ s natura scorn. “1 left them in my dust as
soon as| et out.”

“Wall, yes. Of course,” Kersauzon said. “ And you were riding relays of horses, so that made you al the
faster. We can't expect them for sometime, then.”

“I would think not, dir,” the courier agreed.

“Nom d’un nom,” Roland muttered unhappily. “1 don’'t want to wait for them—we ve aready waited
long enough. But | don’t want to go into battle without them, either. What to do? What to do?’

“It'syour decision, gr,” the lieutenant said.

Roland Kersauzon could have done without the reminder. He d been the soul of decisiveness marching
up into English territory. He' d got his backwoodsmen and haf-trained militiamen avictory even he
thought improbable against Braddock’ s professionas. Now he wanted to rest on hislaurels. He wanted
to, yes, but he feared that if he tried he soon would have no laurelsto rest on. Maybe he' d even made a
mistake pausing after the battle. If he’' d pressed onright away ...

Wéll, he hadn’t. But he would now. He turned back to the courier. “ Go tell the soldiers from the mother
country | am advancing,” he said. “I look for their support as soon asthey are ableto giveit.”



“Oui, Monsieur.” The courier repeated back the message. Roland nodded—he had it right. Neither the
man nor his horse seemed thrilled at hurrying back in the direction from which they’ d come. But the rider
sketched a salute and rode off.

“Inthe meanwhile...” thelieutenant said.

“In the meanwhile, we go on,” Kersauzon said firmly. “Wewould go on even if the King of Franceleft dl
his men acrossthe sea.”

“What will you do, gr, if the French from France’—the younger officer smiled at his
circumlocution—" have an officer with them who wants to take command, the way Generd Braddock
took command for England?’

it in his eye, Roland thought. But he couldn’t say that. If there was such an officer, it would surdly get
back to him. And so Roland was circumspect for oncein hislife: “I will point out to him that | am more
familiar with local conditionsthan heislikely to be. | will also point out that Genera Braddock’s
misfortunes demonstrate how important familiarity with those conditions may prove.”

“What if he chooses not to listen?” the nosy lieutenant persisted. “What will you do then?’

Hope he has an unfortunate accident. Roland Kersauzon couldn’t say that, either. The theoretical
officer dogging up the coast behind him would surely believe he amed to arrange such an accident. ..and
the usurping dog wouldn’t be entirely wrong. “1 will do thebest | can,” Roland said. “1 will do the best he
permits meto do.”

“Surdly hewill value your experience,” the lieutenant said.

“But of course,” Roland murmured. He didn't believe it, even for amoment. A French officer sent to
Atlantiswould fed the same way prisoners said the English officer sent to Atlantis had felt: asif he were
exiled from civilization. And it might betrue; an officer who'd disgraced himsdlf at the court might well
suddenly find himsdlf carried across the sundering seato do what he could for a country that didn’t care
tolook himin the eye any more.

Now Roland had to do things quickly and do them right, before the hypothetical officer could take
charge and make amess of whatever he touched. He swore at himsdlf for al the delays he' d tolerated.

Wéll, he d tolerate them no more. “Can’t you move faster, you lazy lugs?’ he shouted. “What are you
waliting for? Are your feet suck in the mud? They’ d better not be, by God!”

One of the soldiers grumbled that Roland had some part of himsalf stuck somewhere e se. He was not
talking about feet or mud. Roland listened without rancor. Soldiers were going to grumble; it was part of
what made them soldiers. Aslong asthey grumbled while they marched, Kersauzon didn’t mind a bit.

“If you want usto hurry so much now, why didn’t you start us sooner?” A sergeant had the nerveto ask
that to hisface. Atlanteans who spoke English always bragged about how frank they were and how they
spoke their mind to anyone, no matter who and no matter when. The French settlers here didn’t waste
their time bragging about such things. They just did them.

And the sergeant expected an answer. Sighing, Roland gave him the straightest one he could: “ Because |
didn’t know my own mind till now.”

“Ah.” The underofficer weighed that, then nodded. “ It happens, Sir. | kind of wish it didn’t happen here,
though.”



Roland Kersauzon sighed again. “1 wish it didn’t happen here, too, Sergeant. | hope to correct my error.
I’m sorry if that means wearing out your boots.”

“Soaml,” the sergeant said. “1 hope we can fix things, that’ sal.”

“Me, too,” Roland said, and Sighed one moretime.

“The Frenchmen are coming! The Frenchmen are coming!” The frightened cry echoed through the
encampment the English settlers and redcoats had made south of Freetown.

It also echoed through the streets of Freetown itself. Some of the townsfolk showed the confidencein the
men defending them by packing whatever they could into wagons and carriages, or onto the backs of
horses and mules, or onto their own backs, and heading north at the best turn of speed they could

manage.

Blaise ddivered aone-word judgment on that: “Ydlow.” Then he asked, “Why isacoward yellow in
English? Not in French. Not in my old tongue, either.”

Victor Radcliff only shrugged. “I don’t know why. Y ou might aswell ask why we call acow acow and
not a sheep. Because we do, that's all.”

“It doesn’'t help,” the Negro said reproachfully.

“I know it doesn't,” Victor replied. “I'm sorry. And I’'m sorry that so many of the peoplein Freetown
are sheep. They don't think we can hold the enemy. When one runs, the rest follow. And they al go,
‘Baa. Baa. Baa"” He mimicked a sheep’sbleat. “Wel, what | haveto say to themis‘Bah!’”

He waited to see whether Blaise would notice the difference between a bleat and a sound of contempt.
The Negro’s broad smile—which seemed dl the broader because his teeth showed up so well againgt his
dark skin—said he did. No flieson Blaise, by God. That wasn’t asaying in French, either, and probably
asowasn't inthe African’ s native tongue.

“‘Bahl’ isright, Sr,” Blaisesad. “They isslly fools”

““They are,’” Radcliff corrected. His body-servant-turned-sergeant nodded. He made fewer and fewer
mistakes. Victor suddenly wondered if hethrew onein every so often just to keep from making people
suspicious. That was't the most reassuring thought he' d ever had. Instead of pursuing it, he went on,
“Despite our losses, we have more men than they do, even now, and still more coming in al thetime.”

“Yes, ar.” Blaisedidn’t sound impressed.

“It' strue, dammit,” Victor said in some annoyance. There had aways been more Englishmen than
French—and Bretons, before they finally amagamated here—in Atlantis. The English cameto carve out
farms, or to fish, or to take advantage of the marvelous lumber here. Some of the Bretons fished, too;
that seemed to bein their blood. But more looked for the same kind of work most French settlers sought:
as overseers on the broad, dave-filled estates that raised sugar and indigo and cotton and, lately,
Terranovan pipeweed. That |eft them—and the Spaniards farther south still—thinner on the ground than
the English were.

All the same, Blaise had good enough reason not to sound impressed. Numbers mattered only so much.
The surviving redcoats had had their confidence jolted by marching into atrap. Seeing their captured
comrades freed on parole hadn’t helped their morale, either. And the militiamen from the loca



settlements weren't so eager as they had been before their first taste of battle.
Victor hoped they wouldn't run if they had to fight again. He hoped <0, yes, but he couldn’t be sure.

Blaise found anew and unpleasant question: “Istrue, Sir, they have real Frenchmen from France now,
like Braddock, he redl Englishman from England?’

“1 hear it'strue,” Raddliff said. “I don't know it isfor afact, but | hear itis. Andif itis, someonein the
Roya Navy needs ataking-to, by God.”

“Taking-to?" Blaiserolled hiseyes. “Need to kick somebody in aboat, kick him...” Hemimed clutching
at hiscrotch.

“That would be good.” After amoment, Victor shook hishead. “That would have been good. But it's
too late to fret about such things now. The Frenchmen are here, and we have to stop them. If we can.”

“Wedo it.” Blaise sounded confident—but then, he generaly did. Looking around to make sure no
officersfrom England were in earshot, he added, “How you like command, Sr?’

“Don't beslly,” Victor sad. “I'm not in command here. That English lieutenant-colond, the earl’sson...”

Blaise laughed. “He don’ t—doesn’ t—know anything. But he not so dumb. He know he...doesn’'t know
anything. Some men, they don’t know anything, and they don’t know they don’t know anything, you
know?’

“Er—right.” That bemused Victor Radcliff for acouple of reasons. The Negro' s syntax, hewas
convinced, would have bemused anybody. And Blaise, dl unknowingly—uwhich fit his discourse well
enough—was reproducing part of the argument from Plato’ s recounting of the Apology of Socrates.

Sure enough, the English officer gpproached Victor later that afternoon. “I hear the French settlersare on
the march,” heremarked. He was afew years younger than Victor—in his early twenties,
probably—and, with fresh features and baby-fine skin, looked younger till.

“Yes, your Excellency. | hear the same,” Victor sad.

“If at dl possble, we should stop their taking Freetown. Losing it would be ablack eye,” the young
Englishman sad.

“Yes, gr. | quite agree,” Raddliff said.

“How do we go about doing that?” the lieutenant-colond asked. “All too likely that they’ || outnumber us.
The reault of another stand-up fight would be worrisome, to say the least.”

Victor nodded. “ So it would, Sir. I'm not sure about the numbers’—hewouldn't call the English officer
wrong, not to his face—"but they’ re bound to have the advantage of morae.”

“What, what are we going to do, then? What can we do, then?’ Raised in the traditions of continental
European warfare, the young lieutenant-colond thought standup battles were the only possible way two
armies could meet. Seeing as much, Victor understood better how Genera Braddock had cometo grief.

“Y our Excellency, if | might make asuggestion...” No, Victor wasn't in command. He couldn’t start
throwing ordersaround. But if he could gently steer this overbred but willing youngster in the right
direction...Hetaked for awhile, hoping the Englishman would see reason.

“Wdll, well,” the young man said at |ast. “Y ou wouldn't see such an gpproach taken in France or the



Low Countries or the Germanies. Of that | am quite certain. Still and all, though, the so-called klephtsin
the Balkans might attempt an undertaking of thissort....”

Victor Raddliff would have had a better notion of whether the lieutenant-colond approved or not had he
ever heard of klephts before. Since he hadn’t, he made do with the question directly: “ Shal we go ahead
and try it, then, your Excedllency?’

The Englishman looked quite humanly surprised. “I thought | said so, Mgor.”

Maybe he had, but not in any language Victor understood. No matter, though. Sauting, Victor sad,
“Now it'sso very plain, Sir, that even asettler can understand it.” The lieutenant-colonel nodded. Victor
had bet himsdlf a shilling that the man wouldn't noticeirony, and sure enough. ..Now he had to collect.
I’ll take it out of the Frenchmen'’ s hides, he thought.

Muskets banged from bushes by the side of the road. Roland K ersauzon' s horse snorted and
Sdestepped. He brought it back under control without even noticing what he was doing. Keeping the
horsein line was no problem. Keeping hisarmy in line was proving a much harder job.

A couple of his soldiers were down from thislatest bushwhacking. One clutched hisleg and swore ablue
sreek. The other, shot through the heed, lay ill. The poor fellow wouldn’t rise again till Judgment Day.

A troop of French settlers plunged into the bushes after the ns. The whole army stopped, which
was undoubtedly what the English skulkers had in mind. Thiswasn't the first time they’ d disrupted his
march, or thefifth. They were doing it every chance they got. And why not? It worked. It worked much
too well.

Haf an hour later, the pursuers—who’ d gone after the bushwhackers without orders: indeed, against
orders—returned, proudly carrying the corpse of one green-jacketed raider. The wretch or hisfriends
had managed to wound two more of them before they caught him. Roland wondered whether he' d been
dead when they did. If he hadn’t been, they’ d taken care of it immediately afterwards. It did not behoove
an officer to inquire too closely into some questions. The only thing Roland said was, “Let’ s go on now.”

On they went. An hour later, they came to another likely spot for an ambush. Roland K ersauzon ordered
troops into the trees that came down too close to the road. Before the Frenchmen could get into the
woods, they were fired upon. Two of them went down. Neither wound seemed serious, but even

90... They lashed the trees with musketry. Then, satisfied they’ d done what they could, they approached
again—and werefired upon again.

“These miserable English wretches are like mosguitoes!” alieutenant exclaimed in exasperation. “Their
bites are amost harmless, but they can drive aman mad.”

“ And sometimes you can sicken from the bite, too,” Roland said sadly. Learned doctors would have
laughed a him. When they talked of mdaria, they spoke of miasmas and fetid exhaaions. To him, that
only meant they didn’t know what caused the Sickness,

Well, neither did he, or not exactly. But he did know there had been no malariain Atlantiswhen his
multiply great-grandfather founded Cosguer three hundred years before. It came here about the same
time as African daves did, and soon spread from them to whites. How did it spread? Through the air?
Or, perhaps, through mosquito bites?

Some ilInesses—syphilis, gonorrhea—needed contact to spread from one person to another.



Some—unfortunately including meades and smallpox—didn’t. Maybe maariafell into an in-between
category.

Or maybe you don’t know what the devil you' re nattering about, Roland thought. It wouldn't have
beenthefirg time.

He had other, more urgent thingsto worry about. That lieutenant was worrying right along with him, too.
“How are we going to stop the English from harassing uslike this, Monsieur 7’ he asked.

It was an uncomfortably good question. Since Kersauzon had no good answer for it, he picked nits
instead: “Those aren’t redcoats, Lieutenant. English regulars don’t know how to fight likethis. They're
Atlanteans. settlers doing the work in place of men from oversess.”

“Very well, sr,” thejunior officer said. “How do we stop the English Atlantean settlers from harassing us,
then?’ He spoke with admirable—truly French—precision.

Roland Kersauzon wished he didn’'t. Now the commander had no excuse not to answer the
guestion—no excuse except for his utter lack of agood response. “We cannot keep dancing to their
measure,” hesaid at last.

Well, how do we keep from doing that? He could see the question in the junior officer’ seyes. It would
have been in his eyes, too, if someone had tried to palm that reply off on him. But the lieutenant was more
polite than he likely would have been, and didn’t ask the question out loud.

Eventualy—after much too long—the French settlers did manage to drive away the bushwhackers.
Roland hoped they did, anyhow. By then, it was about time to encamp for the night. Roland ordered an
early hdt, hoping to fortify the position well enough to make sure no one could assail it during the hours
of darkness.

Things got no better the next morning. A couple of batteries of horse artillery came out of the woodsto
the west, unlimbered, and fired one quick roundshot per gun at the French settlers' line of march before
tearing away again. Some of theiron balsflew high. Otherstore holesin the settlers files. Oneluckless
fellow tried to stop aralling cannon ball with hisfoot. That sent him off to the surgeons, who had to cut
off the shattered appendage. His shrieks, and those of the other wounded men, set Roland Kersauzon's
teeth on edge.

Then the French settlers came to a veritable fortress made from logs and mud. Cannon inside the
fidldwork fired on them. Musketeers defended the artillerymen. When Roland’ s own field guns returned
fire, the mud and dirt smothered the balls' impacts.

“Arewe going to haveto put on aregular Sege, with saps and paralels, the way wewould in Europe?’ a
sergeant asked.

“By God, | hope not,” Roland answered. It wasn't even a proper siege, because they hadn’t surrounded
the enemy’ swork. The English had no trouble supplying and reinforcing the fort.

Somewhere south of here, the regulars from France were dogging forward. Roland had hoped to win
glory without them. Now he wished they would get here to lend ahand. Cosquer had never seemed
farther away.

He refused to send a messenger south to ask where the regulars were. If they wanted to hurry, that was
their business. His...Hishad stdlled. He didn't care to admit it, even to himself. But it seemed pretty plain
that he couldn’t drive the English-speaking Atlanteans out of their fort. He couldn’t go on and leaveitin



hisrear, either.

All of which left him some unpal atable choices. He could swing far inland, the drawback being that most
of what was worth having lay close by the coast. Or he could turn around and retreat. He didn’t want to
do that; it would only give the regulars from France the chance to mock him and take over from him.

The best thing he could think of was staying where he wastill the regulars caught up with him. He hadn’t
cared to do that before—he’ d thought he could just walk into Freetown and present them with a fait
accompli. Well, it wouldn’t happen now, no matter how much he wished it would.

“If youwill forgive me, Monsieur, you run acurious campaign,” asergeant told him. “Part of thetime,
you are more cautious than you need to be. The ret, you attack like amadman.”

“If I think I canwin, I will fight,” Roland replied. “If | don’t, | won't. What is S0 curious about that?’

“It could be that you push too hard when you push. It could aso be that you don’t push too hard when
you don't push, if you take my meaning.” The sergeant was not too young and not too skinny. Roland
couldn’t blight hismilitary career; outside of this expedition, he had none. He was bound to be a baker or
amiller or acarpenter or something else respectable: a solid tradesman who knew how to lead because
hedidit every day. And if hefdt like speaking his mind, he would go ahead and do it.

Roland did him the courtesy of taking him serioudy. “Maybe you'reright. | can’t prove you're not. But
even if you are, wouldn't you rather have acommander like me than one who doesn't push when he
should?’

“Hmm.” The sergeant considered that as carefully as he would have considered an offer for an
upholstered chair. “Wdll, you' ve got something there, sr—no doubt about it. How much you've
got...we'll just haveto see”

“They aren’'t coming, Sir,” the scout reported.
“Damnation!” Victor Raddiff said fedingly.

“Sorry, dr,” therider said. “ They pulled back out of range of our earthworks, and they’ re strengthening a
position of their own.”

“Oh, too bad,” Victor said. He' d hoped to lead the invadersinto temptation and then trap them the way
they’ d trapped Braddock and the redcoats. The French settlers commander had seemed so intrepid.
Why wasn't he intrepid enough to stick his head in the noose?

“1 thought we' d poked and prodded them enough so they’ d do something stupid, too,” the scout said.
“Guess| waswrong, though.”

That the scout was wrong was one thing. That Victor Radcliff turned out to be wrong was something else
again. It had much more important consequences. He drummed hisfingers on histhigh. “He must be
waiting for the French regulars to come up. Then helll burst out of hisfieldworks like an abscess and
infect the whole damned countryside.”

The scout pulled aface. “You' ve got agift for the revolting phrase, don't you—uh, sir?” The polite
addition was plainly an afterthought. “May the Frenchies do him as much good as Braddock did us.”

“Naughty, naughty.” Victor’sreproof was aso ingncere. “King George did everything he knew how to



dofor us”

“Did everything he knew how to do to us, don’t you mean?’ the scout said. When Mg or Radcliff
declined to rise to the bait (what went through his mind was Amazing how | think like a fisherman,
even though my line hasn’t gone to sea for a while), the man sighed and tried anew tack (and again!
): “Wll, if thefroggy buggerswon’t come out and play, what do we do then?’

“Haveto think about thet,” Victor answered. “Have to talk with the senior English officer, too.”

“Oh, yes, gr. Charlie. A lot he'll know.” By his accent, the scout was a New Hastings man, and so
especidly likely to look down hisnose at officials from the mother country. By his sarcastic tone, and by
his casua use of the lieutenant-colond’ s given name, he lived up to—or down to—all the things people
said about New Hastings men.

Grinning, Raddliff made asif to push him away. “ Go on, be off with you,” he said, for dl theworld asif
hewere an Irishman himsalf.

Blaise had been quietly standing not far away. Sometimes people caled him “Mgjor Radcliff’ s shadow.”
Hewasn't quite black enough tofill that role, but he came close. The scout hadn’t hesitated to speak in
his presence. Nobody did, not any more. “What will you do?’ he asked Victor.

“What | said I’d do,” Victor replied. “I'll talk to the lieutenant-colonel, and we' |l decide together.”
“Andif you don’t like hisideas?’

Victor shrugged. “He s senior to me—but | may be able to get around that.”

“I hope 0, Sir,” Blase sad.

“Oh, thereareways.” Victor didn’t go into detail. He didn’t know what the details were, not yet. But he
knew therewould be ways. If you were determined enough, you could awaysfind them.

When he gpproached the young English lieutenant-colond (Don’t think of him as Charlie, or else

you' |l call himthat, and then the sky will fall, Victor told himsdf), that worthy said, “ As| seethings,
Major, we have two choices. We can wait for the French regularsto join the settlers and then receive
them on ground of our choosing. Or we can try to defeat the settlers before the regulars arrive, the
disadvantage being that we should have to move againgt their fortified position. Doesthat ssem to you an
accurate summation?’

“Those are two thingswe can do, certainly, sir,” Radcliff replied. “1 can think of othersthat might serve
us better.”

“Can you indeed?’ The English officer raised an eegant eyebrow. He' d have atitle of nobility one day, if
he didn't dready. “Would you be so good asto expatiate on them?’

Asto what? Victor wondered. He was damned if he’ d inquire, though. And he thought he knew what
the Englishman had to mean. “We could send araiding party into French territory by land through the
backwoods,” he said. “ That way, we' d make the enemy dance to our tune instead of dancing to theirs.”

“ And who would command such aparty?’ the lieutenant-colond asked. “Y ou?’

“If youlike, gr,” Victor said. “1 have done alot of exploring intheinterior. | know | could find plenty of
men who wouldn't starve in the woods.”



“Very well. That’sonething,” the Englishman said. *Y ou told me there were others, so | presume you
have at least one morein mind.”

“I do, gr,” Victor Radcliff agreed. “We could take boats and land down the coast in French territory, do
our raiding, and then either come back the way we went or go into the interior, depending on which
seemed best.”

The English officer sudied him. “Again, | presume you would command thismisson?’
“I’'m suited for it. | don’t know anyone who has a better chance of making it work,” Victor said.
“Which would you do if you had the choice?’

“I believel’dgoin by land, Sir,” Victor said. “That way, we start giving the enemy ahard timedl the
sooner.”

“Y ou wouldn't teke so large a party asto hurt our chances of defending against the French here?’

“Oh, heavens, no, sir! We couldn’t victua that kind of party, anyhow,” Victor said. “A relative handful of
men, moving swiftly and raising havoc—that’ swhat I’ ve got in mind.”

“| see” The lieutenant-colond nodded. “Well, why don't you recruit such aparty and set it in motion?|
think you will do the French some harm with it, and | also suspect you won't be sorry to have me out of
your hair.” He gave the Atlantean acrooked grin.

Victor Raddliff grinned back. “That cuts both ways, unless I’ m sadly mistaken. Y ouwon't be sorry I'm
not nagging you any more.”

“Who, me?’ The English officer gave back alook of exaggerated innocence. “Ah, if only we were on the
samesdel” They both laughed. Radcliff stuck out his hand. The lieutenant-colond took it. What began
asaclasp ended up atrid of strength. They were still laughing when they broke it off, neither surewho
had won or if anybody had.

Whatever Roland K ersauzon had been expecting in a French generd, Louis-Joseph, Marquis de
Montcalm-Gozon, wasn't it. He had fair, curly hair, blue eyes, acupid’ s-bow mouth, and the beginnings
of adouble chin. He aso had an illustrious pedigree on both sides of hisfamily. With shortcomingslike
those, Roland should have hated him on sight.

He should have, but he didn't. Despite the marquis failings of appearance and birth, two thingswere
plain. He was an honest man: if he weren’t, he wouldn’t have been a soldier, and he wouldn’t have let
himsdf get sent to Atlantis. And he was asoldier, dl the way down to thetips of his degantly manicured

fingers

“You did well to beat them once,” hetold Roland. “ Fitting raw troops againgt regularsis a dangerous
business, but you got by with it. Now there are regulars on your side aswell. We should take advantage
of it.”

“Oui, Monsieur,” was dl Roland could manage, asif hewerearaw recruit himself. A genera from the
mother country who actually wanted to fight! No, Roland hadn’t expected that. Oh, Braddock had
wanted to fight, but he’d made ahash of it. Kersauzon didn’t think this much younger Frenchman would.

“We d better win soon,” Montcam-Gozon added. “If wedon't, | doubt we shall win later. The trouble



we had getting men across the seaonce...| doubt we' ll try it again. If wedo, | doubt we'll succeed. The
English are dert now. They have more ships than we do, and better sailors. They can bring more soldiers
to Atlantis any time they choose. We are not so lucky.”

“They have more settlers, too,” Roland said. “It seems strange, and most unfair. Franceisalarger
country than England. But England has more ships and more folk who want to live here. Whereisthe
justicein that, | ask you?’

“Franceis more sufficient unto hersdf than England,” said the genera from the mother country. “ England
needs to draw more things from the sea, and from across the sea. And her poor peasants come here or
go to Terranovato find something better than they have at home. Try to convince a French peasant that
thereisanything better than what he has a home. He will laugh in your face for your trouble.”

“Itisapity,” Roland said.

“Many thingsare,” Montcalm-Gozon agreed. “Now—I understand a fieldwork ahead troubles your line
of advance. | should like to go forward with you and reconnoiter, if you don't mind.”

“But of course, Monsieur.” To say anything else would have left Kersauzon open to an imputation of
cowardice. “May | offer one suggestion first?’

“I would be ddlighted to heer it.”

“Put on the habiliments of acommon soldier. Drawing attention to yourself without reason isthe height of
foolishness, and some of theriflemen in thisfort can hit atarget a atartling range.”

Themarquisfrowned. “I midike doing such athing. After dl, | amwho | am. Do you intend to do the
sane?’

“I do. Itisnot lack of courage that provokes me, Monsieur. But | do not care to entrust the campaign to
my second-in-command. If you feel otherwise...Well, in that case you will do asyou please”

They approached the makeshift earthwork in ordinary clothes. Louis-Joseph proved afine horseman.
Roland might have known he would. The nobleman eyed the countryside with keen interest. “ Such
curious plants! My botanical friendsin Pariswould be most intrigued.”

“I believeit, your Excdlency,” Roland replied. “I have heard that the natural productions of Terranova
aremore like Europe sthan arethose of Atlantis.”

“| have heard the same,” Montcalm-Gozon said. “| bdieved it before | came here. Now | am convinced
of it.”

“I wonder why it should be s0. Terranovais farther from Europe than Atlantisis,” Roland said.

The marquis shrugged. “Y ou ask the wrong man. Perhgps the savants | mentioned might find an
explanation for you. Me mysdf, however? No, | regret to say. | am but asmple soldier.”

A soldier hewas, indubitably. Simple? Roland K ersauzon smiled to himsdlf. He' d heard men mock
themsalves before. He knew the peril of taking one of them serioudy when he did.

Montca m-Gozon would have ridden right up to thefort if amusketeer insde hadn'’t fired awarning shot
in hisdirection. That was only asmoothbore piece, and didn’'t come particularly close. It did say the
green-coated men inside would pay more attention if the French officersdidn’t desi<.



“Wdl sted, well made,” Montcalm-Gozon murmured, more than haf to himsdf. “Yes, | can seethat it
would be an obstacle.”

“How do we get around—or get through?’ Roland asked.

“They seem light on artillery,” the French generd replied. “If we cannonade them, it could be that soldiers
might break in under cover of the bombardment. It seemsto meworth atry, in any case. My own
atillery trainis consgderably more extensve than yours.”

“Let’ sprepare, then.” Roland Kersauzon was glad French regulars would share the butcher’ s bill with his
men. It would be high if things went wrong. He caught motion from the corner of hiseye. “ A messenger!
| wonder what he wants.”

He didn’'t wonder long. The man ddlivered his newsin astaccato burst: “ The damned English have sent a
raiding party—or maybe an army—over the border to the west. They are stedling and burning and
committing God only knows whét other outrages besides.”

Roland swore. So did Montcalm-Gozon. Expecting the English to St around waiting for trouble would
not do. They wanted to go out and cause it instead. Now locals and regulars had to figure out what to do
about that.

XX

W ar waswicked and evil and woeful. So the Good Book insisted. War brought pain and misery and
suffering. So anyone with an eye to see could tell. War ruined hopes and buried young men and sent
years of patient toil up in smoke.

And when everything that went up in smoke bel onged to the enemy, when he hurt and was miserable and
suffered, war could be adevil of alot of fun. So Victor Radcliff discovered as hisband of brigands
swooped down on one plantation after another.

No border guardstried to keep them out of the French settlementsin Atlantis. Maybe there were guards
farther east, but not where he broke in. It wasn't far from the place where he and Blaise and the two
copperskins from Terranova had escaped the untender welcome of the French settlers. Victor wondered
what had happened to the Frenchmen who'’ d been here then. They were probably with the army south of
Freetown.

“Y our old master anywhere around here?’ he asked Blaise.
The Negro shook his head. “No, gr. Farther south.”

“We' refar enough south aready. Too far, by God,” araider said, wiping swest from hisface with his
deeve. By his accent, he came from Croydon or one of the other towns north of Hanover. No, he
wouldn't be used to wesather like this, especidly not in November. Ferns here sprouted from the sides of
stone fences—sometimes from the sides of stone buildings. Barrdl trees grew in abundant profusion.
Lizardsaslong asaman’ s leg scurried through the undergrowth. Some of the snakes were big enough to
eat men.

And Victor asked, “ Arethere crocodilesin the rivers down where you were?’
“Oh, yes.” Blaise nodded matter-of-factly. “But crocodilesin Africa, too. Be careful, mostly no trouble.”

“Mostly?” The man who came from somewhere near Croydon didn’t sound reassured.



“Lifeislife,” Blaise said with ashrug. “Mostly no trouble as good asit gets. The French now, they has
mostly got trouble.”

His grammar stumbled—on purpose?—but he wasn't wrong. Barns and plantation houses went up in
flames. Theraiders hadn’t come to set black and copperskinned davesfree, but they didn't stop them
from plundering and taking off for the north.

“Why do you do this?’ an old woman asked Victor as a stately home where her family might have lived
for generations burned to the ground. “Have | ever done anything to you, Monsieur 7’

He bowed. “By no means. But an army of French settlers—and, by now, | daresay, French regulars as
well—hasinvaded lands that belong to my king and my countrymen. Shall we let them get by with that
without repaying it where and aswe can?’

“Go fight these other soldiers, then. They have wronged you, it could be. | have done you no harm.” The
old woman started to cry. “Ruing Everything ruing”

Victor didn’'t know whether the redcoats and English settlers below Freetown were strong enough to
fight the French straight up. He knew the force he commanded wasn't strong enough to do anything of
the sort. But he knew some other things, too. “ If we make your settlements howl,” he said, “your
generaswill haveto leave theland they invaded and come back to defend their own.”

“What good does that do me?’ the woman howled as the roof on the house collapsed in a shower of
sparks.

It did her no good at dl, as Victor knew. But that wasn't hisworry. He aimed to make al the French
settlements howl the way she did. With the smal force a hisdisposal, that might have been more than he
could reasonably expect to do. If you thought small, though, you wouldn’t end up with much.

“March on!” he shouted to his men, and march they did.

Some of the plantations had young women on them, aswell asor instead of old ones. Some unfortunate
things happened—the young women would surely have agreed. Victor tried a couple of soldiers at
drumhead courts-martia, and hanged them when they were convicted. Afterwards, those kinds of
outrages stopped. .. or, if they didn’t, the offenders got more careful. As Blaise said, mostly no trouble
was about as much as you could hopefor.

“Why you day them?’ the Negro asked. “ They hurt enemy, too.”
“Rapeisacrime even when asoldier doesit,” Raddliff said.

“Y ou think the French, they don’t fuck English women?” With alimited vocabulary, Blaise could be very
blunt.

“They probably do,” Victor answered with asigh. “But if they get caught, French officerswill punish
them. They use the same laws of war we do.”

“Lawsof war.” Asbefore when he heard that phrase, Blaise was bemused. *Y ou white people plenty
smart, but sometimes| think you crazy, too.”

“Maybeweare. But if we'redl crazy the sameway, it evensout,” Victor Raddliff said.

Some of the French were crazy in adifferent way: crazy enough to try to fight back againg haf a
regiment’ sworth of men. They paid for ther folly. Victor made apoint of ensuring that they wound up



dead. He also made a point—though a quieter one—of |ooking the other way when his men took their
women in among the trees.

“Maybe you not so crazy after dl,” Blaise remarked.

“Maybe not,” Victor said with asigh. “Or maybe the extent to which | am abeast marks the extent to
which | am asaneman.”

The Negro frowned. “Don’t understand that.”

“Don’t trouble your head about it.” Radcliff set ahand on his shoulder. “I’m not sure | understand it,
ether. I’'m not sure | want to understand it.”

Hisraiders pushed east and south, in the direction of the ocean. He didn’t expect to wash hishandsin the
Atlantic. Pretty soon, the French would scrape together enough militiamen to bar hisway. The farther
eadt the English went, the more towns and villages they ran into. And towns and villages had lots of men
in them. Men with muskets hastily pressed into service didn’t make the best soldiers. But Victor was
uneasly aware his own men had been amateurs not long before. If you lived through a couple of
skirmishes, you got an idea of what needed doing.

Again, Blaise had his own idea of what needed doing. “ Should say dl niggersherefree, M’sieu Victor.
Copperskins, too. Y ou get more fighters. And the French settlers, they can't do athing without those

people.”
He was bound to be right about that. Sowly, Victor said, “1 have no ordersto do any such thing.”

“Why you need orders?’ Blaise demanded.

“If wewin thiswar, | think England will take away the French settlementsin Atlantis” Victor sad.
“Maybe the Spanish settlements, too.”

“And 50?7’ Blaise cared nothing for that. “Maost niggers and copperskins are free in English lands now.”

“Savery makes no money up in the north. The cropswon't support it,” Victor replied. “ Things are
different here. How can you raise cotton or indigo or rice or even pipeweed without plantations? How
can you have plantations without daves?’

Blaiselooked at him—ooked through him, redly. “We don’'t use money in Africa. Maybe we lucky.
Y ou put money ahead of free?’

“If dl the daves down here are suddenly freed, everyonein these partsisliable to starve, Negroes and
Terranovans and whitesdike,” Victor said.

“Pay peopleto work thefarms,” Blaise said. “They doit, | bet.”
“It could be” Victor admitted. “Say itis.”
“Then everybody free!” Blaise exclamed.

“Maybe. Or maybe everyoneisfreeto starve. Paying workers costs more than keeping daves. If thereis
no profit, the plantationsgo to ruin,” Victor said.

Blaise was a shrewd man, no two ways about it. “Make people who buy from them pay more,” he said.

“And al the plantationsin Terranovawill undersdll us, so we go to the dogsjust the same. They grow



cotton and rice and indigo in India, too, and | hear they will grow pipeweed there soon,” Radcliff said.
“I hear about Terranova,” Blaise said. “Whereisthis India place?’
“Beyond Terranova and an ocean—on the far sde of the world.”

“More world than ever | think,” the Negro said. “ Terranova, yes, | hear some about it—coppersking
talk, you know. They use davesin thisIndiaplace?

“I havenoidea.” Victor Raddliff had never worried about it. All he knew about Indiawasthat it was
supposed to berich, and it had tigers and elephants. He' d seen atiger once, in azoologica garden some
high-minded cousin had set up in Hanover. It looked hungry. It looked angry, too, prowling itstoo-small
cageand lashing itstal.

But Blaise persisted: “If they don't use daves, how you say we need daves?’

“All I saidwas, | don’'t have the authority to free daves,” Victor answered. “ Politicians have to do that
sort of thing; soldierscan’t. | can tell davesto run off—that’ s a measure of war. Freeing them ismore
than | cando.”

“I have reason thefirg time,” Blaise said, which showed he gtill knew more French than English. “White
people are crazy.”

Despite cold rain and mud, French regulars marched in perfectly dressed ranks and columns, just like
English redcoats. And, asthe French settlers had maneuvered the redcoats into atrap, so the English
stlerstried to return the disfavor. Their fort had falen, but they sniped at the French from whatever
cover they could find. And they refused to fight fixed battles.

“What ridiculous excuse for warfareisthis?” Montcam-Gozon demanded indignantly.

“Itiswhat | warned you to expect,” Roland Kersauzon replied. “ They fear your men would winin any
gand-up fight—"

“Aswewould,” the commander from the mother country brokein. “Oh, no doubt, Monsieur,” Roland
sad politely. He didn’t want to argue with the nobleman. That didn’t necessarily mean he thought
Montcam-Gozon was right. His settlers had shocked the English redcoats. Maybe the English settlers
could do the same to French regulars.

“As| said before, thisis curious country,” Montcalm-Gozon remarked. “Whereit is settled, it seems
European enough. Where people do not dwell, though, the plants and animals are quite different. Now
and then you will seeafamiliar tree or bush or animd living amongst the native oddities, but only now and
then.”

“In my grandfather’ sday, | am told, you would never have seen such athing. Settlements then were
smaler and stuck closer to the coast,” Roland said. * Since those days, we have brought in more plants
and animalsthat suit us. Deer and foxes roam the forests now. Rats and mice infest our homes and barns.
Cats hunt them—and whatever else they can find. Dogs run wild, too. So do chickens and our ducks and
Terranovan turkeys.”

“So you believe the native productions will vanish?’ Montcam-Gozon asked. “ A pity to see sameness
impaosed on theworld.”



“I'am, | hope, amodern man, your Excellency,” Kersauzon said. “If that which comesfrom Europe or
from Terranova serves our needs better than Atlantis native productions, why should we not haveit?In
the early days here, men feared to go outdoors, because red-crested eagles might dam into them from
behind and chew at their kidneys as the vulture chewed at Prometheus’ liver. Now those flying mongters
arefew and far between, and | confess| missthem not apin.” He remembered how horrified he' d been
when an eagle attacked one of his settlers.

“Once, lions hunted in Greece. Not so long ago, wolves prowled everywherein France,”
Montcam-Gozon said. “Now the lions are gone, the wolves grown scarce. | agree: thisis better. But will
the innocuous go by the wayside aong with the dangerous? That, | believe, would be unfortunate.”

“It could be s0,” Roland said. “Will you eat beef or mutton at supper tonight?’
“Either will do,” the Frenchman replied. “Why do you ask?’
“The cattle and sheep are imports, too. So are the horsesweride,” Roland said.

“Asyou observed, they are useful.” Before Montcam-Gozon could go on, several muskets barked from
the—mostly native—woods. A French regular yelled. A profane lieutenant ordered atroop of men to go
after the ambushers, and not to come back without the degenerates tripes on their bayonets. The
soldiers charged in amongst the trees.

“They won't catch them,” Roland predicted mournfully.
“And why are you so sure? They are excellent men,” the marquis said.

“They are excdlent men stlanding in a battle line and beating down another battleling,” Roland Kersauzon
answered. “Unless some of them were poachers or robbers before they put on the uniform, what do they
know about chasing woodsmen through the forest”?”

Montcam-Gozon only shrugged. “What do these Atlantean rats know about getting chased by
Frenchmen?’

They knew enough to get away. The regulars came out of the woods without any enemy soldiers, dive or
dead, in their grasp and with hangdog expressions on their faces. Their worst casuaty was asprained
ankle. Two of them supported the man, who proved to have tripped over aroot. The injured soldier
went into a casuaty wagon, dong with the regulars the English settlers had shot. The interrupted march
resumed.

“Not agood business,” Montcam-Gozon grumbled.

“Certainly not, Monsieur.” Roland could hardly disagree with that. Adding | told you so would have
been rude. A dightly superior manner conveyed the message just aswell: they were both French, after
dl.

Another rider came up with more news of devagtation from the south. Montcalm-Gozon heard him out,
stony-faced. Roland tried to match the noble’ s dispassion, but it wasn't easy. To the man from acrossthe
seq, the plantations destroyed and the people killed or dispossessed were only pieces on the board. To
Roland, the estates belonged to kinsmen and friends and acquaintances. The losses were persond.

“It could be, your Excdlency, that | might have to detach my néative soldiersto pursue this marauding
salaud of aRaddliff,” hesaid.

“That would disturb the primary god of this campaign, which isto seize Freetown,” Montcam-Gozon



said with afrown.

“Ensuring that the French settlementsin Atlantis are not destroyed is also an important goa, n’ est-ce
pas?” Kersauzon returned.

“Feh.” The French generd raised ahand. “ The English attempt a nuisance raid, nothing more. If we
weaken our striking force to contain them, we play into their hands.”

He had apoint, and Roland knew it. Nevertheless, he quoted Matthew: “* For what isaman profited, if
he shall gain the whole world, and lose hisown soul 7

Montca m-Gozon aimed an unfriendly look hisway. “1 haveto think of this struggle as part of one that
goeson al over theworld. Wefight England in Europe, and in India, and in Terranova, aswel ason
these shores.”

“Francefights England al over theworld,” Roland Kersauzon said. “| fight England here. | haveto think
of what isbest and what isworst for the French settlementsin Atlantis.”

“What isbest for themiswhat isbest for France,” the marquisinssted.

“Not necessarily,” Roland replied. Now they aimed glares at each other. Montcalm-Gozon |ooked ready
toam apistol a Roland aswell. The Atlantean did not want to fight the French commander, and not
only because he had no ideawhat would happen in adue. Even if hewon aduel against
Montcam-Gozon, helogt. So it seemed to him, at any rate.

Inicy tones, Montcalm-Gozon said, “ Y ou had better explain yoursdlf.”

“If we take Freetown, you win agrand and gloriousvictory for France,” Kersauzon sad. “Then, very
likely, you and your regulars sail away. If the English destroy everything we' ve built up farther south,
what good does your grand and glorious victory do us?’

“They cannot,” the French nobleman said, but with an uncertain edge to hisvoice.

“If my soldiers accompany yours, marching away from the enemy invason, what the devil will stop
them?’ Roland asked.

“You areadifficult man.”
“Only to my enemies...Monsieur.” Roland bowed in the saddle.
“Will haf your men suffice to deal with these raiders?” Montcam-Gozon inquired after asour Sigh.

They spent the next twenty minutes haggling, asif Roland were trying to squeeze afew extra sousfrom
the nobleman at the fish market. Montcam-Gozon finally consented to let Roland have two-thirds of the
soldiers he thought his by right anyway. Kersauzon wanted more—he wanted dl of them. But hetook as
many men as he could without pistols at dawn. Asyou got older, you learned that sometimes you had to
be satisfied with less than everything you wanted from life.

Roland’ s men burst into cheers when hetold them that most of them would be heading south. They knew
as much as he did about what was going on down there—rumors spread like wildfire. He wondered how
long it would have been before they started deserting. Not very, unless he didn’t know them. He said
nothing to Montcam-Gozon about the cheers. The young marquis wasn't deaf. He could hear them, and
draw hisown conclusions.



What those conclusions were, he didn’t discuss with Roland. And Kersauzon didn't ask him, either.

Messages took their own sweet time traveling from the English and local forcesin front of Freetown and
Victor Radcliff’ sraiders. He was on his own down in the French settlements. By the time he got news
and reacted to it, it was badly out of date. And so he didn’t worry—too much—when he heard that the
locals and redcoats had fallen back into Freetown. What good did worry do?

The English lieutenant-colond in charge of the defense had energy. Remembering another of Victor's
suggestions, he sent a schooner full of men—mostly Atlanteans—down the coast to land behind the
French force and waylay the supply wagons coming up to it. For alittle while, hisletters boasted of the
havoc that little band waswreaking. A fine piratical band, he caled them, perhaps not knowing that
Victor’'s branch of the broad and spreading Radcliff(e) tree found nothing finein piracy.

Then the English officer’ stone changed. | have not heard from the men sent south for some little
while, hewrote, and fear they may have suffered a misfortune. God grant | be wrong.

Further despatches showed only too clearly that he wasn't wrong. Something fina had happened to the
raiders. Victor did worry about them, though heled far more men than the English officer had committed
to the secondary raid.

“They shouldn’t have been snuffed out like that,” hetold Blaise. “They weretoo large aband to be
extinguished like acandle with abrasslid over it.”

“Maybe they run into more men,” the Negro said. “Maybe more men runinto they.”

“*Them,” Radcliff corrected absently. “But with al the French fighting men up near Fregtown...” His
voicetraled off.

“What you thinking?’ Blaise asked.

Victor didn’t like any of what he wasthinking. He heard what the French were doing up in English
territory. Of course the enemy would hear what he was doing farther south in Atlantis. And thiswastheir
native land, just as the English settlements had spawned hisraiders. If Roland Kersauzon decided not to
St back and let Victor's men ravage plantations down here...If, marching south, he' d brushed aside that
schooner’ sworth of harassers...

“I"'m thinking we may have more difficulties ahead of usthan | looked for alittlewhile ago,” Victor
answered.

Blaise frowned. “What you say?’

From aman who'd made hisfirst acquaintance with the English language not long before, the question
was reasonable. “ French soldiers may be moving againgt us.” Forced to smplify his own thoughts, Victor
got alot into afew words.

“Ah.” Blaise understood him thistime. “What we do?’

“Good question,” Radcliff replied. He wished he had a good answer, smple or complex. He gave the
truth, as best he could seeit: “1 don’t know yet. Have to find out how many Frenchmen are moving. Can
we fight them? Do we have to run? What then?’

“War here harder than war in Africa,” Blaise said. “More thingsto think on.”



Of course. We're civilized, was Victor Raddliff’ sfirst smug thought. But how civilized waswar, no
matter how you fought it? Not very, not so far as he could see. “WEe |l do the best we can, that’sdl,” he
sad.

They went on. At the first plantation where the locals didn't flee fast enough, he stole horsesto add to the
handful he dready had. He sent riders out ahead of his main body, to make sure no suddenly returning
French settlers surprised him. All the scouts he chose spoke fluent French. They could—and
would—claim they were refugeesif anybody wondered what they were doing riding around the
countryside.

One of them winked at him before setting out. “1f | find me atavernkeeper’ s pretty little daughter, | may
Settle down right where | do,” the man said. “In that case, you'll never see me again.”

A military commander of the officia—and officious—sort would have thrown afit. Victor only laughed
and said, “ Do asyou please, Herbert. But if wefind the tavern, you' d best believe we' Il burn it down.”

“God curse you English dogsto the most fiery pitsof hdl,” Herbert said hotly—his French was fluent
indeed. Victor Radcliff laughed again, dapped him on the back, and sent him on hisway.

In the back country, roads had been narrow, rutted tracks through the trees. Some of them probably
started as honker trails. Victor knew that was so here and there in the English settlements. Ashismen
pushed into more settled terrain, the roads got wider. The treeswere cut back from either sde. Theruts
remained. If anything, they got deeper and muddier from greater use.

Parrots with yellow and orange faces squawked at the advancing settlers. Blaise said, “ Parrotsin Africa,
too. These not just like, but close. Make me think of home across sea”

“More of them here than farther north, though they come up there, too,” Victor said.

“Cest curieux,” Blaise remarked, and then, remembering his English, “ Strange. Y es, strange. So many
things here, there not same. But parrotsin this place and in that place.” He smiled, coming up with the
right word: “In both places. Why?’

“Wll, there are parrotsin Terranova, too,” Victor Radcliff said, “especialy in the hot southern parts.
Maybe that has something to do withit.” And maybe it doesn’t, he thought. Europe and northern
Terranova shared many plants and animas or had smilar forms where nothing remotely like them existed
in Atlantis. Natural philosophers had spilled barrels of ink trying to explain why. Asfar asVictor knew,
none of them had come close to a satisfactory solution. If they couldn’t agree about why so much of
Atlantis floraand faunawas so peculiar, he wasn't likely to find the answer on hisown.

Hewasn't even likely to worry about it very long. A couple of muskets boomed up ahead. A high, shrill
shout rose: “Les Anglais!”

The farm the French settlers fought to hold wouldn’t have been worth burning if they hadn’t defended it.
But the families and friends who did their best to drive away the marauders couldn’t have understood
that. They battled with grim determination from farmhouses and outbuildings, and would neither retrest
nor give up.

“Cochons!” one of them ydled from abarn. “Thisisour patrimony! Y ou will not take it from us!”

No matter how fierce and stubborn they were, they had about as much chance of beating Radcliff’ s men
asafive-year-old sent into the ring againgt achampion prizefighter. A rifleman picked off the French
farmers one after another from afurlong away. Less accurate musket fire made them keep their heads



down. Raidersworked their way forward and torched building after building.

Fire drove out some of the French settlers. Others grimly died in the flames. The defenders wounded a
handful of men. They delayed the English advance by less than an hour. Smelling the stink of charred
flesh, Victor shook hishead. “Not worth it,” he said. “Brave, but not worth it.”

“Runisbetter,” Blaise agreed. “Thingsjust...things.” He gestured. “Run. Get more things when more
timego.”

“Later.” Victor gave him another new word. He dso sent him aquizzical look. “So running is better, eh?
Y ou're not abrave man, eh? Y ou could have fooled me.”

“Bravewhen | haveto. Braveif | haveto,” the Negro replied. “If | no haveto, | run. Brave again later,
maybe.” Hisdy smile said he was showing off the new vocabulary on purpose.

“A redcoat or one of the French regularswould call you acoward for talk like that,” Victor Radcliff said.

Blaise only shrugged. “Don'’t care. Live coward fix things. Dead bravefoal...” He pointed toward the
burning houses and outbuildings.

“Indeed,” Victor said. Blaise raised aquestioning eyebrow. “I should say so!” Victor exclamed. Blaise
nodded—he got that. Victor fought to hide agrin. The Negro sergeant was too dark and too lean to
make a proper Falgtaff himsalf, but he would have enjoyed drinking with him. They were both a
particular kind of practical man.

Victor hadn't tried talking with Blai se about Falstaff, and not just because of the clown’ s views about
honor. He would have had to quote Shakespeare to have it make senseto Blaise, and even then it
wouldn’'t have made sense to him. Shakespeare had written only two lifetimes earlier, but English wasn't
the same now asit had been then.

“In Africa,” Victor said suddenly, “when old men talk about how their grandfathers talked and about how
their grandsonstalk, do they notice any difference?’

After some thought, Blaise answered, “They say young boys have not enough—" He frowned, looking
for aword. “Like davefor master,” he offered.

“Respect,” Radcliff suggested.
“Thank you, Sir. Respect. Yes. They say young boys have not respect for old, likein their day.”

Old men had been saying things like that snce Adam started complaining about Cain and Abdl. It was't
what Victor meant. “ Do they say the words now are different from the way they were in the old days?’

“l no hear that. | never hear that.” Blaise shook his head.

“Oh, wdll.” Victor shrugged. He wondered how much French had changed since Shakespeare' s day.
That might be an interesting question to ask Roland Kersauzon. ...if the two of them weren't otherwise
occupied trying to blow each other’ s heads off.

Right now, that seemed unlikely.

Roland swept out hisright arm. “Thereis another band of the accursed English brigands. Hunt them
down!”



Baying like wolves, his soldiers svarmed after the fleeing men from the English settlements. (The phrase
occurred to Roland even though he' d never seen or heard awolf. So many of the soriesthat came from
France featured them. He could picture them plainly: bigger than dogs, shaped like foxes, but gray and
ferocious)

A few of the men who' d come south to disrupt the French army’ s supply lines till showed fight. Most of
them, though, wanted no more than to get away with their lives. They’ d had a high old time shooting
teamsters and plundering wagons. They hadn’t come down hereto fight when the numbersweren’'t dl in
their favor. But when Kersauzon detached his settlers from Montcam-Gozon' sregulars, they had no
trouble overwhel ming the company or so of men kicking up trouble along the coast.

Muskets bellowed. Puffs of gray smoke marked where shooters stood. That familiar, sulfurous smell
made Roland smile. But he wished gunpowder didn’t so clearly point out every man who fired. If anyone
ever devised apowder that didn’t smoke, he would win agreat advantagein war.

In the meantime, his men and the enemy used what they had. The English settlers fought from cover
ingtead of standing in anedt linetill they got shot down. That didn’t change the result, but did make things
take longer. Roland’ s men were sttlers, too. They advanced by little skittering rushes. Some of them
fired to keep the English busy while the others moved up.

At close quarters, it came to bayonets and swords and hatchets and knives and fists and teeth. Only a
handful of English settlers surrendered. Cursed raiders they might be, but they had courage.

“You aren’t supposed to be here, you damned nuisance,” awounded prisoner told Kersauzon.

“That isthe best place to be, where you are not supposed to,” the French commander replied. “Y our
friends thought so, oui ?’

“Wadl, what if wedid?’ the prisoner said. “Jesus, thisleg hurts. Nobody ever went and shot me before.”
“Quelle dommage,” Roland said, asif he meant it.
“What will you do now?’ the captive asked.

“Go on and give your other band of raiders, the larger one, the same kind of surprise we just gave you, if
God grantsthat that be possible,” Roland answered frankly. Why not? The prisoner was't going to
escape, sted ahorse, and galop off to tell Victor Radcliff an army was coming after him. Such things
happened in romances, but not in life.

“What will you dowith me?” the man inquired. Maybe he' d meant that all long.

“Give you to the surgeons, of course,” Kersauzon said. “We are not barbarians, to torment you for the
gport of it. We are French. Y ou are English. We are dl civilized men, isit not 0?7’

“Boy, | hopeitis,” the enemy muttered. Apprehensively, he went on. “What do you think the surgeons
will do?’

“Remove the musket bal, unlessthey decideit is better left done. This happens sometimes, but not
often.”

“Removeit? Easy for you to say. It'snot your leg. Will they give mewhiskey to drink and abullet to bite
on?

“We use rum and aleather strap,” Roland said.



“Rumwill do,” the English settler said eagerly. He didn't compare the effectiveness of the bullet and the
strap.

“Rum you shdl have,” Kersauzon promised. He gestured to the prisoner’ sguards. “ Take him away.”

Away the man went. Wounded French settlers were dready howling under the surgeons minigtrations.
Roland couldn’t distinguish the prisoner’ s cries of torment from those of his own troops. Wounded men
al made the same noises.

Roland wished he wouldn’t have had to waste time deadling with the seaborne raiders. They wereonly a
nuisance. . .though Montcam-Gozon, whose supply of victuasthey’ d interrupted, probably would have
expressed adifferent view. Roland didn’t care about the fancy French nobleman’s opinions here. Neither
did the men who followed him. They knew too well what Victor Raddliff’ s bandits were doing to the
property and persons of people who mattered to them. They aimed to stop the bandits as soon asthey
could.

He wondered whether, had he loosed his men as raiders, they could have wreaked as much havoc on the
English settlements as the enemy was doing down here. Regretfully, he decided it was unlikely. Upin
English-held territory, farms were smdller, villages were more common, and people lived closer to one
another. The English had a better chance of mustering a scratch force that could dow up raiders—and
raiders who had to dow up wereraidersin trouble.

None of the anguished messages coming out of the southwest made him think the English settlers had had
to dow down much. If they wanted to, they could probably go al the way down into the subtropical
settlements that belonged to the King of Spain.

Kersauzon blinked. If the English did invade the Spanish settlements, what should he do about it? Spain
and France were adlied against England in the European war. They were adlies here, too—in theory. But
Roland would have been most affronted—uwhich was putting it mildly—had Spanish soldiers entered the
French settlements. No doubt the Spanish authorities (assuming they woke up from their long, long
Sedas) would be just as unhappy about French settlers fighting on their seaming soil.

And yet the Spaniards were probably even thinner on the ground than the French. Victor Radcliff
brigands could do alot of damage down there. Who would stop them? Anybody?

“A messenger!” Roland shouted. He had paper and ink and aquill with him at al times: the respongbility
that went with command. He was dready writing when a young horseman came up and waited

expectantly.
“What do you need, Monsieur 7’ the rider asked.

“Take aletter to his Excdlency, Don Jose Vaverde, the governor-generd of Spanish Atlantis, in
Gernika. Y ou aso need to know what it says, in case it should be damaged. | am asking Don Jose for
permission to follow the English raidersinto histerritory if they go that way. | have no designs against
Spanish Atlantis. | aim only to destroy the raiders. Give methat back, if you would be so kind.”

After severd tries, the messenger had it straight. Roland sedled the letter (sealing wax being another
essentid for aman of his position) and handed it to him. Sketching a salute, the youngster rode off to the
south.

Gernika, Roland thought. HE d never been there himsalf. He didn’t want to ded with the Spaniards
under these circumstances. What you wanted, though, and what you got. ..



XXI

E ven the trees down here were strange. Some barrel trees dwarfed barrels—and men. Others had
round trunks full of sweet sap. Victor Radcliff had dready enjoyed the rumlike drink the French and
especidly the Spaniards brewed fromiit.

Coniferswere different, too. In floral wreaths, cypress meant mourning. Herein southern Atlantis,
cypressesjust grew. Locals used the timber in their buildings, even if it wasn't as good as pine or
redwood. The farther south Victor and his men went, the more mossy beards hung from cypress
branches.

And the more snakes lurked in the trees and in the undergrowth.

One of theraiderswas bitten; he died in short order despite having the wound cauterized and being given
al therum he could drink to keep his heart strong.

Some of the snakes had rattles at the ends of their tails, like many of the venomous serpents Victor knew
farther north. Again like those farther north, some shook their tails before striking but had no rattlesto
warn their victims. And some smply skulked and struck. Some were probably harmless, but after the
death Victor’ sfollowersweren't inclined to take chances. If it dithered and they saw it, it died.

“Do they have poisonous snakesin Africa, too?” Radcliff asked Blaise.

“Oh, yes. Here, you don’'t have—" The Negro used aword in his own language. He drew a picture of
the kind of snake he had in mind in the dirt. He used atwig with a confidence alot of sketch artists might
have envied. That broad flare behind the head...

“That must beacobra,” Victor said. “ They dso havethemin India, | believe. People there tame them
and teach them to dance to music.”

“You seethis? You know itisso?’ Blaise asked.
“Wdl...no,” Victor admitted.

“Thenitisalie, | bet.” Blaise sounded very sure of himsdlf. He was willing—no, eager—to explain why,
too: “Messwith these, uh, cobras, you have to be mad. Crazy. Cray-zee.” He liked the sound of that
word.

“I won't tell you you' rewrong,” Victor Radcliff said. “It seems crazy to me, too. But people do crazy
things sometimes.”

“Y ou cray-zee with cobra snakes, you are not cray-zeelong.” Blaise spoke with great conviction.
Radcliff suspected he knew what he was talking about. Anybody who spent too much time fooling
around with venomous serpents of any kind wastaking hislifein his own hands—and itsfangs.

His scouts reported that the French settlers were moving againgt his men from the northeast, ashe'd
susgpected they might. They had more men than he did: he was sure of that. Since he didn’t think he could
meet them on even terms, he saw only two choices. He could try to ambush them, or he could avoid
medtingthem at all.

Had they been the regulars from France, he would have tried an ambush. One had worked against
Braddock’ s redcoats; another might well work here. But not against other settlers. They knew the tricks
of thetrade aswell as Victor’ smen. Sincethiswasther country, they probably knew them better.



Avoid, then. Down the tracks that |ed south toward the Spanish settlements he went. Those tracks were
truly wretched. Mogt of the real roadsin the French settlements ran from east to west, from the seacoast
to the interior. The same was a'so true in the English settlements, but to asmaller degree. With far more
people starting to crowd asimilar amount of land, the northern settlements needed and had areal road
network.

Now the English settlers plundered more thoroughly and didn’t burn till after they’ d robbed. They’d
egten up the suppliesthey’ d brought with them, and were living off the countryside. Radcliff had known
that would happen. It worried him dl the same.

“What dowedoif they burnin front of us?’ Blaise asked one hot, sweety afternoon. It was early spring,
but it felt like what would have been high summer in New Hastings or Hanover.

Blaise had unerringly put hisfinger on Victor’' s greatest fear. “We starve,” the commander answered.

“Ah.” Maybe Blaise hadn't expected anything that blunt. On the other hand, maybe he had. He showed
only what he wanted to show.

The French settlersdidn’t burn their own homes and plantations to keep Victor’ s force from moving
forward. Maybe they didn’t think of it. Or maybe they were Smply less ruthless than Raddliff and his
colored sergeant. If they were, he wanted to make them pay for it.

He discovered he' d left French Atlantis and entered Spanish Atlantiswhen the lordlet whose house he' d
just burned cursed him in most impure Cadlilian—actudly, in the hissng Andalusian didect more
commonly used hereand in Terranova. Victor surprised the hidalgo by returning the uncomplimentsin the
samelanguage.

“Why do you do these thingsto me?’ the Spaniard cried, looking disconsolately from the English sttlers
running off hislivestock to hishouse going up in flames.

“Our kingsare at war,” Victor answered with a shrug.
“Y ou are one of the settlers from the north,” the Spaniard said. “1 thought you had no king.”

“England has aking, just as Spain hasaking,” Victor replied. “If the King of England wars againgt the
King of Spain, that makesthe two of usenemies” The English settlementsin Atlantis, Victor reflected,
remembered their loyalty to King George only when England warred againgt France or Spain. Therest of
thetime, the settlers were more inclined to complain about how England didn’t want them making things
on their own or trading with other relmsinstead of buying from the mother country.

None of that mattered afarthing to the Spaniard. He saw his property burning and being stolen. “You
offered no resstance,” Raddliff told him. “We spare your life because you didn’t. Y ou can rebuild. You
can start over.”

The Spaniard bowed, which didn’t hide the hatred smoldering in hiseyes. “| hope you do not put
yoursdf out too much, Sefior, with this generousfavor you grant me,” he said. “If ever we meet again,
maybe | will do the same for you—buit it would not be wise to count on such athing.”

“Then | won't.” Victor touched afinger to the brim of hishat. “ Hasta la vista, Sefior, and we shal see
who does what to whom if we should run across each other again.”

“Whoever seesthe other man first will doiit,” the Spaniard said, which struck Victor Raddliff asdl too
likey.



Roland Kersauzon had heard that Englishmen complained Frenchmen moved too dowly to suit them. He
thought the English settlers were jittery fools, Frenchmen moved at just the proper pace, as anyone but a
fool could see. But, to him, the Spaniards seemed to have inbred with the fist-sized snail s that gnawed on
fernsand barrdl trees down herein the south. The snails were excellent with garlic butter. Their speed,
however—and that of his Excellency, Don José Vaverde, of Spanish Atlantis—Ieft something to be
desired.

“Why does he not answer?’ Kersauzon grumbled to anyone who would listen—and to people who got
sick of listening.

God only knew what horrors the English settlers were wreaking on Spanish Atlantis. Well, actudly, that
wasn't quite true. Roland had a pretty good notion: the same kinds of horrorsthey’ d inflicted on French
Atlantis. And yet the Spaniards promised that, if he presumed to enter their territory without Don Jos€' s
leave, they would fight him as hard asthey fought the English, or even harder.

He believed them. Such idiocy perfectly suited Spanish notions of honor. Were they doing what was
advantageous to them? Such a thought never entered their heads. They were doing what a hidalgo ought
to do, asthey saw it. Past that, as best he could tell, they didn’t think at al.

He wished the Devil would bread Don Jose Vaverde and fry him for acutlet over the hottest firein hell.
Satan had to keep aspecia chamber or firepit in which to torment people who wouldn’t answer their
mall.

Roland knew too well that he couldn’t linger too much longer hard by the border of Spanish Atlantis.
Keeping hisarmy fed wouldn't be easy. And, pretty soon, malariaand bloody fluxes and maybe even the

dreaded yellow jack would break out. A force the size of his needed to keep moving if it wasto stay
hedthy, especidly in thismiserable climate.

But if he went away, who won? Victor Radcliff did, damn hisblack heart. He had no compunction about
roving through Spanish Atlantis. He wandered as he pleased, destroying whatever got in hisway. And he
didn’'t need to wait for permission from Don José blasted Valverde!

“We ought to boot these Spanish guards out of the way and do what we need to do,” one of Roland's
lieutenants said.

“And then we would befighting the English and the Spaniards for the rest of thewar,” Kersauzon
answered gloomily. “And the Spaniards would fight us, too. Never doubt it for aminute. They
understand spite. They don’t understand much else, God knows, but they understand spite.”

After what seemed forever and was redly aweek later than he' d hoped, a horseman finally came up
from Gernika. Roland amost dragged him out of the saddle. The rider presented him with aletter
gorgeous with multicolored ribbons and sed's. When the Spaniards made something officid, they made it
official.

All of which mattered not two pinsto Roland. “What does the miserable thing say?’ he demanded.

“Monsieur, | havenoidea,” thefelow replied. “ Another fellow gaveit to me and said, ‘Here. Takeit on
to the French commander.’”

“Oh,” was dl Roland said to that. It sounded more deadly than an hour’ sworth of inspired profanity.

He got alittle satisfaction from tearing off the ribbons and cracking al the sed's. Then he unfolded the



letter. Some secretary must have written it; the handwriting was improbably perfect. The French inwhich
it was written was a so perfect—even a governor on a distant shore needed a decent command of the

language of diplomacy.

And the letter was perfectly infuriating. With all due respect to the French commander, the governor
of Spanish Atlantiswrote, | am confident we shall be able to treat these English marauders as they
deserve without requiring assistance fromhimor his men. Therefore, while appreciating his
generous offer, | must declineit. | of course remain his most obedient servant.... Thefancy squiggle
under the body of the letter probably came from Don Jos€ s own hand.

“What does it say, Monsieur 7’ the horseman asked.

“It saysthat the governor of Spanish Atlantisisa God-cursed fool, that' swhat,” Roland answered. “If he
hadn’t used such rough paper, | would wipe my backside with it, and better than it deserves, too. As
is...” Hetoretheletter in two and let it fal to the ground with the bits of ribbon and wax. Then he ground
the pieces under hished and stalked away.

His officers exclamed in amazement and fury when he gave them the news. “ The Spaniards couldn’t
catch the pox in abrothe!” one of them exclaimed. “How do they think they’ Il catch the English settlers?
And why do they think they’ [l beat them even if they do catch them?”’

“I have no answersfor this,” Roland said. “ Sometimes, observing another man's stupidity, you find
yourself compelled to admireit. Y ou want to watch and see exactly how it leads him to disaster. This
seemsto meto be one of those times.”

“What do we do now?’ the captain asked.

K ersauzon made hand-washing motions, asif he were Pontius Pilate. “1f Don José doesn’t want our aid,
hewon't get it. | intend to leave some of our men here near the border. If the English settlers come
back—no, when they come back—our soldiers can dow them down till we bring more troopsto bear.
With the rest, | aim to go north again. Montcalm-Gozon, at least, has the sense to know we men of
French Atlantis are worth something.”

“The Spaniard will find out,” the captain said. “He Il dso find out his own men have not thevaue of a
counterfeit sou.”

“Yes, | do bdieve hewill.” Roland Kersauzon spoke with the anticipation any man might show while
contemplating the discomfiture of someone he despised. A dow smile spread across hisface. “And soon,
too.”

A company of Spanish settlersformed aline of battle, ready to stop the English invadersif they could.
Victor Radcliff didn’t want to show al of hismen at once, for fear of making the Spaniards run away. He
brought them forward out of the woods afew at atime. After exchanging avolley or two with the enemy
with roughly even numbers, he could show more of hishand.

“Will you look at those old-fashioned buggers!” he said, staring at the swarthy soldiers a couple of
hundred yards away.

“How do you mean?’ Blaise asked—ahandy question that fit dmost any Situation.

“Why, their officers are wearing helmets,” Victor answered. “ A couple of them even have
corselets—back-and-breasts. Armor.”



“Good idea, no?’ Blasesad.

“Good idea, yes—if you' refighting savages without guns,” Victor said. The Spanish conquistadores had
gone through the copperskinned natives of Terranovalike adose of sdlts. But that was along time ago
now. No European armies used armor any more—armor stout enough to turn bullets was aso heavy
enough to dow aman down and make him uncomfortable.

And in thiswesather...If those Spaniards weren't sewing inside their fancy ironmongery, he couldn’t
imagine why not. He wore linen and wool, and felt stuck in apot waiting for ahousewifeto throw in the
onions. The Spaniardsredly did encasethemsalvesin metd.

His men started banging away at them without waiting to form a nest line. He doubted the enemy would
find that sporting, but it wasn’t hisworry. And the gunpowder smoke screened the reinforcements he
ordered out of the woods.

The Spaniards were brave. They tried to advance againgt his musketry, and didn’t seem to understand
why it kept getting heavier. More and more of them fell. They didn’t break, though, till he sent horsemen
around their flanks. That did it. Like alot of inexperienced troops, they were aswary as so many virgins
about flank attacks.

Hismen didn’t pursue very far. They plundered the enemy dead and did what they could for theliving.
Victor wasrelieved to find the English hadn’t lost more than ahandful of soldiers. He couldn’t afford
heavy losses, because he couldn’t imagine how the English settlements would reinforce him way the devil
down here.

Way the devil down here...When the phrase first crossed hismind, it was more one of annoyance than
anything else. But Old Scratch would have felt right a homein this part of Atlantis. If hell wasn't likethis
hot, steamy, swampy, snake-infested place, Satan was missing atrick.

Blaise had afurrow on hisleft arm where abullet had grazed him. He hissed when a surgeon poured rum
on thewound. “ Stings, don't it?” the surgeon said cheerfully—his arm wasfine,

“Yes,” Blaise ground out through clenched teeth.
“Got to getit cleanif | can,” the white man said. “Down here, awound' Il fester easy asyou please.”

Victor hadn’t thought of that. One more reason for Satan to set up shop in Spanish Atlantis. He went
over to aprisoner. “You can't beat us, you know,” he said in his bad Spanish.

The captive only shrugged. “God was against us,” he said. A bloody bandage covered one ear, or more
likely where the ear had been.

“Y ou can go homeif you want to,” Raddliff told him. The Spaniard went from dejected to suspiciousin
onefdl swoop. Victor went on, “Y ou can. Tl people not to fight usany more, that'sdl. If they don’t
fight, we take what we want but we don’t hurt people. If they do fight, we make them sorry.”

“Evenif | tdl them, they won't listen to me,” the Spaniard predicted with the gloom so common in his
folk.

“They listen to our muskets. They listen to our bayonets,” Victor said. A dead Spaniard lay on the
ground not far away. He d been gutted like atrout. A bayonet wasthe last thing he’ d ever heard.

“If you are crazy enough to let me go, | will say what you want meto say,” the prisoner said. Hewas
eyeing the dead Spaniard, too. “But | promise nothing. If the fighting keeps on, no tengo la culpa.”



“Yes, | know it won't be your fault,” Victor said. “ Go on, though. Y ou won't be the only one weturn
loose to spread the word.”

Something shrewd glinted in the captive sdark, liquid eyes. “If we go, you don't havetofeed us. You
don't have to doctor us. Y ou don't haveto bring usaong...or kill usif we get in the way or make
trouble”

Hewasright on every count. Victor Raddliff smiled. “Yes? And s0?’ he said blandly.
“Y ou are an Englishman. But you are not a stupid Englishman, areyou?’ the Spaniard said.

“I' hopenat,” Victor replied. With athoughtful nod, the prisoner got to hisfeet and left thefidd. An
English settler looked back toward Victor, who nodded and waved for him to let the Spaniard go. With
ashrug that might have matched the prisoner’ s earlier onefor fatalism, the sentry did.

Radcliff preached the doctrine of nonresistance to other Spaniards and sent them off to the east, too.
That done, he went back to see how Blaise fared. The Negro stood there opening and closing hisfist,
making sure al the tendons still worked the way they were supposed to.

“Not too bad,” Radcliff ventured.

“No, not too. But nobody ever shooted me before.” Blaise' s grammar sill sometimes|eft abit to be
desired. Helooked down at the bandage the surgeon had given him. “It will make a brave scar, though.”
Was that more of his eccentric English, or did he mean exactly what he’ d said? Victor wasn't sure.

“Did you pay back the manwho did it?’ Victor asked.

The Negro nodded. “Oh, yes, sir. That him there.” He pointed to the gutted Spaniard. “1 am ablooded
warrior again.”

“He won't argue with you—that’ s certain sure,” Victor agreed. So Blaise won hiswarrior stripes
whenever he killed somebody? Victor knew of white men—English, French, and Spanish—who shared
the same attitude.

Hislittlearmy couldn’t stay in one place very long. It soon started eating the countryside bare. It moved
on, plundering small farms and plantations the way it had dl through French and Spanish Atlantis. Some
of the hidalgostried to fight back, others didn’t. Maybe the rel eased prisoners hadn’'t spread the word.
Maybe the men defending their property just didn’t want to listen. Spaniards could be as stubborn as
Englishmen.

Two days later, Radcliff got anew surprise. His vanguard ran into Spaniards coming their way. The new
arrivals weren't soldiers, but men, women, and children with no more than the clothes on their backs and
whatever they could carry. “ Save ud” they shouted when they saw the English soldiers.

They spoke Spanish, of course. “Hold firel” Victor yelled, for the benefit of hismen who didn’t
understand the language. “ They'refriendly!”

“Devil you say!” an unconvinced settler declared.
Ignoring him, Victor asked the nearest Spaniards, “Why do you need usto save you?’

“Because the daves haverisen up!” one of them cried. “ The copperskins and the blacks, they want to kill
usdl!”



“What' sthat bugger going on about?” At least haf a dozen men who spoke only English asked the same
guestion in amost identica words. Instead of answering them right away, Victor Raddliff glanced over
toward Blaise. The Negro knew some Spanish. By the predatory smile on hisface, he knew plenty to
understand that.

Heading up through French Atlantis toward the northern border and the war againgt the English
settlements, Roland K ersauzon was not a happy man. Hewould gladly have sent Don Joséto hell or to
L ondon, whichever was worse. He' d known about Spanish arrogance before, but the refusal to let him
enter Spanish Atlantis proved he hadn’t known al about it.

He was more than hafway back to the war hel d left behind when a courier coming up from the south
caught him from behind. The man looked to have ridden hard for along time. He thrust aletter into
Roland' s hand. Roland stared at the fancy sedls and ribbons bedizening it. “Don't tdl methisisfrom—7?’

“Oui, Monsieur,” the courier replied. “From his Excellency, the governor of Spanish Atlantis. | don’t
know what he says.”

“I don't carewhat he says,” Kersauzon growled. “1 might like to meet him with seconds, but any other
way? | think not.”

“Do you want that, then?’ The other horseman pointed to the letter at the same time as he used his other
hand to pat his blowing mount’ s neck.

“Want it? Dear God, no!” Roland said. “But | suppose—I suppose—I’ d better read it anyway.” He
took a certain satisfaction in ripping off the ribbons and breaking the seals. If he tore the paper alittle,
too—wdl, so what?

Thefirst thing he saw when he opened the letter was that the secretary hadn’t written it. It wasin Don
José s own cramped script, and began, General Kersauzon, please believe that | abase myself before
you. With all my heart, | beg you to return to the land that previously reected the helping hand
you put forward.

“Wadl, wel!” Roland said, and then again: “Wéll, well! Here we do have something out of the ordinary!”
“What isit?” The courier was no less eager for news than any other morta.

But Roland waved him to silence. Hewas il reading. Not only do the English afflict us yet, Don José
wrote, but we are also tormented by a servile insurrection their invasion has touched off. We are
in danger of being murdered in our beds by those who should aid and comfort us. And you must
know thisis a sickness which, if not nipped in the bud, may soon infect French Atlantis as well.

“Nom d un nom!” Kersauzon muttered, and then a couple of Breton obscenities he only half understood.
“What’ sgoing on, Monsieur 7’ the courier asked once more.

“The davesin Spanish Atlantis have risen up,” Roland replied, which made the other man sweear in turn.
Roland went on, “Now the Spaniards want usto pull their fat from thefire.”

“Arewegoingto doit?’ the courier demanded, and did his best to answer his own question: “Lord
knowsthey don’t deserveit.”

“No, they don't.” Roland Kersauzon sighed. “Which doesn’t mean they won't get it anyhow. Don José



isright about one thing, damn him: an uprising could easily spread from hisland to ours”

“If wekill enough daves, the rest will remember their manners pretty quick,” said the man who' d brought
theletter. “Or if they don't, we can bloody wdll kill them dl.”

They couldn’t. Roland knew that perfectly well, even if the courier didn’t. Without daves, French
Atlantis—and Spanish Atlantis, too—would grind to ahalt. But they would aso grind to ahalt from an
uprising. You couldn’t let daves get away with rebellion, or with thinking they were as good astheir
magters. The whole system would fall gpart if you did, even once.

And 0, reluctantly, Kersauzon called to abugler and said, “Blow halt.”

Obedient but puzzled—the French settlers had been pushing hard toward the northeast—the man
obeyed. The soldiers weren’t sorry to stop. Soldiers were never sorry to stop, from everything Roland
had seen. Some went off to take aleak. Otherslit up pipesor cigars.

Roland rode out in front of them. “My friends, | am sorry to haveto tell you that we must reverse our
courseagain,” hesad.

The men muttered among themsealves. “Who spilled the chamber pot into the soup thistime?” one of
them asked.

In spite of hisown fury, Roland smiled. “That sumsit up only too well, mon vieux,” he said. “I learn that
the davesin Spanish Atlantis haverisen.” He held up the letter to show how he'd learned it. “The
governor wants our help against them—and, | suppose, against the English settlerswho inspired the
revolt. And if wewould rather not see an uprising in our own settlements, we would do well to give him
what help we can.”

They weighed that with grave attention. Not many of them came from plantation families, but even
ordinary farmers who were doing well for themselves had a couple of Negroes or copperskinsto give
them ahand. Like plantation owners, they had to worry about their property absconding with itself.

One by one, they started to nod. Somebody said, “It's adamned nuisance, but we' d better do it.”

“Once we get down there again, we ought to kick that damned Spaniard around the block,” another
soldier added, which brought more nods.

“Damned daves are jumping on the Spaniards when they’ re down,” yet another man said. “We need to
teach’em they can’'t get away with that kind of crap with us.” That too produced a growing chorus of
agreement.

“Y ou are gentlemen—and it has't turned you into blockheads, the way it has with the Spaniards,”
Roland said. His soldiers grinned and nudged one another—they liked that. Roland wasn't lying, either.
He pointed back the way they’ d come. “ About-turn, mes amis. We have two jobs of work to do, and
with luck we can do both of them at the sametime.”

Had Montcam-Gozon or the French regulars watched the settlers reverse their course, they probably
would have laughed. Kersauzon'sarmy wasn't long on spit and polish. It didn't drill congtantly, theway a
European army did. But it could fight when it had to. It had already proved that. Asfar as Roland was
concerned, an army that could fight didn’t haveto look pretty...and an army that looked pretty was
worthlessanyhow if it couldn’t fight.

He rode past the marching men to take his place at the head of the army once more. The soldiers seemed
profanely determined to punish the daves, the English settlers, and the Spaniards for making them march



and countermarch. Roland smiled to himsdif. If that wasn't the right attitude for an army to have, he
couldn’t imagine what would be.

Victor Radcliff knew less about copperskins than he wished he did. Far fewer had been brought to the
English settlementsin Atlantis than to those of the French and Spanish farther south. Meeting with the
leaders of the dave revolt in Spanish Atlantis taught him how proud the copperskins were.

“Why shouldn’t wekill al the whites?’ one of them demanded. His Spanish name was Martin. He had
another one, the one he' d used in the broader lands of Terranova, but Victor couldn’t begin to
pronounceit. Martin would haveto do. Black eyes blazing, he went on, “They don't careif they kill us.”

“Heisright. Evenif heisaBlackfoot, heisright,” another copperskin said. Not al of them came from
the same tribe. They were as different as Portuguese and Germans and Poles....if you were a Terranovan
yourself. Europeans tended to lump them all together, just asthe Terranovans spoke of whites without
separating Spaniards from Frenchmen from Englishmen. The fellow who wasn't a Blackfoot went by the
name of Ramon. He continued, “ Give us weapons, and we will make the masters howl.”

“We have not many wegponsto spare.” Victor's Spanish was imperfect. So was the Spanish the
copperskins spoke—and they were imperfect in different ways. Everybody had to back and fill and try
agan every so often.

Martin scowled a him. “Y ou don’t want to give them to us, you mean,” he growled. Hisright hand
folded into afist. “How are you any better than these Spanish putos?’

“¢Como?” Victor returned his blandest amile. “ Simple—we re on your side. What would happen if you
asked the Spaniards for arms?’

Reluctantly, Martin nodded. He didn’t like the point, but he saw it. But Ramon said, “Wedon't ask no
Spaniards for nothing. What he want from the Spaniards, we take, por Dios.”

“Bueno,” Victor said. “But you makethem dl join together againg you.”
“Why do you care?’ Martin's grammar was better than Ramon’s. “ Then they don't fight you so hard.”

“They 4ill fight us.” Victor wondered what his superiors would want him to do here. Hisorders wereto
gart no dave insurrections—not directly. And he hadn’t—not directly. But the enemy of England's
enemy...was ahandy fellow to have around. “We can help you some—just not so much as you probably
want.”

“Anything is better than nothing,” Martin said.
“But more are better—am better—than less,” Ramoén said.

“Wadll, the oneswho do fight usdon’t fight you,” Victor pointed out. “ And, meaning you no disrespect,
we are better fightersthan you are.”

“Y ou think so, do you?’ Martin was as affronted as Victor would have been if—no, as Victor had been
when—General Braddock told him the redcoats made better soldiers than his settlers.

“I do think s0.” Victor Radcliff gave back the same kind of answer Braddock might have: “We have
better discipline and more experience.” He didn’t talk about wegpons, not when they were a sore spot.



And he didn’t impress the copperskins. “We has something you will never has” Ramén said, again
without much grammar but with great sincerity.

“What' sthat?’ Radcliff stayed polite, dmost disnterested.
“Hate.” Ramon needed no grammar to get his point across.

“Hate sends you into battle,” Victor agreed. “ Hate without experience and discipline sendsyou into
battle...and getsyou killed.”

That dso didn’t have the effect he wanted. “ So what?” Martin said. “Do you know what we do, Sefior ?
Do you know what they make us do? With what we do, dying in battleisardief, an easier ending than
most of uswould find any other way.”

Itisif you lose, that's certain sure, Victor thought. Spanish vengeance was proverbia up and down
Atlantis. Before he could say anything dong those lines, Ramon added, “We may die, but wekill, too.”
He got thingsright there,

“Hep uskill,” Martin said urgently. “ That' sal wewant.”
“Let’'sseewhat we can do,” Victor said.

He gave the daves afew muskets. He gave them some bar lead and some bullet molds. He got hismen
to cough up some of the swords and bayonets and dirks they’ d taken from Frenchmen and Spaniards.
And hefound that the copperskinswere easily pleased. What didn't look like much help to him seemed a
great deal more to them. They were S0 used to getting nothing, anything at al might have been amiracle.

“Now we make the Spaniards to pay,” Ramon exulted, brandishing arapier he plainly had no idea how
to use.

Victor stepped away from him. “Have acare with that. Y ou can hurt your friendswith it, not just your
foes”

Ramon' s gaze was measuring. “ And which isyou?’

“I don’t want to be your enemy,” Victor answered evenly. “If you make me your enemy, you won't want
that, either. Do you understand me?’

“Undergtand.” The copperskin’ s voice was grudging, but he did nod. He might not like what he heard.
Victor didn’t care about that. But Ramon and Martin needed to see that they would be foolsto
antagonize the Englishmen who were their only friendsin thissweltering land.

Blaise had adifferent question for them: “ Do you lead blacks aswell as Terranovans? Or do the blacks
havetheir own leaders?’

Ramén and Martin looked at each other. “We have blacksin our bands,” Martin said dowly. “Bands
with black leaders have Terranovansin them, too. We both hate the Spaniards worse than we hate each
other.”

Blaise grunted. Victor might have done the samething if the Negro hadn’t beaten himto it. That was
an...interesting response. Blacks and copperskins could work together. Blaise had escaped with a
couple of Terranovans, after al. But they knew they were different from each other aswell asfrom the
whiteswho exploited them.



Guiding pack horses |loaded down with wegpons and |ead, the Terranovans headed back to their own
folk. Blaise muttered something in his native language. Victor looked a question a him. The Negro
seemed faintly embarrassed. “Means something like, damned hardhead copperskins,” he said.

Thistime, Victor did grunt. “What do they say about you?’
“Damned lazy mallates,” Blaise answered without hesitation. “ Mallate islike you say nigger.”
“I’'veheard it before,” Radcliff replied. “1 wasn't sure you had.”

“Oh, yes. | hear mallate. | hear nigger,” Blaisesaid. “Can’'t helpitif | black. Doesn’t wash off.” He
made asif to scrub at one arm with the palm of the other hand. “Good when | run away—I am hard to
seeinwoods. Other times?” He shrugged. “1 al right where | from. Y ou dl right where you from.
Terranovansdl right where they from. Nobody from Atlantis, right? Everybody should bedl right here.”

That sounded good. Atlantis might have been a place where everyone could come together in equality. It
might have been. . .but it wasn't. Not yet, anyhow. Victor Radcliff wondered if it ever would be. Let's
smash up the Spaniards first, hethought. We can worry about everything else later.

XXI1

E veryonein French Atlantis called the stuff that hung from the branches of cypresses and from the round
trunks and outswept leaves of barrd trees Spanish moss. Roland K ersauzon had aways taken the name
for granted. Now, approaching the frontier with Spanish Atlantisfor the second timein afortnight, he
redly noticed how Spanish moss grew more common the farther south he went.

He adso noticed how deferentia the Spanish frontier guards were when he returned to the border. They
bowed. They scraped. As Don José had said, they abased themsdlves before him.

“If you had let me crosswhen | came here last time, things would be better now,” Roland pointed out in
his deliberate Spanish.

“Oh, but, Sefior, things were different then,” said the teniente in charge of the frontier post. “We had
ordersto prevent you from entering Spanish Atlantis, and we were honor-bound to obey them.”

“No matter how idiotic they were,” Roland said acidly.

“Yes. | mean, no.” Theyoung teniente frowned. “Y ou are doing your best to confuse things, Sefior.” He
sent Kersauzon areproachful stare. He had along, thin Spanish face, adrooping mouth, dark eyes, and
heavy black eyebrows: aface God might have made expresdy for reproachful stares, in other words.

Roland gave back abland, polite smile. “1 dwaysdo my best,” he said, which left the Spaniard
scratching his head.

But neither the teniente nor histiny garrison did anything to hinder the French settlers who followed
Roland into Spanish Atlantis. That was the point. Given the inefficiency with which the Spaniardsran their
settlements, Kersauzon had feared that the frontier guards wouldn’t know their governor had begged him
for help. Spaniards were indeed the kind of people who would open fire for the sake of honor,
regardless of whether honor and sense lay within screaming distance of each other.

The first copperskin the French settlers saw in Spanish Atlantistook onelook at them, then spun around
and ran like arabbit. (Inthe early days of settling Atlantis, there had been no rabbits, any more than
there’ d been sheep or cattle or horses. There were plenty of them now: maybe more than in France, for



they had fewer natural enemies here. Of course, like alot of Frenchmen, Kersauzon was fond of lapin
aux pruneaux—or lapin prepared any number of other ways, t00.)

“Should we shoot him, Monsieur 7’ asked a practica—»but not quite practica enough—sergeant.

“| daresay we should have shot him,” Roland replied. He hadn’t been practica enough, ether. “Too late
now.” Too late it was, without adoubt. The Terranovan had vanished into the undergrowth. He knew
where he was going. Pursuers wouldn’t. Roland could hope he would tread on a viper in his headlong
flight; there were enough, or rather too many, of them down herein the south. But, that unlikelihood
aside, the copperskin had got away.

Which meant—what? The fellow was bound to be adave. He was also obvioudy adave not tending to
his magter’ s affairs. Was he adave who was part of aband of rebels? That wasless obvious, but it
matched the way he acted.

Would his band of rebelswant to tangle with Roland’ s French settlers? Unless that band was alot bigger
than Kersauzon thought likely, they would have to be crazy to try it. Then again, plenty of white men
were crazy. Why not copperskins and Negroes aswel|?

“Where do we go now, Monsieur 7" the sergeant asked.

Roland redlized he should have inquired of the snooty Spanish teniente. He was damned if hewould turn
around again, even if it was only hadf amile or so thistime. He hadn’t seen any white men—Ilet done
white women—on the road since entering Spanish Atlantis. That had to mean the uprising was a serious
business...or that the whites thought it was, anyhow, which might not be the same thing.

The sergeant deserved—needed—an answer. Kersauzon scanned the southern horizon. He knew just
what he was|ooking for: the thickest smoke. When he found it in the southwest, he pointed. “We go
there”

It turned out to be farther away than he’ d expected, which meant the fires down there were bigger than
he' d thought. No one seemed to be fleeing toward hisarmy. Several Negroes and copperskins fled from
it. The French settlers caught a Negro. The man tried to deny everything.

“If you are asinnocent as our Lord, why did you run from us?’ Roland asked.

In reasonable—amost French—tones, the black replied, “1f you saw lots of men with guns, Sefior,
wouldn't you run, too?’

“Not if | thought they werefriends,” Kersauzon said.

“I thought you were ingleses,” the Negro replied. “ Los ingleses are the friends of no one but
themsdves”

“Y ou'reright about that, by God,” Roland said. “ They will use you against the Spaniards, and the
Spaniards againgt you. They will try to get the Spaniards to fight you instead of them. They don’t care
what happensto you, aslong asit helpsthem.”

“No doubt you are right, Sefior,” the Negro said. “But how much does it matter? If you are adrowning
man, you grab for whatever you can get your hands on. If it turns out to be alog—bueno. You are
saved. If it turns out to be a crocodile—at least you don't drown.”

Crocodiles and the other toothy horrors usudly caled by the Spanish namefor lizards—lagartos—were
even more common in streams down here than they werein French Atlantis. There were hardly any near



the English settlements; those lay too far north for the big reptilesto stay comfortable through the winter.
All things considered, Roland would rather have drowned if acrocodile or lagarto was his other choice.

He aso needed to ask, “Why did you haveto run from losingleses? After dl, they gainif youriseup
againg the Spaniards.”

“Yousad it yoursdf, Sefior,” the Negro replied with dignity. “1 am aman. | am not atool to be taken
down from ashdlf, used, and then put back. Saves are nothing but toolsto losingleses. If these
English”—he pronounced the name properly, and about as badly as Kersauzon would have—"said,
‘Rise up, and we will help you become freemen'....if they said that, | would be their man forever. But
they do not. They care nothing for freeing us. All they say is, ‘ Rise up, and make |os espafioles some
trouble.” Thisdoes not inspire me, for some reason.”

Roland Kersauzon swept off hishat and bowed to the black man, who stared at him in astonishment. “It
would not inspire me, either, Monsieur,” Roland said. “1 assure you of that.” He gestured. “Y ou may go.
Y ou are free—of me, anyhow.”

“But you and your men are still fighting for the damned Spaniards and against the daves,” the Negro said.
“Itisour duty,” Roland said smply.

“If youturn meloosg, it is my duty to kill you if you get in my way and if | have the chance,” the Negro
said. “I need to go after the Spaniardsfirst, but you are their aly.”

“Tell the other davesto wait until losingleses are gone from thisland. If they do, wewill not raisea
finger againg them,” Roland said. “My quarrd iswith the English, not with you.”

“Thisisagood bad bargain, but it isstill abad bargain,” the black man said. “If losingleses are not here,
the Spaniards will have nothing to distract them from us. They will put us down, and they will make us
pay for risng againgt them. But if we fight them now, while they aso have to worry about the English, we
have a chance to beat them. Maybe not a good chance, but achance.”

Hewasn’t even wrong, not as long as he was talking about Spaniards. If the daves did beat their Spanish
magters, the French would invade and try to suppress them. Even the English would probably do the
samething. They might not have many davesin their own settlements, but they didn’t mind making money
from other peopl€ s bondsmen.

And Roland was sure the English amed to seize French and Spanish Atlantisfor themsalvesif they won
thiswar. They wouldn't want Negroes and copperskins running around burning things and killing people.
No, not when those same Negroes and copperskins could be harvesting crops and putting black ink, not
red, in the ledgers.

Kersauzon made asif to push the dave away. “Y ou had better leave now, before | cometo my senses
and decide to hold you instead.”

The Negro bowed politdy. “Y ou may try, Sefior. | don’t think you will have much luck.” Then he
disappeared, o quickly and so effectively that he might have been part of aconjurer’ strick. A leafy fern
stirred for amoment. Deeper in the undergrowth, abird let out a startled chirp.

“He sanuisance,” asergeant said. “Y ou should have got rid of him while you had the chance.”

“It could be,” Roland said. “But even if | would have, how many morejust like him are there?” The
sergeant had no answer for that. Neither did Roland, not in numbers. But he knew there were swarms of
them.



Victor Radcliff found himself and hislittle band of English maraudersin an odd predicament. They helped
protect Spanish fugitives from the wrath of their uprisen daves. And they gave ad and comfort to the
Africans and Terranovans againgt the men who were convinced they had aright to own them.

Blaise didn’t mind that. On the contrary—one day he hurried up to Victor amost jumping in excitement.
“A woman here, she speak my language!” he exclaimed.

“Well, good,” Victor said. “That must be nice. What' s her name?’

“They cdl her Maria” Blaise answered. “ She hasanamein our language, too. It meansin English ‘little
Sa..’”

“Pretty,” Radcliff remarked.

“I can tak with she—with her.” Blaise made aface. “Don’t dways have to think through different kinds
funny words. Just...talk!” Heredly did jJump into the air then, but the legp put Radcliff in mind of adance

tep.

He got to see Mariaalittlelater. He didn’t think her especially pretty, but then Blaise didn’t seemto find
white women especidly pretty, either. The black man and woman could talk together, dl right. Their
language seemed full of clucking and mooing noisesto Victor. But he knew how ddighted he would have
been to find an English-speaking woman if he were stranded in West Africa

Voicedry, hesad, “Y ou might want to tell her we gtill have somefighting to do. Y ou can’'t marry her till
that' staken care of .

Blaise's skin was dready dark, but it got darker as he blushed. “Good thing she doesn't talk English. She
think you making promisesfor me.”

“I cantel her mysdf in Spanish, or in French if sheknowsit,” Victor said hdpfully.

“Never mind,” Blaise said—in English. “Maybe | marry she—her. Maybe | don’t. Don’t got to decide
now, though.”

“What are you two talking about in that funny language?’ Mariaasked in fluent Spanish. “Y ou better not
be talking about me when | can’t understand what you' re saying.”

“WEe retaking about the fighting, Sefiorita,” Victor Raddliff replied in the same language. “We il have
to beet the Spaniards.”

“And you will fight to the last dave' slast drop of blood to do it.” Mariahad atart wit.

“Weare here, in Spanish Atlantis,” Victor said. “We fought our way through French Atlantisto get here.
Wewould fight the Spaniards even if the daves did not rise up againgt them.”

She weighed that. Blaise plainly hung on her decision. Victor was surprised to discover he cared, too.
Y ou had to take Maria seriously. Some people had that gift. At last, she nodded. “ Bueno. The Spaniards
have plenty to answer for. And so do you ingleses, for sdling them so many davesfrom Africa”

She didn’t know—Readcliff hoped she didn’t, anyhow—how deeply involved in the dave trade hisfamily
was. Y ou could make alot of money off Negroes. Plenty of people had. If you didn’t sail to Africa
yourself, your hands stayed clean while you did it, too. Raddliffs and Raddliffeswerewelcomein al the



best placesin English Atlantis. We' d better be, he thought. We founded a lot of those places.

But that was an argument for another day. “Let’ sget moving,” he said. “We don’'t do anyone any good
gtting around like snailson aleef.”

They left more mansonsin flames as they moved south. The Spaniards who took refuge with them
cursed them because they didn’t do more to put down the rebellious daves. The daves cursed them
because they didn’t do more to help the uprising. Getting sworn at by both sides at once suited Victor
Raddiff fine. To him, it meant he was following about the right course.

He heard rumors the governor of Spanish Atlantis had let soldiers from French Atlantis come south to
ded with the English settlers. He dishelieved those rumors aslong as he could: if they proved true, they
would make hislife harder. But he sent scouts out to the north aswell asto the south. The only thing
worse than having the French settlers there would be having them there and getting taken by surprise.

A scout rode up from the south shouting, “ The seal The seal”
“Why you smile?’ Blaise asked Victor. “What so funny " bout the sea?’

Blaise had never heard of Xenophon. Victor would have bet the scout never had, either. But more than
2,100 years earlier, the Greeks escaping the Persian Empire had raised that same cry—" Thalassal
Thalassal ”—when they findly cameto the Black Sea.

For Xenophon's Greeks, coming to the sea meant finding the broad highway home. Thingsweren’'t so
sample here. Who could say what kind of shipslay off the coast? Any at dl? British? Spanish? French?
All of them at once, banging away a one another asif these were the bad old days of the pirates of
Avdon?

Victor again remembered Ethel Radcliffe, who' d shot his great-grandfather. Mule-headed stubbornness
seemed to run through every branch of the Radcliff(€) line. He needed some of his own here, and some
luck, if thisventure wouldn't be remembered as another piece of Radcliff(e) damnfoolishness,

“Let’'sgodowntothesea” hesad. “We ve comeadl thisway—we shouldn’t leave the last few miles
undone”

The ocean here was nothing like the cold, green-gray one off Hanover’ s muddy beaches. The water here
was turquoise. It looked warm enough to bathe in. The sand leading down to it was golden as a pretty
girl’shair. An enormous black bird glided past overhead; it had aleathery red sac under itsthroat.

Severd crocodiles unhurriedly ambled off the beach and into the ocean. Too bad, Victor Raddliff
thought. With so much firepower at hand, they would have been easy to kill. And, even though
crocodiles were ugly, they made better than tolerable eating.

Victor focused on the crocodiles and the frigate bird. Blaise was the one who pointed farther out to sea
and sad, “What ships are those?’

“Damnation!” Victor exclamed. Severd frigates cruised dong on that lovely blue sea. Hisfirgt horrified
thought was that some French or Spanish admira had got much too clever for comfort. It could cause
him al kinds of trouble. If he didn’t move his men off the beach, those ships could bombard them, and
damn dl he could do about it. Or they could land raiding parties, strike at him, and then get away before
he could respond. Just by being there, they denied him the seacoast. He fdlt trapped between their anvil
and the hammer of Roland Kersauzon's French stlers.

“What to do, Monsieur 7’ Blaise asked.



“Good question,” Radcliff answered dully. Heraised a spyglassto hisright eyefor acloser look at the
ships. If they were French frigates, he might persuade their skippers he and his men were Spaniards.
Conversdly, if the ships were Spanish, maybe he could fool the captainsinto thinking he was Kersauzon.
It might work for alittle while, anyhow, though what good it would do he wasn't quite sure. He was
looking for something—anything—to try, that wasdl.

He did the shiny brasstube out alittle farther to bring the frigatesinto sharper focus. Then he sarted to
laugh. And, once he started, he had a hard time stopping. He wanted to keep on braying idiot mirth up to
the sky that was only a couple of shadeslighter than the sea.

Somebody not far away said, “He' s gone clean round the bend, he has.”
“What you see?’ someone e se asked. That was Blaise, his accent distinctive.

Reluctantly, Victor lowered the telescope. “ Those ships out there...” He couldn’t go on. He started
laughing again ingtead.

“Y ou better tell us.” Now Blaise sounded amost threatening. Severd of the white men around Victor
looked the same way.

He took a deep bresth and held it aslong as he could. Then helet it al out and did the same thing again,
trying to flush the laughter from his system. Only after that did he try to speak once more: “ Those ships
out there... They're English.” That got him aload of profanity and obscenity covering as much relief ashe
fet himsdf.

Asusud, Blaisewasaman of direct action. He snatched the spyglass from Raddliff’ s hand and raised it
to hisown eye. He didn’t understand how the lenses bent light—he thought it was magic. (Well, Victor
didn’t understand why the telescope worked, either. He did doubt whether witchcraft had anything to do
withit.) Lack of understanding didn’t mean he couldn’t focus. Like Victor, he accepted the color-fringed,
upside-down images as the price of magnification.

And, like Victor, he garted to laugh, even if not so loud or so long. “Fuck me,” he said reverently. “They
areEnglish shipses”

“What are they doing here?” someone asked, which had aso crossed Victor Raddliff’ smind. “ Arethey
waiting for us?’

“Maybethey are, by God,” Victor said. “But whether they are or not, they can give usaridehome.” The
phrase deus ex machina ran through hismind. If those ships weren't the visible hand of Providence
sretched out on the waters. .. If they weren't, then they were Somebody’ sidea of acrue joke. Victor
refused to believe that. He called out an order: “ Show dl the Union Jacks we have—the bigger, the
better.”

The flags had grown tattered in their journey through French and Spanish Atlantis. Victor didn't care.
They wouldn’t be mistaken for the emblem of either enemy kingdom. They wouldn't be—and they
weren't. The nearest frigate sailed closer yet. Victor imagined its captain peering shoreward through a
spyglassjust like his own. Before long, the ship lowered aboat.

It stopped just out of musket range of the beach. “ Ahoy!” shouted someone aboard, his voice coming
thin over thewater. “Who are you? What are you doing here?’

Victor explained. Then he asked the same question of the bosun or lieutenant or whoever hewasin the
boat.



“We were ordered down hereto find you,” the man replied. “Looks like we ve gone and done it, t00.”
“What will you do now that you have?’
“Bring you back, of course.”

“Good God!” Victor said. “Not that we aren’t glad to see you, but who sent you down here? How did
you know where we were?’

“I hear it was that army bastard, Lieutenant-Colond What' s-His-Name. Charlie,” the sailor answered,
showing his scorn for anything in ared coat. “He got your despatches, looked at amap, and said, ‘ Go
there. You'll just aout find him.” And wejust about did, didn’t we?’

“Blessmy soul,” Victor murmured. Thinking an Englishman stodgy just because he was an Englishman
wouldn’'t do. The officer had used hisimagination, and used it well. His scheme wouldn’t have worked
unless England ruled the seas, but England did, and he took advantage of it. And, with Roland
Kersauzon's French settlers nipping at his hedls, Radcliff was glad he did.

“What do we do?’ Blaise asked.

“We go back to Freetown, that’ swhat,” Victor answered. “ And we don’t have to fight our way through
Spanish and French Atlantis or plunge into the western wildernessto do it.”

Blaise consdered, but not for long. “Good,” he said.

L eading the raiders onto the ships was along, tedious job. Victor formed arear-guard perimeter, and
kept it in place aslong as he could. After awhile, it wouldn’t have done much good. There weren't
enough soldiers manning it. Had Kersauzon'’ s troops descended on them then, it would have been
embarrassing, to say theleast. But luck had been with Raddliff dl through the filibustering expedition, and
it stayed with him now.

He and Blaise were the last two men from the raiding party to step into a boat. Blaise grimaced. “Last
timel went in ship, they took me from Africa,” he said.

Victor knew what hellholes dave ships—blackbirds, they caled them—were. He knew, but Blaise
knew. “Thiswon't bethat bad,” Victor told the Negro.

“Better not,” Blaise said. Grunting sailors pushed the boat into the sea. Their mates pulled them aboard.
They plied the oars like clockwork automata. The land receded. Thefrigate drew nearer. Victor was
delighted. If Blaise was, too, hisface didn’t know about it.

Roland Kersauzon stood on the golden beach, cursing Don José. He cursed the governor of Spanish
Atlantisin hisrisng and setting, hiswaking and deegping, hisesting and shitting. He wished the governor’'s
wife would take the pox from him, and he wished Don Jose would take the pox from hiswife.

“If he’ d made up hismind...!” Roland howled. “If only he had amind to make up!”

The Englishmen were gone. They’ d flown the coop. No, actudly they hadn’t—they could no morefly
than honkers could. Roland had hoped to shoot them down the way settlers shot honkers, too. And he
might have doneit—he might well have done it, since he was sure he had more men than they did—if
only Don José hadn’t sent him away before urging him back. Had the governor of Spanish Atlantis been
awoman toying with her lover, that would have been one thing. But he was aman of responsibility,



toying with the fate of his settlements.

Y es, the English raiders were gone. Kersauzon had brought the French settlers through the madness of
the dave uprising. They’ d done their share—more than their share, probably, snce the Spanish settlers
seemed notably reluctant to fight—to quell it. They’d got on Victor Raddliff’ stral. Thanksto the
wreckage Radcliff’ sraiders|eft behind, ablind man could have followed it. But it ended here.

And the Englishmen were gone. They hadn’t prouted wings. They hadn’t dug into the ground like blind
snakes, though Roland would gladly have consigned them to hell. And he didn’t suppose they’ d grown
finsand scales, either. Which didn’t mean they hadn’t left by sea. The Roya Navy wasthe strongest one
in these waters. Roland didn’t know how the enemy’ s ships got to the right place at the right time, but
manifestly they did. Nothing else was possible.

“What do we do now, Monsieur 7’ alieutenant asked. Like Kersauzon, he was|ooking out at the lovely,
deep blue, treacherous sea.

A tern doveinto thewater. It came out with awriggling fish in its beak. A big black frigate bird, the sac
at itsthroat like ascarlet pig' sbladder, harried the tern till it dropped the fish. The frigate bird snatched it
out of theair and flew off with it. Raddliff’ s English settlers might have been frigate birds, too. Likethis
one, they were getting away with their robbery.

“What do we do?’ Roland echoed. “What can we do? We go back and help Montcam-Gozon. Heis
the man facing the enemy right now.”

The lieutenant sighed. “It' salong march. And it will seem even longer because we' ve done so much of it
before”

“Don't | know it!” Roland started swearing at Don José again. When he ran down—which took a
while—he said, “What other choice have we got, though? Would you rather stay here? Do you like
running after the Spaniards’ Negroes and copperskins?’

“Good God, no!” thejunior officer exclaimed.

“Wadll, dl right. I would have chased you into the ocean if you' d said yes,” Kersauzon told him. “Wego
north. If the daves harry us, we make them sorry for it. If they don't, we leave them aone. Any
objections?’

“No, gr,” the lieutenant said.

“Then let'sgo.” Roland raised hisvoice and gave the men their new orders. They liked theidea of leaving
Spanish Atlantis. So did he. He suspected the Spaniards made alot of money from their settlements here.
But they made even more from the gold and slver of Terranova. The oneswho lived here were the ones
who couldn’t make ago of it there. They acted like second-raters, and came down hard on their daves
because they lacked confidence in themsdlves.

“We need shoes, Monsieur,” asoldier called. “We ve done adevil of alot of marching, you know.”

“Yes” Roland nodded. “It could be that some will come down in the supply wagons.” Everyone laughed,
knowing how unlikely that was. Even victuds had been in short supply lately. He went on, “Or it could be
that you will find somelying around with no one using them.”

The men pondered that, but not for long. They grinned and nudged one another. They’ d foraged to keep
themselvesfed. Now they had official leave—or what amounted to it—to forage to keep themsdlves
clothed. Roland suspected the Spanish settlers would soon regret that. He also suspected Don José



would soon bawl like a branded calf. He suspected he himsalf would grow remarkably desf to the
governor’s protestations.

“Where are the Englishmen?’ asked a Spanish cavalry officer, encountering the French settlerstramping
north. “What have you done with them?’ He spoke French with atrilling Spanish accent.

“Why, they arein our rucksacks, of course,” Roland replied. “Wewill keep them there until we quit
Spanish Atlantis. And | promise you by God and al the saintsthat they will trouble you no more.”

“In your rucksacks?” The Spaniard frowned. Since his eyebrows grew together above thetop of his
nose, helooked fearsome—but since he had only a handful of men behind him, not nearly fearsome
enough to intimidate Roland. “If | ride south and find them marauding—"

“If you do, you may track me down and do as you pleaseto me,” Roland brokein. “But for now,
Monsieur, you may get out of our way, for we are on the march.” Heraised hisvoice: “ Forward!”

His men rolled down on the Spaniards. The luckless officer and his squadron could get out of the way or
get trampled. The Spaniards got out of the way. The road was muddy. The meadows to either sde were
muddier. The horses had to keep moving lest they start to Sink. The officer looked daggers at Roland,
who wondered if the fellow would draw his pistol and start afight even if he was supposed to bean dly
and even if he was hopelesdy outnumbered. He seemed angry enough not to care.

But, no matter what he thought, he didn’t do anything. Once the French settlers passed him by, would he
get back on the road? Would he ride south and discover that the English redly had vanished from
Spanish Atlantis? And would he conclude from that that Kersauzon redly did have them in their
rucksacks?

When you were dedling with Spaniards, you never could tell.

When you were dedling with Englishmen, you never could tdll, either. The French were the only sensble
peoplein theworld: Roland was convinced of it. And even among the French there were unfortunate
gradations. Marquis Montca m-Gozon, for example, though surely agood fellow, did not seem nearly so
sensble asaman from French Atlantis. They' re going to seed over there in Europe, Roland thought
sadly.

The sound of gunfire ahead snapped him out of hismusing. “ Scouts forward!” he cdled. “We I find out
what that is. Then we' |l put astop to it oneway or another. Fix bayonets and load your muskets!”

Before long, the scouts came back. It was a brawl—almost a battle—between daves and Spanish
settlersin what was no doubt usualy adeepy little town: about what K ersauzon had expected.

“Let’'sgo!” hesad. “If the blacks and copperskins run from us, well and good. If nat, it’ stheir funerd.”

They ran. He d thought they would. They were brave enough, but had little in the way of organization.
They could fight settlerswho aso didn’t know what they were doing. Redl soldiers advancing in negt
ranks with bayonets gleaming under the subtropical sun? No. The daves melted into the woods.

Cheersfrom the Spaniards failed to warm the cockles of the French settlers hearts. The town wasbig
enough for two cobbler’ s shops. The French settlers looted both of them. They cleaned out the taverns,
too. Some unfortunate things probably happened to afew of theloca women. Roland thought that was
too bad, but he didn’t intend to do anything about it aslong as the soldiersfollowed orderswhen it came
timeto leave.

They did. Fewer cheers came to them when they |eft than when they’ d arrived. Somebody fired an old



fowling piece at them asthey marched away. None of the junk in the gun barrdl hit anybody. If some
had, the French settlers probably would have turned around and done a proper job of wrecking the
town. Asthingswere, they just kept going.

“Y ou know, Monsieur, the copperskins and blacks will come back as soon as we' ve gone a couple of
miles,” asergeant said.

“But of course,” Kersauzon replied. “What do you want meto do about it?’

“Wél, 5r, the Spaniards said we could comein if we hel ped them with the dave uprising,” the
underofficer pointed out.

Roland told him what the Spaniards could do about it. In the telling, he violated as many commandments
as he could without having either a sculptor’ stools or someone else’ swife handy. The sergeant, aman as
accustomed to harsh language as anyone of hisrank, stared in goggle-eyed admiration. Having dowed
down alittle, Roland said, “I came down hereto fight the damned English settlers. If | can’t do that here,
I’ll gowherel can doit, by God. Any questions?’

“Mais non. Certainement pas,” the sergeant said hastily, and went off to find somewhere to bathe his
bleeding ears.

If the daves got in the French settlers’ way, Roland’ s men went through them. If the daves didn’t, the
stlersignored them. They took what they needed from the surrounding countryside, asif in hogtile
country. Thelocalstook to running from them, and occasondly, asin that one village, shooting at them.
The French made them sorry when they tried it.

A courier from Don José rode up to Roland when he and his men were once more nearing the border
with French Atlantis. In accented French, the man cried, “His Excellency the governor demands to know
why you have not performed the function he required of you, and why he has received reports that you
are plundering the countryside.”

“We are plundering the countryside because we have to eat, and he never arranged to feed us,” Roland
replied. “And we are now returning to the more important fight, the one against England.”

“But the daves dill torment usl” the Spaniard cried.

“If you can’'t put them down by yoursdlves, then it could be that they deserve to be the masters,” Roland
sad.

The courier’ sjaw dropped. He sputtered and fumed. Findlly, after some effort, he got out, “Thisis
intolerablel”

“If you do not careto tolerate it, you are welcome to attack my army,” Roland said. “So ishis
Excellency. | do not promise you the most hospitable of receptions, however.”

“You will pay for this—thisinsolence,” the courier said.

“We ve dready paid for Spanish insolence,” Kersauzon replied. “Without it, we would have been able to
cometo grips with the English settlers along time ago. Instead, they got away. Should | thank you for
thet?”

“If you weren't dready running away from our country, we would drive you out like the dogsyou are,”
the Spaniard said.



Roland looked a him. “Consider, Monsieur: you are, perhaps, not in the best position to throw insults
mljt.”

How many muskets could point at a man on horseback at a shouted order, or even without one? The
courier seemed to make the calculation, and not to like the answer he found. His hand dipped toward the
dragoon pistol he wore on hisright hip, then jerked away asif the pistol butt had become red-hot.

“You'll be sorry,” he warned.

“I'm sorry dready,” Roland said: “sorry Don José doesn’t know his own mind, sorry your daves hate
you SO much—"

“What of yours?’ the courier retorted.

“Not likethat.” 1 hope, Roland added, but only to himsdf. “Most of dl, I'm sorry this has been achase
after awild goose, awild goose that hasflown. Since | can’'t follow by sea, | must go by land as best |
can. And so | say farewell to Spanish Atlantis, and you had better pray your own folk here do not do the
samne”

“God will punish you for this desertion,” the Spaniard said.

“He has—He sent me you, did He not?’ Roland replied. His men laughed. The Spaniard glowered. The
French settlers began to march, and the courier had to move aside or get trampled into the mud.
“Onward!” Roland cried.

XX

W hen Victor Raddliff strode down the Inflexible’ s gangplank and onto the quays at Freetown, the
clever English lieutenant-colonel who' d sent the flatillainto southern waters stood waiting for him. Victor
threw the Englishman the sngppiest sd ute he knew how to give. “Much obliged to your Excdlency,” he
sad.

“I thought you might need a hand, or at least find one, er, handy, so | did what | could,” the officer
replied.

“Now that we re back here, what did you have in mind doing with us?’ Victor wiped his sweaty
forehead with the back of his deeve—he had no kerchief. It was high summer, and ashot here asit had
been in Spanish Atlantis.

“Montcalm-Gozon presses us hard,” the lieutenant-colonel said. “He has proved himself an able and
aggressive soldier, and of course he has a solid body of French regulars. He has, however, few settlers
or other irregulars with him, not until Roland Kersauzon catches him up. Thisbeing so...”

Radcliff saluted again. He aso grinned. “ This being so, you want usto drive him as crazy asahonker in
mating Season.”

“Whilgt | should not have put it quite that way—yes.” The English officer smiled, too.

“Well, | expect we can do that. | expect the boyswill look forward to it, asamatter of fact, if | can get
them out of town fast enough,” Victor said.

“I'm sorry?” The officer’ ssmile melted away. “1 don’t follow that.”

“If we stay here long, some of them will get drunk, some will get poxed, and the more enterprising lads



will manage both,” Victor Raddiff told him.
“Oh. | see” Thesmilereturned. “Why, they might amost be regulars.”

“They’ re men, your Excellency.” Victor wondered how much experience with soldiers the Englishman
had had before King George—or, more likely, King George' s ministers—ordered him across the sea.
Lessthan he might have had: Victor was pretty sure of that.

Blaise and the other sergeants lined the green-jacketed settlers up in neat ranks. No one would escape to
the fleshpots of Freetown, such asthose were, if the underofficers had anything to say about it—and they
did. “We got here ahead of the buggers from French Atlantis,” one of the sergeantsrasped. “The
Frenchieswho are up here Il be sorry we did, too.”

AsVictor waked out in front of the assembled irregulars, he reflected that the tough, pockmarked man
with three chevrons sewn to hisleft deeve had just given his speech for him. “Philipisright,” hesaid, and
watched the underofficer’ s chest expand and his shoulders rise and straighten. “Now we make the
French regulars as sorry as Kersauzon’s men made Genera Braddock. We owe’ em that much, don't
we?’

Agreement came, loud and profane. The settlers had got caught a ong with Braddock and his redcoats.
They would haveif the English general wanted to listen. And if honkers could fly...

“Forward—march!” Blaise shouted. Bugles blared. Drums thumped. The men paraded through
Freetown. Tavern owners came out of their establishments and stared wistfully at the stream of men who
wouldn’t be customers. Sergeants and lieutenants made sure the men didn’t sneak off to tavernsor to
bawdy houses. A couple of plump, extremely well-dressed women who looked as disappointed asthe
publicans probably presided over those establishments.

More settlers and the surviving redcoats who hadn’t got captured and paroled held Freetown against
Montcalm-Gozon and his men. The French commander wasn't carrying on aformal siege with sgpsand
pardlds, but his campaign wasn't far removed from it. He d been pushing the English lieutenant-colond’s
forces back on the town. Had he had more artillery, he could have made things even worse. They were
bad enough asit was.

The French marquis didn’t have enough men to surround the town and keep hislinestight at the same
time. The English lieutenant-colonel said, “Well, Mgor Raddliff, from here on | leave you to your own no
doubt fertile devices. They seem to have met al requirementsin French and Spanish Atlantis”

“Thank you, dr,” Victor said in glad surprise. “1 don't know if | can handle that much responsibility.”

For amoment, the Englishman was nonplused. Then he redlized Raddliff might not be altogether serious.
He smiled thinly. “I dare hope you' Il manage.”

“Sodol.” Victor redized he wasliable to find himself in the middle of warm work. He shrugged. He d
done that before. One more time couldn’t be too much worse...could it?

Of course it could, you stupid fool, avoiceinsde him screeched. If you stop a musket ball with your
chest, or with your face, you’ll see how much worse it could be, too. Would Meg want anything to
do with himif he came home with a patch over one eye or missng hdf hisjaw? If shedid, would it be
from love or from pity?

At the English lieutenant-colonel’ s orders, the redcoats started a brisk dusk skirmish with Marquis
Montcam-Gozon' s Frenchmen. They stirred up enough trouble to draw French reinforcements—and to



let Victor and alarge band of settlers break out through aweskly held stretch not far away.

“Who goesthere?’ aFrenchman asked. Victor shot him in the head with a pistol. Down went the enemy
soldier, dead asastone, alook of absurd surprise on hisface. With the larger racket of musketry close
by, no more Frenchmen came running to see what had happened to Pierre or Louis or Jean or whatever
hisnamewas.

Out. Away. Into the countryside. That waswhat Victor had in mind. “South!” he caled to his men.
“Quick! Quick! I want to get on their supply lines the way you bastards wanted to get on the whores
back in Freetown.”

Coarse, baying mae laughter answered him. The settlers bumped into afew more Frenchmen asthey
hurried away from the lines around the town, but only afew. The French soldiers regretted it—but not
for long, never for long. The settlers, urged on by sergeants and officers, put as much space asthey could
between themselves and the main body of their foes.

The French were foreigners here. Severa of the settlers knew the roads and woods and streams the way
they knew the hair and tendons and veins on the backs of their hands—and from equally long
acquaintance. “Oh, sure, Mgor,” one of them said. “I” d bet anything they’Il bring their victuas and such
up the Graveyard Road. It' sadevil of alot wider and straighter than the Honker’ s Beak.”

“Cheerful name, Ned,” Victor remarked. “They call it that because...?’

“It’' sthe road that goes past the graveyard,” Ned answered matter-of-factly. “Nice spot for an ambush
not far from there.”

“Now you'retalking,” Victor said.

It was agood spot for an ambush, too. Pine woods grew close to the road on both sides. One day
before too long, Victor supposed, settlerswould cut them down for fuel or timber, but it hadn’t
happened yet. Lush ferns growing under the treeswould further screen the green-jacketed English
settlers. At dawn the next day, Radcliff sent apry youngster up atree to keep an eye out for
approaching wagons.

Inside of an hour, the lookout hallooed. Victor wasn't astonished. An army needed alot of suppliesto
keep going...and the French officers farther south wouldn’t know he' d broken out of Freetown. * Shoot
the horses and oxen first,” Victor told his men. “We want to make sure the wagons don't get through.”

On came the wagons, oblivious to danger. Hooves thumped in the dirt of the roadway. Axles squeaked.
Whedlsrumbled. Asthe wagons got closer, Victor could make out the jingle of harness and the drivers
laughing and talking to one another.

“Fire!” he shouted. The woods exploded in flame and smoke.

Down went most of the draft animals. Others, wounded but not dain, screamed and reared and tried to
bolt. Some of the men in the wagons screamed, too. A handful had the presence of mind to grab for
pistols and muskets and fire back. They even hit acouple of settlersasVictor’s men swarmed out of the
woods and over the wagon train.

“Don’t let any of them get away to the south!” Victor shouted. “We don't want the enemy to know what
we' redoing.”

Thistime, with surprise so complete, obeying his order was easy. The settlers rounded up the luckless
driversand guards. They put wounded animals out of their misery. Some of them started butchering deed



ones. Roast ox would be tough, and horse steak would be gluey, but Victor had eaten plenty worse. So
had many of hismen.

They dso plundered the wagons, and came away with everything from wine and brandy to pigs of lead.
“Burn what we can't use,” Victor said. “Don'’t leave anything Montcam-Gozon’ s men would want.”

Maybe the fireswould draw French regulars. If they did, the French would find that the settlers had got
loose. The enemy settlerswouldn't find the settlers themsel ves, though. Victor had them marching down
the Graveyard Road |ess than an hour after horror descended on the wagon train.

And they rounded a bend that afternoon and amost ran into another northbound wagon train. “Get ’em!”
Victor commanded: not the most precise order ever issued, maybe, but one that told what he wanted
done.

He got it, too. The Frenchmen, outnumbered twenty to one, never had achance. They couldn’t turn
around, and they couldn’t fight back. He feared one or two of them did manage to escape from the rear
of thetrain. If someone there jumped on a horse and galloped south asfast as the beast would take him,
he could get out of musket range before any settlers came closeto him.

“It won't be s0 easy next time,” Radcliff told Blaise asthe wagon train’ sfuneral pyreroseinto the sky.
The Negro only shrugged. “We can ill doit.”
Victor nodded. “Yes, | think we can, too.”

They came across no more wagons before they camped for the night. Victor sent acompany led by
locals cross-country to the road called the Honker’ s Beak. If the French aimed to use the poorer road to
sneak past him, they’ d be doomed to disappointment.

He dso told off some men to bury the lead they’ d taken. Hisforce had plenty for its needs. More
important now was denying it to Montcalm-Gozon. The settlers to whom he gave the order grumbled,
but he' d expected nothing else. Somebody had to do it.

“A good day’ swork,” he said just before rolling himsdf in ablanket. “ A mighty good day’ swork.”

“Can’'t you go any faster?’ Roland Kersauzon caled to hismen. “ The marquis will need us. | only hope
he doesn’'t need us already.”

“Begging your pardon, Monsieur, but you're up there on ahorse,” one of the French Atlanteans replied.
“Eader to go from hereto there on afine gelding than it is on shank’ smare.” He was gaunt and poorly
shaven. He' d done about as much marching as aman could do. All he had with him were amusket and a
bullet pouch and a powder horn. When he got the chance, he could fight. What more did you want from
asoldier?

Roland sketched asdute. “Y ou shame me. Would you rather ride for awhile? | canwak.”

The settler shook his head. “No. What difference doesit make now? And | suppose you need to be up
there so you can give orders and make people pay attention to you.”

No doubt hewasright. All the same, for the rest of the day Roland felt guilty about riding.

He aso fumed, ashe' d fumed ever since he reached the southern shore of Spanish Atlantisjust too late



and found the English fled. No, he' d been fuming longer than that: ever since Don José refused to let him
enter Spanish Atlantis. Wdl, Don José had paid for his stupidity. But the French cause was paying, too.

What was Montca m-Gozon doing now? What were the English regulars—and the English Atlanteans,
damn them—doing against him? What were they doing to him? Messengers had told Roland dl was well
with the French regulars up in English Atlantis. ..but he hadn’t had any messengersfrom

Montca m-Gozon the past couple of days.

Maybe that didn’t mean anything. Maybe the marquis had nothing new to report. Or maybe he wastoo
busy attacking Freetown to have time to deal with anything lessimportant. Maybe. Kersauzon had a hard
time believing it. The other maybe was that maybe something up north had gone wrong.

“Keep moving!” Roland called again the next morning. “ Pretty soon we'll be over the border. Then we'll
be living off the enemy, not our own countryside.”

Before they got to the border between French and Spanish Atlantis, they found out some of what had
happened up toward Freetown. A man riding what was obvioudy acart horse reined in in front of them
and shouted, “It’' sall buggered up!”

“What' sdl buggered up?’ Roland demanded.
“Everything!” The teamster seemed bound and determined to give aslittle information as he could.
“What happened to you? What happened to your friends?” Roland asked.

Little by little, he teased the story from the man. The English were waylaying supply trains. How long
could Montcalm-Gozon go without food and munitions? How had the English broken out of Freetown?
When the teamster said the attackers wore green jackets, Roland got his answer to that. Those were
Victor Raddliff’ s men, the men he hadn’t caught in Spanish Atlantis. Like quickslver—like hisown
troops—they could dip through any tiny opening. He wasted afew seconds swearing at them again, and
a Don José.

“Wadll, it'sup to us, then,” he said. “If we can break through and open the supply lines, the regulars will
take care of the English.” Aslong as the army holed up in Freetown doesn’t get more
reinforcements by sea, he thought uneasily. The Roya Navy was stronger than the French seaforces,
just as the English Atlanteans had more ships than their French and Spanish counterparts.

But he couldn’t do anything about that. He could only fight on land. And if the English settlerslay athwart
his path, he was ready—no, eager—to bull them out of the way. The sooner he did it, the better, too. He
could seethat dl too plainly.

“How much trouble isthe French generd in?’ he asked.
“Monsieur, | havenoidea,” theteamster said. “We never got close enough to find out.”

“Nom d’un nom,” Roland muttered. He wanted to order double time. No matter what he wanted, he
didn't doit. Evenif he'd ridden more than he'd marched, he had agood idea of how much his men had
left. If he exhausted them before they ran into the English settlers, hisfight waslost before it started.

How much did the enemy haveleft? They’ d done alot of marching and fighting, too. Yes, they’d salled
back from Spanish Atlantis, but ocean voyages didn’t build aman’ s strength. Considering the horrible
food aboard ship, even aforced march cross-country might be easier.

Or it might not. Pretty soon, he wouldn’t have to wonder any more. One way or the other, he would



know. So would Victor Radcliff.

If my ancestor hadn’t sold your ancestor the secret of Atlantis for a mess of salt cod... Kersauzon
shook hishead. Three hundred yearstoo late to fret about that now. The first Kersauzon, the one from
Brittany, made the mistake. Everyone €l se had been paying for it ever since.

“What will you do, Monsieur 7" The teamster sounded uncommonly worried. Roland blamed him not a
bit. Uncommon worry just proved the man understood the situation. Roland was uncommonly worried
himsdf.

He gave the only answer he could: “ Go forward. Find the foe, wherever heis. Fight him. Beat him. What
dseisthere?’

“Nothing.” Theteamster hesitated. “1 only hope the stinking greenjackets don’t pop up out of nowhere
on you, the way they did with us. If | hadn’t been on one of the last wagonsin thetrain, | never would
have got away.”

“Y ou didn’t know what you were running into. Thanksto you, wedo,” Roland said. “ They won't
surprise us. If they beat us, they will have to beat us when we know where they are. By God, my friend, |
don’t believe any Englishmen ever born, on this side of the seaor the other, can do that.”

“I hopeyou'reright,” the man said. Me, too, Roland thought. But he would never share that with anyone
else. Had he had hisway, he wouldn’t even have shared it with himsdlf.

Victor Radcliff tried to be thorough. Hetried to be cautious. So many things could go wrong in war even
when you knew as much as you could about what the low, sneaky scoundrels on the other Side were up
to. Mgor Genera Braddock and too many of his men had discovered, to their cost, the difference
between as much as you could and enough.

He and his settlers were moving south, away from Marquis Montcam-Gozon's men. If they were going
to runinto trouble, or if trouble was going to run into them, it was most likely to come up from the south
toward them.

But likely chances weren't the only ones. Along with stationing scouts ahead of the band of settlers and
out to elther sde, Raddliff aso put some men well behind hismain body. He perplexed Blaise. “ That
Frenchman, he wants Freetown,” the Negro said. “He not going to come after us.”

“Justin case,” Victor replied. “1 want to be like a hedgehog, so no one can bugger me by surprise.”

Then he had to explain what a hedgehog was, because Atlantis had none. Blaise got it in ahurry. “Oh!
A—" He said something unpronounceable, at least by awhite man. “We have them in my country. | not
know you know them.”

“Wall, | do. They have them in England and France and Spain, too.” Again, Victor wondered why
Atlantis was missng so many creatures common in Europe. A lot of those beasts, or ones much like
them, were aso common in Terranovato the west. So far as he knew, though, Terranova had no

hedgehogs.

And he had more urgent things to worry about than hedgehogs and honkers. One of the scouts he' d I eft
behind in the north rode into camp that evening on alathered horse. “They’ re on the move!” the man
exclamed. “They’ re heading thisway!”



“Who? The French?’ Radcliff was astonished. “Why? We might have made them hungry, but not that
hungry, not thisfast.”

“Don’'t know why,” the scout said gtolidly. “Ain’'t my station to cipher out why. Y ou set me thereto tell
you what. | done did that.”

“Yes. Youdid.” Victor nodded. Why was his job, and he understood what Montcal m-Gozon was up to
no better than he understood the Atlantean dearth of viviparous quadrupeds. “Are alot of French
regulars moving, or only afew?’

“Looked like abunch,” the scout replied.

“Something’ s gone wrong for them up at Freetown, then. Hasto be so,” Victor said. The scout only
shrugged. “What can we do about it now?’ Victor wondered aloud. He dreamt of catching
Montcalm-Gozon in an ambush to repay the French for what they’ d done to Braddock. To hisown
regret, he knew he didn’t have the men for it. “Were English soldiers chasing them?’ he asked hopefully.

“How the devil do | know?’ the scout said. “I saw those bastardsin blue a-coming. When | did, | stuck
around long enough to see it was agood maob of "em, and then | got out 0’ there.”

“Youdidright,” Victor said. He muttered to himsalf. Now he knew more than he would have without
those carefully placed scouts. But however much he knew, it wasn't as much as he needed to know. He
would have to decide—and to act—with incomplete knowledge. All generals had to do that. How many
of them got their noses rubbed init like this, though?

“Donewith me?’ the scout asked. “My backbone strying to saw clear through my stomach.”

“Go eat. They'reroasting a couple of beeves over there.” Victor pointed. The beeves were actudly oxen
from the French supply wagons, but if you complained about every littlething.... “Tel them | sad to give
you amug of wine, too—and they’ d better not have drunk it al up.”

“Now you'retaking!” The scout hurried away.

Victor was gnawing on roast—wadll, haf-charred, haf-rawv—beef himsalf when another scout rodein,
this one out of the south. “There’ sabunch of damned Frenchmen camped down there, Mgor,” he
reported.

“French regulars? Or French settlers?” Victor asked. The answer to that might tell him something about
which sde waswinning the nava war in the Atlantic.

“Settlers,” the scout answered, eyeing the toasted meat on a stick with alonging that said he' d had no
supper. “ Same buggers who' ve been dogging us dl dong.”

“Kersauzon marched the legs off them to get them up here so fast,” Victor said. The scout only shrugged.
Hedidn't care. “ Go get yourself something to eat,” Victor commanded. “1’ [l worry about the rest of this.”

The scout seemed only too glad to obey. And Victor did worry. He d wondered if he could catch
Montcalm-Gozon' s troops between his anvil and ahammer of redcoats. Now he wondered if he' d got
caught between hammer and anvil himsdf. Asfar ashe could tell, neither group of French soldiersknew
the other was close by—and neither knew his settlerslay between them. Aslong as he could keep them
ignorant like that, he wasfine. If they tarted acting together, he was along way from fine. Hewasin
more trouble than he knew what to do with.

Have to keep them from finding out, then. But how? He could wait for Montcalm-Gozon. Or he



could wait for Kersauzon. He couldn’t wait for both of them &t once. If hetried, they would smash him
between them.

All a once, he started to laugh. Then he summoned his officers—and severd sergeantswho had their
wits about them. He didn’t name Blaise, but no one said anything when the black man joined the council.
Raddliff found he was glad to have him there. No one could say Blaise couldn’t take care of himself, and
help others do the same. No onetried to do any such thing, either, which Victor found interesting.

He spent a couple of minutes summing up the evening' s news. “Bread on both sides of us, and we' rethe
meset inthemiddle,” hefinished. That kind of quick meal struck him as adamned good idea.

“How do we make surewe aren’'t dead meet in the middle?’ asked the sergeant named Philip, puffing on
his pipe. The English settlers had lifted plenty of pipeweed on their raid through French and Spanish
Atlantis

“Wall, that’ swhy | called you together. Here swhat I’ ve got in mind.” Victor spoke for another couple
of minutes, then asked, “What do you think?’

Philip puffed again. The pipe jerked up and down againgt histeeth ashe said, “We will be dead mest if
you'rewrong...Sr.”

“Now tell me something | didn’t know,” Victor answered dryly, which drew achuckle of sortsfrom the
veteran underofficer. Victor went on, “But we can't stay where we are and let them grind usto powder.
Does anyone think I’'m wrong?” No one admitted it. Thus encouraged, Victor went on, “And we can't
dide off to the west and let the two French groups get together again. That would cost us more trouble
than we want, now and later.” He waited again. Again, nobody contradicted him. He spread his hands.
“Thislooks to me to be the best we can do.”

Off to one sde, Blaise nodded. In the fading firdight, hisdark skin should haveleft him next to invisible.
Somehow, it didn't. People noticed Blaise. Were he an actor, he would have upstaged the othersin the
company at every turn. And it wouldn’t have been because he was a ham; it was because he waswho he
was.

A lieutenant said, “Well, if it doesn’'t work out the way you think it will, chances are we can get away
fromregulars”

Blaise nodded again. So did severd other sergeants. So did the officers at the council. With that
lukewarm approval, Victor’s plan went forward.

A rifle banged. The report was digtinctly sharper and louder than a smoothbore musket’s. Something
seemed to tug at Roland Kersauzon's hat. He took it off. It had two neat holes through the crown,
perhaps an inch—perhaps | ess than an inch—above the top of his head.

Another rifle spoke. A lieutenant riding afew feet away from him swore and clutched at hisleft thigh.

“Skirmishersforward!” Only on the second word did Roland’ s voice break like aboy’s. HE d needed a
moment to redlize just how close abrush with desth he'd had.

French settlerstrotted north. More gunfire greeted them. A little more dowly than he should have,
Roland redized those weren't mere snipers harrying his force. Somebody didn’t want his men going
forward. Somebody, here, could only be the English.



Redcoats or settlers? he wondered. By the way the foe fought, he guessed he faced settlers. They didn’t
come out into the open in neat lines. No—they fought from under cover of ferns and from behind trees.
They fought like hismen, in other words. Now....How many of them barred the way?

Only oneway to find out. He'd had more men than Victor Radcliff when he was chasing the English
leader. He thought he till did. He sent soldiers forward on the open ground and through the woods. If
the enemy wanted to stop them, he waswelcometo try.

Here and there, French settlers going forward fell. But not very many of them went down, and they didn’t
fdl across abroad front. Roland smiled to himsdlf. Bluff, as he' d thought. They couldn’t stop him. They
werejug trying to dow him down.

He sent more settlers up against Radcliff’ s men. He dso sent orders for runners to come back and keep
him informed about what was going on. They told him the English weren't standing and fighting. In his
mind, that confirmed that they were nothing but a harassing band.

“Pressthem!” Roland shouted. “Break them! Close in behind them and wipe them out!” Herode
forward himsdlf, though he stayed in the open so runners could find him at need. Hefired apistol at a
man in agreen jacket. The English settler stayed on hisfeet. Roland swore and pulled his other pistol
from hisbelt. By then, the enemy soldier had vanished among the pines.

Roland’ s men couldn’t quite break the English settlers. They forced them into headlong retrest—but only
so much of it. Wherever the woods grew thicker, the foe fought harder. There turned out to be more of
them than Roland had thought at first, too. They weren't just athin skirmishing line to be thrust back and
then broken or shoved aside. They had reserves cunningly placed to make life difficult for an advancing
opponent.

Another bullet snapped past Roland’ s head. He ducked without even thinking. People did when
someone shot at them. Y ou couldn’t help it, no matter how much you wished you could. Only ahandful
of men seemed immune to the reflex.

Darkness came down at last. The French settlers had pushed the enemy back severa miles. Roland was
pleased with himself. All the French settlers seemed pleased with themselves—all but the wounded.
Surgeonsworked on them by firdight. Their cries split the night.

But those heartbreaking shrieks weren't what killed Roland Kersauzon's pleasure. He suddenly
wondered how and why so many English settlers stood between him and Montcalm-Gozon'sarmy. How
had Victor Radcliff got past or got through the French regulars? Whatever he' d done, it couldn’t be good
news for the Frenchmen from acrossthe sea

Which immediately brought up the next question: what to do about it? Hisfirst impulse wasto order his
men forward right away. Regulars barely even thought about night advances. Too many things could go
wrong with carefully dressed lines. Roland’ s men, though, could play bushwhacker aswell astheir foes.

In the end, he waited for dawn. As herolled himsdf in his blanket, he wondered whether he’ d regret it
leter.

Victor Raddliff wished for artillery. He might aswell have wished for the moon while hewas at it. His
men couldn’t very well have carried cannon as they sneaked through the French lines.

But now Montcalm-Gozon's men were trying to blast hisforce out of the way. The Frenchmen had



plenty of fieldpieces. And, listening to the roar of guns from behind them, so did the redcoatswho'd
pushed them out of their lines and were driving them south.

If the English settlers could hold, the French regulars were trapped. If Victor’ smen had to retreet...well,
he didn’t want to do that, not with the French settlers coming up from the south. One of these days,
historians would understand exactly how this campaign worked. They would walk the fields and forests.
They would read accounts from survivors on both sdesand in al four groups of combatants. They would
issue learned, dispassionate judgments. For anyone actually going through the fight, confusion and fear
reigned.

Regulars without guns of their own could never have withstood the cannonading the French were giving
to Victor'smen. Regulars would have stood out in the open in neat ranks and let themsalves get
butchered. Victor had watched it happen to the redcoats.

His own men knew better—or fought differently, anyhow. They sprawled on the ground and hid in back
of whatever cover they could find. Some of them had even dug scrapes with bayonets and belt knives,
piling up dirt in front of the shallow holesto stop or deflect bullets. Here and there, cannon balls killed.
More often than not, they harmlesdy shot past Victor’ s settlers, who weren't packed together anywhere
near so tightly asregulars would have been.

Aslong as the Frenchmen kept cannonading his soldiers, he couldn’t do much to reply. They stayed out
of musket range. Even hisfew riflemen had trouble reaching them. He shouted encouragement to the
English sttlers. Aslong asthey didn’t break, they made Montcalm-Gozon swest.

The French commander had worries of his own—or Radcliff devoutly hoped he did. He was harried
from behind, asthe distant racket of gunfirein Victor’'s ears proved. With any luck at dl, hewould have
to turn around and face the troops pursuing him. If he did, he wouldn’t be able to ded with Victor's men.
That would be very good, which was putting it mildly.

Victor wasthinking just how good it would be when arider on alathered horse galoped up from the
south. “Mgjor, the French settlers are attacking us down there,” the man said, and pointed back over his
shoulder.

“Damnation,” Victor said, and then something more pungent in French, and then something till more
pungent in Spanish. Another cannon ball thundered past them, but that was the least of hisworries. “How
hard are they pressing you?’ he asked.

“Ashard asthey can,” the courier replied.

“Damnation,” Raddliff repeated. That wasn't what he wanted to hear. He didn’t doulbt it, though. If
Roland Kersauzon’s men had got thisfar north, they would try to bull through his blocking force. (If
they’ d got thisfar north thisfast, they’ d done some fancy marching, but that was a different story
atogether.) “For God' s sake, hold them back. We can’t have them pitching into our rear right now, not
when we ve got warm work in front of uslikethis”

French cannon bellowed again. Victor knew he made agood target. He stayed out in the open, while
most of his men had taken cover. The courier flinched alittle asthe bal flew by, but held hisground. He
gave Victor athin smile. “Redly, Mgor? | never would have noticed.”

“Heh.” Victor touched the brim of hishat in ahaf-sdute, acknowledging the man’s coolness. “ Go on.
Get back out of range before they ventilate your kidneys. Let the men know they need to hang on no
matter what the settlers do to them.”



“I'll tell em.” The horseman’ s grimace was as understated as his smile. “Don’'t know if they’ Il be glad to
hear it.” With ashrug, he whedled his mount and rode back toward the south.

He hadn’t been gone more than a couple of minutes before the French cannonading suddenly stopped.
Montcam-Gozon' s linesre-formed in the sudden near-silence (the French nobleman was bound to have
arear guard of hisown trying to hold off whatever trouble lay behind him). A horn call rang out over the
field. The sun glittered off bayonets being fixed asdl the French soldiers made the same motion at the
sametime. The horn rang out again—adifferent cal thistime. Those bayonets flashed fire once more as
the Frenchmen lowered them. One more cdl, and, with afierce shout, as much of Montcalm-Gozon's
army as he could spare advanced against the English settlers.

It was glorious. It was grandiose. It was, frankly, terrifying. “Hold your firetill they’ re wel within range!”
Victor cdled. He knew a certain amount of pride that his voice didn’t wobble. Here and there, riflemen
opened up on the French. They could hit a rangeswell beyond those a man with a smoothbore musket
could use. A few blue-coated enemy soldiers ssumbled and fell, but only afew. The rest stepped over
them and came on.

A hundred yards away from Victor, the Frenchmen hdted. Thefirst rank of soldiers dropped to one
knee. The second rank bent low above them. The third stood straight. They al fired together.

Bullets snapped past him. One hit his horse with amesaty thunk. The beast squealed and staggered. He
jumped off before it foundered. He had histwo pistols and arapier. They didn’t seem enough to repel
the French.

“Get down, Mgor!” somebody behind him yelled. “ Better shooting over you than through you.”

That struck Victor as excellent advice. He flattened out as the Frenchmen dressed their lines. A moment
later, with more cheers, they charged. His men greeted them with the best volley they could. Thiswasn't
just fireto annoy the enemy and gall him. The charge staggered when it met that wall of flying lead.

French soldiers clutched at themselves and screamed as they fell. But the ones who weren’t hit came on.

Victor fired first one pistol, then the other. He thought he hit one enemy soldier. From one knee, he threw
apigol in agartled Frenchman’ sface. He might have broken the man’ s nose. Then he sprang up and
skewered a bluecoat who was too dow to protect himsalf with his bayoneted musket.

And then heran for hislife, back toward the trees. No one spitted him from behind. No one shot himin
the back. None of his own men shot himin the chest or belly, though musket balls whipped past himin
both directions.

A dead sttler with afully loaded rifle lay behind the first pine he cameto. The man looked absurdly
surprised at catching abullet just above the bridge of the nose. He must have been about to fire when he
got hit. Victor snatched up therifle. There came aman in afancy uniform—plainly an officer. The
Frenchman’ s sword had blood on it. Victor fired. The officer soun, then dowly crumpled.

“Holy God!” someone bawled in French. “ The generd’ s down!”

| got Montcalm-Gozon? Raddliff thought dazedly. “We take surrenders!” he shouted, aso in French.
The enemy soldiers started throwing down their muskets and throwing up their hands.

XXIV

T hey were bresking. Findly, after arunning fight that had gone on dl through the day, the English settlers
infront of Roland Kersauzon’s men had had as much asthey could take. They’d managed to get across



acreek running east to the ocean, and were still defending the fords, but Roland was sure hisarmy could
forceacrossing.

He looked west, toward the Green Ridge Mountains. They were barely a smudge on the horizon, but, as
usual, clouds piled high above them. The sun was setting in blood as it sank into those clouds. “ Canwe
get over this miserable stream once night falls?” Roland asked hislieutenants.

They looked at one another. Nobody spokeright away. At last, one of thejunior officerssaid, “I'm
afraid | don’'t know where the shallow stretches are.” Severa other men nodded, asif he' d said what
they were thinking.

“Nom d’un nom,” Roland muttered. He dismissed the lieutenants and summoned sergeants and
corporas. They made an older, more raffish group than the one he' d sent away. He put the same
question to them.

“I canfind aford,” aweathered sergeant said confidently. “1 used to run traps up here. | know what's
what.”

He' d poached, in other words, since thiswas English territory. Roland grinned. “Good. That' swheat |
wanted to hear. As soon asit’snice and dark, we'll get moving....”

But the English Atlanteans knew where the fords were, too. They started bonfires on their side of the
creek at each one of them, to make sure Roland’ s men couldn’t catch them unawares. Roland took the
sergeant aside. “I know what you're going to ask me,” the trapper said: “Did they missany?’

“Y ou'reright—that’ swhat I’ m going to ask you,” Roland agreed. “Did they?’

“No, damn them,” the sergeant said. “Wadll, if you want to go five mileswest, there’ s sort of aford they
may not have covered. | can’t tell about that one from where we are now.”

Reluctantly, Kersauzon shook his head. “We' d get scattered al over the landscapeif wetried it. And
there’ s no promise Radcliff’ smen don't have afire burning &t that ford, too, isthere?”

“Monsieur, the only promiseis, we re going to die sooner or later,” the sergeant answered. “1 want it to
be later, in the arms of a beautiful woman. If her husband shoots me, even that’ s not so bad. But | know
you don’t dways get what you want, not in thislife you don’t.”

“Isn’'t that the sad and sorry truth? Her husband, eh?” Kersauzon shook his head. The sergeant grinned
and winked and nudged him. In spite of himsdlf, Roland laughed—for amoment. But the smile did from
hislips as he went on, “We Il have to pay moreto crossthat creek come morning.”

The uncouth, backwoodsy French Atlantean shrugged a shrug a Paris boulevardier might have envied.
“Every business hasits costs,” he said. “ Since we aren’t going to go tonight, shouldn’t we grab what rest
wecan?’

“Anexcdlentidea,” Roland said briskly.

Even when he wrapped himsdlf in his blanket, deep didn’'t want to come. He knew he was keyed up.
That accounted for some of histrouble—some, but not al. The English Atlanteans on the north side of
the stream were godawful noisy. Raucous snatches of marching songs floated through the air. So did the
sounds of tramping feet, asif large numbers of soldierswere on the march.

For alittle while, Roland worried, there under thet ratty, tattered blanket. Then he chuckled. Trying to
bluff him, were they? Did they think he would believe they’ d been reinforced, and hold off on account of



that? If they did, they were making abad mistake. Some of them were making their very last mistake.
Chuckling once more, he did headlong into deep.

That veteran sergeant shook him awake. The earliest traces of morning twilight grayed the eastern
horizon. “ Time for the dance already?’ Roland asked around ayawn.

“I think s0.” The sergeant jerked a thumb toward the north, across the creek. “But those noisy baboons
keep tripping over their own clodhoppers.”

“They want usto think every Englishman in Atlantisis hiding among thosetrees” Kersauzon said
scornfully. “Well, | don’t care what they want. | am not afour-year-old, to be fooled by such tricks.
We'll get our men fed, we' |l get them acrossthe stream, and we'll get back together with Marquis
Montcalm-Gozon.”

Breskfast wasless than hewished it were: stale hardtack and gamy sausage. But alittle ballast in the
belly was better than none. He took no more than any of his soldiers. As soon as the men were fed, he
formed them in long columns, onein front of each ford. The troops at the head of each column would
auffer. Not dl of them would fall, though, asthey charged through the wai t-deep water. And they would
drive the English Atlanteans before them once they got across.

Fernsrustled and quivered in the woods on the far side of the creek. Drums began to pound. Hearing
those drums made the hair at the nape of Roland’s neck quiver. “No,” he whispered hoarsdly. “I1t’ s not

posshble”

But it was. It was not only possible, it was true. Greencoats emerged from the greenery and formed up
opposite his own men. There were more of them than he would have expected to find in arear-guard
detachment. That made one nasty surprise. Things got worse. Asthe drums continued to bray, redcoats
broke cover and took their places beside the English Atlanteans. Their sergeants bellowed and sworetill
their lignment was perfect.

“What are those salauds doing here?” asoldier said. Maybe the question was meant for Roland, maybe
for an uncaring God.

Roland feared he knew the answer. Only one seemed likely: somehow, Montcalm-Gozon's French
regulars had cometo grief. The English had broken the Sege of Freetown, and now they intended to
break the French settlers, too.

“Monsieur, should we not withdraw?’ alieutenant asked urgently. “ There are adevil of alot of
Englishmen on the other sde of the stream.”

“Yes, thereare” Roland heard the bleaknessin hisown voice. “ And they know where the fords are as
well aswedo. If we pull back, what will they do next, eh?’

Thejunior officer’ s mouth twisted. He didn’t have to be Elijah the prophet to foretdll the future here.
“They'll come &fter us”

“Too right they will.” Kersauzon couldn’t even tell hismen to givethefoe avolley. Oh, he could, but it
wouldn’'t do much good. In hisinfinite wisdom, he' d ordered hisforceinto an assault formation. Only the
few soldiers at the head of each column could open fire. Whereasthe English. ..

No sooner had Roland redlized the English could open fire when and asthey pleased than they did. The
green-coated settlers Smply started shooting as they saw fit. The English regulars ddivered avolley under
the direction of their officers and sergeants, then methodically reloaded for another one.



And Roland’ s men lurched back. Not only could they not reply effectively, but they were so bunched up
that not even smoothbore muskets could miss. Some of them fell. Others—the ones who could—reded
away from the southern bank of the stream.

Crash! That second volley tore through the French settlers. They broke, running for any cover they could
find. Roland was surprised to find himsdlf till imperforate. He yelled himsdlf hoarse, trying to sem the
rout. He might aswell have saved his bresth, because none of that yelling did any good &t all.

Victor Radcliff rode across Stamford Creek. Bodies lay on the far bank. Other French settlers, wounded
but not dead, stretched imploring hands out toward him. He went on past them. Somebody on hisside
would take care of them sooner or later. He wasn't sure just how—maybe drag them off to the surgeons,
maybe knock them over the head. If none of the wounded enemies pulled apistal or tried anything else
foolish, odds were most of them would survive.

The English lieutenant-colond rode beside him. The young officer’ sface radiated enthusiasm. “ By God,
Mgor, | do believe we veredly doneit thistime! We ve broken them!” He waved happily. “Andit's
mostly because your men held the French regularsin place until we could come down on them from
behind. Well done!”

“Much obliged, ir,” Victor replied. “ And much obliged to you for coming down on them when you did.
We couldn’t have held much longer. They would have broken through usin another hour.”

“It was abit of anear-run thing, wasn't it?’ the lieutenant-colonel said. “No one knew who'd be the
heroes and who the goatstill it al played out, en?’ Just for amoment, hisgrin dipped. “ Pity about
Brigadier Endicott, though.”

“Yes, dr,” Victor agreed politely. Brigadier Daniel Endicott had commanded the English regularswho'd
landed in Freetown and given the force there strength enough to break the French sege. He' d had the
bad luck—certainly for him—to put hisfacein front of amusket ball afew days earlier. Not ten minutes
afterwards, his second-in-command got shot in the leg. That |eft the young lieutenant-colonel the senior
English officer ableto servein thefield.

None of which broke Victor’'s heart. Endicott had looked to be even more of abook soldier than the late
Magor Generd Braddock, and Colonel Harcourt was no improvement. The lieutenant-colond, by
contrast, had begun to understand that war in Atlantis wasn't the same as war on the manicured fields of
Europe. Coming right out and saying so seemed the opposite of useful.

Musketeers fired from the woods ahead. Sudden puffs of smoke marked their positions—or where
they’ d fired from, anyhow. Anybody with agrain of sense would go somewhere e se to reload and shoot

again.
Not far from Victor, an English Atlantean swore, clutched his calf, and sat down in the dirt. He drew a

knifeand cut at hishoseto get cloth for abandage. “I’ m out of the fight for awhile,” he said
meatter-of-factly.

“You'll do fine. The surgeonswill fix you up in nothing flat.” Victor wondered how big aliar he was.

The English lieutenant-colonel shouted orders. Redcoats advanced on thewood. A few more shots came
from it. One or two English regularsfell. The rest went on in among the trees. No doubt some French
Atlanteans escaped from the southern edge of the forest. But when the redcoats emerged, severa of
them held up their bayonets to show the blood on them.



“Good show,” the lieutenant-colond said. “We ve dedt with the one bunch—now al we havetodois
finish rounding up the other, and the war hereis as good as over. Then we seewhereit al ends up at the

peacetable.”

That brought Victor Raddliff up short. To him, Atlantiswas the world. But the English officer reminded
him things didn’t work that way. England and France and their dlieswere dso fighting in Europe, onthe
Terranovan mainland, and in India. A stroke of the pen, aswap of this settlement for that, could annul
everything won here with blood and bullets.

“They wouldn't trade away everything we ve done. ..would they?’ Thoselast two hesitant words
showed that Victor knew they might.

“It'snot up to me, Mgor. Nor isit up to you,” the lieutenant-colonel replied. “ The diplomats make those
choices. Our task hereisto ensure that they can bargain from a position of strength.”

More redcoats came out of the pine woods. They’ d taken a couple of prisoners. They prodded the
disgruntled French settlers dong with their bayoneted muskets. One of the captiveshad aholein his
breeches and was bleeding, but not too badly. Victor guessed his prodding had been more forceful than
he would have liked. The English Atlantean wondered what the prisoner had done to deserveit. Then he
wondered if the man had done anything. The fellow likely counted himself lucky to be dive, evenif he
wasinjured. Victorious troops were supposed to take prisoners, yes. But in battle all kinds of things that
were supposed to happen didn’t, and just as many things that weren’t supposed to did.

“We ve smashed up Montcalm-Gozon'sregulars,” Victor said. “If we can do the sameto Kersauzon's
tlers, we'll bein about the strongest position we can—in Atlantis, anyhow. | hear therest of thewar is

going pretty well.”

“I hear the same,” the lieutenant-colone said. “ By what the regulars newly cometo Fregtown tell me,
we' ve smashed the French and their native nabobsin India”

“That' sgood news,” Victor said.

“Itisindeed. They put up abetter fight than we thought they could: | know that for afact,” the English
officer said. “And as for the remnants of the French forces here...Well, we should be able to settle them
without too much trouble, | expect.” He might have been the picture of confidence.

“Sir,” Victor Raddliff said gently, “I do want to remind you that the late Genera Braddock said the same
thing.”

“Oh, yes. Of course.” The Englishman’ stone wasindulgent. “But, whilst | don’t careto speak ill of the
dead, General Braddock committed some serious tactical blunders. | hope we can avoid those.”

“Yes, sr.” Mgor Radcliff nodded. “Sodol.”

Had the English pressed their pursuit harder, they might have bagged dl the retreating French settlers.
Roland Kersauzon was only too bitterly aware of that. Even as things were, he had to fight a couple of
sharp rear-guard actions. He sacrificed men he couldn’t afford to lose to keep from losing everybody.
There were bad bargains, and then there were worse ones.

“WEe |l have a better chance insde French Atlantis,” he said again and again, trying to hearten the men he
had left and trying to keep retreat from turning to rout. “If we have to, we can stand siege a Nouveau
Redon. I'd like to see the damned Englishmen try to tekeit.”



“I wouldn’t,” someone behind him said. Roland’ s head whipped around. He wanted to know who
sounded so hopeless. But al the men close by tramped aong with their heads down. None of them
seemed ready to single out the fellow who' d spoken what probably lurked in al their minds.

It lurked in Roland’ s mind, too, however much hewished it didn’t. No matter how hetried to cheer up
histroops, his own spirits were at low ebb. How could it be otherwise? Discovering that the English
settlers had escaped him in Atlantis was bad. Discovering that the settlers and redcoats together had put
paid to Montcalm-Gozon' s proud regulars wasn't just bad. It was catastrophic. He' d beaten redcoats
once, when they obligingly marched into histrap. Trying to crossthe creek to attack Victor Radcliff’s
men, he' d sumbled into thers.

Maybe we should see what kind of terms we can get. Had anyone el se suggested that, Roland
Kersauzon would have been furious. But he could make the suggestion to himsdlf: he knew he wouldn't
follow through oniit.

“They’regoing to try to take away everything we ve got left,” a sergeant said with weary cynicism.

Roland nodded. “ That’ s right—they will. That’ s how greedy they are, the English cochons. So we won't
let them, en? If you bother aturtle, what doesit do? It pulls back into its shell. And good luck making it
comeout again.”

“You am to pull usback into our shell, Monsieur 7’ the underofficer asked.

“If you have abetter idea, I'd loveto hear it,” Kersauzon replied. A lot of commanders might have said
that for form’s sake. He meant it. But the sergeant only shook his head. Roland went on. “The longer we
hold out, the better the chance something good will happen somewhere ese. If it does...”

“We're saved,” the sergeant said when he paused.

He nodded again, though what went through his mind was, Well, we may be saved, anyhow. If the
English seized dl of French Atlantis but for Nouveau Redon, things were unlikely to go back to the
status quo ante bellum no matter how long a Sege the town withstood. And the enemy might do just
that—there wasn't much resistance except for his settler army.

That raised another question: how long could the fortress hold out? Roland didn’t know the exact
answer, not in days. But he knew the form the answer would take. Nouveau Redon would stay free as
long asthefood held out and aslong as there was no treachery. Munitions were not an issue; the fortress
had plenty. A spring near the center of town ensured the fortresswouldn’t run short of water.

Thefood could last avery long time, especidly if hisarmy expelled civilians so it fed no useless mouths.
Roland had overseen the victualing of Nouveau Redon himsealf. Hardtack and sauerkraut and smoked
meset and dried fruit were uningpiring; anyone who said anything el se was adamned liar. They could keep
body and soul together along time, though.

Treachery...Roland gnawed on theinside of hislower lip. Thelonger the Sege went on, themore he'd
have to worry about it. If someone decided relief was hopeless but thought he might cut adedl with the
army investing thefortress...|f that happened, Nouveau Redon wasin danger.

As Roland rode south—back toward the border between English and French Atlantis—one other
possibility occurred to him. If the plague broke out inside the fortress, he might have to surrender whether
he wanted to or not. Disease was aroll of the dice. If the pestilence or dysentery or typhus struck the
invaders, they would have to give up the siege.



“They deserve apestilence, don't they, God?” He aimed what was half aprayer, half a suggestion
toward the sky. Maybe God would listen; maybe He wouldn’'t. Any which way, Roland figured he'd
made the effort.

Had the bridges over the Erdre been down, he probably wouldn’t have been able to get back to
Nouveau Redon to stand siege. But they ill stood. Roland and his men had come north over
them...come north over them more than once, in fact. After crossing back into French Atlantis, he
ordered the spansfired. He didn't like that, but saw no other choice. Right now, dowing the enemy
down was almost as good as beating him.

Almogt. Roland and his survivors kept on retreating.

Victor Radcliff watched smoke rise up over the Stour. “They’re burning their bridges behind them,” he
sad: for once, literd truth and no cliché.

“They’ll have men defending the line of theriver, then, if they be not utter fools.” The English
lieutenant-colondl sighed wearily. “ And utter foolsthey are not. They could not have caused us so much
troubleif they were”

“WE | get over theriver,” Victor said. “ Kersauzon' s on the run. Hewon't leave enough soldiers behind
to serioudy hinder us.”

The English officer’ s eyebrow rose. For amoment, Victor wondered why. Then heredized he'd
committed a solecism. He smiled. If the lieutenant-colonel could worry about his grammar aswell asthe
campaign...more power to him. And, after amoment, the Englishman unbent enough to admit, “1 think
you make agood prophet.”

Although the French settlers had burnt what they could, the stone towers supporting the bridges' wooden
superstructure ill stood. And the redcoats had with them the usua contingent of military engineers,
Victor hadn’t expected to need their services until and unlessthe English army besieged the French, but
they proved valuable here at the border.

Onething Atlantis had was an exuberant profusion of lumber. Axe blows rang out dong the side of the
river. The engineersdid not try to re-create what the fleeing French settlers had destroyed. The redcoats
cared only about making away across. That they did. The Romanswho' d bridged the Rhine for Julius
Caesar would have approved.

“Wdl, well,” the lieutenant-colond said after riding across one of those improvised bridges. “ So thisis
French Atlantis.” Helooked around. “Doesn’'t seem much different from English Atlantis, doesit?’

“No, sr—except it sfull of Frenchmen,” Victor replied. What had the English officer expected?
Something that looked like France? In the towns, English Atlantislooked like England. Farmsthere grew
European—and sometimes Terranovan—crops. But the countryside remained stubbornly Atlantean.

If anything, French Atlantis seemed more Atlantean than the country farther north. Far fewer people
actualy lived here. That meant the landscape had changed less than it had where Englishmen settled.
Pines and barrdl trees stayed common right up to the very edges of towns. Victor's soldiers had no
trouble catching oil thrushesin thewoods. They ate better than the redcoats, who relied on rations and
viewed loca foodstuffs with suspicion.

“| an’t gonnaeat one of them funny-looking things,” an English sergeant declared. “Maybeif | was



garving—but | an't.”

Victor didn’t think oil thrushes were funny-looking. He d grown up with them, as he had with the
good-sized thrusheswith dull red breaststhat English Atlanteans cdlled robins. To him, the small, bright
robin redbreasts of the home idand would have looked strange—had he ever seen one.

Only men from Roland Kersauzon’ srear guard and occasiond free-lance bushwhackers dowed the
English army’ s advance. When the redcoats caught a franc-tireur, they hanged him from the closest
suitable tree asawarning to other locas. “If they want to fight us, let them put on uniformsand join an
army,” the lieutenant-colond said. “1 would respect them then, and treat them as soldiers deserve to be
treated. But this contemptible skulking must cease, and we shall make it cease by whatever means prove

necessary.”

Here and there, English Atlanteans had picked up guns and attacked the invading French forces. No
doubt Montcam-Gozon's men had hanged the irregulars they caught. Did that stop the English
Atlanteans from harrying them? Victor Radcliff doubted it, but he didn't quarrdl with the English officer.
That worthy had tradition on hisside, and didn’t seem inclined to listen to anyone who disagreed.

Besides, what was wrong with hanging Frenchmen? After al the trouble they’ d caused, Victor wouldn’'t
have shed atear to seethelot of them strung up. Neither would Blaise. “ Ought to hang everyone who
buysand sdisdaves” hesad.

That would touch off arevolt in French Atlantis. Victor was sure of it. Thelocals might understand and
forgive the execution of guerrillas. Anyone who went off and did something like that took his chances.
But the French Atlanteans—and the Spanish Atlanteans farther south—were convinced they had the right
to own human chattels. And...

“Didn’'t Africans sdll you to the white dave traders?’ Victor asked.

Blaise nodded. “Hang them, too,” hesaid. “They serveit.” Hemade aface. “ Deserveit.” His English got
better by the day. It till had along way to go, though.

Beforelong, the direction in which Roland Kersauzon’ s men were retreating grew obvious. “He sgoing
to sand siege in Nouveau Redon,” Victor told the English lieutenant-colondl.

“Wel, we'll just haveto winkle him out of there, inthat case.” The English officer certainly didn’t lack for
aggressveness.

Whether he lacked for brains might be adifferent question. “1t’ saformidable place,” Victor warned. “It
won't be easy to take.”

“He snever come up againgt proper engineers, ether,” the lieutenant-colonel said.
“How much can engineers do against solid rock?’ Victor asked.

The English lieutenant-colond’ s smile wasindulgent, almost swest. “I believe you' ve got the question
backwards, Mgor. Y ou should ask, how much can solid rock do against engineers?’

Back where he started. Roland Kersauzon hadn’t expected to return to Nouveau Redon except in
triumph. He hadn’t imagined the English Atlanteans stood a chance againgt brave French soldiers. He' d
thought he could besat them with settlers. By God, he had beaten the redcoats with settlers! That should
have decided things.



It should have, but it didn’t. Hefailed to count on English tenacity. The enemy kept fighting. Their raiding
band made Roland separate from Montcalm-Gozon—but he never did catch up with Victor Raddliff. He
damned Don José dl over again. He could dedl with his enemies, but God protect him from people who

clamed to be hisfriends,

And English tenacity also meant sending more redcoats across the ocean. No more French regulars came
to Atlantis. Maybe the English wouldn't let them. But maybe King Louisand hisministers smply couldn’t
be bothered with sending reinforcements. Roland wouldn't have been surprised either way.

Ordinary people streamed out of Nouveau Redon. Roland wanted no one there who couldn’'t carry a
musket. The fewer mouths he fed, the better. Aslong as he had soldiers on the walls and suppliesin the
storerooms, he was ready to defy the world—or, at least, those parts of it that spoke English.

One good thing sprang from the wreckage of his hopes: he worried alittle less about disease than he had
before. Y ou couldn’t catch smallpox or mead es more than once. So the learned doctors promised him,
and for once he was pretty sure they were right. The ones who could catch them aready had, and had
got better or died.

He posted astrong garrison of reliable soldiers around the storehouses. That didn’t seem so important
now, which was why he hastened to take care of it. If the garrison was in place before people started
fretting about hunger, it would stand a better chance of stopping trouble—or making sure trouble didn’t
gart—than if he put it in place after soldiers started tightening their belts. He hoped it would, anyhow.

For now, hismen’ sfighting spirit was strong. “We Il whip those English cochons right out of their boots,
won't we, Sr?’ said ayoungster on thewall. He shook hisfigt at the north. “ Just let them come!”

“But of coursewe |l beat them.” Roland wouldn't have weakened such enthusiasm for the world. Asfor
letting the English settlers and redcoats come. .. He and the force he had | eft couldn’t very well stop them.
Heknew that too painfully well. If he could have, hewould have.

He made apoint of checking the artillery. “Wewill dismay them with our range,” agrizzled gunnery
sergeant said. “We re up much higher than they are, you comprehend. It gives us the advantage.”

“Yes, | comprehend perfectly,” Roland said. “ They will be sorry that they have tried to rob us of the
jewd inthe crown of French Atlantis”

The gunner’ sfacelit up. “That iswdl said, Monsieur!”

“I'm glad you think s0.” Roland Kersauzon had never particularly believed he had aknack for thetelling
phrase. If he came up with one now, it was bound to be as much by luck asfor any other reason.

And how much would it matter one way or the other? If the enemy seized the rest of the crown, of
course hewould start prying at the jewel. Someone would have to cometo its rescue. Someone would
have to—but would anyone do it?

No onefrom French Atlantiswas likely to cometo hisaid. Such force as these lands could provide, he
had. Oh, there would still be armed men among the settlers, but there was no other army of settlers. And
there would be none, not to rdieve him. If any army formed, it would be to quell servile uprisings. He
was hitterly sure of that. What would the endaved Negroes and Terranovan natives here be doing now?
What they’ d donein Spanish Atlantis? It ssemed much too likely.

What hope from across the sea, then? Would the mother country send another force of regularsto help
its Atlantean settlements? Even if King Louiswanted to do just that—something of which Roland had no



assurance—what connection lay between desire and ability?

King George had reinforced his redcoats. That argued England was winning the war at sea. So did
Victor Raddliff’ s mortifying escape. The best will in theworld might not let France ship soldiers across
the Atlantic. If it didn't...

In that case, why am | still fighting? Why not surrender now? Roland wondered. He would save his
own skin, and he would save the lives of so many settlers who had dready suffered so much for French
Atlantisand for France.

But he could not make himsdf yield while till abletofight. If they want me so much, let them come
and get me, he thought. He didn’t know what was going on in the wider world; he could only guess.
And evenif hisguesseswereright now, fortune might reverseitself while he held ouit.

He could hope s0. And he was too damned stubborn to quit. “Here | stand,” he murmured. If aGerman
Protestant had said the same thing once upon atime...Roland knew little of Protestants, and even less of
Germans.

“Oh,” the English lieutenant-colonel said when he got hisfirst good look a Nouveau Redon.
“Yes, gr,” Victor Raddliff replied, inlieu of 1 told you so. “The nut won't be easy to crack, I'm afraid.”

“Soit would seem,” the English officer said. After amoment, though, hischin came up. “The mesat ingde
will bedl the sweeter, then.”

“Onceweget a it, it will.” Victor didn’t want to say, If we can get at it. Thelieutenant-colond might
think he lacked confidence. He al'so might think the same thing himself.

“Hrg thingsfirs,” the Englishman said. “We Il surround them, cut them off. We' ll offer bettle. If they
come out to engage us, so much the better.”

“Roland Kersauzon' s not that foolish,” Victor said. “1 wish hewere.”

“WEell, we can hope hewill be,” the lieutenant-colonel said. Raddliff only shrugged. Y ou could dways
hope. But hoping for something and counting on it were very different. He hoped the Englishman
understood that.

Up on thewadlls of Nouveau Redon, a cannon boomed. The ball fell far short of the settlers and redcoats.
The gunners must have known it would. Victor recognized the shot for what it was: defiance. A breeze
from the Green Ridge Mountains blew the black-powder smoke toward the ocean.

“They won't act so bold when we cut them off from theriver,” the English lieutenant-colond said.

Victor gtared a him. Didn’t he know anything about this place he aimed to besiege?“ They don’t depend
on the Blavet for water, Sr,” the Atlantean said carefully.

“No, eh? Well, cigernsgo dry, even if it takeslonger.”

“They don’t depend on cigterns, ether,” Victor said. No, the Englishman redly didn’t know anything
about Nouveau Redon. “They have aspring, and it' s never been known to fail. We may be able to sarve
them out. We may be able to take the town with saps and paralels—"

“Won't be easy,” the lieutenant-colonel said. Victor nodded. The ground rose sharply toward the citaddl,



and grew gtonier the higher it got: not promising terrain for digging trenches.

“I'm afraid we' |l be here quite awhile,” Victor said. “Wejust have to pray we can keep our own men
supplied—and that sickness doesn't break out. If it does...” He spread hishands, asif to say, What can
you do?

“We are going to take that fortress.” The English lieutenant-colond might have been an Old Testament
prophet. He sounded utterly sure he wastelling the truth. Radcliff envied him his certainty. The Old
Testament prophets had had God on their side. Victor hoped hisarmy did, too. He hoped so, yes, but he
wasless sure of it than people like Elijah had been.

The lieutenant-colonel shouted orders. Horns blared. Drums thumped. Soldiers moved out to encircle
Nouveau Redon. The opening stepsin asiege were asforma asthosein agavotte.

Then the Englishman gave his attention back to Victor. “Tell me, Mgor—have you read Caesar's Gallic
War?’

“Yes, gr.” Victor wondered why on earth the other officer chose this moment to ask that question. A bit
touchily, the Atlantean added, “We aren’t al barbarians on this side of the ocean. | can giveyou All
Gaul isdivided into three parts or talk about the aurochs and the other curious animals of the German
foredt. If you happen to have a copy with you, | can even make a stab at construing sentences, though |
confessmy Latinisn't what it wasfifteen years ago.”

“Don't fret. Don't fret,” the lieutenant-colond said, which only left Victor more fretful than ever. The
English officer continued, “Upon my honor, Mgor, | meant no dight by the question. Please accept my
assurances on that score.”

“Very well, Sr.” Victor' svoice Stayed stiff.

The English officer pointed toward Nouveau Redon. France' sfleurs-de-lysflag il fluttered defiantly up
there. “ Can you give me precise bearings on where inside the town that spring rises?’

“I can’t—no, Sir. But I’'m sure you can find out if you inquire among my greencoats. Some of them will
have spent moretimeinsdethan | have.” Radcliff’ s curiosity roused. “Why, if | may ask?’

“Perhaps we can match the famous fate of Uxelodunum,” the Englishman replied.

Whatever Uxdlodunum’ sfate had been, it wasn't famousto Victor. He presumed it was set forth in the
Gallic War. If it was, he didn’t remember it. Suppressing asigh, he said, “I fear you must enlighten me,
ar.”

Enlighten him the English officer did, finishing, “No guarantees, of course—there never arein warfare.
But it strikes me that thisis our best—and quickest—chance of securing avictory at reasonable cost.”

Victor Raddliff did something he’ d thought he would never do: he doffed his hat to the lieutenant-colond.
“If we can bring that off...If we can, I’d give twenty poundsto be afly on the wall and seethe look on
Roland Kersauzon' sface.”

“Heisadifficult man,” the lieutenant-colond said.

“I’'m sure he thinks the same of you—and of me,” Victor replied. “ And chances are he' sright—and so
areyou. All things considered, | would sooner lay sege out here than stand Segein there”

“Aswould I,” the Englishman agreed. “Montcalm-Gozon had me mured up in Frestown, which



was...less than pleasant. But my position was still open to the sea. Y our settlersreturned, and then we
were reinforced from England. Only the angels could reinforce K ersauzon now.”

“Hewon't ask for them, even if God would give them. He sa proud man,” Victor sad. “If you don’t
know that, you don't know himat al.”

XXV

R oland Kersauzon hadn’t thought alot about what being besieged might be like. He'd never imagined it
could bore him. But it did. One day seemed the same as another. He' d started losing track of how long
he' d been shut up here. How much longer could he stay?

Till the storehouses emptied, and then alittle while after that. But when they would had no smple answer.
If he kept his men on full rations as long asthefood held out. ..he was an idiot, or aman who expected
to be relieved soon, assuming those two weren't one and the same.

Three-quartersrations? Half rations? When to swing from one to the other? Those were the worries that
weighed on hismind. But what difference did it makeif he decided tomorrow, not today? Not much, and
he knew it.

Had he worried about water...He didn’t, though. The spring was what it had dways been, what it
alwayswould be. God had loved Nouveau Redon when He sent the cold, pure water bubbling up
through the rock. He' d also loved the settler who first redlized what that spring meant: an impregnable
fortressfor French Atlantis.

The English weren't even trying to take it, or not trying very hard. Oh, they were advancing their sgps
and pardldslittle by little. They had yet to bring cannon within range of thewalls, though. Roland
doubted whether they could. The ground rose steeply and grew rocky in ahurry. Every new move
forward would get harder and go dower.

Onceinawhile, gunson thewall would fire. A cannon bal killed ateam of oxen hauling something
toward the closest trenches. The gunners whooped and capered, proud of their shooting.

“Magnifique,” Roland said dryly when he learned what the celebration was about. “Now the damned
Englishmen will have themsalves a supper of beef.”

That made the cannoneers facesfal. They hadn’t had asupper of beef for awhile now. Oh, some beef
went into the sausages they gnawed on, but no onein hisright mind inquired too closely about whet all
went into sausages. Better not to know; better just to edt. ..aslong as the sausages held out.

And Roland proved right. The redcoats and greencoats butchered the murdered oxen and roasted the
carcasses. Mother Nature was in acruel mood; the wind carried the savory smell of the cooking meat
straight into Nouveau Redon. Roland’ s supper was ahard cracker, some barley mush, and a chunk of
tough, stale sausage not quite so long as his thumb. His ssomach growled enormoudly at the wonderful
aromawafting over thewdls.

Also oncein awhile, riflemen—commonly settlersin green coats, which made them harder to
spot—would sneak forward from the enemy lines and snipe at the defenders. A rifleman had a chance of
hitting a man from more than afurlong. The surgeons got reminded they were there for areason.

And the whole garrison got reminded they werein the middle of awar. “I’m dmost grateful to the
English,” Roland remarked to a sergeant after aman took aflesh wound. “ They make surewe don’'t go
dack.”



“Oui, Monsieur.” The underofficer nodded. Then he pointed out toward theriver. “ They stay busy
themsdlves, too. See how much dirt and filth they dump into the clean water.”

Sure enough, the Blavet had been clear enough to reflect the Sky’ sbluetill it came dongside the English
works encircling Nouveau Redon. But it ran brown and turbid asit flowed on toward the Atlantic.

“They are afilthy people themsalves, and it showsin everything they do,” Roland said. The sergeant
nodded again. But Roland’ s eyes narrowed as he surveyed that muddy stain in theriver. “I wouldn’t have
thought they were digging enough to put that much muck into the water.”

“It doesn’t come from nowhere,” the sergeant said.

“True enough. And the river was clean—well, pretty clean—east of here before they came.” Roland
shrugged. No river that ran past atown could stay perfectly clear. But the Blavet hadn’t looked like that
before.

The redcoats and the English settlerswere still working at their saps. Could they be working enough to
make the river so muddy? Roland’ s shoulders went up and down once more. As the sergeant said, the
dirt didn’t come from nowhere. So the enemy had to be digging that much.

Scornfully, the sergeant said, “1I’ll bet they don’t have the sense to draw their water upstream and piss
downstream.”

Roland Kersauzon laughed. “I’ 1l bet you' reright.”

Once, thislittle thicket of redwoods had shaded a house outside Nouveau Redon’ swalls against the sun.
Now it kept the French settlers shut up inside the town from seeing the opening to the mine under their
mountain. Victor Radcliff wondered whether the English engineers were wasting time and backbreaking
effort.

“How long do you suppose dl thiswill take, Sir?” he asked the English lieutenant-colonel.

“Aslong asit takes,” the officer replied. “ Timeis one thing we have plenty of.” He checked himsdlf. “As
long asthe men stay hedthy, anyhow.”

“There sdwaysthat,” Victor agreed. “ And aslong as the French don’t manage to bring any more
regularsto Atlantis”

“They were lucky to do it once, by God.” The Englishman spoke with the unconscious arrogance of a
man whaose kingdom had got used to ruling the seas. “ They’ d be more than doubly lucky to do it twice.”

“Here shoping you'reright.” Victor left it there, returning to his earlier question: “ Can your minerseven
begin to guess how long they’ Il need. Have you talked with them about it?”

“I have,” thelieutenant-colond replied. “But as long as it takes still seemsto be the best answer | can
giveyou. They will need some uncertain amount of timeto dig their way under Nouveau Redon, and then
some other uncertain amount of time to cast about for the root of the spring, so to speak. Adding one
uncertainty to another can but yield alarger uncertainty, | fear. And, of course, thereis no assurance that,
even seeking, they will find what they seek. The Siege, naturally, continues notwithstanding their success
or falure”

“Naturdly,” Victor echoed. Helooked up at thefortress. Aslong asit held out, English rule over Atlantis



remained uncertain. Onceit fel, if it fell... Then the only way the French and Spaniards could regain
power and influence was at the negotiating table—about which, Victor knew too well, he could do
exactly nothing. If one of King George' s so-called diplomats cared nothing for land to which he couldn’t
rideinaday or two...Wdl, in that case, so much of thisfighting would have been for nothing.

Victor made himself shrug. If his greencoats and the English regularsfailed, those so-caled diplomats
would have lessto work with. All he could do was dl he could do. He aimed to do it.

A miner, stripped to the waist and muddied al over, carried another basket of poil on his back out of
the tunnel opening. Thedirt wouldn't go into theriver till after nightfall, to keep the defendersfrom
redlizing how much of it came from this one spot. The miner looked up at sky and sunshine asif he hadn’t
seen them for years. “Bloody good to bresthe fresh air,” he remarked to no onein particular.

Victor believed that. He wouldn’t have wanted to scrape away far underground, in Stygian darkness
illuminated only by candles and feeble lamps, never knowing if dl the countless tons of earth and rock
above him were about to cavein and crush him to jelly. Timber shored up the passage into the earth, but
dl thesame...

Theman sighed. “Ah, well. Back toit.” He grabbed the empty basket and vanished once more into the
bowes of the earth.

“Bravefdlow,” the English lieutenant-colond said. He d been watching the miner, too, then.

“Heis,” Victor agreed. “Can they redlly dig agraight line under the ground? Or will they lose thair
bearing?’

“They check it by compass, ingde and out,” the English officer replied. “ So the chief engineer assures
me. They have had adedl of practice at this sort of thing grubbing out coa on the other side of the ocean,
you know.”

“They’ re beginning to do that here, too, up in the north,” Radcliff said. “Fewer trees close by where
they’ re needed than there were when settlersfirst found Atlantis. And cod burns better, which also has
itsuses. But | don't think anyone could pay me enough to make my living underground.”

“Nor me.” The lieutenant-colonel shuddered. He seemed glad to point upward toward the town at the
top of the hill. “ Could your riflemen snipe abit more than they have been latdly? We don’t want the foe
to think we' ve given up on taking the fort by ordinary means.”

“I'll take care of it, Sir,” Victor promised. “We don't even have to hit them, so long asthey know we're
shooting a them.”

“Jugt s0.” The English officer amiled. “ A peacegble sort of war, isit not?’
“Itsureis,” Victor sad. If this scheme worked, if the French gave up...

A few days|ater, one of hisriflemen came back swearing. “I had him in my sights—the French
commander, old damned what’ s-his-name,” the man said. “Had him inmy sights, and | fired...and |
missed. Bugger me with aredwood cone, but | missed.”

“What kind of range?’ Victor asked.
“Not too long—afurlong and ahalf.”

“Bad luck,” Victor said. * Shooting uphill like that—it’ s hard, and you don't practice it much.”



“I should have got him.” The rifleman refused to be consoled.
“Wdl, maybeyou |l get another chance,” Victor said.
“Not onethat good, dammit.” Still disgruntled, the other settler somped away.

Heturned out to beright, too. At least, he didn’t come running back to Victor claiming he' d plugged
Roland Kersauzon. Neither did anyone else. The commander of the French settlers went right on
directing the citaddl’ s defense. Victor began to wonder whether Nouveau Redon would ever fall.

Then, one day, the engineers digging far below the fortress ran out of the tunnel they’ d labored on for so
long. “Water’ s starting to drip through thewall!” exclaimed amuddy man with apickaxe clenchedin his
right fist. “We can hear it flowing by, too.”

“By God!” Victor said. He solemnly clasped hands with the English lieutenant-colond.

“What do you do now?’ the English officer asked his men. “How do you ruin the spring without
drowning yourseves?’

Three of them went back into the shaft they’ d evacuated. Each man rolled a hogshead of black powder
ahead of himself and trailed fuse out behind. After what seemed avery long time, the engineers emerged
from the tunnel once more. One of them bowed to the lieutenant-colond and said, “If you'd careto do
the honors, your Excellency...”

“I should be ddighted.” The Englishman lit atwig at asmall firethat crackled nearby. Hetouched it to
each of the three fusesin turn. One by one, they hissed to life. With three, Victor thought, one of them
will surely reach the powder.

And at least one did. Boom! The ground shook under Victor’ sfeet. He shook hands with the English
lieutenant-colond again. “How long before we know whether we did what we wanted to do?’ he asked.

“Shouldn’t belong, Mgor,” one of the engineersreplied.

A few minutes |ater, water started flowing out of the tunnel mouth. Victor and the English officer and the
engineers joined hands and danced around in acircle. What they could do, they’ d done. Now they had
to seewhat it did to Nouveau Redon.

Boom! Roland Kersauzon was on the wall when the ground shuddered under hisfeet. A lot of
gunpowder had gone off all a once...somewhere. But where? He looked back at histown. No great
cloud of smokerising there. His men hadn’t done their bet to blow themsalves up, then.

The English? Not anywhere Roland could see. The bulk of Nouveau Redon hid some of their linefrom
him, but he would have thought any explosion big enough to make things jump like that would have
produced a sizable cloud of smoke. Maybe he was crazy. Maybe being up on the wall made the
explosion seem bigger than it redly was. A crew of cannoneers were dso looking around, wondering
what had happened. When their eyes met his, they shrugged, amost in unison. Laughing, he returned the
gediure.

Half an hour or so later, people started shouting hisname. “Herel am!” he cdled. “What isit?’

“The spring!” somebody caled from the narrow, winding streets. “ The spring’ sgone dry!”



“What?' Roland yeped. “ That' simpossiblel”
“It may beimpossible,” the man down therereplied. “But it' strue.”

“Merde!” Roland said. “Nom d’un nom d’un nom!” He hurried down off thewall. Going down stairs
shouldn’t have made his heart pound like that. In fact, going down stairs didn’t make his heart pound like
that. Fear did.

Sure enough, no water gurgled from the mouth of the gargoyle who capped the spring. “It
just—stopped,” atill-plump cook said. “A few minutes after the ground shook, it...stopped.”

Roland cursed again, thistime even more vildy than before. The cook gaped at him. Roland hardly
noticed. He was seeing men far belowground, men working with spades and adzes and picks. He'd
never dreamt they could penetrate to the living heart of his mountain. Underestimating what the English
could do did not pay.

“What now, Monsieur 7’ the cook asked. “Nouveau Redon has no cisterns. Who would have imagined
we needed them?’

“Who indeed?’ Roland said dully. He looked up to the sky. A few white clouds lazily drifted acrossthe
blue. He wanted gray sweeping away the sun. He wanted rain, downpour, deluge. No matter what he
wanted, God wasn't going to giveit to him.

Men could live on hdf-rations for months, maybe even years. They could go with no food at dl for a
month. Take away their water and they were helplessinside aweek.

Not al the water insde Nouveau Redon had vanished, of course. But if no more camein, if the weather
stayed fair, the way it looked like doing...What could the defenders do then?

He saw only one answer. It wasn't agood answer, but it wasn't an impossible answer, either. Drawing
himsdf very draight, he sad, “Wefight, by God!”

Having decided to do that, he wasted no time. He sent runners hot-footing it all over Nouveau Redon.
The sooner his men went out and assailed the English, the less they would suffer from thirst in the
meantime. Rain might buy him afew more days, but—another glance toward the sunny heavens—no, no
raninggnt.

As hismen gathered near the northern gate, he rosetill he stood in the saddle and told them what they
needed to know: “1 am sorry to say it, my ducks, but the English have pulled the rug out from under our
feet. They have murdered our spring—we have no more water coming into the town. But we are not
without hope. Plenty of water flows down there, right below our feet. All we haveto doisgo takeit.
WEe ve fought Englishmen before—and we' ve beaten them before, too. One more win, and thewar is
over. Wecandoit!”

A gresat cheer rose. The French settlers certainly thought they could do it. Believing athing possible went
along way toward making it so. Roland had a pistol on hisbdlt, a pistol in each boot, and adashing
sword loose in the scabbard.

“Youwill follow me” hesad. “Y ouwill not turn back till I give the order. And I will never give that
order!”

Another cheer rang out. “Forward!” a sergeant shouted in agreat voice. In an ingant, the whole army
was crying out the word: “ Forward! Forward! FORWARD!”



The gates opened. The men streamed out of them and formed aline of battle. Enemy rifles began firing as
soon as the French settlers came into sight. Here and there, aman fell. The settlers were veterans by
now, and acted as stolid about |osses as regulars could have.

Roland pointed down toward theriver. “Let'sgo!” he cried. Cheering, the army went.

Cannonsroared. Firelicked at the French settlers from the trenches ahead. Neither English Atlanteans
nor redcoats emerged to fight on open ground. The enemy fired from his earthworks. If he could shoot
down the whole garrison from Nouveau Redon without exposing himself to much danger, he would do it
without aqualm of conscience.

A coward sway to fight, or ese atradesman’s: so Roland saw it. Which didn’t makeit ineffective. Oh,
no. More soldiers came running through the spiderweb of trenchesto take their placesin front of the
French settlers. Roland redlized his men would have to break through before the English got enough
fightersin place to stop them. Well, they were close to thefirgt trench line now.

A musket bal caught his horsein the neck. Blood fountained, impossibly red in the sunshine. The horse
let out a bubbling shriek and staggered. Roland sprang clear before it went down. He brandished one of
his pistols—the sword would have been more dramatic, but he could do more with the pistol—and
shouted, “I’'m il fine! Let’sgo on and give them what they deserve!”

His good sense proved itself amoment later. A redcoat swung a musket toward him. But Roland fired
first. Hemissed, but he made the Englishman duck. The enemy’ s shot went wild. Roland threw the pistol
at the next closest redcoat, then drew his sword and jumped down into the trench.

The sword got blood on it in short order. Roland got blood on himsdlf, too, but it wasn't his. An English
regular amogst spitted him with a bayonet, but got shot in the side before he could thrust again. The
redcoat sank with agroan. Roland’ s blade flickered like a viper’ stongue. It was quicker than any
bayoneted musket, but the bayonets had more reach.

French settlers swarmed over the English defenders. The French outnumbered them here, and also had
desperation on their side. As soon as Roland was sure they’ d killed or driven back enough enemies, he
scrambled up onto the northern edge of the trench and ran on toward the next line. “Follow mel” he

ydled again.

Some of hismen did. Others went through the trenches connecting the inner ring of worksto that outside
it. Had the English settlers and regulars had their wits about them, they could have plugged those
connecting trenches with afew men. But the attack’ s mad fury unnerved them, and the French sttlers
rushed into the next ring.

How many of these battles will we have to win? Roland wondered, unchivaroudy stabbing a
greencoat in the kidney from behind. The man shrieked and dropped his musket, whereupon the French
settler he was facing gutted him with his bayonet. But more and more greencoats and redcoats rushed to
thefray. The English settlers and regulars might be too unnerved to fight with proper tactics, but they
weren't too unnerved to fight.

Not dl the Frenchmen who got into the second ring of trenches came out of it. And still more English
soldiers poured into the brawl from the works al around Nouveau Redon. The longer clearing the trench
took, the harder it got. “We have to move on, down toward the river!” Roland called. But what they had
to do and what they could do might be two different things.

Roland fired both his remaining pistols. He hit aredcoat with one ball; he wasn't sure about the other. In
the mad mélée dl around him, he wasn't sure of much. He hung on to one pistal, carrying it reversed in



hisleft hand. Some swordsmen used a left-hand dagger to beat aside their foes' wegpons and to do
damage when they could. The pistol worked about as well. Roland clouted a settler over the head with it
when the man got too close for him to use his blade.

“Comeon!” Kersauzon shouted again and again. “We have to keep moving!”

But their progress got dower and dower. The English Atlanteans and regulars were continualy
reinforced. No more French settlers came forth from Nouveau Redon. Roland had put al hisweight into
the one blow. He' d had to hope it would prove enough. Now he wasn't so sure.

There was the Blavet, with only one morering of trenchesin the French settlers way. “Come on!”
Roland shouted once more. “By God, my friends, we can do it!”

Helooked around. His men—hisfriends, as so many of them were—had melted away like snow in
goringtime. Most of the ones who came forward with him bled from one wound, or from more than one.
He discovered to his surprise that he' d taken several wounds himself. He didn’t remember getting any of
them. The heat of battle could be like that.

Now that he knew he was hurt, dl the little wounds started to pain him. Heignored them as best he
could. If the French settlers could get past the last enemy trench, past the redwoods just beyond it...

But the greencoats and redcoats knew what the French had to do. Gunfire spat serpents’ tongues of
flame at the oncoming French settlers. The corporal next to Roland groaned as he took abullet inthe
belly. He folded up like a concertina

A fiddpiece thundered, and then another one. How had the English manhandled gunsto where they were
needed most? But how they’ d doneit didn’t really matter. That they’ d doneit did. Canister tore through
the oncoming French settlers. It blew one man right out of his shoes.

Roland sat down, hard. Helooked &t hisright leg in absurd surprise. It wasn't bleeding....too much. He
tried to stand again. He managed to do it, which proved the leg wasn't broken. It could take...some
weight. He hobbled forward, brandishing his sword. “Hurrah!” the French settlers shouted as they threw
themsdves toward the last English defenses.

The English, settlers and regulars, still wouldn't comeforth to fight the French man-to-man. They stayed
in those earthworks and behind those trees and poured lead into soldiers who were in adesperately poor
position to shoot back.

Another man near Roland dropped. Roland grabbed his musket and used it asa stick to help himsdlf
hobble forward. He was dmost to the trench when a black man wearing sergeant’ s stripes took dead
am at him. He knew it was dl over, at least asfar as he was concerned.

Then the white man next to the Negro knocked the gun barrel to one side. “ Surrender!” the white caled
infair French. “Y ou fought bravely. What more can you do?’

“I may die, but | won't surrender,” Roland answered. “ Come out here, Monsieur, and we will seewhich
of usisthe better man.”

“What difference doesthat make?’ the greencoat said. “1 have the stronger kingdom, and that does
make adifference. It makesdl the differencein theworld.”

“If you want to fight like acoward, it does.” Roland would have laughed at himself if things weren't too
grim for laughter. He could barely stand up, and he chalenged the English settler to single combat. If that
wasn't suicide, what was?



Thiswas, thiswhole charge into the teeth of the English position. He' d feared as much when he ordered
it. But he fill didn’t see what €l se he could have done. Without water, Nouveau Redon would have had
to give up soon. The attack had had some chance.

Some. But not enough.
“Lagt chance, Monsieur,” the English settler warned.
“Be damned to you, Monsieur,” Roland replied.

“I’'m sorry,” the greencoat said. “Y ou’ re abrave devil, but that won’t do you any good, either.” He
turned to the Negro beside him. “Go ahead, Blaise.”

Roland tried to spring forward. It wouldn't have worked on two good legs. The musket ball caught him
sguarein the chest. Hefdl on hisfacein the dirt. Blood filled his mouth. Ashisvison dimmed, akatydid
the size of amouse scuttled past his face and burrowed under aclod of dirt. He coughed. He choked.
Blackness enfolded him.

“I never dreamt they’ d comethisfar,” the English lieutenant-colond said.

“A few of them got through and got away,” Victor Raddliff said. “I never thought they could do thet.
They wereformidable.”

“Were,” the English officer echoed. “ That' salovely word, by God.”

“lsn'tit, though?’ Victor looked around for his Negro sergeant-cum-body-servant, and saw that he was
going through a dead enemy soldier’ s pockets. The victors take the spoils, hethought. Aloud, he
continued, “1f Blaise hadn’t shot their leeder there at the end, we might still befighting.”

He exaggerated, but not by much. When Roland Kersauzon fell, it took the heart out of most of the
French settlers ill on their feet. They threw down their muskets and rifles and swords and put up their
hands. By then, the redcoats and English settlers were glad enough to accept their surrender.

Surgeons worked on wounded all the way from the riverbank up to the gates of Nouveau Redon. Where
the fighting was sharpest, dead men in red and green, in French blue and colonial homespun, lay piled
together in death, each one quiet now where he had fallen. The twin stinks of pierced bowels and
blood—so much blood!—filled Victor’ s nogtrils.

“Only onething worse than afight like this,” he murmured, rubbing at a cut on hisleft arm. He was one of
the lucky ones. But for that, he' d come away unscathed.

“What could be worse?’ The lieutenant-colonel still seemed stunned at the struggle the French had put
up.

“Losing,” Victor sad bluntly.
“Wadl, yes” the English officer admitted after amoment’ ssurprise. “ Thereisthat.”

So there was. Redcoats and greencoats robbed disconsolate enemy survivors of anything they happened
to carry. Kersauzon's men were in no position to complain. Anyone who presumed to resent the thefts
wouldn't livelong. Had the French settlers triumphed, they would have done the same to their foes.
Everyone on both sides knew as much.



“What are weto do with them?’ The English lieutenant-colonel seemed to be talking more to himself
than to Victor.

Victor answered anyhow: “ The ones who are left, we may aswell send home.” Hiswavetook inthe
windrows of corpses—far more French than English, because Kersauzon’s men had pushed the attack,
and pushed it in large measure out in the open. “ Even after they get there, French Atlantiswill havea
great swarm of widows.”

“And agreat swarm of English settlers coming south to console them?” The lieutenant-colonel might be
stolid and earnest, but he had a certain basic shrewdness.

“| shouldn’t wonder,” Victor said. “French Atlantisis ours now. Ther€ sno army |eft that can dow us
down, much less stop us. Plenty of plantations, plenty of ordinary farms, plenty of shopsin the townsthat
will need men to run them. There won't be enough Frenchmen to do it, not after we ve killed off so many
of them. And our settlements have aways been more popul ous than theirs. Look at the way we're
Fpilling across the Green Ridge Mountains. They have New Marseille over on the west coadt, but that's
just another little seacoast town.”

Now the Englishman glanced up to make sure Blaise was busy plundering. In alow voice, he said, “How
do you suppose your bonny English settlerswill like turning into daveholders?’

Victor Radcliff shrugged. “I1t' saway of life down here. How else are you going to run a plantation?’
“I don't carefor it,” the lieutenant-colond said. “ Savery’ sagaing the law in England, you know.”

“I don't, elther, but it snot here. Not in our Terranovan settlements, either,” Victor said. “Where daves
and money go together, who complains about daves? Does that surpriseyou, Sir?’

“Well, when you put it so, perhapsnot,” the English officer replied. “1 shouldn’t care to buy and sdll other
men mysdf, though.”

“Neither would |...9r,” Victor said dowly. “But | wear cotton when | don’t wear wool or linen. Much of
what | wear isdyed with indigo. | enjoy pipeweed. Sometimes | eat ricewhen | don’t eat maize or
whest. Isn't it the same for you?’

“Yes, of courseitis,” thelieutenant-colond sad. “But—"

“No, sr. No buts, not in that case,” Radcliff brokein. “If you use what daves make but don't careto
own them yoursdf, aren’t you like aman who eats pork but doesn’t care to butcher hogs?’

The Englishman opened his mouth, then closed it again. After amoment, hetried again: “You area
bloody difficult man, Mgor.”

“Thanks. | do my best,” Victor said, not without pride.
“Thismay dl prove moot, you understand,” the Englishman said.

With asigh not quite of resignation, Victor Radcliff nodded. “1 understand much too well. If the
gentlemen who all speak French sit down together and decide to hand this country back to the people
who just now logt it, nothing we can do to keep it thisside of insurrection.”

“| should not recommend that, either,” the English officer said. “It would be foredoomed to failure.”

“Youmay wdl beright, sr,” Victor said palitely, though less than convinced that the officer from across



the Atlantic was. “I am operating on the assumption that it will not cometo that. | am aso operating on
the assumption that those diplomatic gentlemen will not be so foolish asto squander what we won at such

“You arelikely to beright yourself,” the Englishman said. “ England had the power to take French
Atlantis, and God has aso blessed us with the power to prevail e sewherein the world. We may throw
France some small sop when thiswar isover, to prevent her utter humiliation, but | see no reason to
throw her alarge one. In my view, French Atlantisistoo large and too important to return, it once having
fdleninto our hands”

“Weagree” Victor smiled. “That is not something a settler and aman from the mother country can often
say these days.”

“We have been tested in adversity, you and |,” the other officer replied. “ And, unlike the King of
Babylon, God did not weigh usin the measure and find us wanting.”

“Not yet, anyhow,” Victor sad, amiling still. “ Do you suppose that, with French Atlantisin our pocket,
we could siweep down through it and pick up Spanish Atlantisaswell?1 tdll you frankly, sir, the daves
who' ve risen againgt their masterswould likely give us aharder fight than the Spaniards can put up.”

“| doubt that not at al,” the Englishman said. “ Still and all, though, that’ salong march, and one with
uncertain supply lines, into acountry notorioudy unhedlthy. | should hesitate to undertake it without
ordersfrom London.”

“My greencoatsdidit,” Victor said. “Welived off the land, and we had no trouble doing it.”

“What iseasy for irregularsis often difficult for regulars” the lieutenant-colondl answered. “Irregulars
often have a certain amount of trouble remembering that the converse aso applies. Or do you think your
men could have stopped the flow from the spring here?’

Raddliff knew his men could have done no such thing. Even trying would never have occurred to him.
That long underground burrow...He shuddered. No, he wouldn't have wanted to try that. “ Y our point is
well taken, Sr,” he admitted.

“Generous of you to say s0,” the Englishman told him. 1 adso fear | can’t promise the timely appearance
of the Roya Navy, which you were ableto enjoy. Y ou might have known a certain amount of
embarrassment had the French and Spanish Atlanteans succeeded in combining against you.”

The ships plucked you off the beach in the nick of time. Thelieutenant-colonel had acat’s politeness,
he wouldn’t come right out and say such athing. But Victor understood what he meant. “Y ou may be
right, gr,” he answered inancerdly. “ Still and dl, not much danger of a Franco-Spanish combination
againg us now, isthere?” We' ve whipped the French settlers once and for all waswhat he meant,
and the Englishman couldn’t very well mistake him.

To hiscredit, the redcoat didn’t try. “No, not much,” he said, “but | till believe we would do better to
ensure our conquest of French Atlantis than to go haring off after something grander yet. Do you on this
side of the ocean know the proverb about the bird in the hand and those in the bush?’

“I've...heard it,” Victor said. The English lieutenant-colond chuckled at his rductant—indeed, his
reproachful (to say nothing of nearly mutinous)—subordination. After avictory like the one they’d gained
here, chuckles came easy. Had Roland Kersauzon’ s men beaten the redcoats and greencoats and
escaped en masse to continue the war, the English officer wouldn't have taken that hesitation so lightly.
Victor went on, “A lot of the birds here, though, don't fit in the hand.”



Redcoats led glum French settlersinto captivity. Some of those settlers were in their stocking feet. If they

hadn’t been whipped out of their boots, they’ d lost them as spoils of war. Pretty soon, the English settlers
and regulars would plunder Nouveau Redon, too. Victor would have been surprised if some of the more

enterprisng fellowsweren't dready sarting.

“French Atlantiswill fit quite nicely, | do believe,” the redcoat said.

“Itisagood handful,” Victor dlowed. Why argue now? Sure enough, triumph was agreat sweetener. He
took off hishat and saluted the English officer. “Wewon it together, Colond Cornwallis.”

Cornwallis returned the salute. “We did indeed, Mg or Radcliff.”

XXVI

V ictor Raddliff didn’t like Hanover. He never had. He didn’t think he ever would. The place crowded
too many people into too smal a space. Army encampments did the same thing, but encampments were
different. Everyonein them—well, amost everyone—accepted military discipline and knew his place.

Not in Hanover. People hopped after their own pursuits, as single-minded—or as mindless—asthe big
katydidsthat bounced across Atlantis fields and forest floors. They all wanted more than they had, and
they weren't shy about grabbing what they wanted with both hands.

Soif Victor had had any kind of excuse, he would have stayed far away from the brawling metropolis of
English Atlantis. But he had none. He was the hero of the war againgt the French. A hero had to be seen,
had to be praised, to make a proper spectacle for the people. Victor dully and dutifully paraded at the
head of aregiment of greencodts.

“Ah, well,” he said over his shoulder to Blaise, who strode aong behind him. “One good thing about this
nonsense—if the boyscan't get laid tonight, they aren’t half trying.”

“What about you, Sr?’ the Negro sad, hisvoice dy.

“Not tonight, anyhow,” Victor answered. He was no saint when he was away from Margaret, though he
had no bastards he knew about. “Not tonight,” he repeated. “1’m going to the feast for al the fancy
Radcliffs and Radcliffes. Should be gruesome, but it can’t be helped. Y our friends you choose, but
you're stuck with your relatives.”

Not al the Radcliffs and Radcliffes at the banquet proved excessively fancy. Some of the young, pretty
women wore the name only because of amarriage connection. They were no blood kin to Victor at
al—but they were interested in getting to know him more intimately. He got to know one of them much
moreintimatey in aservant’ stiny room under the stairs—and he was smiling benignly at her husband,
some distant cousin of his, five minutes later. That was amusing, evenif hedidn’t tell Blaise about it
afterwards.

But neither the parade nor the féte nor the naughty sport under the stairswould have drawn him to
Hanover by itself. All three of them together wouldn’t have. What brought him to London in Small—the
town’ s proud boast—and kept him there was the certainty that details of the peace treaty would cometo
Hanover before they came anywhere esein Atlantis.

He rode down to the harbor every morning, sometimes with Blaise, sometimes done. Ships of dl sizes
and ages camein, from England and her settlements around the world and her allies. Some of the people
knew that talks to end the war were going on. No one seemed to know how they were going.



And then, one afternoon, a swift, rakish Roya Navy frigate, the Glasgow, sailed into Hanover. When
Victor asked the officer of the deck if he had news of the peace, that young lieutenant looked down his
nose a him and demanded, “Why do you presume that you deserve to know?’

“I am Mgor Victor Radcliff. Without me, the ministerswouldn't be talking about French and Spanish
Atlantis,” Victor answered. “Now, Sir, who are you—and who is your next of kin?" His hand dropped to
the butt of the pistol he wore on his belt.

The nava officer lost much of histoploftiness. “1...beg your pardon, Mgor. We do bring that word, asa
matter of fact.”

“If you tdl mewhat it is—at once—I won't ask any more personal questions of you,” Victor said. |
won'’t kill you, he meant, and the lieutenant knew it.

“Wdll...” Theyounger man needed to gather himsdlf. At last, he went on, “French Atlantis comes under
English sovereignty. It is opened to English settlement without restriction. The dons keegp Spanish
Atlantis, but England gets trading concessions there. We take most of French Terranova, too, and dmost
al of French India”

Radcliff cared nothing about India, and only alittle about Terranova. The lands on thisside of the
Hesperian Gulf were wide enough for him. He nodded to the lieutenant. “ Thank you. That’s good news.”

It was't so good asit might have been. He would have loved to see the Union Jack flying over Spanish
Atlantis, too. But the Spaniards weren't rivals, as the French had been. History had left Spainina
backwater. France, on the other hand, could have stayed ahead of England had she won thiswar.

She could have. But she hadn't.
“Who the devil are you talking to, Jenkins?” asenior nava officer demanded, scowling down at Victor.

“ThisisMgor Victor Raddliff, ar,” the lieutenant answered. “ The man who helped our regularstake
French Atlantis”

“Huzzah,” said the captain, or whatever he was. “More troublemakers for the Crown to worry about.”

“Would you rather they were here, sir?” Victor said. “Would you rather al Atlantisflew the
fleurs-de-lys?’

“What aridiculous notion,” the senior officer sad.
“It isnow, Sir—because wewon,” Victor replied.

The officer sputtered and fumed. Victor caught only afew words. “...damned settlers. ..ot of
nerve...arrogant scut...” Then the fellow spoke more coherently: “ Asif this miserable, half-baked place
meattered afarthing’ sworth in the grand scheme of things.”

“Sir, to an Englishman it may not,” Raddliff said. “Y et there are those of uswho cal Atlantishome, and
who loveit, and who would have grieved to seeit lost to the French, not least after so much effort and so
much blood expended to preserveit.”

“Yes, yes” Thenava officer still sounded impatient. “1 see you can make pretty speecheswhen you care
to. Well, you' ve got what you want. The French get afew idands off the Terranovan coast, where they
can raise sugar caneto their hearts' content. And we. ..we get Atlantis, dthough I'm till damned if |
know why we want it. An obstacle to navigation, that’ sl it is, and no one will ever persuade me



othearwis2”

Victor Radcliff bowed. “Then | shan’'t make the effort. But perhaps one day time will tell you what you
don’'t hear from me.”

When Victor had the chance to read the full terms of the peace, he found that they said nothing about the
race of aprospective sttler in French Atlantis. Hetold Blaise, “Y ou ought to go down there. You'rea
clever man, and an able one—those two don’t dways march together. Y ou’ d get rich before you know
it, and you could throw it in the Frenchmen’ sfaces”

“Theonly way | get rich thereis, | buy niggers and copperskins,” Blaise said dowly. “Only way anyone
getsrich down there, he runs him aplantation with daves.”

“Well, yes” Victor admitted. “Y ou do need them in French Atlantis—what was French Atlantis, |
mean.” He paused. “ Some daveswho' ve got free do run davesthemselves now. That isn't againgt the
law down there, either.”

“Don’'t happen red often,” Blaise said.
“No, it does't, but it'snot illegal.”

Blaise sat hischin. He didn't have the bony promontory that graced the lower jaws of alot of white men.
Somehow, though, the lack made him seem more stubborn, not less. “Done been adave,” he said, and
added several French and Spanish pungenciesto the remark. “Don’t want to do that to anybody else.”

“Someone dsewill if youdon't,” Victor said. “1 daresay you’ d make a better master than someone
who' d never seen it from the other sde.”

Thistime, Blaiselaughed in hisface. That startled Victor Raddliff, and angered him, too. Hewasn't used
to such discourtesies from a Negro—certainly not herein Hanover, though he would have tolerated them
better on campaign or out in the woods.

“If I'mamaster, I’'m asrough as anybody else” Blaise said. “Y ou have daves, you got to be. Or they
don’t work. They don’t do anything. | know. | was one.” He jabbed athumb at his own broad chest.
“Don’t want to do that. So | won't. | stick with you, Mgor Radcliff, sr.” He saluted, mixing some
mockery—but not alot—into the gesture of respect.

Gravely, Victor returned the salute. “Y ou' |l never get rich that way,” he said.

Blaise shrugged. “Don’t care about gettin’ rich. Care about...” He paused, considering. “ About not
hatin" myself. Yeah. | care about that.”

“Haveit your way. You will anyhow.” With the war over, Victor didn't need a
sergeant-cum-body-servant any more. If he went back to exploring, he didn’t need a body servant,
ether. An explorer with aservant was like amusket with a chamber pot: having one added something
absolutdly unnecessary.

Which wasn't to say Blaise couldn't take care of himsdlf in the wilderness. He could, at least aswell as
Victor could himsdlf. And, if Victor dismissed him, Blaise could take care of himself in English Atlantis,
too. Blaise might be black, but he was as generdly competent aman as Victor had ever met.

That went along way towards explaining why the two of them got dong aswell asthey did, even if



Victor had never thought of it in those terms.

“Wadll, if you don't want a plantation, how do we reward you for shooting Roland Kersauzon?’ he
asked.

“Money isgood,” Blaise said serioudy. “What you reckon he sworth?’ He was always ready to haggle.

Helooked so ready now, Victor started to laugh. “Are you sure you' re not a JJew under your skin?” he
sad.

Blaise took the question literdly. “Don’t even know what aJew is.”

“They’ re white peoplewho aren’t Chrigtians,” Victor replied. “Too foolish to know the truth, in other
words.”

“They don't believein God?’ Blaise asked.
“They believein God, but they don't believe Jesusis His Son.”
“Oh. LikeMudims,” Blasesad.

It was Victor’ sturn to be confused. A bit of back-and-forth made him understand Blaise was talking
about Mahometans. A bit more made him understand that the black man knew much more about them
than hedid. “How do you find yourself so well informed?’ he asked.

“Some of thetribes north of us, they Mudim,” Blaise answered. “They send their men, want usto be
Mudims, too.”

“Missonaries. Mudim missionaries” Victor Raddliff said wonderingly. “Now I’ ve heard everything. We
Chrigtians send missionsto Africa, too, you know.”

“Mudims send missionaries. They take daves. Chrigtians send missionaries. They takedaves,” Blaise
sad. “Us—we believe what we bdlieve. We don’t send no missonaries.”

“Do you teke daves?’ Radcliff asked.

“Oh, yes. Peoplewe catch in war, thingslike that,” Blaise said. “We don’'t work them the way the
French and Spaniards do, though. Don't have big plantations.” He paused. “ These Jews, they send
missonaries?’

“No. At leadt, I’ ve never heard of it if they do.” Victor tried to imagine what would happen to a Jew
proselytizing in Rome or Paris or London—or Hanover, cometo that. Nothing pretty. The Jews knew

better. That, in turn, made him wonder why Christians and Mahometans didn’t. He found no good
ansver.

Blaisewasn't finished. “These Jews, they take daves?’

“Somerich Jews own them, I'm sure,” Victor said. “ They buy and sell them now and again.” Most of
that trade, though, at least between Africaand Atlantis, lay in Christian hands. Uncomfortably, he
finished, “ They don't raid the coast to grab them, anyhow.”

“Huh,” Blaise said: athoughtful grunt. “Maybe | turn Jew, then.”

Victor didn't tell him that kind of conversion was against the law. He wasn't sure it was, or needed to be.
Who not born to the Jewish faith would want to assume al the burdens it entailed? Speaking of those



burdens...” Do you want to get circumcised?’

“Fancy word. What'sit mean?’ Blaise said. Victor told him what it meant. The Negro set a protective
hand in front of his privates. “Mudims do that, too. Why would anybody want to?’

“I don’t know why Mahometansdoit. | didn’t know they did. Jewsthink God requiresit of them.”

Blaise took the hand away. He was getting ever better at aping white peopl€’ s notions of polite manners.
“Ain’'t gonnabe no Jew,” he declared.

“Amen,” Victor said, unaware he' d just come out with a Hebrew word.

When Victor—and Blaise—rode south into what had been French Atlantis, no customs barrier delayed
them at the border. There were no customs barriers between English and French Atlantis any longer, no
more than there were between New Hastings and Hanover. King George ruled them dll.

The innkeeper at whose establishment they stayed was French. They both spoke hislanguage. That
pleased him. They also both stayed reasonably sober and reasonably quiet. That pleased him even more.

Men from English Atlantisfilled theinn to bursting. They shouted demandsin English. Theinnkeeper
understood them well enough; so closeto the old border, it wasn't asif he' d never had English-spesking
guests before the war made him an involuntary English subject. But, by the way the newcomers acted,
French might have been as dead as Aramaic.

They drank. They pinched and patted the barmaids. They ate asif they’d just discovered food. They
bragged about the fortunes they were going to make by screwing the Frenchies. (That the innkeeper was
listening, and might decide to season their capon with rat poison, never seemed to crosstheir minds.)
They went on drinking. They brawled, and broke crockery brawling.

“That will go on your scot!” the innkeeper cried. (He might put rat poison in the beer and wine and
barrel-tree rum, too.)

“What makes you reckon we' |l pay you aha penny, you filthy, motherless scut?” one of them bawled.

A heartbest later, hefound himsdf staring down the barrdl of Victor Raddliff’ spistol. A pistol amed at
your face, as Victor had reason to know, seemed to own abore aswide as afieldpiece’s. “You'll pay
your scot right now, and then you' Il get the devil out of here,” Victor said quietly. In the sudden, vast
slence, he didn’t need to shout.

“And if | don't?’ Thetrader had nerve—more nerve than sense, asfar as Victor was concerned.

Hesaid, “In that unfortunate circumstance, your heirswill be responsible for what you owe this
gentleman...and for the cost of your funeral. Add in the farthing you' re actualy worth and it comesto a
tidy litlesum.”

The other settler’ s bloodshot eyes crossed as he stared down the barrdl of the pistal. “Who the hell are
you, anyways, throwing orders around like you' re God' s anointed?’

“I am Mgor Victor Radcliff,” Victor answered evenly. “If | haveto ask your name, sir, you will not be
glad of it: | promiseyou that. Now...Do as| told you or prepare to join the mgjority.”

“That’ sfancy tak for ‘die; Ben,” another trader said, in case Ben was too dense or too sozzled to figure



it out for himsdf.

Hewasn't—or hedidn’t let on that he was. “I know what it’ sfancy talk for, dammit,” he said. With an
effort, helooked at Radcliff rather than hiswegpon. “Put that miserable thing awvay so we can tak this
over like acouple of sensble people”

“I am not asensible person, and do not pretend to be,” Radcliff said. 1 have spent thiswhole war killing
people who got in my way. If you think one more will bother me to the extent of afart on adung heap,
you are making what | assure you will be your last mistake.”

Ben considered. Victor knew the questions that had to be uppermost in his mind: could he knock the
pistol aside before Victor blew his head off? If he could, could he win the brawl that would follow a split
second later?

He must not have liked the answers he came up with. He said, “I'm going to reach down for some
money. I’ll do it dow, and | won’t go for anything else. That dl right by you?’

“Yes—aslong asyou meanit. If you don’t, | promisethat my friend and | will makeyou...briefly...wish
youdid.”

“Y our friend? Y ou mean that. ..colored fellow?’ Ben was almogt, but not quite, too dow. He did have
the brainsto redlize tagging a gun-toting Negro with an ugly name wasn't the smartest thing he could do.
He took out enough money to cover histab and then some. After setting it on the table, he walked off
into the night.

“Anyone ese?’ Victor inquired. “ Or can you see screwing the Frenchieswill be the same as screwing
yoursdves from now on?’

No one seemed inclined to argue with him. Short-tempered men who carried pistols often went without
their fair share of disagreement, something he' d noticed before and was inclined to take advantage of. On
the other hand, he didn’t fool himself into believing he’ d magicaly convinced the English settlers of the
error of their ways. Lack of disagreement wasn't the same as agreement.

He suspected—no, he was sure—there would need to be laws to make sure the English didn’t screw the
Frenchies...too badly. Quite afew people would get rich down here before those laws went into place.
If Ben wasn't one of them, Victor would have been surprised.

“Audace, audace, toujours |’ audace,” Blaise remarked as he and Victor undressed for bed. The
innkeeper gave the two of them aroom to themselves. None of the traders from English Atlantiswould
have wanted to bed down with them anyhow. Asfar as Victor was concerned, it was mutud.

He only shrugged. “It wasn't so audacious as al that, not when you were there to back my play.”
“But who backed mine?’ Blaise asked. “Two bullets, then—" He made asiif to strangle himsdlf.

“Oh, nonsense,” Victor said. “What do you want to bet the innkeeper has a pepperbox pistol—or more
likely ablunderbussloaded to the muzzle with scrap iron—under the bar? He would have backed us
both.”

“Maybe,” Blaise said unwillingly. “But maybe too dow to do us any good, too.”

“The devil take worrying about might-have-beens,” Victor said. “Wedid it, we got by with it, and there's
anendtoit. And now why don’t you blow out that candle so we can get some deep?’ Blaisedid. The
room plunged into darkness scented with hot tallow. Victor never found out whether he or Blaise started



snoring first, which probably meant hedid.

Nouveau Redon would never be the same. English engineers systematicaly demolished the walsthat had
warded the grest fortress of French Atlantisfor so long. That made senseto Victor. Even without the
spring, the Site remained dangerously good.

Hewasn't surprised to discover French settlers could see that as well as he could. They’d aso noticed
that the English regulars charged with wrecking their works spoke no French. With smiling faces, the
locals called the engineers gppaling names.

With those same smiling faces, they called Victor Radcliff some appalling names, too. He smiled back,
and replied in hisbest French: “Ah, but if you think I’ m bad, you should see your own mothers.”

The setterswho' d been making sport of him stopped, their mouths falling open. “ Monsieur
comprehends?’ oneof them said in darm.

“Monsieur bloody well does,” Victor agreed. “ Monsieur aso comprehends that you would do well not
to bait the engineers. If they find out the tenth part of what you' re saying to them, you are dl dead men.”

“It would serve you right, too,” Blaise added.

“Andwho areyou?’ the settler inquired—cautioudy. Mogt of the time, French settlersdidn’t want to
hear anything from Negroes or copperskins. Most of thetime, they didn’t have to. Owning aman meant
you didn’'t haveto listen to him. (Owning awoman meant you didn’t haveto listen to her, ether. That
could be—and often was—even more convenient.) Having made one mistake, though, thisfellow didn’t
want to make two. (A surprising—to Victor, adismaying—number of people didn’t care how many they
made.)

“I am Sergeant Blaise Black, of the militiaof the English settlements,” Blaise answered, prideringingin his
voice. Hemust have taken the surname on the spur of the moment; it certainly suited him. He went on, “I
a so have the honor to be the man who shot Roland K ersauzon.”

Nobody asked him any more questions after that. The French settlers couldn’t disappear fast enough.
“Now look what you did,” Victor said.

Blaise shrugged in away that showed he' d lived among Frenchmen. “| told them the truth. What’ swrong
with that?” In English, he sounded ordinary. In French, he could be € oquent. Maybe he till knew more
French than English. Maybe the difference lay in the genius of the two languages.

Asfor hisquestion...“Nothing’ swrong withiit,” Victor Raddliff answered. “That does't meanit'sa
pleasant thing to do.”

With another shrug, Blaise said, “ They were throwing filth a us. Y ou gave them something to think abot.
Sodidl.”

“All right,” Victor said mildly.

He did warn the captain in charge of the engineersthat the locals were lessfriendly than they seemed.
The grizzled officer said, “Wdll, | can't tdll you I’ m amazed. The brothel we went to tried to giveusa
freshly poxed girl so we' d have something to remember her by.”

“And what did you do about that?” Victor inquired.



The captain made afist. “Tore the place apart. Now we don't pay for it any more. We have fun anyhow.
These French women—" His opinion of them was at |east aslow asthe jeering French settlers opinion
of him and hismen.

That wasn't surprising, even if it wasalittle sad. Aslong asit didn't start ariot, it dso was't Victor's
worry. Hesad, “I’m just glad you' re making sure they won't use this place as a strongpoint againgt us
agan.”

“You never cantdl,” the captain said. “They’ reliable to start rebuilding as soon as we get done and
leave. WE |l need to keep an eye on them to make sure they don't.”

“I think we can do that,” Victor said. “ And the problem will solveitsaf beforetoo long, | suspect.”
“How’ sthat, Sr?’ the graying English officer asked.

“When there are as many English settlers as French here, no one will want to usethis place asafortress.”

“I hope not.” The captain didn’t sound convinced. Victor wondered why not. And then, al of a sudden,
he stopped wondering—he knew. To this Englishman, settlers were settlers, and what blood they sprang
from hardly mattered. They wereal potentid rebels, potential enemies.

Radcliff tried not to bristle in any obviousway. That would only have proved the captain’s point for him.
I’m as good a subject of King George asyou are! Victor wanted to scream it. Screaming it wouldn't
have done him any good, though. The captain would have thought he was protesting too much.

Of coursg, if thisfellow and others like him despised settlers smply because they were settlers, wouldn’t
he make them despise him, too? The odds seemed good.

Blaise was thinking the same thing. “What can you do with such people?” he murmured. ..in French.
“I don't know,” Victor replied in the same language.

“What isthat jibber-jabber you' re going back and forth in?” The English engineer aimed the question at
Victor. “Did you learn this nigger’ s language so you could talk it without anybody knowing what you're
sying?’

“No, you fool!” Victor exclaimed. “It's French! Don’t you know French when you heer it?’

“| should hope not.” The redcoat sounded proud of hisown ignorance. “If it’ snot English, it' s not worth
learning.”

“Didn’t they ram Latin and Greek down your throat?’ Victor asked, now taken by surprise.

“Not me.” Again, the captain sounded proud. “I came up through the ranks, | did. I’'m not one of those
rich buggers who got to go to Oxbridge or Camford or one of those fancy places. I’ m an officer on
account of I’'m bloody good at what | do. Don’'t need any damned foreign languages to know how to
build awall—or how to take one down, either.”

“Good God!” Victor said. Some merchantsin New Hastings and Hanover were as proud of what they
didn’'t know asthisfelow. Victor had aways pitied them. The captain, on the other hand, frightened him.
“How much do you know about Atlantis?’

“Not bloody much, and | don’t careto find out more,” the Englishman responded. “Damned placeisfull
of Frenchies and niggers and copperskins. That'sal | need to know, isn't it? King George has got to



step on it with both feet, and I’ m bloody proud to be the toe on one boot.”

“I think we better get out of here, Monsieur, beforel kill him,” Blaise said through clenched teeth—till
in French.

Alsoin French, Victor replied, “ Y ou would have to wait in line. I outrank you.”

They waked away inahurry. “That man... That man, heis more dangerous to Atlantis than Roland
Kersauzon,” Blaise spluttered. “To him, everyone hereisadave. Everyone! Not just me. | don't like
when peoplethink | am ill dave, but | know why. | am black. In awhite man’sworld, it happens. |
understand, even if | don't like. But that man...” He paused again. “To him, you are dave, too.
Everybody from Atlantisisdave, asfar asheis concerned. Why?' He stopped, breathing hard.

“It'snot England,” Victor Radcliff said. “How can it be any good if it’ snot England?’ He wasjoking,
and then again hewas't. If hedidn’t laugh, he' d burst into tears—or maybe grab the pistol on his belt.

“But you are from England, too,” Blaise pointed ouit.

“Yes, I'mfrom England. But I’'m not of England. My people haven't been of England for three hundred
years,” Victor said. “ Our friend back there—"

“What friend?’ the Negro brokein.

“That' swhat | mean,” Victor said. “Our friend back thereis of England. Anybody who'snot of England
isbelow the st to him.”

He had to explain below the salt to Blaise. Once the Negro understood, he asked, “What about King
George? Heis of England. Does hethink Atlantisis below the sdlt, too?’

Tdling Blaise that George was athird-generation German, and the first sovereign of his dynasty to be
fluent in English, struck Victor asawaste of time. It also struck him as sure to confuse the black man.
Besides, even though it was dl true, Blaise had a perfectly good point. “He smy king, too. | haveto
hope he remembers that Atlantis and English Terranovaand Indiaand the rest of hisrealm matter as
much as England does,” Victor said.

“Andif heforgets?’ Blaiseinquired.

Victor did the only thing he could do: he shrugged. He was hardly in a position to tell the King of England
what to do, nor did he ever expect to be. “If heforgets...I’ll just have to worry about it then.”

The closer to Spanish Atlantis Blaise got, the more he muttered under his breath. At last, when Victor
came right out and asked him what was on hismind, he explained why: “The French, they have daves,
but only afew redly like to have daves. The Spaniards, most of them like to have daves”

“They have daves because they enjoy owning other people, not just to get work out of them—isthat
what you mean?’ Victor asked.

“Yes, dr. That'swhat | mean.” Blaise nodded emphaticaly. “1 till don’t talk English so good, so | don't
know how to say it right. But that isjust exactly what | mean.”

“Probably goes along way towards explaining why the daverisng in Spanish Atlantiswas—is—so
bad,” Victor said.



“Should give the blacks and copperskins guns, help them kill off the Spaniards,” Blaise said. “They
deserveit.”

“Wecan't dothat,” Victor Radcliff replied. “ The treaty we signed made us promise we wouldn't.”

Blaise only looked a him. “And so?’ Blaise didn’t know much about tregties. He wouldn't have cared if
he did. He only knew what he wanted, and how to go about getting it. Next to that, nothing else
mattered.

“I can't do anything about it. People know metoo well. It would get noticed, and the Spaniards would
scream bloody murder. And under the treaty, they’ d have aright to.” Victor gave Blaise hismost severe
gare. “Y ou can't do anything about it, either. Y ou’ re my right-hand man, and people know it. Y ou' d get
blamed, and I’ d get blamed, and England would get blamed. Y ou can’ t—you hear me?’

“I hear you.” The Negro looked mutinous.

“I'm sorry, Sergeant—by God, | am sorry—but that’s an order,” Victor said. “If you bresk it, | won't
be ableto help you, and | won't even try.”

Blaise said something in his own language. Victor didn’t ask him to trandate. He didn’t want to know.
They didn’'t see eye to eye abouit this. They never would. Coming up to the border was something of a
relief—at least it gave Victor something else to think about. Two Spanish soldiers stepped out of the
customs post. They glowered a seeing awhite man and a black together.

“What do you want?’ one of them called in Spanish-flavored French.
“Do you spesk English?’ Victor answered in his own language.

“No, and | don’t want to, either, por Dios.” The soldier reverted to his native tongue. His comrade spat
in the roadway. “What do you want?’ the man asked again. He didn’t raise his musket, but he looked as
if hewanted to.

Victor wondered what would happen if he said who he was. Hisraid into Spanish Atlantis had touched
off the dave rebellion that till szzled. Would these Spaniards shoot at him to pay him back for what he' d
doneto their settlements? He decided he didn’t want to find out.

“I am herefollowing my king’'sorders,” he said, which was a least indirectly true. “He wantsto make
sure that the border between his new realm and yoursis quiet and safe and secure.”

“Then he shouldn’t send out awhite man with amallate,” the Spaniard replied. “Nothing isquiet and
safe and secure with mallates around.”

Blaise said something incandescent in Spanish. Both soldiers at the border post started to raise their guns.

“Don’'t do that,” Victor said, asoin Spanish. “ Y ou insulted him first. And if you shoot us, you will sart a
war. Not only that, you will loseit. If you loseit, you will see English law in Spanish Atlantis. Do you
want that?’

English law was much easier on daves than Spanish law was. The border guards knew as much. They
lowered the muskets with haste that would have been comical in asetting less grim. Victor Raddliff was
lying through histeeth, and he knew it. If England kept davery asit wasin French Atlantis, shewould do
the samething here,

Blaise dso knew he was lying through histeeth. What Victor told the Spaniards went dead against what



he' d said in al the arguments he' d had with the Negro. Victor wondered if Blaise would throw that in his
face. To hisrdief, Blaise didn’t. While the two of them disagreed, they showed acommon front againgt
the Spaniards.

“Y ou are not permitted to enter into Spanish Atlantis, not with...him adong,” one of the Spanish soldiers
said. He spoketo Victor aone, asif Blaise were nothing more than abeast of burden.

“Why do you think | want to enter it? To eat lizards? To let mosquitoes eat me?” Victor said. “Keep it,
and welcome. Aslong asyou don't cause trouble, | can report to the king that he doesn't need to take it
away fromyou.”

“Yet,” Blaise added.

The Spaniards spoke with each other in low voices. “Y ou have seen what you came to see. Now you
should go,” said the onewho did the talking for them.

“Gladly,” Victor said.

“Their turn will come,” Blaise said ashe and Victor rode north again.

“Without adoubt,” Victor agreed. “ One day soon, England will hold dl of Atlantis.”

“And thenwhat?’ Blaise asked.

“I don’'t know,” Victor said, taken aback. “I1t will be abetter place than it is now—I’m sure of that.”
“Better how?’ Blaise perasted. “Freer?’

Victor thought of freedom in terms of not needing to worry about foreign foes. Blaiselooked at things
rather differently. “1 don't know,” Victor said again.



