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      Enter the SF Gateway …

      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain's oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language's finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today's leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’

      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


   
      Introduction

      
       

      THERE WAS A TIME, way back when, when I wrote a lot of action-and-adventure science-fiction. It was never my own prime preference as reading
         matter; I like to think of myself as a cool and cerebral man, and the things I enjoy most to read tend to be cool and cerebral
         books, and after 1966 or so the fiction I wrote was generally cool and cerebral fiction, even when I was writing of violent
         or passionate events. I have long admired the sword & sorcery work of Fritz Leiber and L. Sprague de Camp and a few other
         masters of that genre, and I recall even finding some pleasure in the bloody epics of Robert E. Howard, but the stuff is not
         a natural part of my diet and never has been.
      

      
      
      Nevertheless, I wrote a lot of it before I was thirty, and mainly before I was twenty-five. This was a matter of economic
         necessity rather than personal preference. In those days the going rate for stories in the science fiction magazines was two
         or three cents a word, or even less, sometimes a good deal less. For books, most writers could hope to earn no more than $2000
         or so, and often half that. Which meant that a writer who turned out 3000 words of fiction a day, five days a week, and sold
         every word of it, could count on earning an annual income of $15,000 or thereabouts—before taxes. That doesn’t sound too awful,
         considering the value of the dollar back in the 1950’s, but it isn’t too great either; and if a writer fell ill for a few
         weeks, or took a vacation, or hit a dry spell, or wrote two or three stinkers in a row, that cut a deep gash in his income.
      

      
      I will not plead poverty. I was actually writing more than 3000 words of fiction a day, sometimes two or three times that much, and I was selling every word, and even though I
         was being paid at a minimal word-rate I was earning a very nice living, probably as good as that of anyone in the field at
         the time. But in order to sustain such high-volume production, I had to exploit every market that was available to me, for
         I knew that if I tried to write nothing but the kind of science fiction that appealed personally to me as a reader I’d lose
         70% or more of my income. Hence the action-and-adventure stuff.
      

      
      There was a magazine for a while, circa 1956–58, called Science Fiction Adventures, edited by Larry T. Shaw. Larry had grown up in the bad old days when science fiction magazines had names like Planet Stories and Thrilling Wonder Stories, and the stories were full of bug-eyed monsters and heroes with ray-guns. Though himself a sophisticated and intelligent reader,
         he felt considerable nostalgia for the junk s-f of his boyhood, and was sure that a market existed for it among readers. So
         he edited a sophisticated and intelligent magazine called Infinity to express his adult tastes, and he edited rip-snorting old Science Fiction Adventures to indulge his sentimental taste for the wilder, gaudier action fiction. I wrote for both magazines. I gave Infinity the most elegant stories I had in me, and for Science Fiction Adventures I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and brought forth in a completely unselfconscious way all sorts of ferocious epics
         of vengeance, conspiracy, perdition, and blaster-play. In fact I must have written half the stories in the magazine. I was
         its star author.
      

      
      Some of my Science Fiction Adventures stories were silly beyond easy description, and some were pretty decent pulp adventure, and a few actually were quite good
         science fiction, making allowances for the conventions of the form. I didn’t feel especially depraved or corrupt writing them;
         I had certainly enjoyed reading stories of that type when I was thirteen or fourteen, and I saw no harm in earning a chunk
         of my living supplying the reading needs of a later crop of adolescents, particularly when they represented so big a segment
         of the science-fiction public. (If I could have earned my entire living writing complex novels like The World Inside or Tower of Glass or Shadrach in the Furnace back then, I probably would have felt a lot happier about everything. But I couldn’t.)
      

      
      The third issue of Science Fiction Adventures—April, 1957—had a wonderfully garish Emshwiller cover, bright orange background, lovely brunette in fur bikini showing terror at
         stage center, hideous gray shaggy Thing with Big Teeth menacing her from three corners of the painting. Just above her head
         bold black letters proclaim the presence in the issue of a story called “Spawn of the Deadly Sea,” by Robert Silverberg.
      

      
      “Spawn of the Deadly Sea” was a typical Planet Stories title—they were big on words like “spawn,” “vassal,” “juggernaut”—and the story, rich in color, violence, brooding mists,
         feudal morality, and resonant names, was precisely the sort of thing Planet Stories had published in the 1940’s and very early 1950’s. I loved writing it. Editor Shaw loved publishing it. The readers loved
         it too. (“It was, to say the least, terrific,” declared one in a letter published a couple of issues later.) Triumph! Not
         only had I given people all sorts of adrenal satisfaction, but I had earned myself $225 in the fine fat dollars of November,
         1956, when I was newly married and scrambling to pay for the furniture and the high-fidelity set. (In looking up how much
         I was paid for the story, I discovered that “Spawn of the Deadly Sea” was actually editor Shaw’s title. What I called it was
         “Sea-Lords of Forgotten Terra,” which also was a typical Planet Stories title, though not quite as zippy.)
      

      
      We jump forward quite a few years—to June, 1964. I am no longer a struggling beginner pounding out penny-a-word pulp to meet
         the bills. Now I am a well-established pro who writes for the hardcover publishers, for the likes of Macmillan and Putnam
         and Holt, Rinehart & Winston, and my economic problems now center not around paying for the furniture but in keeping up the
         mortgage payments on the imposing mansion I have bought in the northern reaches of New York City. (Writers have a mysterious fondness for buying big
         fancy houses. Talk to Sir Walter Scott about it. Talk to Mark Twain.) For Holt’s excellent editor Ann Durell I did a science-fiction
         novel called Time of the Great Freeze, which got good reviews and was a significant commercial success, and then a biography of the Assyriologist Austen Henry Layard,
         one of my heroes. For the next book she wanted more science fiction. And so I trotted out good old “Spawn of the Deadly Sea”
         and proposed its expansion into a novel, and she agreed, and in June of 1964 I did the job.
      

      
      The original story provided the framework, but there are new characters, new incidents, and a general redevelopment of the
         material. I also undertook a considerable depulpifying of the prose. Compare, for example, the first paragraph of “Spawn”—
      

      
      
         “The Sea-Lord ship was but a blurred dot on the horizon, a tiny squib of color against the endless roiling green of the mighty
            sea. It would be a long time before the men of the sea would draw into the harbor of Vythain—yet the people of the floating
            city were already congealed with terror.”
         

      

      
      —with the opening lines of the novel that I originally called Water World, and then The Star Beasts, and which Ann Durell dubbed Conquerors from the Darkness—

      
      
         “The ship of the Sea-Lords was little more than a blurred dot on the horizon now, a tiny, bobbing squib of color against the endless roiling green of the mighty sea. It would be a few hours yet before the men of the sea
            drew into the harbor of Vythain and came ashore. Even now, though, the people of the floating city were beginning to shiver
            with terror at the knowledge that the swaggering, arrogant Sea-Lords would soon be among them.”
         

      

      
      Many small changes there. Some of them were done for the purpose of padding—or expansion, if you like: the addition of an
         extra adjective here and there. One, in the second sentence, repairs a syntactical blunder. But also the pulp overstatement
         of “congealed with terror” gives way to the milder “shiver with terror,” and the deliberately archaic “but a blurred dot”
         in the first sentence becomes “little more than a blurred dot” in the book. So it goes, sentence by sentence, the hyped-up
         conventions of the pulp epic disappearing.
      

      
      But I think the fun remains. It’s a good romantic adventure on the high seas, not exactly what people think of when they think
         of Silverberg novels, but one should try to unsettle one’s public’s preconceptions now and then. The red blood of heroes flows
         freely, and so does the golden-green ichor of monsters. They don’t write ’em that way any more. At least, I don’t. Too bad,
         maybe.
      



      —Robert Silverberg

      
     Oakland, California

      
      February, 1978



   

      
      The Coming of the Sea-Lords

      
        

      THE SHIP OF THE SEA-LORDS was little more than a blurred dot on the horizon now, a tiny, bobbing squib of color against the endless roiling green of
         the mighty sea. It would be a few hours yet before the men of the sea drew into the harbor of Vythain and came ashore. Even
         now, though, the people of the floating city were beginning to shiver with terror at the knowledge that the swaggering, arrogant
         Sea-Lords would soon be among them.
      

      
      A harsh whisper had gone running through the city a little past midday: “The Sea-Lords come! Their ship has been sighted!” And everyone in Vythain turned to his neighbor to ask, “Is it true? Do they come?”
      

      
      It was true. Old Lackresh, the graybeard who was manning the spy tower, had been the first to sight the black sails, and he
         had flashed the signal. Flags of gold and green had risen to the staffs atop the lookout post, relaying the word to those
         below: The Sea-Lords come!
      

      
      In the busy streets of the city, life froze suddenly. Commerce came to a halt. The purchasing of fish and the scraping of
         scales ceased at once. The menders of sails folded their work, put away their awls and thread. In classrooms, teachers with
         taut faces cut short their words in midsentence. The writing of books and the making of songs were interrupted. Everything
         stopped. This was no time for normal daily activities. The Sea-Lords were coming, making their way across the panthalassa,
         the great sea that covered the whole world. They were heading for the city of Vythain to collect their annual tribute.
      

      
      The hundred thousand people of Vythain awaited the coming of the Sea-Lords with fear, for there was no predicting the mood
         of the men of the sea, and they might do great harm if they felt destructive. All Vythain cowered, all but one of its inhabitants.
         One alone waited eagerly for the coming of the Sea-Lords.
      

      
      That one stood now on the concrete pier that jutted from the flank of the city. He took his post down where the oily slick
         of the sea licked angrily against the base of the floating city, and stared outward at the vast expanse of water with open,
         unashamed curiosity.
      

      
      For Dovirr Stargan, this was a long-awaited day.

      
      
      Dovirr was eighteen years old. He had grown to manhood tall and broad and powerful, with the strength of a young shark. His
         dark hair curled wildly almost to his shoulders, and was held in place by a thin band of silver. His light tunic was of blue
         linen, too flimsy to shield him well against the brisk breeze coming from the sea. Burly arms, bare to mid-bicep, jutted from
         his sleeves. His eyes, midnight black and set wide in his face, were trained outward, fixed on the still-tiny ship that was
         approaching Vythain.
      

      
      Dovirr was waiting—waiting for the coming of the Sea-Lords. Looking out across the heaving bulk of the sea, he scowled impatiently
         as the Sea-Lord vessel slowly made its way toward the city.
      

      
      Hurry, he urged it silently. Hurry and get here, Sea-Lords! I’m waiting for you!

      
      From somewhere high above came the shrill sounds of trumpet blasts, three of them, splitting the sudden silence of the city.
         Dovirr glanced up. Councilman Morgrun, the leader of the city, had appeared. He stood on the parapet atop the wide, sweeping
         flat face of the Councilhouse, lifting one hand to draw all eyes toward him.
      

      
      The Councilman was delivering the usual warning. “Citizens!” he cried, and loudspeakers echoed his words all around the city.
         “Citizens, the Sea-Lords approach! Remain in your houses! Make no attempt at resistance while the tribute is being delivered!
         The Sea-Lords will not harm us if we do not give them cause.”
      

      
      Down by the pier, Dovirr spat angrily. Coward! he thought, as Councilman Morgrun’s words bounced from the red-painted walls
         of the waterfront warehouses. Coward and city of cowards! Morgrun was still speaking, his words rolling out over the amplifiers that had been left behind by the Dhuchay’y,
         the Star Beasts, those long-forgotten, long-departed conquerors of abandoned Earth.
      

      
      “The piers are to be cleared as well!” Morgrun ordered, and the amplifiers roared out the old man’s high-pitched voice. The
         words rebounded and became jumbled: “The piers the piers the piers.”
      

      
      Dovirr smiled. He realized that the Councilman’s words were aimed directly at him. From his post on the parapet, Morgrun could
         see the tall figure standing at the water’s edge. All the sensible citizens of the floating city were long since snug in their
         cozy nests, Dovirr knew, huddling in safety until the men of the sea had snatched their loot and gone on to their next port
         of call.
      

      
      But Dovirr stood his ground. He had done enough huddling for one lifetime. Year after year, as far back as he could remember,
         he had heard the sound of the trumpets and he had felt the chill of terror descending on Vythain. Even when he was a child,
         he had not shared the general fear of the Sea-Lords. Dovirr could remember struggling in his father’s arms when he was no
         more than five, crying. “Let me see them! I want to look at the Sea-Lords!”
      

      
      His father had won that struggle. But now Dovirr was eighteen, and had come to manhood. He had urgent business with the Sea-Lords,
         and no cowardly man of Vythain was going to force him to share that cowardice.
      

      
      “Dovirr!” a voice cried.

      
      Dovirr turned slowly. He saw a swarthy man clad in the red robes of a police officer come running toward him across the pier. Dovirr recognized him, of course. When you spent your entire life in one small city, never leaving it, you knew
         everyone. The policeman was young Lackresh, the son of Vythain’s lookout.
      

      
      Lackresh gestured fiercely. “Dovirr, you madman!” he bellowed. “What do you think you’re doing? Get off the pier before the
         Sea-Lords arrive!”
      

      
      Dovirr calmly folded his arms. He smiled and said, “I’m staying out here this time, Lackresh. I want to see what they’re really
         like.”
      

      
      Lackresh’s eyes widened in amazement. “They’ll kill you, idiot! Come on, move along. I have my orders, Dovirr.” Lackresh reached
         into a fold of his uniform, and abruptly he was brandishing a neuron whip. The small gleaming weapon was another legacy from
         the Dhuchay’y conquerors of the old days. Lackresh jerked his head toward the gray houses of the city. “Hurry it,” he snapped.
         “Get up to your place, fast, and stay there!”
      

      
      “Suppose I don’t go?”

      
      Sweat poured down Lackresh’s face. He had never been in a situation quite like this one before, Dovirr knew. Life was very
         peaceful, here in Vythain. A policeman really had little to do, amid the everlasting calm—the calm that Dovirr hated so passionately.
         Lackresh’s job was mostly ceremonial. It was rare that he had a genuine lawbreaker to deal with, rare that there was any sort
         of trouble.
      

      
      “If you don’t go—” Lackresh said uncertainly. “If you don’t go—”

      
      “Yes?”

      
      The Sea-Lord ship was drawing nearer. It was almost within the arms of the harbor by now. Lackresh’s wavering hand, grasping the compact neuron whip, held its aim unsteadily.
         The policeman looked at Dovirr with a blank lack of comprehension on his face. He fumbled for words, lips moving in silence
         a moment.
      

      
      Then Lackresh burst out: “Why can’t you act like a normal person, Dovirr?”

      
      Dovirr laughed harshly. “You’ll never get anywhere trying to reason with me, you know. You’d better use force, Lackresh.”
      

      
      Lackresh’s lower lip trembled. His forehead was glossy with perspiration, beads of sweat rolling into his heavy eyebrows.
         He raised the neuron whip and trained it square on the center of Dovirr’s deep, brawny chest. It was a versatile weapon, Dovirr
         was aware. A blast from a neuron whip could send a man reeling back stinging with pain, or it could knock him to his knees,
         or it could leave him unconscious for days, or it could kill him outright. Everything depended on the setting that was used.
      

      
      Gripping the weapon so hard his knuckles whitened, Lackresh said troubledly, “All right, Dovirr. This is an order, now. Return
         to your dwelling or I’ll fire. I’ve wasted too much time with you as it is, and—”
      

      
      Dovirr leaped forward, grinning, and clamped one powerful hand on Lackresh’s wrist. The policeman did not fire. Dovirr twisted
         downward and to one side, bending the older man’s slender arm.
      

      
      “No,” Lackresh gasped.

      
      Dovirr reached for the neuron whip with his free hand. Lackresh’s fingers strained to hold it, but Dovirr continued to bend the officer’s arm until bones began to grind, and the fingers loosed their hold.
      

      
      “Let go,” Dovirr said. “There. That’s it.”

      
      He grabbed the weapon and shoved Lackresh backward a few feet.

      
      “Go,” Dovirr ordered hoarsely, pointing toward the city with the snout of the neuron whip. “Get moving, Lackresh, or I’ll
         whip you right into the water!”
      

      
      “You’re—crazy!” Lackresh whispered.
      

      
      “Maybe so,” Dovirr agreed. “But that’s not your affair. Go! Get yourself away from here!”

      
      Lackresh hesitated. Dovirr saw him balancing on the balls of his feet, as though readying himself to make some kind of desperate
         lunge. It was an amusing thing to see. Lackresh was such a peaceful man, and yet here he was, getting poised for a hopeless
         fight.
      

      
      “Don’t” Dovirr said.

      
      Lackresh could not halt. He came charging forward. Unwilling to hit the man, Dovirr turned the dial of the neuron whip down
         to the lowest intensity, and flashed a stinging force beam at the officer. It stopped Lackresh in mid-charge and knocked him
         back a yard or two.
      

      
      Quivering under the blow, Lackresh rubbed his shoulders where the beam had stung them. He seemed about to burst into tears.
         Then, recovering some of his self-control, he drew himself up and stared evenly at Dovirr.
      

      
      “You’ve beaten me and made a fool of me,” Lackresh said. “Very well. You win. I’ll leave you here, Dovirr, and may the Seaborn
         Ones pick your bones!”
      

      
      “I’ll worry about that,” Dovirr called out laughingly, as Lackresh retreated. The officer scrambled without much dignity up the carved stone stairs that led from the pier to the city
         proper, and vanished into the tumult of winding streets that was Vythain.
      

      
      Dovirr laughed. He turned his back on the city, and planted one foot on the very rim of the sea wall. Before him, the sea
         rolled onward to the horizon—the endless sea, the sea that covered all of Earth save where the floating cities constructed
         by the conquering Dhuchay’y broke the pathless waves. Far below were older cities, the cities of man’s past, drowned centuries
         ago by the invading Star Beasts. Earth was a world of water now, a green ball spinning through the vault of space.
      

      
      The Sea-Lord ship made for the harbor. It had picked up a good breeze and it came scudding toward Vythain at a steady pace.
         Dovirr faintly heard the raucous chanting as the rough kings of the sea hove to, drawing back the oars. There were no galley
         slaves on a Sea-Lord vessel. The Sea-Lords themselves manned the oars, plowing through the unfathomable waters.
      

      
      Dovirr narrowed his eyes. The black sail billowed in the wind. The ship was close enough now so that he could count the banks
         of oars. One, two, three, four—a quadrireme, Dovirr saw. Row on row on row on row of oars bristled from the sturdy hull.
      

      
      He felt a savage throb of excitement. Four banks of oars! That meant that the Thalassarch himself was coming to collect the
         gold! This was no underling vessel, but the flagship of the fleet!
      

      
      The tang of sea water stung Dovirr’s nostrils. For the first time, he felt uncertainty. Would they take him on board! Or would they laugh at him and spurn him for the landsman
         he was?
      

      
      Dovirr’s fists clenched. He was prepared to fight his way on board the Sea-Lord vessel, if he had to. Eighteen years on Vythain—that
         was enough of a sentence for any man to serve. He was grown, now. He had a dream to follow, and he could not follow it mired
         here in the floating city. Vythain held no future for him. What was there here? To be a Councilman, to deliberate and ponder
         and confer, while the years went by and his strong body withered into feebleness? No, Dovirr thought. A Councilman had no
         power, really. There were the forms of power, yes. The outward trappings. Old Morgrun wore rich robes, he carried the staff
         of office, he stood grandly on the parapet of the Councilhouse and spoke his words into the microphones left behind by the
         Star Beasts. And all Vythain obeyed. But was that power?
      

      
      Was it power to command a single helpless city of weaklings that lay at the mercy of the men of the sea?

      
      No, Dovirr believed. Morgrun’s power, such that it was, was hollow indeed. But it was the best that Vythain could offer, and,
         Dovirr told himself, that best was simply not good enough. He had to escape. He was too big for Vythain, too restless, too
         strong. Vythain was a city of merchants and craftsmen, and it could not hold him.
      

      
      Dovirr looked outward. The Sea-Lord flagship was past the breakwater now, heading for the pier. Husky-looking men were reefing
         the mainsail. Another few minutes, now, and the ship would drop anchor. Boats would put out for the pier, carrying the Thalassarch
         and his men ashore to wring their tribute from the sniveling leaders of the city. They might stay a day or so, and feast themselves on Vythain’s bounty.
         Then they would leave, making for the vast reaches of the open sea.
      

      
      And I’ll go with them, Dovirr thought. Out into the real world, where a man can show his strength and win some power for himself.

      
      Almost sick with impatience, Dovirr waited for the Sea-Lord vessel to make its landing.

   

      
       The Thalassarch Gowyn

      
       

      THEY CAME ASHORE in solemn procession, one after another, big men, faces toughened by wind and salt water and blazing sun. They climbed from
         their boats with the bearing of masters, and waited at the edge of the sea in a silent group. Thousands of eyes were trained
         on them—city-born folk, peering timidly from their windows, watching the Sea-Lords debark. Dovirr watched, too, from closer
         range.
      

      
      Where was the Thalassarch, Dovirr wondered? His eyes searched the group of Sea-Lords, and he asked himself if he had perhaps
         missed the leader.
      

      
      
      No. No, here he came now. There was no mistaking the identity of the man who strode onto the pier. It was Gowyn, all right.
         It could be no one else.
      

      
      Gowyn, Thalassarch of the Western Sea!

      
      He was a tall, heavy man with the thick, brutal jaw of a ruthless leader, the dark, blazing eyes of a born commander of men.
         Gowyn wore a tunic of green wool—the precious product of the floating city of Hicanthro, worth its weight and more in gold.
         The Thalassarch affected a curling black beard that extended from his thin, hard lips nearly to the middle of his chest.
      

      
      Crouching behind a barrel of whale oil at the water’s edge, Dovirr watched the hulking figure come ashore—watched, and felt
         consumed with envy. This was a man who had attained power. This was a man whose word was law on the sea and in the cities
         of the world. This was a man who had risen to greatness, who had found purpose for being alive.
      

      
      The Thalassarch stood nearly six feet six. Around him were underlings, all of them taller than six feet, clad in the tunics
         and buskins of Sea-Lord dress. They were a proud group. The Sea-Lord vessel lay at anchor in the suddenly quiet harbor of
         Vythain, which any other day but this bustled with vitality. Tethered to the side of the pier was Gowyn’s richly carved dinghy.
         No ordinary boat for him to come ashore in, not for a Thalassarch! Dovirr, squatting down out of sight, looked at the dinghy,
         and at the Thalassarch, and then at the black ship of the Sea-Lords. The letters of its name were cut deep on the prow: Garyun.

      
      Dovirr smiled. He tried the title on for size in his imagination:

      
      
      Dovirr Stargan, Thalassarch of the Nine Seas, Master of the ship Garyun. It was a worthy title, a noble ambition. The name
         itself had a lovely ring to it. Thalassarch. It was an ancient title that had come swimming up out of man’s remote past. Once there had been a place called Greece and
         a language called Greek, and there was a word in that language for sea, the word thalassa. Other words had grown from that. Panthalassa, the sea that was everywhere. Thalassarch, ruler of the sea. The ancient words
         had endured, though Greece itself lay under tons of ocean mud.
      

      
      The Sea-Lords were all gathered on the pier, now. And now the rulers of the city of Vythain, the men of the Council, came
         in solemn procession to greet the waiting Gowyn. Dovirr watched them scornfully. They were eight doddering oldsters, their
         wrinkled faces marring the splendor of their robes of office. Councilman Morgrun led the procession. They advanced on unsteady
         legs, groaning under the coffers that held the tribute.
      

      
      Gold was the tribute—gold laboriously dredged from the sea by the painstaking hydride process. The yellow metal still kept
         its value, though the world itself had drowned. The Sea-Lords demanded gold as their price for ridding the seas of pirates.
         It was a full year’s work to reclaim a few handfuls of the precious metal, mining it molecule by molecule from the brine.
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