Lord Conrad’s Crusade

Book Seven
in the
Adventures of Conrad Stargard

A Science Fiction Novel

by

Leo Frankowski
And
Rodger Olsen



Copyright 2005

By L eo Frankowski

With Specia Thanks

To Lt. Col. Dave Grossman
For His Help, Editing, And Advice

To Chris Cuilla
For his help in getting this to the public

To Mike Hubble
For His Help, Editing, And Advice

And
To the Dozens of people who helped with editing, critique, and encouragement.

Published by Great Authors Online— And L eo Frankowski
Chapter 1 Some Papa Bull

Chapter 2 The Open Road

Chapter 3 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Meanwhile, Back at the Castle
Chapter 4 Down To The Seain Ships

Chapter 5 Making A Clean Break of it.

Chapter 6 (Srr Piotr’sStory)

Chapter 7 Conrad’sTale

Chapter 8 (Piotr’'s Story) Back at the Castle, Again

Chapter 9 Hunger, Thirg, and Death

Chapter 101n Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Chapter 11 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Once More, Back at the Castle
Chapter 12 Savery

Chapter 13 Sir Walznik’s Rescue

Chapter 14 To Escape From A Barrée

Chapter 15 (Sr Piotr’'s Story) Back at the Castle, Again
Chapter 16 (Sir Walsnik’s Rescue) Captain Walsnik’s Sear ch
Chapter 17 Naked Rebellion

Chapter 18 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Sir Piotr’s Office




Chapter 19 (Sir Walznik’s Rescue) The Search for Conrad
Chapter 20 The Two Towers

Chapter 21 The Slaughter of the Slavers

Chapter 22 The Fruitsof Victory

Chapter 23 On a Staircase, Going Down

Chapter 24 Playing The Palace

Chapter 25 The Devil isin the Details

Chapter 26 Omar’s Conjugal Vist

Chapter 27 Building A New Chrigtian Army

Chapter 28 Progress

Chapter 29 (Sr Walznik’s Rescue) The Search for Conrad
Chapter 30 Juma FindsaBride

Chapter 31 The Africa Corps moves North

Chapter 32 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Chapter 33 Along The Trail

Chapter 34 Pigeon Polish and Rhino Rampage

Chapter 35 Twisting The Tail Of One City

Chapter 36 (Sr Walznik’sRescue) The Trip to Timbuktu
Chapter 37 Into The Mountains

Chapter 38 Taking Shangri La

Chapter 39 (Sr Walznik’s Rescue) Rescuing Conrad
Chapter 40 L ooting Shangri La

Chapter 41 North To The Sea

Chapter 42 Silver, Midge, And the New Old Christian Army
Chapter 43 Old Friends

Chapter 44 Re-equipping—"'A Man Must Wear HisLoincloth’
Chapter 45 Retraining —Whiskey and Women, Juma Takesa Ride
Chapter 46 Many Departures—We Go To War!

Chapter 47 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Chapter 48 Leaving my Ladiesfor War

Chapter 49 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Prolog

The Taking of Alexandria

Heavy atillery, aerid strafing, and bombardment are dl very well, but there comes atime when
you must go in there and clean acity out, and for that, | personally prefer to useasword. For onething,
you don't get killed while you are reloading.

Why does the human mind ingst on multi-tasking? Since fighting for my lifetook only haf of my
brain, the other half wasfreeto distract me. | don’t know why they cal it “thrust, beeat, and parry”.

The next opponent was coming inonmy left. | blocked him with my shield and hacked hisarm
off. That was definitely “Hacking”. Poor Bastard. Why didn’t he just stay home? Why couldn’t they
have just accepted our offer? We said that if they would free dl of their daves, we would take care of
these people, send them home, and leave the inhabitants of Alexandriaaive and in peace.

Faced with an overwhelmingly powerful Army, Navy, and Air Force, why wasthat so hard to
accept? Wdll, yes, we had aso demanded their obedience, but we had been very niceto the other
places that had gone dong with our program. We d even | eft their leadership intact.

S0, | just hacked hisarm off. The next onewasto my right. Small bugger. My sword knocked
his asde— okay, that’ s*beating”, but then | swung for his breastbone and damned near cut him in half.

That was definitely “Hewing”. When you cut something down, you are“Hewing’. Okay, now alow
forehand to this man’ sleg and abackhand to that guy’sleg. That'sa“backhand.” So therel was,



hacking and hewing and backhanding my way through an army of men | didn’t know and didn’t
particularly want to kill, in aback aley of acity that | never really wanted to conquer.

Battleistiring work. Half of the battlesin history must have ended because the combatants were
just too damned tired to swing their swords one moretime. Unfortunately, my bright golden armor and
polished sword seemed to attract alot of attention. If | died on thisvacation it would be because | was
overdressed.

| badly needed to disengage and rest my arm. Unfortunately, my backward steps encouraged my
opponentsto rush harder at me and caused more work. Thankfully, red and white uniforms moved in
front of me and closed the line behind these last two opponents. One went down to athroat dash. The
other backed up and got a surprised look on his face when he backed into the Christian soldier who had
closed the line behind him. If he had dropped his sword, he would havelived. Asit was, | had to be
very careful to cut him down and not take out my own man behind him. My sword isvery sharp.

It was made for me by Tom, my timetraveling uncle. Wdll, actualy, he was my second cousin,
but he was older than me, and I'd dways cdlled him ‘uncle’. Sinceit was aone off, and used technology
far beyond anything that we could duplicate, | was the only person who could get one.

Basicdly, it wasagood, watered sted scimitar that had been split in haf, the hard way. Thena
fifty angstrom thick layer of pure diamond had been placed down the whole length of the blade, and the
sandwich had been permanently bonded together. There was no way that we could make another one,
herein the Thirteenth Century. Or inthe Twentieth, for that matter.

Then | was ableto step back afew paces. | dropped my sword to waist height and stood there
panting. The baitle was moving dowly away from me. If you ignored the pain, loss of blood, filth, cold,
hard labor, hacking and hewing, this was not the worst vacation that | had ever taken, but | decided that
next year | would go fishing.

| wished that | had some arrows left. My bow weighted less than my sword, and it doesn’t
attract the unwanted attention that a firearm does.

Thewhole thing had started one day in my castle, or palace or whatever it was.

Chapter 1 Some Papal Bull

So there | was. The Duke of Sandomierz, the Duke of Cracow, the Duke of Mazovia, the Hetman of the
Chrigtian Army, and along way from what once was home.

'Home' used to bein Twentieth Centaury Poland for me, adecent engineer named Conrad Schwartz.
Then | managed to fall adeep, drunk, in atime machine. | woke up in the Thirteenth Century, nineyears
before the Mongols were due to arrive and kill athird of the population of the whole country in afew
weeks. By dint of some modern organization, decent technology, nine years of hard work, and alittle
help from my time traveling uncle, we had managed to defeat them, barely, over twenty years ago.

Now, 'home was my headquarters and palace at Okoitz, where my two formal wiveslived.

So now, | was Conrad Stargard, aKingmaker. | was the wealthiest and most powerful manin the
Western World, and | was more than dightly miffed at the | etter before me.

My old friend and mentor, Father Ignacy, had long since been elected Pope, taking the name of John
Paul. He had probably gained that exated status because for many years, I'd been publishing the only
meagazinein Europe, and | had been digtributing it across the continent. He wrote amonthly articleinit.
My publicity had made him what he now was.



In return, he was prevailing upon me to start a crusade to regain the Holy Lands. It seemsthat the
Modems had taken their City of Jerusalem back from the last bunch of Crusaders who took it from
them, and the Pope wanted it back again.

| didn't want to do it, but you can't just ignore aletter from the Pope, evenif heisan old friend.

Therewas nothing for it but to spend the afternoon writing him along letter explaining that whilel did
have avery large and well trained army, the fact was that most of my men were very busy doing

important things.

What | should be spending my time on was a trestise on patent law, something that Europereally
needed, but what can a man do? The Pope must be answered!

We were building thousands of miles of railroads, constructing over agross of large concrete fortresses a
year, and bringing vast areas of new lands under cultivation. We were manning and expanding the mall,
telegraph, and radio systems. We had steam powered river boats on most of Europe'srivers, aswell as
on the Amazon, the Tigris, and the Indusrivers. And we were building ocean going ships by the dozen.

They were ferrocrete ships, sncewe still didn't have the stedl rolling capability to build them out of stedl.
Anyway, ferrocreteisafine, strong materid, and if it took more manpower to build with it, the material
costswere much less.

The power, the wedlth, and the glory of acultureislargdly based on itstechnical expertise. What we
were doing would make Christians the most powerful peoplein the world. Eventudly, al of the other
peoplesin the world would fear to offend us, and wish to join us. Some day, the whole world would
become Chrigtian. Thisthing must be pushed forward asfast as possible.

Why fight aneedless, bloody war when totd victory was poss ble through peaceful means?

We had defeated the Mongols when they had attacked us, but awhole new generation of them was
growing up in Mongolia, and we had to protect Christendom from these hooligans. It afew years, we
would bein aposition to counter attack, to invade Mongolia, and doing so was amilitary necessity.

On the other hand, the Arabs had done nothing against us except to defend themsalves when Europe,
mostly the French, the English, the Germans, and the Italians, had attacked them.

If the Arabs ever did anything seriousto us, we were in aposition to give them avery rude shock, but
until such time, awar with them smply wasn't justified.

The Mongolswere our naturd enemies. The Arabs weren't.

Therewasno point in rubbing it in, so | didn't mention that one of my wiveswas amember of an Idamic
sect, and that acolony of her co-religionists wasliving on my lands, in avaley near Three Wdls. They
were my best craftsmen, scientists, and technologists, and were responsible for setting up dozens of new
industries, vastly expanding the wedlth of Christendom.

| gave the rough draft to my secretary so she could have some fair copies made, hand lettered on real
parchment. We were making paper by the ton, but some things till required the traditiond, and very
expensve, parchment. They madeit out of sheep's skins.

One of my scantily dressed house girls cameto invite me to dinner in my private chambers, onewhole
wing of the palace. Skin was back in stylein Poland. It had never been redlly taboo, here and in Russig,
theway it wasfarther to thewest. | confessthat | liked it, if the girl was pretty, but | never tried to
influence fashions. I'm not abysmdly stupid.



Only shewasn't scantily clad, today. Now, she was wearing afloor length dress, and everything between
her neck and wrists was covered. It had to be because of the Papa messenger who was visiting us.
Damn him. | mean, it was my paace, after dl, and where did theseidiotsthink that little priests came

from, anyway?

| was wearing one of my usual around the castle ouitfits. Soft black boots, roya blue tights, and a heavily
embroidered dark red tunic. | left the blue cape hanging on the wall, since it was more bother than it was
worth. My old sword hung on my Ieft hip, and my new revolver wasin an ornate holster on my right.

| was becoming something of adandy, in my old age. Not that | looked or felt dl that old, especialy
snce my Uncle Tom had given me some highly sophisticated medicd trestments awhile ago, but
Sxty-two was considered old in this century.

| really preferred to just est in the cafeteriathe way that most people did. The food therewasjust as
good, and it saved alot of time. But both of my wives, Francine and Celicia, had athing about large,
forma banquets, and managed to find an excuse for throwing one about four times aweek. There would
be a hundred and twenty people there, and they would al be ticked off if | didn't show up. | didn't seem
to have much choice, but it made mefed ... imprisoned.

| found that | was becoming dissatisfied with my life, but that | really didn't know why. It was not anew
feding. The disquiet had been growing for months. More and more often | found myself reciting to mysdlf
the reasonsthat | was, of course, ddirioudy happy. | had more power than amost any other manin
Christendom, two beautiful wives, more pleasurably, a abundance of other available morselsthat talked
less and nagged far less. Of course, | was happy.

| walked down past three very lifdike statues of beautiful, nude young women, and one that wasn't a
datue at dl, but one of my bodyguards. They had a habit of standing motionless, and the Satues were
another bit of camouflage. A few attempts had been made on my life, although | had never found out why
anybody would want to do that. For the life of me, | couldn't think of anybody that | had offended that
much and | had made thousands of people better off.

My Uncle Tom had decided that | needed alittle protection, and had sent me one of his bio-engineered
creations that had been designed to be a combination serving wench, child care worker, dancer, and
God-Awfully-Deadly body guard. They looked like sweet and innocent adolescent young girls.

They werent.
They could cut aman'sthroat in an ingtant, and not fedl the least bit of guilt about it.

They reproduced by voluntary parthenogeness, being able to crank out two litters of four every yesr, if
you asked them to. And when the kids matured, at the age of four, they remembered everything that their
mother had known, at the time of their conception. We had quite afew of them around by thistime.

They had more than afew quirks, the most obvious of which wastheir distaste for clothing, except for
the lightest and loosest of silk gowns, and then only under protest! Uncle Tom said it had to do with the
fact that they did not need artificid covering to be comfortable. Thus, like norma humanswho lived in the
tropics, they preferred to be without the burden of clothing. | suspect that it actualy had more to do with
Uncle Tom's preference for skin.

And they were very pretty.
Stll, I didn't like theidea of being guarded.



My dining room was large, with tapestries on the walls, an eaborate parquet floor, and a high, ornate
coffered ceiling. The high table, literally athird of ayard higher than the others, had tall chairs, like bar
gools, for me, my family, and my honored guests. There was room for two dozen of us on one side of
the table, with men dternating with women. There were usualy afew male guestswho were single, or
who had |eft their ladies home, but the cloth factories around Okoitz had plenty of attractive young
women eager to take up the dack.

The other Sde of the narrow table was for the pretty, young house girlsto serve usfrom.

Four more tables were set up at aright angle to the high table, like the teeth of acomb. They were the
same Size, and with the same seating arrangement, but at anormal table top height.

The place was packed, mostly with old and trusted friends and strikingly handsome women. The fashions
that the girls had decided to wear this year were back to those approved by that old pervert, Duke
Henryk the Bearded, which had the women's breasts bare, and the serving wenches wearing nothing but
micro-skirts. On most of the ladies, it looked very nice, and | could hardly tell those who werefat, or
old, or ugly that they shouldn't dress like the others.

But now, in deference to the visiting Cardinal, they were al wearing fashions that would be approved by
the old duke's son, King Henryk, which involved acomplete cover up. It ruined the scenery.

The children had their own dining hall, and had food and entertainment there moreto their liking. Mostly
too many sweets and clowns to amuse them. Once they became pubescent, they went through the
Catholic Sacrament of Confirmation, and were treated as adults thereafter, except that most of them ill
went to schooal, or joined the army, which was much the same thing. That usualy happened around the
time they were fourteen or fifteen, yearslater than in the Twentieth Century.

| sat between my wives, asaways, but lately it had started to fed constraining.

The chair next to Francine was taken by the Papal Ambassador, who was a Cardinal and the courier
who had ddlivered the Popé's | etter to me. | wasn't looking forward to talking to the guy.

He had come up from Rome using therailroad line that we had findlly gotten over, or more often through,
the Alps. Theindividua carswere each pulled by one of the Big People, and managed to averagefifty
miles an hour, athough our hour was twice aslong asthe one used in the modern world.

The Big people were another gift from my uncle. They had much in common with my bodyguards, except
that they looked like the finest of horses, and they couldn't speak. They could understand Polish,
however. They wereintdligent, they had outstanding senses, and could run all day, asfast asamodern
race horse could for aquarter mile, and with an armored man on their backs.

The ambassador and his retinue had rented awhole car from usfor the journey.

Why the church couldn't use our fast, inexpensive post office was beyond me. I'd even given them
permission to use the mailsfree of charge, but no, they had to do thingsthe hard way. The mailswere
fagter than taking the railroads, since the mail was carried on the backs of the Big People, and lightly
loaded, they averaged seventy milesin adouble length hour.

Father Thomas Aquinas said grace, we dl said 'Amen’, and people started eating. Father Thomaswas
doing agood job at running our school system, but he didn't have anything like the brilliance hed shown
inmy old timeline. It was disgppointing. Wasit somehow my fault?

“So, your grace, | trust that you will accede to the Pope's request to start a New Crusade and conquer



the Holy Landsfor the Glory of God?” The Ambassador-courier asked loudly, so the whole room heard.

“I'm afraid not. We have too much to do here,” | said quietly.

“But what could possibly be more important than taking back the very land that Christ Himself walked
on?" Again, hesadit loudly, playing to the crowd.

“Inthefirgt place, we can hardly 'take back' something that we never owned a any timein history. Inthe
second, therés alittle matter of afew million young Mongols growing up far to the east. The Chrigtian
Army'sjob isto keep them out of Christendom. The Arabs have never threatened us. To attack them
would beimmord.”

The courier was about to make a vehement response when Francine put her hand on hisarm and spoke
quietly to him. Fine, let her take up theload. She had aways consdered hersdlf to be the diplomat in the
family. Let her proveit. Again.

| sat back and wondered, again, if | wasliving in acastle or in apaace. Such nonsense thoughts had
occurred more often recently. The place had tall, crendlated outer wallsfour yards thick, plenty of guns
on those walls, and adeep moat around the whole thing, so it was certainly a defensive structure, even
though the moat a so served as a swimming pool in the summer time. That made it a castle. On the other
hand, my real defenses, thousands of strong concrete forts, were hundreds of miles away in every
direction. Our thick walls here mostly gave usalot of therma mass, kegping the place cool in the summer
and warm in the winter.

No enemy was likely to get close enough to usto actudly attack us.

Thewindowswere dl double glazed, usudly with stained glass on theinside. Most of the plastered walls
were covered with tapestries. The rest were hand painted, mostly with heroic battle scenes. Stands of
captured arms and armor hel ped to brighten up the place aswell. Dozens of captured battle standards
hung from the calling.

The floors were beautifully parquet, where they weren' tiled, and then often covered with vastly
expendve carpets. The furniturewas al of museum quality. The place certainly looked like a palace.

A smdl band was playing quietly.
Four of Cdiciaswel trained dancers were undulating in unison in front of me. Fully clothed.

| had two beautiful wives, and dl of the lovely young ladies around, the pick of the sweet young things of
Poland, were eager for one-nighters with your humble servant. | had hundreds of charming servants. |

had thousands of good and loyd friends. | had dmost amillion men in my army who would willingly goto
their deathsif | commanded it.

| was certainly living the good lifel
So why wasn't | happy?

Asthe medl finished, and the tables were moved back to allow space for dancing, people, mostly my
senior military officers, felt free to come over and talk to me.

“Lord Conrad! So what'sdl thisabout a Crusade, and can | go?’ Sir Miesko's son, Kolomel
Wladyclaw, Commander of the Wolves said, “ A good war isjust what my men need! Guarding
construction workers who don't need any guarding is making them al bored and stale!” The Wolves



were acavary unit made up of the scions of the old nobility. They were thefirst unit to be all mounted on
Annas children, theintelligent bio-engineered speciesthat we cdled The Big Peopl€e.

“We are not going on Crusade, Sir Wladyclaw. We have too much to do around here. But | can
certainly sympathize with that business of being bored and going stale! Thereisalot of it going around!” |
sad.

“Thenlet'scureit, my lord! The Wolves aone could take back the Holy Landsin asingle summer! Then
we could have the congtruction people go in and build afew dozen snowflake fortsto hold it. All of
Christendom would praise you and your army!”

“No. Firg off, thereisawhole new generation of Mongols growing up who will get here sooner or |ater.
What with dl of the dave girlsthey captured, the word isthat the average Mongol has at |least four wives.
At six children per wife, and haf of them being boys, that means that when they return, there could be a
dozen times as many of them asthere were last time! Y our Wolves will be needed to stop them. Then
too, a Crusade would not be ajust war! The Arabs have done nothing to harm us! It would not be mora
to attack them without reason!”

“Nothing, my lord? They have made daves out of thousands, maybe millions of Chrigtiand Surely, that
condtitutes harm!”

“Thereisno way of verifying your statement, and | suspect that the real numbers are far lower than that.”
“If only one Christian was endaved by the heathens, | would say that our cause wasjust!”

“Wadll, | wouldn't, Sr Wladyclaw. Killing thousands of people, many of them our own, to revenge one
crimesmply isn't justified. No! Wewill not go on Crusade! And this conversation is ended!”

| walked away, hoping that that was the end of it, but of course it wasn't. Fully adozen more of my
senior military personnd button holed me with plansfor how their particular organizations could go out
alone and conquer the entire Arab world, with little or no risk or expense to anyone. Ridiculous!

The Papa Ambassador was circulating among the crowd, talking up the glories of aNew Crusade. | did
not love himfor it.

Inan hour, | was definitely getting hot under the collar.

Findly, | stood up on top of the high table and shouted, “Listen up, people! We are NOT going on
Crusade! We have many other obligations and responsibilities to perform here, and they don't include
attacking anybody who hasn't tried to hurt usl Thisdiscussion isover!”

“But your grace...” The Papal Ambassador said.

“And Y OU will shut your mouth! Y ou will leave tomorrow, as soon as my |etter to the Popeis delivered
to you. And be assured that when you get to Rome, my |etter to the Pope complaining about your
behavior will have gotten there days before you do, because | will send it by regular mail!”

On my way out, | left amessage to my secretaries saying that my letter had to be ready by breakfast.
They could take dl night, if they needed to.

Francine and Cdliciagot to my bedroom afew minutes after | did.

The floors were a black and white checkerboard of fine marble. Thewalls were of red velvet
interspersed with panels of fine, carved, and polished hardwood. The celling was again coffered, but here



each square section contained the carved portrait of agood, old friend.
“That was quite a scene you made a dinner,” Francine said.

“They annoyed me.”

“One doesn't tell a Papa Ambassador to shut hismouth,” she persisted.
“Weéll, this one does, and did. The guy wasway out of line.”

“Magter, something is very wrong with you.” Cdiciaaways cdled methat, and indsted that she was my
dave. Ridiculous, of course. “What isit that makes you so unhappy?’

“Unhappy? Yes, | supposethat | am unhappy. Somehow, | fee smothered around here. Boxed in by too
much tender, loving care. Kolomel Wladyclaw said that al of his men were feding bored and going stde.
That's probably what has happened to me.”

“Master, you are awarrior who has gone too long without an adventure. Y ou need a quest.”
“Wadll, | need avacation, I'll go that far.”
Francine said, “ Asyou will, Conrad. Where do you want to go and when should we leave?’

“Not ‘we', my loves. | need to go done. | love you both, but don't you see? Y our smothering concern for
meis part of my problem. | need some time by myself. If you two need to go somewhere, why don't you
take avacation, too. Y ou have relativesin France that you haven't seen for many years, Francine. Why
don't you take amonth or two off and go vist them?’

“No onein France would want to see me.”

“They would if you were escorted by acompany of Wolves, with three carloads of servants, and a
sufficient amount of gold.”

“That might be fun, but | would not want to go without you.”

“Wall, your choices are to either go somewhere without me, or to stay here without me. I'm going to
board one of my ships and see some more of the world. Alone.”

They were unhappy, but | was persstent. They |eft together.

| went to bed aone, knowing that | hadn't heard the last of this one.

Chapter 2 The Open Road

Inthe morning, | had breakfast in the cafeteria, read, signed, and sealed my |etter to the Pope,
and had alance of Warriors, in full armor, deliver it to the Papal Ambassador aong with the message that
he was now Personanon Gratain the territories of the Christian Army, except that he could use our
railroads, which he had already paid for, to return to Rome, aoneway trip. The lance wasinstructed to
speed him on hisway.

Then | wrote aletter of complaint to the Pope about the way his ambassador had tried to
undercut my authority. | had that one done on parchment, too, and later in the day | had it sent by



regular mail. My bleary eyed secretary saw to it. Good caligraphy on parchment takes alot of time.

“That wasagood job that you just did, Nadia. Thank you for al of the extrawork. But for
now, take the rest of the day off, and get some deep. Thinking about it, take the next few months off, if
you want, with pay. I'll seeyou when | get back.”

Then | cdled Sir Piotr Kulczynski in. He had once been my squire, and he was probably the
most intelligent personinthearmy. | told him that | was going on vacation, and that he would bein
charge until | got back.

“Very well, sir. | know pretty much what needs doing. Buit tell me, where are you going?’

“To gtart with, wherever thefirst ship takesme. I'll develop aplan later. Mostly, | want to see
more of the world.”

“Yes, ar. Andwhenwill you bereturning?’

“I'll return when I’'m ready to return. | need arest, and I'll be back when I'm fedling better. But
onething that | don’t want to happen isto have al of you people out hunting for me. Understood?’

“I undergtand it, but | don’t likeit. What if you are gone for years? What if you never come
back?’

“Then theworld will just haveto learn to get dong without me.”

“I"'m not sure that the world can do that, sir.”

“Don’t bedlly. I've started you guys down the right path. From this point on, you could get
along quite well without me. Nobody isirreplaceable. Now, go and collect up al of our senior people
who happen to bein Okoitz. | want to announce thisto the group, and to leave today.”

“Today, Sr? lsn't that rushing things?”

“Yes, itis. Butthelonger | wait, the longer people will have to try and pester me out of going.”

And pester me, they did. The moment | walked into the meeting room, with its great round table,
and statues of Poland’ s ancient kings looking down on us, Sir Wladyclaw said, “| understand that you
are going on vacation, your grace. Shal | call up acompany of Wolvesto escort you?’

“You shdl not. I’'mgoing aone”

“But, but that’simproper, sir! In thisworld, not even the lowliest noble travelswithout agroup
of armed companions. ”

“Thehel I will! I"'m being protected to death. | said ‘alone’ and | meant done. Now, what part
of that didn’t you understand?’

Soon, everybody in the room was getting their penny’ sworthin. And most especialy my wives.
Who would take care of me?

| said that | had been taking care of myself for many years before I’ d come here, and had done a
good job of it. | wasthe best swordsman inthe army, agood shot with my new revolver, and | wasa
fair cook. What else did aman need?

Problemis, that | knew | waswrong. | was acting like a petulant child, dodging my
responsibilities, refusing to plan for my own safety, and running on emotion rather than brains. Sol did
what al men do inthat Stuation. For fully an hour where dl of them got more and more adamant, | got
more and moreangry. | finaly compromised to the point of taking my Big Person, Silver, dong. Also,
I’d be taking Cynthia, one of my bodyguards. When | said that, Francine' s sudden glare of jealoudy
surprised me.

Far stronger than any man, Cynthia had incredibly fast reflexes and the training to use them. She
didn’t look deadly, but that was another of her advantages.

That, and Francinewasright, you never knew when you might need allittle sex.

“So, that’sit gang. I’'m going to pack, and I'll be out of herein an hour.”

| packed light, one summer weight uniform and two thin civilian outfits. | packed oneslk dress
for Cynthia, which she didn’'t want, preferring like al of her kind to go nude. But once we left Poland,



well, the rules out there were different.

| took my sword and my revolver, along with abox of spare ammo, the new smokelesstype.
Some of my old camping equipment, including my two jack knives. A shavingkit. A light weight, oiled
cloak, in case of rain. It al went into my saddlebags a ong with some bread, sausage, and cheese.

And | took one heavy bag of gold and silver coins. The*slver’ was actualy zinc, but snce only
my smelters could produce it, we got away with caling it aprecious metal and using it for coinage.
Especidly sncewe were awayswilling to tradeit a face vaue for gold.

It was enough. When | needed something else, | could buy it.

They had Silver ready when we got down to thefirst floor. All of the Big People were areddish
color, except for my mount, who was pure white. 1’d found her after the Battle of Sandomierz. Shewas
atrue Big Person, but she understood English, modern English, and not Polish. Thisleft no one but meto
adopt her. Francine had adopted my first mount, Anna.

She was wearing one of the double saddies I’ d had made up years ago. Thislet Cynthiasit
Sdesaddlein front of me.

Everyone was at the front gate to wish me goodbye. | was delayed once more, kissng my wives
and children, promising to always wear my weapons, shaking handswith my friends and subordinates,
and waving to dl of thegirlsin the crowd.

But eventudly, we were gone, with the open road ahead of us.

All of our railroad tracks had bridletrails running dong side of them, mostly for use of the mall
carriers, and aso to keep civilians from cluttering up our tracks.

There was dso aline of telegraph poles near the track, since thiswas dl army property, and
could be easily guarded. The wireswere difficult to maintain on civilian property, since the copper was
aufficiently valuableto attract thieves.

After the Mongol Invasion, thisroad had Mongol spears stuck into the ground, every two yards,
for it sentirelength. And every spear had aMongol’ s head stuck ontop of it. It was my way of telling
the world not to messwith us.

Now, most of the spears were gone, and only afew till had aweathered skull above them. But
they’ d served their purpose.

Back then, the tracks had been bolted together from lengths of cast nodular iron, and the cross
ties had been of untreated wood. Now, the tracks were of arust resistant steel welded end to end with
inert gas arc welders, and the crossties were of reinforced concrete. In the long run, it was cheaper, and
made for amuch smoother ride.

It was alovely spring afternoon, and Silver was running for the sheer joy of it. Cynthiawas
enjoying hersdf aswell, and soon she beganto sing. 1’d seen her mother and her dance often enough,
and they were marvelousat it. Now | learned that her voice was to be treasured aswell.

| could tell that Silver loved it aswell. Horseslike you to sing to them, and the Big People
shared thetrait, not that they were horses, of course. But they looked like the finest of horses, and could
impersonate them when they wanted to. Many Slavic songs were written to be sung on horseback, with
the rhythm of the horse' s hooves acting as the percussion section.

“You havealovdy voicel That wasan old Polish folk song you were Singing, wasn't it?’

“Yes, gr.”

“Beautiful! But during thistrip, | want you to just call me Conrad. | don’t want to call any more
attention to mysdf than necessary.”

She smirked dightly, thinking perhapsthat since | waswell over two yardstal, wasriding one of
thefinest of horsesin the world, and was wearing a sword worth half of a kingdom, that people would
havelittle difficulty knowing who | was,

| said, “Here sasong in English, so Silver can enjoy the words.”



So we sang out the afternoon, all the way to Cracow.

Every five miles or so, we passed one of my ‘ snowflake' forts. These were hexagond defensive
structures made out of pre-cast concrete panels. Each had acompany of men living init, dong with their
families. Mogtly, asde from one day aweek spent in military training, they were farmers, usudly with
some agricultura specialty.

The number of Big People had expanded to the point where there now enough of them for
amost every warrior in thearmy to have one. Rather than letting their numbers get out of hand, and
desiring them to be gtrictly an army monopoly, we had asked them to dow down their breeding. They
had complied, but it turned out that we had overshot our mark by aconsiderable margin. It would beten
years before the human population matched that of the Big People.

Many of the Big People worked in transportation and for the Post Office, where they did their
jobs without needing ahuman rider or teamster. Y et they still preferred a one-on-one relationship with a
snglewarrior and hisfamily. Mogt often, they actudly lived with the family, having very clean habits. All
of our buildings were designed to permit a Big Person to move around in them without difficulty.

Much of the agricultura work was actudly done by Big People. Certainly, they did dl of the
weeding and the hauling. Our plows didn’t need ahuman being walking behind them, and our harvesting
machinery was getting sophigticated.

Most snowflake forts had some light industry going on to take up the dack in the winter.

Y ou could look at each fort as being alarge apartment house, with achurch, aschool, stores,
and a decent bar, asmall version of my Pink Dragon Inns. They each had a co-generating power house,
alibrary, acafeteria, apost office, ahospita, wells, and a septic system. While abit Spartan by modern
standards, they were luxurious by those of the Thirteenth Century.

Most of the peoplein the Chrigtian Army lived in snowflake forts, and were quite proud of them.
They were my atempt at combining the best parts of asmal city, big enough to not be stultifying, small
enough so that you knew al of your neighbors, ong with the best that our current technology could offer
them.

The economic structure had some of the dements of Capitalism with some of the better parts of
Sociadism. Inthearmy, you and your family always had a secure placeto live, clothesto wear, food to
eat, and such medica support aswas available, dong with abit of spending money.

But every company wasit’s own profit center. They rented their land and buildings from the
army, and then, after al expenses and sdlarieswere paid, they split any surpluswith the Chrigtian Army,
asprofits. If the people of the company wanted luxuries, they had to figure out away to be productive!

Most companies managed to do it, and some in aspectacular manner!

The snowflakes had dl been cement gray when we' d first put them up, but then acompany of
ceramics specidigts came up with asystem of large, colorful decorated tilesthat fitted to an externa
metd framework, a about the same time as acompany of glass specidists had perfected afiberglass
insulation that could be placed between the tiles and the concrete.

One summer when | was a student in America, | had worked with atraveling fair, making and
sling cotton candy. The same smple mechanism worked very nicely, a higher temperatures, and with
different materids, to makefiberglass

The Captains of the two companies were smart enough to get together and come up with a
practica system.

The resulting system insulated the building, aswell as decorating it. Most of my people were
really peasants, and their tastes were peasant tastes. And those living in every fort wanted to have the
beautiful tiles.

Since each fort wasit' s own profit center, they had to buy them on their own money, but they
could afford it, most of them anyway.

Now, each of the older forts was adazzling riot of color, with no two of them alike. The younger
ones were saving their money to catch up.



The two companies that had worked out the system had each expanded over six times, each.
The Captains and most of their men had earned promotions, and al of their companies were now rich.

We could have stopped at any of the snowflake forts along the way, but that would be too much
likeabusman'sholiday. But in Cracow there was one of the finest innsin theworld, and | owned it.
We d stop for the night at the Cracow Pink Dragon Inn.

Aswe went through the city gate, the guard snapped to attention asif he was one of my men,
athough he was actudly hired by the city government. “Welcome, Lord Conrad! Shal | notify Wawel
Cadtle that you have arrived?’

| hdted Silver. “No, please don't do that. We only have alittle time here, and then we must
leave in the early morning. | would just as soon that the people on the hill didn’t know that | was here at
al”

“It will beasyouwish, my lord.”

| wish that the people who knew me better were so willing to do as | wished!

“Thank you,” | said and rode on. A tip wouldn’t have been appropriate. Really rich people
didn’t do that.

My old drinking buddy Thadeaus was the inn keeper there, as well as being the manager of the
whole, huge chain, with smdl innsin every company inthe Army, and large onesin amog every city in
Chrigendom. And, my God, how the money rolled in!

| never drew any sdary fromthearmy, but just left it dl inthe Army Bank. My lavish lifestyle,
my many charities, and much e'se, were entirely supported by the Pink Dragon Inns.

“My Lord Conrad!” Thadeaus shouted, as energetic and asfat as ever. “Y ou haven't been by
for ayear! Will you be staying at theinn, tonight?’

“Yes, my friend. I’'m taking avacation, and going to the castle would be too much like work.
Just take good care of Silver, with aclean stall, anice rubdown, and al of the best that she wantsto est.
Giveusaroomfor thenight. We'll eat inthe common hall.”

“It will be asyou wish, my lord. The Duca Chamber isavailable, and | will haveit readied for
you. | takeit that you do not want your presence announced.”

“Youtakeit rightly. If the people on Wawel Hill found that | had snubbed them, they would be
offended.”

“Then comein, my lord, along with your lovely friend, and wash the dust of the road from your
throats. Besides our usua excellent beers, we have awide selection of wines, brandies, and whiskeys
avallable now.

“Good. We'll do somesampling. ThisisCynthia, incidentaly.”

It was apleasant evening. Cynthiadrank abit, at my request, but she didn’'t seem to redlly enjoy
it, and it never affected her at dl. Shewasatotaly different species, after dl.

Theinn’smany attractive waitresses took turns dancing nude on the stage, pleasantly and
enthugadticaly, but not redly very sillfully.

Cynthiacouldn’t resist the temptation to get up there and show them what dancing was al about.

Her incredibly athletic form of dancing would put an Olympic Gymnast doing floor exercisesto
shame. Shedid amazing legps higher into the ar than anyone would think possible! Shedid cartwhedls,
back flips, front flips, reverse bounces, and finished up doing three complete forward spinsinthe air
before coming down in agplitd

The crowd went wild! They’' d never seen anything likeit, but they liked what they saw.

Later, up in our suite, | decided that | was ready for abit of sex.

Cynthiawas as enthusiagtic and as skillful in bed as she was on the dance floor.

Thiswaslooking to be avery good vacation!



Chapter 3 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Meanwhile, Back at the Castle

Sir Rotr Kulczynski, Commander of The Mapmakers, Mathematician to the College of
Inventors, Baron of Cieszyn, and Hetman (Pro Tem) of the entire Christian Army, wastrying out
Conrad’ sdesk for size, in Lord Conrad’ s €legant office.

Thewadls, lined with carved bookshelves of light colored oak, and the books in their tooled
leather bindings, radiated afeding of wisdom, power, and incorruptibility. One hugewal wasdonedl in
glass, and looked out over the Polish countryside. Another looked over the magnificent courtyard,
below, where the local girlswere preparing decorations for the festival and dance to be held after the
Eagter morning mass.

The desk itsalf was a poor fit, snce Conrad was one of the largest men in the army, and Piotr
was one of thesmdlest. Hisfirst action wasto order some furniture makersto build him anew chair,
one smdl enough to fit him, but tall enough so he could work at the big desk.

Then, he put some books on Conrad’ s chair to get himsdf up to aheight that he write from, and
started making alist of the other changes he intended to make.

He and Conrad had long debated about a number of things, and they had definite differences of
opinion. Bascdly, Conrad' sfeding wasthet if their military technology was sufficiently better than
anyone e sg's, it was good enough. They should work on other things, instead.

Piotr was convinced that it was necessary to continuoudy improve on€e' s cgpabilities. In order to
continue to be useful, everything had to be exercised regularly, and thiswas astrue for organizations asit
was for machines, animas, and individual human beings. A Research and Development group that did
not continue to produce new things soon lost dl of its best people, who became bored. They were
invariably replaced by second rate people who were happy to work for nothing but their pay.

Someone else might catch up with the army, someday, and if the army did not have acredtive,
productive, and innovative R and D group, Christendom could bein big trouble.

At the very least, the production schedules of the new, high velocity, bolt action infantry rifles
should be at least tripled, since they increased the army’ sfire power so much at so little cost. And they
should use the new smokeless powder, even if it was more expensive than black powder. 1t wasclearly
superior!

Conrad had once discussed the navies of someplace that he has seen, with their thick armor and
their huge guns, but he saw no need for such expensive thingsin thistime and place.

Piotr felt that they were developing large, breach loading cannonsfor their land forces, and for
coastal defenses. With afew modifications, these could be mounted on aship!

There were three fagt, big, Liner class ships being built at atime when there wasn't astrong
economic judtification for them. Buit if they could be modified into battleships. . .

And the Air Force was being deliberately held back. Conrad ingsted that that they be used only
for training, patrolling, and observation. But they had anew two engine, two man craft capable of
staying aoft from dawn to dusk. Unlike dl previousaircraft, which had been made mosily of wood and
cloth, the new plane was largely made from the new magnesium dloy, which was being extracted from
Mediterranean seawater. The cylinder liners and piston rings were made of cast iron, the bearings were
of various dloys, and the engine cranks were bronze, but mostly, the plane was of magnesium, aswasthe
WWII Japanese Zero.

It had aretractable, tricycle landing gear, using the new rubber pneumétic tires, and could take
off and land on any field, without the need of a catapult. The pilot and the navigator-radio operator both
lay prone on their ssomachs, the better to observe the land below them, but this also made for avery low



drag, efficient, and deek profile.

At another ingtalation, atripod mounted machine gun was dready in evaduation trids, in both a
light and aheavy verson. It used the new clean burning, smokeless powder that didn’t foul the gun
barrels.

Two of those machine guns could be mounted in the plane, a acost of some of it srange, and be
serviced by the radio operator. Bombs and incendiaries could also be carried by the new airplane.

And the machine guns could a so be mounted on the battleships. Also, some of the new,
Explorer class ships could also be heavily armed, asthey were being built.

There was no reason why aheavily armed ship could not perform commercia tasks, dthough it
might have to be subsidized, abit, since it would require alarger crew, and the gunswould cut into the
cargo space.

Conrad had left him in charge, without much in theway of definiteingtructions. Therefore, it
seemed to Piotr that he was obligated to do things as he saw best.

The worst that could happen was that he could be chastised for it. He hoped.

Conrad, after all, was an old friend.

Piotr started making up flow charts of what had to be accomplished by when, and by whom.

He must get Baron Tados Bowman, Commander of the Seagoing Forces, to agree with the
changes, soonest!

And the Commander of the Air Force! Now, what was his name?

Chapter 4 Down To The Seain Ships

After aleisurely breskfast, and taking adong apicnic lunch, we again took to the road, making
Sandomierz before dark. Again, we stayed at one of my Pink Dragon Inns, this onein a converted
cadle.

In the morning we left for Sieciechow, crossing the Vistula on aferry powered by the river itsalf
that | had designed myself many years ago.

The day after, we rode by the construction site of my new city of Warsaw, which wasto bea
combination of auniversity town, atourist trap, adiplomatic center, and atrade center. But they were
only putting the foundations in now, and there wasn't much to see, S0 we rode on.

The next three days took us through Plock, Turon, and finally to Gdansk, one of Poland’ stwo
major segports on the Baltic Sea.

We soon discovered that one of our patrol ships, an Explorer Classvessel caled The Pride of
Gdansk, would be leaving in afew hours, heading east.

Thearmy’susua practice was to divide the seas and ocean coasts up into ‘ patrols  that took one
of our ships about two weeksto sail the circumference of. The Explorer ships were equipped with
lighters, smdll cargo boats that didn’t need much of aharbor to operate out of. The ship salled dowly
onward, while the fast, steam powered lighters scurried back and forth between the ship and a series of
trading posts on the shore.

The infrastructure of most places wasn't well developed yet, and this system let us pick up and
ddliver cargo and passengers from nothing but asmall dock, or even just a beach.

At adecent harbor, the ship could comein and transfer alot of cargo and people easly. But we

could pick up the smdl stuff, too.



Once there was volume enough to justify it, a second ship was added to the patrol, going around
in the oppositedirection. The Bdltic Patrol, being our oldest, now had four ships. Every point around
the southern shore could ship or receive things or people twice aweek, on the average.

We had garted to build amuch larger and faster class of ships, the Liners, which were intended
to travel between the various patrols, sopping only at improved harbors with specialy built docks.

| booked us a couple of cabins, one of which wasfor Silver, and when they found out who |
was, they wouldn’t take my money. Naturdly, | had stayed at my own innsfor free, and we hadn’t
bought anything on the trip yet, so thus far we hadn’t spent anything at dl on my vacation.

The ship’s commander, Captain Sliwa, was ddighted to have us on board, and insisted that we
edt at histable.

The good captain had awife and two servants, ‘servants' being a euphemism for the additiona
wives permitted by army regulations for our higher ranking members, but frowned on by the church.
They al worked on the ship, part time because of their children, and were paid for it, aswell as getting
their share of the ship’ s profits.

The economic arrangements on shipboard were similar to those of alanded company. The ship
itself was owned by the army, and rented to the crew. After al sdaries and expenses were paid, the
army split what was |eft with the people aboard, in accordance with their rank.

If they ran at aloss, they Hill got their pay and benefits, but they had to make up the loss before
they got any profits.

A crew that perennialy ran at aloss was eventuadly replaced.

There were about four dozen full time Warriors on the ship, about afifth of ausua company.
But Sliwawas aso the commander of the other three shipsin the Baltic Patrol. Also, there were aways
some people on leave, in schoal, or sick, so he commanded an average Sized company.

Dinner was served in the Captain’ s day room, asmal room with plain, painted ferrocrete walls
and celling. A carpet and afew handicrafts had obviousy been added by the Captain’ swives, which
gaveit abit of ahomey feding. Stll, apaace, it wasn't.

At dinner with the Captain and hiswives, | asked, “Arethere any things of particular intrest on
the Batic?’

“Wall, that of course depends on what you are interested in. Since you yoursdlf had amgjor
hand in her design, the operations of my ship might interest you. Then, there are four decent cities on our
route. Gdansk and Szczecin Harbor were both recently built by the army, so while they are clean and
well designed, they don’'t have agreat dedl of architecturd interest.”

“Isthat acomplaint?’ | asked.

“Not redly, my lord. In order to save our country, and the whole of Christendom besides, the
army hasto do things quickly, in the most efficient manner possible. We smply have not had thetime
and energy to build things beautifully, besides. Some day, though, | hopethat it will be possible to
change the emphasis, abit.”

“A good thought that, yes.”

“WEll beat Talinnin two days, and we dwaystry to stop there for afew hours. It hasafine
harbor, and it isalmost as clean asan army city. That, and it'saremarkably beautiful city aswell. Eight
days after that, we will bein Copenhagen, and it too deserves agood looking over.”

“Thank you. WE Il dothat. I"d been thinking in terms of getting off in Copenhagen, and linking
up with the North Sea Patrol there.”

“That' sthe placeto doit, my lord.”

When dinner was over, and the captain brought out flask of brandy and asmall, hand made box.
As soon as hiswives saw it, they quickly cleared the table and departed, although Cynthia stayed with
us. He poured us each asmal glass of the digtilled wine, arecent product made in France from inferior
grapes, and opened the box.



“Areyou familiar with these, my lord?’

“By God! Thoselook likecigars” They looked to be made of single leaves of tobacco, rolled
up tightly, and then dried.

“I’d never heard of aname for them before. They were sent to me by an old friend, the Captain
of one of the explorer companies investigating the Caribbean Sea. The nativesthere light them afire and
inhaethesmoke. | rather likeit, but my wives hate the smdll.”

“That isacommon household problem where | oncelived. But | haven't had asmokein amost
thirty yeard | didn’t even know that such athing was available!”

“Blameit dl onthat ‘ chain of command’ system of yours, where everything hasto * go through
channels. They will probably filter up to you in ayesr or two. | got these amonth ago, with arequest
that | evaluate them, to seeif therewas any market. But you are familiar with these things?’

“Oh yes, and once | was probably addicted to something smilar. But the craving never ends,
and | would dearly liketo try one of them.”

“Then please enjoy,” he said handing me one of the lightersthat I’ d had ahand in designing.

| inhaed, and the rough, acrid taste scorched my throat and made me cough.

“It' salittle crude, but selective breeding and better curing methods will solvethat. Nonethe
less itisalovdy thing!”

We smoked and sipped the brandy in silence, for asKipling said, conversation ruins good
smoke. Eventually, we had asecond cigar each, and several glasses of brandy. | saw no reason why |
should restrict the use of tobacco in Europe. | mean, we aready had a cure for cancer, so what harm
couldit do?

“I wish that | had more of theseto give you, my lord, but | only have afew left.”

“Don’'t worry about it. Inamonth or so I'll have a case of them sent to you, and another sent to
mysdf.”

Seventy two standard casesfit neatly into a standard army container. They were each ayard
long, ahaf yard wide, and ahaf yard high. Empty, they made a convenient bench. All of our jars, cans,
and bottleswere smilarly standardized and re-usable, with everything fitting neetly into cases. When you
bought something, you also bought the container it camein, but we d always buy the container back at
the same price, if it was clean and in good shape. An efficient system.

“Thank you, my lord. On another matter, | was very pleased to meet your Big Person, Silver.
Being at ssamogt of thetime, | have had regrettably little contact with these people. But fromwhét |
have read, they have some remarkable abilities. Their eyesight and hearing are claimed to be far superior
to those of usordinary humans, and it issaid that their sense of direction isremarkably good. These
abilitieswould be very hepful when trying to navigate aship in bad westher! What can you tell me about
this?”

“Wadll, basicdly, everything that you have said istrue. | suppose that we could try her out asan
assgtant helmsman, but there will be difficulties. Mogt of the Big People understand Polish, but Silver
understands only English, and not the dialect that is spoken theretoday. 1n any test, | would haveto
trandatefor her.

“There might be abetter way,” | continued. “ Cynthia here is from the same place that Silver
camefrom. She hasmany of the same abilitiesthat Silver has, and she can both understand and spesk
Polish. We might want to test her out as ahelmsman and anavigator.”

“This charming young lady isfrom the same place that the Big People arefrom? | am
astounded! And where might that place be?’

“I redly don’t know. Perhapsthe right question might be ‘When wasthat place? , since as best
as| can understand it, avery long time ago, there was afabuloudy advanced culture. The peoplethere
knew so much about God’ s Plan that they were able to imitate some parts of it. They could actudly
createlifel The Big People and thisfinelady’ s people were created by them.”



“And what happened to these wizards?’

“I"'m not sure that anything happened to them, for they also mastered the arts of time and space,
and learned to travel from one erato another. Perhaps| should not be telling you about this, but you
seem to be an honorable man, and it has been building up in mefor along time.”

“Such atdewould weigh on measwell, my lord. Y ou may be assured of my discretion. But as
to testing the abilities of your lady, and not those of Silver, could we start in themorning? | can seethat
Cynthiawould be far more convenient to have on shipboard than your mount, who isoverly large and
couldn’t climb up to the crow’ snest.”

| asked Cynthiaif she wanted to do it, and she was agreeable. We would start after breskfast.

It was another beautiful day, but in good conditions, Cynthia could see better with her naked
eyesthan any of the rest of us could with atelescope. Her hearing was outstanding as well, and she
seemed to have a perfect sense of direction, too. Even on the deck of amoving ship, blindfolded, and
Spun many times around, she could aways point to true north! We were dl amazed. We also tested
three members of the crew in the same fashion, and none of them could begin to compare with her
performance.

Soon, she was given ashort course in map reading and Ssmple navigation, and she seemed to
have an eidetic memory. Once she saw achart, and studied it for abit, she never had to look at it
again.

On the other hand, she had absolutely no ability at al in mathematics, beyond very smple
arithmetic. Shewould never be agood navigator.

By noon, they had her steering the ship, under the watchful eye of the usual helmsman.

“Now dl we haveto do is hope for some foul wesather, so we can see how she doesthere,” the
captain said.

“That’ sastrange thing for asailor towish for,” | said.

“lan’tit though! But I'm not likely to get an opportunity like thisagain, and | want to makethe
best of it!”

But the weather stayed fine, and | got to watching the running of the ship.

The Explorer class were container ships. They hauled standard army containers which were the
same Size asour old war carts, and our railroad cargo cars, far smaler than the containers used on
modern ships. They were six yardslong, two yardswide, and ayard and ahaf high.

Because our ships had to be able to pick up cargo and ddliver it a unscheduled destinations, they
had to be able to get to any container on the ship without unloading everything aboveit. Thiswas
accomplished by dividing the hold into nine sections, long tunnels, each over six yards wide and over
three yards high, and running two thirds of the length of the ship. Each tunnel was normaly sedled, to act
asawater tight floatation device.

Each container had a*haf nut’ under each corner, which rode on along screw running the length
of thetunnd. Each tunnel had four of these screws, with two layers of containers, permitting each tunnel
to be used for other things, like hauling cattle or even people, in an emergency, if the containerswere
removed.

At the aft end of the tunnels, asystem of elevatorsand alateral transfer system let containers be
transferred from one tunndl to another, so that cargo could be shifted at will.

It was not an inexpengve or extremely efficient system, but it was avery flexible system, which
also permitted the balance of the ship to be easily adjusted.

Two steam launches and several dozen towed barges (which doubled aslifeboats) were normally
stored on board. The elevator, the latera transfer system, and some davits permitted the launches and
bargesto be easily loaded and unloaded.

A lance of men seemed to be at work constantly, opening containers, sorting their contentsto
other containersthat would go to particular destinations, sealing the containers back up, and sending



them below to the tunndls.
We charged lessfor large shipmentsto asingle destination. And we charged more for anything
in anon-standard package.

A few more people were sorting mail in the same way.

The system worked well, and the fast lighters quickly picked up and delivered cargo and
passengers.

The ship had five dozen smdll passenger cabins, which were usudly underutilized. | had
expected passenger travel to be greater than it was. The ship’s crew and their families often used the
extrarooms with the understanding that if paying passengers needed them, they had to vacate to their
old, and somewhat cramped, quartersin the forecastle.

A cafeteriaand asocid hall were available for both the crew and passengers. They were clean
and functiond but not very attractive. Typicd Army stuff.

The ship was painted red and white, carried awhite Polish Eagle on it’ s red smoke stack, and |
thought that it was beautiful.

The aft quarter was the business end of the ship. She used two triple expansion V-6 piston
engines, each with it's own screw, which were fed by two separate tubular boilers. They usually burned
cod, but in apinch they could burn ail, wood, or anything ese available. The Explorer Class shipswere
designed to survive, even if they were stranded off the coast of Africal

These boilers were fed digtilled water by a system of condensers and evaporators which used
waste engine heat to evaporate sea water, and condense it in compartments aong the bottom of the hull.
Thisfresh water was also used by the crew. The seasdlt that resulted as a byproduct turned out to be
very sdlable, and was a source of additiond revenue.

The steam used by the engines was also condensed, of course, and reused.

Besides a compass, two radios, asonic depth gage, and aforward looking sonar rig, the bridge
was equipped with one of our first radar rigs.

“Wonderful things,” the captain said, “Providing that you can keep them al working. Electronic
devices have ahabit of going west just when you need them the most.”

“Yes, well, weareworking on reiability. It takestime,” | said.

The ship waslightly armed, enough to repd boarders, with six steam powered pea shooters and
alike number of swived guns, but it was never intended to be ared war ship. The army had never built a
war ship.

Who would such aship fight? What we already had was superior to anything €l se on the sea.
Our ferrocrete hulls could shrug off anything that atraditional, Thirteenth Century ship could throw at us,
our upper decks were five yards higher than those of the tallest wooden ship, so boarding was nearly
impossible, and being faster and not at the mercy of the wind, we could always ram them. Thismade
everyone around very friendly and peaceful.

The weapons of our enemieswerefairly primitive, at least at sea.

That night, we found that Cynthia could see amost aswell in the dark as she could on aclear
day, and when the halmsman ddliberately took us afew degrees off course, shetold him about it.

We passed one of our fishing boats the next morning. She was going after herring, judging from
thelook of her rig. Captain Siwaordered asmal net put over Side, on the theory that if they were
catching fish here, so could he. Thiswas not for commercia purposes, but to feed the crew. They soon
pulled up anet full, enough to feed the crew and passengersfor aweek. The fishing was much better in
the Thirteenth Century that it had been in the Twentieth.

Soon, we were egting fried herring, poached herring, stewed herring, pickled herring, and baked
herring. For some variety, | asked the cook if he had ever tried deep frying. He' d never heard of it, but
he did have abig bottle of cooking oil, and lots of big pots. | showed him how to bread the fish with
eggs and bread crumbs, and they became an ingtant hit. So did the French Fries| made with them. The



trick to making grest friesisto soak the diced potatoesin sugar water for awhile. Wedidn't have
anything like catsup, a Chineseinvention in my old timeline, but vinegar works almost as good.

I’ d been responsible for introducing potatoes, and dozens of other vegetables, to the Thirteenth
Century. Quite by accident, of course.

| wrote alengthy letter to Sir Piotr telling him about the shipments of tobacco, oneto me, oneto
Captain Sliwa, and one to our Modem chemists, since tobacco could be refined into avery effective
insecticide, and how later, this nicotine could be extracted from those parts of the plant that were not
good for smoking.

A second |etter was concerned with the importance of breeding superior strains of tobacco,
aress of the earth where it prospered, and the importance of experimentation in developing better curing
methods. | said that there was afortune to be made with this product.

| also wrote atreatise on the subject of smoking, talking about cigars, cigarettes, and pipes. |
dwelled awhile on thefinest of smoking pipes, the meerschaum bowled calabash pipe, how the African
caabash gourd was placed over ahorizonta pole while growing to give it the desired shape, and where
to find meerschaum, on the south coast of the Black Sea.

| made several drawings of it aswell as some of the less desirable briar pipes. | explained abit
about water pipesaswell. | stressed that agood pipe was abig pipe.

| o talked about the way acigar was used by a man to reward himself, after agood day and a
finemed. A cigarette was used by anervous man, to cam himsdf. And how a pipe was used by
someone who was dready cam, and merely wanted to relax some more.

We got to Tdlinn late one afternoon. The Captain said that he had alot of cargo to transfer, and
that we wouldn't be leaving until dawn. Although hewouldn’t havetimeto join us, he suggested thet |
take alook at the city, and perhaps enjoy anight on the town.

Naturdly, | took Silver and Cynthiaaong, with the proviso that the girl put some clotheson. She
came, wearing aloose silk dress, under protest. On the ship, her nudity had scandaized some of the
other passengers, but since it was an army ship, our rules applied on board. A foreign city was another
meatter entirely.

The town was beautiful, with dozens of fine, limestone castles and many tal, lovely churches,
most of them set high on adliff overlooking the harbor.

We found agood inn that wasn't one of my own, but was called the Red Gate Inn, the same as
theinn | had stayed in the night | went from the Twentieth Century to the Thirteenth. A spooky name,
but anice place.

The decor would have been caled quaint in the Twentieth Century, but here it was only
ordinary. Thewallsand ceilings were of painted plaster, supported by heavy, squared off timbers. They
were left rough, with the marks of the broad axe still onthem. A low fire burned in the fireplace, dowly
cooking asmdl pig, but providing littlelight. For that, you had to pay extrafor acandle a your table, the
usud practicein this century.

We had afine meal, with Cynthia opting for the roast pork with bread, cabbage, and carrots,
aong with alight garden salad, since the waitress said that that particular meal was on an al-you-can-eat
basis. | guessthat the pig had been on thefirefor quiteawhile. All of Cynthia s people were very heavy
eaters, having incredibly high metabolisms. She normaly ate three or four timeswhat | did, despite the
fact that | wastwo or threetimesher sze. Thewaltress at the inn gaped a her while she ate, but she
kept the food coming.

| had another inexpensive med, apair of lobsters. In the Twentieth Century, thiswould have
been the most expensive meal on the menu, but in the Thirteenth, it was not highly regarded, for some
reason. | went to the kitchen, and yes, they were doing it properly, with live lobsters swimming in abig
tub. | picked out two of them, and they boiled them up for me.

| loved it, once| talked the cooksinto serving them with melted butter, something that they had



never heard of before.

Ddicioud

| dso enjoyed copious amounts of some of the finest dark beer that I’ d ever tasted. | would
definitely haveto tell Thadeaus, my head innkeeper, about it. 1t was not usua to import beer inthis
century, but this stuff was outstanding, and transportation costs were going down. The army did not
permit tariffs, or import - export duties. We were adamant about free trade. Any taxes had to be paid
by the producers or theretailers.

Language wasn't aproblem at al, despite the fact that | didn’'t speak aword of Estonian. Most
of the people we met spoke at least some Polish, asit was fast becoming the world language. Having the
only magazines, newspapers, and printing pressesin theworld was doing alot for us.

It must have been midnight when | decided that it wastimeto return to the ship. Cynthiasat in
front of me on Silver as we went down “The Street of Drunken Warriors’, so named because it was so
narrow that adrunk couldn’t fal over sdewaysinit!

“Wdl, now. Youwill dovery nicdy!” Hesaid in heavily accented Polish.

An armed man had stepped out in front of us, quickly followed by at least a dozen others, both
ahead of usand behind. | had seen them before at theinnwe'd just eaten at.

“What do youwant?’ | said.

“But surely that isobvious! Y ou are awealthy foreigner, with alarge bag of gold. Y ou havethe
finest horsethat I’ ve ever seen, and avery attractive young lady who will afford uswith many hours of
enjoyment. Just what do you think we want?’

“If you are looking for afight, you' ve got one.”

“Asyouwish. Or, you could smply dismount, leave behind your lady, your property, and your
wegpons, and keep your life. The choiceisyours.”

“Soitis”

| started to reach behind Cynthiato get at my sword, but suddenly she wasn’'t there any more!
She jumped up over my head and was going down, bouncing off Silver’ srear, to take out the thugs
behind ud

Silver exploded into action, kicking two of our opponents at the sametimein their faces with her
fore hooves while she was charging forward! She stamped, kicked, and squashed the lot of them, and
findly bit the back of the neck of the fellow who had done dl thetalking! Shaking him theway adog
shakesarat, she hit it clean through!

It al happened so quickly that | didn’t accomplish much more than getting my sword out!

The street was so narrow that Silver had to go to the next intersection before she could turn
around to return to Cynthia’'said. She had no sooner completed the turn, spitting out some bloody
vertebrae out in the process, when Cynthia caught up with us.

“They'redl dead, Conrad.”

“No great loss. Probably abit of civic betterment, actually. But ladies, | haveacomplaint! The
two of you didn’t let mefight even one of them! | came on thistrip looking for alittle adventure, and you
guys are protecting me asif | wasback in Okoitz!”

“It isour duty to protect you, Conrad.”

“I never get to have any fun!”

“Did you want to recover the booty?’

“No timefor that. Someone had to hear thisruckus, and | would not like to make the
acquaintance of the city authorities. Back to the ship. And you' vetorn your only dress. You'll either
haveto repair it or I'll have to buy you another one.”

We never heard about the aftermath of that affray, but | assumethat the loca Powers That Be
were confused. They might have decided that it was ariva gang, or maybe, considering the way the



gang leader’ s neck was bitten through, that it had been done by some marauding monster.
Wedl-aday. Wewere hedlthy, and at least the girls had had agood time.

Before we left the harbor, | had the Captain order a container of that dark beer, twelve oneton,
standard army barrels, and have it shipped at my expenseto the Pink Dragon Innin Cracow. A present
for Thadeaus.

Within afew weeks, steins of “Lord Conrad's Choice” were selling in the seven biggest citiesin
Poland, at six times the price of local beers. We were sold out aweek later, but more was of course
ordered.

A few days ater, the Captain explained that his ship only covered the southern half of the Bdtic.
There wasn't enough businessin the northern haf to justify al four ships going up there. Two of hisships
could eadly handleit, and anyway, there were someidandsin the middle of the seathat needed tending.

Later, we passed one of our bulk cargo carriers, judging from it’s lack of a passenger deck.

“It' sheading to Gdansk with aload of partialy refined Swedishiron, my lord. Inafew days, it
will be heading north again with aload of coke, for our refinery up there. If they just brought theiron ore
to Gdansk, and dead headed back north, it would have required twice as many ships... A boring job,
and I'mgladit'snot mine,” the Captain said.

“There doesn’t seem to be much in the way of conventiona shipping going on.”

“No, our prices and our speed have got al the others begt hollow. The Hansianic League once
did alot of protesting, and even threatened to go to war, but they finally gave up on it when they found
that they no longer had the money to equip awar fleet.”

| asked, “What happened to dll of their saillors?’

“Some retired, but most of them joined the army, and volunteered for shipboard duty. That's
where we get our experienced men, my lord.”

“Including you?’

“Inaway. My father was afisherman, and when | was ayoung man, | crewed for him. Now,
he captains one of our trawlers, and brings in catches a hundred times as big as he did when he owned
hisown boat. He makes alot more money at it, too. He wasthefirst of our captains who madeiit to the
Grand Banks, and was very surprised when he found a dozen Portuguese fishing boats there!”

“Fishermen never tdl anybody wherethefishare” | laughed.

A day away from Copenhagen, the weather turned foul. 1t was cloudy, rainy, and foggy, but you
couldn't redly cal it astorm.

Cynthia performed wonderfully in thefoggy, rainy night, sanding naked inthe cold rain,
gpparently quite comfortable, while the men around her were bundled up in ail skins. It wasthat fantastic
metabolism of hers.

“That settlesit, my lord. We have got to put at least one of Cynthid s sSisters on each of our
ships. Our losses a sea have not been small, and her eyesight, hearing and sense of direction could save
alot of lives”

“Wéll, right now, we are mostly using them as bodyguards for the kings and |eaders of
Christendom. | redlly don’t know exactly how many of them have been distributed. But once that nitch
has been filled, | don’t see why your request couldn’t be approved. Fill out the paperwork onit, include
areport on what we' ve found out about her abilities, and I'll append a note suggesting that we act on
your recommendation. Then you can ship it up, through channds”

“I can't ask for more than that, my lord.”

“Of course, the girlswould haveto bewilling. What do you think, Cynthia? Would your ssters
want to serve on shipboard?’



“| think so, Conrad. Shipsarenice.”

Chapter 5 Making A Clean Break of it.

We spent afew daysin Copenhagen, seeing the sights and drinking good beer. The city was
truly fine. 1t wasrich and colorful, with beautiful churches, magnificent pa aces, and comfortableinns.
Wefound aseamstress and had three more light, smple, and loose silk gowns made for
Cynthia. They looked morelike Ancient Greek stylesthan anything else. She absolutely refused to wear
any of the complicated local fashions, saying that they were horribly scratchy. She aso refused to wear
shoes of any kind.
But at least, she wouldn't have agang of priests complaining to me, and who knows? Maybe
shewould start anew fad. Wemadealot of profit, shipping slk.
Our Ambassador to Denmark looked me up. It seemsthat someone had spotted me, and the King of
Denmark had commanded that | make a courtesy call at his palace.
“No,” | told the man. “I’m on vacation, and for me, vigiting roydty istoo much likework. Anyway, I'm
not in his chain of command. He hasno right to command me”
“But, you can't possibly turn down aroya command like thisl”
“I mogt certainly can. | command the biggest and finest army in the world, and that lets me do pretty
much as| please.”
“But heisaking!”
“Sowhat? | put King Henryk on the throne of Poland, mostly because | didn’t want the bother of the
job mysdf. If | redly wanted to, | could take the King of Denmark off of histhrone, just by sending a
message to one of my battle commanders.”
“Y ou can't possibly mean that!”
“Wadl, I'mnot likely todoit, but | could if | wanted to. Look, just go back to this pompous ass and tell
him that it was a case of mistaken identity. Okay?’
“How could | lieto HisMgesty? No, it'simpossble!”
“Y ou know, you are starting to pissme off. Get out of here before | throw you out the window!”
Cynthia broke into the conversation. “Conrad, one of my sistersis a bodyguard assigned to the King of
Denmark. | haven't seen her inyears. Couldn’'t we pay her avigt?’
“Humph. Well, on that basis, sure, we'll go. We have two more daysto kill here, anyway. Thisslly,
and very relieved looking diplomat can lead usthere.”
We rode over to the palace, and when we got there | was dtill alittle miffed at the thought of someone
who felt that he had a perfect right to interrupt my vacation. So | rode Silver right up the steps, into the
palace, and into the throne room itself, the guards being too shocked to do anything about me. Well, one
brought up a halberd to block my way, so | cut the big axe head in hdf, and he desisted. Actually, heran
away screaming. | have avery good sword.
The throne room reminded me of something that Napoleon the First would have wanted. Rich, heavy
and pompous. It was designed for only one purpose, and that was to glorify the king, to prop up his
ego. | till thought that he was a pompous ass.
“Your Mgesty? I'm Conrad Stargard. 'Y ou wanted to talk to me about something?’
“Do you dwaysride your horse into thronerooms?’ Hesaid in very bad Polish. He was acting huffy,
gtting on athrone that was placed on a platform six steps above everybody else.
“Slver has very clean habits. Don’t worry about athing.” | didn’t dismount, since that would have



placed me below thisass s ass.

“And don't you believein bowing?’

“Not asagenerd thing. But if you want to, fed freeto do s0.”

“Do you know who | am?” He was getting very red in the face.

“Wall, if you are unsure about thet, I’ m sure that someone here could enlighten you.” | turned to the
crowd. “Does anyone here know who thisman is? He seemsto be confused.”

The Polish ambassador started to answer when the man next to him elbowed himin theribs.

“I am the King of Denmark, damn you!”

“I thought that you might bel But asto damning me, that isthe prerogetive of Someone with
considerably more authority than you have. Please consider that from my viewpoint, you are a petty
monarch of awesk little country who seemsto think that he hasaright to interrupt my vacation. Now,
what did you want to talk to me about?’

“ After these inaults, absolutely nothing!”

“Fine, then I'll be going. Cynthia hereisthe sister of the bodyguard we sent you some years ago, and
shewantsto visit for abit. Hop down, girl. I'll send Silver back for you in afew hours.”

And then | rode out of the throne room, thinking that I'd just had alot of fun, something I’ d wanted to do
for years. Pompous twits have aways annoyed me.

Of course, King Henryk of Poland would give me hdl about it eventudly, but so what? Hedid hisjob
and | did mine. Did people go to him and demand that he design a steamship or some such? So why
should I have to worry about diplomacy?

Back at theinn, | told Silver, in English, to go back and pick up Cynthiain two hours, and went inside for
another good dark beer. It wasn't asfine asthat marvelous stuff from Talinn, but it was ill not to be
Sneezed at.

Cynthiaand her sster Midge came back early, without Silver’ s help, looking like apair of badly touded,
barely pubescent schoolgirls. Their clotheswere in shreds, but they seemed to be unhurt.

“Well, what happened to you two?’ | sad.

“Theking was discourteousto us,” Cynthiasaid. “He cdled me a strumpet, and refused to let me visit
with my sster. Midgein turn said that if her Sster wasn't welcome there, then she wasn't welcome,
either. Theking ordered her to come back, and shesaid ‘No’.”

“Well, that was perfectly within her rights. Everyonein Poland, the army, and in any country that we
have treaties with has the * Right of Departure’. Every adult has the right to quit, and go elsewhere,
except for convicted criminals, and for Warriors just before a battle, of course.”

Midge took over the narrative. “Thank you, my lord. So we started to leave, and the king ordered us
both arrested, chained, and thrown into the dungeon, and of course, the guards had to try and do that.
We couldn't let them, since Cynthia had her dutiesto you. But | knew most of those guys pretty well,
and we didn’t want to hurt any of them really badly. Therefore, we carefully restricted it to breaking
arms and legs only, and even then we were careful not to harm their knees or elbows.”

“That was very courteous of you,” | said, pulling on my mug of Copenhagen’s Finest.

“We thought so, but the king apparently didn’t. After we had disabled dl of hisguards and soldiers,
perhaps thirty of them, the king ordered everybody in the throne room, and there must have been a
hundred of them by then, to capture us or kill us. Well, what’ sagirl to do? We had to disable dl of the
rest of them aswell.”

“Including the Polish ambassador?”’

“Yes. He'djoined inwith the others.”

“Humph. That guy doesn’t know which side of hisbread isbuttered. Did you harm the king?’

“No, not redly,” Cynthiasaid.

“Not redly?’ | winced.



“Well, we went into the garterrobe to straighten up as best aswe could, and the king rushed in there by
himsdlf! Canyou imaginethat? Straight into awoman’s garterrobe? So Cynthia put afull chamber pot
ontop of hishead, upsde down. Thenweleft.”

“Well, alady should never have to endure unwelcome improprieties, but nonetheless, | think that this
would be an auspicioustimefor usdl to leave Copenhagen. Both of you go up to the room and put
some new clotheson. Then bring al of the bags down, and I'll have Silver ready by the door.
“You'renot mad a us?” Cynthiasaid.

“I'm alittle miffed about missng out on al of thefun! But no, I think you just did what you had to do.
we'll tak later. Now move!”

With Cynthiain front of me and Midge riding behind, we left town briskly, avoiding areas where
there were loud sounds of soldiers moving around .

My first thought was to get to the army portion of the harbor, and see if there was an army ship
leaving immediately. Therewasn't. Thereweren't any of our shipsthereat dl! Just bad luck. | rodeon
past.

“Ladies Any suggestions?’

Cynthiasaid, “ On the charts | saw, there was one of our small trading posts due west of
Copenhagen, on the North Sea. We could get therein afew hours. From there, we should be able to
get aship, soon.”

Werode west, and at dusk, directed by Cynthia, we arrived at the trading post. It was Situated
on amedium sized river as many of our posts were, and had the usua small dock with a man-powered
derrick at the end.

It was asquare, mildly defendable concrete building, with afirst floor devoted to astore and a
warehouse, and a second floor that contained housing for the Six familiesliving there and afew guest
roomsfor people awaiting transport.

A separate schoolhouse was used by the children of the soldiers and those of the surrounding
villagers who wanted to come. In more barbaric areas, the school would have been built into athree
story trading post, with it’s own church, and with more serious defenses, but thiswas acivilized,
Chrigtian country.

Likeal of our schools, you could send and receive mail there, buy smdl items, and order mgjor
onesout of thearmy catalog. Evenings, it was sometimes used asasocia hall, and two nights aweek, it
served as abar, open to the locals.

We charged the local people and travelers for these services, but the school itsalf wasfreeto the
sudents. Nonetheless, it sill paid for itsdlf.

Therewasachurchintheloca village that the Warriors used.

The trading post was crewed by a single lance of troops, commanded by one Sir lan
MacDougd.

“We need immediate trangportation out of here,” | told him.

“That will beabit difficult, my lord. A shipisn’'t duefor at least three days. Thelast oneleft
under an hour ago.”

“Tdl them to turn around, and come back for us.”

“But, that just isn’'t done, my lord!”

“We'redoing it now. | am Conrad Stargard, Hetman of the Christian Army, and | order you to
radio that last ship and tell them that | said to come back.”

“Yes gr. Immediaely, my lord!”

Two hours later, we were aboard the Northern Light, and heading for Calise.

We were soon having dinner with Knight Bannerette Igor Sorinski, captain of thisship, and his
two charming wives. The army made a digtinction between Captain, amilitary rank, and captain, the



person in charge of amgor ship.

The captain was fascinated by the tests run by Captain Siwaand | on Cynthia s abilities.

“Y ou know, my lord, the North Seaisamuch more difficult environment than the Baltic. The
storms are much worse here, and the Baltic has amost nothing in the way of tides. Here, they can be
fierce! | wonder about these ladies' sense of timing. Could they understand when the tides were
happening, or would happen? We have graphs, tables, and charts worked out, but it takes agreat desl
of wisdom to know exactly what will be happening where and when! And do they have a good sense of
the westher?’

“WE |l be aboard for afew days, captain. Perhaps these ladieswould be willing to study these
thingsfor abit, and then we can see how they do.”

“And would the ladiesbe willing?’ He asked.

They said that they would be.

| went back to my cabin and wrote aletter to King Henryk of Poland, telling him Cynthia s
version of what happened in Copenhagen, complaining about his ambassador there, telling him about the
king' sviolation of the Right of Departure. Then | politely requested his permission to invade Denmark
and throw the king out. | knew that such permission would never be granted, but it put Henryk ina
position of having to placate me, rather than punish me.

In the next few days, we found that in al practical shipboard matters, Cynthiaand Midge could
perform remarkably well. They could understand the tides with precison, once | explained the actions of
the Earth, the seas, the Sun, and the Moon to them. And once an experienced old sailor spent afew
daystalking about the westher to them, they started to get agrip on that. Mathematicswas still beyond
them, but | was beginning to think that they really didn’t need mathematics. They had their own way of
doing things.

| decided against touring England, Scotland, and Ireland, and the western most point of captain
Sorinski’ s patrol was at the French city of Breast. Patrol boundaries were fill in agtate of flux, aswe
worked out the most efficient way of doing things.

Midge came to me an hour before we arrived at Breast.

“My lord, I'll never be ableto return to my position in Copenhagen, and Cynthiacan handlethe
job of protecting you very well without my help. | wondered, what would you think of assigning meto
help captain Sorinski? | think that | might be very useful here”

“That’ san interesting thought. Understand that you are welcome to accompany Cynthiaand me
on my vacation, and we can find ajob for you once we get back to Okoitz, but if you redly want to stay
on board this ship, we can probably work something out.”

“Oh, my lord, | redly do! All of thissailing businessisfascinaing, and so is captain Sorinski!”

“Oh... Wdll, just remember to not serioudy offend either of his current wives. If you want tojoin
hisfamily, you will need the permission of both of them.”

“Oh, I’'ll work very hard on that, my lord.”

“Okay. Youwill likely have my consent, as soon as| tak this over with the good captain.”

The captain was ddlighted to get Midge both asacrewman and asalover. | gave them my
blessngs, and wrote aletter to Sir Piatr, telling him about the change of assgnments.

Siver, Cynthiaand | got off a Breast, and caught a ship going south within hours.

Chapter 6 (Sir Piotr’'sStory)
Again, Back at Okoitz

Sir Piotr had just gotten to work when he was interrupted by the an apologetic secretary.



Looking up he thought I’ m going to haveto either get rid of al of these naked women around here, or to
get them to dress properly. Maybe, I [l have to replace them with male secretaries. Thesegirlsare
entirely too digtracting! And you can't redlly invite strangers to amesting without causing talk!

Aloud, hesad, “What it isit?’

She smiled (they dways smiled), looked at her feet, and said “I' m sorry to interrupt your
thoughts, but we have an courier in the lobby with amessage from the King.”

Piotr thought, This can’t be good. When the King sends a messenger instead of aletter, he
aways has something unpleasant on hismind.

Sure enough, it wasasummonsfor Sir Conrad to gppear NOW in front of the King, a Legnica
As acting Hetman, it would be his job to make the appearances and the excuses. Sir Conrad got away
with alot dueto hislong friendship with the King. Acting Hetman Piotr would have aharder time of it.

The meeting was hot ameeting. It was aroyd audience in the throne room. Thiswas even
worsethat Piotr had expected. King Henryk sat on histhronein full regal regalia He was even holding
his scepter and wearing hisformal crown. Thishad thelook of aroya asschewing. His countenance
was determined and angry.

The usud brightly colored drapes behind him had been replaced with black velvet ones. His
guardswere d| traditional knights, not Conrad’ s soldiers, and they al wore stern expressons. And none
of Maud's children, his usua bodyguards seemed to be around. Thisdid not look good at dl!

King Henryk knew very well that he held histhrone as a present from Conrad. Such presents do
not cause great gratitude when you are reminded of them too often. He knew enough history to know
that murder wasthe leading cause of death among royal family members and now he understood why.
After dl, hefdt like abrother to Conrad, but brothers were not awaysfriendly.

His voice boomed out from the throne. “Why is Conrad not here! Does he dare send a servant
to answer aRoyad Summons?’

Piotr lifted his head from his supplicant position and said in an apologetic voice, “But, Y our
Magesty, Sir Conrad isyour most loyal servant. | am herein his stead only because he did not get your
message and we could not deliver it too him.” He paused dightly. “Heisgone.”

“Gone? | know heison ‘vacation’. That isone of the reasons he was summoned here. But
why did you not recal him immediately?’

Piotr was caught in avoiceraising dilemma. “We could not recal him, because we have no idea
of where heis. He specificaly forbade usto keep track of him or to have anyone accompany him. We
had heard that he was intending to visit England, Scotland, and Ireland, but apparently he has not gone
there. We cannot find him.”

Thereis nothing more maddening than being angry at someone and not being ableto ydl at them.

HisMaesty’ sfrugtration was showing.

“Youwill find him. If you have to send messagesto every soldier on the borders, and to every
ship a seq, and to every inn dong the roads, and you will find him! He has much to answer for! He has
insulted our integrity by refusing to cooperate with the Pope’ semissary. He has embarrassed me by
riding his damned horse into the throne room of abrother king and mocking him. There are reports of
some very strange things happening in the City of Talinn, the very night that he spent there, with fifteen
dead bodies|eft on the streets! | even have reports of him expressing cowardice when asked to plan
attacks against the Arabs. | have the Pope threatening to excommunicate me!  Every king in Europe
talking about what unruly subjects| have, and | want to know why my army won’t do what | tell my
army to do!”

Piotr was possibly the smartest man in the Christian Army. Hewas one of the fastest to see an
opportunity. Certainly, he never mentioned that it wasn't Henryk’ sarmy at dl, but rather Conrad’s.

“Your Mgesty. If I might point out, Sir Conrad has given mefull authority to act in his absence.
Weadl know of the need for pious Chrigtiansto fully support the needs of the Holy Father. | candso



assure you that the Army isfully in support of your desire to punish the daversto the south of us. The
Arabs cannot be allowed to continue in their pagan ways. Infact, | have some plansthat | have been
working on to improve our abilitiesto carry out you wishes. Perhaps we could meet in private and |
could explan what | havein mind?’

King Henryk consdered, Thisismorelikeit!

Sir Conrad was dways verbaly respectful but had ady way of manipulating every conversation
to get hisway. Henryk never really forgot how Conrad had used his verba gamesto deny him the
experience of waking on firewith therest of the soldiers. Recently hisdy refusas had turned to outright
refusals. Thissmal man, Fiotr, was properly respectful. Perhaps something was going right here.

“We are pleased to grant such an audience. Call those that you think are necessary for the
meeting and bring them here tomorrow morning. Oh, and perhaps we should not yet disturb Sir
Conrad’ swell deserved vacation. He has been aloya servant for along time and deserves hisrest.”

Piotr had brought the plansfor the new battleships, frigates, and destroyers, along with the
Specifications of hisnew weaponsto the meeting with theking. Heaso invited Kolome Wladyclaw of
the Wolves, Kolomed Tados of the Waterborne Forces, and Kolomel Mickolai of the Air Force with
him, dong with severd other sympathetic members of the Army command structure.

All were anxious to begin rescuing the Holy Land.

The king was looking over the plansfor the battleship conversons. “These areimpressve. How
many of these do you think wewill need to put pressure on the Infidels?’

Piotr answered, “Two or three should do it. They have avery high speed compared to the Arab
ships and can patrol wide areas. With asfew asthree ships, we could probably interdict ninety percent
of the Arab shipping in the Mediterranean, the Red Sea, and the Indian Ocean. We dready havethe
hulls built, so we only have the expense and ddlay of re-arming them and putting them to sea. In addition,
wewill be modifying al of the new Explorer class shipsinto Frigates.”

A fleeting look of unhappiness crossed theroyal face. King Henryk never liked the mention of
‘money’ or ‘expense,

“How much will thiscost me?’

Sir Piotr was ready with hisanswer. “Why, nothing, of course, your majesty! Therearetime
honored contracts between the Christian Army and the Nation of Poland! The army has dways
defended Christendom at it's own expense, just asthe army has always been granted Free Trangt across
Polish lands, and the Right of Purchase, in which any land bought by the army is owned in fee smple, and
never taxed again by anyone. At the sametime, we defend Poland, and the rest of Europe, and are not
paid for thisvauable service. And of course, any landsthat might be taken by the army, and any
property taken at seawould of course be ours, to offset our expenses.”

King Henryk considered this. He'd planned to make a profit out of al of this. He' d hinted at
this, but not actudly said it.

Sir Wladyclaw interjected, “ Of course, there are alot of detailsto work out. Wewill need to
equip alarge invading force for the push into Jerusalem. We will need to build the new weaponsthat you
see therein congderable quantity and there will be a Sgnificant monetary lossto the forts when the men
are gone on Crusade.”

One of the kings counsel ors spoke up heatedly, “Y ou cannot serioudly propose that we
reimburse the army for money it looseswhen it hasto go to war instead of doing other things” Hisvoice
was very sarcadtic, “It is sad that they might actually have to give up basket weaving for awhileto do
their redl jobs, but that isthe REAL business of anarmy.”

“Wadll, certainly not,” Sir Fiotr said. “But it dmost seemed to me that you were suggesting that
the army should pay you for the privilege of attacking Europe’ s enemies!

“No, of coursenot,” King Henryk said. “I never intended any such thing!”
Asthey neared resolution of the problems, tempers cooled and afedling of comradeship —or at
least shared conspiracy — pervaded the room.



Sir Wladyclaw voiced the last problem of the day. “ Of course, we do have that one problem. Sir
Conrad was very adamant that we should not go to war with the Arabs. He aso has made it known that
he does not want his aero planesto go to war and he has previoudy forbidden usto arm our cargo
ships. His statements were as subtle as usua and therefore known to everyone in Christendom. Heis
gone, one hopes temporarily, but most of the army isfanaticaly loya to him. How do we explain our
contradiction of every order he has given?’

Sir Piotr looked earnest and alittle sad. Do not worry, good Sir Wladyclaw. Our master isin
trouble. No one could possibly object to our effortsto free him from imprisonment and davery to the
Infidd.”

Sir Wladyclaw looked skeptica, “ Savery and imprisonment? For al we know heisgttingina
tavernin Indiadrinking beer by the galon and jumping on theloca dancing girls”

The king looked sympathetic, “But, Piotr has a point. How do we know? He could as easily be
shoveling shit in an Arab stable while an infidel siripes hisback with awhip. No one will be certain until
we find him and that could take along, long time. Wewill haveto search dl theway to Jerusalem firg.”

Chapter 7 Conrad’sTale
On to the Amazon?

Cynthiaand | spent the next week traveling down the Atlantic coast of France and Spain. We
lazed around the sun deck, stopped at afew cities, and enjoyed the wine, but nothing out of the ordinary
happened, except for astorm on thefifth and sixth days.

The ship tossed, pitched, and rolled, but it never dowed down. They even managed to pick up
and ddliver cargo, something that surprised me. The upper deck was placed off limitsto passengers, but
the ship had a decent library on board, and it even had afew booksthat | hadn’t written myself!

Cynthia, Silver, and | didn’'t have any problems, but some of the other passengers stayed on the
railling vomiting until they emptied out. They spent the balance of the orm in their cabins, hoping for an
early death, but not getting it.

The patrol ended at Lisbon, infinewesther.

Thiscity has one of the finest naturd harborsin theworld, and it isin avery good location for
world trade. The people there were only using one side of it, so the army cut a deal with the city fathers
which got usavery long term lease on the unused hdf of the harbor, with plenty of land around it. The
planswere to make it a center of our world trading network.

But asit stood, it was dtill just another concrete army city. It was clean and efficient, with good
lighting, good ventilation, and good plumbing, but lacking in the architectural graces. Captain Siwahad
been right. Once this vacation was over, I’d have to see what could be done about making better
looking buildings. Maybe something like the tiles they used on the snowflake forts, but in alittle better
taste, with more subdued colors. Say, something like Gothic.

The old part of town was more interesting, with alot of Moorish influencein the architecture.
They used alot of intricate pierced stone and wooden screens.

On the other hand, it wasawholelot dirtier, with shit al over everything, like most Medieva
cities. Oneday wasall that | wanted to spend there, seeing the sights.

And drinking the very good wine. Wetook abarrd of it with uswhenweleft, and | had twelve
more barrels of wine shipped back to Okoitz. Only, after al the shit they walked through, | just hoped
that the natives here washed their feet before they mashed the grapes.

I’d bought standard army barrels of wine, of course, which each held aliquid ton. They were
designed to fit efficiently into our containers, adozen to each. Sometimes, smaller packages were put
into the empty spaces between the barrels. | bought some giftsfor my ladies back home, like lace shawls



and headpieces, and had them stuffed into the spare spaces.

From Lisbon, I’ d been thinking of touring the Mediterranean Sea, or at least the northern haf of
it. The Crusades had made Chrigtians unwelcomein the southern half. However, the next ship goingin
that direction wasn't scheduled to leave for thirteen days.

On the other hand, anew Liner class ship was going to leave for the mouth of the Amazon River
intwo days, and that looked interesting!

| could always check out the Med later.

| signed us up for thetrip to South America, or rather to Low Brazil, aswe now cdledit. | have
never figured out just who Amerigo Vespuci was, or what great thing he had done to deserve to have
two continents named after him. In thistimeline, he was not so honored.

High Brazil wasthe civilized areahigh in the AndesMountains. Maybe later, we d take acruise
up the Amazon River.

We didn't use wooden riverboats there any more, since the locd wildlife had a habit of eating
them. Bugs, ants, wormsand all manner of such creatures had turned our first expedition up river into a
magjor disaster, as did the diseases that we had traded with the natives.

Both problems had been cured. We now used ferrocrete ships on theriver, the same Explorer
class shipswe used everywhere ese. The Amazon was degp enough to let them travel upstream for
thousands of miles, and even their lighters were made of ferrocrete.

My Uncle Tom, thetime traveler, had licked the disease problem for us. Hiswizards had come
up with three medicines that could be made chegply using nothing but milk, any kind of milk. You just
put some of the old stuff into asealed jar of fresh milk, and the next day you had this magic medicine.

Thefirg of them, the butter, was used to mark al of the cdlls of the human body with something
that identified them as being totaly human. Even most cancer cdlsdidn’t qudify. It was actualy cheaper
to produce than norma butter, and it tasted just as good, so before long we were using it in place of
butter. Intrauma cases, it saved alot of time, to have the patient already treated.

The second, the cheese, was given at least four hours later. 1t was adeadly poison that killed
everything that hadn’t been marked as being human. And | mean everything! Not only bacteria, viruses,
and cancers, but your ssomach flora, dl of the myriad of crittersliving on your skin, and al of your
body’ s other symbionts were wiped out. Y ou had amassive case of diarrheafor haf aday, and if a
mosguito bit you, it died! The same thing happened if your dog licked you when the poison was acting,
s0 you had to be careful.

Wewere dso evauating it for use where we needed a complete sterilization program, perhapsto
kill everything in the soil before plating certain crops.

The third medication, the ail, was given the next day. 1t replaced dl of the symbionts the second
had killed, and they were avery good set of new symbionts. Infections and skin diseases became very
rare. After abath, you rubbed it al over your skin, and drank abit of it besides. Again, thiswas so
chegp that it was often used in place of bath ail, lamp oil, and cooking oil!

After you were cured of whatever was ailing you, there was nothing to stop you from getting the
same disease again, which required the treetment again, especialy with diseases like maaria. But after
going through this cycle severa times, your body’ simmune system usualy had the time to take care of
the disease on it’ sown, and you stayed hedlthy after that.

The second time you took the trestment wasn't nearly as bad asthefirst. Thefirgt time, if you
hed aredlly big, years old tumor, for example, the cheese would kill the tumor, but al of those dead cdlls
could siwamp your body’ s clean up system, and that could kill you even though you were now ‘ hedlthy’!
A case of ‘the operation was successful, but the patient died'!

We didn’t lose huge numbers of people to the trestment, but we did lose some, mostly old
peopleusing it for thefirst time. But since they were usudly adready dieing of something else, well, you
do what you can.



Army regulations required that al personnd take the treetment at least once ayear. It wasaso
available to anybody ese who wanted it at avery minimal price. Mostly, the cost of cleaning up dl of the
shit. If you wereredly broke, and didn’t mind helping out with the clean up, we could accommodate
youl.

The result of thistreatment was that Christendom had become avery hedthy placeto live, even
with dl of the shit on the streets.

To make sure that we didn’t infect any other people, quarantine lines were set up between
continents, and in other places where it was thought necessary. Anyone traveling acrossthose lines had
to take the trestment.

We didn't want to spread non-human diseases, either. At the same time that the people were
treated, the ship was fumigated, usualy with chlorine gasflooding al compartments, while the people and
animalswere brought up on deck. Thisdid avery good job on rats, insects and anything else unwanted
on board. Even the occasional stowaway.

Not that there was any reason for anyone to stow away on one of our ships. There were dways
plenty of dirty, low skilled jobsto be done on shipboard, and army policy wasto let anyone work for
their passage, if they couldn’t afford to pay for it.

Other quarantine measures were being evaluated, such asforbidding the transportation of any
living plant or animal across quarantine lines, except to isolated, sterilized idands. There, they had to be
raised for at least one generation, and the offspring could be transported to anew continent only if they
appeared to be absolutely hedlthy. Thiswaslargely to stop the movement of insect pests.

We had once been responsiblefor killing many thousands of Brazilian natives, and we didn’t
want that to happen again!

Our ship arrived the next day on her maiden voyage from the dockyards in Szczecin Harbor.

Shewasthefirgt to use the specia dock in Lisbon that had been built especialy for use by the Liner
class. Passengers came and left through the starboard side of the ship, while conveyor belts on the port
Sde loaded and unloaded containers of cargo.

I’d gone over the plansfor the new Liner class of ships, but I’d never actualy seen one before.
The Duke Henryk the Bearded of Poland waslong and deek and lovely. She had four timesthe cargo
capacity of the Explorer class of ships, and three times the passenger space. And shewastwice asfast
asour earlier boats, capable of thirty milesan hour.

Those werelong army hours, of course. The army, and just about everyonein Christendom
now, used atwelve hour day, sunriseto sunrise. Theworld was doing it our way because we made all of
the clocks.

Liner class ships aso had two classes of accomodations, a Standard class, with rooms much the
same as on our earlier ships, and aNoble class, which were three timeslarger, very nicely furnished, and
gx timesasexpendve. Timewould tell whether they paid for themsdves.

| took the best suite aboard, with alarge living room, anice ba cony, and an extra bedroom that
housed Silver. There was a stable below for ordinary horses, but Silver wasafriend. Thesuitehad it’s
own bathroom, dthough Silver couldn’t fit init, and had to use the public latrine on the Standard class
deck below ours. Surely, adesign flaw to be corrected on future ships.

The ship carried asingle, rarely used lighter, and enough well-stocked barges to act aslifeboats
for everyone aboard in the event of a disaster, but these were normally kept inboard. She didn’t visit
smdl ingtdlations, but docked only at mgor ports, usudly the terminas of our many Peatrols.

The room servicewas good. | used it when | didn’t want to eat at the Captain Tomaz' stable.

Thefirst night out, some of the wedlthier passengers enticed me into a high stakes poker game,
and in afew hours, | cleaned most of them out. After dl, | had introduced the game to the Thirteenth
Centaury inthefirst place. Not that | needed the money, but winning isfun. Perhaps Cynthia s nudity
distracted some of then, and surely my barrel of Lisbon wine helped. Thusfar, my vacation was actualy



running a a profit!

Anyway, | resolved to donate the money to charity, the next chance | got.

Three days out, we hit asmdl problem. The Captain, Sr Tomaz, who had amaost afull company
subordinate to him, decided that since the weather was very fine, and since we would soon be crossing
the border of a quarantine zone, we might aswell al take the treatment now.

The engines were stopped, alarge sea anchor, basicaly abig parachute, was thrown over the
bow rail, and the passengers and crew were each given apat of butter, to be eaten under the watchful
eyeof the ship’smedicd officer.

Army procedure had it that when an areawas not completely explored, each ship would take a
dightly different course on each trip. This permitted us to map the ocean bottom better, to chart the
currents, to look out for undiscovered idands, and to locate any possible dangersto navigation. Also,
our shipsregularly dropped ten yard nets overboard to sample thelocal fisheries, usudly severd at
different depths. 'Y ou never could tell what you might find.

One of the Sde advantages of thiswasthat it made each trip a‘voyage of discovery’, something
that the passengers seemed to like.

Occasiondly, the cookswould present afish prepared in severd different wayswith this
announcement, “My lordsand ladies! Thisisexperimentd! We ve never seen afish likethisone
before! It may be atasty treat, but we don't know. Pleasetry it, if you fed daring, and let us know what
you thought of it.”

Usudly, they were very bad, but it contributed to the passenger’ s sense of adventure.

Our current course took usfairly closeto the coast of Africauntil we were at the equator, the
latitude of the mouth of the Amazon River, and then turning due west until we got there. 1t was an easy
bit of navigation, from amathematica standpoint.

Latitude could aways be determined by measuring the angle to the North Star a night, in the
Northern Hemisphere, or the Sun at hoon, although then you had to enter in afew correction factors.

Every ship had aclock that was set for “navigation time”, with three 0’ clock being the time at
high noon at our city of Three Walls. Since we had radios, we always knew the exact correct time, and
with that, longitude was also easy. A single noon time sighting could give you your exact position. Well,
towithinamileor so.

Thiswas providing that you could see the Sun, of course. A few more daysinto thetrip, we
found that we couldn’t. We were hit by the worst storm that I’ ve ever encountered, on land or sea.

| wasin my suite, drinking wine and playing penny ante poker with afew of the other passengers,
since nobody would play for high stakes with me any more. The ship was rocking so badly that we dl
had to keep our money in our pouches, because it wouldn’t stay till on the bolted down table!

One of my guests got so seasick that he had been monopolizing the toilet for awhile, when
suddenly my own stomach started to rebel violently. Thetoilet being unavailable, | ran out to my bacony
to dump my load.

When | wasfinished, | looked to the side and noticed that they were dumping our cargo
containersinto theseal The ship had to be in very serious trouble before the Captain would do
something likethat!

| was leaning over therailing to get a better ook at the operation when | was hit from behind by
ahuge cascade of water. It had to have traveled over the top of the ship, somehow! The wave knocked
me over the balcony railing, and as| fell, | saw Cynthia diving from the ba cony, coming after me!

My only thought was, Oh no, not both of us!

Hitting the water, or something floating in it, knocked me unconscious.



Chapter 8 (Piotr’'sStory) Back at the Castle, Again

The announcement that the Christian army was going to war was greeted by happiness
everywhere. The Pope was happy that the Holy Land would soon bein Christian hands. The king was
happy that he would soon fed like aking again. The army was happy that they were going on anoble
mission to rescue their leeder from the infidels. The rest of the world was just happy because they were
going away.

True, theworld wasalot richer and alot safer Snce the Christian army established their virtua
dictatorship over Europe. People were freer and better fed than they had ever been. 'Y ou went to bed
at night knowing that you probably wouldn’t be attacked before morning because the army wasright next
door.

On the other hand, it was alittle like deeping with your pet lion. He was cuddly and warm and
made you fed protected. But then again, there was dways that small fear that he might need asnack in
the middle of the night.

And, if you weren't in the army, you might not feel sorich. Hereditary Lords were not given the
respect that they once were. Everyonefelt equal. Worseyet, there were alot of dark castles where
they could no longer afford candles. The estates had supported themsalves with farming and smdll
manufacturing operations. Thearmy with it's Big People, better seeds, and expens ve equipment had
driven down the cost of agricultura productsto the point where most of the estates could do little more
than feed themsdves. They were dso unable to maintain most of their businesses against the mechanized
competition from thearmy. They were reduced to smal handcrafts and limited run luxury goods.

It was no better for the serfswho liked being semi-independent. True, they had been ableto
leave their farms, but some of them liked working alone and outdoors. With the lords going broke, the
safswereforced to join thearmy or starve. The army was agood life for those who liked it. Hot
showers, warm clothes, good food and steady pay were hard to complain about — for those who liked to
be part of an organization. For those who had been their own masters—even if pledged to aLord, the
yoke often bothered their skin.

Small businessmen were aso happy to see the army occupied elsewhere. Thingswere good if
you were tavern keeper, unless Conrad opened one of his damned Pink Dragon Inns near you, but if you
were aboatman, caravan man, or building contractor you were pretty much screwed. Join the army,
knuckle down, or go out of business. Not popular choicesfor everyone. Not everyone wanted to bein
thearmy.

For whatever reason, everyone sincerely cheered the war.

Sir Piotr, Hetman (pro tem) of the Christian Army, was happy that his new orders were being
adopted so quickly. Mot of the senior staff had long been wanting to upgrade their military
capabilities.

Increased production facilities for the new bolt action rifleswere dready being ingtdled, and
every man in the army should have one, with the new bayonet, and plenty of ammunition, within ayesr.

Production ordersfor the new artillery and machine guns had been tripled.

He was ddlighted to find that Sir Tados aready had the designs completed to fit the new artillery
to someof hisships! 1t was something that he had wanted to do for along time, so he had ordered the
design work done, purely as an exercisefor his engineers, he said, despite Conrad’ s ordersto the
contrary. During the Battle for the Vistula, Sir Tados had once spat on Conrad' s boots, when our liege
lord had given an unpopular order.

Putting machine guns on the new two engine aircraft was smple, and had dready been done
successfully. They could only shoot forward, forcing the pilot to aim hisentire aircraft, but it seemed to



work well enough.

Another ‘design exercise’ had been going on in the flying forces, under Sir Mickolai. They had
an aircraft that could land on the water! The bottom of the hull was sealed up and made waterproof, the
wing was mounted very high, and the engineswere even higher, to keep the props out of the water. He
wanted to put a steam catapult on the bow of afast ship to launchit. It would land on the water, and a
crane would recover the plane and pilot. Likethe other new aircraft, this‘ seaplane was made largely
out of the new magnesum dloys.

Thistwo man craft would give the new battleships avery good observation point, highintheair.
And being able to arm the craft with machine guns and bombs delighted Sir Mickolal!

Six new Explorer class ships were being fitted out asfrigates, and work had aready started on
modifying three of the uncompleted Liner class shipsinto battleships, when word came from the Captain
of the Duke Henryk that the new ship had proven to be so top heavy that in a storm, he had been forced
to jettison aquarter of hiscargo. The entire classwould need re-designing, now.

Chapter 9 Hunger, Thirst, and Death

| awoke laying on top of acargo container, in the middle of the ocean. My head hurt, and | was
thirsty. The storm was mostly over, but the waves were still choppy. Nothing elsewasin sight.

Cynthiawaswith me.

“| seethat you are dive, Conrad. | was beginning to worry about you.”

“| gather that you have saved my life. Thank you. How long was | unconscious?’

“Almost two days.”

“Do we have any supplies of any sort?’

“No, nothing.”

“And do you know what happened to the ship?’

“It was dill sailing, thelast timel saw it. | don't think that the Captain knew that we were gone.”

“You could beright. Most of our guests were pretty drunk. It was probably awhile before
somebody thought to report our abrupt exit. Not that the Captain could have done much for usin that
sorm, anyway.

“What'sin thiscontainer?’ | asked, hoping for an assortment of foodstuffs.

“Thebill of lading on the container saysit’sfull of fiberglassinsulation, refrigeration grade, to be
ddivered to the Captain of Construction, Amazon Mouth North. | suppose that’swhy it floated when so
many of them sank.”

“WEe |l haveto check that out. Sometimes, mistakes aremade. Y ou look different. Y our
breasts are much larger.”

“Yes. One of the usesthat my kind was made for istaking care of smadl children. My breasts
arefully functiond.”

“gy7

“So, we have no food or fresh water. 'Y ou can not drink seawater, but | can. Y ou can drink
the milk that | can produce. Therefore, | have caused my breaststo enlarge, to keep you dive.”

“So you can do thisvoluntarily? That'san ability that alot of human girlswould love to havel
And, that’ s quite an offer you just made! Again, | thank you.”

“Nursngisn't painful. Actudly, it'svery pleasant.”



“Do you know where we are?’

“Yes. Weareabit north of the equator, and afew hundred milesfrom the coast of Africa. The
windisblowing usin theright direction, but | have no ideahow long thiswill continue. Areyou thirsty.”

“Very”

She bent over me, presenting her breasts.

“Then plesseenjoy.”

We didn't have anything like a cup, but one wasn't needed.

Therewas obvioudy alimit to how long her small body could continueto feed my bigone. This
wasin addition to the fact that she had an extremely high metabolism, and normally ate threetimesas
much as| did.

A Big Person could have eaten the wooden lid of the container, but Cynthiawasn’t up to such a
thing.

Cynthia had gone swimming afew times, hoping to caich afish, but no luck sofar.

My pistol was gone, but | still had my sword and a useless sack of gold and silver, and Cynthia
had her knife. | started to cut asmal holein the container’ slid, to make very sure that there was nothing
useful insgde. Cynthiasoon took over the job, being much stronger than | was.

The container wasfull of fiberglass. Fedling around inside it with my sword, | found something
hard! We had to cut another holeto get at whatever it was, and eventualy discovered that we owned a
bottle of whiskey! Stolen whiskey. | knew that because it was from my own private stock!

“Someone was probably sending a postage free gift to afriend,” | said.

“At least you have something to drink.”

“No, but you do. Humans don't metabolize acohol al that well, but my impression isthat your
sort of body treatsit just like any ordinary food.”

“Yes, that'strue”

“Then you should drink this, and I’ [l continue to drink you!”

“That does make sense, Conrad.”

A further search didn’t turn up any more presentsin the container.

| put the gold down the hole into the container, rather than have it bouncing around on my belt.

Drinking seawater required her to urinate much more often, to dump the extra salt, | suppose.
Cynthia considered nudity to be completely normal, but she was embarrassed to pee while | was
watching. | obliged her and dwayslooked in another direction. A lady has her privileges.

A few dayslater, Cynthiasghted alargejdlyfish. She swam out to it and ate most of it on the
spot, since she couldn’t grab onto it to bring it back. It just ripped apart.

Just aswell, snce she was starting to look thin, and | was getting plenty of nourishment just
getting enough to drink. The sun wasfierce, and we didn’'t have any sort of cover. It'sapity that
Cynthia s breasts couldn’t make water instead of milk.

The breasts of a human woman will sacrifice her own body in order to get enough of the nutrients
needed to feed her baby. | didn’'t know if Cynthia s people worked the same way, but | was afraid that
they might.

| told her to eat therest of the jellyfish hersdf, and she did.

The heat was oppressive, but | tried hard to limit my intake of milk, because it was costing
Cynthiaso much. Thethirst was unbearable, and | only used her when | couldn’t stand it any more.
And whilel suffered from thirgt, she suffered even more from hunger.

| started to spend as much time as | could in the water, hanging on to arope I’ d made out of
some of my clothes. 1t was cooler in the water, so | sweated less, and perhaps | absorbed a bit of the



seawater through my skin. Also, thislet melook down every minute or so, hoping to see afish, or
anything she could egt. But there wasn't anything.

A week later, it was becoming obvious that she couldn’t go on feeding my big body with her
small one. We had been able to find nothing more for her to est. She was getting very thin and wesk.
She even gave up looking for fish, and most of thetime shejust laid therein asort of comma.

The winds were sometimes favorable, and sometimes not. | was beginning to lose hope.

| went swvimming afew moretimes, thinking that I might be ableto kill something with my sword,
but there was nothing down there for meto cut up. Indl of the storiesthat | had read, the seas were
filled with sharks, but somehow, we were now someplace where they weren't.

A few times, | cut mysdalf on my hand, and dangled it in the water, hoping to attract some
attention. Blood was supposed to attract sharks. Losing ahand to a shark would be preferableto losing
Cynthia, but nothing came of it.

| finaly resolved that | was going to have to stop using her. If | had to die, so beit, but | wasn't
going to kill Cynthiain the process. | prayed alot that night, trying to get my soul in order.

| dept late, and when | awoke, the container was bumping gently against the shore!

It was a deserted beach, with nothing much but sand.

Weak with thirgt, and ssumbling, | carried Cynthia up onto the shore. Shewas alive, but she
wasn't capable of much movement.

| searched for something for her to eat, but it was the cleanest beach I’ d ever seen. No dead
fish, no seaweed. | could find no sign of crabsor clams. It was as dead asthe seabeforeit. There
weren't even any insectdl

Thinking back, onceI'd read of aplacelikethis. They caled it the Skeleton Coast.

A few hundred yards from the shore, there was some sparse vegetation. When | staggered up
there, | found it to be arough sort of grass. A Big Person could have eaten it, but | didn’t know about
Cynthia. Hacking it down with my sword, | gathered up an armful of it and headed back.

When | got there, she was so week that | had to put some of it in her mouth, but then she Started
chewingit, and said, “ Thank you.”

| continued feeding her throughout the day, which was mostly cloudy, for ablessing. | brought
her seawater with the empty whiskey bottle, and tied my money pouch back to my belt, when | was
down there. The container might drift back to sea, and the gold might prove useful, now that we were on
land.

Either that grass was more nutritious than it looked, or Cynthia s digestive system was more
efficient than | had imagined, but she actudly started to recover. When evening came, she got up,
walked dowly to the ocean and took another long drink for hersdlf.

Thethirgt waskilling me, but I made no mention of it. But asdarkness set in, she put her left
breast into my mouth and said, “Y our turn.”

Later, working by moonlight, | gathered her yet another armful of grass, so that she could et at
night, if shewanted to.

That night, | said, “I think that we should stay herefor afew days, until we are strong enough to
move on. Then, we should head north along the beach. Eventualy, we must find people, some sort of
civilization, and then my bag of gold should be able to buy us some transportation home.”

“That soundslike agood plan, Conrad.”

“Another thing. 1.. . | have cometo admire you greetly, Cynthia When we get home, what
would you think of joining my family? What would you think of being my wife, or at least, my third
wife?”

“Oh, yes | would lovethat, Conrad! | would lovethat very much!”

We kissed, and held each other, but neither of us had the strength for real love making.



| awoke to hear men on camels approaching!

| shook Cynthia awake.

“Company’scoming! Let'stry to befriendly with them. Maybe, they are our ticket out of
herel”

We were both still very weak, and Cynthiadidn’t have atenth of her old strength, speed, and
agility.

| stood and smiled with my cracked lips. | had my right hand raised in agesture of peace. Inmy
left, | hedd my bag of gold and Silver.

The men, wearing voluminous blue robes, surrounded us, scowling, with their svords drawn.
One of them was saying something, in aharsh language that I’ d never heard before.

“They don’t ook very friendly, Conrad.”

“Just be ascam asyou can!”

Keegping my movements dow and unthrestening, | poured some of the gold into my right hand,
dill amiling. | gestured to the man who was doing the talking, offering it to him.

Then, one of the men behind me swung hislong camel sword and cut my right hand completely
off a thewris!

Blood squirted from the end of my arm! | was aghast! How could this happen to me? Why
would they do thisto me? | wastrying to befriendly! Y et, my hand waslaying there on the sand, with
gold and blood dl aroundiit.

Cynthiajust had to join in to the fight, but she was till too close to total exhaustion to be able to
fight well. Still, the man who had struck off my hand suddenly found her on his camd’ s back, behind
him. Cutting histhroat, with her |eft hand gripping his hair through histurban and her right hand jerking
her knife, took less than a second!

Then she legped to the next came, attacking the guy on her right. Again going for the throat, she
diced every artery init!

While shewas doing that, athird Arab, or whatever these bastards were, swung asword from
behind her and cut her head completely off!

Her beautiful head went flying from her tiny body! Her people could recover from some serious
wounds, but not decapitation!

| drew my sword with my left hand and tried to attack them, but | weak and clumsy. | was
contemptuoudy kicked in theface, and landed inthe dirt. | was dazed, my nose was broken, my front
teeth were missing, and my face was smashed. A dozen swords were pointed a me.

It was over.

They disarmed me, keeping my sword, scabbard, and belt. They picked up al of my gold and
slver, marveling a the quality and quantity of the coins, and kept it dl. Their thought must have been,
Why work for some of his gold when we can easily takeit al for free? 1t must have been obvious how
weak | was.

One of them tied atourniquet to my forearm, even though it wasn't bleeding much any more.
Two weeks of dehydration had thickened my blood, or perhaps my Uncle Tom had something to do
withit.

Apparently, they were going to let melive. They gave mealong drink of water, too.

They took Cynthia sknife, and they stripped their own dead aswell. When they stripped the
bodies, | saw that their skin looked blue, too. They must have used avery chegp dye on their robes. All
three bodieswere just |eft where they laid, to eventudly rot away on the surface.

Maybe, if | hadn’t fed Cynthiaat al, shewould still bein acoma, and she couldn’t have attacked
these bastards. She might till be dive.

If only I had done things differently, better.



Then the gang got interested in the container, They pulled some of the fiberglass out of the holes
we'd cut and examined it, arguing. They had obvioudy never seen anything likeit.

They hauled me over, shouting and pointing at it. With gestures, | explained that they should rub
it on their genitas, and that thiswould make them grow very long.

Most of them actudly did it. Thisgot me another beating the next morning, since the glassfibers
areamazingly irritating to the skin, but it wasworth it. Anything that can hurt the enemy isgood.

They tied me, belly down, over one of the camelsthat Cynthiahad emptied, and werodeon. |
prayed for her, and hoped that thelittle girl that | loved so much had asoul, but there was nothing else
that | could do. Shewas gone.

A mile up the coast, we found a beached, newly dead whale.

Had | just explored a bit, Cynthiawould have had plenty to eat, and might have been up to
grength for combat. She might still beaive. With her old sirength, she could easily havekilled them @l
and we could have ridden north with plenty of gear and supplies.

Mea culpa, mea culpa, meamaxima culpa

Lifeno longer seemed worth living.

Chapter 10 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

| hit the pause button and said, “Tom, aren’t you going to do any thing for him?’

“Of course. I'mgoing to let him live hisown life hisown way, without interfering with it. Hewas
sick to death of being smothered with affection, remember? Hewastired of being overly protected,
remember? He wanted to have an adventure, didn't he? Well, an adventure is someone ese having a
very bad time of it, long ago and far away. No sane man wants to have an adventure! Well, Conrad
went out and did it hisown way, and now he' s getting what he asked for! Heis having an adventure!”

“| till think we ought to do something. He could get killed!”

“S0? There have been about a hundred billion people on this planet Sncetime began. Every one
of them dies, eventudly. Thereisn’t much we can do about that.”

“I dill don't likeit,” | said.

“Youdon't haveto. But let aman live hisown life, will you? | mean, ishetrying to tell you how
toliveyours?’

“So what’ syour real reason for not doing anything?’

Tom paused for along while, and then said, “ Because it can be very dangerous for atime
traveler to be around Conrad. There is something magic about that guy. It sasif he has some kind of
persond control over time and space. Look at the huge split he made in the time threadsin 1231, for
example, by doing nothing more than saving thelife of an unimportant baby girl. Y ou know, we have
tried to create such a split severd times, and we have been totally unsuccessful. All of the changesthat
we havetried to make have just hedled their way out of the continuum, alwaysin lessthan a century.
Conrad' s split seemsto go on forever!”

“gy

“So when Conrad was fighting the Battle of Sandomierz, things got so shredded that | waskilled,
or oneof mewas That white horse hewasriding used to belong to me! And then, when | got back
from that battle, there were suddenly TWO of me! A confusing Situation, | assureyou! We had to cut a
dedl, where | run things on even numbered centuries, and the other Tom runsthem on odd ones! | tell
you that | am very frightened about going back there, personaly.”



| said, “So what kind of things did you try to change?’

“Sometime, when | fed liketalking, ask me about thetime | knocked Henry V111 of England out
of the saddle”

“But you don't fed like talking now?’

Tom just looked at me and hit the start button.

Chapter 11 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Once More, Back at the Castle

Conrad was missing.

Sir Piotr had had a premonition that something like thiswould happen.

Reports from the Captain of the ship he had been on said that he had apparently been washed
over sSde during the storm that had nearly capsized the Duke Henryk. He had had three guestsin his
suite at the time, but one had been sick in the bathroom, and the other two had been so drunk that they
had falen adeep without noticing that he, or his bodyguard, Cynthia, were missing.

It was only when Conrad’ s mount, Silver, had started looking for him that the dlarm had
sounded. Moretimewaslogt, because Silver did not understand Polish, but eventually, her meaning had
become obvious.

The entire ship had been searched, a process that had taken more hours, without finding them.

Findly, the Captain had turned his ship around, and went searching for the most important man in
Christendom. The ship’slighter had been broken out, and six lifeboats had been equipped with radios,
to aid inthe search. They had cruised the African coast, and searched the seas around it for aweek
without finding either Conrad or Cynthia. Since they could not have had any food or water with them,
after aweek everyone was sure that they had to be dead.

The Captain had regretfully collected up his men and boats, turned his ship west, and continued
on hisjourney to the Amazon river.

Sr Wladyclaw stormed into Conrad' s old office, where Sir Piotr was sitting on his new chair.

“Conrad hasto bedivel” Sir Wladyclaw shouted, “A man like Conrad isvery hard to kill! I'm
going to take a battalion of my Wolves, and go looking for him! Are you with me or against me?’

SrPiotr sad, “I’'mwith you, of course! But asingle battalion might not be enough, not if we
haveto search al of Africafor him. 1t'sabig placel Sit down. We haveto plan this out very carefully,
or wewill end up wagting timeand livest Wewill need ALL of your Wolves. The Congtruction Corps
will haveto defenditsdf for awhile. I'll givethem firgt priority with the new rifles. Wewill need the
Seagoing Forcesto get usthere, the Air Force to help in the search, and alot of the rest of the Christian
Army, besdest Now, are you with me or against me?’

“I anwith you, Sir Piotr!”

“Good! We begin!”

Chapter 12 Savery

Riding on my stomach on the back of acame was uncomfortable, but | got enough water to



drink, and al of the raw whae mesat | could stomach.
Compared to my previous Situation, | supposethat it was an improvement. Not that | much
cared.

| survived, even though | didn’t want to.

| eventualy discovered that the party that had murdered Cynthia and captured me wasthe
advanced guard of asizeable caravan. Inafew days, they were replaced by another group of blue
covered men, and we waited for the caravan to catch up.

When they arrived, my stump was re-bandaged by a medic who seemed to know what he was
doing, | was chained by the neck at the end of along line of Black African daves, and | had to walk from
then on. Actudly, it was preferable to riding that damned camel.

The caravan guards wore the blue ouitfits, too, but most of the peoplein the caravan itsdlf
dressed differently, and seemed to be of adightly different racid type. They were not as absolutely
brutal asthe blue robed ones.

We daves got nothing but whale mesat for two weeks, but at least now it was cooked. They
watered us after they watered the camels, but at least they watered us. We were vauable property, and
they didn’t want us needlesdy damaged. Whip marks on some of the Black daves suggested that some
damage was acceptabl e, though.

The other daves, mostly men, were dl hedlthy. | suspect that thiswas because any who weren't
had been killed before the trip began. We were not in kindly hands.

For mysdlf, | just followed orders. | wastoo depressed to do anything else.

By the time the trip was over, my sscump had heded over, to the amazement of the medic. Uncle
Tom had done that much for me, anyway, even though he hadn’t done avery good job of explaining just
what he had done. | wished that he would show up and do some more nice thingsfor me, like sending
me home, but he didn't.

After two weeks of walking, we cameto afair szed city on the banks of ariver. Theland about
it wasavery dry grasdand, amost adesert, but the fields around the city wereirrigated and looked
productive.

We spent the night in aprison, of sorts. Firgt thing in the morning they brought usto apublic
bath, stripped us down, and cleaned usup. Then we were taken to a market square, where we daves
were auctioned off, naked.

Sincel was at theend of theline, | wassold last. | supposethat it was because of my injuries,
but | fetched lessthan any of the black daves. A few trifling bits of slver. I'd paid ahundred times that
much for one of Cynthia ssilk dresses. 1t was annoying and embarrassing. It dso told methat | wasn't
avery vauable dave, and that if | wanted to live, I’ d better be careful. They might decidethat | wasn't
worth thefood that | was eating.

Then, they would kill me, diminating an inefficient economic asset.

My new owner took me under guard to a pumping station that provided irrigation water for the
fidds. They used four big Archimedes screws for this, each with one end in theriver, and the other end
dumping into atank that fed into acana. Two men walked around inside of abig barrel to power each
pump.

They took me to a pump that was barely turning, since there was but asingleman inside. A door
was unlocked, | was forced inside, and the door was locked behind me. A guard threatened mewith a
whip, and | joined my fellow dave, waking, aways uphill.

| felt like areincarnation of Sisyphus, the Greek who had offended the Gods, and was forced to
push arock uphill, awaysto haveit roll down before his task was compl eted.

My fellow inmate was aso missing aright hand, but you didn’t need handsfor our job. Hewasa
little man, smal even among these short people.

The water from the pump poured into atank with a hole in the bottom that led to the canal.



When our keeper happened by, if the water was at the proper level, he knew that we' d been working,
and we werefed. Modtly, it was stale coarse bread, sometimes with some wilted, raw vegetables as
well.

If thewater level in the tank was low, we went hungry.

Drinking water was straight from theriver. Sanitary arrangements were non-existent. 'Y ou peed
through the grating in the door way, you shat on the floor, and then scraped it up with your hand. 1f you
didn’t, you had to deep in your own mess, and then walk in it the next day.

The days were very hot, but the nights were often cold, and we had nothing like blankets. Our
ownerssimply didn’t care. We huddled together for warmth, to stay dive.

Weekswent by, | don’t know how long. We had to work whenever it was light out, from early
dawn to darkness, and seven daysaweek. Yet, my depression was such that | couldn’t even fed angry
about it.



Chapter 13 Sir Walznik’s Rescue

Shakespeare had never lived. No one had ever heard the phrase Something isrottenin
Denmark, but something WAS rotten in Denmark.

Captain Kurtz was confronting his superior in that man’s palatia officein Copenhagen. Fine,
expensive tapedtrieslined thewalls. Rare and pricelessrugs covered thefloors. Intricately carved oak
furniture abounded. And an absolute twit sat behind the oversized desk.

“I do not understand these orders, my lord. We al know that Lord Conrad was lost off of the
west coast of Africa These orderstell meto interdict al Arabian shipping and demand that they turn him
over tous. The onething that we know for certain isthat the Arabs don't have him.”

Lord Mdton was more than dightly sarcastic, hisfingertips forming a bridge before him. “ And how
do you, in your infinite wisdom, know what the Roya Advisorsdo not know? They fed certain that
Lord Conrad isbeing held by someone or he would have returned to his duties by now. Conradisnot a
man to abandon his post willingly.”

Captain Kurtz wasfeding that total agony felt only by areasonable man confronted by stupidity
combined with power. Stupidity in another man was excusable, but proud and powerful stupidity isthe
mogt infuriating thing in the world.

“Because, Sir, Lord Conrad isthe richest man in Christendom and probably the richest in the
world. Weadl pretend that hiswedlth is owned by the army or the crown, but we al know that his
personal wedth isbeyond counting. If any Arabian leader, or any one else was holding him, they would
know that he could be ransomed for more than the wealth of their entire country. They would be
knocking on our door trying to sell him back.”

Lord Mdton help up his palm to quiet the Captain. “ The crown fedsthat whoever is holding him
has not asked for ransom because they are afraid of reprisals. We are also capable of punishing or even
erasing any onewho hasheld our leader. Wefed that heis being held somewhere and no oneisgoing to
admit it. Wewill not know for certain, of course, until heisfound.”

The Captain’ s voice was not respectful. “If you wanted meto find him, you would let me start by
searching that coastline where hefdl overboard from the Henryk. Give me 20 men with rifles and enough
gold and I’ [l have abetter chance of finding him than | will running around the Mediterranean taking
prizes”

Lord Malton had had enough. “Y our orders, Captain, are to keep pressure on the Arabs. We
have discussed the possbility of adirect search and redlize that the coast isSsmply too big. The entire
army could not search all of that sand in ahundred years. We must convince someone who knows
where heisto give him up. Now, you are dismissed. Y ou will either carry out your orders or you will be
moved to a more suitable post.”

Sir Tomaz, Captain of the Liner Duke Henryk the Bearded pondered his problems.

A ship’s crew was as much afamily asaunit of crewmates. Where once only captains brought
their wives and mistresses, the Christian Army had room for everyone. Conrad had reasoned that the
best men would not leave their familiesfor the sea. In previous navies that was not important because
there were three distinct classes on board. The Captain answered only to God and that on an equal
bass. Heoccupied virtualy dl of the livable space on board and, like his brother gods, felt no
embarrassment at being treated far differently from hismorta subjects. The officers answered to the
captain. AsHis priesthood, they got better food, aplace to actudly lay down at night, and a persond
locker.

Then there were the men. They were not treated badly by the standards of thetime. They were
usualy fed the best cheap meals that the owner knew how to preserve and, on most ships, got better
medica care than the land dwelling peasantry. Buit, they were peasants. They lived cramped lives

deeping in spare spaces.



In the Christian Army, the command structure resembled those of Conrad’ stime rather than those
of Medievd times. It wasn't ademocracy, but it felt dmost like one. Within the rules of military
gructure, everyonefdt alot likean equal. Rank had its privilegesin space and pay, but they were
relatively few compared to those of other navies.

The result was afamily atmaosphere both figuratively and literdly. No one had awife on shore. If
they were married, they rarely went to seawithout their partner. Mgor decisons usually ended up being
made by consensus, asal crew members shared both meals and income. They became a close team —
or failed and went back to the land.

A company of conventiona soldiers, artillerymen, had been added to the ship’s company, to
operate the guns and to search Arab shipsfor daves. Their women were still back at their Snowflake
Forts, with their children, since they were only here on atemporary basis. Women were respected more
in the army than in the genera society, but there was no nonsense about equality. \WWomen worked the
spinning whed while men killed the intruders. Unlessthe intruderswere at the gate, of course.

The Duke Henryk the Bearded of Poland had not been converted to awar ship. Shewas,
however, huge and fast. Shewas capable of carrying as many field cannon as needed bolted to her
decks. Her captain had no ideawhy he had been taken off the lucrative Brazil route to search for less
profitable prizesin the Mediterranean. 1t seemed awaste of otherwise profitabletime. His ship was
invulnerable, but mostly empty and mostly without profit. He was beginning to fed the sameway that
Captain Kurtz had.

In Gdansk, he had boarded a company of two hundred and sixty Warriors, twelve cannons, three
dozen machine guns, and sufficient suppliesfor sx months of operations, but no Big People. The Powers
That Be had decided that they would not be needed at sea. Thiswasin addition to the six companies of
men, with their Big People, and their supplies, that he would be delivering to Africa

He had been able to convince his superiorsthat it would not hurt to load afew hundred
containersfor Lisbon and Bordeaux and drop them off on theway. Lord knowswhat his ship would do
for cargo after that.

Hewasn't too happy about the Warriors. Of course, al members of the Christian Army were on
the same sde and dl fellow soldiers were deserving of respect, but everyone knew that the Warriors
weren't, perhaps, quite aswell bred asthe seagoing crews. Maybe it was the fact that they were
traveling without their families that made them so crude. He was blissfully unaware of the Warrior's
opinion of the“ssses’ who sailed around in ships when there was red fighting to be done. Such mutua
ignorance kept the dliance dive.

In the mean time, even for the Henryk, the extra men and Big People meant alot work to convert
cargo spaceinto living quarters and stables. Thingswere civil, but alittle more crowded on the ship.

Severa of the cannon had been mounted more or less permanently on the deck. The Captain was
not certain what good they would be. He could smply ignore, nudge, or run over any other ship at sea.

The Henryk was too fast to escagpe from and too tough to hurt.

What redlly bothered him, though, was his orders. They didn’'t make sense. Infact, they made so
little sense that he had spent severd deegpless nights wondering what he should do about them.

The decision had come early that morning, the day after he had put his six companies of
passengers over the sde, on the north west coast of Africa

They actualy did it that way. The supplies were ddivered to a deserted shore by lighter and
barges, but the men, in full armor, smply rode their Big People off the deck of the ship and swam to
shore! They dl survived it, too!

In the cold clear deepless night he decided to cal the meeting that he now hurried too. He had
rehearsed what he had to say over and over again and still worried alittle about the reaction that he
would get. He knew what his people would say, but the Warriors were dl strangers.

The room sdlected for the conference was origindly for use asadining room for the noble class
guests of thisluxurious ocean liner. It wastastefully appointed, with magnificent furniture, excellent wall



hangings, and crysta chanddliers.

When he entered the conference room, his seat was empty at the head of thetable. To hisleft sat
thefirst mate, navigator and three crew members. Captain Bronson of the Artillery sat at the foot of the
table. His Knights Bannerette and two army engineers sat to hisleft. The divison was obvious.

Captain Tomaz sat quickly and began briskly. Looking around the table he asked, “ Has everyone
filled his cup and taken abite of breakfast? Thereisagood sideboard here for those who had to miss
breakfast for thismeeting.”

Everyone nodded politely and afew murmured affirmatives.

Thetimefor galing was over.

“Captain Bronson and afew others know why we are here. Let me take amoment tofill inthe
rest of you. | opened my orders two weeks ago as we |eft the harbor at Gdansk. You al know in
general what those ordersare. We are going to join the other ships and warriorsin finding Lord Conrad.

Unfortunately, those orders do not make sense. We have been ordered to patrol off of the coast of the
Almohades Empire. We areto interdict and capture any Arabian ships that we meet. We have specific
instructions as to what to do when we capture aship. “Now, thisis very odd because Lord
Conrad was lost overboard from this very ship. We were at that time athousand miles from the Empire.
We were on course for Brazil, not Constantinople.”

He stood up to gesture at the map behind him.

“Asyou may know, when we sail for Brazil, we usudly do asmplelatitude run. We drop down
the coast of Africauntil we are about even with Brazil and then we turn West.”

He tapped the map at a spot north of the equator.

“We had not yet made that turn so we were about here when we lost Sir Conrad. | say ‘ about’
because we don't know exactly when he was lost and we were in the middle of the damnedest storm that
| have ever seen. But we do know for certain that Lord Conrad isNOT in the Mediterranean.”

He gave them amoment to digest what he had said. When he returned to his seet, the Captain of
Artillery asked him quietly, “Have you communicated thisto the Powers That Be?’

The Ship’s Captain replied. “ Y es, on more than one occasion. Therewas an extensive inquiry
when we returned to port thefirst time and | have radioed the authorities since we received our orders.
They tel methat they have reason to bdieve that Lord Conrad was captured by an Arab trader and is
now being held in the Empire, or one of the Caliphates. Whatever the reason they have, it is, they say,
too sendtive to transmit to us.”

Sr Tomaz was unaware that he wasfiddling histhumbsrapidly. “1, uh, maintain some skepticism
about the accuracy of what we are being told. 1, uh, believethat if we areto find Lord Conrad, we may
have to interpret our orders somewhat more broadly than the King would find acceptable.”

He became aware of histhumb fiddling and clamped his hands together on thetable. “Such a
decision would, of course, require the cooperation of al on board. We are here today first to assess
whether we have that cooperation.”

Therewere alot of looks back and forth around the table. Finally Captain Bronson spoke. “I
think that | can speak for the Warriors. Every morning, we pledge ourselvesto God, and to the Chritian
Army. King Henryk has never asked for our oath. Thelast time | looked, Lord Conrad had not yet
resgned hiscommisson. Wewill, therefore, do everything in our power to honor our oath. | am certain
that Sir Piotr feds the same way and has smply been unable to express hisloydty in away that we fully
understand. Now, what exactly do you have in mind?’

Taking his cue at alook from his Captain, the Ship’s Navigator did his chair back and gpproached
the map onthewall.

“We think we were about ten dozen miles offshore when welost Sir Conrad. About agross
miles south of here the currents begin to run westerly. The current carries you to a point just north of
Brazil. That isone of the reasons that we drop south before heading out to sea. Thefuel savingsare
consderable. However, if Sir Conrad went into the seawhere we think he did, the norma currents
would bring him south dong the African coast. We were o in one the worst westerly winds that we



ever saw here. That would have tended to drive him into shore eventualy rather than out to sea. We
think, therefore, that he probably came to shore on a three gross mile stretch south of the Kingdom of

One of the banners snorted. “Y ou' re telling me that L ord Conrad went into the sea over agross
milesfrom shorein the middle of agde and you want usto go look for him? Unlessthis huge ship of
yours can aso go underwater, | doubt if we can find his current residence.”

“Normaly, sir, | would agree with you. There are, however, afew other factors that give us hope.
We were dumping cargo al during the time that he could have gone missing. The stuff wasin standard
waterproof containers. In fact, we recovered about atwelfth of it from the seaand the shore during our
first search for Sir Conrad. In effect, Lord Conrad fell into aseafull of smal boatsor liferafts. All he
would haveto do isto get to one of the containersto have ahigh probability of survival. Hisfemae
bodyguard is dso missing and we can assume that she went in to rescue him. Her powers are well
known. Infact, the excessive use of such powers may be one of the reasonsthat the king is not looking
harder for our lord. The oddsare dightly in hisfavor if he got to a container. We found quite afew of
them washed up on shore. If Lord Conrad got to a container, he probably got to shore.”

The banner was gill unconvinced. “But what if he did not get to aflotation device? What if he
drowned?’

His captain shrugged, “What if the innkeeper smply discarded the Holy Grail after dinner? What
if it ended up in amidden somewhere? The quest would still need to be done. Until we know that heis
dead, thereisno purposein assuming it. Thereisareasonable chancethat he lives, so from thisminute
forth, he does.”

Treason having been agreed upon and excuses given, the talk turned to Strategy.

Captain Bronson began the mesat of the discussion. “Y ou have already done a search for survivors
and found none. | assume that you plan that we should be doing something better thistime.”

Captain Tomaz replied, “Last timewe didn't have you. Asyou probably know, these shipsrun
rather light on crew. Most of the cargo handling is done with machines and the crew’ s pay depends
upon making a profit. We found some of the cargo in various places, but we weren't able to mount a
real shore search. We never got more than adozen men ashore and they didn’t have as much asahorse
between them. So far as| know, no one hasredly searched yet. Y ou were put aboard this vessdl to
encourage the Arabsto give up Lord Conrad by intimidating the crews that we captured. | plan that you
should instead follow up the leads we had to pass on before. Y ou head inland and bring him back by
hook or crook.”

Captain Bronson smiled, dmost smirked. “I appreciate your confidence in me and my men.

However, we are only two hundred and sixty men. If we go ashore, we will be on foot, since they made
usleave our Big People back at the Snowflakes. We have no way to bring our artillery dong. We are
the best army in world with the best wegpons, but we will be invading Senega or someplace smilar. We
don’t even have as many bullets asthey have warriors. Something alittle more subtle will haveto be
done. Perhapswe should go ashore, ook around, and just ask if anyone has seen Lord Conrad.”

He saw the puzzled stares around the table. “L ook, if heis till dive, heiseither drinking beer in
some pub or heisinjail for expressing one of his not-to-subtle opinions, or he has been taken into
davery. If heisdrinking, we ask him to come home. If heisinjail or adave, we buy hisway out and
take him home. Hiscaptors, if heis captured, obvioudy don't know who heis, so alittle gold should
handlethings easer than alittle lead.”

The ship’s crew was obvioudy still skeptical. They had pictured arousing expedition to rescue
their leader from angry infidels. One of them asked, “If, asyou say, they don’'t know who they captured
or whoisliving among them, then how will they be ableto tdll you if they have seen him? If, infact,
anyonewill talk toyou at al.”

Bronson looked at the questioner. “Well, Lord Conrad iswell over two yardstall, well over a
yard around the chest, blond haired, carrying amagic sword, and probably traveling with anaked magic
genie. Hedso walksthrough life with the soft footsteps of an African dephant. Do you think they will



remember him?’

“Ah, question withdrawn.”

“I suggest that we form two parties of about four dozen men each. Both of us Captains must stay
on board to cover up thistreason, but no oneis going to come on board and count my men. One of my
platoonswill form the core of each, backed up with some of your men, and some of your specididts.
Wewill want anavigator with each group, to figure our where the hell we are, some radio operators, as
well asatrandator. You say that you have identified about athree gross mile stretch where cargo and
Conrad should have landed. Banners Waznik and Heinrik will be dropped off at each end of the Stretch,
with al of the ammo and wegponsthat they can carry and full purses of gold. Y ou do have supplies of
gold aboard, don’'t you? Yes? Then they can purchase horses, pack mules, equipment, and supplies
fromthelocals. They will head toward each other and meet in the center. At that point, we will have
dropped them at least Six containers of weapons, ammunition, supplies, and trade goods, with afew men
to guard them. Our Bannerswill decide what course to take when they move inland.”

The navigator piped up, “ Areyou certain that they will have to moveinland? Perhaps Sir Conrad
will be on the shore somewhere.”

Sir Tomaz answered, “I somehow doubt that it will be that easy. While we talk about Lord
Conrad drinking in apub, he didn’t plan to go overboard. If were on the shore, he would have sgnded
the ship or search parties. | hear that he wanted avacation, but | doubt that he wanted a marooning.

For one reason or another, he has moved or been taken inland. We will follow with as much subtly as
possble. Aswe don't necessarily want the king to beinformed prematurely of our interpretation of his
orders, | suggest that we move asfast as possible to drop off the teams. The Henryk can then return to
patrol the shores of the Empire until we rendezvous again.”

There was over an hour of additiond discussion over details. The Chief Navigator went over the
positions of towns and villages seen on the coast line, drop off points were selected, the crew members
who had gone ashore on thefirst search pointed out where they had found the abandoned cargo
containers, and then the shore parties retired to their sectionsto prepare for the landings. The Henryk
was fast, and she would bein position to drop the first team in less than four days.

It had taken two daysto find the first village on the coast. Getting anyoneto talk to them was very
tricky. Everyonethey met immediately raninto the jungle. When they findly caught one man by running
him down and sitting on him, he just gabbled, growled, and barked until he was hoarse. The newly and
temporarily promoted Captain Waznik sat on anearby stump and waited with his head leaning on his
hand until the man’s struggles diminished.

Findly he caled out, “Sir Toby, bring me a bottle of that good bourbon from the trade goods —
and acouple of cups.”

When the bottle was delivered, the Captain approached the man who had findly stopped
struggling. He poured aliberal dose of the Bourbon in acup and tried to hand it to man Sitting on the
ground. The result was afrightened gabble and four limbs trying desperately to move away from the
cup.

Sir Toby, holding onto two of the four writhing limbssaid, “1 think he thinksyou' retrying to
poison him.”

Without taking his eyes from the frightened man’ sface, the Captain raised the cup to hisown lips
and took adrink. The man stopped struggling. When the Captain tried a second timeto give him the
cup, he still tried to pull away. The Captain took a second drink, leaned over, and breathed in the mans
face. The captives eyeslit up and he reached for the cup. He drank the entire half cup twelve year old
bourbon in two long swigs. He wiped his mouth with the back of hishand and said “ gabble, gabble,
gabblel”

When it was obvious no one understood him, he said “gooble, gooble, gooble!”.

Again seeing no recognition in the eyes around him he said in passable Aramaic, “ That' s a pretty
good drink you got there!”



Captain Walznik answered, through the Spanish scholar they’ d brought with them to trandate,
“Glad you enjoyed it. Carefor another?’

“Not right now. | haveto walk back to my hut. But you are welcometo leave the bottle.”

“Sorry, we can’'t do that. Maybe you can help us, though and we could leave you alittle. We are
looking for afriend of ours. He would have drifted up on shore around here afew monthsago. He'sa
very tal white man, taller than me, with light colored hair. He had a beautiful white girl who hated to
wear clothes with him. He carried abig sword longer than amans arm with agolden handle.”

The man shook his head. “Haven't heard of any strangers around these parts on sea or on foot for
quiteawhile. | surewould have remembered a couple likethat. Did get some nice new bootsfor the
wife from the shore recently. No one stops here much anyway. If anyone does come, they stop at
Armoon. Itsgot the only market inthearea. Sdllsdaves, cloth, stuff from the North. They might be
ableto help you there. Perhaps | would have another little drink, if you don’t mind.”

While the nameless man sipped his second drink, the captain fished asmall gold coin from his
purse and handed it over. “Here salittle token of our appreciation for your help. Aswe get closer to
our friend, our appreciation getsbigger.” Before they |eft, they found out that Armoon was about two
dayswalk south and that there was only one good sized village on the way.

The got to the bigger village the next day. Captain Waznik had the column stop out of site of the
town while he gpproached the log palisade around it. He and their Spanish scholar tried severd
languages, calling out “Hello in there” in Polish, German, Aramaic, and Greek before they got aresponse
to the Greek.

A voiceingde caled back in heavily accented Greek. “Hello out there. Go away.”

The scholar called back “We have some good trade goods and alittle gold. Some of our horses
have died and we need replacements. We will pay you well!”

The muffled voice came back “Y ou seem to have more weapons than horses. Go away.”

The Captain said to the trandator. “Wadll, thisisgoing well. Tdl them that we would liketo buy a
dave That wewill pay well for him.”

The answer came back. “I am certain that you would liketo have usdl asdaves. We arevery
poor. We have no daves, no gold, no women, no food, no horses. We cannot even get enough water
todrink. Go away!”

Captain Wdznik gave up. Before heleft, he shouted back at thewall. “ Alright, we are going
away. Tel everyonethat we arelooking for afriend of ours. Heisvery tal and light colored. He may
have come to the beach afew months ago. Wewill pay well for hissafe return.”

The voice came back. “We have heard of such aman. | am certain that you can find him at
Armoon. It isabout two dayswak south of here. Better hurry before you misshim.”

Asthey walked back to the column, the trand ator looked excited. “Do you really think the they
have seen Lord Conrad?’

The Captain Walznik snorted. “Of course not. If fifty armed men cameto your village and said
they were looking for something what would you tell them? Y ou' d say of course you know whereit s,

Anywhere but here! Thisisgoing to betricky.”

They did see agood sized town the next day, but decided to bypassit until they met up with the
column that was working it' sway north. They met the second column two dayslater. At that point, they
had each found several empty cargo containers, but no Conrad. Some of the natives were sporting
Polish cloth clothing or leather boots from Germany or wiping their butts with the remains of Polish
novels, but no one had seen, or admitted to seeing Lord Conrad or Cynthia. Many people said that they
had seen such aman — over that way, far away — but when pressed for details, they were awayswrong.

Captain Waznik met with Hendricks and four of the knights. “Lord Conrad has been missing for
severd months. | think, therefore, that we can take enough time to do an organized hunt for him.

Obvioudy, no oneisgoing to tak straight to a column of eght dozen heavily armed men so we are going
to need another approach. I’'m going to take asmall group into that town we passed, ‘ Armoon’. We've
all heard that there isamarket there. We are going to try to pose as representatives of a merchant



caravan. Il take enough men to bring back supplies. WEe'll try to buy enough horsesfor the rest of the
men and clothes more suitable to merchants. These uniforms must be causing alot of talk up and down
the coast.”

Banner Hendricks spoke up. “1 assumethat | will be staying here with the column. | suggest that
you take Garrett and anyone e se with aflair for languageswith you. We'll need to learn thelocd lingo if
weare going to travel. Whileyou aregone, I'll try to round up alocal willing to give language lessons to
the Warriors. Of course, since we don't know the language, the first problem will be communicating that
we don’t know the language and want to learn it. We' Il work that out later.”

Conrad had once said that afamous linguist had claimed that any idea could be communicated if
you knew the right two hundred words of alanguage and werewilling to use alot of wordsand alot of
back and forth to get your ideaacross. He was optimistic, but not too far off. The difference between
no words and two or three hundred words was the difference between frustration and communication.
Most peoplein the Christian Army could learn that much of anything in afew weeks.

Armoon was certainly atown rather than avillage. 1t was surrounded by asix yard high mud
brick wall. Around the top, you could see the ends of tree trunks sticking though thewall. They would
hold the fighting platforms on theinsde of thewall. The gate was awide |og contraption guarded by
eight meninidentica robes. One of them stepped in front of the column asit approached. He spoke
Aramaic. Apparently they saw at least an occasiona Arab trader here.

Once the language was established, he asked their business. Waznik answered, “We are
merchants. We need to buy horses and suppliesfor thetrip inland. We aso have some trade goods to
S

Theguard sad, “ Thereisaten taent fee for entering the city. That istwo small Byzantine gold
coins per man or the equivalent. Y ou will dso haveto leave your wegpons here.”

Waznik could see that many men in the town were wearing swords or daggers. He judged that
the guard had never heard of agun and wastrying to stedl their bayonets and swords. “1 tell you what, |
will give you eight of these gold coins for our passage and you will forget about our swords. We mean
no offense, but my men would fed naked if they were unarmed in astrange place.” All of the Warriors
had their hands on their sword hilts and were staring hard at the gate guard.

The guard judged his chances of continuing to bresth after a confrontation and answered, “ Fair
enough. Whileyou arein our city, you may want to look for theinn of the blue pig. My cousinrunsa
clean place with good whores. There are stablesto your |eft where you can leave your horses.”

It was one thing to accept afool’ s sword but quite another to actudly fight for it.

The stable owner did not speak any common language, but gesturing and grunting got them a
corra and feed for the horses. Two Warriors pitched atent near the horses. They didn’t know the mora
climate around here, and they didn’t want to find out by looking for stolen horses.

The Captain and the rest of the troop took roomsat aninn. It might have been clean by local
standards, but by those of the Christian Army, it wasfilthy. The men glanced at the local whores, and
passed.

The owner spoke Greek, Aramaic, Latin, and severa other languages. He had a set of scaleson
the counter and quoted pricesin ounces of gold, bronze, or slver, convertible right here. Thiswas
certainly acaravan town.

Even though thiswas definitely atown and not a city, there were afew other merchantsin town.

Merchants and tradesman in this era profited from their secrets and rarely shared information. However,
alot of drinks and gossp would often dicit the information that the other fellow thought that you aready
had.

The sand nomads to the north had been converted to Iam over a hundred years before.

Caravans came across the desert from the Mediterranean carrying Byzantine glass, Polish manufactures,
Egyptian cotton, and daves. Asaresult, you could also purchase a potato or an ear of cornin most
places. Therewas asecond route overland and upriver from Egypt but it was longer and more



dangerous.

Waznik desperately wished that he could disguise his men asModems or Jews. It would make
the search much easier. The areathey wereinwasn't redly Modem, but they were used to Modem
traders. However, hismen would fear for their immortal soulsif they denied God even once. They
would have to pass as Christian merchants.

Because of the trade with the Modem areas, Aramaic was the common trade tongue although a
few people would remember Greek and L atin from the older days. There was aso atrade language that
the Africans used among themsalves. The men spent much of their timelearningit. It was easer to get
information in aman’ s native language.

By the end of the first week, they had arranged with anearby farmer to rent afield for the column.

Banner Hendricks then moved the camp closer and gave some liberty to each of the men to explore the
city. It took repeated buysto purchase enough horses to mount the men without driving the prices sky
high. They needed almost eight dozen additional mounts. Camelswould have been cheaper, but no one
knew how to ride one.

Once they had enough language to be comfortable, they started looking for information of Conrad.
They went to the local dave market and asked if anyone had sold abig, blonde male dave from the
north. They went to inns and tavernsto ask if anyone had seen anyone of Lord Conrad’ s description
drinking heavily and bothering the servant girls.

It them took three weeksto get alead. One evening, Captain Walznik and Garrett were
approached while at dinner. The man was wearing a Moorish headdress and was obvioudy not alocal.

“| undergtand that you are looking for afriend of yours. A man who may have comein from the
sea. | have aso heard that you may be willing to reward the man who helpsyou. Isthistrue?’

Captain Waznik gestured to achair. “Yes. Many men have come to us claiming to have seen our
friend, but it has dways turned out that it was only someone similar. We have yet to hear reliable news.”

The mans voice became conspiratorid. “Would your friend have come to shore on one of those
cargo boxes that we have been seeing in the market place? Perhaps with anasty female warrior?

Perhaps he was carrying a great two handed sword with the sharpest bladein Africa?’

Walznik tried hard to suppress hislook of excitement. Tried, and failed. Conrad actualy swvung

his sword with one hand, but for most men it would be atwo handed blade.
“That could be our friend. Did you see the sword yourself?’

“Yes, it wasascimitar longer than my arm, and dightly curved. The pomme wasin the shape of a
golden eagle and had an inscription in some language that | could not read. The current owner was quite
proud of it.”

Current owner? That did not sound good. “May | inquire asto where you saw this man?’

The informant shuffled hisfeet. “ Of course, you may inquire. | do want to help out afelow
traveler. However, the matter of money needsto be resolved firgt. | am an honest man, but thistrip was
not as profitable as | had hoped and | need money for the trip home. Perhaps we can help each other?’

The Captain dropped his purse on the table.

“What isyour price?’

The man looked apologetic. “1t will take closeto 100 of those small gold coinsthat you have been
passing around for meto get back to my home. | would not ask so much, but | am stranded here.”

Waznik gestured to the purse.

“Thereisalittle morethan that in thispurse. Tell uswhat we need to know, and you can teke it
withyou!”

The man looked gpol ogetic again.

“Y ou seem to be an honest man, but | have been cheated many timeson thistrip. Do you swear
by Allah that you will pay methat pursewhen | havetold my story?”

“| swear by the onetrue God. Y ou may cal him any name you want.”

The man started to reach for the purse and then decided to tell his story first.



“Severa months ago, | was coming in thisdirection from a City called Timbuktu. | amadrover.
| travel with the caravans of others. About noon we met a caravan of people who caled themsalves

something like ‘ Twaregs . They were afilthy people. They smelled asbad asaMongol. They werean
illiterate and crud people. | think they scavenged or stole everything they could from wherever they were
and took it on caravan to find aplaceto sell it. We stopped for anoon meal and teawith them. | think
that our merchant wanted to seeif he could purchase stolen goods chesgply from them or maybe hewas
just afraid to offend such nasty looking characters. Anyway, they had alot of merchandise froma
shipwreck here on the coast. They wanted too much money for it, so we didn’t buy any.

He continued, “ They aso had many davesalong. Most of them werein bad shape. They tried to
sl usseverd, but we weren't interested. We keep davesin my country, but there are rules about how
you must treat them. It was unpleasant to see how these men and women were treated. | asked the
leader about one of the daves. Hewas avery large man and looked very powerful. Hewas, however,
obvioudy sick and he had onearm, | think hisleft one, bandaged. | wondered why they were hauling a
one armed dave around and suggested that it might be easier to smply dump him beside the road and let
him wak home.

“Theleader said that they thought that they could get afew slver coinsfor him from someone
aongtheroad, if helived long enough. They had found him, they said, longside one of the merchandise
boxes that they were scavenging on the shore. He waswith abeautiful girl. The girl would have been
worth alot more than the man, but she had fought so hard, killing two of their men, that they had to kill
her and then hurt the man. They felt bad about killing the more va uable dave and were determined to
get alittle money for their trouble.

“That’ swhen | noticed him fingering the sword at hisside. Hetold methat it had belonged to the
dave. Hesaid it was too bad the dave was too ignorant to talk like ahuman. He must have had money
to own such awespon and if he could talk, they might have sold him for ransom. Asit was, he was
amost worthless”

The story stopped while the man looked around the table. “I or anyone else here can give you
directionsfor the road to Timbuktu. If helives, your friend will be dong there”

Helooked at the purse hopefully.
Captain Wa znik paused only for amoment before he reached across the table and nudged the
purse closer to the man.

“Thank you, friend. Y ou have certainly earned the purse. We must tell our men of the good
news, but if you get athirst or hunger in the future, you are welcome at our table. Perhaps we can share
other tales”

Chapter 14 To Escape From A Barrd

My lifeasadavein Timbuktu wasn't apleasant one.

My cell mate wasn't atalkative man, but dowly | managed to pick up enough of theloca
language to communicate with him abit.

His name was Omar, and he had once been astudent at one of the many universitiesin the city.
He was soon to graduate with what | think was the local equivaent of alaw degree, but then hefell into
bad company. Being hard pressed to meet his expenses, he got involved in some shady dedls. When the
university found out about it, he was dismissed, and his name was forever blackened.

Fdling ever lower, he had been caught stedling, and lost hisright hand asajudicid punishment for
theft. The second timethey caught him stealing, they might have killed him, but the judge was merciful.
Hewas endaved, and given to the city, to spend hislifein unending drudgery.

| eventually found that the city that | was serving was caled Timbuktu, and that the blue men who
had mutilated and captured me weren’t Arabsat dl, but were from a people called Twaregs. Omar



claimed that they were the most bruta peoplein theworld, and | had to agree with that. They were a
least on a par with the Mongols.

Not that the information did me any good.

On top of the endless drudgery, part of the annoyance was that our job was completely
unnecessary. A smple undershot water whedl, turned by the river itsdlf, could have done the work
cheaply, and around the clock. Or even awind mill. | had built many of each in Poland.

But, even if my owners, the city government, bought the ides, it could put me into much greater
trouble than | wasin now. Maybe they would be grateful, but maybe they would decide that if they
didn’t need pumping daves any more, why feed them? They might kill usall out of hand.

A dave hasvery littleincentive to be credtive.

After afew weeks, | realized that | had not said my army oath since the | had been washed into
the Atlantic Ocean. Thiswas normaly said every morning by every warrior in the Chrigtian Army, with
his right hand raised to theraising sun. |1 couldn’t see the morning sun from my barrel, and | no longer
had aright hand to raiseto it, but | started to say my oath again, anyway.

“On my honor, | will do my best to do my duty to God, and to thearmy. | will obey the
Warrior's Code, and | will keegp mysdf physicaly fit, mentally awake, and morally straight.

“The Warrior's Code:

“A warrior is: Trustworthy, Loyal, and Reverent. Courteous, Kind, and Fatherly. Obedient,
Cheerful, and Efficient. Brave, Clean, and Deadly.”

It helped me, somehow, and I’ ve said it every morning since.

I’d dways say it in Polish, of course. | think that Omar thought that | was praying, and maybe |
was.

After amonth went by, | noticed something very strange. A bulge was forming at the end of my
stump! It wastender and sengitive.

| thought that it might be an infection of somekind, but Omar cautioned me not to let our keepers
know about it. Medica help was unavailable, and if they thought that one of the daveswas sckly, they
samply killed him, threw hisbody into theriver to feed the crocodiles, and bought another dave. Our
type of dave was cheap here.

A few dayslater, | noticed that my front teeth were starting to grow back!

Months went by, and dowly my mind began to recover from the shocksthat | had been put
through. My depression and apathy eventuadly turned into anger, but it was an anger for which there was
no release.

The door lock was strong and inaccessible. We were both completely naked, with nothing
resembling atool of any kind.

The barrel and the door were made out of the hardest wood that I’ d ever seen. Something
imported from thetropics, | supposed. Even chewing onit didn’t accomplish much. Oh, ayear’s
chewing might have made it through, but we were in the open, with people walking by al of thetime,
Any damage would soon be noticed, and punished.

The old woman who brought our food didn’t have the keys, so smply grabbing her wouldn't
accomplish anything, ether.

Crippled as| was, | couldn’t come up with aplan.

The bulge on the end of my right arm kept growing. After four months, it was as big as my other
fist. Therewas't anything that | could do about it, either.

So we continued to walk, pumping water, and they continued to feed us, after afashion. | knew
that someday, something would bresk in my favor, and when that day happened, I’ d better be ready for



it. My legswere getting plenty of exercise, but my upper body wasn't. | started building my upper body
strength back up, mostly using dynamic tension, since push ups and pull ups were out of the question.
It'snot asthough | had anything better to do.

After I'd been ingdethat damned pump for at least Sx months, maybe seven, another amazing
thing happened. The skin on the lump at the end of my right arm dried up, broke open, and pealed off!
Andinsde, | had grown awhole new hand!

Omar was shocked, scared.

“Never havel ever heard of such athing! Thismust be witcheraft!”

“No! | don'tthink so, Omar! If | could do witchcraft, | would have gotten out of this barrel long
ago! | think that itisamiracle!” | said, even though | knew that this must be the result of the complete
medica going over that my Uncle Tom had once given me.

One man’s miracle can be just another man’ stechnology. And how could there be anything that
forbids God from using technology to attain Hisends? God can do anything that He wantsto do!

Frogs were able to do this sametrick, growing anew limb. But frogs manage to turn out twenty
to fifty new generationsfor every one that human beingsdo. This, plustheir far larger number of
offgpring gave them aconsiderable evolutionary advantage. Every new baby can be looked on as being
an evolutionary experiment, after dl. Frogsare actudly afar more advanced life form than we Homo
Sapiensare.

Oh, they hadn’t hit on making huge brains, and spending athird of their basal metabolism on
maintaining them, but intelligence has not yet been proven to be along term surviva mechanism. In seven
hundred years, we brilliant humanswill be very close to destroying our entire planet!

But trying to explain that would just convince Omar that it was witchcraft, and that might cause
problems.

“Y ou think that this could be asign from Allah?’

“Can you think of anyone else who could have doneit?’

Omar said, “Indeed, no! Why would the devil hedp aman? It must have been Allah!”

“Then perhaps, Allah has something in mind for meto do.”

“Yes yes Something great and important!”

“I mugt think onthis” | said.

“Indeed! And we must pray!”

I’d never seen Omar pray before, or indeed have anything to do with any religion of any kind,
but seeing a supposed miracle had quite an effect on him.

| did do some praying, but | spent moretimethinking. Now that | waswhole again, | didn’t have
to come up with aplan to sneak back home. | could damn well fight my way back!

Hourslater, | said, “Omar, what is the procedure around here when someone dies?’

“Procedure? They throw his body into the river and get another dave!”

“How many men do they send to do that?’

“Two. At least thethreetimesthat my cell mate has died, they always sent two guards.”

“I'vetold you that once, | was afamousfighting man in my own country. | think that | could take
out two of them, even if they were armed and | was naked.”

“Y ou plan on some ruse, to make them think that you are dead?’

“No, actualy. | was planning on making them think that you were dead. Then, when they came
in hereto get your body, | would jump them,” | said.

“Humm... My firg thought isthat jumping them, merely beating them up, thiswould be avery
dangerousthing to do. If weact violently, my large friend, we must be very violent indeed, and kill them
both without mercy! Our punishment would be death whether we were kind to them or not, and if they
escaped, they would sound the dlarm against ust We must kill them as quickly and assilently as



possiblel”

“Thereismuch wisdom in what you are saying, yes. And | certainly have no love for these dave
masters. Degthitis. And your second thought?’

“Itisthat your plan might not work, Conrad. | am avery smal man, but you areagiant. The
guards might just tell you to put my body outside the door. They would be afraid of you, and have their
swords drawn. They would be watchful!”

| asked, “Then what do you suggest?’

“| suggest that you be the oneto feign death. | have been here for many years, and they do not
fear me. If you are dead, they will not fear you, either. And one so small as mysdlf could not be
expected to move one so large asyou are. They will have to enter the barrdl to get you. Then, we can
givethem asurprise!”

“That soundslike agood plan. Y ou know, though, that if thisfails, they will kill us both, don’t
you?

“Of course, | have dready said that!” He said, “But what do we haveto lose? Thisisnot an
earthly paradise that we arein, isit? Thereisnothing for us here but drudgery and death! Also, | think
that in helping you, | will be doing thework of Allah, and thus atoning for some of my misspent life”

“Wdll, if we both survivethis, you will bewell rewarded in thislife, aswell asthenextone. I'ma
very wedthy man, you know.”

“So you havetold me. But we must not act too hastily! We must plan everything very carefully!
Just to get out of thisbarrel isonething. To get out of Timbuktu, and into your land of Europeis quite
another! Let usboth think, and plan further, for we will only have asingle chance!”

And planwedid. Wewerefairly certain about our ability to trick and kill our guards, especialy
if we pulled it off very early on a Saturday morning, when there wouldn’t be anyone working in thefields,
and the streets would be nearly empty.

The big problem wasin quickly getting away from Timbuktu itself. The city was surrounded by
what amounted to adesert, thistime of the year. A man on foot couldn’t carry enough water to get
acrossit. We had to have camels, food, clothes, and alot of equipment.

We had no money to buy anything with, and after spending so many yearsin the barrel, Omar
wasn't even sure of hisability to know whereto go to sted any of it. |, of course, had no idea of where
to get anything.

And we had to get out of town fast, because they would doubtless be after us soon with al of
their forces.

And once we were out of the city, mounted on camels and with the right equipment and supplies,
wherewould we go? The desert wastrackless. 'Y ou needed aguideto find the next oasis.

Wetadked it over for three weeks, without solving anything.

Linking up with an outgoing caravan would be nice, but that cost money which wedidn’t have,
and cashisaways aclosdy guarded commodity! Anyway, thiswasn't the season for caravans, and one
wouldn't be leaving on a Saturday morning in any event. It wastheldamic version of Sunday, and aholy
day.

There had to be away out of here, but we didn’t know how to do it.

After another week, | said, “ Omar, thereis no way for usto sneak out of this city with any
serious hope of survival, let aone of success”

“| fear that thisistrue, Conrad.”

| paused, and then | said:

“WEe rejust going to have to conquer it!”



Chapter 15 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Back at the Castle, Again

From thediary of Sir Piotr Kulczynski:

Getting the expedition going to find and rescue Lord Conrad was far more work than anyone had
imagined.

The Wolves were ready to move at short notice, but they would need the backup of at least an
equal number of our new Mounted Infantry, and considerable logistical support.

Much of the problem was to decide who could go, since pretty much everybody wanted to.

But, our military system had been designed for fighting short, intense warswith theMongoals. It
wasn't set up to fight long term wars on another continent!

Obvioudy, the Congtruction Corps, which was building hundreds of projects from the Ukraineto India
couldn’t beinterrupted. This expansion of our domain was absolutely essentia, and disrupting our
intricate schedules might well be catastrophic.

Our ship building industry was aso sacrosanct. We would likely need more shipping very badly in
the near future. And the factory system was vitally needed, and could not be touched. If thisattack on
Africameant amgor war, and it very likely did, we would need every factory and productive facility that
we had, running around the clock every day of the year!

The fishing industry was very profitable, and probably couldn’t contribute much to the war effort,
anyway, except to help feed our troops. Their ships were not set up to handle cargo or passengers,
ayway.

But therewas alot of dack inthe agricultural sector. Since the Big People had become numerous,
they had taken over most of the heavy work of farming. Most of the Warriorsin our Snowflake Forts
were spending amgority of their time making consumer products, like clocksor vialins.

Wi, the world could survive for afew yearswithout very many new violins.

We couldn’t take whole companies out for long periods of timefrom their farming. The Big
People were doing much of the heavy work, but there were many tasks that they needed human help
with. Without the Warriors, their families and the land would suffer. And the Warriors themselveswould
each have to be mounted on a Big Person, so we would be taking members of both groups out when we
invaded.

We could, however, take athird or even ahalf of acompany out of a Snowflake, and expect it
to survive, both economicaly and socidly.

But that meant a huge amount of reorganization! Parts of companies had to be reassembled into
full companies, each with a Captain, and an upper command structure had to be put together.

And, we couldn’t take Warriors and Big People from every Snowflake Fort. Those new
companies on our eastern frontier, pushing our way into the Baltic States, Russiaand the Ukraine, had to
stay fully manned. Besides needing every man to get the land ready for farming, they needed their troops
to defend againgt the amost certain Mongol attacks which, we were sure, would be starting within afew
years.

The logigtics problems were equaly huge. We got the shipping we needed by taking haf of the
shipsfrom any patrol with more than one ship assignedtoit. Shipments might take longer and cost more,
but we were so superior to the old way of doing thingsthat our customers could livewithit, for awhile.

We had two battleships, converted Liners, intrids, the Invincible and the Insufferable. The
Intolerable wouldn’t be ready for three more months. And we had six frigates, which were converted
Explorers. Each Frigate had a steam catapult and two aircraft aboard, to search out enemy shipping.
Each battleship carried two catapults and a dozen planes.

Each of our ships had been provided with two linguists, mostly Jewish scholarsfrom Argon, in
Spain, who spoke Arabic, and other African languages. We had to be able to talk to the captains of the



shipsthat we intercepted.

Our land forceswould need linguists, aswel, and we were recruiting them.

The Liner, Duke Henryk had been on the Mediterranean Seafor months, with indifferent
success. | don't think that the Captain had faith in our mission, and he lacked the aircraft to locate enemy
shipping. Soon, he will be re-assigned to the commercid sector, where he had been as outstanding
skipper.

| ordered the new war shipsto head for the Med, asthey have begun calling it, and to interrupt
al of the Modem shipping that they could find. They wereto free any davesthey came across, and give
them decent clothing, alittle money, and free passage to wherever they wanted to go. We would
confiscate any useful goods found onboard of the Modem shipsto help defray our costs, and then we
would destroy the ships themsalves, since wooden ships had very little value now that our ferrocrete
ships commanded the seas. Our captains were ordered to release the enemy sailors not far from one of
their ports. The released men would be told that we would continue this practice until such timeasLord
Conrad was returned to us.

Thiswas 0 that the Modems would know who was attacking them, and why.

| have received many |etters from the Pope, urging me, in Sir Conrad’ s absence, and probable
death, to turn the energies of the Christian Army to supporting the new crusade. Findly, | have written
HisHoliness that we would do just that, but in our own way.

Reather than smply attacking the Holy Lands, and having the M odems counterattack numerous
timesfrom their other domains, we would start in the west, interrupting and destroying al of their
shipping, destroying their cities on the African coast, and working our way across the southern
Mediterranean sea, through Egypt and into the Holy Lands. Then we would continue east, and wipe out
their forcesin the Middle East.

HisHoliness proclaimed his blessings on our plan. Father Ignacy had been an old friend and
benefactor, and it relieved meto get him off my back.

| am embarrassed to say that al of thistook us five months to accomplish, during which time
Conrad’ swives, among many others, especidly Sir Wladyclaw, became increasingly less polite.

They were making my lifeinto aspecid verson of Hell. Even my own wife, Krystyana, was
getting rude with me.

| fear that while my technicd and mathematicd abilities are good, my managerid skillsare
obvioudy lacking. | found mysdf wishing that Conrad had left someone elsein charge.

Our firgt probeinto Africainvolved Sir Wladyclaw, leading a battalion of Wolves and a battalion
of our Mounted Infantry, dong with three companies of the new Artillery Corps, down the coast of West
Africa, from the Sraights of Gibrdtar, and heading south. 1t took al of our available shipping to get them
there. They had three Explorer class shipsloaded with suppliesto support them, aswell as one of our
Frigates, the Marauder, to interrupt enemy shipping, to give Sir Wladyclaw’ s forces some additional
firepower, and abit of air cover, if they needed it.

It would take amonth for our fleet to return and pick asimilarly sized force at Gdansk, and then to
take them to Tangiers, from which point the new force would head east.

After that, our forceswould be traveling by land to Italy and Portugd, and travel time for the fleet
would belessened. Our two magjor armies could then be reinforced much more quickly.

While we had not yet explored the areg, it was our understanding that the northern portion of
Africawaslargely asandy desert, with very few people living there, except in Egypt, far to the east. If
Conrad still lived, he had to be somewhere near the coast. Thiswas good, because we could support
our troops far more easily near the sea which we would soon control, and indeed, own.

Chapter 16 (Sir Walsnik’s Rescue) Captain Walsnik’s Search



It was unbelievable! Lord Conrad wasdivel Hewasadave, but dlive. Thefeding of relief
among the men had been audible when they weretold. The two officers were discussing the next move.

Banner Hendricks was saying, “We can be ready to move out within aweek. However, we need
to get word back that our Lord is, happily, dive. | don’t know how we are going to do that since both
or our radios are broken beyond repair! The Henryk won't be back for at least two months. We could
a0 use somereinforcementsif we are going trekking through thejungle.”

Captain Walznik replied, “We can’'t wait for any more help. It probably wouldn’t do much good
anyway. We can't conquer thiswhole continent. Besides, now that we know Lord Conrad isadave,
we haveto move asfast aspossible. Heisan injured dave. That means that he hasto be used for brute
force carrying or asalight duty house dave. Heisether working as ahorse or adecoration. The
averagelife span of aninjured worker islessthan ayear. If heisinahousehold, hisverba disability will
kill him even sooner. Thefirst order he getswill be answered with * Screw You', and he will bein
trouble”

Sir Hendricks thought for amoment. “We're lessthan four milesfrom the sea. | havetwo menin
one of my lanceswho aregood sailors. If we get them asmal dhow, or other sailing ship, they should be
ableto sail up to Lisbhon in lessthan amonth or so. From there they can radio home. At least people
will know what we are doing.”

Sr Waznik thought for aminute. “Theideaisagood one. If wefail, our information will not be
lost and someone elsecantry. | hate to lose two men from our small force, but you are right, we need to
send word home. Make certain that the men inform the Liner Henryk FIRST. We don’t know what
King Henryk will do with theinformation. Infact, why don’'t we make ashort list of officersthat we
know can betrusted. Y our men can send messagesto them first. Tdl them to usetheradio, itisharder
to stop than themail. Y ou and | had better finish our shopping. It may be awhile before we run into
another bazaar.”

Infact, it took almost aweek to finish purchasing what they needed and prepare for thetrek. By
that time they had crude maps purchased from other travelers, horses or mulesfor al of the cargo, and
mounts for al of the men. They had to purchase spare mounts as they became available. Speed was
necessary if they wereto find Lord Conrad dive.

They a so bought enough Arab clothing and cloaksto ook like Modem merchants whenever
needed. They packed enough grain and rice for well over amonth and hoped that they would not need
more. They had taken enough trade goods from the Henryk to actualy function as merchantsif needed.

They had findly learned the name of their informant and had invited him to afarewell dinner at the
inn. Besides his company, they needed to know as exactly as possible where on thetrail he had seen
Lord Conrad. It would save them the time needed to search the area between Armoon and the last
place Lord Conrad had been seen.

Amhad Al-Misi’s name meant “Ahmad from Egypt”. Captain Walznik wondered if his guest
really had seen the Nile. The meal was being served in their rooms at the inn. There had been six courses
of food, wine and conversation. Peoplein this area started with desert. Rolls sweetened with honey and
nuts began the medl. VVegetables, fruits, steak, and fowl were then served. Thiswas obvioudy a
celebration rather than the usual bowl! of stew and bread. Walznik, Hendricks, and Sir Garrett sat
around the table with Ahmad. Ahmad, asaModem, was, of course, forbidden to use acohol but when
away from home he was asfaithful asmost men are. He was certain that Allah would be understanding
when he returned home. Besides, the bourbon was an excellent and rare treat.

Captain Walznik asked, “Are you certain that you do not want to hire on asaguide? The pay
would be very good.”

Ahmad belched politely and replied, “1 would like to help, but | have been awvay from home much
too long. We came down the Nile and then started across country over two years ago. It has been too
long since | have dept with my wife and held my children. For asmall fee and in gppreciation of this



marvelous medl | would, however, be happy to tell you asmuch as| can about the route ahead of you.
For mysdif, | have been traveling with Ali Ben-Joseph much too long.”

Sir Garrett asked, “Y ou have acompanion?’

Ahmed smiled and leaned back wearily. “Every caravaner travelswith Ali Ben-Joseph. Every
second man you meet claimsto be Ali Ben-Joseph or hisbrother. Ali comesfrom asmall caliphate east
of Congtantinople. It isnear the areathat | come from, and | am fortunate to be one the few peopleto
have actudly met the man. Hewas avery successful merchant in hishome town. He was a persona
friend of the Cdiph and very respected. He had the finest family of handsome sons and one beautiful
daughter who' s countenance brought suitors from al of kingdoms of Allah. When shewasto be
married, Ali gave thefinest banquet that the city had ever seen. Seven days of entertainment and feasting
were provided! Wild beasts were paraded though the perfumed streets! Musicians played al over the
city while people danced in the streets and houses. In hispalace, Ali had hired the best dancers and
entertainers and served the finest food anyone had ever seen. On thelast night, Ali had eaten far too
much and may even, May Allah Forgive Him, have had alittle wine, such was his sorrow at seeing his
daughter leave his house.

“Anyway, when he leaned over the banquet table to kiss his daughters hand one last time, he
farted. It wasnot just an ordinary fart. It wasafart that waslouder than the music and longer than a
sermon. A fart that leaves color on the clothesand dropslikerainintheair.

“Hewas mortally wounded in hissoul. 1n hisembarrassment he fled the house, mounted his horse
and rode doneinto the night. Hetook not acoin or amorse of bread with him. For twenty years he
wandered the caravan trails as acommon drover. Thetoil aged him and bent hisback. Every night he
thought of his beloved family and home and suffered anew. Findly he decided that it was safeto return
home. After twenty years, even histransgression would be forgotten. Anxiousto see hisfamily, he came
once again to the gate of our city. Inthose peaceful times our older soldiers stood guard at that post. As
he entered the gate, Ali stopped to chat with the old timer. ‘How isthe caliph? Is Muhammad
Al-Rashid il in good hedth?

“*Oh, you must have been away for along time. His son Ibn Muhammad Al-Rashid hasruled for
fifteen yearsnow. Heisagood man, but hisfather is till missed.’

“Ali looked sad. * Areyou certain that is has been fifteen years? Al-Rashid looked like such a
strong and healthy man when | last saw him.’

“The guard thought for amoment and then said, *Yes, | am certain that it has been fifteen years. |
remember because that it wasfive years, dmost to the day, after Ali Ben-Joseph farted at his daughters
wedding.’

“Ali wanders the caravan trailsto thisday and | often seehim.”

When the chuckling stopped, Sir Garrett offered atoast, “ To Ali Ben-Joseph. May we al meet
him and never behim. To home.”

When they had drunk, Ahmed leaned across the table and |ooked earnest. “1 have noticed that all
of your men carry firesticks. They may be more aproblem than ahelp. Everyone on the caravan trail
knows about them. Thelocals here have never seen one, but many like myself have seen firesticks that
were stolen from Europe. On my last caravan, the caravan master had two in hismoney wagon. They
are highly prized but shoot very dow. They are not good against these peopleif the battle goes on too
long or getstoo close.

“I, mysdlf, have seen such thingsin battle. Itisnotraveerstae. | fought with the Sdljuk Sultanate
asayoung man. | think that we would havelost the battleif it had not been for the Chrigtians devastating
half the Mongol army. You did usagrest favor there.”

Banner Hendricks asked “ Did the Mongols actually have, uh, firesticks? | thought we had
invented them.”

Ahmed gestured, “Not like yours. They had things like a bamboo tube. They would set one end
on fireand it would fly through the sky and then explode with loud noise. They aso had iron balsthe
gze of your head that they would set &fire and throw from horseback. They would burn for awhile and



then explode. The noisewas scary at first, but you got used to it pretty fast. Infact, it was easier to get
used to the noise than to the smell. They claim that the horse was their greatest weapon. Anyonewho
believesthat hasn't smelled their breath.”

He shuddered from the memory. “My peoplefight for Allah. | think that the Mongols are out
looking for women. Their own probably prefer to deep with the horsesrather than themen. They are
thefilthiest peoplethat | have ever met. They are even worse than the Twaregs.

“Anyway, the peoplethat you will be traveling through allow the caravans because they are
profitable. Take care, they are dso envious.”

The night wore down from there. Soon, the Chrigtians|eft the Inn for the last time and joined the
column inthe early morning light.

Chapter 17 Naked Rebellion

The next Saturday morning, before the sun had even started to raise, | was laying on my back at
the bottom of the barrel and Omar started howling at the top of hislungs.

Twenty minutes went by before the guards arrived.

“Shut up, you old thief!”

“But my cdl mate, heisdead!”

“We heard you! When we open the door, throw him out!”

“Areyoumad? | amavery smal manwith only onehand. Heisagiant! | could not possibly
drag him, let aone get him out of the doorway. Y ou must comein hereand get him. Surely, two strong
Warriorslike you are not afraid of atiny, starved, and naked old cripple like myself!”

We heard the door being unlocked.

“Step aside, you worthless old fart!”

| was gtill motionless on the curved floor of the barrel, with my feet toward the open door. One
of the guards stepped over me and stooped to pick up my shoulders.

One of the karate blowsthat is sometimes taught, but never practiced, isastrike to the windpipe
with one hand, using the tips of thefingers and the tip of the thumb. Y ou hit on both sides of the trachea
smultaneoudy, and this puts your hand deep enough in for you to grab thewindpipe. Then you squeeze
ashard asyou can, and pull. This crushes hisvoice box and closes off hisair supply.

Degth isslent, bloodless, and fairly quick, by suffocation.

Nonetheless, it takes aminute or two to suffocate, and this fellow had managed to pull out a
knifewith hisright hand and wastrying to useit on me, while | was fending him off with my Ieft, waiting
for himto hurry up and die!

Hewas on top of me, but | could see over his shoulder. The second guard had spent afatal half
second gaping at the two of us struggling on the floor. Omar used thistimeto steal the man’slong, thin
knife and driveit upward, under hisjaw, through the tongue and mouth, and into hisbrain. Death was
instantaneous and amost bloodless. Hetwisted the knifeto freeit and jerked it out before the guard had
timetofdl. Then hekicked the body sidewayssoit didn’t fall on the two of us struggling on the floor,
and cametomy aid.

Thistime, he drove the knife into the back of my man’s neck, between two vertebrae, and
severing the spind cord. The blow aso put asmall wound into the web of my right thumb, but it didn’t
seem politeto mentionit.

All motion stopped.

“Thank you, Omar! That was some very fancy knifework!” | said as| got out from under the
body and stood up.



“The result of asadly misspent youth, | am afraid. Still, it went more smoothly than | had
expected.”

“Yes wdl, let’ sget onwithit.”

We stripped our victims and got into the clothing that we had been so careful not to get
bloodied. Fortunately, Arabian clothing isvery big and bulky. Fitisn't very important. Omar was able
to adjust hisabit so it didn’t drag the ground much. Minewas ridiculousy short on me, and there was
no hope of getting the boots on, but maybe, from adistance, | could pass at acasud glance.

The head gear helped.

We collected up two decent swords and six knives. Two thick curved ones, two thin straight
ones, and two that Omar said were for throwing. And we had abig set of keys!

Our next move was to take one of the guards out, naked, and lock the door behind us. We took
the guard to theriver, and threw him in. Thiswas so that anyone who might be watching would think that
we were the usua guards going about our normal business.

Then we went to each of the other pumps, unlocked the doors, and told the men in there that it
wastheir choice. They could stay where they were, and live out their livesin davery. Or, they could
take their chances on their own, which would help us out since the army would aso be chasing them
down ingtead of concentrating on usaone. Or, they could join us, fight at our Side, and take their
chances of being killed. And maybe winning their freedom.

We said that we had awell worked out plan, and that God was certainly on our side.

They al volunteered to join us. Besides Omar, | now had three Black Africans, two Arab
criminds, and a Christian seaman working for me. The Chrigtian was a Frenchman, a Ferengi, asthe
Arabs cdled them, and he spoke no more Polish than | spoke French. But dl of my new men had at
least a smattering of Aramaic, so we could communicate.

We distributed the knives among the former daves, letting them choose what they were used to.

We formed them up in acolumn of twoswith my men trying to conced their knives. Thiswas
not easy, since they were al naked. Omar walked on one side and | was on the other, pretending to be
guards. We waked openly in the gray light to our next stop, abarracks where agriculturd daveswere
kept. So far, so good!

At the last possible moment, Omar traded with the Frenchman, his sword for athin knife. He
stepped into the building.

Two thuds were heard, then Omar’ s grinning face appeared.

“Quietly, now. There are more guards here, but | think that they are adeep,” he whispered.

They were adegp, and none of them ever woke up. Omar ingsted on doing it al himself, and |
had no objection. At thissort of thing, he was obviousy amaster.

He put our troops to stripping the ten guards that he had just killed while | went to talk to the
davesinther sngle big room.

There looked to be about a hundred men here, and no women or children at al. Apparently, the
Arabs had other usesfor their femae daves, and for the children aswell.

“Listen up, people! | am Conrad Stargard, Hetman of the Christian Army! | wasadave here,
but now, | have re-gained my freedom! That freedom isnow yours aswell!

“You may stay here, if you wish, and be endaved again.

“You may runfor it, and try to makeit on your own, although | do not think that your chances of
success are very good.

“Or you may fight at my sde! Help me to defeat the bastards who endaved us dl, and we will
takethiscity for ourselves We daveshuilt thiscity! We havefed it for hundreds of yearswith our
labor! Now, we will take ownership of it! Wewill be the Masters of Timbuktu!

“Thereisno time, so you must make your choice now! Who herewill follow me and obey my
orders? God ison our sde!”



Again, options one and two weren't taken. Slavery makes peopleinto redists. They al knew
the score.

| had dl of the dead guards uniformsfilled with former daves who looked the part, even
stripping down naked mysdlf and giving my clothes to another guy with black hair and the right look.
There were enough endaved people who at least |ooked like Arabs to do that, even though most of the
fidld workers were Blacks. We found enough weapons about to give every former dave at least aknife,
and al of the“guards’ at least asword, ashield, and a spear.

Theland to the south and west of the city was owned by independent farmers, but that to the
north was owned by the city, and worked by davesto feed the nobles, the city workers, and the army.
There were six more barracks for agricultural daves, and we visited them al. Mot of them were
captured as eadly asthefirgt.

Thissurprised me. I’ d expected that our strange actions would have been observed and that a
force would have been sent out to investigate us by now. | had expected to haveto fight abattlein the
fieldd But the Gods of Human Stupidity seemed to be smiling on us, and there was nothing for amere
human like mysdlf to do but to give thanks to these Powers That Be, and to smile back!

Therewas afight at the last barracks, where one of the guards showed abit of intelligence. The
battle didn’t last long. These places were prisons, designed to keep peoplein, not fortresses meant to
hold againgt an externa enemy. Seven hundred mostly naked but angry men, most of uswith our knives
in our teeth, swarmed over the walls and made quick work of the dozen guards defending the place.

Before noon, | had more than eight hundred men, scantily armed and even more scantily dressed,
most of them, walking toward the west gate of Timbuktu. The guards at the north gate might have seen
and gotten curious about what had been going on. It was worth the extratime to enter somewhere else.
Aswewadked, | explained the plan to my newly recruited troops, usng my old command voice so they
al could hear.

Aswe neared the city gate, avoice cried out.

“Halt! Who goesthere?’

“ Sergeant Omar with a consignment of daves! Open up the gates!”

“Why are you here with o many daves?’

“I havenoideal Someone came from the palace, and talked with my officer. Then Captain
Abdul told meto collect up the biggest labor force that | could, and take them to the palace. | have
followed my orders”

“Wdll, | have received no orders about thig!”

“Fine. Leavethe gatesclosed, then. Look, | did not get achanceto deep at dl last night! If
you make it impossible for meto obey my officer, | will be ableto go back and get somerest. I'm sure
that a smart man like you can come up with some good excusesto give to the Vizier, when he asks about
hislabor force.”

Omar turned to leave.

“Oh, the Devil! Come back here, you! Guards, open the gates!”

So we walked through the city gate, in the listless fashion of daves, with our knives pressed
tightly to our forearms, concealing them as best aswe could.

There were adozen or so guards at Street level around the gate, and most of us were through the
gate when one of the guards noticed something suspicious, probably aknife. Thisguard got aknifeinthe
gut for hisdiligence, driven home by a powerful Black freedman with ahuge grin on hisface. He had
onceworked inapump liketheonel’d beenin.

And naturdly, thefight broke out in earnest.

The guards outside were al dead in moments. It was eight hundred of us againgt fifteen of them,
after dl.

| yelled, “Take the gate towers!” and went through a door into the northern tower that the idiots



had |eft open and unguarded! A glance told me that Omar was leading another party up the southern
gate tower. Both doors had been left open! Absoluteidiots!

According to the plan, adozen of our own fully clothed * guards’ were dready fanning out, to see
what could be done about arousing the other davesin the city, and ralying them to our cause. These
were men who knew the city well, who spoke the language well, and who said that they knew where
large concentrations of male daves were to be found. Many of them had combat experience, and could
likely take out any dave guards at need.

A draight stairway angled to one side and ended at the second floor, where there was awell,
two doors, and awinding Staircase.

The ground floor of the gate towers must have been built mosily solid, as adefense against
battering rams, for there were no rooms coming off of the staircase near the bottom. The floor above
was aguard room, and | quickly had afight on my hands. Thefirst two Arabsthat | literally raninto
were too startled to do much before | cut their throats, but the third man had time to get his sword out
before| got to him, while | had nothing but aknife.

| managed to parry two of hisblows, but my future wasn't looking all that secure!

Fortunately, my men were pouring in behind me, and in afight, numbers count! We lost three
ex-daves beforewekilled dl nine of the guardsin the room, not bad considering that my men weren’t
traned at al. Yearsof pent up fury count for alot, too.

| picked up adecent Watered Sted sword from the floor, and felt much more comfortable.

“Up! Goup!” | ydled, running up the centrd dtaircase, “And kill them al!”

The staircase twisted to the | eft as you went up, and had ahollow core. The stairs themselves
were narrow, and two men could pass only by twisting sdeways.

The next floor up contained only two soldiersthat | killed quickly with my sword. | got athrust
sraight into the heart on the first one, and adraw cut to the throat on the second! My new sword had
the balance and the fed of my old sword, the one that had been stolen from me by the Twaregs.

The room contained the mechanism that raised the portcullis. A glance out of an arrow dit
showed that while we had been going up, the portcullis had been coming down! Perhaps a quarter of
our men were locked outside of the city!

| got together enough men to crank it up only after abit of difficulty. Nobody wanted to work!
My new troops weren’t much on discipline, but they were eager to mix it with our enemies! They
wanted to kill!

| eventually got afew men to help mewith thework, but in afew moments the whole mechanism
jammed. But by then we had the huge, pierced iron grating high enough for our men to crawl under it,
and that would have to do. We set the latches to keep it open, then went up to join the fight.

Each floor of the tower seemed to be dedicated to some specia purpose. Therewas an armory,
akitchen, afew barracksrooms. Some of these rooms had occupants that had to be killed. Some
didn't.

The fight up the winding staircase wasfierce. 1t had ahollow center, and twisted to the lft,
which gave the advantage to the man on top, assuming that both combatants were right handed. Omar
might be having an easy time, being perforce alefty, but | was't!

Many of our men, and many of theirs, fell bleeding down the shaft of that Staircase, plugging the
well at the bottom!

Inexperienced, poorly armed, and untrained, but highly motivated, my smal army fought upward.

Chance had it that | wasthe first man to get to the top floor. While dl of the other roomswe' d
fought in and climbed past has been Spartan and utilitarian military places, this one was sunningly
luxurious! 1t was obvioudy the commander’ s quarters.

Oneof theluxuriesthat | immediately noticed was a beautiful naked girl, bardly pubescent, laying



onthebed. | dmost noticed her for too long, because the commander was also in the room, and he was
attacking me!

Hewas abig man, well muscled, and fast. Hewasamost astdl as| was, and abit wider. He'd
been getting into hisarmor, with the chest and back pieces dready on, but the arm and leg armor was il
laying on thefloor. |, of course, was completely naked.

He swung his sword at me, and | managed to deflect it, but | got abig surprise. | knew that
sword! That wasthe high-tech sword that my Uncle Tom had made and had gotten to mewhen | first
got to thiscentury! It had adiamond edge, and could cut through anything! The Twaregs who had
gtolen it from me must have sold it herein Timbuktu. Oh, now the hilt and scabbard had been replaced
with something beautiful made out of gold and encrusted with jewels, but that was my sword!

And now | had to fight a powerful, skillful man who waswieding it against me!

| tried acut to hissword arm, but had it parried. His repost came down at my head, and when |
blocked it, my old sword cut my new onein haf! It didn't break it, you understand. It cut it, dicing
through the watered sted in my hand!

| was only dightly injured when the end of my own blade bounced off my back.

The big man raised the sword again, and | knew that | was adead man! Therewasjust no hope
leftadl!

Then aspear came over my left shoulder and skewered the commander in the forehead! He
dropped, obvioudy dead, and | quickly sat down to keep from fainting.

My God, but that was a close one!

The man who had thrown the spear was the same powerful, grinning Black man who had taken
first blood in this battle. He now sported aloin cloth, a shield, and a second spear.

“Yousaved my life” | said. “Thank you!”

“Asyou saved mine by freeing me! Savery to me wasworse than death,” he said while stepping
on the commander’ sface and pulling out his spear. “But thereis till much to do. My nameis Juma.
Among my own people, | wasaprince, and awar leader. | know thiscity well. Thereisamagjor
military barracks half way between here and the paace. We must hit them quickly, before they can get
organized”

“That would make sense. Would you want to lead the attack? | don’t know my way around the
city a dl, and | might get lost!”

“I would be honored to do so!”

“Good! Takewhat men you think you might need, and wipe out that barracks!”

“To hear isto obey!”

Hetrotted out, shouting something in what must have been his native language. Shortly, | saw
him through awindow, leading perhaps five hundred Blacks down the street toward the center of the
city. They woreloin cloths, and carried Arab shields and spears, besdestheir knives. They were silent,
running fast, and maintaining good order. It seemed that some of my men were well trained, dthoughina
different way than | was used to.

“Thusendsthelife of the Great Lord Hgji,” avoice behind me said.

| turned to the girl who was now sitting up on the bed.

“So, he had aname. | rarely learn the names of the people that die around me. What isyours?’

“Jeamine”

“| takeit that you were adave here?’

“Itisso, my magter.”

“Wrong. | am not your master, and you are no longer adave. Y ou are now afree woman.

Y ou may go if you wish, and try to find a place of safety, or you may stay here. | couldn’'t honestly tell
you which choice would be more dangerous.”



“Y ou must have many wounded, and | know something of bandages and salves. | would stay
here, and be of what help | could.”

“Excdlent! You are now our medica section! Go find an empty room, and see what you can do
about setting up an aid station. Get some of the mento help you. Tdl themit'sat Conrad’ s orders.”

“Thank you, Conrad. | will. | notice that you are wounded.”

“Not badly. It canwait, but some of my men aredying. Help them first! And get some clothes
on. You arenot anaked dave girl any more.”

“Thereareclotheshere,” shesaid, dressing. “Y ou are a Chrigtian, aren’'t you?’

“Ves”

“I wasaChridtian, | think, although | know nothing of therdigion. My father wastaking meona
pilgrimage to Rome when our ship was attacked by pirates. | wasonly three a the time, but that’ s what
someonetold melater.”

“If welivethrough this, you will have plenty of timeto learn much more of your father’ sreligion.
But now, to work!”

Therewas aba cony, or fighting platform, circling the commander’ s gpartment. | walked around
it to seewhat was going on. | spotted Omar at the top of the southern gate tower. We waved and
exchanged grins. Apparently, that tower had been secured aswell.

The city wall wastwo stories lower than the platform that | was standing on. Below, | saw that a
few of our men had had the brains to redlize that the towers needed guarding at that point, and were
doingit. | madeapoint of telling myself to find out who' sidealit was, to put himin charge of expanding
hisforce, and to tell him to keep up the good work.

At the same leve, the top of thewall continued on the other Side of thistower over thegateina
sort of bridge, giving communication between the gate towers. 1t was asensible design, but one that
would work againgt the city, since we now held them both.

| heard shouting and the clash of wegpons, faintly in the distance. Jumawas attacking. From
another quarter of the city, aMaodem priest was cdling the faithful to prayer, apparently obliviousto the
fact that the city was under attack. Communicationsinamedieva city were haphazard at best.

The city about seemed cam and peaceful, but | knew that it was only the lull before the storm.
Soon, al hell was about to bresk |oose!

Chapter 18 (Sir Piotr’s Story) Sir Piotr’s Office

Messages were coming in constantly.

The captain of the Frigate Pirate related how he had freed some three dozen Chrigtiansfrom a
Modem daver. These men had al been fishermen captured at sea. On hearing that the ship that they
were imprisoned on was to be destroyed, they had begged the captain to giveit to them, in lieu of the
money and free transportation he had offered them. They said that their own ships had been destroyed,
but that with this large ship, they could earn adecent living.

The captain had given it to them, along with enough suppliesto get them started, before dumping
the davers on the coast of Africa. Hefelt that on this occasion, he had been right to disobey orders, but
wanted my blessngs on hisactions.

| gave him those blessings.

The Captain of the Frigate Marauder captured aship full of davesthat had been particularly
badly treated. Although there were ample supplies of food and water on board the ship, the daves had



not been fed or given adrink for three days, even though the heat was oppressive. Many of the daves
had been wounded, and even though there was a trained medic on board, the daves had been given no
treatment at all.

The Captain’s orders were that he was to drop the davers off on the African coast, near a
harbor, and he had complied with these orders. However, he had shot the davers, first. Were his
actions acceptable?

| saidyes.

| sent out an al points|etter, quoting these communications, and changing my ordersdightly. |
said that while some actions were not permitted, such askilling women, children, and the very aged, a

ship’ s captain was expected to use his own good judgment when faced with unusual circumstances.

| received acommunication from Sir Wladyclaw. He had found where Conrad came ashore on
aparticularly desolate shore of western Africa.

A shipping container containing nothing but fiberglass insulation was found on the shore. There
were three dead bodies nearby. Two of them were of the ‘Blue Men’, the Twaregs, noted for their
savagery. Onewas definitely identified as being that of Cynthia, one of Maud' s children, and Conrad's
bodyguard. Both the Big People present and Cynthia s own sister were adamant that it was her.

They were dso positive that the dried human hand that was found nearby was Conrad’s.

Our fedings at Okoitz are very mixed. We are saddened by Cynthia sloss, and Conrad’s
mutilation. But at the sametime, we are overjoyed at the possibility that he might till be aivel

Chapter 19 (Sr Walznik’s Rescue) The Sear ch for Conrad

“Caravan trail” wasalooseterm. Inthe Ancient Roman Empire, it meant apaved road, usudly
wide enough for two wagonsto pass. There were Inns dong the road and at every mile stood a stone
column where some patron paid to show the milesfrom Rome. Sometimes there was smdler ssonesign
showing the milesto the next town. If you were on the silk road, it meant awell worn path through the
desert, with Imperid mile houses every few miles and forts on each horizon. Inthis part of Senegd, it
meant the widest animal path through thejungle.

Our local guide said that things would get better aswe |eft the jungle for the plains near the great
sand desert.

We made an impressive column. Each man wore his bright red and white uniform. He also wore
abeige turban wrapped around his steel helmet and along beige cape over his shoulders. Our leather
sword belts were now hidden under bright yellow silk waistbands. We succeeded in looking like the
guard of arich merchant. With every man mounted, we made good time while we were moving. Evena
mule can make fourteen miles per army hour on agood road. Unfortunately, mules and horses are not
mechanica and do not have headlights. We made three dozen milesthefirst day and considered it an
accomplishment. Darknessdrew the limits on our traveling day.

It took less than a month to get to the valley where Ahmed had teawith Lord Conrad’ s captors.
We were out of the Jungle by that point and traveling through the sparsely wooded plains south of the
Great Desert. From there on thingswould be dower. We had been avoiding every village and town by
smply riding around them. Now they would have to stop at every Podunk town and look for Lord
Conrad.

We established a search procedure. Every morning four troopers were designated to be village



searchers. They would ride ahead looking for the villagestoo smal to interest the entire column. They
smply rode up and offered money for the dave that they wereinterested in. Then they spent considerable
time trying to get away politely when the villagers offered every old and injured dave they had. On afew
occasions when the villagers obvioudy had thoughts about holding onto the foolish men who rodeiin, the
main columns gppearance immediately encouraged a certain amount of courtesy.

The route was used by two types of caravans. A few Europeans were using the route to bypass
the Arab lands and purchase goods from India. They usudly left thismain trail beforeit got to Egypt and
moved south. Most of the caravans were Mudims searching Africafor animd furs, festhers, gold, and
daves and sdlling manufactured objects, glass, spices and Chinese silk. The Mudims fanned out over a
large area but ended up back at the Mediterranean. There were market towns about every hundred to
two hundred milesto service the caravans and exchange goods. Thisiswhere we thought we would
probably find Lord Conrad.

The red problems happened in the towns.

When we got to thefirst town, we established a pattern that they would follow later. The column
would camp in sight of thetown. One of the officers and at least two of the knightswould enter the town
looking for Lord Conrad. We again decided that smple honesty about their goa would serve best.

At the gate they haggled about the taxes and then paid in locd coin that we had acquired in
Armoon. They asked the guards at the gate for directionsto the dave market.

“Asyou can see, we are on our way to Egypt with some fine merchandise. Unfortunately, one of
our friends was captured near the sea by davers. Hewasavery big man. Bigger than this.”

Captain Walznik raised his hand over hishead. “He may have been injured on hisarm when he
was captured. If he has been sold here, we would liketo find him. Wewould pay well to get him back.”

The guard looked at their uniforms and tack and decided this was too good a chanceto let dip.
Heturned to hisassstant and said in avery low voice, “Run and get the davetrader. Tl him | have
some very rich customersfor him and remind him of my cut.”

Turning to the Chrigtians he smiled and said, “If you will wait herefor alittlewhile, wewill get the
man that you need to see.”

The dave trader proved that fat men should not try to run in any culture. Hewas out of breath and
sweating heavily when he gpproached the gate. “ Gentlemen, | understand that you are looking for the
finest of daves. | am Farselee, the biggest trader inthisarea. Please come see my pens.”

Farsdee would have been asdesmanin any era. Y ou have seen thisman sell used cars, water
softeners, and encyclopedias. Clones of him sold silver plated idolsto pilgrimsin Ancient Greece and
took your money that |ast time you bought something you didn’t want.

The soldiersfound themsel ves walking dong with Farselee unable to get aword into the
conversation. They ended up standing before the dave pens before they could explain that the man they
were looking for would have been sold months before. Farseleeingsted on displaying every mae dave
he had. The banner was explaining for the fourth time that the dave they wanted was over two yardstall,
not oneyard. Thiswasasmall town, and there were less than three dozen davesin the pens. Only a
haf dozen of them werewhite.

They soon gave up and walked, then ran away. Lord Conrad was not in the pens.

Captain Walznik turned to the knight. “Thiswasamistake. We should never have looked in the
pens. No davewould be there after al of these months. Go back and get your wholelance. Give each
man a handful of copper coinsand tell him to circulate in the marketplace, buy alittle, and ask alot of
questions.”

After one knight had |ft, the other shook hishead and said to Walznik, “ Sir, did you see what
wasin those pens? Some of those white people might be Christians. We can’t leave them herel”

“Well, Sir Jan, unless you are commanding afew thousand troops that | haven’'t seen, we don’t
have much choice. We could free these daves, but there are probably millions of dave holders between
here and Lord Conrad and we didn’t bring that many bullets.”



“Yes, sr. But | heard you talking with Banner Hendricks about how you wanted to look like a
red caravan. Right now we look more like an army than acaravan. Well, what are we missing?

There’ sno women, no cooks, no camp followers. Now that we aint moving so fast, we could use a
little help. How about we buy some of the Chrigtians?’

The Captain looked over at the dave pens and then back at the knight. “Y our suggested is noted,
Sir Jan. | will discusswith the gaff before we leave this place.”

The next day, the two officers arrived back at the dave pens shortly after sunup. Farselee was
happy to show hiswares. It waslike shopping for ponies or kittens. 1t was hard not to want them all.
They began by caling out in Polish. One woman answered. She was an old woman in her 40s. Most of
her teeth were gone and her hair was matted, but she seemed healthy enough. They tried German,
Frankish and whatever other European languages that they knew. When they hit Latin, aman answered
them.

“Thank God, Chrigtians. Please help me, my Sons. | have been held captive by these heathens
for years.” Hewasanaked manin his30'sbut his posture and expression put a priest’s collar around
his neck.

Captain Wa znik whispered loudly to Hendricks, “Oh, my God. He sapriest. We don't want
himdong!”

Hendrickslooked surprised. “ Surely you can't leave aman of God among these heathens. It's
unthinkable.”

Captain Walznik groaned. “It'sthinkable! A priest isthe only anima louder than ajackass, more
demanding than awife, and more trouble than pestilence. He Il want to waste time on services. He'll
want to stop to pray. He |l nag the men and offend every Mudim, Jew or Pagan that we meet. It's
thinkable! However, you'reright, we can't leave him here. | guess we can loose him aong the road
somewhereif he getsto be much trouble.”

Hendricks was shocked into silence while Walznik bargained for the daves. It was along process,
but he finaly got them cheap.

On the way back to camp, he stopped to purchase the woman a simple cotton dress and some
sanddsfromaddl. Hethought a second time, and purchased her acloak smilar to the onesworn by
the men. Hefet bad about it, but he was being bothered by the sight of her old woman’s breasts
flopping on her chest. When she donned the dress, he was ableto look at her directly.

Asthey waked out the gate, he asked the woman, “How’ s your cooking? Good. Y ou can start
out helping the mess sergeant. Y ou'll haveto ride one of the pack mules until we get you horse. You
know that we don’t believein davery any more, o you are freeto leave any time you want. But if you
do, nothing will stop the first African or Modem you meet from putting you back in adave pen, so |
don’'t recommend that you fal behind.”

He never once spoke directly to the priest. When he returned to camp, he told one of the
knights, “Be sureto tdll the priest that he will haveto pull hisweight during thetrip. The moretime he
spends carrying water, the less energy he will have to make trouble.”

Within amonth, we had afull complement of camp followers. We had two dozen women and
over adozen men to do the grunt work at the camp. We had aso added two wagons for the women to
work in during the day. While they traveled, the women mixed bread dough and cut the meat and
vegetablesfor the evening med. Asthe advance party usudly had the fires burning before the main
column arrived, hot food was available by the time the animal's had been unburdened and staked out.
The women a so washed the clothes, did the mending, and handled the other chores that women handled
at home. The men who had been daves chopped the wood, built the fire pits, dug the latrines and did
anything e sethat needed doing. The caravan was beginning to look like afamily outing.

They also had their first trouble with the priest. When he caught atrooper and one of the women
having sex in the woods, he ran around camp loudly proclaiming the evils of rape and announcing the
coming wrath of God. He stormed into Captain Waznik’ stent loudly demanding that the guilty man be



punished. This surprised the Captain because al men of hiseraknew that it was the women who were
the more carnd of the sexes. That iswhy so many of them were seduced into devil worship and
witchcraft. He camed the priest by pointing out that even Saint Thomas had written that sexua relief
and progtitution were required. Infact, the saint himsdlf had said that it was like the sewer in your castle.

It might not be the most pleasant part of the building, but it was necessary. Privately, hefelt that the
priest was overreacting because he wasn't getting any. He aso had daydreams of dropping the arrogant
son of abitch into the nearest ditch.

About that time they came to the town that began their trid.

It was dmogt acity rather than atown. Like Artoom, it had thick mud brick walls and a heavy
gate. Unlike Artoom, the gatewas closed. Sir Garrett approached the gate, “Hello in there, we are
thirsty visitors and would appreciate adrink of water and maybe allittle business.”

From atop the gate a voice boomed out. “We are sorry to hear about your thirst, but are happy to
inform you that thereis agood stream less than half adays march in the direction you are going. Please
think of usasyou enjoy the water.”

The knight called back, “We are dso looking for afriend of ours. He was taken by dave traders
and may be here. Heisavery tal man with blond hair and blue eyes. He may have aninjured arm. We
arewilling to pay wdl if you have him.”

“We have no daves here and we have no need of your gold. Thank you for visiting our humble
city. Now, go away.”

The officers and knights met in the command tent to consider the problem. Sir Dulkasaid, “I
don’'t believe them about having no daves. It would bethefirst city we' ve seen yet without them.”

Banner Hendricks agreed. “1 don't trust them. | don’t want to get dl the way to the Seaof India
and wonder if | have missed Lord Conrad here.”

Captain Waznik looked over their shoulders at thewall visble past the tent flap. “I agree, but we
can't attack every town that we don't trust. Maybe there is another way. Sir Dulka, I’ll need the
laborersto build alargefire pit in front of the city gates. Wewarnt it clearly visble from the tower, but
not in easy spear chucking range. Make it big enough to hold aside of beef. Sir Jan, take out two
lances and scout around the city. Seeif you can find out why they are so unfriendly. Banner, who do
you think our best two sharpshooters are?’

Banner Hendricks smiled, “It sounds like you have aplan.”

“Yep. | think I know how we can impress them without fighting them. We Il need to move afew
tents up around thefire pit to make it look homey.”

It was early in the day. The stage was set shortly after noon. A firewas burning in alarge stone
rimmed pit built on the approach to the gate. A cow was staked out in front of the fire. The captain was
going over the last minute ingtructions with the sharpshooters. “Pick the biggest bird you see on that wall.
You just haveto hit something. There are no rewardsfor doing it the hard way. Your cueiswhen |
point up a thewall. No, wait. You can't take your eyes off of the target to watch me. Just fire when
you hear me make the offer.”

With that he picked up hisrifle and walked out to stand in front of the fire pit. “Hello onthewall!
Wewant to invite you to amed today. We arefixing fresh mest and cakes. Does not Allah command
that we offer hospitdity to strangers?’

In afew minutes avoice came back from thewall. “We are not Mudims, and the Great God
Whatamee does not like strangers. We are gppreciative of your offer but must refuse your hospitaity.”

Hendrickslooked up at the gate, “I am sorry to hear that. The meat will befresh.” With that, he
raised hisarm casudly toward the cow and fired arevolver into it'shead. It was probably thefirst
powder explosion heard within athousand miles. The cow dropped ingtantly. The voice on the wdl was
dlent for afull minute. When it returned it was tremulous, “ That was very impressive, but we are not
egting meet during this season.”

The Captain looked up at the wall. “ Perhaps you would prefer fowl tonight.” Another shot rang
out. A largeblack bird onthewall fell near the feet of the voice. The voice was scared but defiant, “ Shit!



Uh, Uh, | dofed likealittle bird tonight, but | am very hungry. Could you get me another?’

“Happy to oblige’. A second shot rang out and another bird fell. The Captain hoped that they
wouldn’t need more convincing. Three lucky shotsin arow were too much to hopefor.

A head appeared over the ramparts. “ Perhaps it would be inhospitable to refuse your offer. If it
pleasesyou, | will atend at your camp shortly after sundown.”

The scouting party returned shortly before nightfall. Sir Jan reported their findings to the officers.
“Most of the areaaround hereis empty. We found some abandoned farm houses. 1t lookslike the
occupants moved into town when they saw us coming. We didn't find asingle person to talk too but we
did find something interesting. About amile down that road thereisagraveyard. 1t'sbig. It'stoo big
for acity that Size and most of the graves are recent. Something real bad happened here, Sir.”

Sir Dulkalooked thoughtful. “Y ou know, | noticed something elsetoday. Therewerealot of
birds on top of that wall. We shot two, but there were alot of others. Why weren't they spooked by
the men on the parapets? Maybe there aren’t any men holding those spearsthat are peeking over the
wadls”

“Ok,” Captain Walznik interjected. “What are the options?’

Banner Hendricks responded, “I can only think of three. Starvation, war, and disease. Thereare
cropsinthefields, so | doubt if they are starving. Thewalsdon’t look scared or recently repaired, so
war isunlikely. That leaves disease. Someone must have brought adisease here. They are either afraid
of more disease, or they don’t want anyone to know how weak they are. That’ swhy the gateis shut.”

Captain Walznik thought long enough to make his men uncomfortable. “Well, maybe we can try
some other options.”

He donned his helmet and cloak and walked out to the city wall. “Helointhere! We want to
talk.”

There was adday of severa minutes. “Hello down there. What do you want now? Do | have
to bring my wife and most beautiful daughter with meto dinner?’

“No Sir. We do not want to cause you any moretrouble. We only want our friend. If you can
guestion your peopleto seeif anyone saw him, we will leave you in peace.”

“Please describe your friend again. | will seeif anyone has news.”

The delay was more than an hour. 1t was after dark when a door opened in the city gate and two
men stepped out. The older wasrichly dressed in adark red cloak, the younger was about three dozen
years old and dressed in asimpler blue robe. They did not approach the Christians but spoke loudly
from the gate instead.

The older man wasthevoiceonthewdl. Hesad, “We may have news.” He turned to the
younger man, “Emman, tell them what you know”.

The younger man looked nervous, “Isit possible that your friend had hisright arm injured instead
of hisleft?’

Walznik answered, “It could be. Our information isfrom afellow traveler.”

The younger man continued. “ Then he may have passed through here. A few monthsago a
caravan of Twaregs passed by. They are afilthy people and their merchandiseis alwaysbad. They tried
to sell ussome daves. They weredl in bad shape and most of them weresick. One of them wasahuge
male with blonde hair. Hisright arm was bandaged and he had the fever bad. They tried to hide his
injury and sell himto usasaplow dave. We did not purchase him and they went avay. The dave was
divewhen welagt saw them.”

They turned to leave. Asthey reached the door, the older man looked back and said, “1 hope you
find your friend. Y ou are along way from home.”

Chapter 20 The Two Towers



| went back in and looked again at the big dead man on the floor. The thought occurred to me
that hisarmor just might fit me. Armor would be avery nice thing to have in the coming fight. That, and |
was sick to death of having to run around naked!

A hbit of scrounging around got me acomplete set of clean underwear and padded
undergarments. After eight months of nudity, clothesfelt amazingly good. Even the boots were agood
fit. Thearmor itself wasabit wide and abit short, but not by too much. A bath, ashave, and ahaircut
would have been wonderful, but therejust wasn't time. The enemy had to be coming!

| was soon standing in front of alarge and doubtlessy hideoudy expensive mirror, admiring
myself in my fancy new ouitfit, complete with its ostrich plumed helmet. It wasin the Turkish style, with
large plates held together with chain mail. Not as good asthe plate mail armor worn by the Christian
Army, but vastly superior to my naked skin!

| was surprised to notice that my smashed face, missing teeth, and broken nose were completely
healed and norma looking. Another gift from my Uncle Tom.

A red slk cape completed the ensemble nicely.

And having my old sword back was the fulfillment of adream! It looked better than before,
since the sheath had been replaced with a begjeweled gold thing that matched the new hand guard.

Oh, I wasfilthy, my beard touched my chest, and my hair came to below my shoulders, but this
was gill amgor improvement over my condition of only that morning.

| picked up the former commander’ s naked body and threw it over the balcony railing, out onto
the main city street. How dare heto wear MY sword, anyway?

| glanced about the fine and richly appointed quarters around me. In truth, they weren't quite up
to the standards of my private rooms at Okoitz, but compared to thefilthy barrel that | had been living in
for much of thelast year, they were the crown of luxury and beauty. This place would suit mewdll, if
only | could keepit!

Wil armed and armored, | went down to see how things were going.

They were going surprisingly well! None of my men were naked any more. Their clothing was
an assortment of odds and ends, but the previous occupants had left enough spare clothesto at least
cover everyone. Many of the window curtains were missing, having been re-cycled into loin cloths by
the Black Africans.

Someone had gotten the kitchen running, and was serving out food. | grabbed some bread and
some mest, and ate as | continued my inspection. | didn’t know what kind of mest | was egting, but after
living for eight months as avegetarian, it was magnificent!

Everyone had taken his choice of wegpons from the dead soldiers or from the extensive armory
that we had captured. | noticed that we needed more archers, and passed the word about it. There
were plenty of bows and arrows unclaimed in the armory, but everyone seemed to want to close with the
Arabs, and KILL!

Thegirl, Jasmine, had an aid station up and running. Our wounded were being well tended.
There weren't any enemy wounded. Slaverevoltsarelikethat. Thereistoo much hatred for anyoneto
fed merdiful.

There was even a bit of housekeeping going on, with dead bodies being pulled out of thewell at
the bottom of the staircase, and dead enemy soldiers being thrown out from the upper windows and into
the streetsor fields.

For acompletely undisciplined and untrained mob, this progress was amazing!

Savesfrom the city itself were sarting to filter in, and more than fifty of them were here aready.
Most of them aready had clothing, and as soon as they arrived, someone was leading them up to the
armory s0 that they could equip themsalves with whatever wegpons that they thought they could handle.

One of the newcomers, abig blond man, looked up at me and shouted in Polish, “My God!



Lord Conrad! Canit redly beyou?’

“I’'m Conrad,” | answered in the same language. “Y ou have the bearing of awarrior!”

“l'amone, my lord! | am Sir Stephan Stepanski, and | am amember of the Order of Radiant
Warriors. | commanded alance of Explorers mapping the West African Coast, when these Rag Heads
killed two of my men without any provocation. Then after afight, the forty of them who were left
captured and endaved the four of uswho ill lived.”

“Were these men wearing blue robes?’

“Yes, dr. How did you know?’

“I'verun into them mysdf. What of your Big People?’

“We had none, sir. All of this happened five yearsago. There were rumorsthat Big People
would be assigned soon to Explorer Teams, but it hadn’t happened yet.”

“I see. | have had smilar experiences, but thereislittle time now for talking. | want you to form
up aunit of archers, and to Sation aman a every window and arrow dit in thistower, with extramen on
each floor to back them up. And get as many archers as you can on the fighting platform at the top.
When you get that done, go over to the southern tower, and do it all over again. The peoplewho runthis
city will be hitting us soon and hard, and we have to be ready!”

“Congder it done, my lord!”

| went back up to the level of the city wall, told the leader of the guard there to triple the size of
hisforce, to include plenty of archers, and to command it in my name. Then | crossed over to the
southern tower that Omar had taken and looked him up.

“Wasit you who sent that Black African force out, Conrad? Suddenly, they al started shouting
inalanguagethat | didn’'t understand, and then they all ran away!”

“Yes. A tribd chief named Jumasaid that there was a barracks nearby, and he wanted to hit it
before they got organized. | told himto goand doiit.”

“Itisgood, then. | had been fearing that this was amass desertion! Do you think that we should
go and support this Juma?’

“Wadll, | don’'t know exactly where heis, aside from what he said about the barracks being
halfway between here and the palace. Then again, new recruits are coming in fast now, and | doubt if we
could find astronger defensive site than these two gate towers. | think that we should stay here and build
our forces. Thecity’ssoldierswill haveto attack us, and | think that our untrained men will be better at
defense, than on the attack. At least, they won't be able to run away.”

“1 know the barracks that you speak of, but we shall do asyou say, Conrad. Also, | wishto
know, wasit you who jammed the mechanism of the portcullis?’

“Yes. Many of our men were trapped outside of the gates, and | had to let themin.”

“I see. It happensthat thereis another mechanism in the south tower that also draws up the
portcullis. Thesetwo must be used together to pull it up. | suggest that we get two groups to coordinate
their efforts, raise the portcullis, and then close and bar the main gates. Our enemies might try to attack
usfrom that direction.”

“Goodidea. I'll get some peopleonit,” | said.

“Then, thereisthe problem of supplies. We do not know how long that we will haveto stand
sege here. Each tower has agood well that we are getting cleaned out, but our food supplies are limited,
and we have many men to feed. We should send out foraging parties.”

“Y ou might be better at that task than | would. Y ou know the city and | don’t.”

“I will organizeit. Y ouworry about our defenses,” Omar said.

“Good! Let'sgettoit.”

Thelittle thief was good at histrade. Things stayed oddly quiet for another hour, and by that time
we had aweek’ s supply of food for over two thousand men, including bread, eggs, chickens, sheep, and



sx recently daughtered camels. They had aso brought in dl of the charcod that they could find for
cookingitdl.

When thefight started, the locals had dropped everything and had run away, usualy leaving their
doors open behind them. Our newly freed daves had looted with abandon, and I’ m sure that much more
than food was taken. But our men had moved efficiently, and | didn’t care what happened to afew
trinkets.

| wasjust glad that Mosdem homes rarely kept alcohol around, so some semblance of discipline
was maintained.

And five hundred more recruits arrived.

The enemy seemed to be taking no notice of usat dl! | was amost wishing that they would
attack, and get it over with!

Sir Stephan had everyone who had ever pulled abow organized into two companies of archers,
one for each tower, with an officer in charge of each floor. | put him to teaching avery short coursein
swordsmanship, on top of the city wall.

Then, Juma came trotting back, at the head of more men than he had left with! | went down to
mest him.

“Y ou had agood fight, Juma?’

“Yes, amogt glorious one, with al of the Sonsof Satan killed! | lost alot of men, but they died
well, and we successfully daughtered al of our ancient enemies that we could find!”

“Wonderful! But then how isit that you came back with more men than you left with?”

“More men, but not the same ones. The were many members of my tribe endaved in this city!
When they heard our war cries, they freed themselves and cametomy aid! And even now, | havea
hundred of my men searching about the city, finding more of my people.”

“Great! WE ve been setting up our defenses and foraging for food. But comeinsde, rest your
men, and have something to eet,” | said.

“It would be better if you had food sent down to us here. My peoplefight best in the open field,
but this sireet will have to sufficefor now. | want to get our lines organized.”

“If that’ swhat you want,” | said, shouting some orders up to the kitchen. “But at least, send your
wounded up to the aid station.”

“We have our own methods of hedling. Do not trouble yoursalf. Go now. The enemy will be
herein minutes, | think.”

| turned to the tower and shouted, “ Tell Sir Stephan that we have unwel come guests coming!”
ToJduma, | said, “When thetimelooksright, I'll take most of the men from the towers, sally out, and hit
the enemy with fresh troops. Stay as close as you can to the towers. Wewill be able to give you some
support with our archers. The tower doorswill stay guarded but open, and if you are hard pressed,
retrest insde!’ We cannot afford to lose good men! ‘ The man who fights and runs away livesto fight
another day!” We are here to conquer this city, not to prove how brave we are!”

“That isnot the way of my people!”

“Itisnow! You areunder my command, Jumal”

“Thisisso. Wewill obey, though it seemsto be cowardly,” Jumasaid.

“Obeying ordersis not cowardly!”

He nodded, and | went into the tower to take my station on the fighting platform at the top. |
wasydling ordersall theway up.

| took the old commander’ s bow and quiver out to the fighting platform and strung the bow. It
looked to be of the Mongol type, with athin wooden center, ahorn belly, and asinew back.
Commander Hajji had had good taste in weapons.

Andindavegirls



Waiting for something to happen, | got to talking to Ali Somethingoranother, who happened to
be standing next to me, bow in hand.

| discovered that the agricultural daveswere not as disorganized as | had thought.

The Arabs had organized them into groups of about twenty men each, with adaveforemanin
charge. Fiveor sx of these groups were under adave supervisor. | am surethat this explained why
things had gone so smoothly after we took the gate towers.

Wedid have an organizationa structure after al, thanksto our enemies! Right after the battle, if
welived, | was going to have to get together with these foremen and supervisors, and have atak!

Sir Stephan had set up asystem of runnersto take orders to the men on the floors below. Often,
this amounted to little more than shouting down the long, circular stair well, but it ssemed to work.

| intended to watch the upcoming battle from the side of the tower facing the street. | put Sir
Stephan on the other side of the tower, so he could watch over the top of the city wall, in case an attack
happened there, and also to watch what happened on the road outside of the city.

Omar wasin asmilar position to mine on the southern tower of the West Gate, so we could see
each other, and shout. Or at least we could gesticul ate to each other, once the battle got loud.

Everything that could be done had been done, and there was nothing to do but wait and worry.
There was even enough time for Juma’'s men to be fed and watered, down on the street.

Findly, the enemy cameinto sight, at the end of the long, wide, and straight street.

They had taken their time getting organized, rather than charging in piecemed as| had hoped that
they would. They camewalking intoward usin amassthat was at least forty men wide and perhaps
three times that deep. We were outnumbered by a considerable margin.

They were well dressed in auniform of sorts, although officers were apparently permitted
consderablelatitudein their clothing and armor.

Therewas a hint of spit and polish about them, which might indicate crack troops, or might mean
that that they were garrison troops mostly used to look pretty on parades. Time would tell which of
these they were.

And while they weren't exactly marching, they were keeping in good order, which suggested
some decent training. My men were essentialy abunch of untrained farmers for the most part, except for
Juma sforces, and | wasn't very confident about him or them. There was something crazy and suicidal
about that bunch.

On the other hand, we had the gate towersto defend us. Thiswas a considerable advantage for
us, sincetraditional wisdom said that it took five to ten times as many men outside of agood fortification
astherewereinsde of it for the attackersto be victorious.

If we could bleed them hard enough for afew days, and get our own men shaken down in the
process, we still might win, God willing!

Chapter 21 The Slaughter of the Slavers

Jumahad most of hismen near the towers, but he had dso put severd strong contingentsin some
of the buildings on either sde of the street, which bothered me. | would have kept them dl together, but
there wasn't anything that | could do to change things now.

| passed the word that we would try afew ranging shots, but that most of the archers should hold
their fire.



| seemed to have the best bow on the highest platform, so | let fly. Archery had become a sport
in Poland, and | had put the word out that a gentleman wouldn't use afire arm againgt amere animal!
The ancient wegpons were the ones to use for hunting, as our noble ancestors had done! 1t had caught
on, and the wildlife had stayed reasonably intact. That had meant that | had to learn how to use abow
myself, or it would have cost me agood bit of status. But | had an excellent teacher, aman named
Tados who was now the commander of al of the Christian Army’s Waterborne Forces.

My shot went true, into the mass of enemy troops below. | saw my man fall.

| asked Ali to try ashot. Hisfell short by many yards, and waswell to theleft. Not that
accuracy was very important or even mattered in this sort of thing, aslong aswe didn’t shoot Juma’'s
men. It wasthe volume of fire that counted.

But I could hit them with my bow, and there was't much point in holding my fire, snce we had
plenty of arrows. With the soldiersin thistight of amass, each of my arrows would take someone out,
and you can't do much better than that. | emptied my quiver in short order. It wasn't morethan a
pinprick to the army advancing on us, but twenty dead or wounded soldiers are twenty soldierswho
wouldn’t betrying to kill us. | concentrated on thefirst few ranks, on the theory that having more men
behind them stepping on them wouldn’t do the wounded any good at al.

Also, it encouraged our forces. At least they were cheering alot.

When the enemy troops stepped past Ali’ sarrow, | ordered the men on both fighting topsto
open fire, and most of thefirst volley struck home. Y ou could see the enemy linesrippling, likeripe
wheat on awindy day!

When they’ d come adozen paces farther, | ordered our archers on the lower floorstojoininon
thefun. Enemy ranks were noticeably thinning, but they kept on coming at that walk of theirs. Juma,
thank God, was holding his position, waiting for histurn to come.

| kept thearchersat it. We had plenty of arrows, and | couldn’t think of a better use for them
than thisl If wewon, we could probably recover most of them. If welost, then what difference could it
make?

Finaly, the enemy reached Juma slines. The Black Africans|et out abloodthirsty roar, and the
speed of death quickened. Juma's men were still considerably outnumbered, but the street and buildings
stopped them from being outflanked, and only about forty of the enemy could get at them at any one
time.

Those Blacks of hiswere very good with their shields and spears, using techniquesthat I’ d never
seen used before. Some spears were thrown, hard, fast and straight! | saw one go through three Arab
soldiers At other times, spears were used in dmost the same way that an infantryman uses a bayonet.
Men in their front lines often traded places with the men behind them, ether to get achanceto rest, or
maybe just to sharethefun. Either way, it kept the front line fresh.

| got another bundle of arrows and went back to work.

| didn’t see what the signal was, but from doorways on each side of the battle field, hundreds of
fresh Black Africans suddenly rushed into the enemy’ sflanksl At firg, they did tremendous damage,
with each of them killing severd enemy soldierd

| called a ceasefireto the archers, so that we would not be responsible for shooting any of our
own troops.

Had the Blacks turned back as soon as the Arabs were aware of them, it would have been a
brilliant maneuver, but they didn’'t! They continued to push on deep into the huge mass of enemy
soldiers! They were soon surrounded, and cut down to the man!

“Those stupid, stupid suicidal idiots! Arethey al mad?’ | shouted to no onein particular.

“Y ou don’t know much about Juma s men, do you?’ Ali said.

“That isamassve understatement!”
“Then know that they don't careif they die! They don’t want their lives! They want vengeance!”



“Everybody wantsto live,” | said.

“That istrue only for those who have something to livefor. Haven't you wondered why there are
so many people from hisonetribein thisone city? Y earsago, acollection of Arab daversfrom thiscity
organized aleague of dl thetribes around Juma stribe. They all attacked at the sametime, and Juma's
people were wiped out, except for some of the healthy young men, who the davers then bought at
bargain prices. All of the older people, dl of the children, and even most of the women were
daughtered. Jumaand his people have no place to go hometo. All of their eldersaredead. All of their
familiesaredead. All of their children are dead. So now, dl that they want isjust to kill.”

“What could make the other African tribeswant to kill them so badly?”

“Greed, modtly,” Ali said. “Juma s people held alot of rich land. That and they had some very
bad habits, like cannibaism.”

“Cannibaism! Wel, I'll put astop to that!”

“I wouldn’t, Conrad. It'slike areligion to them, somehow. If you tried to stop it, the least that
could happen would be that we would lose their valuable services. Theworst isunthinkable! We might
have them for enemies! And if our supplies start running low, their strange persona habits will mean that
they won’t beadrain on our larder. They eat their own dead as well astheir enemies, you know,
athough they do not deliberately daughter their own.”

“Damn! Wdll, the ones on the flanking attack al seem to be dead now. Archers Resumefire!”

Both sdes dugged it out for more than along, army hour. The mutual hatred was extreme, and
the fighting men on both sides knew what would happen to them if they logt!

Findly, alittle before dusk, both sides started to show signs of fatigue, and we were starting to
run low on arrows.

“Sr Stephan! Take over for me here!’ I’'m going to lead a sortie of fresh troops out there and
see what we can accomplish!”

Stephen said, “Please, Lord Conrad! Let mego instead! |’ ve been taking shit from these
bastards for five years now, and thisisthefirst timethat I’ ve had a chance to get back at them!”

“Sir Stephan, | have armor, but you don't.”

“I don't care, Sir. Let mego!”

“Okay, I'll tdll you what. Go over to the other tower and collect up everyone who isn't shooting
abow. Send arunner when you have them ready. When you hear my battle cry, rush out asfast asyou

“Congder it done, my lord!”

“Ali!” | shouted, “ Take command up here, and do whatever seems appropriate! And have
someone replace Sir Stephan, watching our rear!”

“Yes, Conrad! | will do thisthing!”

Inafew minutes| had my men ready, everybody who could throw a spear, swing asword, or
handle aknife, barring the archers. They included the cooks, the walking wounded, and the medics!
They al wanted to fight, and we needed them to do just that.

They had al been getting antsy since Juma s battle with the Arabs had started, and now they
were eeger to go out and joinit. Most of them hadn't the dightest idea of what warfare was dl about,
but they would learn. Oh, yes, they would learn very soon!

Shortly, Stephan’ s runner said that they were ready in the other tower. | ran through the thick
doorway firgt, and | had dl of the others right behind me!

“FOR GOD AND POLAND!”

I’d naturdly yelled that in Polish, alanguage that very few of my men spoke. But Sncel was



shouting it, they al started shouting it too, or at least some reasonable facsmile thereof. Sir Stephan led
the men of the south tower out a heartbest later.

Battle criesare asort of magic, | suppose, and have greater mannawhen no one understands
them. It has much in common with why the church says much of the massin Latin, alanguage which few
parishioners speak.

Juma s men were more than ready for a breather, and they let our new men from both towers go
through their linesto the enemy.

My size, my armor, and my incredible sword let me move forward faster into them than the
othersbehind me. Soon, | was at the point of awedge that we hacked forward into the till considerable
mass of Arab troops.

This*wedge atack’ isnormally adifficult maneuver, even for trained troops, but somehow we
just managed to do it naturaly!

These Arabsworelittle or no armor. They were thus easy to chop up, and | think that | must
have killed at least one of them with every swing of my unnaturally sharp blade. These bastards had
murdered Cynthia, chopped off my right hand, and made me adavein astinking barrd for eight months!
Killing them felt GOOD!

My impromptu army was doing surprisngly well. While untrained, they were used to long and
heavy work. They had strength, fortitude, and endurance, and that paid off here. Thefact that the
enemy wastired helped alot, too! | was prepared to break off and retreet if there were any signs of
trouble, but so far, we seemed to be doing okay. Morethan okay! We were daughtering the rag heads!

Then something very strange happened. One of the enemy officers gpparently confused me with
the man whose distinctive armor | was wearing.

“Itis Commander Hgjji! Commander Hgjji has gone over to theenemy! Thereistreason! All is
lost! Runfor your lives!” he shouted at the top of hislungs.

Now, that was one hell of athing to shout in any battle, but the effect here was astounding!

Suddenly, the entire enemy army turned around and ran away!

| was bewildered, and | had no ideawhy they had done such astrange thing, but thiswas an
opportunity not to be missed!

“After them! Don't let them get away!” | shouted to my men, knowing that most casudtiesin
most battles happen after one side haslost. Oncethey turn their backs to you, they are dog meat, and
you' d best take advantage of it before they regain their courage.

Thiswould have been avery good time to have had some cavary, but the enemy foot soldiers
weretired while our foot soldiers were dtill fairly fresh, and that was enough. The daughter went on for
another quarter of an army hour.

The street was abig, ceremonia way, but the Sde Streets leading away from it were small,
narrow, and crooked, and that retricted their flight. The enemy army died in piles!

It was sarting to get dark when | called my men back.

“Clean up time, people! | want every weapon you can find, theirs or ours, and especidly, | want
every arrow out herel Takethem dl back to thetowersl And if any of these bastards have anything of
vauethat you want, consider it to be my present to you!”

Christian Army rules had it that all loot must be collected and distributed fairly later on, since
some men must guard while othersloot, and both groups deserve a share.

| thought that these people would consider ‘finders keepers to be amore natural way of doing
things. Some of them would have kept what they found anyway, causing problemslater, and what the
hell? 1 didn’t need the money.

| kept an eye out for a counterattack, but none emerged.
Another thousand or so city davesjoined us during the clean up. Many had tried to come during



the battle and couldn’t make it, but now they were arming themsdaves with things that the enemy didn’t
need any more.

We d asked for hedlthy men to join our cause, but many women and children had come as well.
It hurt to send them away, but we wouldn’t be doing them afavor by taking themin. Thiswar wasn't
over, not by along shot. If we couldn’t defend them, they would all be daughtered! | told themto go
back to their previous owners. We' d come and rescue them as soon aswe could. 1t would bejust a
few days, | told them.

| hoped that | was't lying.

My red silk cape was covered with gore and ripped in adozen places. | took it off and Ieft it
laying on the ground.

Omar had sent hdf of the archers down to help with the cleanup, which was helpful. Therewas
alot of Suff laying in the Street.

Jumawas doing a clean up job of hisown, stripping and gutting the enemy dead. The heartsand
livers were thrown back into the ssomach cavity, and the dead human bodies were dragged back to his
camp. The stories about cannibalism were apparently true. But in more ancient times, cannibaism was
far more prevaent, even in Northern Europe, according to the church! With our ex-dave army growing,
supplies could soon become a problem. And what were we supposed to do with all of these dead
bodies? The streetswere dl paved in this city, so burying them would be difficult. Thiswas desert
country, without anything in the way of forests. We didn't have the firewood to crematethem dl. And
letting them rot in the open was an invitation to the plague!

| let Jumado as he wanted.

As| approached the gate towers, Juma came to me and invited meto atraditiond victory feast
of hispeople.

“Sincel killed him, I will be eating the former commander myself! Y ou are welcometo join me!
Hewill have much mannaabout him!”

“HisnamewasHgji.”

“That isgood to know! | will praise him aswe egt, and that will increase the manna.”

“My people are Chrigtians, Juma. We are not permitted to eat human flesh.”

The Black Africans had knocked over some of the nearby buildings to get enough wooden roof
beamsfor their cooking fires. At least fifty human bodies were starting to turn over them. And some of
them were black before they started to roast.

“It isgood to eat the bodies of your falen friends,” hesaid. “It putstheir strength, their loyalty,
and their courage back into the tribe!”

“I respect your thoughts and philosophy, Juma, but the customs of my people are different. |
could not possibly eat human flesh. But you and yours should enjoy your feast.”

“But | have honored your customs when it came to the ordering of the battle!”

“Thisisvery true, my friend, but that was amatter of command. Consider that doing things my
way hasled usto victory over our enemy! Many more of them are dead than would have been the case
with your tactics. Surely victory is preferable to death, provided that our enemies have dl died!

“Thisisamatter of socid custom,” | continued. “1 would not expect you to sing afull Catholic
High Masswith me, but for now, | am very tired, and | wish to retire. | am much older than you are,
afterdl.”

“Very well, my lord. That iswhat your own people call you, isn'tit?’

“I' have many titles, but | am redlly not very concerned with them. Please call me Conrad, as my
best friendsal do.”

“Then I will call you Conrad, your given name, asyou cdl me Juma.”

“Thisisgood. | will seethat your feast isnot disturbed by anyonein the towers, but | urgeyou



to keep dert sentries out al night. We have won a battle, but we have not yet won the war!”

| met Sir Stephan, coming back down from the armory.

“Get the street cleaned of at least the weaponstonight,” | told him. “Keep some sentries out
while the men work, and rotate them now and then so that they too get achance at someloot. And keep
everybody away from Juma s people. They might be cannibals, but they are useful cannibas”

“Will do, sr. There safull moon tonight, and that will help with the cleanup.”

“Good. It hasbeen avery long day for me, I" ve been going since before dawn, and I’ m not
getting any younger. We |l have ameeting at midmorning with the foremen and supervisors of the
agricultural daves, and with anyone elsethat you think is gppropriate. Maybethat Ali fellow. Discussit
with Omar.”

“Yes, ar. And good night, Sr.”

Sir Stephan was shaping up to be afirst rate executive officer. Hewasready for afew mgor
promoations, if we ever got back to Poland dive.

Chapter 22 The Fruitsof Victory

| picked up more bread and much more meat in the kitchen. | ateit as| walked to the top of the
tower. They'd told methat it was camel meat. That wasfineby me. I'd never met acamd that I'd
liked. 1 wouldn't eat ahorse, or adog, or acat, you understand, but then | liked al of those critters.
Camelswere just fine, and they tasted good, anyway .

There had been some changes made in the old commander’ s quarters. Jasmine wasthere, and
S0 was a huge bathtub of hot water!

She knedled before me, her tiny breasts and puffy nipples exposed above the dress she was
wearing.

“Congratulations on your victory, my lord Conrad! | have arranged for this victory gift for you,
the one thing that | thought that you would most desire.”

“My lady, you are spot on!  Eight months without a bath isjust too damn long!”

| stripped and |eft my weapons, armor, padding, boots, and underwear scattered on the floor. It
was al too splattered with blood and gore to be put away, anyhow. | wasn't worried about being nude.
We had both been naked when we had first met, anyway. | dipped into the ddlicioudy warm water, and
rgjoiced. | wasin Heaven!

Jasmine said, “Y our back, where you were wounded. It isamost heded!”

“I do hed quickly, yes”

“I am amazed”

“Itisauseful thing for awarrior.”

While | soaked, Jasmine collected up my stuff, cleaned it, and put it wherever it al belonged.
Women dl intuitively know where things go.

“You seemto be very efficient at that,” | mentioned.

“It was one of thetasksthat | did for the last commander of thistower. But | like doing it for you
much better than for him. 'Y ou are much nicer than hewas.”

“Indeed?’



“At leadt, you won't hang me naked on thewall for half of the night in sport!”

“Hedid that?’ | winced. “I’'m glad we killed the bastard! But shouldn’'t you be down intheaid
gation, tending to the wounded?”’

“My lord, | discovered that there were three of your men who were much better doctorsthan |
was, 0 | put them in charge of the aid station. Was| right to do that?’

“| suppose S0, sncewe reavery informa bunch around here. I'll inspect theclinicin the
morning, and change anything that | don't like.”

“Good! Because| fed much better taking care of you!”

She had set up asmall table near the tub and had it cluttered with jars of soap, shampoos, and
perfumes. There were combs, brushes, scissors, razors, and someitemsthat | couldn’t immediately

identify. | was apparently going to get thefull trestment, and | was absolutely prepared to walow iniit!

“Thiswas another of the thingsthat you did for the last commander of this place?’

“Ohyes my lord. Almost every night.”

Then, Jasmine dropped her robe and got into the tub with me naked, and | saw no reason for
objecting to this procedure. Forcing adave girl to do your bidding isonething. Accepting thewilling
favors of afree woman is quite another, and | planned to enjoyed mysdlf!

| was washed, scrubbed, and shampooed. My teeth were brushed. My fingernails and toenails
were cleaned, trimmed, and buffed. | looked on it, and found it to be good!

After apleasant hour or s0 of this, Jasmine said, “My lord, what do you want done with your hair
and your beard?’

“WEéll, the beard should be shaved. I’ ve never worn abeard when | could help it. And the
hair? Just takeit in sort of close at the sdes and longer on the top.”

“You are Polish, aren’'t you?’

“Ves”

“I saw in abook once adrawing of a Polish Nobleman. | could do something like that, if you
want.”

| said, “That would be excellent!”

| had woken up thismorning in astinking barrel that was impregnated with my own shit, dong
with that of severa other unfortunates. Much had happened, and it had been avery long day! Asshe
worked the shaving soap into my beard, | relaxed against thewall of the tub and fell adeep.

| was gently shaken awake, | don’t know how much later.

“Conrad. Thewater isgetting cold, and | must dry you and put you to bed.”

So | got out of the tub, and Jasmine scurried around me, toweling me dry and wrapping mein a
nicely embroidered cotton robe. She dried hersdlf quickly while | tried to figure out where the bedroom
was.

Jasmine led methere.

| fell into the bed, which had ared mattress. ‘Mattress' turns out to be an Arabic word.
Jasminegot inbesdeme. Then, | fell adeep again.

So much for the virile Radiant Warrior!

| awoke with alovely aroma pervading the room around me. For afew moments, | thought that
| was dtill dreaming!

“Good God! Isthat actually coffeethat | smdll?’

“Yes, my lord!” Jasmine caled from the next room, “My last master preferred it to teain the
morning. Do you like yours sweetened?’

“Yes, please”



| followed my noseinto the dining room to find the table set with fresh white bread, an
assortment of butter, jams, and jellies, and acup of lovely, honey sweetened coffee. | startedinoniit.

“Aren’t you going to edt, too?’ | asked.

“Thiswould be permitted, my lord?’

“Of course! It has aways been my custom that the people who work for me eat aswell as| do.
Thisisnot so here?’

“No, my lord. Slavesdo not eat asfree people do. | have awayswondered what coffee tasted
like”

“So Hgjji had you makeit, but he wouldn't et you even tasteit? What an asshole! I'm very
glad indeed that wekilled him! But sit down, pour yourself acup of coffee, and get some breskfast into
you!”

| soon noticed that Jasmine was sampling every jam and jdlly on thetable. Coffeewasn't the
only thing that she had been forbidden.

| checked myself out inthe mirror.

| was cleanly shaved, as| had asked to be, but my mustache was missing aswell. | guessthat |
hadn’t mentioned the mustache. Wdll, no big thing.

The haircut, though, was not quite what I’d had inmind. True, | had said that | wanted it close
on the sides and longer on top, and that’ swhat | got.

But | hadn’t expected a M ohawk!

It was two fingers wide and four fingers high, and was held up straight by some sort of
concoction. Apparently, Arab chroniclers had some very strange ideas about what a Polack looked like!

But sowhat if | looked weird. | wasastranger in astrange land, and my wives would hopefully
never hear about it.

After breskfast, | said, “Well, | ought to make an inspection of the towers before we get into that
organizationa meeting, but there' s one other thing that | want to do first.”

“And what isthat, my lord?’

“Sex, if you arewilling.”

“Oh, yes, my lord! | am not only willing but eager!”

| had been eight months without the benefits of feminine companionship, and | got to the meeting
an hour late.

Dressed in abeautiful red silk robe that was heavily embroidered with gold thread, | went to the
mesting of our leaders. Hajji might have been an asshole, but histaste in many things had been
excdlent! If | ever got back to Poland, | think that | might adopt the fashions of Timbuktu.

My new appearance raised eyebrows, and caused quite afew comments. Fedlings about it were
mixed, but the most prominent of them seemed to be envy, so | ignored them.

About half of those present had availed themselves of abath, at least, and many sported clean
shaven facesand haircuts. | learned that soon after I'd left it, the bathtub had been moved to the kitchen
to be near the hot water, and that it had been in use dl night long. They had been drawing water from the
well to purify it, and figured that they might aswell put the water to some good use.

Y esterday, we had managed to nearly fill the well with dead bodies, after al, and no onewas
very eager to drink out of it yet! We were boiling the water before anyone was alowed to drink it.
Adding alittle tea helped.

Omar aready had the meeting going, which wasfine by me. Inafew hours, we had atable of
organization worked out, and ahead count of the number of soldierswe had fit to fight.

At present, our forces were up to three thousand, nine hundred and forty eight fighting men, and



more ex-daveswere ill filtering in.

| ordered an inventory made on our weapons and our food supplies, and by the end of the day
we found that we could sketchily arm three times as many men as we presently had. We till had food
for aweek, since over haf of our men were from Juma stribe, and those guys weren’t drawing from our
normal suppliesat dl!

Many of the leaders, especialy Juma, wanted to attack the palaceimmediately, but | talked
them into waiting until dawn, and then circling around and hitting the Arabs from the east, with the early
light in the enemy’ seyes. And yes, we could accomplish the same thing by attacking from the west in the
evening, but then we might not have enough time to get the job done!

But first, our army needed abit of training, at least being introduced to their new captains, being
told the battle plan, and then getting alot of rest.

There was some debate as to whether the Arabs could bring in any large number of soldiers, but
in truth, nobody knew whét the enemy’ s capabilitieswere. We could estimate their casualties, of course,
but no one knew how many soldiersthey had had when thiswar had started. They had adave
economy, and that takes alot of soldiersto keep the davesfrom revolting, and to kill them if they do
revolt. Savery isnot an economicaly efficient sysem.

Timbuktu was acity on an ocasisin the middle of adesert. The nearest relief would take at least
three weeksto get here. That’sif some other city would cometotheir aid at all.

Desert peoples are not avery cooperative bunch, on thewhole. Their main problem wasthe
lack of water, and if there was a severe scarcity, the general feding wasthat better | should live and you
should die!' In Poland and most of Northern Europe, the problem was the cold winters. There, the more
people you had around you, the warmer you were! This made for some mgor differencesin nationa
character.

| raised ahbit of astorm with my insstence that davery would be completely abolished in
Timbuktu. Theideaof most of the others was that they would be freed, but that now the Arabswould
be their daves, instead of the other way around. Let those bastards do dl of the work!

| persevered, though, and | knew that eventudly, | would win out. Wewerein aposition to end
this abomination, and we should doit!

For now, it was smply too new of anideafor most of them.

| did find out about the strange ending of last evening' sbattle. 1t ssemsthat sometime ago, the
Vizier, inthe flowery praisethat iscommon in their culture, extolling Haji’ s courage, strength, and
loyalty, had said thet if Hgjji ever proved to be didoyad, Timbuktu would vanish into the desert.

The localstook this sort of prophecy very serioudy!

The fact that my back had been to the setting sun, my size, which was similar to his, and Hgjji’s
fancy armor had al contributed to that fool’ s mistake. Much later, | found out that he had been executed
for hisstupidity.

Omar had lunch with mein my quarters. Jasmine served usroast chicken, with rice and fresh
vegetables. Where she had found them, | don’'t know.

“Conrad,” Omar said. “1 seethat my mistake wasin running up the wrong tower! | took a
amilar suite of rooms at the top of the southern tower, but it had been assigned to the second in
command here. The furnishings areinferior to yours, asisthe wardrobe, and no one like Jasmine was
thereto do hisbidding!”

“Warfareislargdy amatter of luck, my friend. We Il take the palace tomorrow, and after that,
we'll flip acoin to see who getsfirgt choice of rooms!”

“Done! And I’ ve no doubt that there will be others like your Jasmine available, even for an old,
one handed man like mysdf!”

Jasmine said, “Oh, you may be assured of that, Omar. If you wish, I'll find you afew, so that
you may make your choice!”



“Areyou surethat it will be so easy?’ Omar asked.

“Of course! If you areredly going to freedl of the davesin the city, therewill bealot of girls
like mewho will belooking for jobs. Taking care of men isthe only thing that we' ve been trained for!”

“Then | accept your kind offer, young lady. Please find me some young girlswith lipslikethe
reddest of berries, breastslike ripe melons, and nipples like the sweetest of raising! Also, remember that
asatruebeliever of Idam, | am entitled to four of them!”

“To hear isto obey!”

“Thefruitsof victory, indeed!” | said.

| spent the afternoon making sure that everyone knew the plan for tomorrow morning, getting to
know my officers, and making the rounds of the towers. Much of acommander’ sjob issmply walking,
watching, and listening.

In normal times, the guards of the gate went to the public baths like everyone else, but they did
have two bathtubs, one per tower, for emergencies, | suppose. Now, they were still in use, with three
meninthem at atime. If they wereto dieintomorrow’ s attack, they would at least die clean! They
seemed to be alittle low on soap, scissors, and razors, so | sent word for Jasmineto lend my new toilet
Set to them.

Hajji’ s clothes, on the other hand, were entirely too big to fit any of these men, so | kept them all
for mysdf.

Juma s men had been busy, and most of yesterday’ s battle field had been cleared of bodies.
Many were dready eaten, with the bones thrown into piles, many more were roasting over open fires,
and | wastold that over athousand of them were being smoked in abig stone cellar that had been found
under one of the buildings on the street! | elected to not go down and look &t it!

| never measured anything, but counting the roasted sculls and doing some estimating, | got the
impression that the Black Africanswe had in our army must be egting over twenty pounds of human flesh
per capita, per diem! That'salot of meat! The purely vegetarian diet we' d al been on must have hurt
them more than the rest of us. Or maybe ‘long pork’ redly isthat delicious!

But | didn’t redly want to know!

| had the other men fed supper and told them to sack out early, since we had to be up, fed, and
moving out long before dawn. Desert nights were usudly clear, and the moon tonight would be only one
day past full, so there would be plenty of light to find our way to our attack position.

Many modern city dwellersdon't realize just how bright afull moon can be, but | have often
comfortably read abook well past midnight outdoors, when the moon wasright.

Unlike the attack on the gate towers, there would be nothing haphazard about taking the palace.
We had people with uswho had actualy worked there. We had reasonably accurate drawings of the
gates, the gpproachesto them, and the private quarters of the Vizier’ swing. Killing him and his staff
soonest was critical to our success!

Again, | enjoyed Jasminge s cooking, and her lovemaking. And then, with the doors guarded and
the sentries set, | went to deep, after abit.

Therewas alot of noise coming from the street below. Dogs, cats, vultures, and crowswere
egting the offd, tripe, and intestines that Juma’ s men had left down therein piles, and doing it loudly.

Chapter 23 On a Staircase, Going Down



Judging by the moon, it was alittle before midnight when the fight started. It sounded likeit was
ingde the tower, so | didn’'t waste any time putting on armor, or indeed clothing, but just grabbed my
sword and ran down the stepsin anicely embroidered Egyptian cotton seeping robe, shouting the darm
dl theway.

Four of our men had been deeping afloor or two below me and were on the narrow, curving
staircase ahead of me. They didn’t lastlong. A large, heavily armed and armored party of Arabswas
pushing up the steps from below.

“Archersto the stairwell!” | shouted as the men in front of me were chopped up.

Thenit wasmy turn! They had armor and | didn’t, but | had my old sword, and that edge didn’t
care much about what it was cutting. Flesh, bone, or sted, it treated them al just the same!

My first blow swung across the empty space in the middle of the stairway, cut alesser sword
than minein haf, and then continued on to take my man’shead off. His swing was somewhat hampered
by having thewdll to hisright. | suppose that he could have blamed it on the staircase, had he had any
timeto assgnthe blame.

| kicked the body down the gtairsinto the man behind him, and split that guy’ s skull while hewas
trying to get untangled.

The archers were arriving above me, and they started peppering the Arabstrying to climb up. |
couldn’t help wondering why they hadn’t used archers on us when we took thistower in thefirst place.
Maybe, they just didn’t think of it.

| killed three more Arabs, while dowly descending the steps. The men following me tripped over
some of them, and then they started throwing the bodies down the stair shaft, where haf of them ended
upinthewell.

Bad desgn waswhat it wasl And herewe d just gotten that damned thing cleaned out! | could
see where it was convenient to be able to draw water up from any floor of the tower, with a bucket and
along rope, but why couldn’t they have put alid on the well, to keep dirt out if nothing else? And the
idiot designers had never even considered of the obvioudy common problem of faling bodies!

| soon found that once you cut an arm or two off of an Arab, the fight usualy goesright out of
him, and then aneck cut isfairly easy.

Not that | wasdoing dl of thework mysdlf! | soon had ahaf dozen good men behind me, with
swords and spears. They were particularly useful in getting me past the landings and doorways that led
to the rooms at each level. Without someoneto guard me as| passed adoorway, | would have gotten a
blade in my kidney early in that fight!

All of our men were awake now, those who weren't dead, and they were pouring into every
room | passed and cleaning it out!

But | was the man on the point, and for me, the enemy was down!

| was dowly working my way downward, and the archers probably got four of the Arabsfor
every onethat | did, but the rag heads gtill kept coming, as though they were being pushed up from
below!

How had these peopl e gotten in here, anyhow? We d had a strong guard on the single door
below, and Jumahad over two thousand of his men camped on the street. How could they possibly
have gone through the Black Africanswithout anybody hearing it?

Well, I'd find out eventualy, once | made it to the bottom.

Damn, but my sword arm was getting sore!’ Thiswas one hell of aworkout!

After more time and blood than | care to think about we made it down to the second floor,
where the guard room and the well were.

Asmy men were breaking into the guard room, the fifty or so Arabsin front of metried to run for
it, going down the steps for the tower door. They had to scramble over our daughtered door guardsto
do it, but they managed to unbar the sturdy door and rush out.



Straight into Juma sforces!

Two hundred spears flew in the moonlight, and the Arabs were no more!

| stepped outside and sat down on the steps, exhausted. | was unharmed, but my sword arm
ached, and my silk embroidered Egyptian cotton robe was in tatters and drenched in human blood.

| tried to find aclean spot on my robe so | could wipe my blade off, but | couldn’t find one. |
findly had to stand up and take the damned robe off, and then it there naked, to get at a clean spot on
the back. Asidefrom the diamond edge, only fifty atomsthick, my sword was high carbon sted!. It
needed to be kept clean, or it would rust.

After awhile, Jumacame over and sat down next to me.

“Thisbusiness of warfareisvery hard on one swardrobe!” | said.

“So it would appear. First your pretty red silk cape, and now your bathrobe. Perhapsyou
should adopt my peopl€ sfashions. They are much more practical!”

“| shal consider it. How did the Arabs get past your people and into the tower?’

“They didn't,” Jumasaid. “At least in the southern tower, they camein through a secret passage
and through a hidden doorway in the side of thewell. They climbed up the meta ladder set into the wall
of thewell, and invaded the tower. Fortunately, at the time, one of the door guards was getting adrink
of water, contrary to your rules about drinking unboiled well water, and was able to dert the others
before hewaskilled. They inturn aerted my people, who came quickly to their aid.

“Y ou had no such luck in the northern tower,” he continued. “The Arabs were ableto caich
your door guards unawares, daughter them from behind, from the looks of it, and bar the door to keep
usfromaiding you.”

“Couldn’t you have crossed over to us & the level of thewall?’ | asked.

“Oh, wedid!' But then we were above thefight, and your men werein our way!”

“Of course. | wasn't thinking. Well, we ve got another messto clean up herel”

Jumasad, “I don’t think so. Those bodiesfilling both of the wells are doing avery good job of
closing off the secret doors and passages, and my people have got enough to est for weeks. This
morning, | urged attacking the palace immediately, but you rejected my advice. Had we doneit my way,
this attack would not have occurred. We velost over athousand men here, you know. They probably
lost at least as many aswe did, but you have always been overly concerned with such things. Nonethe
less, | must now ingist that we attack the palace immediately! We are all awake now, and most of the
men will not easily get to deep again soon. They will betired by the time your dawn attack isto occur.
But we cannot delay thisany more! Wewill dl atack now, or my tribe and | will do it without you!”

“Very wel. Thistime, you have provento beright. Give meafew minutesto get into my
armor. | will leave the wounded to hold the towers and guard this gate, so if wefail in this attack, we will
have some placeto fal back on.”

“Itisgood. | will send my wounded into the towers, aswel. Onemorething. Sincewewill be
attacking well before dawn, thereis no point in attacking the eastern gate of the palace. We should hit
the western gate, which iscloser.”

“Waell, let’s have afew archers make a demonstration at the other two gates, anyway. Lots of
noise and arrows, but no real attack. They can start when they hear the main attack. It should draw off
some of their forces, anyway.”

“Very well, Conrad.”

“And be sure that we take dong al of the rope and grappling hooks we have in the armory.

We' renot likely to find the gates opened for us.”

“Of course, we' ll bring the ropes and hooks. But ask that Christian God of yours for an open
gate, anyway. Now go, and put your pretty armor on!”

Women dways seem to know what’ s going on better than men do. Jasmine had my armor out
and ready. Asshehelped megetintoit, | told her that she'd be needed in the aid Station, because the



regular doctors would be going with usto attack the palace. After the wounded had been taken care of,
she should pack dl of the clothes and anything else of vaue here, because we would be moving into the
palace soon, with any luck.

Then | took my new bow, two quivers of arrows, my sword, and agood knife, and went down.
My sword arm was gill tired and sore. Let somebody €l se be the heroic point man next time!

| went down to the street where our men were mustering.

| was surprised to find Omar there wearing the armor of the troops who had just attacked us.
With him were over two gross of men in the same uniform.

“They were polite enough to deliver thisarmor to us, Conrad. Wouldn't it be rude of usnot to
wear it on our vigit to their palace?’

“Quiteright, my friend. Have you thought about how we will get into the palace, or was aformal
invitation incdluded with the uniforms?’

“Since we are properly attired now, | thought that | might try smply walking up and asking them
to open the gate. It worked thelasttimel tried it.”

“That isavery good ideal Take your peopleto the front of the column. I'll seethat Juma's
people, and the rest of our raggedy band, stay out of sight,” | said.

Two groups of fifty archers each were sent off at arun to create diversons at the other two
gates.

Associating with the Arabs, with their base ten numbering system, was rapidly reverting meto
thinking in base ten, which | had grown up using, rather than in the base twelve system that we now used
in Poland.

There were again about four thousand of us as we went quietly down the street. New recruits
had just about made up for dl of our recent combat losses. And since we had been consstently winning,
we had asurplus of wegpons and armor, stolen from the dead.

Despite the nearly full moon, the streets of Timbuktu were very quiet, probably because
Modemsdon't goin much for night life. We didn’t see anyone the whole way to the paace.

Juma had wanted to run the full distance, but I managed to convince him that we would be
quieter if we smply walked. Even so, wewere not exactly silent. The footsteps of four thousand quiet
men are ftill quiteloud. Itisan eerie, high pitched sound, not at al what you would expect.

Jumasaid quietly to me, “Y ou know, when we take the paace, we must kill them dl.”

“Not al of them. Many of the people there will be daves, asyou and | were. They must be
gpared, and freed. Many of themwill join our army.”

“That would be difficult! How would wetell one from the other?’

“No, itiseasy,” | sad. “If hetriestokill you, kill him back. If heisunarmed and bowsto you,
throw himinjail, or whatever isavailable, until we can sort everything out.”

“It would be easier to just kill them al. And you keep saying ‘he’. Thewomen haveto dieas
wdl!”

“What for? Modem women aren’t fighters. Their men would never permitit! Andthemenin
our army are going to want women, wives even, very soon. No, waste not, want not!” And of course, if
you don't treet them too badly, most women will eventually learn to love their conquerors. They cdl it
The Stockholm Syndrome.

“None of my tribesmen would ever take an Arab for awife!” Jumasaid.

“Some of them might, given timeto adjust to theidea. Once we have taken this city, you and
your men will be wealthy nobles here! 'Y ou could build yourselves some very good livesin Timbuktu!”

“Thereisno lifefor usl That ended when our families were killed, our tribe was butchered, and
we oursalves were endaved!”



“My peoplelook at things differently, Juma. Once, my country of Poland was defeated,
conquered, and dismembered by three of our powerful enemies. For dmost two hundred years, Poland
did not exist asacountry! 'Y et my people had a song that started out, * Poland is not yet dead, not while
wedill livel” Andintime, Poland wasreborn! Y our tribeis not dead, Jumal Not while you or any one
of your men dtill lives! Your tribeisdtill there, ingde of you! And if you have the will and the courage,
you could make it comedive again, here, in Timbuktu!”

Hewasslent for along time. Then hesaid, “I will think onit. Thepaaceisclose. Itistimeto

get into position.”

Chapter 24 Playing The Palace

My distinctive armor had been noticed by the Arabsin an earlier battle, so | stayed back and in
the shadows while Omar tried his luck with getting in the gate.

Hejust casudly walked across the wide street surrounding the palace, with amost three hundred
men at his back, and asked for the gates to be opened for him.

A voice from above the gate shouted, “Who goes there?’

“Sergeant Omar, with some re-enforcements for you!”

“We don't need any re-enforcements!”

“My captain said that you did! Ther€ sarumor going around that the revolting daves are
planning to attack the palace soon!”

“Yes, yesl Weknow al about that! They’ll be attacking at dawn, and hitting the Eastern Palace
Gate. We ve brought in twelve thousand men, and the barracks are overflowing right now. Thereisn't

even any extrafloor space in there, and men are deeping under the bunks! L ook, the attack won't
happen for at least Sx hours. Go back to your own barracks, and come back herein five hoursl We

can probably find some use for you as areserve company.”

So not only did they know what our exact plans were, they outnumbered us by three to one, and
they were on the inside while we were out here. Thisdid not ook auspicious!

Omar called back, “But that'salong walk! 1sn't there alittle room somewhere, in the gate
towers, perhaps?’

“No! We ve got soldiers deeping on the stairsover herel Anyway, my orders are that these
gates stay closed! Do you expect meto argue withthe Vizier?’

“No, of coursenat, sr! We Il seeyou inthemorning! Follow me, men!”

Only he wasn't going back theway he came. To me, it looked as though he was going to try his
luck with the commander of the Southern Palace Gate.

| went back and found Juma.

“You heard?’ he asked me.

“Yes, anditisnot good! When we attack, we will be serioudy outnumbered.”

“What do you suggest?”’

“Wewait. Maybe Omar can come up with something. | think that he’ strying to get into the
Southern Palace Gate, now,” | said.

“How could they have known our plans so accurately?’

“Easly enough. They could have smply have dressed a spy up to look like adave, and had him
volunteer to join our forces. We had to accept every able bodied man who wanted to join, after al.



When he found out what he wanted to know, he could have dipped away, or sent amessage back in any
of adozenways. A carrier pigeon, for dl | know.”

Jumasaid, “We should have kept adouble ring of guards around the towers, one to keep the
enemy out and the other to keep our own forcesin!”

“Wadll, firg off, we didn’t think of it. Things have been very rushed, latdy. And even if we had,
I’'m not surethat it would have worked. We' ve had to forage for food, and we' ve been fighting battles
away from the gate towers. A message could have easily been sent while either of those things was going
on.”

“Y ou could have eaten our enemies, as my people do. Then you wouldn’t have had to forage!
And it wasn't one of my people who betrayed us”

Ignoring the thing about eating the Arabs, | said, “No, | don’t think that it was. Hewould have
had to be someone who looked like an Arab.”

We waited for what seemed like hoursin thisworld without clocks, with no sign of Omar, nor a
sound from the palace.

“Conrad, come quickly!” Jumacaled in aloud whisper. “Look at thig!”

He pointed to awoman who was waking alongside of the palacewall. She wearing the head to
toe baggy covering that al women here wore outside of their homes, but she had an exaggerated sway to
her stride.

Then she stopped and tapped against thewall. Once. Four times. Then twice more. Obvioudy
acodeor sgnd.

Suddenly, what had looked like a solid wall became a doorway, and she was admitted to the
palace!

“A progtitute, visiting aclient, no doubt,” Jumasaid. “Sheisthe second onewho has gone
through that secret door! Let’syou and | go knock on that wall, and see what happens!”

“It isabetter plan than standing here in the dark!”

Weleft most of our men with Sir Stephan in charge, after talking briefly with him. If hewas
attacked out here, he should defend himsdlf, but retreat, back to the city’ swest gate. If the palace gate
opened, he should rush in. If nothing happened for another hour, he should go back to the city’ swest
gate, and defend it without us.

| didn’t want to take Jumaaong, snce hedidn’'t look at al likean Arab. Heinssted, however,
and it wasn't worth getting into aloud argument over. | did take ten other men with us, good fighters
who could passfor the enemy. Jumaagreed to act like aprisoner if the Situation required it.

Besides my armor, | had my sword, agood knife, my bow and two quivers of arrows. | didn’t
know exactly what we were about to get involved with, but | planned to be ready for it.

We went across the wide street to the palace wall with Jumain the middle. Otherswere carrying
his weapons, he had his hands held behind his back, asif bound, and his head was bowed, asif in
defeat. No one seemed to notice us.

One of my men, alocal who spoke Arabic without an accent, knocked the code on the secret
door. It opened immediately. Someone had been stationed there, waiting. | suspected that it wasa
lucrative post, Since anyone entering would be expected to pay abribefor his services.

What he got from uswas a cut throat, and afast but lonely death!

Two of the men with me had been mae harem daves when they were adolescents, serving the
Modem perverts until they were thirteen and judged to be too old for the job. Then, they had been sold
to the city asagriculturd daves. They knew their way around the paace, and both of them had along
standing grudge to settle.

“To the Western Palace Gate,” | said, and they nodded. “We haveto get it opened!”

From studying the plans, and now walking through it, | am certain that the palace was never



designed, in the ordinary sense of theword. This place smply grew, over hundreds of yearswith
hundreds of people making changesin thingsto suit their current whims and needs.

Nothing was smple, obvious, or straight forward. Everything was twisted, convoluted, and
awkward. From the outside, the place looked smple enough, but insde, it was amaze!

Without our guides, we would have been hopelesdy lost in minutes. | wondered if thiswas what
had happened to Omar and his men.

We tried to make our way to the gate towersin acam, unthreatening, and peaceful fashion.
Twelve men cannot take on twelve thousand in ether afair fight or asnesky one. Twice though, calm
and peaceful had to give way to violent and brutal! Knivesflashed and Arabs died quietly, for the most
part. We hid the bodies as best aswe could, quickly, and hurried on our way, without an alarm being
sounded.

So far we had been lucky, losing only one of our men.

Someone said that we were amost there when we smelled smoke. Almost immediately, we
heard acry in the distance, “Firel”

“Quickly now!” | shouted, “Let’ s get that gate open!”

We got outside of the building wewerein and ran for the gate. A tal, military looking building
was on fire to our right, with flames shooting high, and horrible screams coming from within! Soon, |
realized that at least two of the gates were adlso ablaze. This had to be Omar’ swork.

Both gate towers on the Western Palace Gate were burning, but the gate between them wasn't.

Juma had our men lifting the huge bar that |ocked the gate when the same officer who refused to
let Omar in started shouting at them.

“Get away from that gate! 1t was ordered closed!”

“Areyou mad?’ One of our men shouted back, “ The palaceisburning! Wewill al bekilled if
we don’t get out!”

The officer looked like we was going to tell someoneto stop us, so | got my bow out and shot
him. Hetumbled from thewall, and managed to kill one of my own men when hefel on him.

It was one of the former harem boys. Damn. Some things just don’t work out.

Asthe gate was opened, | could see our ragtag forces coming at arun, with Sir Stephan at the
head of them.

The two towers now had fire coming out of every window and arrow dlit, and it occurred to me
that if the ropesthat held up the portcullis burned through, the heavy, iron thing would come down hard,
with noway of raising it again. | got eight men to help mewith the huge bar that had locked the gate, and
we jammed it upright into the dot that the portcullisranin. | hoped it would work, anyway.

“Waell, Conrad. 'Y ou seem to have gotten this part of the task done without me!”

The portcullisdid start to come down, but it jammed againgt the bar that we had placed just in
time! Theway was till open!

| turned to see Omar’ sgrinning face, and said, “We became worried about you! Y ou were
gonefor solong, and you didn’t even writeto us!”

We stepped away from the gate so that we wouldn't be trampled by our own men. Jumawas
aready leading them to the VIP wing of the pdace.

“There was much work to do,” Omar said. “It would have done usno good at al if our forces
had been chopped to bits by an enemy three timeslarger than we were. It was necessary to balancethe
numbers of thearmiesinvolved. It took usawhileto locate forty barrels of olive ail, and to seeto it that
they were distributed properly. Thetruly hard part wasto carry two barrels of ail to the top of each gate
tower without being noticed.”

“As crowded as everything was, | can’t imagine how you managed to do that!”

“Wetold them that the oil was needed to set Signd fires, to dert the rest of the city that we were



really under attack. We even got the soldiersin the towersto help us carry it up. When they went back
inside to go back to deep, we poured the oil down on the inside of the towers where the Arabs were
again deeping on the Seps, and lit it &fire.”

“And that big building that’sburning?’ | asked.

“Oh, that was the main barracks. The oil was conveniently stored in the basement there. It was
asmple matter of opening the barrels and leaving astub of acandle burning in the spilled ail. Wethen
tied dl of the doors shut and let things take their course. | believe that we have burned six to eight
thousand of them thisnight. Perhaps severa thousand more.”

“Death by fire” | said. “That’sarough way to go.”

“I do not believe that there are any good waysto die, Conrad, but surdly, it is preferablefor it to
happen to someone ese, and not to one’ s own sdlf!”

The few Arab soldierswe saw were busily trying to fight the fires, and weren’t worrying about us
adl.

“| suppose that we should see how thingsare going inthe Vizier’ squarters,” | said.

“And | think that it would be better for usto wait abit. Our soldiers have many years of hateto
work out of their systems, and it would be best to just let them do it. Neither you nor | wish to seethe
thingsthat are going onin there, just now. And if wetried to restrain them, they could easily turn on us.
Letit alone, Conrad.”

It seemed cowardly to Smply let an atrocity take place, but | could see the wisdom of it. Unless
the entire leadership of this city was destroyed, we would never be secure here. Someone would aways
be starting arevolt againgt us, every revolt would cost many thousands of lives, and one of them would
probably succeed, eventualy. Our plansto end davery in Africawould then come to nothing.

Silently, | nodded my agreement.

Omar and | found our way to the roof of the paaceitsdlf, to keep an eye onthings. Inahaf an
hour, the fires had burned themsalves out. Thewalls of the towers and buildings had been of plastered
limestone blocks, but the floors and roofs had been made out of wood. The barracks building and al of
the gate towers were gutted, with no hope of any survivors.

A crowd of several hundred Arab soldiers was milling around.

“Ligtento me, people!” | shouted down to them. “TheVizierisdead! Hisfamily isdead! His
top people are al dead! Most of your army isdead! Y ou have fought awar, and you havelostit! If
you want to be dead, too, we can arrangethat! Or, if you would prefer to live, dl that you havetodois
go away, now. Inafew days, we will be needing some experienced soldiers and policemen. If you are
willing to swesar alegiance to the new regime, we will soon be hiring. Perhaps, promotionswill come
quickly.”

An officer in the crowd asked, “ And who are you, to be telling us these things?’

“I am Conrad Stargard, Hetman of the Christian Army. Some of your former leaderswerefools
enough to try to make adave out of me. Now, | have defeated them, and you, in just three days.”

“Hal And maybe | am Ghingus Khan!”

In one smooth motion, | drew my bow and put an arrow through the man’s heart. Hefell over
dead.

“Does anyone el se here doubt my word!” | shouted.

No one answered.

“Then go home!”

And they did!



Chapter 25 The Devil isin the Details

It was dawn before Omar and | findly entered the palace proper. Jumacame over, chewing on a

human forearm.
| said, “It'svery strange, but I'm amost getting used to seeing things like that.”

“TheVizier. Heisold and stringy, but thereis much mannahere,” he explained. “Where have
you two been?’

“There wasthe rest of the palace complex to be attended to,” Omar said. “Wetakeit that the
senior leadership of the city isno more?’

“Y es, we attended to that, first thing,” Jumasaid.

“Have you seen Sir Stephan?’ | asked.

“Hetook a spear in the leg when we rushed the palace here. He'll live, but hewon’t be walking
forawhile” Jumasad.

“What of the palace daves?’ | asked.

“Those who claimed to be daves arelocked in the dungeon below, dthough | think that many of
them areliars. Those women that you were so worried about are locked in the north tower, unharmed,
for the most part.”

“For the most part?’

“Well, most of them have been raped afew times, but that’ s only to be expected. | told the men
not to be too rough on them. | don't think that any of the young oneswerekilled at al.”

“Theyoung ones,” | said.

“Yes. You sad that our men would be wanting those women, even for wives, so dl of them
young enough and the least bit attractive were spared. Eventhelittlegirls”

“Y ou killed the older women?’

“Of course! Of what possible useisan old woman? Anyway, they were too dangerous to keep
around! When you have killed an old woman’ s husband and al of her sons, shewon't stop until either
you are dead, or sheis. Thelatter ispreferable, from my point of view.”

Before | could say anything, Omar said, “Y ou are wise, Juma.”

| let it go. What was done, was done, and | needed Juma and Omar.

| said, “Well, thereis ill work to be done. Call the Captainstogether, Juma. We haveto set up
our defenses here, and then bring our wounded out of the west city gate, along with the booty and the
arsend wewon there. | think that most of the arsend s here were in the gate towers and the main
barracks, and that they have been burned. We have to get the kitchens going for our men, and for our
prisoners. And we haveto get this place cleaned up,” | said. “I expect that we can get the old palace
g&ff to help uswith much of this”

“Thisisdl true,” Omar said. “Equaly important, though, we must make a proclamation to the city,
gtating what we have done, declaring our victory, and explaining the new rule that they will be under. We
must have thisread many times, in al of the market places of the city.”

| said, “I would think that Omar would be the person to write that proclamation, but that the three
of ustogether should decide exactly what should be said.”

“I want no part of it,” Jumasaid. “1 wastrained in the arts of war, not those of peace. | will go
Set up our defenses here, and send athousand men back to the west gate for our people and our loot.”

“Asyouwish, Juma,” | said asheleft. “So, Omar, shal we write a proclamation?’

“Soon. But | found this gold coin on the ground, and | consider it to be lucky. | proposetoflip it
intheair whileyou predict thefal of it. Thiswill decide who getsfirst choice of gpartments here, sincel



believe that Jumawill prefer to live outsde. His people do not like stone walls and heavy roofs
overhead.”

| called ‘heads’, but it came down ‘tails .

“Perhapsit isalucky coin, for you at least,” | said. “Go and chose your quarters, my friend. But
please tell me where you found the second best quarters.”

| found paper, apen, and ink, and started writing up what | thought were the important points of
our proclamation.

Fird, | stressed that while we were in a position to endave every Arab in the city, we wouldn’t be
doing that. Since man was madein God' sown image, davery isan offense againgt God (or Allah), and
was hereby forbidden. All davesin the City of Timbuktu wereimmediately to befreed. From thisday
on, the buying, sdling, and ownership of human beings was punishable by desath, and the confiscation of
al property.

Former daves and former dave owners were encouraged to be sensible, however. For athree
month period, freedmen and freedwomen were encouraged to work for their former mastersin return for
food, housing, and asmal sdary. Permanent arrangements that were acceptableto dl partiesinvolved
were also acceptable to the city’ snew rulers.

The farming land that the city owned would be given in smdl plotsto freed daves, providing that
they worked the land for two years. They could sdll the surplus of what they grew asthey wished. After
two years of this, if they had proven that they were decent farmers, their ownership of the land would be
freeand clear.

Workerswould be hired by the city to keep the irrigation pumps going until such time as better
machinery could be built. 1t was planned to expand the amount of land irrigated, to increase the food
supply.

Freedom of Religion was declared.

Freedom of Transit was declared.

The Right of Departure was declared.

And lastly, every adult in the city was obligated to swear an Oath of Fedlty to Juma, Omar, and to
myself. They might be required to repeat this oath at any time. The breaking of this oath was punishable
by death. Failureto take the oath would result in expulsion from the city, with al of their redl property
escheating to the city, athough they could take their chattel property with them.

Omar came back, and said, “The gpartment that | think that you will want is at the top of that
darcase, totheleft. Mineistotheright. Your apartment isactualy larger than mine, but | liked the
bal cony and the terrace on the one to the right.”

| said, “It will be asyou wish. Do you know if any sort of treasury was found here? We will need
asupply of money, beforelong.”

“No one said anything about atreasury, but | suppose that one must exist. | shal make some
inquiries, and conduct a search if necessary.”

“Good. But for now, read this and see what you think.”

Omar stared at what | had written for amoment, then turned the sheet sideways and looked at it
again, and findly handed it back to me. *Perhaps you should read thisto me,” he said.

| looked at what | had written, and realized that while it wasin Arabic, | had written it in Polish
phonetic script!

| laughed, 1 guess that while you taught me to speak Arabic, you never taught meto writeit!”

“You will recal that at thetime, therewas alack of certain useful items, such as pens, ink, and

“True. I'll readittoyou,” | chuckled.
| read through it al, while he took notes.



“Thisbusiness of freeing the daves, and not endaving the Arabs. | takeit that you are adament
about this?’

“Absolutdy!” | said, “Remember that we started dl of this when we both witnessed amiracle! |
believe that al of this happened because God was offended by what He saw, and that He had us put an
endtoit! How e se could we have won every battle, with the odds so heavily againgt us every time?’

“How, indeed? Thenit will beasyou say. But it will be more difficult to accomplish than you
imagine”

“Nothing is difficult when you have God on your side!”

“Your fathisheartening.” Omar sad, “I agree with distributing the city agricultura land to the
freed daves. There are crops growing out there that must be harvested. Thanksto our revolt, there are
now many fewer mouthsto feed, but the freed daves will want to est more and better food than they got
before. But what about this new machinery that you promise? Can it redly pump water without daves,
or other men, working at it?’

“Certainly! In Europe, | have built many such machines, of many types. They can be powered by
wind, or by water, or even by firel They are far more efficient than daves, sncethey don't revolt againgt
their masters, they don't have to be fed, and they work dl night aswell asal day.”

“I suppose that | must take that on faith. What exactly do you mean by ‘ Freedom of Religion’?’

| said, “I mean that every person’ s relationship with God ishisown business. Hecanbea
Chrigtian, or a Jew, or afollower of Idam, or anything else that he wantsto be. The government, by
which | mean us, doesn't have the right to say anything about it, providing that he obeysthelaw. Thisis
redly apractica necessity, snceyou areldamic, | am aChrigtian, and neither of usis quite surejust
what Jumais Yet weal need each other! What else can we say except that it isan individual choice?’

“| seewhat you are saying, but many in thiscity will be very offended by it! They believe that their
way isthe only way that is permitted by Allah. Many arewilling to diefor their beliefd”

“If they are eager to do so, | am sure that Jumawould be willing to accommodate them. By the
way, | think that we should make him the head of our army, here.”

“| agree with that last thought, Conrad. He hasa sort of radiant power about him that makes men
want to follow him. Do you think that there might be something to this mannathing he speaks so much
of 7’

“I don’'t know. All that I'm sure of isthat | would not like to be forced to wage war againgt him!”

“| say amen to that!”

| said, “1 dso think that you would be the best man to be in charge of the civil government here.

Y our youthful training in the law would comein handy, | think.”

“It would surely be immodest for me to say o, but | have long thought that | would make avery
good City Manager. Certainly, | would loveto try my hand at it! But what of you? Where do you see
your own place in the governance of Timbuktu?’

“I think that for astart, | will build anumber of useful machineshere. Eventudly, though, | will
have to return to my own people. | have two wives and many children, back in Poland.”

“Thenit shal beasyouwishit, my friend. Some day, you must again pay usavist herein
Africal”

“Or perhaps you would want to visit with mein Poland. | can promise you afinetime there!”

Hesad, “Perhaps| shall. But thereiswork to be done, today! Now, tell me about this
‘Freedom of Trangt’”

| said, “Itissmply that anyone may travel wherever he wishes, taking his property with him,
without paying duties on it, providing that he obeysthelaw.”

“Hmmm. No customs or gate fees?’

“That'sright. Freetrade enriches everyone.”



“Very wel,” Omar said. “And this*Right of Departure ?’

“That isastandard law in Europe that ensures that other forms of human bondage are also
forbidden, including serfdom and debt bondage. Any adult may smply leave and go € sewhere, except
for convicted criminals and soldiers just before a battle.”

“And thislast item, this* Oath of Fedty’, what exactly should it say?’

“1 was going to let you write that one, Omar. Basicdly, | just want them to promise to be good,
obedient citizens”

“Very wdll, | think that | can write this proclamation now, but it will be the work of some hours. |
suggest that you spend some time sorting through the daves in the dungeon, and putting as many of them
as possible to work around here, cleaning up thismess. If aman has strong, rough hands, he was
probably adave. If he haswell trimmed and perfumed hair, he probably wasn't. Oh, yes. And if you
find ascribe who saysthat he can make fair copiesin Arabic, please send himtome. | once had avery
good hand for writing, but they cut it off.”

| figured that if he could joke about it, it couldn’t be troubling him too much.

| gathered up afew dozen of our soldiers, to act as a backup for me, and headed down to the
dungeon. | started out by telling the six hundred odd men and boys down there that if they had been
daves or honest workingmen, they had nothing to fear. Wewerefreeing dl of the davesin the city, and
would be hiring many people to do the work that was needed. | stressed that getting their freedom aso
gave them the freedom to sarve, if they didn’t find useful work.

Then | took them aside and talked to them one a atime. Most of the men were menials of one
sort or another, and if they looked the part, | asked them if they wanted their old job back, but with pay,
now. We had everything from floor scrubbersto scribesto pasiry chefs down there.

Mogt of them accepted my offer, although we hadn’t worked out a pay schedule, yet.

But there were thirty five of them who just didn’t ook like what they claimed to be. Like one guy
who said that he was a gardener, but who had beautifully manicured fingernails. | had them locked back
up, resolving to seeif | could get anyone to vouch for them.

It was |ate afternoon before | finished the job.

| looked up Sir Stephan in the palace infirmary, and found him well bandaged, but in good spirits.

“I heard that you put Jumain charge of thearmy, my lord.”

“Yes. So many of our menwere originadly from histribe, and his people are wdl trained, but with
different weapons and tactics than we are used to. And, of course, you weren't available for the job.
Then too, eventualy we' re going to have to figure out away to get back to Poland. Y ou have alot of
accumulated pay and leave time built up, and afew promotions coming!”

“I'll be up and around soon, sir, and help you plan our trip.”

“Good man! But now there other thingsthat | have to attend to.”

| soon found Jumaand Omar eating norma food in asmal dining room off the kitchen.

Omar said, “Ah, Conrad! 'Y ou must come and taste this Baklava. It isthe finest that | have ever
egten!”

“So the pastry chef | sent to the kitchen really was achef, en?’ | said.

“Oh, yes! And the othersyou released al seem to be doing well, including the scribe. He dmost
has twenty fine copies of the proclamation finished. | have already started to send out men with good
voicesto read them aoud in the market places!”

Jumasaid, “I had to make one small changein the proclamation, to insure that al of the people
from my tribe came to meet me here. | want them in the army that you have given me command of.”

“Thissoundsreasonable,” | said. “But tell me what the proclamation actualy said.”

Omar said that he did not have a copy of it with him, but that he could recite it from memory. It
wasatypicaly Arabian flowery thing, caling on Allah every second line, tdling in extreme detail about



how my hand had grown back, and how our revolt was doing the work of God. Allah had been with us
in every battle, and our enemies had no choice but to die before us. It said that while the people had
never shown any mercy to us, we would be merciful to them, and not endavethemit turn. It eventualy
got around to explaining the new laws. And then there were as many literary flourishes at theend as
there werein the beginning.

“Wadll, it wouldn't fly in Cracow,” | said, “But | suppose that it’ swhat’ s needed here.”

Omar said, “Thank you.”

Jumasaid, “ And how went your day in the dungeons?’

“There werethirty five of those so called ‘daves that | wasn't sureof. They are still locked up
down there. Perhapstomorrow, Omar here could look in on them. There must be someone around
here who can identify them, one way or another. Freethose who deserveit, and have Jumaherekill the
rest of them, | suppose.”

“Wewill seetoit,” Omar said.

| said, “Has anybody looked into the other three city gates? We took the west gate, but the
others till should have enemy soldiersin them.”

“I have. They 4ill have afew soldiersin them, but most of them were sent here to guard the
palace. And thosefew soldiersthat areleft havedl sworn fedty to us. It waseasier to do it that way
than to fight our way in and kill them,” Jumasaid.

“Good ideg,” | said. “Now, what does anybody know about the city treasury? Hasit been
found?’

“Yes” Omar sad, “Anditisvery extensvel | truly believe that we could go for severd years
without collecting any taxesat dl!”

“That'sarelief! Now | know that we will be ableto pay al of the hundreds of peoplethat | hired
today! But don't even think about cutting taxes. Wewill haveto pay free mento do dl of the work,

now, and not just give bad food to daves! Lastly, how do | get abath around here?’
“Thereisalarge and beautiful public bath in the building to the west of thisone, but | think that
Jasmine might have something prepared for you in your new apartment,” Omar said.
“Then, | won't keep her waiting! | wish you gentlemen agood evening.”
Omar said, “It will be abetter evening for meif Jasminefulfills her promiseto me!”
“I'll remind her of that.”

Chapter 26  Omar’sConjugal Vist

| went to the top of the stepsto find Jasmine leading eight beautiful, full bodied, and scantily clad young
women into Omar’ s gpartment. They reminded me of the ladies on the cover art that an American artist
named Frazetta was famousfor.

Jasmine said, “ Omar said that he was entitled to four women, and talked about what they should
look like, but he didn’t tell me much else. Four of these girls were daves before, and four were from the

old nobility. It will give him some choice, dthoughthey aredl of hisrdigion,” Jasmine explained.
“Should | go and tell him about what awaitshim?’ | asked.
“I would suggest that you don’'t, my lord. They will need sometimeto get his placetidied up,
among other things. Letit beasurprize”
“I'msurethat it will bel Tell the girlsto be gentle with him, won't you? He'san old man.”
“They will make him young again,” Jasmine said with asmile as she led meinto my own apartment.



| had three nice surprises of my own waiting for me. A blond, abrunet, and aredhead. They
wered| very young and dender, they were naked, and they were knedling in aline, awaiting me!

“These are Tatiana, Maria, and Colleen. Like me, they were all born Chrigtians. | thought that
you might be more comfortable among your own kind, and aman of your station deserves morethan a
snglesarvant,” Jasmine said.

“Uh, welcome, ladies,” | said. “Thank you, Jasmine. | supposethat I'll be ableto figure out a
way of paying you dl properly, somehow.”

“But you have plenty of money, my lord.”

“I do?’

“Of course!” Jasmine said, “Y ou have Hajji’ smoney chest, for starters. That’s enough to
maintain thissmall of ahousehold for twenty years, at least. Plus, your share of the palace treasury must
be athousand timesthat.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about this money chest earlier?’

“Because you never asked me, my lord?’

“Y ou know, I’ ve heard that answer before. Show me Hgjji’s money chest, and then I’ll be
wanting dinner, followed by abath. It's been another very long day. Buit first, get me out of thisarmor!”

The girlswere al embarrassed when | ingsted that they sit down and eat with me, sSince that
wasn't theway that they had been trained. | explained that thiswas my household and it would be run
according to my rules. Here, we dl ate the same food, and we ate it together.

Arabsadl sat on cushionsonthefloor. It gave me crampsinmy legs. | resolved to get some
tables and chairs made ASAP.

Despite the fact that | was now dressed in one of Hajji’s elaborately decorated silk robes, | kept
al of thegirlsnaked. At their young ages, they looked better that way. There arelimitsto equality, after
al.

| soon found out that each of them played amusical instrument or two, including Jasmine. She
played avery smal verson of an Indian Sitar. Shecalled it aBaby Sitar. Honest!

Mus ¢ and dancing were gpparently part of the training course for young women around here,
along with cooking, cleaning, and properly serving their men. No timewas‘wasted’ on reading, writing,
and arithmetic, not on awoman, anyway, since they had to be ready before they reached puberty.

Among the Arabs, the women provide the entertainment, and the men sit back and enjoy. It was
asystem with much to be said for it, if you were aman.

We were haf way through an excelent meal when there was aknock on the door. Thegirls
looked confused. This disturbance wasn'’t supposed to happen!

“Never mind,” 1 said. “I'll getit.” | took my sword with me, since things had been violent of |late.

Jumawas standing there.

“Do l interrupt you?’

“Not at dl! Comein. Wewere just having some very good stewed lamb. Y ou must sit down
andjoin meand my new family.”

The girlswere suddenly covering their breasts with their hands, acting embarrassed about being
naked in front of aman who was't their lord.

“Girls,” | said, “1 say again, this household will be run according to my rules. My people don’'t
much care about nudity, and neither do Juma's. Serve him some food, and then sit down. Except for
you, Jasmine. It'syour turn to dance for us.”

Jasmine got up and danced something smooth, dow, and sensua to the music of Maria sflute and
Colleen’ sdrum, awide topped, narrow bottomed thing that she called an aouood , | think.



When Jasmine finished with an elaborate bow, | said, “What can | do for you, Juma? Isthere
something that you wanted to spesk to me about, or isthisjust apleasant socid cal?’

“Oh, there were afew details concerning the army that | was going to talk over with you, but they
don’t seem very important just now. It can wait until the morning. Y ou seem to have avery comfortable
existence, here”

“Happiness must be found within one' s salf, my brother, but friends, comfortable surroundings,
and lovely women help alot. | hope that you are beginning to think about what we talked over last night,
about your tribe fill being dive, indgde of you.”

Jumasaid, “1 have been thinking, yes, but to live in these brick buildings, with these heavy roofs
above us, it seems so unnatura to me.”

“No one said that you had to live insde of the paace, if you don’t want to. Y ou could liveinthe
courtyard, or out in thefields, if you like. 'Y ou could even build avillage of the sort used by your people
ontop of thisvery palace! It hasabig, flat roof, you know. Y ou could bring in the kinds of plants and
animalsthat you are used to. | could build you wind powered pumpsto water the plants and give drink
to your people. Indeed, there are the thick tops of the palace wallsto consider, and even the walls of the
entirecity. Can you imagine the difficulties that an enemy would haveif he wasforced to invade usright
through one of your villages?

“That isavery interesting thought! 1 will go up there in the morning with some of my people, and
wewill discussit. Thereare over six thousand of us here now, you know, and more are turning up every
hour.”

| said, “Thisisexcelent! Wewill have afine, strong army. Have any of the women of your tribe
been found?’

“No. Thereare plenty of Black women here, but none are from my tribe.”

“Not good enough, eh? Well, here sanother idea. There are many daversin thiscity who are
now out of business. There must be women from your tribe dtill living among your old enemies down
south of here. We could hire some of the daversto vist those other tribes and buy your women back.
We have plenty of money in the treasury, after dl. Then when they get back here with your women, we
will free your ladies, and they will then be available for marriage to you and your tribesmen.”

“That isan astounding idea, Conrad! Yes, yes, it might be possible! | was so afraid that we
would end up watering down our sacred blood with the blood of these Arabs!”

“I’m glad that you are encouraged. Also, you know that not al of the people here are Arabs.
Thesefour ladies are Christians, for example, and were al born in Europe.”

“They areindeed lovely, but you do not understand the customs of my tribe. One could have such
women as servants, even aslovers, but awife? A wifeis something very specia, and must be of thetrue
blood. Especidly for anobleman like mysdf.”

| sad, “Wdll, for the time being, consider taking some of thelocal Black women on as servants, a
least. Someonewho at least looked like your own women might be comforting. But on the subject of
the customs of your tribe, | do have something to ask of you.”

“AsK, and it will be granted to you.”

“Thank you. It hasto do with cannibaism. Y ou understand that thisisavery offensive practice to
many of the peoples of thisworld. | ask two things of you. Thefirst isthat while| can understand the
egting of your dain enemies, asapractica matter during warfare, | beg you to not kill anyonefor the sole
purpose of eating them.”

“But we don't do that, Conrad. There would be no mannainit.”

“I am relieved to hear it. The second isthat you be very discreet with these cannibal feasts of
yours. Please do them out of sight of the relatives of the people that you are egting, and clean up the
remains such that no one will find out what has happened. We must live among these people peacefully,
after dl. Consder that the money to pay your army must ultimately come from them.”



“Asafavor toyou, it shall be asyou ask.”

“Thank you. Things have been quiet in the city today, and | very much want thisto continue.”

“Itisasmall thing, in return for dl that you have donefor me and mine.”

“The meal isover, and there is another thing that | would do for you. The bathtub here hasroom
for ten peopleinit. Would you liketo join usin abath? Along with ashave and a haircut, of course,
Jasmine, at leas, isvery skilled when it comesto doing thesethings. We shall discover what the others
can accomplish shortly.”

“| accept gladly, Conrad. And | have asmall gift of my own. It was taken from a captured
Chrigtian ship, but the Arabsdon’t useit. They cal it brandy.”

“Your giftisgreatly appreciated, my friend. And, can you get any more of it?’

“Perhaps. At least | know whereto ask about it.”

“Wonderful! Jasmine, thisisaliquor best drunk in small amounts out of avery large glass, so that
one can enjoy thearoma. Issuch athing available?’

“Oh, yes, my lord. Thereisawide variety of glassware here.”

“Good. Then get three big glasses. Onefor me, one for Juma, and one for the rest of you to taste
it, sncel redly don't think that you girlswill like brandy.”

| think that | might have been drinking out of aflower vase, but after nine months without adrink, |
didn’t much care. Thegirlsdl tasted the brandy, made faces, and left their glassunfinished. Juma's
gpproach to drinking brandy resembled a Russian drinking vodka. He held the glass up, smiled, and
chugged it downin one gulp. | spped contentedly from my own glass.

“Juma, thisisexcdlent! All I need now isacigar, and I’d bein heaven!”

“What might acigar be?” He asked.

“It'stherolled up leaf of aplant that growsfar away from here. You light it on fire and inhale the
smoke”

“Wel, my people have something smilar to that, except that we put the shredded leavesinto a
wooden pipe, and inhae the fumes from there. | bought some of it today from one of my new men, who
had been adave hereinthe city. Would you liketo try some?’

“Yes” | sad. “1 definitely would.”

He packed his pipe and lit it from one of the oil lamps, before passing it to me. It wasn’'t tobacco.
It might have been marijuana, but | had never had any experience with that sort of thing. But the evening
became more colorful!

Thegirlswerenot at dl adverse to smoking with us, since they were obvioudy familiar with
whatever it was.

We were about to get into the tub when there was another knock at the door. Again, | answered
it, sword in hand.

“Omar! Pleasecomein! We have just finished eating, but thereis plenty of stewed lamb left. Or
perhaps, you would want to join usin abath.”

“Actudly, | just dropped by to give you some gold and silver, Conrad. Jumaand | received our
monthly allotments earlier, as has everyonein our army, but | forgot to bring you yours. | have eaten a
month’ s supply of pastries this afternoon, and | will not be ableto est again for sometime, but abath
would benice”

“You will be welcome, but, you know, perhaps you would be well advised to smply go home.

Y ou see, Jasmine has fulfilled her promiseto you, and eight lovely girls, carefully sdected to meet or
exceed your exacting specifications, are awaiting your pleasure just acrossthe hdl.”

“And you took thislong to tell me about it? | shall see you inthe morning, Conrad! Latein the
morning!”

Omear |eft very briskly, with my bag of gold still in hishand, and we dl laughed about it.



“He was s0 anxious that he left with your gold undelivered!” Jumalaughed.

“Omar has been living for many yearsin abarrel, and completely without feminine company! The
goldisno big thing. Anyway, | have Hgjji’ sgold, so | am not inwant. But thinking about it, you were
the one who actudly killed Hgjji. Maybethat gold isrightfully yours.”

“Keepit, Conrad! | got hismanna. Y ou are welcometo hisgold.”

The bathtub was abig brass affair, with asmall charcoa furnace built into the bottom to keep the
water warm, and ahuge lid to keep the heat in when it was't in use.

Jumaand | were soaked, scrubbed, shampooed, manicured, pedicured, shaved and barbered.
He had adopted the Mohawk hairstyle that Jasmine had given me, as had a surprisingly large percentage
of themenin our army. With that kind of flattery hegped on me, | didn’t have much choice but to have
the girlsrenew my own weird hairdo.

| offered him the services of one of my servants for the night, but Juma declined.

“I think that | will find my way up to the palace roof, and watch the stars from up there,” he said.

When hewas gone, | said, “Well, ladies, who wantsto be first?’

Chapter 27  Building A New Chrigtian Army

| enjoyed al of my ladies again in the morning, the best time for lovemaking, and then after
breakfat, | lingered awhile over asecond lovely cup of coffee. Like Jasmine wasthet first morning, the
new girlswere fascinated with al of the new thingsto taste. Damn the bastards who had kept them so
deprived!

| said, “Thefour of you areagood crew. | am satisfied with you, and will retain your services.
Jasminewill be my head of household. Obey her, girld But tell me, Jasmine, how many Chrigtians are
there in the women’ s quartersjust now? The palace’ s North Tower, | mean.”

“I'm not sure, my lord, but | think about forty.”

“Wdl, someday, | will be able to go back to my homein Poland, and when | do, | intend to take
with medl of the Christians who want to return. If we wereto leave these women in the tower, they
would eventually be dispersed among our troops here. | think that you should go to them and offer them
the possibility of joining my household. That way, they would be together when the time comesto
move.”

“But, my lord, thereisn’'t room in this gpartment for so many people!”

“Are the other apartments around here al taken?’

“No, my lord. They are mostly empty.”

“Then just commandeer the space needed, and do it in my name. Use Hgjji’smoney to keep
them well supplied with food and other things that they need. Another thing. Sir Stephen was wounded
when we attacked this palace yesterday morning. Heisdown in the palace infirmary. Have him carried
up and ingalled in anice apartment near here, and set him up with asuitable number of attractive
Chrigtian servants. | think that he might hedl faster in pleasant company. Also, he had two of hismen,
members of the Chrigtian Army, with him. Find them, and set them up with apartments and servants,
too. All of thisisat my expense.”

“To hear isto obey, my lord.”

“Good. And help meinto my armor. Things have been quiet lately, but I’ m not avery trusting
sort of man. | have many thingsto do, and | probably won’t be back until evening.”

The ogtrich plumes on my helmet had been in asorry state after the recent battles, but Jasmine had
found replacementsfor them. Lovely things. If we ever get home, I'll try to bring abae of ogtrich
plumeswith me.



| found Jumaand afew dozen of his men on the palace roof.

“We can doit, Conrad,” Jumasaid. “With the flat roofsin the palace complex, the paacewalls,
and about athird of the city walls, we have room to build a proper hut for every member of my tribe, and
therewill be plenty of room for future expansion.”

“Good. | gather that you like being high upintheair.”

“Yes, of course. We are from a mountainous country.”

“I didn’t know that. I’ ve been thinking that if we put awindmill on top of every gate tower in the
palace and the outer walls, we will be able to supply you with water, aswell as having running water in
the palace and many placesin thecity.”

“Hmm. | have seen water pour, but | have never seenit run! |'ve never even seeniit crawl, let
alonewak! | don't know what you are talking about, Conrad, but I'll trust you. We can always carry
water up in buckets, for that matter.”

“Very wdl, I'll settlefor your trust, for now, but you will likewhat | build for you,” | said. “Have
you seen Omar around yet?’

“He sbeen up for awhile, and smiling hugdy! Just now, | think that you'll find him down in the
dungeon.”

“Thank you. Plan your new villages carefully. Make sure that what you build iswhéat you redly
want. Discussthingswith your people from dl levels of your society. On the outer city walls, put your
peoplein four groups, one around each of the outer gates. And get together with Omar later about hiring
those daverswho will get your women back for you.”

“I’ve dready donethat. He promisesto start on it in the afternoon.”

| found Omar in the dungeon, interviewing the last of the prisonersin the same room that | had
used yesterday.

“So, Omar. What have you learned?’ | asked.

“1 believe that eleven of these men are either honest workingmen, or former daves, and | have had
them released. Two very well groomed gentlemen turned out to be barbers who shaved each other.
Three otherswere, | think, homosexuals, but | am not minded to kill aman for that, no matter what |
think of his persond habits. And one fellow was a gardener who had been scheduled to be married to a
girl who worked in the kitchens the very morning of our attack! Naturaly, he had had himsdf carefully
shaved, barbered, and manicured in preparation for thisimportant event. The two will be married
tomorrow morning, incidentaly, if you wish to attend.”

“And the other two dozen of them?’

“They were cowardly noblemen who chose to abandon their parents, their wives, and their
children to our army, while trying to hide among the davesthat they had previoudy owned. We should
kill them, but not publicly, | think. W€l just do it down here.”

“I agree. Have Jumado it, if hewishes, for | am agood warrior, but a poor executioner. | need
your help on another matter.”

“Y s

“Y ou will soon be arranging with some daversto buy Jumasome of hiswomen back from his
tribe’ sold enemies.”

“True, | promised to do thisfor him, just as you and Jasmine promised to find me some suitable
women.”

“I trust that at least some of them suited you?”’

“They ALL suited mevery well! My religion permits me only four wives, but as many servants as
| can afford. Now, it happensthat | can afford many! Eventudly, | may choose to marry some of them,
but why rush things?’

“Why, indeed? Enjoy yoursdlf. But just now, | need to make some contacts with construction



companies around this city, aswell as with metaworkers and carpenters, and | don’t know how to do
that. Canyou help mewith this?’

“I would be delighted to, Conrad, but | won’t be ableto get to it for weeks, at least! Delegations
have been arriving al morning from everyone from the clergy to university presidentsto the fishmonger’s
guild! They al have proposasto maketo me. | will be busy from dawn to dusk for avery long time!
Even now, | have four secretaries doing nothing but meeting with them and setting up appointments!”

“I understand, my friend. Do your job as best asyou can, and | will do my work without your
ablehdp.”

“Thank you, Conrad!”

“Oh. You are being careful of security, aren’t you? Asthe civil leader of thiscity, you should
have severd hundred good fighting men around you at dl timesl And you might wear some decent armor
under your robes, justin case. We have not settled well into this city yet, and we must be cautious.”

Omar smiled, opened hisrobes, and displayed some very good chain mail. “And yes, | have
retained those soldiers who helped me take this palace as a persona guard, amost three hundred of
them. | trust that you have done something smilar?’

“You know? | haven’'t! But | will. Soon.”

So. Omar had hiswork set out before him, and so did Juma. | would have to solve my problems
onmy own. I'd donethisbefore, and last time, it had been my ladies who had gotten things done for
mel

| went back up to my apartment, to find nobody there. A walk around the upper level of the
palace and afew questions taught me that Mariawas getting Sir Stephan moved into his own gpartment,
Colleen and Tatianawere out looking for Sir Stephan’ s two surviving subordinates, and that Jasmine was
getting forty odd Christian ladies settled into new apartments on thislevel.

| left word for Jasmine to come back and talk to me in our apartment, as soon as she was free.

| found Jumaagain, and he agreed with my plan to form al of the Christiansin our army into a
Separate unit, under me, to act as my body guard. They would meet mein the palace courtyard at noon.

| went back to my apartment and started writing down and prioritizing al thethings| had to do. Firgt
| had to contact construction companies, metaworkers and carpenters. | was hoping to find some of
these skilled workers among our freed daves.

| dso needed to get the city owned farmland surveyed, and broken up into the right sized plots. How
big should they be? What plants were currently growing where? | hadn’t been able to see much of the
fidldsfrom that barrel.

On the design side of things, | needed to design an undershot waterwhedl to power one of the existing
Archimedes Pumps and awindmill to fit on top of one of the burned out palace gate towersto pump
water. Thewindmill would need abig storage tank near thetop. We d useasinglewindlassto raisethe
portcullis, instead of the current, and silly, two windlass system. | aso needed to design awindmill to
grind grain, using most of agate tower asagrain slo. With Juma smen living on the adjacent walls, the
towers wouldn’t be needed to house soldiers.

After it was designed, | would put one of the construction companies to work with a contract for one
of each of the above machines. Once we got it working properly, we' d turn put out contracts and make
many of each.

And | wanted to get some proper uniforms made up for mysdlf, Sir Stephan, and histwo men. There
were plenty of women around to do that. Maybe, eventually, we d have some decent armor made up in
the style of that used by the Chrigtian Army. And maybe even somefirearms!

None of this stuff wasthe least bit original. I’d doneit al before, and | could do it again.

My reasonsfor doing dl of thiswere several. For onething, | persondly enjoy building things
and seeing them work. For another, | wanted to show the people of Timbuktu that we had positive
contributions to make to the city, and that machines could do much of the drudge work that once was
doneby daves. Also, by spending the city treasury on useful civic projects, we would be putting money



back into the local economy. Thiswould give the people afeding of prosperity that would be good for
our cause. AsK any politician.

Therewould be alot moreto do before | was through, of course, but it was a Sart.

Jasmine got back, and | told her about the construction projects | had in mind, and how | needed
to make contacts with various companies.

She sad, “I’'m not the one to do that for you, my lord. Until afew daysago, | wasadavegirl,
owned by asoldier. I’ve never met anyone involved with anything likethat. But many of the Idamic
women had wider contacts. I'll ask around this afternoon.”

| guessthat was the difference between the Polish peasant girls, who had been so hel pful to mein
the past, and an Arab’sdavegirl. A peasant could somehow manage to get just about anything done.
Savesled teribly redtricted lives.

“Good. I'd appreciateit if you would.”

We had an early lunch, and it was time to meet my Christian body guards. My first surprise was
how many of them therewere. Sir Wladyclaw’ stalk of millions of Chrigtians endaved by the Modems
might not have been an exaggeration after dl! There seemed to be perhaps two thousand of them in this
city done, and Timbuktu was along way from Europe. And thesewere dl men. Surdly, there were
some women and children here, besides.

The courtyard was packed solid. | had to go up to abalcony to speak to them.

“Listen up, my fellow Christiang!” | shouted to them in my best command voice. “I am Conrad
Stargard! | am the Hetman of the Christian Army! | sarted thisrevolt in thefirst place! | am heartened
by how many of usthereare here! Thereis safety in numbersl Now that we have gotten our freedom, |
intend to seeto it that we keepiit! | dsointend to seeto it that we al have the opportunity to get home
agan!”

This got me the cheer that | thought it would.

“Getting us organized isgoing to take alot longer than I’ d thought it would! | never thought that
s0 many Christians had been captured by the Rag Heads! First off, are any of you members of the
Chrigtian Army? Raise your hands!”

At least forty of them raised their hands. | was astounded! We had sent very few men into
Africa

“Okay! YouWarriorsform agroup directly below thisbacony! Next, of you others, do any of
you have any experience as architects, in consgtruction, or as millwrights? We will also need skilled
carpenters, draftsmen, metal workers, surveyors, and masonsl Raise your hands!”

Therewere easly two hundred in this group.

“Okay! You peoplewill please go over to the North-East corner of the courtyard, over there!
Next, of those left, do any of you have experiencein fighting on horseback, or on camelback? Raise
your handgl”

There might have been two hundred and fifty in this group.

“Okay! Please congregate in the South-West corner, over there! Lastly, arethere any Christian
priests here? Raise your hands!”

There werefive of them.

“Fathers, please meet in the center of the courtyard! The rest of you men are sorely needed, but it
isgoing to take ustimeto get thisorganized! Please go about your business, and come back here again
at noon tomorrow! Then, we will be ready to talk to you dl!”

Perhaps fifteen hundred men I eft the courtyard, and the rest had enough room to move around.
They left, but | had the feeling that we would never be truly separated again!

Once had four distinct groupsformed, | said, “Now then! | want each group to talk things over
among yoursalves, and if possible | would like each group to pick atemporary leader, someonewho |
cantak to. I’'m going up to my apartment and seeif | can find lots of pens, ink, and paper. | want to



know who is here, what your stories are, and what your skillsare.”

| got up to my apartment to find Jasmine just getting back.

“Wael, my lord, wegot it dl done. Forty six Christian ladies, five of their children, and three of
your Warriors have al been assigned places on thisfloor, near here.”

Thechildrenweredl girls. Boy children had al been killed during theinitia attack on the palace,
since they would of necessity dso be the children of the Arab rulers. | imagined that their motherswould
hate usfor this, but we didn't dare leave dive someone who might foment afuture revolt.

“Very good Jasmine! But now you are going to haveto do it al over again. | just found another
forty one members of the Chrigtian Army, and | want them up here, too.”

She had alook of great dismay on her face, but dl she said was, “Yes, my lord. To hear isto
obey.”

“And, | need dl of the pens, paper and ink that you can find. Have them brought down to the
courtyard. Delegate the task.”

She nodded to me, and | went down stairs, again. | needed a better system of communications.
Some runners, at lesst.

| walked over to where our future cavalry was waiting and told them that | needed some runners.
Seven would be agood number. | picked the first seven who volunteered, and told the rest that | would
be back again with them soon.

| went to talk to the priests. It seemsthat one of them was Coptic, one was a Roman Cathalic,
and the other three were Greek Orthodox. | found that the mgjority of Chrigtians here were Orthodox,
since the Mongolswho had invaded Russia had discovered that it was more profitable to sl the people
therethan it wasto kill them. The Mongoal idea of perfection wasto turn Russiafrom farm land into
grazing land for their catle and horses. The Russian people werejust in their way.

None the less, the priests had decided to elect the Roman Catholic as their spokesman, since he
was the oldest among them. Perhaps another reason was that the man that he would have to ded with,
me, was also a Catholic.

“Fathers, your job here will need the least input from me. | want you to find a suitable building,
onethat isn't being used, if possible, and to convert it into a Christian Church as soon as possible. If this
takes money, cometo me. Get the confessionals going as quickly as possible, sncetoo many of us have
gonetoo long without the Sacrament of Confession. Start Singing amassin each variety of our faith,
every morning, and fivetimes every Sunday. Also, | want aschool set up to teach these people about
Chrigianity. My servant Jasmine, for example, was three years old and with her father on apilgrimageto
Rome when they were attacked by Mudim pirates. She knows nothing of her peopl€ srdigion. Any
questions?’

“We weren't permitted to do this, before”, one of them said. “What if we have problemswith the
authorities?’

“Father, right now, | am the Chrigtian authority in thiscity. If you have any problems, | can get a
thousand soldiersto you quickly. Infact, tomorrow, | will assgn severa hundred Christian men to you,
to protect and assist you.”

“That would be most satisfactory, Lord Conrad.”

“Good. For now, take these two runners with you. Have one of them find me onceyou find a
suitable building, or if you need something from me. Keep the other around for emergencies.”

The man in charge of the horsemen was an Englishman, Sir Percy, the Baron of Smallbridge.

| said, “ Gentlemen. Onething that our army is sadly lacking isawing of cavary, and you have
said that you are horsemen. Does anyone here know where we can get ahold of some horses?’

Sir Percy said, “Wdll, your grace, there are the palace stables. |’ ve spent the last three years
working there. They have dmost two hundred good horsesin that stable, perhapsfifty fast camels, and a



like number of mules. We dso have afull tack room, with most of the equipment that we' Il need. After
that, we should be able to buy anything more that we find necessary in the public markets.”

“1 didn’'t even know that there were any palace stables! Get your men sorted out and fitted up.
Arrange them in the fashion of the Christian Army, with Sx Warriors under aknight, Sx knightsunder a
knight bannerette, and as many bannerettes as you have under acaptain. Y ou are appointed temporary
Captain. Understood?’

“Only temporary, your grace?’

“It will become permanent once you prove to me that you know what you are doing.”

“Yes, your grace. Y ou can count on me.”

“Good. Also, I want you to find suitable housing for these men, together in one spot if possible,
and near the stables”

“The stables have athird floor for that very purpose.”

“Good. Makethem your own. I'll be sending you some clerks from my own army, soon, to
record the names, skills, and conditions of al of your men. Please cooperate with them.”

“Of course, your grace.”

“Y our men will be needing some servants, and we captured alot of women, taking the palace.
The pdaceladieswere carefully selected to be very attractive. I'll have two hundred and fifty of them
sent to you, later, hopefully thisevening. Remember that these are free women, and not daves. Your
men will treat them decently, or they will answer tome! Sex ispermissible only if thelady iswilling! s
this understood?’

“They will behavein agentlemanly fashion, or they will answer to measwell, and firgt!”

“Good. I've taken seven of your men to act asmy runners. | want them to be issued horses and
equipment, and to live with your men, but they are to be assigned to me. Take these two back for now,
and send one of them to me when he knows wherethe stablesare. I'll be wanting two runners with me
a all times, each with asaddled horsein front of the paace. Carry on, Sir Percy.”

About thistime eight women wearing the typica Maodem tents (burnooses?), came down with
their armsfilled with paper, pens, and bottles of ink. | waved them over to the Christian Army group
under the balcony.

“Warriors” | said to them in Polish, “Who is the ranking man here?’

“That would be me, sir. I'm Captain Meier.”

“Then you will of course bein charge of thisgroup.”

It turned out that most of my Christian Army troops were from asingle ship that had gone down in
astorm off the West African coast. They had been separated soon after being endaved, and many of
them hadn’t known if any of the otherswere il dive. It wasatearful reunion for them.

| said, “ There are severa things that we have to get working on soonest. First, we haveto get
organized, here. Most of you will be spending the next day or two pretending to be company clerks. |
want each of you to fill out asheet of paper on yourself, with your name and serial number at thetop. |
want to know your date of enlistment, your rank, and your date of rank. | want to know your age, and
about any specid skillsthat you might have. Then, | want a short paragraph on how you happened to
end up in Timbuktu. Later, wewill do the samething for every man who was here at noon. Assign each
of them aseria number, sarting withan“AC”, for African Corps. Thiswill dl bewrittenin Polish, 01
can read it. Understood?’

Forty onemen said, “Yes, Sr!” in unison.

“Itislovely to hear disciplined troopsagain! Thisevening, report to the third floor of the palace.
We are arranging some very nice quartersfor you up there, near the onesthat I’ ve chosen for myself.
You'll each be assigned an attractive Chrigtian lady as a servant, but you can trade them around as you
like, with the lady’ s permission. These paace servants are avery atractive bunch! Remember please
that these are free women, not daves. Y ou will treat them with respect! Loving respect, | suppose, if



they are willing, but with respect, nonetheless. | trust that this meets with your approva.”

I got the same response as before, but thistime there were amilesinit.

“Lagtly, the city owned farm [and will be distributed to the former daves of thiscity. Thismust be
done soon, because there are crops on the land in need of cultivating and harvesting. Some of themenin
the technical group are surveyors, but | want the actual maps done by you, bilingudly, in Polish and
Arabic. | want to know what is growing where, and | want it divided up into plots of asize that one man
can handle. Find out how big that is. Inthisclimate, and with irrigation, | expect that the plot of land that
one man can properly farm will be smdler than what we are used to in Europe. Later, we will be doing
some civic improvements around here, repairing battle damage and ingtaling some wind mills and water
whed s, 0 those of you with technica training will have your work cut out for you. In afew days, wewill
gart teaching most of the men who were here a noon about the fighting techniques of the Chrigtian
Army. | expect that the only way we' Il get home again will beto fight our way back, and that will take
training. We have some interesting times ahead of us, my brothers! Y ou dl know what to do!”

The craftsmen were waiting for me. They had decided on an older construction supervisor, aman
named Jaccs Dupree, astheir leader.

| had them get into lines, one for surveyors, one for masons, one for draftsmen, and soon. |
promised to send them a consignment of servants, once they had found someplace where they could live
together.

Then | sent them, surveyorsfirg, to my regular troops, to get their paperwork filled out.

It was late before | could enjoy my supper, but | ateit with the intense satisfaction of aman who
had laid the foundation for greet things. And | even had alittle energy left for my girls.

Chapter 28 Progress

The numbers turned out such that there was about one member of the Christian Army for each of
the Chrigtian ex-dave girls, plusmy own four. Rather than dight Sir Stephan and some of the senior men,
| had some of the best looking Arabian girls sent to them to fill out their households.

By the time that we had supplied volunteering ladies to the cavary and the engineering company,
we had just about emptied out the palace’ s north tower.

Therewere still anumber of ladies who hadn’t volunteered to become servants to the soldiers of
the new order. | suspected that alot of them had had their husbands and mae children daughtered
during our taking of the palace, so | |eft them with their grief. Later, I'd ask the prieststo talk with them,
for what good it would do. Intime, perhapstheir woundswould heal. Maybe, eventuadly, they wouldn't
hate us so much. Until then, we could afford to feed them, and their daughters.

Asto thetower itsdf, wel, we d find something useful to do withit.

Thefirst morning after my forty-four Christian Army troops were reunited, | had them al meet me
on the roof of the palace for our Sunrise Ceremony. | even had Sir Stephan carried up there.

Our right hands raised to the raising sun, | led them in the Oath:

“On my honor, | will do my best to do my duty to God, and to the Christian Army. | will obey the
Warrior'scode, and | will keep mysdlf physicdly fit, mentaly awake, and mordly straight.

“The Warrior's code;

“A Warrior is. Trustworthy, Loya, and Reverent; Courteous, Kind, and Fatherly; Obedient,
Cheerful, and Efficient; Brave, Clean, and Deadly.”



There wasn’t adry eye on that roof. Wewere al home again.
We repeated that oath every morning in the Christian Army.

Juma s method of ‘executing’ the twenty-four cowardly Arabswho had tried to hide among the
daveswas't what | had expected. It got three of his own men killed, and six more serioudy wounded.

It seemsthat in histribe, before aboy could be counted as aman, and have theright to have a
family, he had to kill another man in combat, or at least in afair fight. Many of histribesmen had not yet
donethis, so what Juma set up was a sort of gladiatorial contest. The Arab to be executed was given his
choice of wegpons and put in alarge room with ayoung and unblooded tribesman, who invariably chose
the shield and two spears used by the tribe.

It wasn't absolutely fair, sinceif the Arab killed the Black, he was given a chance to rest up, and
then he had to face another opponent. It was an execution, after al. But Hill, it was reasonably fair.

| watched one of the combats, and then left. It was probably better than just chopping their heads
off, | suppose. Degth in combat at least gives aman something e seto think about than his own inevitable
demise.

Omar had begged off from the beginning.

Sincethe victim died fighting, he had mannanow, and was €ligible for eating, by thevictor's
friendsand relatives. Blackswho were killed trying to quaify for manhood were eaten aswell, by their
friendsand relatives.

The cooking and egting took place in alocked dungeon, with no one but the Blacks, Omar, and
me aware of it.

All of this cannibalism troubled me considerably, but the fact remained that | needed Juma. He
had the only trained, disciplined troopsin our army.

The next day, very late at night, Jumaled his people back to the cellar near the west city gate
where they had athousand human bodies smoking, under guard. They transported them al down to the
dungeon, for later eating.

Wéll, he was being discreet about it.

In afew days, we were sarting to get settled in. | was gtill unhappy with the furniture, but | had a
dining room table, big enough to seet twelve people, on order with aloca furniture shop, along with Six
drafting tables and eighteen chairs. My Christian carpenters didn’t have the equipment, or probably the
skills, to do good furniture work, but they knew who did.

Mostly, my people were rough carpenters, good at building houses and other, smple buildings
with smpletools. Inan Arabian society, davesweren't taught the redly skilled jobs. These dwayswent
to someone s son or nephew.

Juma sent out an expedition to recover histribe' swomen. It had two hundred Arab ex-davers,
sx hundred pack camels, mostly carrying food and water, and athousand of his own men asaguard.
Except for the leaders, al of the Blacks sent were unblooded. Thiswasto give them achanceto prove
themsalves. It a'so meant that they couldn’t marry the best women on the way home, unlessthey killed
somebody first! Juma s men themselves carried the gold to buy their women back, not trusting the
Arabs. The Arabswould collect their pay when they got back from the three month trip.

I now had six companies of Chrigtian infantry, each Captained by one of my Chrigtian Army
soldiers. Therewas acompany of Roman Catholics, one of Copts, and four of Greek Orthodox
soldiers. The numbers came out that way, and dividing them by religious sect reduced the chances of
friction.

They were each about evenly divided between archers and pikemen, with swords, knives, and
axes as secondary weapons. It takes along time to learn how to use a sword properly, but using an axe
ispretty much ingtinctive. They weredl intraining, and it might be awhile before they had it down pat.
They were starting to learn how to march. We had started getting uniforms made, with atriangular



Arabian head covering, because of the fierce sun and blowing sand around here.

| had acompany of cavary, headed by Sir Percy, who was proving to be avauable leader. They
were al mounted now, reasonably well armed, and we had a sufficient number of spare horses,
purchased in the local markets. Since none of the Christians had any experienceinriding acame, let
aonefighting from the back of one, we had lent out the paace’ s camelsto be pack animalsfor Juma's
expedition.

And | had acompany of engineers, headed up by Jaccs Dupree, avery competent older man.
These people were actualy under my direct command, but for administrative purposes, Sir Stephan was
incharge.

Sir Stephan was aso made the leader of my entire two thousand man personal body guard, even
though he wouldn’t be up and around for weeks. The men were mostly till intraining, anyway. There
were severa menin my Chrigtian Army group who outranked him, but | smply promoted him to
Komander, and that wasthat. Captain Meier was doubtlessly a good sea captain, but he had no
experiencewith infantry at al. Thereismuch to be said for army discipline!

Juma complained that my surveyorswouldn't let him chop down the orchards of olive trees, date
palms, figstrees, coffee trees, pomegranates, grape vines, tangerines, and other fruit treesto use as
building materialsfor his peopl€ shuts. | explained to him just how much these trees were worth, and
that many of them actually earned more money that one of histroops! | eventualy managed to convince
him that hismen could get by for awhile usng Arab tents, until such time as some Arab merchants could
bring authentic materias up the Niger River, on consgnmen.

He said that he would send some of his people south with the merchants, to make sure that they
brought up theright things.

The surveying teams convinced me that we should not give these orchards, sugarcane plantations,
and vineyardsto unskilled ex-daves, since they represented long term investments of considerable vaue,
and could easily be destroyed by clumsy handling. They fdt that we should keep ownership of them for
ourselves, and to hire skilled workmen to maintain them.

Certainly, when it came to the coffee plantation at least, | agreed with them. | never wanted to be
without coffee again!

Asit turned out, many of these skilled men were dready inthearmy. Some of our troops had
been tending these same plants for many years. We cut dedls with them, giving them the orchards that
they were familiar with, often far larger that what we gave to the typica ex-dave, with the understanding
that they owed us abit of the profits, and that they could lose them if they were poorly tended.

We aso kept the city’ s herds of sheep and camels. The Arabs hadn’t used davesto tend these
animals, and so neither did we. We just re-hired the people who had been taking care of the animalsal
adong.

On Sunday, | findly took aday off, telling everybody that my religion required it.

| did go to the new church, dong with my ladies. | carefully coached them that they should dress
well, they should expose their faces, and that they should cover their heads, with ahat or a shawl.

The church had been set up, with Omar’ s permission, in one of the palace’ stwo Mosques, but it
didn't have pewsingdled yet. Later, | offered to pay for some pews, with knedlers, but the priests got
into an argument over them. It seemsthat in an Orthodox Church, one stood up the wholetime. |
guessed that eventualy, we' d need to build at least three churches. That would probably be cheaper,
easer, and less stressful than trying to get churchmen to agree on anything!

| spent the rest of the day mostly lazing around, eating, and enjoying my ladies company. It had
been avery long week, and | wastired.

By Monday afternoon, the drawing tables and some of the chairs had been ddlivered, and drafting



instruments had been purchased. We set them up in thelibrary of the bath house. My technical types
went to work.

At the sametime, the survey of the city’ sagricultural land had been completed. | was surprised to
find out that the people here were growing potatoes, tomatoes, bell peppers, and corn, maize. These
were plantsthat | had brought with me from the modern world when [ first cameto this centaury. There
had been more communi cation between the Christian world and the Modem one than | had thought!

Omar got alottery going to distribute to the former daves those lands which grew annua plants.
He dso hired about fifty retired farmersto advise the ex-daves about the proper techniques of farming in
thisarea

Omar redly was avery good administrator.

And | am avery good engineer. Thework | was doing went surprisingly smoothly.

My next task for the surveyors was for them to go down into the wells of the west city gate, to
open the secret doors, and to map out where those secret passages went to. The wellsthemselves had
been cleaned of bodies by the palace servants, the day before.

The surveyors were five weeks doing their job!

On two occasions, they found groups of daves chained down there. They were being keptin
storage until we went away! We questioned these people, and Jumawent out and settled things up with
their former owners, but not in hisusua way. Omar inssted on apublic trial and execution, so that's
what we did.

Jumadid convince Omar to let him execute the miscreantsin the same manner as he had used
last time, but publicly, and without the traditional cannibal feast afterward. The crowds seemed to enjoy
the spectacle, and it got our message across, both about obeying the law and about the expertise of
Juma sWarriors. And after the executions, we confiscated al of the criminas property, and handed it
out to senior army personnd.

Severd hundred newly freed daves showed up at the palace soon afterward, and we found work
forthemtodo. After afew weeks, adeegation of Jews cameto mewith acomplaint. They said that
there were Chrigtian soldiers, Arab soldiers, and Juma stribal peoplein our army, but we didn’'t have a
group of Jews.

| said that they were right, and that we would welcome such an addition. We would provide
equipment, pay, and training if they would provide the men. Each company wasto be captained by one
of my own Chrigtian Army Warriors, however.

Soon, we had two more companies of regular infantry in training. They indsted on wearing a Star
of David on their uniforms, but | had no objection to that. Also, they said that they wanted to serve
under meingtead of Juma. | think that many people were afraid of him.

| put them up in the palace’ s North Tower, sinceit had been largely emptied of women by now,
but I let them find their own girls. Nobody had mentioned any Jewish girlsin the palace.

The Jews are aremarkable people. Asmeasured by 1Q tests, they are extremdly intdlligent. Infact,
the ultra-conservative Jews are the most intelligent peoplein theworld! Their contributionsto medicine,
science, and the law have been outstanding!

Y et asagroup, they have many times done the stupidest things possible! In hundreds of places,
for thousands of years, they have consstently refused to assimilate and adopt to the locdl culture, and
have managed to so anger the people around them that they have been repeatedly thrown out, robbed of
al of their goods, and daughtered.

Onewould think that any minority group would consider that it might bewiseto at least try to
assmilatealittlein order to get dong with the people around them, but this has apparently never
occurred to the Jewish people. They believe that they are God’ s chosen people, and everyoneeseisa
bit inferior to them. Asindividualsthey are often very decent, but as agroup, their behavior is completely
counter productive. The mind boggles.



But in the Twentieth Century, they turned out some very good Warriors, so we took them in.
| talked with Jumaabout putting them under my command, and he was agreegble. Actudly, |
redly don’t think that he wanted to be responsible for anything but his own people.

Sir Stephan was hobbling around before the underground survey was completed. He brought me
their finished drawings, and we were both amazed. The system of secret tunnelswashuge! It had
obvioudy been planned and built in very smal sections, over hundreds of years, and had many omissons
and redundancies, suggesting that the very people who had dug it hadn’t know the entire plan. Many
tunnels had obvioudy been started, and then never finished. It wasan assassin’sparadise! Infact, |
think that assass nation was the main reason why most of these tunnels had been dug in thefirst place.
Mogt of theimportant buildingsin the entire city were connected to the system, and dozens of secret
entrances were in the paace itsdf!

| stared at the drawing for along time before | said, “ Do you know what thisis?’

Sir Stephan said, “No, gir, | don’'t. What isit?’

“Thisisavery good start on asewer system! But for now, | want every entrance to the palace
complex sedled up! And every building where our army is being housed should be trested the same
way. Get our masonsgoing at it, soonest. And thereisasecret entrance from the street to the palace on
the west wall, toward the south. | want that sedled up aswell. I’ll be damned if | want some assassin
bothering me when I’'m enjoying an evening with my girlst And then publish thismap. Sdl acopy to
anyone who wants one, and recommend that they seal up the entrancesto their own homes.”

Omar sent out yet another proclamation on the matter.

Chapter 29 (Sr Walznik’s Rescue) The Sear ch for Conrad

Captain Waznik’ s men had been traveling as peaceful merchants so long that they dmost forgot
that they were an army patrol. It was definitely more of a search than acombat misson. They had not
fired ashot in anger since landing on thefirst beach. There was warm food and, occasiondly, the
warmer companionship of awoman a night. There was enough scenery to fight boredom and servants
to do the heavy work. Redlity returned likeashot. It fact exactly like a shot from abow.

Warriors Igor and Fritz were riding point when the arrow struck Igor square in the chest. Hewas
gtill looking down in surprise when spears struck Fritz in the chest and leg. Fritz started to fal from his
horse grasping thelance lodged in hisleg. Igor smultaneoudy jumped from his horse and undung hisrifle.
As hejumped, the arrow fell away from hischest. Seeing amovement in the underbrush, he snapped of f
ashot and was rewarded with agrunt of pain. He started to loosen his belt without taking his eyes off
the bushes.

They would both be dead dready if the Christian Army had not learned the lessons from wars
that would never be fought. The stupidest ideaiin history was that soldiers should go into combet in
cotton shirtsand felt hats. Governments claimed it was because such soldiers were more maneuverable
than ones burdened down with armor. The real reason was that they were cheaper.

Christian Army personnel wore stedl helmets and Conrad’ s nickel plated sted breastplates, a the
very least. Inactua combat conditions, they would have been covered head to toe in plate armor, but
for thismission, they decided to travel light. Unfortunately, it would stop arrows but would usualy not
stop crossbow bolts or lance points. Fortunately for Fritz, it would dow them down.

Igor reloaded and looked for another target. When none presented itsdlf, he finished removing his
belt and began to tourniquet Fritz' sleg. He kept one hand near hisrifle asheworked. A breeth of air
behind on his shoulder gave him enough warning to grab hisrifle and turn to face the black warrior
coming out of the bushes with aspear held high. Basic bayonet training did it’sjob. He turned, smashed
thewarriors shield asde with the buit of hisrifle, and plunged the bayonet home just below the



breastbone. Then he had to kick the body aside before it bled on Fritz' s uniform.

Fritz had been watching when he wasn't busy writhing in pain. Now he moved to remove the
gpear from hisleg. Grunting, he asked, “Now who the Hell do you think they were? What werethey
trying to kill usfor? 'Y ou been banging any of them native girls?’

Unfortunately, his bravado was running short and it was hard not to scream.

Igor knelt beside him and began pouring disinfectant on the leg wound. “How’ sthe chest fed ?’
“Bad, but not nearly asbad astheleg. | don't think I'll be ableto ride.”

Igor began to unbuckle Fritz' sjacket. “1 don't think you should try. The column will catch up to
us soon enough. I’ get the bleeding stopped and we can just wait.”

When both of hisfriend’ s wounds were bandaged, |gor leaned back againgt atree and kept watch
on the forest while hisfriend tried not to groan.

The column reached them about a quarter hour after the attack. They were still where they had
falen. Igor wastoo tired to move and his companion was being careful not to start bleeding. Neither
lifted his head when they heard, “Medic to the front! Injured men!”

Medic Pulaski ingpected Fritz' s wounds carefully before letting him be lifted on to a stretcher.
He had turned to complement Igor on his stitching when he was interrupted by Captain Waznik.

“Report Trooper. What happened here.”

Igor did not rise and was not expected to do so.

“A surprise atack gr. You'll probably find that black’ sfriend, or hisblood, over therein the
bushes. They were waiting on both sides of theroad. We were careless and they got us by surprise.
They both loosed their weapons before we knew they werethere. | got luckier than Fritz.”

“Alright, Warrior. Better move aong and have the medic check out that scratch on your chest.”

Captain Walznik dowly turned looking at the ambush spot. As heturned, he said to Hendricks,
“This doesn’'t make sense. There'sahundred reasons for a hundred men to attack a caravan and there
are plenty of reasonsfor one or two men to try a sneak theft. There’ sgold and glory enough herefor
most men but, | just don't see any reason for two men to attack the point guards. The only thing they
can get isthe clothes on their backs and the horses they’ re riding and there are easier waysto get horses.
Widl, maybe it was just an impulseto atack atraveler for hispurse.”

Hendricks said, “ Sometimes the bad guys just don't make sense. Maybe they were just stupid.

Not every enemy makes aplan and not every plan an enemy makesisgood. However, | think that we
should double the point guard to four men and put out some flankers. We don’t want to get caught by
surpriseagain.”

They had been traveling awell marked dirt road for several days. The wooded terrain had come
to seem friendly. There was plenty of water and cool protected glensto camp in. They had been on the
road for two months now and had been fedling comfortable. Tonight the perimeter seemed adarker
place and the nightly officers meeting was more tense than usua. Asthey sipped their wine, their eyes
strayed to the woods around them.

Banner Hendricks was addressing the guide. “How long do you think we will bein thisforest?’

The guide answered immediatdly, “If we continue to follow thetrail the daverstook, at the rate
we' ve been going, about two more weeks. After than wewill bein aflat and dry land for 10 or 20 days
march. Thenwe hit the desert. How long it takes will depend upon how much time you spend in the
villages. Thereareno morered cities between here and Timbuktu.”

Outside the tent, there were the sounds of an evening camp. Troopers talked, women giggled.
The horses could be heard moving around on the stake line. The wood on the fires was fresh enough to
crackle and pop.

Captain Waznik listened to the camp and looked worried. “ As of tomorrow, we are going to
changeto order of march. Until we get to aclear areawhere we can see an enemy coming, the camp
followerswill follow from the center of the column. We re going to have near and far flankers on both
sdes and astronger point and rear guard. That means cold camp or late dinner from now on, but it aso



means that we can protect our own. Gentlemen, pick your flankers and let them know tonight.”

The next morning, the atmaosphere was dightly more strained than usua. Everyone was concerned
about the changein the order of march. It made the women nervous about their safety and the men
grumpy about the prospect of alate dinner and colder camp. They had gotten doppy about keeping the
exact order of march but now the knights kept the men riding with their lances. By noon everyone felt
more comfortable. They had pulled up to start the noon mea when shots rang out from the rear of the
column. Four lances whedled without needing orders and galloped toward the rear. The other lances hit
the dirt and took defensive positions on both sides of the column. Forward, you could hear the sounds
of the advance team returning fast to the camp. Within two minutes of hearing the shots, the column was
circled with guards and the quartermaster lance had rounded up the civiliansin circle in the center of the
formation. All eyeslooked outward.

Therewas slence. Nothing happened. The dowest timein the army isthetime waiting for the
enemy to attack. Y ou walit forever with adrenain pouring into your blood making time stretch, and
stretch, and stretch.

Eventually more shots werefired in therear.

A few minutes later aknight' swhistle sounded from the same place. Threelong whistles
followed by three short ones. “All clear! Send Help!”

The medic, Banner Hendricks and two Warriors with stretcherstied to the sides of their horses
gdloped toward the rear. Everyone remained at the ready until the group returned. Both squads, the
medic and the troopers were together. They carried four litters. Two of the faceswere covered. Banner
Hendricks approached Wa znik while the medic started to tend wounded. “Welost the two Russian
boys, Alexander and Ivan. The other two say the bastards swung out of the trees like damned apes.
They were on top of them before they could draw abead. The boys till got six of them before they
went down. Wekilled five more of them. They were so busy fighting over the guns and trying to strip
the armor off the Warriorsthat they didn’t have timefight back. Welost two rifles, but they didn’t get
the Warrior' sammo pouches.”

A littlewhile later the medic reported, “ Alexander got histhroat cut and Ivan’s neck is broken,
probably by some sort of club. The other two got knife wounds and bruises, but they should pull

through.”

“Thanks, Doc.” Walznik turned to the camp and waved hishand in the air.

“ Attention. Attention everyone. We now know why they are attacking us. The locals want your
riflesand your magic armor. A lot of them are willing to die for the chanceto get it. Do not wander
away from camp. Warriors, watch the tree tops and the bushes. These attackers came down from the
treeslike monkeys. Keep an eye peded at dl times.”

Wdl, hethought, Ahmed warned us. He said don’t show off theriflesand don't let them get
closein. | hopewewon't need that part about not facing too many of them at once.

That afternoon, the priest had hisfirst real job. He said the service for the fallen troopers.

They did keep their eyes pedled and nothing &l se happened until they were out of the woods.
They had cometo an area of rolling hillsand valeys. Vegetation was sparse and the world was turning a
dusty brown. Their guide warned them to fill every canteen, jug, and water bag at every water hole
because the desert would start soon. They began to relax. The were no more treesto jump from or
bushesto hide behind. Wouldn't it be niceif our enemiesjust had the courtesy to stay stupid?

The column had kept atighter formation since the last attack. Except for the outriders, the gross
of men and women and half again more horses werein close enough to see each other from front to
back. You could seethefirst level of Warriorsriding flank afew hundred yards out and there were
lances aquarter milein front and back. Everyone elsetraveled together. The were going through asmall
rocky valey. The flankers had ridden the ridges on both sides and the forward team had passed through
afew minutes before.

The wagons had at the rear had just entered the canyon when aloud trill began. 1t was human



voices shrieking louder than the Christians had ever heard. It wasasignd for bouldersto begin rolling
down the hills. The bastards were hidden in holes dug under the boulders! Right behind the boulders

came the bandits shrieking and waving short spears and long curved swords. Asthe boulders passed
through the column, dirt covered doorsifted from the sand and more bandits poured out. Many were
armored with breastplates and all carried shields. They shrieked like banshees as they attacked.

The Chrigianswere wdll rehearsed. Thewarriorsfired carefully aimed shots and then drew
swords. Thelancesformed up and attacked the bandits as cohesive groups. Thetraining and
organization was effective and lasted for aslong astwo or three minutes. Then it becameamelee. Hand
to hand, bayonet to spear, sword to sword. The shrieking had stopped and been replaced by grunts of
effort and screams of pain. It seemed to go on forever. The Warriors dismounted after thefirst few
minutes to be able to reach the attackers more effectively.

Captain Waznik rode back and forth down the line, shouting orders and lending ahand, or a
sword, as needed. The battle began to coaesce into two lines, one of red jacketed troopers and one of
brown burked attackers.

Sr Dulkaformed up four lances several meters up the hill. Inlessthan aminute, he had squad fire
working. A dozen men fire while another dozen loaded. It was devastating. Within minutes, brown clad
men were scrambling for the hillside and running away. When it became obviousthat there was no
booty, there was no reason to stay. They were not fighting for freedom, the homeland, or their country.
They ran.

The officers surveyed the battlefield. It wassmal enoughto seedl of it. Warriorswere bringing
the wounded to a triage areawhere the medic and some of the more skilled troopers were working on
them. Wounded and captured bandits were being herded into another area. No one was treating them.

Near one of the wagons, awoman was holding adieing Warrior's head in her Iap and crying. Captain
Walznik recognized her as the woman the priest had denounced for having sex with the trooper.
Someone was gathering up dropped weapons and putting them in piles of trooper and bandit weapons.

Sir Bronowski was dragging a dead bandit off thetrail. He grunted to the Warrior on the other
end of the body, “I guessthey thought we' d scatter and et them do some looting. Hold it, let some of
them move the bodies. It isn’'t our job.”

They made camp for the rest of theday. The surviving bandits were moved into a corrd at one
end of the canyon and pickets were set out. They finished treating al of the wounded Warriorsand, in
the evening, they buried their fallen comrades. The quartermaster and hiswomen got thefires going and
kept hot food available al evening. Most of them were wearing captured wespons.

It was asad evening of shared memories and occasional songs. No one fed the prisoners.

The officers were drinking wine and looking into the fire when someone asked, “What are we
going to do with the prisoners?’

One of the knights said, “We could just leave the wounded here. If they’ re too hurt to travel,
they’ll probably die anyway, and good riddance. But, Captain, what do we do with the rest?”’

The Captain looked up from thefire, “I’ ve been thinking about that. In my country, the pendty for
murder isdeath. Unfortunately, we' re an army, not executioners. |’ ve decided to sentence them to life
at hard labor.”

Someone asked, “How are we gonna do that? We re thousands of miles from the nearest Polish
prison.”

“Wdl, wewill usealocd prison. Thewaking bandits go with us. We'll sdll them at the next
town.” There werelooks of disbdief. “I know that davery isasin and wedon't bieveinit. Butit'sthe
closest we can cometo afair sentence and they would have doneit to us.”

Around thefire, men nodded. They didn’t likeit, but no one had a better idea.

The next morning, for the one and only timein history, a Christian army moved out with aline of
daves roped together. Thetaste of it was bad, but got better as they passed the graves of the twelve
brother Warriors who had been killed in the fight.



Chapter 30 JumaFindsaBride

In two months, dl four of my servants came to me and told me that they were pregnant. | was
used to that sort of thing. | had hundreds of children in Poland by women that | wasn't married to. |
took good care of them, and their mothers, too. When possible, | found the ladies a suitable husband.
It sawise child who redlly knowswho hisfather is.

Therewere even alot of children that had mothers who claimed that | was the father, but where
actudly, | wasn't. | acknowledged them al asmy own, even if the woman in question wasn't up to my
personal specifications. | wasn't about to give ababy abad childhood over alittle thing like personal
vanity!

But | rather imagined that I’ d raise these four kids as actualy being my own. | redly liked al of
their mothers. My other wives, Francine and Cdlicia, would haveto learn to live with it, somehow.

Peat moss, the fresh, green plant itsdf, not the brown crumbly stuff sold in modern gardening
shops, isavery remarkable materid when dried. Itisvery soft. Itisanatura antiseptic, and isused to
treat wounds. It absorbsliquids and odors, and is used as a disposable lining for ababy’ sdigpers. And
it isused by mengtruating women.

One of the weird thingsin human physiology isthat women living together tend to synchronize
their menstrual cycles. Why they do this strange thing, God surely knows, but | don’t! Buit if they aredll
on themoss at the sametime, they aredso dl fertile at the sametime! Thismeant that in seven or eight
months, al four of my girlsmight well dl give birth on the samenight! Thiswas something that | was not
looking forward to.

Obvioudy, | needed some more women around to help out. Women trained in handling
childbirth, but aso someonewho could kegp me sexudly satisfied when having sex with one of my
current girlsmight possibly harm our child.

| asked Jasmine to expand my household. She said that she would see what she could do, but
there weren't that many women il in the North Tower, and that she didn’t have any contacts outside of
the paace.

One of the three women she brought me was a Black girl named Mimba. There was something
very familiar about her, but | couldn’t quite put my finger onit. Shewasn't interested in having sex with
me, so of course, | didn’'t press her.

A few days later, Jumadropped by for dinner. When he saw Mimba, | thought he was going to
faint! 1 mean, you wouldn't think that someone with cod black skin could turn white, but somehow, he
didit!

“Jumal What' swrong?’

“Wrong?,” he said after afew moments. “Nothing iswrong. Would you liketo cometo my
wedding, Conrad? ThisisMimba Sheismy dead wife slittle sster! She has one of the highest
bloodlines of my tribe. Wewill be married tomorrow!”

“Congratulations. But, aren’t you supposed to ask the girl first?’

“But that isn't necessary. Since her sister isdead, her family must give her to me, or return the
bride price | gavethem. And of course, they can't do that, sincethey are al dead, too. | don’t think that
you will ever understand our customs.”

| said, “ That isan understatement. Nonetheless, | advise you to ask her to marry you. Takeit
from an old married man, and doit.”

“Very well, asafavor to afriend. Mimba, | ask you to marry me, to be my senior wife, to cook
my food, and to bear me many fine sons. Inreturn, | will support you well, and give you honor and



datusin our tribe”

Mimba said, “For the honor of your family, and for the honor of mine, | will do thisthing.”

“There, Conrad. | have done what you asked. Now then, will you come to our wedding?’

“Will | haveto eat anybody that | know?’ | asked.

“At awedding feast? Of course not! Who ever heard of such athing? Wedding feasts are
completely mestless”

“Then | accept gladly, my brother. But please send one of your people over to guide me through
thething. | wouldn't want to do anything improper.”

“Of course, my friend! Oh, and you must bring dl of your ladieswith you!”

And thusit was that Jumawas the first man in his reconstructed tribe to have awife. The most
interesting thing about the ceremony was seeing dl of my girls, and al of Omar’s, wearing nothing but the
traditiond triba loincloths.

Many of Juma’s men had taken up with women, dmost invariably Black ones, but sncethey
didn’'t have theright bloodlines, they were classified as servants, not wives.

Y ou run into racism in the damndest places.

Weseks later, Jumaexplained that Mimba had been embarrassed about presenting hersdlf to him
for months. She had been raped saverd times during her captivity, and she felt that this had sullied her,
dishonoring her family and making her unsuitable for marriage to anobleman. Juma, of course, had very
different opinions.

Three months after we took this city, we had dl of the city owned irrigation pumps running on
undershot waterwhedl s, each producing twice as much water that they had under human power. It
was't that they were turning that much faster, but that they worked dl night aswell asdl day, the night
being aslong asthe day at these low latitudes.

The advantages of al of these new machines were carefully explained to the people of Timbuktu
in another of Omar’ s many public proclamations. They weretold that for very little extramoney, the
improved pumps put out twice as much water, they didn’'t have to be fed, and that they would never
revolt againg their masters.

But now only two of them were working on the same side of theriver. It happened that two of
the four pumps had right handed screws and two had |eft handed ones. With humans providing the
power, it hadn’t made any difference which way the daveswaked, but with the undershot water whedls
necessaily turning the way that the river flowed, only half of them worked!

Each of the pumps had been carved from abig, long, and straight tree trunk. A deep and wide
helical groove had been cut into it, and then the channel had been covered with long, thin strips of wood,
running the length of thetree. It wasn't at dl obviouswhich way the screw turned, and our engineers had
missed the difference between them. Nobody had thought to ask the now freed daves who had actually
turned them, even though these men had included mysdif, Juma, and Omar!

So, after we gave the engineers abit of humorous chastisement, we had shifted the ones that
didn’'t work acrossthe river, which got them turning in the proper direction. We were now irrigating the
other sde of it, at first Smply to provide more grassfor our meet animas. Eventualy, once the soil built
up, we' d have farms out there.

There were nine more water pumps owned by variousfarmers co-operativesin the privately
owned sector, which had aways been operated by the farmers on atime-sharing basis. If it wasthe
second Tuesday of the month, it was your turn to spend the day walking around in the pump.

Wéll, the technology of the water wheels was available to them now, and they could do what
they wanted with their own property.

A river powered ferry, of the sort that | had invented at Cracow so many years ago had been



ingtaled. Maybe someday, we' d build abridge.

We had seven wind powered water pumps operating on the gate towers of the palace and the
city gates. The outer side of the walls had merlinsto defend the soldiers on the top of the walls, but the
inner Sdedidn’'t. Thesewalswere remarkably level, so dong theinside, we built araised channd,
coated with waterproof tar, to carry water from the wind pumpsto any point on thewall. From there,
someday, we might put in some aqueducts to supply the rest of the city.

For now, Juma’s people just had to dip abucket into it, and drink, bathe, or water their plants.

These pumps and troughs, too, were hyped in Omar’ s proclamations. 1t makes no senseto do
thingsfor peopleif you don't tell them what you are doing.

We weren't using winchesto raise the portcullises, since once we had afilled water tank on the
tower above each gate, it was much smpler just to hang two big buckets on ropesthat went over pulleys
and then were attached to the big iron things. Y ou filled the buckets with water, they went down and the
portculliscame up. You set the brake, drained the buckets into a horse trough, and when you released
the brake, the portcullis went down.

Gravity works every time.

Sir Stephan thought that one up.

Each gate now had two public watering troughs, one for people and one for animals. Therewas
sometak of carving some beautiful fountainsfor the city markets. We could run the pipes through the
‘secret’ tunndls.

We had another saven windmills, to theimmediate |eft of each of the pumps, in use for grinding
graininto flour. Again, more hype.

Jaccs Dupree and his engineers had done a number of fine jobs for us.

There was some talk between Omar and the presidents of the four main universities about setting
up asystem of elementary schools, to be paid for the city, that would be open to everyone, and without
tuition being charged to the students. Unfortunately, there were politica problems caused by the current
independent schools, which were quite profitable for their owners. Also, there were economic problems
dueto the costs of doing dl of this. The city had lost mgor sources of revenue when we had freed al of
thedaves. Theproject was‘temporarily’ tabled.

With al of thisbright sunshine available, it seemed slly to be importing charcoa madein the

forestsfar downstream to cook with. | came up with two types of solar cookers.

Onewas an oven, an insulated box with adouble layer of inexpensive, poor quaity glass on top.
It could bake bread in about an hour and a half.

The other used alarge, vaguely parabolic, polished brass reflector which concentrated sunlight on
the bottom of an iron hotplate, and was used for frying, stewing, or boiling.

The girlsliked them both, and sales were brisk, once we demongtrated them in the public
markets. | told Omar about patent law, and assigned the rights to both devicesto him. I'd used his
bal cony to develop both cookers, after al.

The main palace barracks had been rebuilt, but thistime into a series of gpartments that aman with
afamily could use. Inthe Chrigtian Army, we didn’t like to separate a man from hiswife and children for
long. And thistime, the building wasfireproof, with masonry arches supporting the stone floor above,
instead of using wooden rafters and wood floors. 1t was actually chegper to build that way, shipping
costs of bringing wood upstream for eight hundred miles being what they were. The Sone quarrieswere
nearby, and the city was downstream of them.

All of our Christian troops had proper uniforms now, in the Christian Army’ sred and white, with
black leather accessories and brass buttons. The Arab troops preferred traditiona Arab dress, athough
it was now uniform, and in our colors. Juma s men stuck with their loincloths, and resisted any attempts



at standardization. How they knew each other’ srank was beyond me. When | asked them, they said
that they could tdl by aman’smannal | couldn’t see any manna!

The sword makers of Timbuktu were very competent, and they had made us up some rapiers,
the best secondary weapon for an infantryman, once he learns how to use one. My men carried them on
their backs, high over their |eft shoulder in atwo piece sheath that didn’t get intheway. Archerscarried
their quivers over their right shoulders. Thisarrangement assumed that the warrior was right handed, of
course. Leftiesdid it the other way.

Work was aso under way to make us some decent plate armor, at least for the officers, the
cavary, and the front rank of the pikers, who each actualy carried ahalberd. It al had to be made
individudly, by hand, of course, and was expensve. But it wasn't nearly as expensve aslosing awar.

Four of the Christian Army troops were trying to make gunpowder. Refining the saltpeter was
the current big problem, but | was hesitant about getting Arabian achemistsin on the project. Thereare
things which are best kept within the group.

Most importantly, the people of Timbuktu had started to accept us. I’m not saying that they
loved us, or even that they were grateful, but at least their hatred wasn't as obvious as it once had been.
And considering that we had ‘ stolen’ dl of their daves, and butchered, or burned, most of their army, this

was good progress.

Juma' s troops had been trained from childhood, and were fanatically loya to him. My Chrigtian
army was starting to shape up nicely. They were proud of their uniforms, and their style of marching,
which seemed to impressthe locals. And both groups had adopted the Mohawk haircuts, to the level of
100% of those who had any hair inthefirst place. Thismade for astrong feding of group identification.
And the Chrigtians knew that they weretraining in order to fight their way home. None of them Ieft the
amy.

But the Idamic troops, who had been our largest contingent at the beginning, were less satisfied
with army life. Giventheir choice, | think that most Modemswould redly rather be small scale
businessmen and merchants, rather than Warriors. Oh, some of them are absolute, wild eyed fanatics,
but most of them would rather just make a decent living without having to work too hard.

We had organized them in the Chrigtian Army fashion, with our system of sixes, but many of them
wanted to be discharged.

We let them go, but with the understanding that they had to train one day aweek with their units,
for which they received asmall salary, but they could pursue civilian jobsfor therest of the week. They
became our active reserve.

Many were finding wives, and were starting families. 1f we ever had to defend oursalves, they
would betherefor us. Andinthe mean timeit saved the city money.

Those Arabs who wanted to stay in the army full time were formed up into three companies of
camd cavdry. They spent much of their training time out on the desert. Their officers were mostly
experienced men who had been fighting againgt us afew months ago, but who now had sworn loyalty to
us.

The Captain of each company was one of my original Christian Army troops, who weretrying
hard to master the art of staying on acamel inafight. But a Captain’sjob wasn't to fight efficiently. It
wasto direct the efforts of others. Theloyalty of anyone who had survived our training programin
Poland was absolute, and that was very important, too.

Origindly, the Arab’s sole cavalry wegpon, aside from knives, was the long, heavy camel saber,
S0 our European horse cavary taught them the use of the lance, and about mounted archery, something
that they hadn’t practiced here before, for some reason that | couldn’t fathom.

We dso hired on anumber of experienced policemen and put them to work, fighting crime.
Over the months, every single building in and around the city was searched for illicit daves. Every



former dave was questioned to see that he or she was being properly taken care of. Weeven set up a
job placement organization to find work for those who were looking for it. Many of these people had
been davesdl of their lives, and didn’t know how to go about finding ajob. Soon, the organization was
aso placing ordinary citizens, aswdll.

Eventualy, Juma' s men returned from the south. The caravan consisted of some three thousand
Black women, one thousand Black Warriors, and eight hundred mostly unloaded camels, but no Arab

davers, ex- or otherwise, were with them.

“So what happened?’ | asked him as we watched them entering the palace grounds.

“I don't know, but I will find out,” Jumasaid. “I will dso sdect four more wivesfor mysdf. My
father had thirty-one wives, after dl. My position requiresthat | have at least five of them, but more
would seem greedy since we dtill don’t have enough women.”

That evening, Jumacame to my apartment and explained things, over aglass of brandy.

Theliquor turned out to actualy bealoca product, distilled from wine madeillegally from our own
localy grown grapes. At leadt, it wasillegd under the old management. I’d made the production of it,
and thewine itsdlf, which was a bit weak and dry, to be legal, and taxable, but for sdle only to
non-Mudims. I’d aso told the wine makers that adding some concentrated sugar cane juice, or honey,
to their smashed grapes could improve their product. The European label on the bottle was fraudulent,
and I'd had them changeit. Alcohol isan Arabic word, after all.

“| wastold that the caravan was attacked by alarge band of Twaregs,” Jumasaid, “The Arabs,
on their fast camels, and not trusting my tribe’ sfighting skills, went out to fight them, but they were
outnumbered, and they weredl killed. When my tribesmen, who were of course on foot, got to the
bettle, they killed dl of the now outhumbered Twaregs, with very littlelossto themsdves. Then they
rested, and feasted, and came back to Timbuktu.”

| looked at him for awhile, and then | sent my six girlsout of theroom. This conversation
wouldn’'t be good for them to hear!

“Girls, go to the far end of the apartment and stay there until | call you back. Don't you DARE try
to overhear what we are going to talk about! It could cost you your lives!”

They left quickly. When they were gone, | said quietly, “1 have never seen a battle where
everybody on one Side or the other waskilled. There are dways some survivors. This sory hastwo
complete wipeoutsinit. Y ou havetold mewhat you weretold. Now tell me what redly happened!”

“I was afraid that you would say something likethat. Okay. It happensthat this particular group
of daverswere the very same people who organized our enemies againgt us, just before my tribe was
destroyed. These Arabswere responsible for the deaths of my father, and my mother, and my pregnant
wife, and for the parents, wives, and children of everyonein my largetribe! | had never seen these
particular Arabs, but many of the men that | sent on this mission recognized them! Therefore, onthe
return trip, my people waited until they were only two days from Timbuktu, and there was no danger of
becoming lost in the desert.”

Jumalooked straight a me, and continued, “And then wekilled them dl! Wefeasted well, even
though thereislittle mannain adaver, evenif they did diefighting. Two hundred more of our young men
attained manhood. They also married two hundred of the best women that they had with them. Those
women should have gone to older, more proven men, but that is my problem, and not yours. | say that in
killing the davers, my men acted properly. Also consder that in not returning to the city, the davers have
voided their contract. Wewill not have to pay them. My people have saved the city agreat deal of
money! What do you say?’

| looked down and shook my head.

“I don't give adamn about the money! If someone was responsible for killing my parents, and



the families of everyonethat | knew, yes, | would kill them! But dl of this presents us with aproblem.
We need the support of the Arabsinthiscity! Thetrue story of what actualy happened must never
come out on thismatter. Y ou must explain this carefully to your people! Wewill tell the story that was
fabricated by your men, except that in the end we will haveit that they merdly drove the Twaregs off.
That will explain why your people did not bring any Twareg camels or equipment back with them. We
will hire Arabian poetsto write the praises of the heroic Arabswho went to their glorious deathsto
protect the people in their caravan. We will hire people to read these poems often at every marketplace
inthecity. Do you agreewith this?’

“Of course, Conrad. We have their manna. We can let them have their ‘glory’. | suppose that
we will haveto give their weapons and other property back to their families, but can we keep their
camds?’

“No! You can't keep the damned camels! One doesn’t steal from heroes!”

Likewedidn’'t have enough problems!

| went across the hall and explained the situation to Omar. Unless we wanted to lose the services
of Jumaand his men, when alocal mob killed them dl, we had to cover this one up.

Omar agreed to contact the university presidents of his recent acquaintance, and set up a
competition among the city’ s poets, with excellent prizesfor the top five poems. Thewell paid judges
would be chosen by the university presidents. Most of them did it personadly, and kept the money for
themsdves

A proclamation would go out in the morning, telling everyone about the ex-daversheroism. It
would also advertise the contest.

Omar would aso seeto it that the property of the deceased * heroes was returned to their
families, and that they were paid in full for their services.

Omar and his male secretaries got to deep very late that night, and he didn’t get to enjoy hisladies
atdl. All secretariesin the Arabian world were male, snce women here were rarely educated properly.

They just didn’t know what they were missing.

Chapter 31 The Africa Corps moves North

After spending four months as one of the rulers of Timbuktu, it wastimefor meto leave.

My stay here had been interesting, to say the least, but these people weren’'t my people. | wanted
to go home, and so did most of the Christians that I’ d made promisesto.

Besides, my wiveswould give me hell if they thought I’ d dawdled.

The African Corps of the Chrigtian Army, now three thousand strong, was aswell trained asthe
Polish Army had been when we besat the Mongols, twenty yearsago. Wedidn't have firearms, except
for some crude explosives, but neither did our enemies. My people had been able to make two barrels
of serpentine powder, even cruder than black powder, but you never can tell what might be useful. |
resolved to bring them aong with us.

The city had stayed peaceful during my stay here, and we had tried hard to be good rulers.
Certainly, there had been no hint of rebdllion. The Arabian people seemed to like Omar, and to fear
Juma. Not abad combination, actudly. Me? Wdll, they dl knew that | would be leaving soon, so |
didn’t much matter to them.

One option wasto go west, following the route that | had taken when I’ d come to Timbuktu, over
ayear ago. But the route waslonger than the northerly one, and | didn’t want to have to take thousands
of women and children up the Skeleton Coast.



Thiswasthe right time of the year to take alarge caravan north. There had been two good rain
storms out on the desert to the north, and there would be enough food for the horses and camels out
there.

Another factor was that my four main ladies were three months pregnant. | had apparently done
themdl inonasnglenight! If | delayed departure any more, they would soon be getting too big to travel
sddy.

Logisticswere aproblem. Counting men, women and children, | had eight thousand people
coming with me. We had been collecting pack camels and mules for months, even buying them from
other cities, but even so, most adults would have to walk the whole way back to Europe.

My engineering company had left Omar agood bunch of well trained Arabsto provide the city
with technica services. But being Chrigtians, they themsdves would be coming with us.

Omar agreed to lend me our three companies of Arab camel cavalry, as additiona security on the
trip. These men would aso return with the horses, the mules, and the pack camels back to the city, once
we got to the Mediterranean Sea, and had arranged for some shipping to get usacrossit. If the prices
we found at some sea port were good, they would try to bring some cargo back with them.

| was surprised when our two Jewish companies wanted to go north with us Christians. It seems
that thistrip was why they had wanted to join the army in the first place. Most of them had been daves
in Timbuktu, and they did not fed welcome here. | agreed to bring them, and their families, along.
Especidly since, at their own suggestion, they had volunteered to take care of their own costsfor
transportation and food. The more the merrier. And the safer.

Besdesthear two companies of trained men, the Jews were taking some fifteen hundred civilians
with them. | felt that at least one more Jewish company should be organized out of their able bodied
men, to be trained on the march, and they went along with this.

The day before we were due to leave, Jumacame by.

“Conrad, the last of my five wives has announced that sheis pregnant. | have thus completed, for
thetime being, my family obligationshere. | have agood subordinate, Mishaba, one of my many half
brothers, who can take care of my people in my absence, and I’ ve been getting bored lately. Thereisno
one hereto fight, anymore. What would you think if | were to gather up, say, athousand of my younger
men, and joined you on your trip?’

“I’d say that you would be very welcome. We can use dl of the fighting men we can get! But |
worry about supplies on thetrip. Feeding another thousand menwon't be easy,” | said.

“Don't worry about that. My men aredl good hunters. We can easily feed ourselves and many
others besides”

“If you say s0. | supposethat if worse comes to worse, we can aways start eating the camels.”

“Trust me,” Jumasaid.

“Youknow? | do! Infact, if Omar thinksthat he can spare them, why don’t you bring two
thousand of your men aong? | think that those of them who are still unproven will have plenty of chances
to kill their man on thistrip.”

“I had been thinking that aswdll. It ispart of my duty to them, to give them their chance. Two
thousand it will be!”

Omar gifted me with atenth of the city’ streasury, much more than enough to pay the expenses of
the way.

We had asurprisingly tearful departure, Omar and |. | hadn’t realized how attached | had
become to the man. Our months daving together in that damned barrel, our war victories over our
oppressors, and our work together in putting our new regime into working order had forged a bond
between us of surprising strength. We both promised to visit each other, some day, some how.

Sir Stephan had been in charge of making all of the arrangementsfor the trip, and he'd done afine



job of it. We had a sufficient number of experienced Arab camel handlersto show our own men what to
do, and a dozen scouts and guidesto keep us on course. The caravan master, Mohamed, was a
wizened old Arab with agood reputation, as were afew of the cooks, who would be teaching our ladies
about cooking onthetrall. Therest of my people could provide the muscle, the sweet, and the blood.

The girls had made me a copy of the Christian Army’ s Battle Flag, and | had anew set of shining
plate armor, made in the style that we had devel oped over the yearsin Poland. Sir Stephan could have
had the same thing, but he had elected to have Hgjji’ s old armor cut down to fit him. 1t was pretty stuff.

| had afine white horse that | named Whitey, who dmost looked like Silver, but was, of course,
only an animal, and not to be compared to a Big Person. 1t took me awhileto get used to handling a
bridle again. With aBig Person, you didn’t need one, and in fact, they hated to wear them.

| also had four big camelsin my persond train, one that carried a platform with atent on top of it,
big enough to hold dl four of my girls, aswell astheir persona baggage. Thelast two ladiesthat I'd
added weren't Chrigtians, and they had said that they preferred to stay in Timbuktu. Omar had hired
them, and added them to his harem.

The other three camels carried our baggage, including the Hgjji’ s magnificent gold trimmed, Royd
Blue silk tent, some three legged camp chairsthat I’ d had made up, and our cooking utensils, since the
girlsingsted on cooking for me themselves. | regretted having to leave my dining room table behind, but
that’ swar for you.

| had alance of men assigned to set up and take down my camp each day, which got them out of
having to pull guard duty at night. 1 didn’t want any of my pregnant girls doing any heavy work. And |
had another lance of mounted runnersaround me at al times.

One camel had little more on hisback that alifetime supply of coffee, and a three months supply
of brandy. Mgor food itemslike flour, grains, and dried mests, fish, fruits, and vegetables, were carried
by the commissary caravan, although the girls had packed alot of speciaty items, just for us.

Rank hasits privileges.

One of the problems that had to be settled before we even started was “Which day of the week
would werest on?” Obvioudy, we couldn’t march for three months non-stop. But Chrigtiansliketo rest
on Sunday, Jews want to take off from Friday night until Saturday at sunset, and the Arabs agreed with
the Jews. Jumacouldn’t see why we shouldn’t just run the whole way, non-stop! He said that hismen
coulddoit!

| decided that we would stop on Sunday, since two thirds of uswere Chrigtiansin thefirst place,
only one sixth of uswere Jewish or Arabian, and anyway, | wasthe boss. They went aong with me,
with some grumbling. Jews and Arabs pulled guard duty on Sunday, and Christians on Friday night and
Saturday, but that was asfar as| would go. Juma’ s men were soon spending afew hours aday hunting,
and so were rdieved from guard duty entirely.

Thetrall blazers of the advanced guard were relieved from guard duty aswell, of course, except
to guard themsalves.

Farisfar.

Our route wasfairly straight forward. Thefirgt third of the trip was smply going mostly north and
west along the Niger River. Thiswould give us adependable supply of water, firewood, and aso plenty
of food for the animals along the riverbank.

Y ou have probably heard the expression, ‘to eat likeahorse’. Well, awar horse needs at least
four dozen pounds of food aday. This meansthat he must feed off theland, sSince he can only carry aten
day supply of food on hisback, even if he carriesnothing else. Camelsare generally bigger, and need
congderably more fodder, and mulesaren't light eaters, either. Keeping the animalswell fed was of
prime importance, since they were carrying our food, and we' d die without them.

There were many settlements aong the river, where we could buy, or commandeer (that isto



say, stedl) additiona food as needed. | also planned to relieve them of any davesthat they were
keeping. Savery was an abomination that must be ssomped out! Also, | thought that we would
eventualy need dl of thefighting men that we could get. We d train them on the march!

Then, there was a stretch through drier land, but Mohamed, the Caravan Master, assured us that
there were water holes and the occasiond oasisto provide sufficient water and fodder, especialy at this
time of the year.

In afew months, we would start climbing up into the AtlasMountains. After that, there were
trailsthat led further north. But between us and the sea, there was allittle matter of getting through the
Empire of Almohades. Thisempirewaswell over athousand milesfrom east to west, running from Tunis
in the east, to way south of Marrakech, along the Mediterranean and Atlantic seacoadts. It also included
amogt half of Spain. We had three hundred miles of it to get through. | wastold to expect that this
would be the hard part.

Well, it happened that I’ d read afew history books, back when | wasin the Twentieth Century,
and they had said that the Almohades Empire had collapsed years ago. The Caravan Master’s
information had to be out of date, so | wasn't worried. Of course, | couldn’t explain that to him, but
what the heck.

When the day came for our departure, I’ d sent an advance guard of mounted trail blazers out at
daybreak, and the rest of the caravan was supposed to leave an hour later. My trained troops were
ready ontime, but the civiliansweren't.

Inefficiency bothersthe engineer inme. | fretted and fidgeted for another hour, and then gave the
ordersfor usto moveout. Thetrail blazerswould set up our camp twenty-four miles or so ahead of us,
and every minute that we were |late was one more minute of deep lost! If the rest wanted to come, they
could damnwel catch up with udl

| did leave the stragglers arear guard, and Mohamed promised to hurry the twits along as best as
he could. We maintained an easy pace, two dozen milesaday. It wasthree days before the last of the
cvilianscaught up with us. All told, I now had twelve thousand followerswith me. A fairly formidable
force, and a considerable bother aswell.

There were endless squabbles, that | won't trouble you with relating. Many of them were just
referred to Mohamed for settlement. When | got particularly annoyed, | referred the argumentetive
peopleto Juma. Arguments had a habit of disappearing very quickly at that point, snce Juma s methods
were unorthodox, but decisive.

One evening, he was having dinner with us, ashe often did. A few of my troops brought in two
dightly battered men, who had been fighting. Each of them claimed that the other had stolen fromhima
bag of booty that had been won during our early conquest of Timbuktu. | didn’t like the looks of one of
them, to the point that | thought it might affect my judgment, so | asked Juma settle the matter. He
glanced at them, and gestured them outside. He looked at the pleasant looking one and said, “You area
liar and athief. Isthat sword your favorite wegpon?’

Theman sad it was.

“Then defend yoursdf with it.”

Juma gestured to one of his young tribesmen, and the fight was over in afew seconds, with a
spear through the heart of the man who I’ d thought was innocent. The white man's body was carried
away by the victor’ sfriends.

| asked, “ Juma, even if he wasthe guilty one, wasn't that a bit severe? | mean, killing aman for
theft?’

“Hewas adso amurder, severd timesover.”

“How do you know that? What makes you so certain that he was the guilty one?’

“Why, it waswritten al over hismanna, of course.” Hewent back into finish hismed, and |



followed him.

“Juma, just what isthis mannathing that you are dwaystalking about? | can’t see any mannal”

“I know, and that is very strange, for you have the strongest mannathat | have ever seen. Much
stronger than my father’ swas, even.” He preferred to sit on the ground, while | sat on acamp stoal.

“But that doesn’'t answer my question.”

“Mannais something that my people and | can see, but you, and everybody esethat | know of,
can't. Tous, it looks like amany colored glow that sort of hovers around most people, but not al of
them. Some animashaveit, but not many. Once, | saw atree with manna. | don’t know what it is, any
morethan | know what lifeis. It'sjust there, afact of life. Mannagivesyou power over people and
things. Y ou, for example, wereinclined to judgein favor thethief, just awhile ago. Thiswas because his
mannawas so strong.”

“So this manna doesn’'t have anything to do with goodness?’

“Correct. Mannais power, nothing more or less. Y ou can build your mannafrom within your
own sdif, and also by eating that of others. It isthe reason for my tribe’ s cannibaism, | suppose.”

| said, “And no one but your people can seeit. That givesyou agreat deal of power.” It
sounded alittle like the ‘aura that psychics talked about in the modern world. Not that the engineer in
mewould let me bdievein any of that Suff.

“Only we can seeit, but most people can fed it, or maybe 'smell it' is abetter term. People smell
your manna, Conrad. That iswhy they so willingly follow you. And if they must battle againgt you, they
fed your power, and become afraid.”

“I'll have to think about this. But | think that from now on, | want you to handle the legal
problems around here.”

“No, | have enoughto do. But I’ll gppoint afew of my peopleto the task, if you wish.”

“Yes, pleasedo that,” | said. I've dways hated having to judge people, and Juma seemed so
certain of hisability to do thejob properly.

Chapter 32 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

| hit the pause button.

“Tom, what’ s your take on this manna business?’

“Damned if | know. Supergtition? Mass hallucination? Some strange psychic power? Take
your pick.”

“Could there actualy be something to it?’

“There might be. When you’ ve been around aslong as| have, you'll have seen some damned
weird things. | don’t think that | could honestly say that anything isimpossible.”

“Huh.”

“Yegh.”

He hit the run button.

Chapter 33 Along The Trail



Two dozen miles aday meant that we spent four, double length army hours aday walking, four
hours setting up camp, cooking and eating, and packing things back up, and four hours deeping, unless
you were picked for guard duty. About once aweek, most troops spent another annoying hour at that.

Thefirst few dayswere pretty hectic and disorganized, especialy since Mohamed hadn’t caught
up with usyet with the last of the stragglers. Thisforced usto figureit all out by ourselves.

By thethird day, things were starting to settle down, abit. People were dowly learning their jobs.
The advanced party had selected our camp site the day before, a square more than four hundred yards
totheside. They had marked out the boundaries, the gates, and the streets. We eventualy got it down
to asystem, where the same things were set up in the same rel ative places every night, so people could
findthings.

The animals had to be unloaded and then taken down to the river for watering. Thishad to be
done under guard, as there were some dangerous crittersin that water. Just upstream, the water bags for
human consumption had to befilled, loaded on some of the mules, and taken back to camp. Some
peopl e chopped wood, both for firewood and for alightweight palisade, afence surrounding the camp.
Firewood had to be delivered, usualy by camels, to the cooking area. Our animals had to be hobbled
and permitted to feed, under guard. Latrines had to be dug, food cooked, tents set up. After we ate,
more food was cooked for ahot breskfast and a cold lunch.

The old Roman L egions used to build what amounted to asmall city at the end of each day,
complete with adry moat and an outer wall, but | wasn't that much of afanatic. Close, though.

And every morning, our animals had to be gathered up and watered again. Everything had to be
disassembled, packed up, put on the draft animals, and the trek began again.

We usudly bathed on Sunday afternoons, if we could find a clear and shallow stretch of the
river. Thishad to be done under guard, crocodiles being what they were. Guarding the women wasa
highly sought after respongbility, even though many women preferred to take a sponge bath insde of
therr tents

I’d had a big solar oven made up that was built on acart that was pulled behind one of my
persond camels. Theideawasthat we could bake bread while on the march. It turned out that it wasa
bad idea. Vibrations flattened the bubbles out of the dough before the bread could bake, and turned it
flat and rock hard. Oh, well, it had seemed like agood idea a thetime. The oven was il of usefor
roasting meat and making casseroles. Wild game needs alot of roasting and stewing time, and my own
party, and our guests, got a hot lunch.

Once we were away from the immediate environs of Timbuktu, the desert became avast, green
grasdand. Animasin huge numbers had found there way here from someplace, and Juma' s people had
some very good hunting. There were wildebeests, zebras, dozens of kinds of antelopes, elephants,
ogtriches, rhinoceroses, and even afew giraffes. There were also lions and hyenas, which were
dangerous.

Therewere crocodilesin theriver, aswell. Welost afew people to them, when we were getting
water, but many more to the hippopotamuses. Those things looked fat and funny, but they are deadly!
They’re good egting, though. So are crocodiles, for that matter.

Without dowing down the caravan, the Black Africans were soon supplying uswith over twenty
thousand pounds of meat aday. They had worked out a system with the cavalry companies, where the
horsemen and came jockeys stampeded the wild animalsinto hidden lines of Juma smen. They were
waiting near our next campsite, so they wouldn't have to haul the meet very far, but far enough away so
that the scavengers who showed up in the night to eat what we threw away weren't troublesome. The
Blacks generdly had it al skinned out, cleaned, and cut into manageable hunks by thetimethe rest of us
got there.

We usualy had to abandon the hides, unless someone wanted to do something specific with one.



Many of Juma swarriors started sporting zebra skin shieds. Elephant tusks were well worth bringing
aong with us, though, aswererhino horns. We would have kept the ostrich plumes aswell, but my
Warriors aways collected those up in ahurry, to wear on their helmets. Jasmine had brought a bottle of
red ink aong in our baggage, and this sufficed to dye the plumes used by my runners. It becametheir
sgn of authority. Everybody e se had to get dong with white plumes.

| was careful not to ask about exactly what | was eating. A zebralookstoo much like ahorse for
me to be comfortable eating one. Elephant tastes pretty good, though, if you cook it long enough.

We weren't cutting into our dried rations hardly at al, except for fruit and some ground flour.

Sir Stephan had arranged for alarge, wagon mounted, wood heated metal oven to be built and
brought along. Many of the women helped out kneading the dough, but the oven itsalf was kept working
al night long, every night, by bakerswho dept out the day riding in the same sort of covered wagons that
the sick, the children, and very pregnant women rodein. They made six thousand loaves of bread aday.

We dso bought alot of fresh vegetables from the locals as we passed through.

After afew weeks, we started salting and drying surplus meet in the sun, hanging thin strips of it
over our covered wagons aswe went. We were using it to replace the flour and dried fruits that we
were consuming. Once we got into the mountains, the hunting might not be so good.

Juma’ smen killed and ate alot of lions. It ssemsthat according to their customs, alion was sort
of human, had alot of manna, and killing one single handedly with aspear qudified ayoung man for

adulthood. Primitive peoplelivein avery complicated world, for some reason.

We came upon small settlements of farmers and herdsmen severd timesaday. Our message to
them, from our advanced guards, traveling aday ahead of the rest of us, was dwaysthe same.

“We mean you no harm! We are just passing through, on our way homeward, to the north. We
would buy food from you, especidly fresh vegetables, and baked goods, at fair prices, if you are willing.
We dso have some trade goods for sale; needles, knives, fish hooks, some jewery, and some glass
ware.

“However, know that we consder davery to be an abomination! Man was madein Allah’'sown
image, and to endave ahuman being isan offense againgt God! If you are keeping any daves here
againg their will, we will takethem from you! They arewecometo joinwithus! Especiadly Chrigtian
daves, sncemany of usare Christians! Hear me!' We will take you home!

“Save ownerswho resist uswill do so a their own peril! There are eight thousand good fighting
men in our huge caravan. 'Y ou cannot help but to be defeated!”

Often, afew davesjust came forward, and we gave them aplacein the caravan. But we also
questioned every person we came across, and made sure that they were staying here willingly. Hedlthy
male ex-daves were armed and assigned to training companies, which we caled theirregulars, because
we didn’'t have uniformsfor them.

Their armament consisted at first of a decent knife, an axe head, and a pike head. They had to
carvethe axe handle and pike staff themsdlves, from wood growing aong theriver. Thefirst skill they
learned was marching, of course. Many of them weren’t in good shape to start with, but long hours of
marching, backed up with agood diet including plenty of meat, quickly put some muscle on them!

At first we, ran into the occasional band of nomads. Some of these were Twaregs, and that
inevitably meant afight, snce these people seemed to have no common senseat al! Ther only thought
seemed to be, ‘ Give us everything we want, or wewill kill you!” Well, we aways killed them instead.
They didn’t have many daves, but we got alot of camels and weapons from them. They rarely had a
woman with them that anybody wanted, so we just |eft them, and other non-combatants, behind.

Those who weren’t Twaregs were amost as bad, though. We tried to be reasonable, but they
weren't up toit. More camels, more swords. But after amonth or so, they started making a point of



avoiding uswhenever possible.

Onthe eighth day of our trek, onetown did try to resst us. Lacking anything like decent city
walls, they met usout in the openfield.

They only had about eight hundred men. Apparently, they didn’t believe what we had told them
about our numbers, or their inteligence was bad. Or maybe they were just plain stupid.

Still, we had to fight them. We were traveling more dowly that word could be sent upstream. The
people north of us had to learn that resisting us was avery bad idea.

I’d put Sir Percy in charge of not only his own company, but of the three companies of camel
cavary we had with us. Hecircled in back of the enemy forces, mostly to keep them from escaping.

Juma asked to have his own men lead the charge, and | granted his request, even though it would
have been good to blood my own troops as well, on thiseasy of afight. But he was, after al, my friend.

It was al over very soon. A bunch of stupid farmersdo not last long against well trained troops
who outnumber them by more than two to one. Eight hundred of Juma s young men attained manhood,
and they held their victory feast afew miles out of town.

The rest of ustook the town and looted it for what littleit had. Beforewewent in, | talked very
gernly to my men about how | would hang any man who wantonly killed acivilian, especidly awoman or
achild, where the punishment would aso include castration, and degth by firel

Someone in the crowd called out, “How do you plan to hang a man, and give him adeath by fire
a the sametime?’

“I'll have him hung by hishedls, and have afire built under hishead! A smdl firel” | shouted
back. “But asde from that, you can take what you want, and do what you want. Enjoy yourselves! The
victors deserve the spoils!”

A few hundred of our men brought apparently willing new wives back with them.



Chapter 34 Pigeon Polish and Rhino Rampage

In afew weeks we got used to the routine of the trek, as the peopl e toughened up.

After two weeks, | decided that we were well enough settled into the program to start getting
bored on the march, and we needed some more to do.

If | was going to take these people back to Europe, they would need to know the language, since
many of them, including al four of my ladies, spoke nothing but Arabic.

Polish was fast becoming the universal European language, at |east among the educated set, but
Polishisanaturd language, with al of the complexities of any tongue that Smply grew up over the
centuries. Two or three months of part time study, without any books, just wasn't long enough to teach it
to them.

But the men of the Explorer’ s Corps had devel oped a highly smplified form of Polish, called
‘Pigeon’.

The White Eagle was the totem of Poland, of course, and the symbal of our noblelanguage. To
name their extreme smplification of our language after atrivia bird, ascavenger, had seemed to be
appropriate to them.

They had designed it so that they could quickly talk with the natives of the many lands that they
vigted. It condsted of only about six hundred words, mostly nouns, verbs, and adjectives, but without
any articlesor prepositions. Everything was absolutely regular. There was no case structure or tense
gructure. If you were talking about the past, you put ‘was before the verb and then talked in the
present tense. For the future, you used ‘will” instead. Therewasno sex. Everything, including your
wife, wasmae.

It sounded very strange, but in aweek or two, you could communicate with it to anyone who
knew ether Polish or Pigeon. With it, my people could get by, any placein Europe. Well, perhapswith
abit of gesticulation.

| had afew dozen people with us who knew Pigeon, and we al started teaching it to the others
whilewe were on the march. After aweek or so, we started encouraging people to useit throughout the
day, for practice.

Thegirls picked it up quickly, and were soon having alot of fun withit.

Jumalliked the new language aswdll. | think that the smplicity of it gopeded to him. And with his
encouragement, hismen dl learned it aswell.

Many of the Arabswith uswere aso learning pigeon, dthough | wasn't quite surewhy. Maybeit
was because there wasn't anything else to do, considering the lack of television, radio, and the movies.

We were averaging about fifty davesfreed aday, with Christians, Blacks, and Arabs showing up
in about equa numbers. More than haf of them were fairly healthy men, and were recruited into the
army. | think that this sexual imbalance was caused because awomen who has had children by aman,
evenif heisher owner, islesslikdy to leave, snce this might mean abandoning her children. Or maybe,
the * Stockholm Syndrome’ had alot to do with it. And, of course, we never forced anyone to come
with us.

Jumatook over training the Blacks, using histraditional methods. They’ d want to go back to
sub-Saharan Africa, in any event.

We put the Christian and the Arab recruits into separate companies, snceit was likely that the
Christians would want to return to Europe, but that most of the Arabs would want to stay in Northern
Africa, or return with the caravan to Timbuktu. When wefindly got to the coadt, the separation would
be easier if they weretrained separately. And asin Timbuktu, Christians were divided up according to



sect. Eventudly, | expected that everyone would want to go home.

There were afew Jewish daves, and we sent those over to the Jewish companies, where they
were well taken care of. They were even issued uniforms, sewn for them by the Jewish ladies. That was
more than the Christians or Arabs got.

Wewere ‘budding’ off cadres from our regular troops, with six knights, and thirty-six Warriors, of
farly experienced and carefully selected men each being promoted one grade, and eventually being
assigned two hundred and twelve raw recruitsfor training.

More promotions happened in their old company, and forty-two new recruits were added at the
bottom. It wasthe old Christian Army system, and it worked fairly well.

Each new company was being commanded by one of my origina Polish trained Christian Army
Warriors. They were stunned by the speed of their promotions. But, we didn’t need many surveyors or
engineers anymore, although we were mapping the territory we went through. We mostly needed
Warriorswho could command Warriors. It waslooking as though the lowest ranking member of the
origind ship’s company would be at |east a Captain before thiswas over.

My army was growing. We werelosing afew people every day, because of wild animals,
disease, the occasiond skirmish, and pure stupidity, but we were adding alot more men than we were
losng.

We amost lost me one afternoon.

My girls had gotten into the habit of getting to the daughtering grounds as early as possible, to pick
out some of the best meet, normally that from one of the youngest animaskilled. That day, | had
accompanied them. Wewere abit too early, and the cavary was abit late, driving the wild animalsinto
Juma smen.

But they got there, eventually, and hundreds of big animals charged in, to be daughtered by the
Black’ s sharp spears, swiftly thrown with great accuracy. Thewhole wave of animalswent down,
including two female rhinos and a bull ephant.

Usudly, it took afew dozen thrown spearsto bring down abig bull, but this one came straight in
to where Juma himself was standing. He put his spear haf way into he anima’ sforehead, and it just
crumpled, dead beforeit hit the ground.

“Niceshot,” | said.

“I dwaysdid prefer going for the forehead,” Jumaanswered.

Hewas awhile getting his spear out. Finally, they had to chop it out with an axe.

The men went in for the butchering, and my girls had dready picked out what they wanted, afine
young antelope. Wewouldn’t be eating it that night, of course. There was abrace of young warthogs
roasting in the solar cooker, dong with somelocaly purchased fresh vegetables, that my household
would be egting for dinner, breskfast, and probably lunch.

Most of the hunters were working at dismembering some of the bigger animals.

Rather than wait around, Jasmine and her lovely crew took out their belt knives and started
skinning and gutting the chosen antel ope themsalves.

I was still on horseback, since although | wanted to help out, | was wearing another one of Hajji’s
fancy outfits, and | didn’t want to get it bloody. Anyway, the girls aways acted as though they were
scanddized if | tried to help out with household chores.

| heard some shouting and turned to see what it was dl abouit.

Therewas ahuge malerhino charging straight at usl Rhinoslook fat and dow, but | assureyou
that when they want to move, they can! They’re faster than an ordinary horse, much stronger, and a
wholelot meaner. Thisonedready had eight well thrown spears sticking into him, but they weren’t
dowing himdown at dl!

My only thought was that the two other rhinos that had been killed must have been friends of his,
and that during the course of the stampede, he must have associated horsemen with the enemy.



Only, | wasthe only one around riding a horse!

| tried to get Whitey going in the other direction, but he panicked and froze. All that | could do
wasto jump out of the saddle and try not beinvolved with theinevitable train wreck.

| was nearly clear when the rhino caught Whitey from below, and disemboweled him while tossing
him, and me, highinto the air.

For some reason, things aways seem to dow down for me at timeslikethat. | remember the
wholeflight quitewell.

| got my sword out while | was flying, and managed, more by luck than anything ese, to land on

my feet, not ayard from where my four frightened ladieswere till crouched around the antelope.

Whitey’ s body fdl back down on top of therhino. | don’t think that he hurt it much, but he did
knock therhino over onit’sside. Thisgave methe moment that | needed to run over to it and pretty
much take it’ s head off with one swipe of my sword. Most of the arteries were severed, and I’'m sure
that I’ d done some damage to the spina column, but somehow, the incredibly tough cresture was starting
to get up, again! Whitey’sbody did off from hisback, and | saw death intherhino’seyes. My death!

There was nothing for it but to hit him again, and thistime the head came entirely off.

All motion by the rhino stopped, which is pretty much what you'’ d expect, given the circumstances.

“At least thistime, you didn’t ruin your pretty outfit!” A voice said from behind me.

| turned to see Jumastanding there, laughing.

“That was an amazing jump that you just performed, Conrad! Do you redlize that you made a
completeflip intheair, came down on your feet with your sword out and facing the animal, and then you
killed it quite easily!”

“Not that easily,” | said. “Just amoment.”

| went over to Whitey, but | wasn't sureif he was dead or not. The huge gash and the torn
intestinesin his stomach left no doubt that if he wasn't, he soon would be. | took hishead off aswell. |
hateto seean animd in pain.

“Therhino was avery remarkable animal. He had the heart of atrue Warrior! Did you want the
body, Conrad?’ Jumasaid.

“No. All wewant isthat smal antelope over there. Y ou are welcometo thisbig, tough character,
with my blessing. Just be sure and save the horn.”

“Of course. My men and | will est thisfelow tonight. | think that he might have much mannain
him!”

“Enjoy your medl!”

“And your horse, Conrad. May we eat him aswell? | haven't had any horse meat in along time.”

“Takeit! Not that you'll find any mannainthat damned coward.” Whitey hadn’t been aredly
closefriend, and the whole business of awar horse freezing up in a panic had meticked off. | wasglad
that | wouldn’t have to take him into battle, where things can get VERY dangerous. “Just havethe
saddle and the bridle returned to my camp.”

| told one of my runnersto report the incident to Sir Percy, and to request another horse for me.

My girls eventually got over acase of the collective nervousjitters, and went back to work. |
waited until they had finished with cleaning the antelope, then | cut it into four quarterswith my sword for
easy handling.

| walked home, limping abit. Coming down upright had hurt my feet and ankles. | wasn't as
young as | used to be.

For dl of the size, strength, and speed that had been bred into them, horses are fragile animals.



Maybe their fragility was because of the way they were so over bred. But for what ever reason, we lost
alot of them on the trip, and we hadn’t been able to replace many of them. Wewere ableto obtain a
fair number of camels aong the way, and they were mostly carrying the baggage that the pack mules
used to haul, while many of our cavalry were now riding mules. They weren't happy about it, but what
€lse could we do?

When Sir Percy came over and asked meif | would mind being assigned amule instead of a
horse, | went along with it, but only on atemporary basis. I’d never ridden amule before.

After afew days, though, | found that | actualy preferred amuleto ahorse. They were smarter,
for onething. Thismight bethe result of being sterile, and not having al those hormones around bunging
up theworks.

Stll, I'd have given alot to have a Big Person under me.

Walking back, | saw that the palisade was amost completed around the huge camp.

Supplies of bread, water, and firewood had been dropped off at my personal camp site. Thetents
were up, and the horsemen were taking care of their mounts while others were grooming our camels.
Camp life had become smooth and well regulated, since people now knew what their jobs were, and did
them without direction.

My household was growing, aswell aswas my army. I’d assigned aknight of infantry and hissix
Warriorsto do the grunt work around my personal camp. | didn’t want the girls doing any heavy work
intheir delicate condition. It proved more convenient for them to camp near me, athough | think that the
better food available at my camp had something to do with it, dong with the superior entertainment.

I’d aso had seven horsemen assigned to me, to act asrunners. They, too, had to live nearby, so
asto beimmediately available for emergencies, so their tents were pitched next to mine.

I’d had six female servantsin Timbuktu, but two of them, Mosems, had elected to Say there.
Each of my fourteen men had origindly had a servant aswell, but none of them had been Chrigtians, with
asgtrong incentive to get hometo Europe. Only two of the origina fourteen had come with us.

But we were freeing daves every day, and some of them were pretty Chrigtian girls. I’'d come
across two new onesfor mysdf, and the men of my household picked up seven more. | think that our
uniforms gave us an edge over the new recruits who didn’t have any to wear.

The new girlsmade for avery pleasant camp environment. They didn't have the training or the
sophigtication of Jasmine and her crew, but they were enthusiastic, and eager to learn.

They were learning how to dance, to play musica instruments, and to be absolutely obedient. The
important things, intheloca culture.

Chapter 35 Twigting The Tail Of One City

Six weeksinto thetrip, we came across afair sized city, complete with atal and sturdy masonry
city wal. They’d heard that we were coming, and had taken the time to gather their peoplein from the
fieldsand surrounding villages. At aguess, there might have been as many people insde the city aswe
had outsdeit. We were better trained, but they had the advantage of fortifications.

There was no absolute reason for usto attack them. All we really had to do wasto walk around
the place, and continue on our way.

The problem was that they probably had hundreds of davesin there, maybe thousands, and |
hated to just abandon those people. But assaulting that wall would probably cost us more livesthan we



would save from davery.

I wished that we had Omar here. He probably would have been able to think of something.

Without him, I'd just have to wing it.

| had our camp set up in front of the city, just out of arrow range. | traded in my mule for the best
looking horse available, got into one of my most impressive looking outfits, with my shiny plate mall
showing around the edges, and had one of my runnersride out beside me carrying the glorious Battle
Hag of the Chrigtian Army that Jasmine and the girls had made for me, before we' d left Timbuktu.

Maybe, | could talk them into something. Y ou never can tell.

“Hello therein the City!” | shouted in my best command voice.

“What do you want?” Someone who didn’t show himsalf shouted back.

“For gtarters, | want to talk to someone in authority here.”

“You'retalking to him, but | don’t want to talk to you!”

“What do you want, then?’ | asked.

“1 want you to get your damned army off of our crops, and to go away!”

“That might be arranged. But we haveto talk about it.”

“Go away!” The someone shouted.

“Y ou know, talking is so much safer than having your head chopped off for no particularly good
reason. Something like that can ruin your whole afternoon.”

“| said, go away!”

“No, I don't think so. It'sbeen along, hard trip, coming north from Timbuktu. Thisplacehasa
nice climate, and it has plenty of fodder for our animals. Lotsof it, growing in nice nest rows! I'll bet
that it could last our camels, horses and mules for awhole week, and do alot to get their strength back

up again. And those olive trees over there could be made into some very good axe handles and pike
gaffs. The wood we found south of here wasinferior to olive wood. Y es, anicelong rest would do us

al aworld of good!” | said.

“All right! What will it take for you to leave here?’

“Now, you'retaking! Y es, wewant you to bribe usinto leaving. And the bribe wewant isall of
your daves. Givethem to us, and we will leave peacesbly.”

“We heard that you had some sort of religious thing about freeing the daves,” he said.

“Thisisabsolutdy true. Allah himsdlf told meto go out and free every dave | could find, so what
canaman do? Just give usyour daves, we will free them, and then go away with them, to trouble you

no further.”

“Wedon't have any daves. Our religionismuch like yourd”

“Wonderful, my brother in God! All you haveto doisto provethat to us, and we' regone!” |
sad.

“How isit possible to prove a negative?’

“Simpleenough! Let afew of usin and let them search the city. If your city doesn’t keep any
daves, we don’'t have any reason to be here. But if you lieto us, we will ssorm your walls, and put every
freemaninit to the sword!”

“Don't beabsurd! A direct fronta attack would cost you most of your army!” He said.

“Perhaps. But when you are doing the work of Allah, you don’t count the cost!”

“We'll think about it!”

“Think quickly. Our camedsarehungry,” | said.

Werode dowly back to where they had our camp set up, inthe middle of alarge vegetable
garden. Our camp was growing bigger. There were about fourteen thousand of us now.

Soon, infull view of those on the city wall, our cavary drove afar sized herd of animasinto a



waiting line of Juma smen. These animals were sheep, and we ate mutton for awhile.

| had my people save and stack the sheepskins, before the scavengers arrived to eat them. | was
working on aplan.

Our animas ate well, that night. Horses are very fond of carrots, melons, and cabbages.

| doubled the guard, and had most of them surrounding the city, keeping out of sight in the
darkness.

Soon after midnight, our guards observed along line of people leaving the city through asmall,
back door. Some of them were armed, but most were not. Those who were not were chained
together. Estimates ran to between two and four thousand daves, with atenth of that number of men
guarding them. Obeying orders, my Warriorslet them leave, but sent word to us and then followed them
to asecluded valley some milesfrom the city.

They surrounded them, and then waited for reinforcements.

Jumawanted to take the dave' s guards with his own people, but my own Warriors needed some
battle experience, too, so | assigned six companies of regulars, my most experienced men, under Sir
Stephan, to do thejob. They went out in the gray dawn.

There were no archersin our force, since | didn’t want the daves hurt, and my bowmen weren't
much on accuracy, yet. That isto say, the men were there, but their bowsweren’'t. They mostly carried
axes. Thiswould be a matter settled with swords, pikes and axes. One Jewish company wasincluded in
thisgroup. | had Sir Stephan put the Jews in the center, since | wanted to see how they’d do.

Sir Percy’ s cavary was sent out to reinforce the screening guards, and to pick off any of the
enemy who tried to escape.

My plan involved not letting the city fathers know that we were on to their trick.

| went along to observe the fun, but not to command, if possible. It wastimeto give Sir Stephan
his chance.

The fight was over in aquarter of an hour. Sir Stephan had done afine job, and | told him so.
The enemy wasn't dl that incompetent, but they were terribly outnumbered. | was happy to seethet all
of my forces had done well, including the Jews. | told them all that, too.

Wedid pick up four hundred sets of decent weapons among the booty, and even abit of good
armor. | aso had their uniforms brought back, but | had afedling that we wouldn't be needing them.
The boots proved useful, though.

A crew of blacksmiths arrived to cut the ex-dave s chains off, and it turned out to be an al day
job.

Juma s men came aong to guard the newly freed daves throughout the day, and to ‘ clean up’ the
battlefield in their usud way. Sir Stephan insisted on burying dl of our own Chrigtian, Idamic, and Jewish
casudties with full honors, over Juma sprotest. Our regular forces drifted back to camp in small groups,
S0 asto atract aslittle attention as possible.

| got back by mid-morning, to find that the city fathers had been trying to contact me, while till
daying out of Ste.

“Y ou were looking for me?’ | shouted.

“Yes Where have you been?’

“Why, | have been a my morning prayersl Surely you understand that | am avery religious man!”

“Oh. Wdl, we have decided to accept your offer, and permit a maximum of one hundred of your
people to ingpect our city to prove to you that we have no daveshere,” he said.

“Thisiswonderful! | shal get together a proper group of leaders, and meet with you, soon. But
for now, what would you say to sometrade? We have the usua trade goods with us, knives and fish
hooks, needles and glassware. We aso have quite a collection of ivory and rhino horns! Also, our
foragers came up with avery good herd of wild sheep yesterday! We now have severa thousand fresh



sheep skinsfor sale! In return, we need horses, as many as you can spare, say four hundred of them.
Do you have acloth making industry in your city? Many of my soldiers uniformsarein poor condition,
and we could use some large quantities of red and white cloth of good quality. Perhaps enough for four
thousand new uniforms.”

“We know about the sheep you butchered! Those were OUR sheep, damn you!”

“But surdly, that isquiteimpossible. They werewild, without any sheppards about. If they had
been your sheep, you would have been taking proper care of them. Now, about the horses and the
cloth...” | said.

“Thief! What about the ingpection you promised, so your gluttonous band can get out of here?’

“Asl said, wewill doit soon! But today is Saturday, the Sabbath of the Jews and Modems
among us. We must not offend them by working on their Holy Day! 1 will go now, but think, please,
about collecting up some large quantities of horses, and red and white cloth. We, for our part, will try to
collect up some more of those excellent sheep skinsfor you!”

| went back to my camp. Thiswasalot of fun. We couldn’t safely attack them, inside of their
fortifications, and they didn’t dare attack us, out in the open field, but now that we had their daves safely
out of there, | could certainly twist their tail abit!

We spent therest of the day doing field maneuvers with the Christian part of our army. They
marched around the fields, smashing cabbages and melons, pretending to charge at each other, and
practicing their archery.

The peoplein the city watched us, fuming. For some reason, those gardens were very important
to them.

We daughtered afew thousand more sheep at the end of the day, and after nightfal, Jumahad the
new ex-daves brought into our camp. Therewere just over thirty-eight hundred of them.

Not abad haul! | picked up two more pretty, well trained, Christian girlsfor myself, or rather,
Jasminedid. Shebdieved in keeping her only customer, me, satisfied, and in taking her dutiesas my
head of household very serioudy.

Thelast of the men in my household wasn't degping done any more, ether.

On Sunday, the peoplein the city were making noise again, but | ignored them until noon. Instead,
| had theivory, the rhino horns, and the sheep skins set out on display not far from the main city gate,
aong with what trade goods we till had with us.

After church services, and aleisurely breakfast with three cups of coffee, | again dressed well and
went out to talk to our hosts once more.

The Arab and Jewish companies were out on maneuverstoday, mostly doing itinthegrainfildsa
bit to the west of the city, since we Christians had mashed up the vegetable gardens to the south the day
before. I'd also sent out our Arab camel cavalry to look over the locdl villages, and to see what could be
found. If thetownswere redlly empty of people, they had ordersto burn one of them to the ground.

| shouted at the gate tower, “Y ou wanted to talk to me again? But why haven't your merchants
been down here to examine the goods that we have for sae?’

“Because we don't want what you have for sde! We want you to inspect our city for davesand
then to get out of herel” It was the same hidden voice.

“As| told you, wewill do that, soon! But today is Sunday, and | am a Christian, as are more than
half of my people. It would beasin for usto work on aHoly Day!”

“If doing anything on aHoly Day is so evil, then what are dl of those soldiers doing out there,
ruining our barley fidds?’

| said, “They are practicing military field maneuvers. Since we arefighting for the cause of Allah,
training for the battleis an act of religious devotion! Surely, you can understand that! Now, have you
gotten together the four hundred and fifty horses that we need, and the cloth for six thousand new
uniforms?’



“Y esterday, you wanted four hundred horses and cloth for four thousand uniforms!”
“True, but alarge group of new convertsto our cause arrived last night, and we must provide for
them, too. Surdly, arighteous man like you can seethat!”
He shouted, “ So, now your demands have again increased!”
“But we are only offering you the opportunity to tradewith us! 'Y ou have not yet examined the
quality of our fine productd”
“What you have down there isn’'t worth aquarter of what you are demanding in return!”
| said, “We can only offer what we have, asyou can only donate to our noble cause what you
“What' sthat burning out there?’
“I redly couldn’'t tdl you, but if you leave whole villages unattended for any length of time,
something bad islikely to happen to them.”
Heydled, “Get off our land, damn you!”
“Butit'snot your land! The areaaround here is completely empty of people! But consider my
offer for trade, and we' |l talk again tomorrow!”
And then | went back to my camp. | was getting akick out of this, and we really did need arest,
and a chanceto practice field maneuvers.
Monday was much the same, except that we now had all of our troops out there destroying crops.

It was mid-morning before we got another call from the hidden rulers of thiscity.

| got suitably gussied up, and went out to talk to them once again.

“Helo! May | come down and talk with you, my Christian Lord?’

Thiswas adifferent voice that the rude person that I’ d yelled at before.

| said, “Y ou certainly may, with my persond guarantee of your safety. It is pleasant indeed to
speak with an educated and courteous gentleman!”

“Thank you!”

Soon, awell dressed man of middle age came through asmall door in the massive city gate. He
was onfoot, so | got down off from my high horse.

| said, “Gresetings, Sr. May | have the honor of knowing your position, and your illustrious name?’

“You may indeed, my lord. It happensthat | am now the new ruler of thiscity, and am known as
Abdul Labobo Lamere.”

Part of me wanted to claim to be lvan Skavinsky-Skavar, but | decided to play this one straight.
Or reasonably straight.

“Thank you, my noblesir. | am Conrad Stargard, Hetman of the Christian Army.”

Hesaid, “Indeed! | am surprised to find you in the middle of Africa, and so far from your own
lands”

“Itisalong and complicated tale, which would take some hoursin thetelling. Perhapswe could
talk about it over dinner, tonight, in my camp.”

“I gladly accept your invitation, my lord.”

“I have many titles, but my friends smply call me Conrad,” | said.

“Then you must call me only Abdul. But | am herefor apurpose. Asl understand it, you have

said to my predecessor that if you received cloth of red and white, sufficient for Sx thousand uniforms,
and four hundred and fifty good horses, you would be willing to leave our lands, and continue on with

your duty to Allah dsawhere?’
“Thisisso, Abdul.”



He said, “Would you swear thisto Allah, and aso to your Christian God?’

“Thereisbut one God, but I will swear it to Him in both of His names, if you wish.”

He said, “ Then we are minded to accommodate you. We have the horses that you wish, and we
will provide you with al of the necessary saddles and bridlesthat they need, of good qudity, though not
necessarily new. The cloth presents a problem. We have enough cloth of good qudity to suit your
needs, including plenty of white cloth, but not a sufficient quantity of thered. Could we make up the
difference with other colors?’

“Yes, | would agree with that, Since you are being so courteous.”

“Excdlent. Wewill add to it sufficient thread for the sewing. And, if | wereto give you these gifts
immediatdly, could you leaveimmediatey?’

“Wadll, | couldimmediately call in dl of my men, who are presently doing impolite thingsto your
city’ s property, and leave in the first hour tomorrow morning,” | said.

“That would be sufficient. What of your requirement that you inspect our city for daves?’

“Abdul, you are atrue gentleman. If you would swear to Allah that there are no davesin your
city, | would believe you.”

“Willingly would | dothat,” he said.

“Then we arein agreement. Could you have the cloth and horses out here, say in the middle of the
afternoon?

“That could be arranged.”

“Then do so. Wewill each bring, say, fifty of our best men hereto hear our oaths. And we will
be gonein the morning. But cometo my camp when the sun isahand' s breath above the horizon, and
have dinner with me and my household,” | said.

| told my runner to get word out immediately to call in al of our troops, and for them to come
back doing aslittle damage to the crops as possible.

| said, “And our payment for this. Y ou will betaking that back with you?’

“Asto that, rhino horns have avery high value far to the east, where they make dagger and sword
handles out of them. | would very much appreciate them asapersond gift. We have jeweers, glass
blowers, and smithsin this city, and S0 your trade goods have little value here. Keep them for later
trading. The raw sheep skinsaren't worth your trouble to haul them away, so we might aswell send
themto alocd tannery. Andtheivory? | have heard that it is highly valued in your homeland of Europe,
but it haslittle value here. Take it back with you.”

“Thank you. And please have the rhino horns as my persond gift to you.”

Asl| rode back to my camp, | couldn’t help smiling.
Abdul Labobo Lamerel What alaugh!

| was aschool boy when | first read the poem about the fight between Abdul Labobo Lamere and
Ivan Skavinsky-Skavar.

That was over forty years ago, and | don't remember it all any more, but it started out, " The sons of
the Prophet are braver than most, and quite unaccustomed to fear, but the bravest of al wasaman wide
and tall, one Abdul Labobo Lamere! If you needed a man to encourage the band, or attack at the
enemy'srear, you had only to shout for that big bounding lout, one Abdul Labobo Lamere!”

The Russan got smilar praise, until he walked through atavern to hear "I'll have you to know that you
have trod on the toe of one Abdul Labobo Lamere!”

Somewhat later, it went on, "And historian blokes, who seldom make jokes, say that hash wasfirst
made on that spot!”

But it couldn’t possibly be the same guy. Funny coincidences like that happen, like the time when
two of my peasants came to me for permission to get married. 1 aways granted such permission, but
when | found out their names, I’d amost fallen off my chair. Hiswas Nickolai Copernic, and herswas



Maria Slodowska, perhaps better known by her married name, Marie Currie. The names of two famous
scientists. | kept track of their kids, in case we had afamily of Einsteins coming adong, but they were just

ordinary people.

In the afternoon, al oaths had been sworn, and promises had been carried out. The horsesand
cloth were taken to my camp. They were good horses, with decent tack. The cloth was of good enough
qudity, and since the usua Arab outfit needs twice as much materid as a European one, we had plenty of
red cloth for our Warrior’suniforms. And enough of other colorsto satisfy our ladiesaswall.

| ordered that all of the city’ s ex-daves be kept well out of sight for Abdul’ svisit.

At dinner in my camp, | told the story of my being washed off my ship, Cynthia s death, and my
endavement in Timbuktu. | told about how my hand re-grew, our rebellion, and al that happened
afterward. Abdul was amazed, and thiswasthefirg time that two of my girls had heard the story. They
were enraptured.

Later that evening, | asked Abdul about the former ruler of the city.

“Hewas agresat fool who had gresat prestige because of the wisdom of hisfather. But when he
waswilling to ruin an entire harvest over so triviad amatter as some cloth and afew horses, well, he
became suddenly ill, and died in hisdeep.”

“Of aknifein thethroat?’

“In the heart, actualy. Strange, these new diseases. | wish you well, Conrad Stargard. Asodd
asit sounds, | owe my recent advancement to you.”

Chapter 36 (Sir Walznik’sRescue) The Trip to Timbuktu

They had been traveling through the desert for two weeks. It was the brownest and driest place
they had ever seen. Every building was built of brown mud bricks, every person robed in brown cotton.
The dust was under their clothes and gritting under their tongues and in their teeth. The eyes of men and
beast dlike had to be swathed in cotton to keep the sun and sand away. They al hoped they would find
the end of their quest in Timbuktu. It wasonly afew gritty days away.

They had stopped at the last of an endless succession of boring mud hut villages. They asked the
endless question again.

“Wearelooking for afriend. Heistal and he has...” Banner Hendricks had asked the
guestions so many times that he was beginning to loose interest in finding anyone —even Lord Conrad.
The weariness and boredom were becoming unbearable. Please, he thought, let thisend soon. | don't
mind the danger and | can face death, but if | have to have this conversation one moretime...

It was atown of brown mud huts. The town had no walls, no streets, and, obvioudy, no tradition
of bathing.

“Saves Do we look like we have any daves? They dl ran off. Look at my poor wife over there
drawing her own water fromthewell. Thedavesaredl gone! Every davein thiscountry hasrebelled.

They stole dl of the food, molested the women, beat most of the men and then ran off. My wife can't
deep at night for fear that they might come back and attack us! Y ou look like soldiers. Maybe you can
bring them back.”

He resisted the urge to pat the pathetic man on the head and said, “ Oh, don’'t worry. If we see
them, we'll send them right back. How long have they been gone?’

“About amonth. Some rebdllious daves cameto the village talking about how al of the davesin
Timbuktu were free and the army was gone. Pretty soon, our daveswere gonetoo. Now there are
bands of daves roaming the countryside raping and murdering and stealing. My wifeisterrified! Thank
the gods, they seem to going away from us.”



“Did you hear what started it?’

The mansvoice got earnest, “Y ou wouldn’t believeit! They say agreat blond god dropped out of
the sky into Timbuktu. Heisbigger than two men and swings a huge magic sword. He daughtered
hundred of soldiers and brought lightening down on the city walls. When the people defied him, he made
floods run through the street and drowned them al. Now he leads the daves east, destroying dl that he
sees. Itisabadtime”

The banner was whistling as he sauntered back to his horse. | think that we have found Lord
Conrad, Hetman of the Chrigtian Army, and a gentle soul throughouit.

Asthey approached Timbuktu, they saw their first evidence of Lord Conrad’ s presence. Beside
the road, an undershot water whed was patiently lifting water from the stream to anirrigation ditch. This
was the first mechanica power they had seen on this continent. \When one has daves, the cost of water
wheds and windmillsis often unjustified. It seemsthat the tales of Lord Conrad and free daveswere
true. A tired smile passed down the column as the each trooper came into sight of the wheels.

The pace picked up as confidence grew that they no longer had to search foot by dusty foot for
their leader. Within an hour they were on the outskirts of the city. Irrigated fields become more
numerous and they began to pass surprised farmers who stood in small clumpsto watch the column go

by.

Thecity wasimpressive. It was till asbrown asdirt, but impressve. Thewallsand thelarge
building beyond were built with plastered limestone, not the mud brick and palm trees of most of the
townsthey had passed. Moreover, the other towns had been tiny compared this one and had not had
windmills on top of the gate towers. The soldiers watching the gate were actually paying attention to the
farmers and peddlers walking through. More impressive, both they and their uniformswere clean andin
good repair. And the uniformswere colored red and white!

The Captain signaed the column to hat about four dozen yards from the gate and rode forward
with Banner Hendricks and two Warriors. He hdted in front of the two guards that had moved into the
road in front of him and saluted, “1 am Captain Waznik of the Christian Army. | have comewith a
message for Lord Conrad Stargaurd, whom | have reason to believeisresiding in your city.”

The guard snapped back aproper Chrigtian Army salute! “Very good, Sir. | will inform the
officer of thewatch. If you please, kindly wait here.”

Thewait was short. A short and muscular man dressed in uniform and bright shiny breastplate
appeared from aguardhouse insde the gate. He saluted when he stopped in front of the Captain.

“I hear that you are part of the Christian Army. Of course we are happy to greet our alies.
However, you understand that | cannot allow an armed column into the city without more authority. |
suggest that you alow your men and animalsto rest on that level spot near river while | confer with the

officer of theday. If you wish to water your animals, please put out guards. Occasiondly, thereare
dangerous beastsin the water. Y ou and your retinue are, of course, welcome to share the comforts of
the guard post while wait.”

The Captain motioned to Hendricks, who turned his horse around to return to the column, and
then dismounted to enter the gate. Hetried very hard to ignore the archers who had quietly appeared
abovethe gate. Mother had dways said that it wasn't polite to stare, particularly when you were staring
at arrows pointed at your chest.

Thistime thewait waslonger. Thewatch officer offered them something called “coffeg’” and wine
and then |eft them donein hisoffice. They sipped the coffee and then decided that it must have some
medicina use as no onewould drink something so bitter unlessthey had too. The winewas't bad,
though.

Over hdf an hour passed before the door of the office banged open. Two men entered. The
banger was a very short but powerful looking Arab man in his40s. He had arich cloak tossed over his
wide shoulders. Hissword was gilded, but visibly nicked by use. Hisright hand wasmissing. The other
man was obvioudy hisad.



Hereturned their sdutein acasual manner, with hisleft hand. “ Captain, uh, Waznik. | hear that
you are amember of the Christian Army and that you are looking for our Friend Lord Conrad.” Hesad
thisin Arabic, and then continued in practiced pigeon Polish, “Where come you from?’

Walznik was still absorbing “our friend” and was caught off guard by the sudden switch to Polish.
“We gtarted inland from acity on the coast named from Armoon. We have followed the caravan trail
looking for Lord Conrad.”

The mans face squinted fleetingly and his finger wagged at them, “No tak fast. Small words.

How long to come?’

Waznik said in Aramaic, “ Perhapsit would be more convenient for you to speak in thislanguage.
We come from Armoon, on the ocean. It took us five monthsto travel up the old road.”

Their questioner smiled and continued in fluent Aramaic. “So thereredly isaChristian Army? |
am Omar and afriend of your Lord Conrad Stargaurd. It iswith hishelp that | assumed command of
thisdesart paradise. Isheredly agreat Lord in your land?’

Walznik was surprised at the question. “Very great. Our army isthelargest in Christendom and
our Lord slands are greater than any king's. If you have fought along side him, you surely know that.”

Omar amost looked jally, “Wdll, | knew that there were men here who claimed to be part of a
vast army and that Lord Conrad claimed to be their leader. However, every man more than a hundred
milesfrom homeisaking in hisownland and it is not polite to question aman who has saved your life so
many times. | am amost disappointed to learn that histruth may have been as strong as his sword arm.

“Unfortunatdly, Lord Conrad was unable to wait for your arriva,” he continued. “He left for home
severd weeksago. | suggest that we let your men and animalsrest. Armoonisalongway away. I'll
have my aid show you where you can unburden your animals and rest your men. If you will join mefor
the evening medl, we can discuss your future plans.” With that, Omar |eft the room.

After afew moments, hisaid gestured for Captain Walznik to follow.

“We have severd empty barracks which are normally occupied by the troopsthat are with Lord
Conrad. We can put you up there. 1I'll have some people bring over supplies and re-open the cafeteria
for you. Y our men should have somered rest so I'll send some servants for the cooking and cleaning.”

Asthey waked past the gates, the Captain asked, “ Several barracks? How many retainersdid
Lord Conrad take with him.”

Thead bit hislip as he thought, “1 don’t know exactly. Perhaps twelve thousand or s0.”

So much for “rescuing” Lord Conrad. He seemed to have done that without help.

The evening meal was a pleasant experience for everyone. It waslike adice of homefor the
troopsto est in ared cafeteriaagain. There were even Polish Eaglesin thewall decorations. Most of
the food was not what they were used to. Curried Mutton, dates, figs and spiced camel meat pieswere
not common in Poland. However, there were also piles of steaming corn on the cob, platters of boiled
and baked potatoes, baked sweet potatoes, chunks of roasted beef and stewed tomatoes. It was
heaven on Earth which was cooked by heavy sweaty cooks and served up by dender, scantily clad
female sarvants. 1t was dmost worth thetrip.

A few grossyards away and five stories higher up, the officers were enjoying fancier service but
thesamefood. They lay back on silken pillows and were served on silver plates by women even more
comdly than the cafeteriaservants. The conversation had been about their trip. All during dinner, they
had traded tales of the road and tales of Lord Conrad. Asthelast dinner dishes were cleared away, they
ettled back for business.

Omar opened the conversation. “1 assume that, having come thisfar, you will want to continue on
your quest to find Lord Conrad.”

It was hard to tell whether Captain Walznik groaned or smiled. “Of course, we are anxious to
find him. It has been ahard trip and we intend to see it through.” Omar tried to sound reassuring.
“Your tripisamost over. Lord Conrad |eft here about Six weeks ago. He had between twelve and
thirteen thousand soldiers and civiliansin his column so | doubt that he can make more than 25 or 30
milesaday. | suspect that heisaso stopping to free daves and make an impression on the local



population. 1f you rode like aMongol, you d probably catch himin afew days. Of course, that’s not
redistic because you have you own column to carry with you.”

Waznik sat forward on his cushion. “1 plan that we should leave as soon as possible. My men are
tough but tired. Thelonger we stay here, the harder it will be to get them back up to speed. WEll
purchase what supplies we can, rest for two or three days and then get on theway. | noticed that you do
have a building that looks like achurch. If itis, some of my men will want to celebrate the massthere
before they go on.”

“Itis, but Conrad took al of our Christian priestswith him on the journey.”

“Wdll, | suppose that we could use the one that we brought with us.”

“Then please make any use of the church that pleasesyou,” Omar replied. “Y ou are officialy
ether dliesor part of our army and unofficidly, you are pledged to agood friend of mine. We canfind
the money to re-supply your larders and provide you with fresh mounts. Cal it arepayment of debtsto
old friends”

Helooked thoughtful. “In fact, | am glad you are going to join my old friend. He hasalot of
trained soldierswith him, but your men could be abig help to him. My staff saysthat you are carrying
many firearms and | assume that you are carrying some bombs and hand grenades. Y ou are only
eighty-four men, but you are worth ten times that number because of your wegpons and training.
Somehow, heisgoing to have to get past the Almohades Empire and | doubt that it will be an easy
passage.”

Dinner ended with more planning, lists of supplies, music, and deepy goodbyes.

They were on the road again four dayslater. Their horses and mules had been replaced where
necessary and they now had spare mounts. Even the women and cooks were mounted on their own
horses. The supply wagons had been repaired with new bearings and metal tires. The muleswere laden
with dried meat and fruits as well as corn med and flour.

Thiswasthefina leg and they were Stripped for speed. At leadt, they did not haveto ask if
anyone had seen Lord Conrad. Twelve thousand people would be hard to miss.

Almost every day wasthe same. They had loading, saddling, and tent striking down to a half hour
pattern. They ate cold corn dodgers, bread, and dried fruit while they worked. At midday, there was
timefor hot tea, dried meat, and bread from the night before while they unpacked and unsaddled dmost
every horse and mule and saddled and packed the spare animals. The night meal wasthe only red hot
med of theday. There as more time for human meals because the animals had to graze and be cared
for. Half of the night was given to baking tomorrow’ sfood.

Chapter 37 Into The Mountains

Weleft early on Tuesday morning, and headed north, before Abdul could find out what had
happened to his city’ s daves and the men guarding them.

For weeks, the scissors and needles were busy every night, and everyone in the caravan was
eventualy well clothed. The buttons were made of wood or bone, instead of brass or gold, but they
were recognizably uniforms, which isimportant for morae.

With the new uniforms as an incentive, we found some tanners and cobblers among our people,
and boots started to be made. The tanning was crude, and we didn’t have any way of dying the leather,
but they were better than nothing. A uniform without bootsjust didn’'t makeiit.

Elephant hide makes avery good sole for an infantryman’ s shoe, and onethickness of it made a
good hed for acavaryman’s boot.

The mules were back to doing mule work, and Sir Percy had used the rest of the new horsesto
form up asecond company of horse cavary.



Many of our new cavarymen were now wearing leather armor. Boiled rawhide, stretched over a
reusable wooden frame, dried, trimmed, and then heavily waxed, was remarkably effective. Pound for
pound, it was dmost as good as sted!.

The infantry were equipping themselves with armor, too, at least to the point of helmetsand
breast plates. The preferred helmet was halfway between a German WWII hemet, and something that
might have come from Medieval Japan. It gave fairly decent protection to the sides of the head and the
back of the neck. Individua companieswere coming up with distinctive decorations, panache, for the
tops of them. 1 let them have their fun, so long as the basic colors were red and white, from adistance. |
wanted it always to be obvious who the good guys were.

Battles have been lost because someone confused the enemy with their own forces. And vice
versa

| don’t know why we hadn't started doing this leather armor thing sooner. Maybe, because
nobody thought of it.

We were wdll equipped by the time we started climbing up into the Atlas Mountains. It wasjust
aswell, because as the terrain became more rugged, we started finding fewer large animalswith good
leather on them.

Juma’' s spear chuckers were feeding themselves well enough, but they weren't bagging the huge
aurplusesthey’ d been getting on the plains.

This meant that less meat was coming into the camp, but we still had just as much food as when
we had left Timbuktu. Flour was getting scarce, and we had cut bread production down to three
thousand loavesaday. | supposethat | should have hit Abdul up for asupply of flour, or at least grain,
but it didn’t occur to me at thetime. Perhaps| am getting old. We were buying more of it from the few
farmers we were coming across.

Still, we had plenty of dried and salted mest, packed in old flour barrels.

It amounted to atwo month supply, at least, without any rationing. It wasn’t athree month supply
because we had more than el ghteen thousand people with usnow. We had started out with twelve.

The reduced meat supply was somewhat aleviated by the fact that our archerswere findly
learning to shoot. We let them spend an hour aday hunting, and what anyone in alance could shoat, the
men in that lance could eat. Going after rabbits and birdsimproves aman’s marksmanship
considerably! And occasiondly, they got something big enough to contribute to the common pot.

Mohamed said that if we weren’t stopped by the Almohades Empire, we should get to the sea
coast infiveor sx weeks. And if weredly did empty the commissary camels, we could aways eet the
camdsthemsdves. Try that one with amodern truck!

We were running into fewer people now, and only about ten or twenty daves were being freed a
day.

Finally, the day came for usto leave the Niger river, which was bending to the west, and taketo a
trall heading north again.

Thetrall was narrow, and with eighteen thousand people and many animals, we had a caravan that
was dmost nineteen mileslong! We had to break it up into four groups, each traveling aday behind the
oneinfront. Thefirst conssted of hedthy men, mostly, who broke trail, built camps, and left what
supplies of wood behind that they could. They also dug alot of wells. Juma, Mohamed, and | went with
thefirg caravan. Thelast one had astrong rearguard, under Sir Meer. Other Warriorswerein the
middle two caravans, aswere the trainees, dong with the bulk of the non-combatants.

The next three groups followed in order. Thereweren’'t many people living here, so there wasn't
redlly asecurity problem. Still, my basic paranoiawas working overtime, thinking about everything that
could go wrong.

Our cavalry kept the groups in touch with one another, and told the ones behind about the
problems to be faced up ahead.

We had to carry our water with us now, since while we crossed many stream beds, they weren't



always running with water. When we found water, we always drank deep, and topped off the water
bags. A few times, we had to dig wellsin adry stream bed to get enough water to take care of the
animas. It was horsesfirg, then women and children, then the mules, followed by the men. Camels
came lagt, sncethey could takeit.

But at least these mountain streams were clean, and without crocodiles and hippos.

The rugged terrain was starting to turn into real mountains now, and we were making for a
mountain passwith amost verticd walls, they told me, which had been cut by asmdl river. We d have
to wadein that river for two days, and spend a night deeping on horseback.

We found the pass, but there wasn't any river at the bottom of it.

A day later, we found out why. A huge rock dide had blocked the passand theriver aswell. A
vigorous man could easily have climbed over the dide, but there was no way to get the caravan through,
not with our pack animals, horses, and wagons filled with the children, the sick, and the severdly pregnant
women.

The rock dide was made up of huge boulders of hard rock, way beyond our ability to cut, break,
or move. My sword could scratch this stuff, but our ordinary tools could not. Our two barrels of
serpentine powder couldn’t have moved atenth of it.

The standard way of doing the job would be to cover the rocks with dirt, building aramp over it,
but the old streambed was made up of scowered stone. The nearest dirt was aday’ s march back,
toward where we had come from. My first eyebal estimates said that even with dl of our animals, men
and healthy women working on it, the job would take four monthsto complete, even if there was any
fodder for the animals, which therewas't in here.

Wedidn't have the suppliesto do that.

We might possibly be able to climb the sheer rock wallsto the top of the plateau, but we didn’t
have anything like enough rope to haul up al of our baggage, animals, wagons, and people. And thetop
of the plateau might be impassable, anyway. Nobody knew.

Pan Z involved asking the eight thousand ladies we had with usto cut off their long hair, so that
we could makerope out of it. | put that one off, for abit. | knew that if | asked them, they would do it,
but | saw alifetime of nagging ahead for dl of usif weasked it.

| sent thefirst caravan back to asmall spring we' d passed awhile ago, and told them to pitch
camp. | also sent runners back to the other three caravans behind us, telling them to find agood placeto
wait for awhile.

Along with most of my best technical people, | climbed the huge rock fall.

When we finally got to the top, we had another problem in front of us. Theriver had backed up
againg therock fdl, haf filling the valley beyond, like the water behind adam. So even if we could
somehow get the caravan over this natural dam, it wouldn’t do usany good at al without afleet of
boats! And if we could somehow have blown it up, we al would be promptly killed by atidal wave of
water!

| pondered the problem all night, but | could see no technicaly feasble way to get us over the
rock dide. Climbing up therock facewasavery ‘iffy’ propostion. | talked it over with the menin our
engineering company, but nothing workable came of it. My Old Christian Army Warriorsalso drew a
blank.

Inthemorning, | called ameeting of our leadersto discuss the problem. After an hour of useless
talk, the Caravan Master, Mohamed, said, “Well, thereis another route...”

“ThereisWHAT?” | shouted. “Why didn’t you tell us about this before?’

“Because the other route has certain difficulties associated with it. We would never be permitted
touseit.”

“Pleasetell usmore,” | said, exasperated.
“Thereisalarge and pleasant valley to the west of here, which is completely surrounded by high



mountains, except for one place that is much like this very valey that we arein right now. The narrow
valey then splitsinto two valeys, one going to the north and one to the south. The inhabitants of the big
valey have built very strong walls across these two narrow valeys, with extremely strong gates and
portcullises. They sometimes permit smal caravansthrough, for aprice, and while they are largely self
aufficient, they do engagein asmal amount of trade.”

“But they would be afraid of letting agroup asbig asoursin?’ | asked.

“Precisdly. By now, they have probably heard of our pervious difficulties on thistrip, and what
has happened to some of the people that we encountered. They would not love us for what we have
done,” Mohamed said.

“ And these people own daves?’

“Doesn’'t everyone?’

Mohamed told usthe name of the city, but | couldn’t begin to pronounceit. From his description
of it, | started cdling it Shangri La, and the name caught on.

“Okay, people. Break camp. We re going to look this Situation over, and anyway, thisvaley is
not a safe placeto stay in. Besidesthelack of forage for our animals, there’ sno telling just how long that
natural dam will hold. Certainly, it won't last forever. Lead usto thiscity you talk of, Mohamed.

Runners, tel the other caravansto follow us.”

Wewere Six days getting to the gates of the city that was apparently in our way.

Asbefore, | tried talking to them.

| tried what had worked before. | got into my most impressive outfit and rode our best horse,
with but asingle runner beside me, carrying the Chrigtian Béttle Flag.

“Héello, the gate!” | shouted.

“Hdlo, yoursdf!”

“| am Conrad Stargard, Hetman of the Christian Army, and | request passage through your city!”

“We know who you are, and we don’t want your sort here. Y our request isdenied. Go away!”
Theman said.

“Who are you, to be denying us passage?’

“1 am the keeper of thisgate, and | am following the orders of my betters. Go away!”

| said, “But we could pay you very well if you allowed us passagel  We have atenth of the entire
treasury of the City of Timbuktu with ugl”

“We are unimpressed, having gold mines of our own inthevaley. Most of the gold you carry
probably came from herein thefirst place. Go away!”

“I' know that you would fed unconfident, with such alarge force aswe are passing through. But
we could go in smal groups, such that your guardswould at al times outnumber us.”

He said, “The matter has been considered aready, and been rgjected. Go away!”

“Can nothing that | say convince you of our sincerity? Does not pity make you want to help usin
our need?’

“Notintheleast! You areliars, murderersand thieves! Go away!”

“Wll, please convey my wordsto your superiors. | will return at thistime tomorrow to talk to
you, or hopefully to them tomorrow,” | said.

It seemed to me to be about as serious aregection as aman could get!

That gate looked strong enough to stand up to any sort of battering ram we could come up with.

What we needed was a company of heavy artillery, but that was sadly unavailable.

We had acouple of barrels of serpentine powder |loaded on one of the camelsin my personal

train. We needed to build a petard!



When | got back to the caravan, | started giving orders. The engineering company was to meet
me as soon as possible. The others were to set up camp somewhere that Mohamed selected. | wanted
it to be big enough to hold al of our forces, with a separate placeto put al of our animals. | wanted it
surrounded with aditch three yards deep, and have an earth rampart three yards high inside of that.
Then | wanted asturdy palisade built on top of the rampart.

| wanted some wooden towers built on al four corners of our fort, and some drawbridges going
over theditch, or dry moat. | wanted wellsdug insdethefort, at least thirty yards from the latrines.

| put Sir Stephan in charge of construction, went to talk to the assembled engineering company,
and told them what | wanted doneto get rid of that gate.

Then | went to where my personal camp had aready been set up, changed back into
comfortable clothes, had aglass of brandy, and watched everyone scurrying around me.

Delegationisawonderful thing.

Chapter 38 Taking Shangri La

The fort was completed by the time the last caravan got there. Sir Stephan had added afew
refinements of hisown, such aslining the dry moat and rampartswith small, verticaly placed logs that had
been cleaned of their bark. Even though it was only at aforty-five degree angle, it was dmost impossible
to climb up the dippery stuff.

The wells had been lined with short lengths of interlocking logs, to make sure that they wouldn't
collapse at the wrong time, they each had aroof over them, and featured a crank system to haul up the
buckets of water. The latrines had proper wooden seats and were enclosed for privacy.

Collecting up al of thiswood had cleared the surrounding areafor dmost amile, so no onewas
going to sneak up on us. Plus, the chipsand small pieces|eft over gave usamonth's supply of
firewood.

All told, it was afirst class job considering that we'd only spent three daysat it. Sir Stephan said
that if we had another two days, he/d have a bath house ready.

The purpose of the fort wasthat if the petard failed to do it’ s job, the citizens of what we were
caling Shangri Lawould be unhappy with us, and just might attack us. Since from what Mohamed had
sad about them, they considerably out numbered us, and | would much rather fight them from a
defendable position.

The petard was ready aswell. A petard isssmply an explosive in astrong container that is braced
agangt adoor, and thenignited. Inthe Late Middle Ages, the container often looked like a church bell,
but we didn’'t have achurch bell. We had some wooden barrels, which by themsalves wouldn't be
strong enough. Unlessthe barrels held together for the first instant after ignition, the force of the
explosion would go sdeways, not forward. We were dedling with afairly low grade explosive here.
With amodern, high explosive, like plastique, that wouldn't have been so important.

We reinforced the barrels by first emptying them out, tightly winding them with many layers of
wet rawhide, and then drying the raw leather dowly over alow fire. You get aredly long strip of lesther
by skinning abig anima before you gut him, cutting the skin around the shoulders, and in front of the hips,
and pulling abig tube of skin back over itshind legs. From there, you can cut off along strip in ahdlix.
How many layersdid we use? Until we ran out of leather, actualy. We only had six cattle available at
thetime. Thiswasrule of thumb engineering we were doing here.

Theleather shrinks on drying, squeezing the barrd tightly together. The back of the barrels
would be up againgt alarge tree trunk, which would be wedged into the hole left when welifted abig



paving stone, so the barrdl itself didn’'t have to be strong there. The front of the barrelswould be tight
against the gate, at the level that we were surethe bar was at. The object of this exercise wasto break
that bar.

Our treetrunk had to fit tightly, so the distance from the paving stone to the gate had to be
exactly right.

Getting the dimensions correct was done with ameasuring rod, by two of our engineersthe night
after my first conversation with the gate keeper. They were ready to say that they were looking for my
log, silver handled dagger, but fortunately, they weren't noticed at all.

The petard was mounted on apivot in one of our covered wagons. While one team was prying up
theright paving stone, another would be pushing the wagon up to the gate, just before gray dawn.

The serpentine powder was carefully mixed, put back into the barrels, and the lids put back on.

Thiswas necessary because with serpentine powder, the ingredients (fifteen parts of saltpeter,
three of ground charcoa, and two of sulfur), are smply mixed together. During travel, the materias
separate out, and with all of the charcod at the top, it won't explode. Before we left Timbuktu, there
hadn't been time to wet the mixture, pressit into cakes, dry the cakes, grind them up again, and then sft
the black powder.

While our men worked on the fort, most of our leaders went over our battle plan with me. Except
for theless than fifty men who had served with the Old Chrigtian Army (I couldn't help but think of it that
way!), most of our people had no experience with explosives. Three quarters of them had never even
heard of them. Some things had to be explained over and over again.

Findly, | just had to say, "Therewill beabig, loud noise, like thunder, or like lightning hitting near
by! Therewill bealot of dust and aterrible smell! Don't worry about it. It is supposed to belike that.
If the gate falls down, or is broken open, charge the enemy, because they won't have had any idea of
what isgoing on. They will be confused, and that will make them easy to kill."

| said, "Remember our rules of engagement. Kill anyonewhoistryingto kill you. Kill anyone
who isarmed, and not one of us. Accept the surrender of those who throw down their arms, or who say
that they surrender, but keep them under close guard. Do not kill women, children, harmless old people,
or anyone who saysthat heisadave, unlessthey aretryingtokill you. Able bodied menwho clamto
be daves will belocked up somewhere, until we can sort them out later. Breaking these rules can get a
man hung, unlessI'm redlly mad at him, a which point things can get painful. Surely, that iseasy enough!”

"Also," | continued, "Therewill be no looting until the entire big valey istaken. Then, you can loot
to your heart's content. Well pool al theloot, and a soldier's committee will decide on afair divison of
the booty. Fancy weapons, clothing, and art works are 'finders keepers. Gold and silver are not. Well
sharethat equaly. Women may be taken home with you only if they are willing, but aslong asyou don't
harm them, there's nothing wrong with alittle sex. Just be gentle, huh? Make surethat thisisdrilledinto
al of your men. Firgt you conquer, then you rape, then you pillage, AND THEN you burn! And tell
them not to do much burning. Therewill bealot of stuff in there that we can use. A full granary would
benice”

I'd learned long ago that stopping rape after a battle was impossible without killing haf of my own
men, and | had a snesking suspicion that the women wanted it as much as my troopsdid. Sexisavery
good thing to remove your anxieties and tensonswith. The best that | could do wasto try to cut down
on the sxud violence.

I'd visited the gate every day, hoping to generate some sanity in the opposition, but I'd redlly
known from the beginning that it was hopeless. They were so convinced that they were invulnerable that
they wouldn't even talk with me. Modtly, | just didn't want to blame myself later about not doing
everything possible to prevent mgjor bloodshed. Because mgjor was just what this one was going to be.

Juma came over to my blue and gold silk tent for dinner, something that he often did.



Hesad, "Y ou know, | was very impressed with those millsyou built in Timbuktu. Machinesthat
did useful work, and acted dmost asif they weredive!l 1t sometimes seemed to me that they should
have mannain them, but of course, they didn't. But thisthing that you plan to use on the big gate has me
baffled. Could there be akind of mannathat | cannot see, or fed?"

| said, "1 supposethat you could look at it that way. Y ou have said that mannais power, nothing
but power. Well, there are many kinds of power inthisworld. The machineswe built in Timbuktu
worked on wind power, some of them, and the rest on water power. Those two food cookers worked
on solar power. The petard works on chemical power, or at least | hopeit works. Neither the device
nor the powder in it have ever been tested properly, except in very smal amounts. And | don't redlly
know exactly how strong that gateis. All wecandoistry it."

"Wewill hope that this chemica mannaof yoursis strong enough!™

| gave the men aday to rest up, and then we attacked.

| left our least well trained company to guard the fort, backed up by Mohamed, his camel
handlers, the cooks, about a hundred women who said that they could shoot a bow, and a thousand
more with axes and hatchets. And of course, everyone in the middle ages carried aknife. Our ladies
had no intentions of ever becoming daves again!

The whedls on the petard wagon were well greased, and alayer of fur had been wrapped around
the wagon’ s sted! tiresto kegp them quiet.

A lance of masons went firgt, followed by four lances of engineers, pushing and pulling the wagon.
Juma s men went next. They would be our shock troops, if we got the gate open. Regular companies of
infantry followed, in order of seniority, with the most experienced companiesfirst. The cavary went last.
They probably wouldn’t be needed until we were through the main defenses, and into the big valley
behind them.

| was near the front, with my sword and bow, but riding amule. | wasn’t planning on leading any
cavary charges. | just needed asteady animal to lift me up high enough to see what was going on.

We got to the gate without attracting any obvious attention in the cold, gray dawn. The masons
started trying to pry up the paving stone that had to be removed to get ahole to anchor the petardin. It
wasn't coming. Neither were the stones on either side of it. They couldn't get any of them loose! Asa
backup, they had brought pickaxes and dedge hammers with them, so they started pounding on the
offending rock with agrest dedl of energy.

This, of course was anoisy procedure, and now we were attracting attention. | saw four soldiers
running out to the battlements, bowsin hand.

"What are you doing down there!™ One of them shouted from above.

"We're bringing you a present, to show you what kind of peopleweredly arel” Jaccs Dupree,
our Captain of the engineers, shouted. The masons kept on hammering.

"You will stop tearing up our streets, or we will shoot you!™

"Oh, comenow! That wouldn't be very politel Don't you like presents?’ He said, whilethe
masons kept &t it.

| got my own bow ready and let fly at about the same time asthe enemy did. But they were up
there, and we were down here. Their arrows were hitting awhole lot harder than mine were, and there
were more of them than there was of me. | should have thought of this possibility, and put acompany of
archersfirgt, but | hadntt.

| shouted, “ Archersto the front!”

It didn’t do any good. The nearest archers were three gross yards back, and Juma s men werein
their way, dowing them down, and stopping them from getting to where they could do some damage.

One of Juma smen let fly with aspear, and it actudly got dl the way up to the high battlements,
but by then it was moving so dowly that it was just swatted aside, but cutting the swatter’ s hand, | was



pleased to note.

They killed six of my men, three of the masons and three of the engineers standing with the wagon,
before| got the four of them. But even whilether friends around them were dying, the masons didn't
stop. They just kept on smashing that stoneinto powder!

Each time amason fell, an engineer ran up and took hisplacel Damn, but these were fine troops!

Two dozen more archers were running out to the fighting platform above us, some of them only
half dressed. That was more men than | had arrows | eft!

It probably only took the masons a minute to pulverize that damned stone, but it seemed alot
longer at thetime. The masons|eft quickly, leaving their tools on the street, but dragging their dead and
wounded with them.

The engineers whedled the petard forward, dropped the pivoting log into the hole, and hammered
the wedges behind it tight. Everything fit!

Our ignition system had aminute's worth of dow match, to give everybody achanceto run away,
then two short pieces of quick match, oneto each barrel of powder. The Captain of the engineering
company, Jaccs Dupree, had inssted on lighting thewick himsdlf, but when the time came to do that, he
found that an enemy arrow had managed to cut the quick match within an inch of one of the barrels. He
knew that it was vital for both barrelsto go off at the sametime!

| later found out that he had taken an arrow just above theright collar bone, angling down into his
gut, and driven in asfar asthe fletching, but | couldn't see that from where | was. He probably knew that
he was dead, or rather dying. But that doesn't change what hedid. | just hope that when my time
comes, | have the courage to finish off aswell as Jaccs Dupree did.

Spraying blood from his mouth, he shouted, "Run, you fools!"

Then he grabbed the oil lamp that he'd brought to light the fuse, grabbed it in hisbare fist, and
smashed it on top of the barrels. Asit burdt into flame, he smeared the burning oil with his bare hand
over both wicks, and the petard detonated. The explosion threw him, the rest of the petard and its
wagon, back over thirty yards. It stopped diding barely ayard in front of Jumals men.

The gate not only flew open, with its bar broken, but was knocked completely off of its hinges,
blown backward into the lowered portcullis behind it, and the cast iron portcullisitsalf was broken into at
least adozen pieces! Our two barrels of serpentine powder were more effective than | had expected!

The way to Shangri Lawas open!

Jumalost not amoment exploiting the opportunity. Hisorigina two thousand triba warriors had
more than doubled in the past two months what with the Black daves we had been freeing. A Black
hoard of some forty-five hundred men with spears and shields, and wearing nothing but loincloths, ran
through the smoke and dirt to face the enemy who had dared to bar our path!

And most of the rest of the Africa Corps wasright behind them!

Juma's men swarmed up both gate towers, through doors that had been left open, just like the
ones on the West City Gates of Timbuktu. Of course here, maybe the defenders had some sort of an
excuse. They couldn't possibly have expected our petard.

These towers had been partiadly built from large blocks of stone, and partialy cut from theliving
rock. Juma s men cleaned them out, with some of the defendersflying out of the upper windows or
fdling, bleeding from the battlements.

It looked as though the enemy had been forming a company up when Jaccs had set the thing off.
For what purpose, | couldn't imagine. Surely, they couldn't have been planning to go out and chase us
away! The blast had taken that company out, athough Jumas people had stuck spearsinto alot of
them, just for form's sake, and maybe to be ableto claim akill.

| stayed to the sde and watched. There didn't seem to be much elseto do. My men knew what
they were doing. After the cavary rode past, | followed.

According to the plan, my troops followed the steep walled canyon until it branched, and then
turned left. We could always take the north gate towers later, easily done fromtheinside. Thewest



branch of the canyon opened out into afairly smdl city, which was mostly carved out of the soft,
limestone cliff face. Much of the architecture looked as though it belonged in Ancient Rome. Most of
the population here lived in villages scattered around the large valley.

The defenderstried to put up afight, but they were disorganized, and locally outnumbered.

The city was ours within an hour, about the time that most of the locals were just getting up. It
wouldn't be agood day for them.

Juma had daughtered the city's leaders, mostly just because they were there, and since weld done
that last time. Here, it wasn't redlly needed. Oh, well. They had been stupid, and stupidity always has
been acepitd offense.

Chapter 39 (Sir Walznik’s Rescue) Rescuing Conrad

It wasn't Mongol movement, but it came as close as any Christian Army did, riding real horses.
Where Lord Conrad could make two dozen miles aday, they could makewell over a seven dozen miles
onagood day. Part of their new supplies were very light robesthat could be worn over their uniforms
without adding alot of weight or heat. 1t hurt their pride to hide their identity as part of the Chrigtian
Army, but there was neither time nor purpose in fighting people mad because Lord Conrad had freed
their daves or appropriated their crops. Cites and towns were avoided unless there were no other water
holes or no way to bypass them.

They had been on the road |ess than four weeks when they heard an explosion in the distance.
Captain Walznik needlessy signaled for astop.

Hisleaders had dready spurred their mountsto join him. “Whet the Hell was that?’

The Captain shouted back “It has to be Mongols or Lord Conrad and the Mongolsare a
damned long ways away! Get ready for agallop! Sir Garret, take your lance and stay with the baggage
train. Tell themtofollow at their best pace. Therest of usleavein five minutes!”

In lessthan five minutes, the officers, ten knights, and most of the men were moving out full
speed. The brown cloaks were gone and they shown in full red and white uniform. One of the knights
had brought afast pack horse with asupply of hand grenades and spare ammo.

Within amile, they began to run into Lord Conrad’ s baggage train. Asthey passed the
encampments, averitable fortress, actually, Captain Walznik called out in Pigeon, “Where battle?’

The people on the ground shouted back “That way!” and mostly pointed in the same direction.

Hiswarriorskept moving. Eventudly, they crested ahill and saw the ruined gate below them.
The great gaping hole and destroyed gates showed that this had been the source of the exploson. So did
the smoke and dugt ill hanging intheair.

The battle of the gate was over, but the gate was crowded with troops pouring through. The
Captain raised hisrifle over hishead and fired into the air. The explosion got enough peoples attention.
The road ahead cleared enough for them to passthrough at agalop. They reigned up on thefar side of
thewal. They wereinasmal village apparently set up for the gate keepers, mostly carved out of the
rock walls. Therewerealot of dead bodies around, but the battle had moved elsewhere. They got
another three gross yards past the village before they spied afamiliar red and white uniform. The Captain
caled out in Pigeon, “Where Conrad? Where Lord Conrad?’

He couldn’t hear the answer, but ared clad arm made an overhand gesture showing *take the left
branch, ahead, ahead.” The canyon opened out into acity of sorts, with fluted columns on the buildings,
and more rooms carved right into the cliffs. The Captain looked around quickly for aplace that histroop
could be of greatest use. They were on thefloor of arather large valley. The ground dopped up on both
Sdes.

Turning in hissaddle, he called out, “Left column, take the high ground on the left Side of the



valey! Don't shoot anything that isn't attacking ared and white suit! We don’t know what forces Lord
Conrad has. Give supporting firewhereyou can!’ Right column follow me!”

While Banner Hendricks peded his column off |&ft, the Captain started his column up the hill,
looking for afiring position. They met no one for aquarter mile. This battle was moving fast. Then they
camein sght of apitched battle on the valey floor. Through hisfield glasses, he could seealarge man
standing just behind the front lines, using alarge recurved bow to pick off enemy soldiers. The manwas
in gaudy armor and large enough to be Lord Conrad.

Gesturing at agroup of boulders he shouted, “ Take positions here and support the troops bel ow.

The red uniforms and the Black soldiers seem to be on our side. Kill therest.”

They were dismounted by the time hefinished hisingtructions. The soldierstook kneding or
prone positions behind the boulders and began to look for targets. Below them, one of the enemy
soldiers had dipped through the line and was bearing down on the presumed Lord Conrad. Two shots
sounded and the enemy dropped about six feet short of histarget. Lord Conrad lowered his bow and
looked up at the hill. After amoment, he waved broadly and then went back to shooting his bow.

The battle was going well anyway and the rifles accelerated the end. The enemy wasin full retreat
within moments. The Captain cdled for his men to mount up and they rode down the hillside.

When they approached Lord Conrad, the officers did a showy dismount while the horses were il
moving. They were out of breath and before they could say anything, Lord Conrad looked at them and
asked, “Doctor Livingston, | presume.”

Captain Walznik came to attention and saluted smartly. “No sir. Captain Walznik, attached to his
majesty’ s ship Duke Henryk and, as strange as it might sound now, in command of your rescue party.”

Lord Conrad asked, “What force do you command?’

“I have seven dozen active riflemen, al mounted, al with bolt action rifles and some small
explosives.”

“Well, Captain, the black warriors and the guys wearing the Star Of David are on our side.
Accept surrender when offered and don't kill anyone who doesn't need killing. You, Sir, will use your
riflemen to reinforce our flanks. We cantak later.”

With that Lord Conrad turned to the battle and Wa znik rode out to the flankswith hismen. It
was good to be home.

Chapter 40 L ooting Shangri La

From there, it was amatter of freeing the daves, some nine thousand of them, aswe visited each
village and told the citizens about their bad luck. We gathered up enough provisionsto feed the whole lot
of usfor three months, enough weagpons to arm the new troops, and enough pack animasto carry it al.

We even got agood start at making uniformsfor al of our new troops. We got enough boots by
geding them. Theladieswho had been davesjust took what they wanted in the way of clothes and
jewdry from their former owners. The ladies of our caravan treated the looting as though it wasthe
greatest of al shopping sprees, where everything was free!

We robbed from the rich, we robbed from the poor, and we kept it all for oursalves. | couldn't
generate much pity for dave owners. These people did someredly rotten things! | mean, they had
crucifixes around with dead bodies hanging from them!

The city had awell stocked treasury, and we stoleit dl. | appointed five men from dl ranksto be
our Spoils Digtribution Committee, and they decided on an equa distribution scheme, with every manin
our army getting the same amount. That wasfine by me. | was aready wedlthy, and our top men would
bewd| paid by the Chrigtian Army, eventualy.

The lowest ranking man among us would get homerich, if he got homeat dl. They evenvoted a



share to each of the new male daves who joined the army, at aquarter of what therest of usgot. This
being the Middle Ages, it never occurred to anyone on the committee to give any of the booty to the
women. Thefeding among many was that women were booty.

The men wanted the money shared out, now. | had misgivings about that, but | granted their
request.

In aweek, we were ready to pull out.

| gave a speech to the people we were leaving behind in their ransacked valley.

| told them to pick themselves some leaders with some common sense, next time.

| told them to dismantle the north gate, and build a new one at the mouth of the west tunndl, so
that travelers could use the pass without bothering anybody. They should place the new gate far back
from the junction, to give their merchants room to display their wares. | said that if they didn’t do that,
the next time | came through here, | would blow al of their gates down, and their city besides.

| told them that even though we could have endaved and sold them al, we hadn’t donethat. |
aso said that the next time | came through here, if | found them keeping davesagain, | still wouldn't
endave them, but | would kill every single one of their adult citizensin the entire valey.

| meant it, too, dl of it.

The degth of Jaccs Dupree would not bein vain!
Chapter 41 North To The Sea

It took ussix daysto leave the city. With afairly narrow trail, twenty-seven thousand people, and
avery long baggage train, spreading it out was the only way to do it efficiently. When you are well over
aday’smarch long, you can't dl camp together at night!

A company of trail blazerswent out aday before the rest of us started. Their job was to explore
thetrail, map it, and to lay out the campsitesthat the rest of uswould use. They wereasoto tell the rest
of us about anything that we should know abot, like an approaching enemy army.

| put our best menin thefirst caravan, to break trail, to dig more wells where needed, and to build
camps. The prepared camp sites could then be used by the caravans behind us. Thelast caravan had a
strong rear guard, and the middle three held the trainees, their cadres, and most of the non-combatants.

| broke Captain Waznik’ s men into three groups and put them with the centra caravans, to help
out with training al of the newly freed daves. | bumped over half of them up to at least Captain, to their
condderable surprise, and put them in charge of companies. | made Waznik afull Komander.

Officers, knight bannerette and up, got to bring their ladies with them, but the others had to leave
theirswith thethree ‘saf€ caravansin the center. After the extended debauchery of our stay in Shangri
La, the men could live with that, and the trainees loved it.

Juma, Mohamed, Sir Stephan and | went with the first caravan.

Despite the fun of looting acity, just aout the only person who redlly hated leaving was Sir
Stephan.

“It wasn't leaving the city that bothered me so much,” hetold methefirst night. He and hisfour
ladies had accepted my dinner invitation. | was up to twelve girls, now, six of whom were pregnant. A
high percentage of the davesin Shangri La had been Chrigtians.

“It was abandoning the fort I’ d had so much fun building,” he continued. “I’ d gotten abeautiful
fort built in only three days, we stayed in it for only two nights, and then we had to leaveit!”

| said, “True. Butif that petard hadn’t worked, we might have had to stay there for avery long
time. Maybefor therest of our short lives!”

“| suppose that you'reright, air.”

“Youredly get akick out of building things, don’t you.”



“Yes, dr. | guessthat my fedlings about making buildingsisalot like yours are, making machines.”

“Wéll, wedo alot of building in the Christian Army. Besidesalot of new rank, you' ve also
earned alot of pull from the guy on top, me, so if you want to transfer over to congtruction, or design,
you candoit. I’ve been thinking that we should do something about making our army cities more
beautiful.”

“Thank you, sr. I'll think oniit.”

The next night, Jumawas over. We sat around, me on astool, him on the ground. We were
sampling the liquor of Shangri La. It wasabrandy, in that it had been made from distilled grape wine,
but then it had been stored in wooden barrels for years, and had some of the flavor of a good whiskey.
I’d brought long afew barrels, rather liking it, mysdf.

| said, “You know, | was alittle worried when the men wanted to divide up the loot we took at
Shangri La. | was surethat we' d see an outbresk of theft and violence with that much money lying
around, but it hasn’'t happened.”

“Nor will it, Conrad. We have afine bunch of good and honest people, here.”

“We certainly do! But how could that be? Most of these people were daves. Often, they were
born into davery, with poor food, poor living conditions, sexua abuse, and often no family lifeat dl.
That should haveresulted in alot of violent mifits”

“Which, of coursg, it did. But, months ago, you asked me, or rather some of my people, to act as
judgesfor you. We have donethis, though among my people, ajudgeis also a prosecutor and
sometimes an executioner. We have seento it that many of your people have corrected their ways, or
have been diminated.”

| said, “Uh, you made ‘ preemptive strikes' on criminals?’

“One could say that. A person’smoral structure is obviouswhen you look at hismanna. If
severd very good readers study aperson for awhile, they can pick up alot of specific information about
him, and what he has done. In extreme cases, such as one man, who had deliberately killed both of his
parents, his sister, and six other people besides, al on separate occasions, there was nothing for it but to
take him away from camp and to kill him. Usualy, though, it is sufficient to take them aside, tell them
exactly about al of the crimesthat they have committed, and to tell them that they are being watched.
Wedon't haveto kill them unlessthey sin again, and they know this.”

“Remarkable. How many people have you killed in thisway?

Hesad, “Not many. Only about one man in ahundred, and one woman in three hundred.”

“That' s till alot of people.”

“Perhaps two hundred, | suppose. But those criminas had killed many more innocent people than
that, and likely would havekilled again.”

| said, “I'd fedl alot better about it if | could see their mannaas you do, and not have to take it on
fath.”

“But you have seen proof of what we are doing in thelack of crimein thiscamp.”

“That'strue. Still, | wish that you had told me about thisearlier,” | said.

“To what purpose? It would only have troubled you, to no good effect.”

“1 suppose s0. But you' ve got them all weeded out now?’

“Mostly.” Hesad, “Thereare till afew inthislast batch that you have freed that we are unsure
of. Best to move dowly onthem. And, of course, our techniques only work on people who have
manna. Not al peopledo. Therewill dwaysbeacrimina eement, but now there are many fewer of
them.”

“Well, thank you, | suppose.”



Jumasaid, “You are most welcome, my friend.”

We were coming out of the mountains, and getting into arough, hilly area. 1t wasdry here, but
nothing like the endless sand dunes you seein themovies. There was some dry grass, thorn bushes, and
soon. It was enough to feed the camels, but the horses and mules needed some grain as a supplement.

There were afew animals about, the biggest being antel opes, aong with some birds, including
ogtriches, and rodents. Juma's men managed to feed themsalves, somehow, but they didn't generate a
aurplus. The archers brought down some small game, mosily keeping in practice. Therest of uslived on
dried food and bread.

We had the traveling oven with usin thefirst caravan, the plan being to bake at least six thousand
loaves aday, and to bury most of it a our campsitein big, sturdy, oiled bags. Each of the other caravans
would then be able to dig up their bags of bread asthey passed through. This plan had the advantage of
ensuring that my household, at least, got fresh bread! The rearguard might be getting some pretty stae
stuff, but that'swar for you. Maybe the bugswouldn't getin.

Often, thetrail followed astream, and sometimes, it actualy had running water init. More often,
it was adry stream bed, but there was usually still water there. You just had to dig for it. Wedug alot
of wdls. These weretemporary affairs, sncethe next timeit rained, the wellswould quickly befilled
with st and mud.

If we ever decided to civilize this place, weld put in some permanent wells back away from the
river bed. But by then, wed likely be putting in railroads with cars pulled by Big People capable of
traveling three hundred milesaday, or sx hundred if you changed Big People twice aday, and traveled
around the clock. Rest spots would be much farther apart.

When we were three weeks from Shangri La, Mohamed said that we were in the Empire of
Almohades now, but things didn't look much different. We came across afew subs stence type farming
and herding villages, but the people had somehow gotten word that we were coming and had headed for
thehills. Weleft their villagesunmolested. For onething, they didn't have anything that we needed, and
aso, they weren't trying to give usany trouble. A few times, when it was convenient to use avillage's
well, | left asmall gold coinin payment for the service. 1t seemed theright thing to do.

But we didn't see any evidence of an Empire around!

Then one morning, our point knight bannerette and his people cameriding back at agdlop,
shouting, "Baitle Stationd™

Thiswas something that we had often drilled, but had never done in earnest. Mohamed
immediately collected up his men, the baggage train, and al of the non-combatants and turned them
around. He'd take them back to the nearest hiding place he remembered, and try to keep them out of
harm’ sway.

Sir Percy was with us with two companies of cavary, one of horse and one of camels. He
quickly had them in the vanguard, ready to be our first line of defense.

Jumas men, two thousand strong, wereright behind the jockeys.  After him were the remaining
elght companies of regular troops, in strict order of seniority.

They were dmost formed up by thetime| got there on my mule.

"So what's happening?" | asked our point man.

"Sir, thereisamaor battle going on two miles ahead of usl To the north, they look like perhaps
two battaions of our own Christian Army Troops. At leadt, they aredl wearing Red and White
uniforms, and they are dl mounted on very fast horses. To the south, near us, they have at least five
timesthat many men, and the uniforms match Mohamed's descriptions of the army of the Empire of
Almohades! There were many strange and loud noises coming from that fight, of a sort that I’ ve never
heard before.”

| was surprised. The Empire of Almohadesredly existed? Werethe history books 1’ d read so



many years before that inaccurate? Or had history changed here, asit had in Europe?

| said to our point man, "Firgt off, relax. If Christian Army troops are only outnumbered by five
to one, they aren't in any trouble. Theloud noises have to be gunfire, and our friends are making it. Still,
it would be polite to lend them ahand, and well want to link up with them anyway.”

| spotted Sir Percy, and switched to my command voice.

"Sir Percy, there are hostiles ahead of us, engaging € ements of the Christian Army! Take your
forcesforward and harassthe enemy'srear. Usearrowsonly! Don't mix with them, since they greetly
outnumber you! Therest of uswill be dong as soon aswe can. Do you understand?

"Yes, ar! Arrow attacks, without any contact if possible, and you'll be along directly!”

"Right! Carry on! Now, therest of you! Advance at aquick step! We're going to war!”

A loud “Hurrah!” rippled down our lines, and we marched forward!

| sent three of my runners with three lances of our point men ahead on good horses to see what
was going on to the north, and to give me areport on the lay of theland.

| sent another two runners, with spare horses, to go back south, and report to me where
Mohamed had decided to hole up with our non-combatants. The second runner was to continue south
to the next caravan back, and to tell them to either find agood placeto hide, or a Sir Meler’ sdiscretion,
to team up with Mohamed's group, and to support them. From there, other runners would eventualy get
the message back to our rearguard, four days back. They wereto tell everyone that we had found our
people, and thus, away home!

| kept the last two runners with me, since you never can tell when you might need to send another
message.

Two miles, at an army quick step, took athird of an army hour to walk, and | felt that it was best
to stay with the bulk of my army until | was sure just exactly what was going down.

The army hour was twice aslong as the modern hour mostly for mechanica reasons. When |
was building our first clock, our tooling was primitive, and things had to be kept as smple as possible.
After aweek or so of playing with numbers, | discovered that if | had two pairs of double gearsrotating
on, but not attached to, two parald shafts, atwelve to one gear reduction wasfairly smple, with many
smilar parts. That wasto say, afour to one reduction going from the upper shaft to the lower, and a
three to one going back to the upper.

The upper shaft consisted of a centra shaft and three concentric tubes, the inner of which, asolid
shaft, turned the fastest, and was connected to a drum with awavy groove cut around the outside of it.

A small whed attached to a pendulum traveled insde of this groove, controlling the speed of the drum.
At thetime, | couldn't remember exactly how anormal clock’s escapement worked. | till can't.

At the dow end of the gear train, aweight on achain dowly turned the dowest tube, the one that
took an entire day to revolve once. Thistube was attached to the hour hand. The next fastest tube was
attached to the twel fthhour hand, which turned oncein one of our hours. The third tube was connected
to the dozsecound hand, twelve times faster yet, and the center shaft was attached to the second hand.

The clock face was divided into twelve parts, with zero being where the nine o'clock mark would
be on amodern clock. Thiswasreset daily at sunrise. Poland, being at a high latitude, had a
consderable variation in the length of the day, but things started happening at sunrise, when the army
went out and said their oath. With the clock placed on a south wall, the hour hand moved about asthe
sun did, and people learned the system quickly.

Thisgave usasmple clock that didn't have the silly modern AM and PM ambiguity. Our
numbering system was aduodecimal one, and soit fit right in.

Admittedly, our hour was twice aslong as the modern one, but so what? Modern people would
never use thisthing, anyway. And yes, the pendulum went forward and back, instead of Sdeto side.

Y ou want to fight about that? And it didn't go tick-tock-tick. It went swish-swish-swish. In the modern
world, it might have started a series of Polack jokes, but | didn't care.



It worked, and we sold alot of them!

This clock was a so the basisfor our angular measurement system, the way we navigated, and
our system of map making. On our maps, south was at the top, because that was the direction you were
looking when you looked at aclock. That, and the fact that in Poland, the mountains are to the south,
and the low plains are to the north. Of course, the higher ground was * up’, at the top.

Having a dependable clock made amajor improvement in efficiency. Beforeit wasintroduced,
people spent alot of their timejust Sitting around waiting for everybody elseto get there!

| could see my runners coming back from the front about the time | could hear the sounds of
gunfire. It wasalot different from what | had once become used to.

The low pitched 'foof' of the old pivot gunswas no more. Now, there was a high pitched sonic
crack of what had to be our new high velocity bolt action rifles. Those had beeninfina development
when | had |eft Poland, over ayear ago. Therapid fire of the Wolves blowback operated sub-machine
gunswas dtill there, but there were two other types of machine guns operating aswell. One had the same
timbre astherifles, obvioudy alight machine gun. The other was lower pitched, probably aheavy
machine gun. And there wasthe roar of what had to be artillery!

Sir Piotr had been doing alot of unauthorized things since | had | eft!

Chapter 42 Silver, Midge, And the New Old Christian Army

With the good guys putting out this much fire power, | didn't think that it would be abright idea
for my small forceto attack the Imperia Army intheir rear. Too many of my peoplein the Africa Corps
would be hit by friendly fire.

One of my runners brought me a sketch of the battlefield. Therewasalow ridge running east -
west about ahalf mile south of thefight. It wasjust high enough to conced my forceswhilewe
deployed. Then, wewould bein apostion to advance when the enemy eventualy broke and ran, and
keep them contained for a more complete wipeot.

| put Juma's forces in the center, and my more conventiond forcesto both sdes of him. Theold
Chrigtian Army waslesslikely to shoot at anyone wearing red and white, so it would be easier to make
contact between them with our uniformed troops. 1t looked like we could cover the front with adouble
line of men, one of pikersin front, and aline of archers backing them up. That should be strong enough
to hold broken troops.

| gave the necessary orders, stressing the need to stay behind the ridge until | told them to
advance, and then to go only far enough to put the archers on top of theridge, and the pikersjust abit in
front of them. Juma sforces, having neither archers or pikers, would do thingstheir own, traditional way.

| went to the top of the ridge, to see what was going on. One man on amule wasn't going to
bother the enemy. Theroar of gunfire wasloud and continuous. I’d commandeered Sir Waznik’ sfield
glasses, and | put them to good use.

Sir Percy's cavary was just breaking off, gpparently having exhausted their supply of arrows.
Using hand signals, | sent the horse cavary to my right, and the camelsto the left, so they would beina
position to sedl off the ends of the trap.

Sir Percy later told me that the enemy was S0 involved with attacking the main force that they had
largely ignored his cavary, even though he had put 20,000 arrows into them with good effect. He had
lost some twenty of his men, and twice that number of horses, to our own gunfire, however. Those



heavy machine gun bullets each ripped through alot of men before they lost momentum!

Meanwhile, | waited for the enemy to take so many casudtiesthat they broke, or for the
Chrigtian Army to start running low on ammunition, a which point they would need our help.

Our people seemed to have plenty of ammo, though, and their rate of fire didn't dack off. And
the enemy seemed to be willing to take an awful lot of punishment. They hadn’t learned that the only way
to defend yoursdlf againgt bulletswasto dig aholein the ground and then get into it. | was keeping that
bit of information asamilitary secret. | hadn’t even told my top people about it. And I wouldn’t, until
such time as somebody started shooting at us!

Sir Stephan rode up to ask me what was going on, and | explained the Situation to him. Then |
asked him to ride dong our troops to the west, and to tell them what was happening. A runner was sent
eadt, with the sameingructions.

After waiting abit more, using thefield glasses, | saw avery fast and powerful horse leave the
rear of the Chrigtian Army formation, and circle the battle before angling toward me. Shewas't wearing
abridle, so she had to beaBig Person. And she waswhite, so she just had to be Silver! A huge smile
broke out on my face.

Therewas asmal naked girl riding on her back, and | knew that she had to be one of Maud's
children, one of Cynthias sigters, one of my body guardsl With their astounding eyesight, they must have
spotted me up here.

| got off of my muleto greet them properly. Silver skidded to astop right in front of me. |
hugged her around the neck, | spoketo her in English, and | told her how much | had missed her. She
nudged my right hand, inquiring how it wasthat | ill had one, and | told her how it had grown back.
She nodded, having a considerable knowledge of my Uncle Tom. Beforel’d found her, he had been her
principd rider.

It was awhile before | noticed that the girl on her back was Midge, Cynthiassister! | was about
to greet her aswell, when she jumped down from the double saddle on Silver's back, gave me arib
crackling hug, and ahuge, dobbering kiss!

In Polish, she said, "Conrad, you aredive! Andwhole! But, how? | mean, | wasthere when
they found Cynthia's body, and your hand! | smelled them both, and there couldn't be any doubt but that
you had logt your right hand!"

"l lost my hand, but it grew back. Uncle Tom'sdoing, | suppose.”
"That's so wonderful! 'Y ou must tell me the whole story!"

| said, "I will, but just now, thereisabattle going on. | need someinformation. Firg off, whois
in command on our Side out there?!

"In theory, that would be Sir Vladimir, who is senior, and commands the battalion of Mounted
Infantry, dong with the three companies of artillery. But in fact, he generally goesaong with what Sir
Wiladyclaw says. He commands the battalion of Wolves."

"Good. They are both old friends of mine. Next, | had acompany of mapmakers and trail
breakersriding aday ahead of us, but | haven't heard from them. Do you have any idea of what
happened to them?"

"Oh, yes," Midge said. "Wemet them yesterday. They said that you would be following them,
but that their orders were to go ahead and lay out your next camp site.”

"So the twit followed his orders, instead of using hisbrain! | can't punish him for that, but hell
never get promoted again! Buit at least, they are not al dead, which iswhat | was worried about.

"Next," | continued, "I need to communicate with Sir Vladimir and Sir Wladyclaw. | want them
to send me aradio out here, and men to operateit.

"Also, tell them that | have dmost five thousand troops out here. Mogt of them are Chrigtian
davesthat we have freed and trained, but some two thousand of them are Black Africanswho are



fighting on our sde. We arein aposition to advance on the enemy, but | have been hesitating because of
thearmy'sfire power. | sentintwo companiesof cavary out earlier, to harass the enemy, and they took
casudtiesfrom our own guns. We are limited to arrows, pikes, and swords.”

| said, "If they need usto form a blockade against the enemy, ask them to send up two white
sgnal rockets. If they need usto engage the Imperids, send up three red rockets. Alsotell them that |
have twenty-two thousand more people following mein four caravans, one day apart each. Many of
them are non-combatants, or only partidly trained. But mostly tell them to get me aradio and ateam to
operateit!"

Midgesaid, "Yessdr. | understand that. Do you want meto recite it back to you?'

"No, | trust you and your memory. But | need you and Silver to run this message back to Sir
Vladimir and to Sir Wladyclaw, since most of my people here speak only Arabic, and some Pigeon.
Y ou will be understood more eadily than they would."

"Well go, Conrad, and lead the radio people back here."

"Good girl!"

| told Silver, in English, that | wanted them to go the long way around the battle, to play it safe,
and then to come back when Midge said so. My mount nodded her head, and left with Midge on her
back.

"Thiswas an amazing thing!"

| looked down and saw Juma standing below me, behind the ridge, but high enough to seethe
battle.

"Indeed?" | said.

"That little girl had dmaost as much mannaasyou do. And the horse was as powerful asshe
wad"

"Well, firgt off, 'that little girl" wasn't exactly human. Sheisan intelligent person, you understand,
but sheistwice as strong asyou are! And faster! And better trained! And the horse wasn't ahorse,
ether. Slverisaso aperson, and mentaly very smilar to Midge. Look at her run! Could amere horse
do that? But manna? That astoundsme! Why would one of my Uncle Tom's crestions have manna?

"l have very little idea of what you are talking about, Conrad, but | would like to get to know
both of them better!"

"You'l havethat opportunity soon, my friend. They will be back shortly with aradio.”

"Now you've used another new word on me."

"A radio isadevicethat lets you tak to people along ways avay."

"With one, we could talk to the people in Timbuktu?'

"Yes, if they had aradio, too."

"Then we must get oneto them!”

"I, too, had had that thought. | would like to keep in touch with Omar."

"Y es, and with my own people aswell. Those noises are the gunsyou told me of 7'

"Yes. There are some new sortsthat I'm not dl that familiar with. The peoplethat | leftin
Poland have been very creative since | |eft them, well over ayear ago. From the sounds, they haverifles,
sub-machine guns, two sizes of machine guns and at least two sizes of cannons.”

Aswetaked, an artillery shell exploded about ten yards above a concentration of the Imperia
soldiers, killing perhaps four dozen of them. Either our designers had come up with a proximity switch,
or one of our gunnerswas very good at setting atimer. Or maybe he was just lucky.

"Would that my own people were so armed,” Jumasaid.

"| could arrange that, if you wish. Y our forces are part of the Chrigtian Army, after dl, and you
should be equipped like the rest of our forces. Y ou could have guns, and armor. Intime, you could

each have one of those mannafilled 'horses that you admired, aswell."



"Wedon't wear armor, it isunmanly! And | don't think that we would like to be on horseback.”

"Y ou can aways change your mind. But if want Big People, you'd have to change your
uniforms. 'Y ou cannot go mounted in aloincloth. The skin on your crotch would be bleeding by the end
of theday. Boots are needed, too."

“I will think onit.”

“Good. But firgt, you must take a very good look at our weapons and the Big People. Perhaps
tomorrow, there will betime.”

Aswetaked, | saw Silver and Midge reach our headquarters. They'd be coming back soon.

An airplane of atypethat | had never seen before flew overhead. It had ahigh, stubby wing, and
two radia enginesrigged as pushers, set higher yet, above thewing. There was no observable landing
gear. | decided that this must be a seaplane.

Then, it dipped down and flew over the battlefidd. Two heavy machinegunsin thefusdage
opened fire, and it strafed the imperias. Piotr wasat it again!

“Thisisone of the airplanesyou told me about?’ Jumaasked.

“Yes”

“It haskilled many of the enemy.”

The plane came back twice more, while the imperias on the ground could do absolutely nothing
about it but die. 1t seemed to be the straw that broke the Imperid Army’sback. Their formations
started to get raggedy.

A minute later, | saw awhite signal rocket go up. A few moments after that, there was a second
one.

Jumasad, "Those mean something?"

"Yes. How did you know?

“It was obvioudy important by the change in your manna.”

“Indeed. They areteling methat it'stime to put our men on top of theridge.”

| shouted afew orders, and the troops walked up the low ridge and got into position, in adouble
line with just enough room between the men to give some freedom of action.

Jumasad, “But if they are subordinate to you, why are you obeying their orders?’

“Because they have the superior force here. Thisisther battle, not mine. My jobisto help them
out where| can.”

“| don’t think that | will ever understand your people, Conrad.”

“I"ve often had smilar thoughts about yours, my friend.”

One of my runners brought up the Christian Army Battle Flag, and unfurled it. 1t wastimeto let
everyone know who we were.

Y es, the Imperial troops were definitely on the run. Gunfire dacked off and then almost stopped,
with little more than short bursts of sub-machine gun fire and revolver shots as the Wolves and the
Mounted Infantry went after the enemy on their big people. Swords and lances flashed.

Jumasad, "1 don't think that they will leave any of them for ugl"

"We arejust here to make sure than very few of them get awvay,” | said as| sgnaded Sir Percy's
cavdry togoinandjointhefun.

Thistime, Jumawaswrong. A mass of Imperial Soldiers, perhaps a thousand of them, stayed
together and managed to makeiit dl theway to our lines. The Wolves were after them, but every time
they got close, afew squads of Imperiad Pikemen would form aline and ground their pikes, forcing our
Big Peopleto veer off.

Noticing the obvious differences between Jumas forces and the rest of us, their commander must
have decided that the Blacks were the lesser of two evils. He soon discovered hiserror. They hit our
center, and then they fell gpart! Most of them went down with thrown spearsin them, and the few who



madeit to our linesdidn't get any farther.

The Blacks were using the same basic maneuver that they had practiced every day for the past
three months, killing wild animasto put mest on our plates. They had gotten very good &t it!

| saw one younger man miss histhrow as an Imperia ducked under hisspear. Anolder manin
the rank behind him handed the boy his unused spare spear. The boy smiled a him, threw the spear, and
thistime, he killed his enemy, with ashaft straight through the Arab’sheart. The old man and the young
one laughed and hugged each other, and then prepared to defend the line against the Imperids.

Not one of the enemy made it through!

" think that just about &l of my men have atained manhood now,” Jumasaid. "Therewill bea
mighty feast, tonight!"

"Enjoy your medl, my friend. I’'ll seeyouinthemorning. Ah, here comes Silver and Midge. I'll
have to go and talk to some old friends. Sir Stephan, take command here. Set up camp, and send some
runners back to find Mohamed! Send some othersto find our Trail Breakers, and tell the twitsto come
back herel”

Chapter 43 Old Friends

| took off my silver spurs and threw them away. | never wanted to have to use them again.
Wearing spurswhileriding aBig Person was not polite.

Climbing up on Silver'sback was like going up to heaven, even though | found myself reaching
for the non-exigtent reinsfor amoment. Midge jumped up to the Sde saddle built in front of mine, and it
wasjud like old times again, when Cynthiawas dive.

"Midge, why are you here, instead of with captain Sorinski and hisfamily, on the north sea
patrol?'

"Wll, firg off, he's not down there any more. He was promoted to full Captain, and got
command of the Marauder, one of the new Frigate class ships. He's only about four dozen milesfrom
here, out on the Mediterranean. | vist him often. Heismy hushand, after al."

"That brings me to about sx more questions. Firgt off, these ' Frigates are war ships, aren't
they? What are they doing here?”’

She said, "They are destroying al Modem shipping, and freeing every davethey can find, until
such time asthe Arabsrelease you. But then, | guessthat you released yoursdlf, didn't you?"

"Yes. Just how many of these‘Frigates arethere, anyway?'

"There are only eleven of them, right now, but they are building lots more of them, asfast asthey
can. They'reredly just Explorer class ships, with alot of big guns on board. They have some airplanes,
too. Right now, there saven of them on the Mediterranean, two on the West African coast, and two
more heading around Africato disrupt trade and davery inthe Red Sea. Then, there are three big
Battleships, which are based on the Liner Class. They can’'t work well with the Frigates, sincethey are
so much faster, but there isanew class being built, the Destroyers, that will be asfast asthe Battleships,
but with the fire power of the Frigates, so that problem will soon be taken care of "

| said, "Sir Fiotr has some explaining to do."

"Wll, everybody thought that you were dead, except for some of your best friends. Certainly,
the Pope did."

"Grumble. But if Captain Sorinski isout at sea, why are you here on dry land?"

"My lord, ever since you were reported missing, I've been feding terribly guilty about it." She
sad, "l sdfishly did what | wanted to do, when | should have gone on with you and Cynthia. Maybe, if
I'd been there, things would have happened differently. So when | heard that Sir Wladyclaw was taking



abattalion of Wolvesto Africa, to search for you, | wanted to go aong, to help out. Asmy commanding
officer, my husband gave me permission to gpply for a posting with the African Expeditionary Force, and
| was accepted. He then applied for aseajob, supporting Sir Wladyclaw’ sforces, and got a promotion
and anew ship. | till see him fairly often, but were under different commands, now."

"Oh, Midge, you can't spend your life worrying about what might have been. Nobody can
predict thefuture! Yes, perhagpsif you'd comewith us, Cynthiamight be ill dive. Or maybe, dl three
of uswould be dead! What happened, happened. We dl haveto play out our livesfrom the point in
time and space where we are right now!"

"Then | didn't do theright thing?'

"Y ou haven't done anything wrong! But I'm dive, you' redive, and Cynthiaisirretrievably dead.
It'stimefor you to go back to your proper husband, and live your own life!” | said.

"But, I'm not under his command any more.”

"Kid, everybody in the army isunder my command. Just who do you think runsthis show,
ayway?'

About then, we were coming into the local headquarters. | dismounted, gave Silver another hug,
and told her that I'd be back before too long.

The guards outside of the big tent snapped to attention, with shock on their faces, as|
approached them. They'd known, intellectudly, that | was coming, but it hadn't seeped in emotionadly, as
yet.

Sir Wladyclaw and Sir VIadimir were waiting for me, sitting at afolding camp table. They, too
sngpped to attention when | walked in.

"Gentlemen. Old friends. Please sit down and tell me just what in the hell isgoing on around
here. Why do we have warshipsthat | never authorized? Why are there at least five new weapons
systemsthat | never authorized? And just what in the hell are you doing herein Africa, anyway? | left
explicit ordersthat if | turned up missing, no one was to come out looking for me!”

"May | answer some of your questions, sir?' Sir Vladimir said, "First off, yesyou did not
authorize these weapons, but you did leave Sir Piotr in charge when you left, knowing full well that he
disagreed with you on anumber of things. Once he wasin command, he was absol utely obligated to do
ashefdt best. Anything €sewould have been aderdiction of hisduty!”

Sir Wladyclaw said, "Asto ordering us not to look for you, sir, well, you didn't quite do that. Y ou
just told Sir Piotr that you didn't want it to happen. That's not exactly the samething asan order.”

"You aretaking likealawyer," | said.

"Perhaps, but did you redlly expect usto smply abandon you? Anyway, the name of this
organization is The Christian Army. Wethink that gives the Pope some say in what we do, and he
wanted usto attack the Modems,” Sir Wladyclaw said. "And even if we never had been ableto find
you, we have been doing some very good work out here. Thusfar, we have freed more than eighty
thousand Chrigtian daves, aswdl asalike number of people from other religions. We have sent most of
the Chrigtians back to Europe. A high percentage of the freed men have enlisted in our army,
incidentally. Y our basic training camp, Hell, actualy hasawaiting list right now. That's never happened
before.”

| sad, "Evenif they weredl men, eighty thousand freed daveswouldn' fill up Hell."

"Many freed men and most of the freed women went home, al across Europe. Hearing their
gtories has given Chrigtians everywherethe incentive to join in thefight,” Sir Viadimir said.

"But the cost of doing al of this must be bankrupting thearmy,” | said.

"Not at al," Sir Wladyclaw said. "In fact, last quarter, we made our biggest profitsever. True,
our expenses have gone up, but our productivity has gone up much higher! Therésanew spiritinthe
army. We were going stale, without anything great and noble to do. Now, everyone bustles around as
though he was a hero from astorybook. Thereisno maingering, waste and poor workmanship are not



tolerated by the men themselves, and it has become common to work an extra hour or two aday,
without pay, for the benefit of the war effort! | oncetold you that a crusade was just what we needed,
and | wasright! Sir."

"Okay. I'll beverifying dl thismysdf, of course, but | don't believe that you two would lieto
me. Besdesthe davesthat you've freed, what €se have you accomplished?,” | asked.

"Well, weve pretty much taken out the Almohades Empire" Sir Vladimir said. “Weare
occupying mogt of it, and we' re going to keep it. The plan isto keep the enlisting freed daves from each
city together in ther training, and when they’ ve graduated, they will be sent back to their old city as
garrison troops. Most of them will speak theloca language, you see.”

"A fair thought. But from the battle | just saw, it looked to methat there alot of Imperid troops
left around,” | said.

"Not redlly, sir. That was pretty much their last gasp, which was why they fought so hard. They
have three cities|eft, with afew garrison troops dtill in them, but well be taking them soon, and without
much effort,” Sir Wladyclaw said. "The southern half of Spainisnow army property, asisthe
Mediterranean sea coast west of here, and the Atlantic west coast of Africa, until you get to jungle
country populated by Black people. We don't see them as our proper enemy, so we have left them
done”

"The Blacks are the victims of davery, for the most part. But why did you attack Spain?”'

"That happened dmost by accident, sr. We had alot of troopsin northern Spain, awaiting
trangportation to Africa," Sir Vladimir said. "Southern Spain was part of the same empire that we were
fighting in Africa. It was reasoned that if we could take and hold aroad to a segport in the south,
shipping times would be reduced, and we could get to the war faster. So we took the road that went to
Cartagena, aswell asthecity itsdf. Theempire didn't like what we did and naturdly they hit us back.
Which we didn' like, of course, so we hit them back, only harder. When the smoke cleared, we owned
some very niceterritory, with lots of orchards and vineyards, and quite afew beautiful castles and
palaces. I'veputinabidonalovey placejust outside of Seville. Taking it al was only ameatter of afew
months, doing thejob. And | suppose that you could say that we did it with spare troops, because they
wered| just Stting around awaiting transportation.”

| said, “Very well. Next subject. What isyour situation regarding supplies?’

“Actualy, they have been sending us alot more than we need. They have been sending out full
Explorer vessdls, dropping off the supplies at Depots, and returning them filled with ex-daves. They have
beenfilling al three cargo deckswith them, aswell as the passenger space, but we' re getting them
home,” Sir Wladyclaw said.

“Good. Becausel’vegot atota of around twenty-seven thousand people with me. I've made
most of the men members of the Christian Army, even including our four companies of Jews, so they will
have to be brought up to snuff, properly equipped, and trained in the new weapons. Some of the
non-combatants will be returning to Europe. Some of them, Arabs and Blacks, will be going back to
Timbuktu, with our pack train, and I’ [l want to be sending alot of stuff to Omar, the man | left in charge
there. Mostly, weapons, ammunition, and European trade goods,” | said.

“Someone told usthat the middle of Africawas devoid of people, and that Timbuktu wasa
myth,” Sir Vladimir said.

“It'ssparsaly populated, most of it, but it sBIG, so there are still alot of people there. Timbuktu
isbigger than Copenhagen, I’ d guess, and a place that we called Shangri Lawas densely populated. We
took both citiesin thelast sx monthsor so. There are afew others dong the way that we didn’'t have to
conquer.”

“That'sastory that I'd loveto hear,” Sir Vladimir said.

“I'll tell you ashort verson of the story over dinner, assuming that I'minvited.”

“But, of course, sir!” Sir Wladyclaw said.



“Okay. Sir Wladyclaw, | want you to get together a company of your Wolvesfor an extended
trip. |1 want them to go to Timbuktu. We made army style maps on the trip here, so they won't have any
problemsfinding the place. | can provide you with trandators and guides. Almost dl of my people
speak Pigeon. | want them to have three radios with them, two of which they will be leaving there, dong
with the operators. Y ou'd better send two large artillery pieces with them, and an assortment of
ammunition. There are sometimes city gates and wallsto be dedlt with. | want them to have about four
gross of extrarifles, with bayonets, and afew dozen revolvers, with alarge supply of ammunition,
powder, and ardloading machine. The craftsmen in Timbuktu can cast their own bullets, if you bring
them afew bullet molds. These wegpons and radioswill be giftsfor my friend Omar. I'll brief the
Captain mysdf early tomorrow morning.”

“Very good, sr!”

“And now, | supposethat | should contact my wives.”

Sr Vladimir said, “Uh, | took the liberty of contacting your wives yesterday, when wefirst heard
that you weredive.”

“Good. That will smplify things. Now, do you have any paper and pensaround, o | can write
them aradiogram?’

“Wadll, yes, but wouldn’t you rather just talk to them?’

“Tak tothem? Y ou mean that you' ve got voice communication radios available?’

“Yes, gr, I'mafraid s0.”

“Wonderful. One more unauthorized gadget around!”

“They were developed for usein aircraft to ship communications. Using aMorse code key when
you' reflying an airplane proved to be very difficult.”

“Very wel. But broadcast radio is absolutely forbidden, and put the word out that anyone found
working on atelevison set will be shot!”

Somehow, Midge had been able to walk into the room without being challenged by the guards,
or being noticed by anyone else. Not abad feat for apretty, naked lady.

Shesad, “What' satelevison set, my lord?’

“It' san instrument of the Devil, that degradesthe quality of life, and turns peopl€ sbrainsinto
mush!” | said to her as| left for theradio shack. “Oh, yes. Take Silver, go back to my camp, and invite
Sir Stephan over herefor dinner. 1f our ladies get back before then, invite them along, too. Inform Sir
Vladimir's people of how many are coming over, once you know. Arrange trangportation over here with
the Big People. It'stimethey got acquainted. Some of our ladies are pregnant, and will need acarriage
of some sort. And thistime, takearadiowithyou! Leaveit, and the operators, at my headquarters.”

“Yes, my lord. Canl cometo dinner too?’

“1 suppose 0. We probably couldn’t keep you out in any event. Tomorrow, | want you and
another Big Person, not Silver, to go over and talk to Juma, the Black man you saw earlier. He'sa
friend of mine, and he wants to meet both of you. I'll be needing Silver, and Jumacouldn’t talk to her,
anyway. He speaks Pigeon, and afew other languages, but not Polish, and certainly not English.”

In the radio shack, they had dready set up alink with my family at Okoitz. Francine and Cedlicia
talked for what seemed like hours, about the most triviad of topics, without being apparently much
interested in just how | had managed to survive my orded. Then, there were the eight children that | had
had with my lega wives, and with another thirty of so that I’ d had by other women, but hadn’t been able
to find husbandsfor. | talked with them al, being told about every childhood complaint and problem
known to man.

When the windy conversation wasfindly over, | was beginning to think that | wasn't ready to go
home just yet. Maybe, the Arabs had the right idea.on how to run ahousehold. They makedl of their
women go down on their kneeswhen they walk into aroom. It putsthe girlsinto the proper mind set.

| was about to sign off when thelast kid in linetold methat Sir Fiotr had been patiently waiting to



tak to methewholetime.

Wédll, he hasawife and kids, so | guess that he understands.

“SrPRotr,” | said. “You have donealot of unauthorized thingswhile | have been gone. You
have many new weapon systems. Several new aircraft, and armed aircraft at that. I’ mtold that three
new types of warships have been designed and built. And built in quantity. Have you been having fun,
spending the army’ smoney thisway?’

“Fun, my lord? No, it has not been fun! Thisisthe most miserablejob that | have ever had, and
| am grateful that you arefindly back, and can relieve me of my command here. But a the sametime, |
must ing<t that the thingsthat | have done were NOT unauthorized. They were authorized, because
authorized them. Y ou left mein command here, so | commanded as| saw fit.”

“Do you think that | wanted you to start awar with the entire Modem world? Especidly with the
Mongoalsliableto attack us at ant time?’

“No, but both King Henryk and the Pope demanded that we go on Crusade. The whole army,
and most of Christendom wanted war aswell. There are limitsto the pressure that one inexperienced
man can endure! Especidly with you being missing and presumed dead! Y ou can hold me responsible
for the new weapons systems, if you want to, but thiswar was not my fault!  Now, may | please be
relieved of my command?’

“No. Yougot usinto this‘Crusade’, and you will haveto seeit through. Asto the new
weapons and the invasion of North Africa, well, if our armies hadn’t taken out the Almohades Empire, |
never could have made it aive to the Mediterranean Seacoast. | guessthat | owe you onefor that.”

“My lord, so you are saying that I’ ve saved your life, but that | ftill have to keep working at this
horriblejob? Y ou have astrange way of saying ‘thank you'.”

“Yeah, well, war sureishdl, isn'tit. I'vegot to get to dinner, now. Keep up the good work!”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” | could hear him scowling over the speaker.

We had a pleasant dinner, with mostly canned food served, but in the Polish style. 1t was
especidly good since Sir Wladyclaw had put in astock of that wonderful dark beer from Tdlinn. He
served it, well, not cold, but cool, by exposing the barrels at night, and keeping athick layer of blankets
over them during theday. All of my twelveladies, and Sir Stephan’ s four, were able to attend, having
elected to smply ride their camels over to where the feast was being held.

My officers had brought their women along. Some were wives, somewere not. They were il
using the fashions popular in Poland when | had |eft, with the female guests being bare breasted, and the
serving girls being nearly naked. My own girls, and Sir Stephan’s, looked at each other, nodded, and
stripped to thewaist. | thought that it was an mgor improvement. A woman whoisin her second
trimester is particularly lovely, with lush breasts and a glowing complexion. God must have done that to
make sure that we men kept them around when they needed us so much.

Most of the casud tak at dinner was perforce in Pigeon, since women tend to monopolizea
conversation. Pigeon isan easy languageto learn, but it’ sfairly awkward in socia Stuations. It lacksthe
subtleties. | told the girlsthat as soon asthey got to Poland, they would have to work very hard at
learning the whole, ancient language.

| told the story of my trip, how | was washed overboard, our horrible problems on the shipping
container filled with fiberglass, and our encounter with the Twaregs.

“Y ou will be pleased to note that we have killed many thousands of those bastards,” Sir
Wiladyclaw sad.

| soon noticed that my subordinates had three attractive secretaries, dl of them female, taking
careful notes of everything | said. Later, afairly accurate account of my adventures was published in the
Chrigian Army Magazine.

Maybe my wiveswould learn of the story from there.



| talked about my journey to Timbuktu, how | was sold asadave, and about my eight monthsin
abarrel, pumping water. | told them about how my face and teeth hedled, how my hand grew back
again, and how Omar and | fought our way out of the barrdl, started adave rebellion, and eventually
conquered the ancient City of Timbuktu. Then | talked about our new laws for the city, and how |
formed up the African Corps of the Christian Army. Findly, there was the whole saga of our trip north.

Really good beer sure makes aman talkative! And the cigars that were served out after dinner
helped alot, too! The ladies smoked them aswell asthe men, | was surprised to note. We definitely
had a profitable product, here.

Before the evening ended, Midge was prevailed upon to dance for us. Theregular army people
had seen her do this many times, but my African Corp folks were amazed!

Jasmine said, “Do you think that she could teach meto do that?’

| said, “I doubt it, love. Midgeisn't exactly human. Sheismuch stronger than you or | are. But
| think that it might be possible for you to teach her, or her kind, something about your style of dancing.
There are many of her agtersliving at Okoitz. Once you have given birth to our son or daughter, you
might want to look into it.”

Sir Vladimir said, as we walked back to the tents that had been assigned to me and my ladies,
“I’ ve gotten strange reports this afternoon about what your Black troops are doing to the Imperiasthey
killed in the battle. What' s going on out there?’

“They were gutting and cleaning their kill, Sir Vladimir. By now, they will have roasted them and
have started to eat them. It'ssort of ardigiousthing with Juma's people. Welcometo the African
Corps of the Chrigtian Army, my old friend.”

Chapter 44 Re-equipping—‘A Man Must Wear HisLoincloth’

| found afew more thingsto send to Omar, some felt tip pens, some lighters, afew flashlights,
and some lighter fluid. One of the trandators had a spare copy of an Arabic-Polish dictionary, a copy of
the Explorer’ s Corps book on Pigeon, and a children’ s book on learning Polish, which | sent long as
well. I'd written Omar aletter, which | thought would have to be trandated from Polish to Pigeon to
Arabic for him, only to find that Sir Vladimir could lend me a scholar who knew both Polish and Arabic.
Thissmplified things consderably.

The usua company in the Wolves also had six big, container sized carts, which were pulled by
two Big People each, and rode on big, balloon rubber tires. They had a coil spring suspension system,
similar to aMcPherson Strut, and shock absorbers. | wastold that for really rough roads, sand dunes,
and steep inclines, more Big people could be used to help out, with riders pulling on ropes running back
to the carts.

They wereloaded with supplies and giftsfor Omar and hisarmy in Timbuktu. 1t turned out that
there was room for five times as many wegpons as | had first ordered, and that these guns and ammo
were available, so Omar made out quite nicely. | aso sent him back what was | eft of the city treasury, as
well asmy share of the booty from Shangri La. Since | was back in the old Chrigtian Army, | could just
sgnfor anything that | wanted.

| also picked up anew revolver for mysdf, replacing the one that went to the bottom of the
Atlantic Ocean. It fet good on my right hip, balancing the sword on my left.

Two guides and the trand ator were assigned Big People whose riders had been killed in the last
battle. The whole augmented company left by mid morning.

On Big People, what with the time saved by esting canned or dried rations that only had to be
heated, and not cooked from scratch, and with the easily set up army dome tents, they could travel at
twelve times as many miles per day as our caravans could. And the Big People provided security at



night, while they were eating, so palisades, night guard duty, and other defenses weren't necessary.

Captain Fritz, the commander of the expedition, had been at last night’ sfeast, and heard the
story of how we got here. He had studied our maps, and said that he could probably get to Timbuktu in
ten days. Hewould spend at least two weeksthere, or several months, if that was necessary, training
Omar’ sarmy with the new wegpons.

Perhaps two months later, the full caravan would arrive, with alot more presents and
merchandise. They would be ableto travel faster going south than they had going north, since they
wouldn’t have non-combatants walking beside them any more. Also, they would have our old camp
stesdong theway that they could use, some of thetime. Canned army rations would help, too, athough
they would be taking the bread oven back with them, remounted on arubber tired army cart.

Sir Vladimir had liked the ideg, and had ordered six more bread ovens made up for hisown
forces.

Since the African Corps had to walk, at least most of us, it would probably take us four daysto
get to the nearest Depot, even though the way there was across a coastd plain, where we wouldn't have
togo singlefile. | decided that it would be best to stay where we were, and et my people collect up.
We needed arest anyway.

| wandered around, studying the new guns, mostly. They were straight forward, smple designs,
the sort of thing that | had alwaystried for. | till wasn't entirely happy about the resources that had been
spent on them, but the engineersthat | had trained had learned well.

The African Corps should be ableto pick up on using them fairly easlly. Actudly, the use of
firearmsisalot easer to learn than, say, abow, asword, or aspear. 1t was much the way a steamship
was easer to master than abig salling rig.

Looking out over yesterday’ s battle field, | saw that Juma’ s people were helping with the
cleanup, in their usud fashion. Other people were giving them awide berth, not wanting to get involved.

Sir Vladimir was standing beside me before | noticed him.

| said, “Did Midge teach you that stunt?’

“Inaway. Shesad that thetrick isto watch your man’s eyes, and when he blinks, or looks
away, move quickly and quietly. Of course, no ordinary human is anywhere near asfast assheis. | see
that your African friendsareat it again.”

“True. It bothersme, too, but they are very good and loyal troops, and they never kill anyone
just to eat them, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

SrVladimir said, “That’ sarelief to know.”

“Whét they have been doing isasort of Rite of Manhood, with some thingsin common with our
own Sacrament of Confirmation, or the Jewish Bar Mitzvah. Only in Juma stribe, to become aman, to
marry, and to have afamily, you must first kill an enemy in combat, or a leastin afar fight. Andthen
you eat hisbody, with the help of your friends and male rdatives.”

“Interesting. What if hekillsyou?’

“Well, if they can get the body back, your friends and relatives hold another ceremony, during
which they cook and eat you! It isfelt that this keeps your strength, loyaty, and courage within the
tribe” | said.

“Remarkable. Do weredlly need thisin the Christian Army?’

“I think that we do. My father oncetold methat it takes al kinds of people to make aworld,
and | think that hewasright. Anyway, Jumaisafriend of mine. Get to know him. Perhapsyou will like
him, too.”

He said, “ Perhaps, Conrad, but somehow, | doubt it. Do they have something smilar for their
women?’

“Yes, actudly. To betruly an adult, agirl must present her husband with ahealthy mae child.



Only then does she get the full status and prestige dueto her.”

“I am amazed, and I’'m glad that | am not amember of their tribe. But on other subjects, what
areyour plans, now?’ Vladimir and | had been good friends for over thirty years, and when in private
we never had been forma with each other.

| said, “I wasthinking of resting here for awhile, and collecting up my other caravans. Then
we |l be proceeding mostly on foot to this Depot of yours.”

“I expect that we' ll be staying herefor four or five days, aswell. | have alot of wounded who
need the rest and recuperation time. That was avery rough battle, yesterday. Theimperias knew that
they had to besat us, or they werefinished. Of course, they never had a chance, but that’ s war for you.
But asto your people waking the wholeway, | don’t see any reason for it. Since we're standing down
right now, you could borrow some of our Big People. They can make it to the Depot and back ina
single morning, and maketwo tripsaday if need be. Thiswould et your combatants start getting
re-equipped and trained aweek earlier.”

“That’snot abad thought. I'd liketo seejust what they have at this Depot, anyway. I'd adso
like to know about the availability of Big People.”

Hesaid, “1 think that there might be around ten thousand sparesin Africa. We' d never taken
them into combat before, and we thought that the loss ratio, men to mounts, would be about the same as
it would be with men and horses. However, Big People turn out to have avery high surviva factor, being
ableto live through some very seriouswounds. They are even tougher than the optimists among us
thought. We actualy loose alot more men than we do Big People.”

“Then | can likely mount everyone | have, even some of the non-combatants, without stretching
you too thin.” Vladimir thought in duodecimd terms. A thousand to him was one thousand seven
hundred and twenty-eight in decimdl.

“| would guess so, and the girls have been very frustrated with coming here in hopes of getting a
partner, and then only doing guard duty someplace that redlly didn’t need guarding. Thiswill make them
very happy. I'll radio the quartermaster department and make sure about the numbers available. I'll dso
tell him that you have alarge body of men coming in that will need to be fitted out with clothes,
equipment, and armor.”

“Thank you. What say | collect up the two companies of cavary that | havelocdly, and we'll
run them over to the Depot on your Big People,” | said.

“Right after lunch? Fine. And | trust that ‘we' implied that | wasinvited, too.”

“Certainly! Itlookslikeafineday for aridel”

| sent arunner out to tell Sir Percy that he was about to be reequipped, and that he should have
his men ready right after lunch, but not his horses and camels. The men were aso required to leave their
spurs and whips behind. One doesn’t use such things on a Big Person.

When the time cameto leave, | had three companies of cavary. Our advanced guard had been
found and had returned. | might beticked at their Captain, but that wasn't any reason to delay
reequipping his men.

When three companies of my riders were assembled, | thought it best to introduce them to the
Big People.

“Listen up, People!l” | shouted in Arabic, thelanguage we dl had in common. “Y ou are about to
be equipped in the fashion of therest of the Chrigtian Army. Y ou will beissued afull set of new
uniforms, afine set of plate armor, some new weaponsthat will likely amaze you, afew odds and ends,
and you will beintroduced to anew partner, one of the Big People. I'm riding oneright now. Y ou will
notice that sheisn't wearing abridle, and that | am not wearing spurs. Thesethings are no longer
necessary. Infact, they areforbidden. So arewhips. Ddliberately injuring aBig Personin any way isa
very serious offence, but we rarely punish humansfor it. Big people can take care of themselves, and
they have my permission to do what ever is necessary to protect themsalves. Be warned!



“Thething that you must remember about Big People isthat while they ook like horses, they are
not horses! They are people! They are members of the Christian Army, just asyou are!’ And they are
paid, just asyou are! Or, at least you will be paid, once we get things squared away with the Accounting
Department.

“Big People are more intelligent than the average human in most maiters, which meansthat they
areway smarter than most of you! Never forget that! Trust your partner!

“Their eyesight, hearing, and sense of smdll are superior to any human's. They don't get lost!
They can seeinthedark! If they sense danger, believe them!

“They can survive by egting dmost anything, including wholetrees, athough they prefer fresh
grass, when they can get it. But they can thrive where acame would starve to death. If you areon a
seacoad, they can drink seawater! They can evenfeed you! Thelir breasts can become functiondl, if
you ask them to do it, and their milk isvery good.

“Most of you have learned Pigeon, which isfortunate. The Big People that you will be assgned
asyour partner can dso understand Pigeon, and Polish, besides. They can’t speak, but they will
understand you. 'Y ou will be taught asign language we have worked out which letsthem talk to us.

“Big People are superb fighters. | have been jumped by more than a dozen thugs, and Silver
here wiped most of them out, herself. | never had a chance to do more than draw my sword!

“They don't seem to need deep, so they can stand night guard duty, and graze, while you get a
good night’srest.

“Werefer to them as ‘theladies’, and we sometimes call the onewe aretalking to ‘my sister’.
Andwe meanit! Onceyou are assigned apartner, shewill be welcomein your camp and in your home.
She will become amember of your family. They have very clean habits, and your wife and children will
be safe around them. Very safel

“Wewill beriding over to the Depot where we will be reequipped on some borrowed Big
People. Just remember that oneisaways very politeto aBig Person. Ah, here they come, now.”

Three companies of big people were gpproaching us, without any humans guiding them. They
were from the Mounted Infantry Brigade, judging by their equipment, and they were fully equipped,
including the weapons.

Our usua saddle had abig saddlie bow, to protect the rider from hiswaist to hismid thigh. It
aso held various kits and gadgets, a canteen, and some ammunition. The cantle, in back, wasfairly low,
about like an American ‘western’ saddle, to make for easy mounting. 1t wouldn’t have made a good
saddle for jousting, but for warfare, it made alot of sense.

The Wolves used two sub-machine guns astheir primary wegpons, onein each hand. Spare
clips of ammo were arranged againgt the Big Person’ s neck, which aso armored it. A revolver was used
asasdeam, dong with asaber, and they usualy carried alance attached to the saddle, which was
rarely used for anything but holding up their family crest. The Wolveswere al membersof the ‘old’
nobility, and sometimes they werefairly snobbish about it. In return, our regular forcestold alot of jokes
about them. A riflewas also carried by the Wolves, but rarely used, except in extreme Situations. These
guysliked to get in there and mix it with the enemy.

Theriflewasthe primary wegpon of the Mounted Infantry, along with the bayonet. They usualy
dismounted for afight, to take advantage of the long range accuracy of their rifles. They carried two
large horse pistals, for use when mounted. These were smooth bore, six shot revolversthat fired asmall
shotgun shell. Shooting accurately from agalloping Big Person was more than most men could
accomplish. They aso carried asaber attached to the saddle, since rapiers don’'t work very well when
you are mounted. They used astandard revolver asasde arm, along with arapier carried over their left
shoulder. These people were mostly from agriculturd ‘ snowflake forts.

Mounted Infantry machine guns were towed behind many Big People on two whedled carts, but
these had not been sent dong.

“Listenup!” | shouted, “1 notice that the big people who will be taking usto the Depot are fully



armed. You don’t know how to use these weapons yet, so don't you dare touch them! If the gun
doesn't kill you, | might!”

The Big People went among our ranks, and they picked the men that they were willing to carry.
The men mounted up, awkwardly, without any reinsto hold.

We were about to leave when Jumarode up. His Big person was wearing a double saddle and
Midgewasriding in front of him holding his shield and spears, while he clutched the saddle bow with
both hands. Jumawas wearing boots and a pair of pants, but had hisloincloth on over the pants.

“May wejoin you, my brother?’

“Certainly, Juma, welcome along, Midge, and you too, my sigter. | seethat the three of you have
become acquainted.”

“Y es, and they are both marvelous people, but | fed ridiculousin this outfit!”

“Wearing aloincloth over apair of pantsisridiculous, yes, but sowhat? Persondly, | think that
your outfit needsacape. Maybeyou Il start anew fad.”

“Wdl, aman must wear hisloincloth!”

It was agood ride, with a clear blue sky and fresh green grass growing beneath our Big People’s
hooves! Racing swiftly acrossthe Mediterranean Plain on Silver’ s back was apure joy!

The men of my three companies had huge grins on their faces. They had never dreamed of
mounts like these, with their incredible speed and power! A big person could travel asfast asa
thoroughbred race horse, but the horse could keep that speed up for only amile or two, and with but a
small jockey on hisback. A Big Person could do it with afully armed and armored man riding her, and
keepitupdl day long! Anddl night aswdll, in an emergency!

Sir Percy pulled dong side of me wearing the biggest smile’d ever seen on him. 1t wastoo
windy to talk, but he gesticulated to me with histhumb pointed up in the air, meaning, ‘ Thisisgood!”

The Quartermaster’ s Corps was waiting for us when we got there. The army can be very
efficient, when it wantsto be.

Sir Vladimir went back to the battlefield along with his Big People, but promised to get the rest of
my new troops there as soon as possible. He aso promised to bring enough experienced men to usto
handle weaponstraining.

The Quartermaster’ s people had picked aflat stretch of grasdand that was to be our bivouac
and training area, and had drilled some tube wellsfor us. Latrines, we weretold, were our own
responsibility, but we should keep them far away from the wells.

Each lance of men wasissued asix man octagona dometent, tall enough for amanto stand in.
These had cloth floors, zippers on the doors and windows, and window screens. They could be set up
by one man in minutes, once you knew what you were doing, which of course, my new peopledidn’t.

Our standard layout had seven of these tentsin acircle, six for Warriors, and one for the knights,
with the knights toward the center of the company. All of these men reported to asingle Knight
Bannerette. Six of these circleswere grouped into abigger circle, surrounding atent for Knight
Bannerettes, the company commander’ s tent, which doubled as his office, and aheadquarterstent. The
company’s six cartswould aso be parked here, once we got them.

In under an hour, we had housing up for three companies. My personal tent wasin the middle,
with Juma’ s next to mine. | made sure that there was room for al of my household, once they had
arrived. There were wide streets separating everything, with plenty of room for the Big People.

Now that we had a place to put our stuff, we went back and got some. Clothing wasfirst. This
wasonly for our current assgnment. Dress clothing and winter clothing would come later. Much later.

From the bottom up, each man received a pair of walking boots, cap toed, and laced up, smilar to
amodern paratrooper’ sboot. The Quartermaster’s Corps was very careful, making sure that everything



fit properly. Each man aso got apair of knee high, dip on riding boots, with athick heels and pointed
toes. Then there were three pairs of socks for each sort of boot. Two sets of long underwear. Four
sets of short underwear. Two pairsof pants. Threeshirts. A light jacket. A rain cape. Two sets of
armor padding. The regulation garrison cap was eschewed by the Africa Corpsin favor of the triangular
Arab headgear we' d been wearing dl dong. 1t made much more sensein thisclimate.

Appropriate indggniawas handed out, which was a horizontd axe for the Warriors. A second
and third axe might be added |ater when they got enough timein grade. Knightswore avertica sword,
with two for Knight Bannerettes and three for Captains. They didn’t have thetriple star thing that | was
entitled to, but my ladies could embroider that on once they got here.

Finally, we were each given aduffel bag to put it al in. We each carried our bags back to our
tents, and returned for more.

We each got acanteen, amesskit, asewing kit, afirst aid kit, aweapons cleaning kit, a persona
hygiene kit with towels, alighter, and abayonet. We were each issued adown filled deeping bag with
two washable liners, and another bag to put al this stuff in. Now that rubber was available in quantity, |
suppose that | ought to tell somebody about air mattresses. Someday.

Each lance was issued two meta buckets, an axe, ashovel, and apickaxe. The shovelswere put
to work, digging latrines, before darkness set in.

Each company wasissued aclock. Thiswasanew design, and used aflywhed onaspringin
place of the usual pendulum. It wasn't as accurate asthe old ones, but it was small enoughto putina
saddlebag, and the radio could alwaystell you the exact time. In conjunction with abell that wasrung
every quarter hour, it made for a congderable improvement in unit efficiency.

Back at our camp, fire wood had been delivered, but we were told that from now on, we' d have
to find our own.

Three wagons had been delivered to each company, plus an additiona one for me and Juma.
They were mostly filled with cans of food. The labels, in Polish, had snappy titleslike ‘ breskfast’,
‘lunch’, and *dinner’, but nothing else was admitted. Thefood itself wasn't bad. It was mesty, high
protein, high calorie suff. Something designed for a very active man.

Our personal wagon aso had a case of my private stock whiskey in it, which was welcome, but it
got me to wondering if someone had raided my cellar, and was shipping thisrare, twenty year old stuff
everywherel

The wagon aso contained alarge supply of cigars.

Jumaand | ate, smoked, and drank. | sat on the whiskey case, and Juma sat on the ground, as
was our custom, with asmall camp fire between us.

“It has been aremarkable day, Conrad.”

“I supposeit has been, especidly for you. What impressed you most? Midge? The Big People?
Our Supply Depot?’

“What impressed me most was knowing that one of my Warriors can get dong quite nicely with
nothing but two spears, ashidd, and aloincloth!”

Chapter 45 Retraining—Whiskey and Women, Juma Takesa Ride

After abit, the Depot’ s Quartermaster came by.
“Is everything to your satisfaction, my Lord Conrad?’
“Asfar as|’m personally concerned, yes,” | said. “But | want some changes made to the army
policy on labeling food cans. | want every canto list exactly al of theingredients used to makeit. If
there are animal productsin thefood, | want apicture of that animal on the labdl, too. Y ou see, the



Chrigian Army isexpanding. Wewill have four companies of Jews cominginaday or two, and these
people have different dietary requirements than we do. We have acompany of Arabs here right now,
and if they found out that they were eating pork, they would be at least as upset as you would beif you
found out that you had been eating dog meat! | want you to write aletter to whoever is providing this
food, which tastes very good, incidentdly, and tell them that they must change their 1abeling practices,
immediately! Y ou will tel them that thisisadirect order from me, the Hetman!”

“Yes, mylord! I'll doit tonight, beforel deep! But, we don't have any specid rationsfor Arabs,
ar”

“We have plenty of Jawsinthearmy. Arabian dietary lawsare dmost identica to theirs.”

Hesad, “Yessir! We have plenty of Kosher food. I'll have their food wagons exchanged before
breskfadt, Sr!”

“Good! Next subject. When | was adrift on the Atlantic Ocean, we were happy to find a bottle
of my own private stock hidden in the container of fiberglasswe werefloating on. Now, | find acase of
the stuff ddlivered to mein a place where nobody could have reasonably expected meto be. Why isthis
happening? Thiswasdl whiskey that | made mysdlf, for my own private enjoyment. My thought was
that my great grandchildren would someday be enjoying it, and thinking good thoughts of mewhilethey
drank it. Now, | seem to befinding it everywhere!”

“My lord, | have no idea of why there was a bottle of your good whiskey in a container of
fiberglass, but | do know the story of the case that you are Sitting on. Y our wife, Lady Francine, sent it
to me, as she sent a case to each of the eleven other Quartermastersin Africa. | wastold to keep it
safely for you, in case you happened to arrive, and that if you were ever conclusively proven to be dead,
my men and | wereto drink it to your memory.”

“Hmmm.” | said, “That was a nice thought on her part, don’t you think?’

“Yes, my lord, but | have always wondered what it tasted like.”

“Wadl, now’ sthetimefor youtolearn!” | said. | handed him the bottle, snce nobody had issued
me aglassyet.

Hetook adrink, smiled, waved hisarm, palm down, to the side, and said, “ Smooooth!”

“Thank you. Have asest.”

There wasroom for him on the case since Juma, as dways, preferred to Sit on the ground. He
had once explained to me that the Earth was our mother, and that it was good to be closeto one's
mother.

The cigarsturned out to be a private gift from the quartermaster. He'd read my articleson themin
the Army Magazine, and had thought that | would enjoy them. Usualy, they werefor sde, and not a part
of normal rations. Since the men hadn’t been paid yet, except for the booty they had taken at Shangri
La, which half of them had aready gambled away to the other haf of them, | asked him to distribute
some cigarsto my troops at my own expense. I'd sgnfor it later.

We were trying to speak Pigeon, so Jumawouldn’t be left out of the conversation, but we kept
unconscioudy dropping back into Polish, amuch better language for casua conversation. Jumawas
patient with us.

We wereinto the next bottle and athird cigar each when Sir Percy dropped by.

“Gresetings, my lords and gentlemen. | just dropped by to find out when we might expect to
become acquainted with our new partners, the Big People,” he said.

The quartermaster said, “Well, gir, your people are scheduled to get your armor fitted tomorrow
morning. The Big People should belooking you over and choosing their partnersjust after that. They’ll
be coming in from dl of the Depotsin Africa, dmost deven thousand of them.”

“That iswonderful,” Sir Percy said.

“lsn'tit, though,” | said. “But for now, let’ s get out another shipping case, so you can St down
andjoinusinadrink. It'sfrom my private sock.”



No blacksmithing work was normally needed to put together a suit of army plate armor. Every
piece camein dozens of Sizes, so it was asmple matter of measuring the Warrior very carefully and then
assembling the pieces.

They aso camein two colors. Warriors got nickel plated armor, and officers, knights and
above, got theirsgold plated. It was pretty, which was good for morae, and the plating kept the spring
ged ingdefrom rusting, so timewasn't wasted in polishing your armor. In the old days, when every
armored man had plenty of servants around, thiswasn’t important, but now it was.

It was't dl that much more expensive, and we dready had the gold, left over from fighting the
Mongols.

Big People had been nosing around our troops since mid-morning, and more and more pairs of
two different kinds of people were agreeing to aname for the Big Person, and eventualy going over to
the areawhere saddles were being given out.

Theladieswould &l be Christened next Sunday afternoon. It wasn't asthough they were born
with any origina sin, but Big People were dl very religious. If they wanted to be Christened, they would
beChristened.  Jumaand | had pulled rank to get our armor without standing in line. Jumalet them fit
him out, but you could see that he was dubious about the whole thing.

Hewasn't pleased to be wearing the stuff, but he promised to give it afew days before he made
afina decision on wearing armor.

Swords, pigtals, rifles, and sub-machine guns— but not ammunition —came next. The cavalry had
opted to befitted out in the same fashion as the Wolves. So did afew other companiesthat Sir Percy
talked into becoming part of an increased cavary command, which he ended up being in charge of. Our
infantry companies would get Mounted Infantry equipment, when they got here.

Within minutes of being fitted out, Juma spotted a Big Person who had noticed him. 1t seemed to
beloveat first sght. He went with her to get asaddle, loaded it with his new weapons, and then they left
theareaat agallop.

Our men weretold that they could keep their old wesapons, if they wished, or they could store
them at the Depot, or they could donate them to the Christian Army Fund, which would sdll them as
curiogtiesin Europe. The money would be used to support the army’ s various charities, like supporting
widows and orphans. Very few men of the African Corps donated them to the fund. After you'velived
with awegpon for awhile, you don't liketo let it go, even if you get a better one.

| donated my hand made armor from Timbuktu to the fund, along with anoteto proveits
authenticity, so that they would get agood pricefor it, but | kept Hajji’ s bow and quiver. And nobody is
ever going to get my sword away from me again!

By noon, twelve more of my companies had arrived, along with six companiesof Sir Vladimir's
men, who would be acting asingructors.

Juma s men were staying back near the battlefield, since he wasn't convinced about the program,
yet. | just gave himtime, figuring that he would come around, eventualy.

Sir Stephan had come with this group, to get fitted out and re-trained. So did my five
non-pregnant serving wenches, and my lance of seven runnerswith their ladies. My own campsite was
soon bustling, and three companies had become twenty-seven by evening.

| told each of my ladies, and the other girls of my camp, to each get arevolver, agun bdt, arifle,
and a bayonet, because you never can tell what might happen in combat. They were put on thefiring
range schedule, to learn how to use their new firearms.

| dso told each of them to find a Big Person who liked them, and to get asaddle for her. Our
days of moving asdow asacame were over!

| sent word to my Captains that any woman who wanted to stay with our troops had better get
hersdlf armed, trained, and mounted. Those who wished to return to Europe, or to Timbuktu, shouldn’t.



In Europe, during aMongoal attack, it might happen that the men were dl out fighting while the
women had to defend the fort. Because of this, we did have armor for women, but none of it had been
sent with the African Expeditionary Forces, which had at least started out as an dl maeforce.

The girls had designed their own outfits, and it was pretty stuff, with amini-skirt reminiscent of
something that might have been used by the Roman Legions, rather than full leg armor. Thiswas
acceptable because the ladies normally fought from behind their castle walls, and not in thefidd. The
high crested hel mets might have been ancient Greek, and their breast plates had exaggerated breastson
them.

That evening, thingswere very pleasant. My five ladies and my household' s seven others had
decided that canned army food, while good enough for an emergency, just wouldn’t do for aman of my
gatus.

They’ d somehow managed to bring cooking utensils and dinnerware with them, and they
scrounged up adozen folding tables and six dozen camp chairs. | don't know where they got it from, but
we were served fresh stewed lamb, rice, and fresh vegetables. Ladies are wonderful people.

And their music and dancing were very good, too. Even Midge was impressed.

I’d invited dl of my household, aswell asdl of my leaders, Captain and higher, including our
ingtructors and the Quartermaster’ s men, to the feast around our campfire.

Juma came to the campfire while food was being served. He asked for help in getting hisarmor
off, which he | eft scattered on the ground, dong with the rest of hiswestern clothing. He put hisloincloth
back on, sat on the ground, and ate without further comment. He left early, and apparently just went to
degpin hisown tent.

He seemed to be aman with a decision to make.

Midge was prevailed upon to dance aswell, and when she accepted, | suggested that some
musical accompaniment might be nice. My servants couldn’t be expected to learn any new songs that
night, but they got together with Midge, and worked out some hand signsfor louder and quieter, faster
and dower, and within minutes she gave one of the finest performances we' d ever seen.

We put a serious dent in my case of whiskey that night, but the quartermaster said that other
drinks, athough perhapsless noble, were available. That, and eleven more cases of private stock were
coming in from the other Depotsin Africa. Also, therewasdl that brandy that I’ d left behind at my
campsite near the battlefield, but which would soon be brought over when Mohamed showed up. We
wouldn’t bein need of potablesfor the foreseesble future.

The next morning, we held our usua Sunrise Ceremony, which our Big people always attended,
dlently raising their right hooves to the sun higher than anormal horse could. Right after it, Jumaput a
few cans of food in his saddlebag an rode off, wearing nothing but hisloincloth and apistol. Hetook his
spearsand hisshield, aswell. | guessed that hejust had to find out for himsdif.

| spent an hour on therifle range, checking myself out with the new rifle. | dwayshad beena
good shot. My new pistol was not exactly the same as my old one had been. 1t looked the same, but
my old one had been asingle action revolver, while the new ones had been upgraded to double action.
Y ou could still cock it manudly, for better accuracy, but it dso worked by pulling the trigger done, if you
wereinahurry. Theinstructors glanced at my targets, saluted me, and left me aone. They probably
decided that | knew what | was doing. Maybe they recognized me, even though | wasn't wearing any
inggniayet.

On the bayonet range, they did come over and show me some of the fine points, since I’ d never
used abayonet before. | probably wouldn’t again, either. Not when | had my sword, anyway.

| decided that a swim in the nearby Mediterranean Seamight be aniceidea, and that Silver and |
could use abath anyway. | was soon joined by my runners, the twelve girls of the household, and
Midge. They weredl mounted now. It was an impromptu, forty-two person skinny dipping party.

It was fun, especidly since the bathing suit hadn’t been invented yet.



Back at the camp, we sponged ourselves off in fresh water, rinsed down the Big People, and had
acanned lunch.

Then | spent the rest of the day mostly lazing around, attended by my lovely ladies. | was getting
old. | fdtitinmy bones.

Jumagot back after dark. There werealot of scratches on hisfeet and lower legs, but he did not
walk like someone who had just lost most of the skin on his crotch.

“Conrad, we must talk.”

“Certainly,” | said, handing him the bottle. “Pull up somedirt.”

“Thank you.” He sat on the ground and took adrink. “First off, your Big People are magnificent
beyond belief! Eagerly would | welcome them into my tribe! K’ Koma Sut aready isamember of my
family. Sheislikeasster tome!”

“Yes, | feed much the sameway about Silver. Y ou haven't brought K’ Koma Sut over and
introduced her yet. Y ou should, you know. What does her name mean?’

“In my peopl€ slanguage, it means ‘ Daughter of the Winds and Shadows.

| said, “ That's beautiful, poetic, even.”

“I' will bring her tomorrow, for | have dready sent her out to spend the night eating,” he said. “I
am very impressed with much of your equipment. Y our tents are absolute marvelsl The screenson the
windowswork very well to keep the insects out, and your zippers amaze me. | want my men to have

them.”

“I'm glad that you like them. They areyours.”

He said, “Y our weapons are dlso astounding. | would like to see my men equipped as your
Mounted Infantry are, but without the rapier. We will be keeping our spears, instead.”

“Asyouwish,” | said.

“Your food is adequate, and sinceit is aready cooked, but does not rot, somehow, it could be
very useful inthefield, dthough | wouldn't want to et it dl of thetime.”

“Thesearemy fedingsaswdl,” | said. “But it will spail, eventually, once you openacan or jar.”

“But your clothing isridiculous! It requirestoo much timefor maintenance, and |, for one, find it
very uncomfortable”

“Midge has much the same thought,” | said.

“Yes. Sheisavery finelady, and aMagnificent Warrior! Were she not dready married to
another man, | would beg her to be my wifel”

“She could never give you sons, you know. Her people, like the Big People, give birth only to
women likethemselves. Wecdl it parthenogeness.”

Hesaid, “ Shehastold methis. But about clothing, | have found that it is not necessary to wear
pants and boots while mounted. | have just ridden al day without any discomfort.”

“Indeed? Y our feet and lower legs are bleeding in at least adozen places.”

“Riding through thorn bushes did that,” he said. “But | have asolution for the problem. | have
talked to some craftsmen attached to the Depot this evening, and they are making amodification to the
dirrupsfor me. It will have awooden plate on the bottom, as big asaman’ sfoot, and heavy leather
covering aman’ stoes, and the front of hislegsto above the knee. We will not be needing your boots,
ather.”

“| suppose that this would work, but your armor will protect your lower legs, in any event.”

“Wewill not be wearing armor! Besides being unmanly, your armor is absol ute torture to wear! |
believethat if | forced them to wear it, even my men would be insubordinate to me!”

| said, “But armor would save alot of their lives!”

“Y ou should know by now that we are not afraid of death!”



“I never said that any of your people were afraid of anything. But astheir leader, it isyour duty to
lead them to victory, not to their deaths!”

“I know what my duties are, Conrad, and | say that my men will not wear armor!”

“Y ou sound very adamant on that point.”

“I am. If you force usto takeit, wewill throw it away!”

“Huh. Youknow, | believeyou,” | said. “Very well. | don't likethis, but it shall be asyou wish,
Juma. | do not want to lose you.”

| never was sure how Juma and his people managed to ride without pants on, but | have atheory
about it. Black physiology isbasicaly ahot westher adaptation. That tightly curled hair actsasasun
helmet, the black skin isimperviousto Ultra-violet rays, and they have more sweat glands than awhite
person does. | think that the extra swest was lubricating his butt on the saddle.

Over the next few days, the rest of my Warriors arrived, some fifty-four companies of them. Not
that Juma s men were organized into our companies. | never figured out how they were organized, or
evenif they wereorganized a al! All I know wasthat when Jumagave orders, things got done. That
was enough for me.

Their campsites weren't like ours, either, but were rather just arandom placement of tents,
where any European would have gotten lost in minutes. Jumasaid that it was more naturd that way, like
thetreesin aforest.

Sir Vladimir' s Training Ingtructors seemed to be doing agood job with training the rest of the
army, inour usua fashion. Thisinvolved alot of shouting and not quite obscenities, but it got the job
done.

They didn’t have much successwith Juma' s people. Shouting at one of these Blacks usually got
you acam statement about how they didn’t understand what you were upset about. 1f you tried to
explain, they gave you a polite, reasoned argument that proved to their persona satisfaction that you
werewrong. These Blacksdidn’t care about how to roll their socks or fold their underwear, in part
because they didn’t have any socks or underwear. But even if they had had these things, they wouldn’t
have cared.

Theusud TI' sfirg reaction to this sort of indifference wasto chalenge the offender to afist
fight. The Blackswere always agreegble to this, once the Marquis of Queensbury rules were explained
to them, but they won at least hdf of the time, and since students considerably outnumbered ingtructors,
the ingtructors eventualy des sted.

At my suggestion, they smply concentrated on explaining our wegpons systemsto their African
students, at which time the Blacks became very obedient. When they wereinterested, they learned
quickly.

Captain Fritz got to Shangri Lawithout difficulty. The nativesthere were dtill sufficiently cowed
to welcome him profusely, once hetold them that | had sent him.

They immediately swore dlegiance to the Christian Army, promising to obey al of our dictates.

The even changed the name of their valley to Shangri La, to please him, since Captain Fritz
couldn’t pronounce the original name, either. He stayed there for two days, enjoying their ladiesand
their brandy before he moved on. But heleft six lances of histroops behind to help out with their
defense, and to build them some smple machines, mostly whedbarrows, wind mills, and waterwheds, to
help replace dl of the davesthat they had logt.

Sir Fritz dso requested that Sir Vladimir send an additiona company, largely composed of
engineers, to Shangri La, to show the flag, and to help these people out. They were, after dl, on our sde
now.

Sir Vladimir sent his company of engineersto Shangri La.



Therest of my caravans had collected up at the battlefield, and after aday’ srest for thelast one,
they had headed for the Depot, under the command of Mohamed. They were being escorted by four
companiesof Sir Vladimir's Mounted Infantry, who were aso taking their severely wounded men,
dowly, back to the Depot for shipment back to the hospitals of Europe. Uncle Tom'smagic cure could
wipe out mogt infections and diseases, but it didn’t help much when you had an arrow in your lung, or a
broken leg!

Sir Wladyclaw took his battalion of Wolves, dong with the artillery and the balance of Sir
Vladimir's men, east, to see what could be done about those |ast three Almohades cities.

Everything seemed to be in order, the instructors seemed to be doing their jobswell, and Juma's
men were keeping him busy. | just stayed around my persona campsite, enjoyed my ladies, and rested.
| dept, ate, and drank well. Damn, but | wastired!

Chapter 46 Many Departures—WeGo To War!

Thearriva of the non-combatants was received with greeat joy in my extended camp, and |
decreed a specid holiday to honor it. Having Jasmine, and my other expectant ladies, a my sideagain
wasaspecid joy.

Therewasn't room in the military areafor our families (except for mine), but the Mediterranean
planisvery large, and no one was more than amile from hisloved ones. With the Big People, that was
ashort trip.

We got the dependant’ s and non-combatant’ s camp set up well before dark. The Quartermaster
was generous with supplies of food and equipment, once I’ d signed for everything, and the Accounting
Department had finally gotten everybody paid, so they could dl buy dl of the drink that they could
somach.

Hundreds of camp fireswere burning. The Jewsin particular seemed to be having agood time,
dancing around a hugefire, evenif they don't drink much. Even their Big People were doing aHoare.

I’d had Hgjji’ ssilk tent set up. If the bugs got bad, we could always retreat to my army tents,
but until thet time, well, the big blue silk tent with embroidered gold trim had class!

After amorning mostly spent sobering up, | called ameeting of my officers, Captains and above.

“Gentlemen. Wehave arrived. We now have to decide where we go from here. Mohamed will
soon be taking a caravan that will include dl of the horses, mules, and camels back to Timbuktu. He will
be loaded with wegpons for Omar’s army, and various European trade goods. | imagine that most of the
Arabian and Black non-combatants will want to return with him.

“I’'m making arrangements for our Christian and Jewish Non-combatants to be shipped hometo
Europe.

“Thereisawar going on, so | expect that many of our trained and armed forces will be
participating init, but | want to get your reaction to this. | am surethat our Christian forceswill want to
go on this crusade, but how do our four Jewish companiesfed about it?’

A Jewish Captain raised his hand, and | nodded to him. “Sir, that decision will have to be made
by our counsd, but | can assure you that they will voteto go. To be ableto return to Jerusalem, as part
of awell armed group, why, thisis an ancient Jewish dream! We will go with you, and earn our placein



the front rankg!”

“Thank you. Now, what about our Arabian companies?’

An Arabian Captain said, “ Sir, my company was originally one of the three came cavary unitsthat
Omar loaned to you. We have served you well, | think, but we never sgned on for along term war,
especialy one aimed specificaly at the people of my own religion! Also, we have wives and families
back in Timbuktu. With your permission, we would like to go home. However, many of the Idamic
companies who were formed from daves freed on our trip will probably prefer to stay with your army. |
suggest that you let them decide asindividua s whether to go on this crusade or to return to be members
of the Army of Timbuktu.”

| said, “ That would take alot of re-organization, but | suppose it could be done. Omar should
have astrong army. Those Twaregs are amenace, and should bewiped out. And there are still many
other citiesin the south where daves are being held. What about you and your people, Juma? Where
do you want to go?’

He sad, “Back to Timbuktu, eventudly. But we still have afew months before my wives start
giving birth to my sons, and | would like to test these new weaponsin combat. | have been studying
some of your maps, with the help of atrandator. | think that we will have timeto go east with you asfar
as Alexandria, and then join the expedition that you will have to send south along the Nileriver. From
there, we can travel west to Timbuktu. | have found aguide who knows the route.”

“That sounds like areasonable program,” | said.

“Oneother thing,” Jumasad. “I ill have four thousand of my men in Timbuktu. Y ou will be
sending Omar sufficient weapons to arm them, but | would aso like them to have Big People. Whenthe
Arabians ride south, could they be accompanied by enough Big People so that dl of my men can be
mounted?’

“I will have to check with the Quartermaster about the exact numbers available, but certainly we
can send many Big People down there. Since we have cons stently been losing more men in combat than
Big People, the army doesn’t need any spare mounts et all.

“Very well, gentlemen. Discussthe optionswith your people, and we' Il meet here againin one
week.

“One other thing. Tomorrow we al will betaking ‘the cure’. Make surethat your people, and dl
of the non-combatants, understand what that means.

“Dismissed.”

Jumahad moved histent so that he could be with his men, but that evening, he rode over to my
camp.

He sat down in front of my stool, so | handed him the bottle.

“Conrad, did you know that twenty-eight men have not been able to bond with a Big Person?’

“No, | didn’t. Do you know what’ s happening there?’

“I haveanidea. Firg, many men without manna have paired up with our sters, but dl of the
men who have not paired have no mannaat al.”

“Curious,” | said.

“Yes. | asked my sister about it and al shewill say isthat they are bad men. We have been able
to diminate dl of the truly bad men in the African Corps who have manna but we could do nothing with
those who do not have manna. | think that our sisters can see something that those in my tribe cannot. |
aso think that we should kill these men.”

“I amloathe to kill some of our own men who have done nothing provably wrong, but...” 1 said,
and then switched over to English, “ Silver, come over here, please. There are twenty-eight men who
none of the Big Peoplewill accept. Do you know about this?’

Silver nodded ‘yes'.



“K’Koma Sut thinks that they are ‘bad’” men. Do you think so, too?’

She nodded ‘yes .

“Jumacthinks that we should kill these men. Do you think that we should do that?’

She stared at me for amoment, and then nodded ‘yes' once more.

Switching back to Arabic, | said, “Damn. Silver agreeswith you, and I’ ve never heard of aBig
Person being wrong on a question of character. On my head beit. Juma, get these men away from
camp on some pretext, and then kill them. Do it discretely. We Il put it out that they are AWOL,
perhaps because the Big People wouldn't have them.”

“Y ou are doing the right thing, Conrad. Wewill eiminate them tonight.”

| drank more than usud, that night, and took none of my ladiesto bed with me.

The next day, there was something that army regulations required usto do. At least once ayear,
every Warrior was required to ‘take the cure’, to use my Uncle Tom’ sthree part cure for just about
everything. | mysdf wasremissin this, and most of our people had never tekenit at all.

Right after the Sunrise Ceremony, all twenty-seven thousand of my people, and most of Sir
Vladimir' singtructors, were given pats of the butter, which had to be eaten in the presence of someonein
authority. Then we dl waked down to the beach, shovelsin hand. The Big People knew the drill, and
|eft the camp, taking the few pets people had with them. We didn't bring any food with us, but we
brought lots of water.

The men were separated from the women, and went about amile gpart, Snce many of our
people had a nudity taboo, and ‘the cure’ was best taken naked. That, or you had to spend aday trying
to wash the vomit and shit out of your clothes.

Wedug ahole, alatrine of sorts, for every person. With the cure, when you had to go, you had
to go, and waiting in linewasimpossible.

I’d explained the whole thing to Juma, but he was uneasy about this strange ceremony that I'd
ingsted that he and his men participatein, so | joined his people and sat on the ground with them, while
the medics handed out the cheese, one small square to each person.

The Blacks with Jumawere amixed force, and more than half of them were not membersof his
tribe, but were smply freed daves. He had mixed them in with his own men, to better train them, and it
had seemed to work.

Someonetrained by Sir Vladimir’' s medics was coming up theling, using apair of tongsto but a
piece of the cheese into each man’s mouth.

As| watched, aBlack man smply keeled over. Hefell on hisface and didn’'t move any more at
al. Then another fell, and another!

“STOP!” | ydled at thetop of my lungs. “You! Medic! Stop what you are doing!”

Helooked at me, confused, but he carefully took the cheese that wasin histongs out of the next
man’s mouth.
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“Look behind you, man!” | shouted.

He turned around to see more that twenty men laying motionless on the ground! Morewere
faling over aswewatched.

“Sr? But, | did exactly what they told meto do!”

“I’m not blaming anybody, yet! But put that jar down, and back away!”

Jumasaid, ashewaked quickly over to the fallen men, “ These men are al from my tribe! Those
who are not don't seem to be affected!”

“Don’t touch them, Jumal We must figure out what is happening!” | said, “I’ vetaken thiscurea
dozentimes. Let me examinethem!”



| did so. They wereall dead, with not atrace of pulse or breathing.

“Juma, are you surethat al of these men are from your tribe?’

“| am absolutely certain! There can be no doubt!”

And yet the other Blacks had not been killed. My Uncle Tom’'s medication worked by first
marking every cdll in the body as human, with the butter. Then the cheese killed everything that was not
marked. This could only mean that by the medication’ s definitions, Juma s people were not human!

Certainly, there was alot about them that was strange. They must be amutation of some sort, which
their marriage customs must have perpetuated!

“Juma, | want you to get everyone from your tribe out of here! Go and join with the Big People,
and don't try to come back for aday. I'll explain asbest as| can later, but for now, take al of your
people and go!”

“To hear isto obey, my brother!”

Thirty-three of Juma s people were dead on the ground.

“Those of you who have not yet had the cheese, gather fire wood, alot of it! We must cremate
these fine Warriors. Juma s customs would require that their dead brothers be eaten, and if they did that,
they would die, too!”

A few thousand men can get alot of fire wood in ahurry, and soon a huge blaze was going.

Then, | took a square of the cheese and ateit in front of thetroops. Then | told them that it was
their turn. Mogt of them were nervous about it, but not one man proved to be a coward!

Of course, we all had a perfectly miserable afternoon, but nobody elsedied. At dusk, weall had
acleansing swimin the sea, covered up our latrines, picked up our clothes, and went back to our
camps. The next morning, the oil was distributed, and we dl rubbed it in.

| spent afew hours gpol ogizing to Jumafor what had happened, and explained as best as| could
what caused it. I’'m not sureif he understood, but he trusted me enough to forgiveme. | tried to get him
to take the ail with him, and useit, but he declined. | couldn’t really blame him.

Chapter 47 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Tom hit the pause button.

“That tearsit! I’ m getting to the bottom of thisone!”

Hewastyping madly at his keyboard, astrange thing, actualy.

We had some very well developed artificid machineintelligence. Most people here, including
me, used it regularly when we needed information, or help from the computers. Y ou just asked the
machine about what you needed to know, and they told you, verbally, or in hard copy.

Only, we had to do that on the dy, without Tom finding out.

Tom was convinced that using acomputer to do anything but compute was a sure route to
cultural degradation. Heinssted that nothing but akeyboard could be used to communicate with a
computer.

| never met anyone who agreed with him, but he was the boss, so we let him think that he was
having hisownway. Theartificid intelligences helped out, of course.

| sad, “The bottom of which one?’

“Of thiswhole dien mannathing! L ook, the human race started in Africa, and until very recent
times, the last five thousand years or so, only afew smal groups made it out to the rest of theworld. It
stands to reason then that there would be far more genetic variation among sub-Saharan Africansthanin
the people of the rest of theworld, and that’ s exactly what you find. They areforty timesasvariablein



their genetic makeup as everyonein the rest of the world combined. But thereisno way that amutation
could develop that was so different that those people could be considered a different race!”

“So what are you doing about it?’

“I’ve put ateam from the Historical Corp on tracing Juma s people back asfar asthey haveto
go to find out when they became mutants. I’ ve put ateam of physicists and physiologiststo isolate some
people who have who have this manna stuff, and some who don'’t, and to try to figure out what's
happening. And | have ateam of bio-engineers going at finding out why the Big People and the Servants
both seem to have manna,” Tom said.

“How long are these studies going to take?’

“Oh, afew hundred years, | suppose.”

“Wonderful,” 1 said, hitting the start button.

Chapter 48  Leaving my Ladiesfor War

I’d been calling home every other day. Marinaand Celiciaknew mewell enough to expect meto
have collected up some more women, and had become tolerant enough over the yearsto not be angry
about it. They promised to take good care of Jasmine and her six pregnant friends. They also promised
to have them spesking, reading, and writing Polish by thetime | got home, in sx monthsor so. 1'd get
into the subject of marrying the new girlsonce | got back to Poland, in six or eight months or so.

| found that our only Liner, the Duke Henryk the Bearded, wasin the area.on atrip from
Congtantinople to Gdansk, so | told the Captain to drop by to pick up Jasmine and my other girls, Sir
Vladimir’ swounded, and as many of our Christian and Jewish non-combatants as he had room for. He
was hesitant about upsetting his schedules, and the Depot didn’t have the sort of specia dock that his
ship normally operated out of. Also, Snce we had many warshipsin the area, they’d findly let him
resume commercia operations. It had been awhile since he' d been able to make a profit.

| told him that since he had |eft mein the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, Sitting on ashipping
container, he owed me some favors!

He agreed with that, so | didn’t have to make more seriousthreats. He caled in aFrigate and
three Explorersto help him make the transfer from land to hisship. Thisgave him atotd of ninelighters
to speed the loading.

| dso told him that my ladies would be staying in Noble Class accomodations, and that the
wounded would bein at least Standard Class. Hedlthy freed daves could be put down in the top four
unused cargo tunnels, if necessary.

He dso off loaded some cargo which | commandeered for Omar. Three containers of glassware,
four of window glass, three of various cloths, and some odds and ends. Some amber, some furs, and Six
cases of lighters. There were pens, paper, and alot of books. There were eight containers of plumbing
parts, tools, and clocks.

There wasn’t room enough for everybody on the Henryk, so | a'so commandeered the three
Explorers, sending oneto Italy, oneto Spain, and oneto France. By temporarily leaving most of their
cargo at the Depot, this gave us enough space to send everyone to Europe who wanted to go.

Curioudy, Komander Meier, the Captain of the ship that went down off the coast of Africafive
years ago, elected to leave the African Corps, and to return to seaduty. He aso turned down my
promotion to Komander, returning to hisold rank of Captain. Thiscut hispay in haf, but that wasn't
what he cared about. He said that in the seagoing army, Komanders were desk jockeys, and he wanted
aship again. None of hisformer subordinates, most of whom were at least Captainsin the African
Corps, went with him.



The Accounting Department gave each of the non-combatants a free pass, good for three months,
on any army railroad or ship, and areasonable supply of currency to get them started somewhere.

| tried to give Hgjji’ s money chest to Jasmine, but she would only accept haf of the money. She
sad that the girls till with mewould need therest.

It was atearful departure, with many promises made, but the girlsleft nonetoo soon. | didn’t
want my ladiesto haveto give birth on atossing ship!

Komander Walznik came over and inquired if anyone had heard of thetwo men hehad sentina
Dhow from the belly of Africato Lisbon, with the newsthat | was il dive. Inquiries were made on the
radio, and no one had heard anything about them. Certainly, their message had never been delivered.

The only thought that anyone had was that they must have been lost a sea.

Captain Fritz made it to Timbuktu without incident, barring two run-inswith bands of Twaregs,
which his men totally destroyed, man, woman, and child. He even shot the camelsl Then they burned
the camps, and threw the swords and other weaponsinto the fire. Thiswas Standard Operating
Procedure in Sir Wladyclaw’ sforces. The sheep, though, hejust let run free.

Thiswas brutal, to be sure, but once you have killed all of atribe’s men, you would not be doing
the women and children afavor by letting them live. They would just die adow and ugly death on the
desart. Camdsarethelife blood of these nomads, and leaving the camelsto be found by other nomads
would be counter-productive. The sheep would dl die without someone to protect them, but they
weren't worth the ammunition to finish off.

War isan ugly business.

Omar was astounded with the radio, and it was awhile before he findly believed that he was
actudly takingto me! But he was ruling peacefully, and there had been no unrest inthe city. Various
civic projects had been completed. There were now beautifully carved fountainsin every marketplace.
Juma s people had built African villages on top of dl of the palace buildings, walls, and haf of the city
wallsaswell. Planswere being made to build abridge across the Niger River, one that could be easily
defended.

| told him about the gifts we were sending him, | read him the manifests, and he made me repest
them. He said that he' d known that | was rich, but he had never imagined that | wasthat rich! Over four
thousand square yards of window glass? Zounds!

| would have talked for hours with him, but Jumawas getting antsy beside me. He wanted to talk
to his haf-brother, Mishaba, first, and to his senior wife, right after that!

When Mishaba arrived at the palace, Omar and | agreed to talk the next day. He wanted to go
and look over the things that Captain Fritz had brought him, anyway.

Juma spent the next Sx hours on the radio, talking in his native language.

Mohamed | eft three dayslater, with ahuge train of animas, moderately loaded with many gifts and
weapons, but mostly carrying the civilians. He had three dozen of the big, rubber tired army cartswith
him, loaded with gifts, each towed by four horses. The carts themselves were another gift for Omar.
The six thousand non-combatant Arabs and Blacks with Mohamed would spend much of their time
taking care of theanimals.

He had the origind three companies of camel cavary with him for security, but snce they were
now mounted on Big People, and were armed in the fashion of the Wolves, they shouldn’t have any
difficulties

And Mohamed had aradio with him, to call for helpin casehedid. Army radio cartshad a
generator built into the rear axd, to keep the batteries charged. They also contained something that



looked abit like abicycle, which aman could use to charge the batteries when they were Sationary for a
while

His orders were to bring with him any daveswho came to him and wanted their freedom, but not
to attack any dave holding societies. We' d send an army through to free those people | ater.

In another week, my troops weapons training was declared complete, we had a nice graduation
ceremony, and then we too departed.

We had six companies of Arabswho had elected to go on crusade with us, four of Jews, Juma's
forty-five hundred men, the equivaent of eighteen companies, and twenty four companies of Chrigtians.
Thismade usanearly full battalion, even without Juma s men.

Sir Stephan was promoted to Baron, and was put in command.

Since Jumahad afull battaion of menif you counted the four thousand men he had left in
Timbuktu, I promoted him to Baron, aswell. He didn’t seem to care much about it.

Most of our Arab troops were going to Timbuktu, aong with four thousand extra Big People for
the rest of Juma smen living there. For now, they were doing duty as pack animals, carrying supplies
and more giftsfor Omar.

Three companies of Arabs had eected to go to Shangri La. Thiswas an option that | hadn’t
congdered, but since the valley was on our side now, | didn’t see anything wrong withit. For most of
the men, it wastheir hometown. But they had |eft asrecently freed daves, and they were going back as
armed, free men.

Oncethe Arabs had left, | raised my arm, sword in hand, and pointed it forward, to the east.

“Brothers! Sisterst Wegotowar! For God and Poland!”

Chapter 49 In Uncle Tom’s Control Room

Assoon as| got there the next morning, Tom said, “Did you see the preliminary report on Juma' s
people?”’

“No, I didn’t. | thought that wasn’t supposed to come out for hundreds of years, yet.”

“Wadll, they do have over four hundred man yearsinto the project so far, but when you havetime
machines, you don’'t have to wait around for the news.”

| said, “Right. Sowheat did the report say?’

“Firg off, something is definitely going on there. Thisisnot your usua psychic phenomenahoax.
Juméa stribe has amassive genetic mutation. The usua definition of aspeciesisthat it cannot breed with
any of it'scloser rdatives, and Juma stribefitsthat definition.”

“They don't look any different. Arethey actualy a separate species?’

“Yedl” Tom said, “What' s more, they have carefully kept themselves gpart from the rest of
humanity for & least forty thousand years. That's an amazing length of timefor aculturd tradition to
survive, but it was backed up by the fact that after afew thousand years, they couldn’t interbreed with
the rest of humanity. 'Y ou probably noticed that Jumawas't interested in sex with anyone but hisown
tribal people, any more than you would be interested in having sex with adog.”

| said, “Wadll, with adog, no. But I’ ve certainly been attracted to those serving wenches of yours,
and they are not the least bit human.”

“That'sagpecid case. They were designed to be attractive to humans, and to put out al of the
proper pheromones. Juma s people have some magjor differences from the rest of us throughout their
genome. That probably accountsfor their ability to see this mannathing, although we don't have the



foggiest ideahow that works.”

“Wall, the Big People, your wenches, and Juma s people al seem to be able to do the samething.
Isthere any smilarity between Juma s DNA and the Big People' s?’

Tomsaid, “Noneat al. Our engineered crittersdon’t use DNA. Instead, they use amuch
tougher three stranded chemical, that ressts mutation. A naturd life form hasto be able to mutate dowly,
S0 that it can evolve into something more complicated than adime mold. When you are designing
something, you don't want it to go around changing on you.”

“Then how about going about it from the other end? Do your people have any ideajust what this
manna tuff is? If we knew what they were looking at, we ought to be able to figure out how they were
sdngit”

“A good thought, but no cigar. We have put the thing through every scientific test anybody has
been able to come up with, and it comes out agoose egg. There' snothing there!’ Or at least it isnot any
sort of energy or matter that we know about.”

| said, “Then how do you know that thisthing isred ?’

“By theresultsthat dl three types of critters come up with. Remember when Juma said that they
had killed about two hundred peoplein Conrad’ s army because they had bad manna? Well, actualy, the
real number was five hundred and thirty-one. He rounded downward to spare Conrad’ sfedlings. But,
we have traced the history on every one of those people, and the nicest of them wasamultiplefelon! In
any court of law, every one of them would have been given amaximum sentence, if the truth came out.
Tomy mind, getting it one hundred percent right provesthat something is happening.”

“How about those twenty-eight guys without mannathat Juma' s people daughtered?’

“The samething. Sadistswho liked torturing children, mother rapists, mass seria murderers, you
nameit! Hell, one of them raped hisown father! No, Conrad and Jumadid the right thing there.”

“| suppose so. | wonder how many thousands of man years of research time this project will take
toresolve”

“Morelikemillions, | imagine, which iswonderful!” Tom said, “ These people are academics who
just don’t have enough to do, you know. Without something thet interests them, too many of them just
drink themsalvesto death. But we' re on to something new here, and that’ s just what the organization
needs!”

“Yeah. Wdll, keep me posted, Uncle Tom.”

THE END



