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CHAPTER ONE
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The only warning of danger | had was a disgusting wave of dead sea-creature stench. For amoment,
it overwhelmed the humid, baked pavement smell that permeated the relatively cooler air of Central Park
that hot July night. One minute | was turning off the pathway to the Zoo in search of apot that might
have a breeze from the lake and the next | was fainting with terror.

| have one other impression of that find second before dl horror overcame me: of ahuge
dirigible-shaped form looming lightless. | remember that only because | thought to mysdlf that someone
was going to catch hell for flying so low over the city. Then the black bulk of the thing seemed to
compressthe stinking air through my skull, robbing me of breath and sanity with itsauraof dienterror.

Of the next long interlude, which | am informed was a period of withdrawa from aredlity too
disrupting to contemplate, | remember only isolated incoherencies. It is composed of horrifying
fragments, do-s-do-ing in arandom partnering of al nightmare symbols, tinted with unlikely colors,
accompanied by fetid odors, by intense heat and shivering cold and worst of al, nerve-memories of
excruciating pain. | remember, and forget as quickly as possible, dismembered pieces of the human
body; the pattern of severed blood vessels, sawn bones, the patterns of the fine lines on wrinkled skin.
And throat-searing screams. And avoice, dinning into the ears of my mind, repeating with endless,
stomach-churning patience, collections of syllables | strained desperately to sort into comprehensible
phrases.

Red, ydlow, blue beadsrolled, parabolicdly, evading aneedle and itsumbilica string. A spoon
dipped into ablue bowl, into ared bowl; a spoon dipped into ared bowl, into ablue bowl, until my body
was forced into the mold of a spoon and itsalf was dipped into the bowl, my greetly enlarged mouth the
bow! of that spoon. Plaits of human hair swayed toward oddly shaped sheets of pae white leather. The
gentle voice with the iron insstence of the dedicated droned on and on until each repetition seemed to
trampolineinto the gray matter of my mind.

Then, after eons of thisinescapable routine, | began to clutch at snatches seen normally and rationaly;
aface on asea of white which stretched limitlesdy beyond my blinkered perception. | would be aware of
bending over thisface. | kept trying to make the face resemble someone | knew: one of the junior
account men who invaded the source library of the advertisng agency where | worked; one of the
anonymous faces on the buses | rode from my 48th Street cold-water flat.

At other times, | would find atray of food held in front of me and associate myself asthe carrier. This
troubled me even more because of al things, | hated serving food. In college | had paid for my board
working as awaitress and sometimes a cook in private families, resenting the necessary exigenciesof a
junior female member of alarge family. It seemed to me my earliest recollections were of setting or
clearing the table and serving food. But the fedling of the entire scene here had an dien qudity toiit,
despite the fact my coherent vison waslimited. The tray and dishes had a different touch and the smell of
the food was unfamiiliar.

The next identifiable sensation was that of the warmth of sun on my shoulders and the caress of wind,



of green light in my eyes. | heard screamsthat can only be heard and not described, but they might have
been from earlier sections of the nightmare. | had the fegling on my hands of the dippery softness of
soapy water. Then the face on the vast expanse of white would regppear. | gradualy became aware of
an unfailing order in the procedure of my dreams. Face, food, water, sunshine, face, food, water, dark.
The repetition was endless and | was passiveto it, prompted by the droning voice, no longer gentle, but
equdly inggent.

Slowly, not just that face on a sea of white but periphera detailstook form and coherency. Theface
would belong to aman, an ugly man with vacant eyes, black hair, sallow pitted skin. The fact that he bore
not one morsel of resemblance to any of my brothers or any of the overbright young men at the agency
gave medigtinct pleasure. Hisface was on a pillow which was on abed of hospital height. And always |
was in the position of looking down, not being on aleve, with him. Had he been bending over me, |
might just have been darmed that dl the taes of rampant white davery in New Y ork City drilled into me
by my provincid parents wereindeed true. My first conscious query waswhy was | not the patient since,
obvioudy, something was very wrong with me.

The mere sensation of sun warmth gradually expanded to include oddly shaped treeswith willowy,
waving fronds, and with the fed of the wind was the cool fragrance of floral odors.

The ground no longer hovered somewhere beyond my comprehension but was suddenly squarely
under my feet. | was standing on awalk, bordered with blooms | never remembered seeing before. The
trays| carried contained individua colored dishes with foods that smelled appetizingly and | fed them to
the facein the sea of white.

| cannot judge the length of this semiconscious state. | was a passive observer, comparing the
anomalies with persond recollections and finding no pardlds. | was, however, not the least bit darmed
by dl that, which should have darmed me, as| am normaly very curious, in adiscreet way.

| do know that the trangition into full consciousness was brutaly abrupt. Asif the focus of my mind,
s0 long blurred, had suddenly been returned to balance. Asif akaeidoscope had astonishingly settled
into afamiliar design instead of random, meaningless patterns.

Out of thejumble, my grateful eyesreviewed an entire panorama of doping bluish lavns, felicitoudy
set with flowering shrubs and populated by couples strolling casualy down the paths. Each woman wore
agown the exact cut and color of the blue one | wore. Each man had a blue tunic and a coat gruesomely
reminiscent of a straitjacket. Beyond the bluish swath, lay little cottages of white stone, with wide
windows, barred by white columns at narrow regular intervals. Directly in front of my facewasa
shimmering opacity | recognized, by some agency, as afence and dangerousto me.

| was not, however, one of acouple. | wasin agroup of eight people, strolling the walks, and the
other seven were men. Only one, the man directly to my left, wore the strange jacket.

A voice, issuing from the left Side of the man in the jacket, poke an irritating combination of
comprehensible words and jumbled syllables.

'‘And s0... heisaswell as can be expected. Certainly his physica appearance hasimproved. Notice
the firm tone to hisflesh, the clear color of his complexion.’

"Then you do have hopes? asked an urgent, wistful younger voice. Its owner | could see without
noticeably turning my head. He was ayoung man, tall and dender, with asensitive, pade-gold tired face
dominated by deeply circled eyes. He was dressed in asmple but rich fashion. His concerned attention
was on the man whose harness controls | now found myself holding.

'Hopes, yes... (another incomprehensible spate of words. It seemed to me | was hearing another
languagein which | could not yet think). .. we have had so few successes with this sort of ... Our skill
does not include mentd breakdowns. .. the strains and concerns of affairsin your behdf and for his
country... but you may be surewe are taking the very best care of him until that time. Monsorlit's...'

Thiswas not the reassurance the young man wanted. He Sghed resignedly, placing agentle hand on
my charge's shoulder. It wasthe lightest of gestures, but it stopped the man stolidly in histracks. Inthe
vacuousness of the face, there was no comprehension of the action, no reaction, no sgn whatever of



intelligence.

'Harlan, Harlan,' the youth cried in bitter distress, his eyes brimming with tears, 'how could this have
happened to you? '‘Come, Sir Ferrill, commanded a stern voice with no vestige of sympathy inits
hardness. 'Y ou know that emotiona stress can bring about another one of your attacks. Y ou havelittle
enough srength asitis

The speaker fetched round in my sight. Immediately | saw hisface, | didiked him. | considered mysdlf
scarcely aproper judgein this newly rationd state of mind, but the instinct to hate him was as sharp as
the fleshy face of the man was bland. His eyes, close together on either side of alarge nose, were
disturbingly cold, caculating and wary. Hisfull sensuous lips sedled tightly over histeeth and his heavy
jaw wasimplacable. His heavyseat figure was ponderous, not just fleshy or muscular but unwieldy.

'Y our solicitude for my hedlth istouching, Gorlot, but | will judge which emaotion | can afford,’
snapped the young man with such regdity the implacable man demurred.

The youth continued to speak, ignoring this Gorlot.

‘Sincethat ishis condition, | must leave Harlan here," he said to a corpulent, moon-faced individua
who bowed with oily obsequity at each phrase. '‘Buit.... if | am not informed the moment an improvement
isnoticed..." and the youth left the threat in mid-air with the authority of one who isused to complete
obedience.

The unctuous man bowed again to the back of the youth who turned and walked with brisk steps
down another path. The smile on the fat man's face did not indicate obedience to the injunction. Nor did
the knowing look this Gorlot exchanged with him. The othersin the party walked into my line of vison
and followed the youth and Gorlot.

When they were out of hearing, the fat man turned to me with a sneer and snapped acommand, To
the house," and |, obvioudy from some well-rehearsed practice in that dim past from which | had so
recently emerged, turned myself and my charge around and took a path towards alittle cottage among
the trees.

At the door stood an armed attendant, a brutish, coarse-looking person who spoke aswe
approached but spoke as one who knows heisn't heard.

‘Back in your cage, most high, noble and exalted Regent.’ He threw open the door he had just
unlocked. With abruta shove he pushed my charge into the house. With an equally brutal and obscene
caress, he pushed me inside and snapped the door lock.

The patient lay crumpled over the chair into which he had been pushed. | wondered how | would be
ableto get him to hisfeet, for he wastall and big-boned. But, as| put one hand under hisarm, he took it
asadggna and amost unaided got to hisfeet. His shinswere bleeding dightly, but there was no sign of
expression in the vacant eyes.

'Poor man,’ | muttered to myself, ‘which of us has been the madder?

"Take off harness," blared a voice from the ceiling, startling me breathless. | spotted the grillwork that
housed the spesker. 'Take off harness,' the voice repested, dowly, distinctly, astoachildor... a
childlikemind.

| didas| wastold.

"Take off harness,’ the voice repeated four more times even as | had completed the task. 'If I've said
that once, I've said it amillion times," the voice grumbled in alower and more normal tone.

'You'd gripein apriest's cave, you would, came ahaf-muffled reply. ‘By the Seven Brothers, you
won' find me complaining. Thislife suits mefine. Plenty of food, nothing much to do except lock doors
and... unlock any pretty legs| want.’

"You like that, you Milbait,' was the sneering reply.

'Ahhh, that's your main problem in life, Balon, you have to have a struggle to please you. Not me.'

"Who do you think you are, telling me what my problem is? Monsorlit? Balon growled. Hisvoice
atered again as he issued another command. 'Seet patient.’

| scuffled with the chair, picked it up, haf pushing themanintoit.



'Get tray a wall dot. Get tray a wall dot.’

| located thewall dot and the tray on which were two sets of dishes, one red and one blue.

'Feed patient blue food. Feed patient blue food.'

My patient ate with ahaf-anima intendty, snapping at each bite as the poon touched hislips, gulping
it down half-chewed.

'Eat red food. Eat red food,' was the next order. 'Damned if | careif the dummies eat or not. They
givemeMilshivers'

'You'd caredl right if you had to feed all of Gleto's drugged prizes yoursdf. Then I'd never hear the
end of your blasting. Y our troubleis, you don't know a prime cave when you seeit. Me, | likeit fine.
Those dummiesdo al our work. Thisis better pay than patrolling, too. Not thet I'd patrol with the
half-blown relinersthey cal squadron leaders these days. And not with awar on Tane. Who wants
hand-to-hand combat? And it's better than running illegals. Y ou can never tell nowadays when Gorlot's
going to have to make more commitments and who wants to end up with aneedle? Or tied to the local
Mil Rock?

‘Baon,’ shouted anew voicein the background | recognized as Gleto's. 'Y ou've been at Lamar again.
Leave him done. Just luck | looked in a him on my way to greet Ferrill. Y ou keep your hands off him.’

'If you knew what the Milrouser had done to me, you wouldnt..." began the grumbler passionately.

'I don't careif he blocked your cave,' Gleto said angrily, you cut him up once more and you'l join
him.

'Eat red food. Eat red food," Baon snarled in the speaker system.

There were no moreincidenta remarks over the speaker that day, but it was a constant source of
odd, vulgar diaogues between much the same personnel during the next week.

Although | never understood their topica references until much later, my understanding of the
language increased immensdly..... if limited to avery rough vernacular. | knew there was awar going on
between these people and the inhabitants of another planet, Tane. | knew that the army unit, the Patrol,
was considered to be run by incompetents and that the casualties were high. That there was a sudden
epidemic of insanity that caused the guards no end of secret amusement.

| had been told by Balon to return the tray after | had eaten the red food. | was then told to be seated
inthe other chair of the room without any further commands for what seemed along time. My private
meditations were uninterrupted until the green sun had sunk from sight and atwin-moonlit night well
darkened.

Asthe greening twilight increased to the point of low visibility, | was briefly sartled to seethelightsin
the four corners of the room come on. It was not overly bright for me to assumethat a central agency
turned on dl the functions of the cottage, remotely controlling the order of the dayswith no need for
persona contact. Thisisolation was merciful to meas| sorted out truth from fancy in newly regained
sanity.

Perhaps, on another day, if | hadn't heard the coarse interchange, | might have innocently announced
my rationdlity. Thewise decision to remain sllent was strengthened each day by the grotesque
conversations | overheard. It was lucky, too, that there was not asingle diversion in that barely furnished
room so that my activity, outside of the care of my patient, was restricted to looking out the window or
gtting looking at my vacant-eyed companion. Any other industry would have immediately communicated
my change to the guard on hisrandom rounds.

| learned early that the speaker system was two-way. A chance, overloud comment on my part
fetched the guard instantly. To him | presented the same vacant stare that inhabited the face of my
charge. He looked at me suspicioudy, caressed mein avulgar fashion that shocked me motionlessand
departed with a shrug of his shoulders.

After that | lived with another dread, that one of them might select mefor his pleasure.

It was agood thing, too, that there was no visual check installed in the cottage or | should have been
gpprehended the very next morning of my rationdity as| stood in front of the window and made my most



amazing discovery.

For the body | inhabited bore few resemblancesto the one | distinctly remembered possessing. It
was the same height, same chestnut hair, but it was adim, graceful figure | saw, not my former awkward
sf. And my skin was awarm golden color. All over. In contour my face was smilar, but now my blue
eyes stared at, to me, atotaly transformed face. My incredul ous fingers softly caressed the new,
marvel oudy congruous nose. No longer was | crucified by that horrible hooked monstrosity bequeathed
me with hereditary injustice from some New England zedot. This new nose, dl golden, fine-grained skin,
was straight, short and charming. | stroked it, reveling in the tactile sensation that proved it wasredly part
of me and there was no more of it than | could see in the window reflection. How many, many agonies
that horrid nose had given me. How often | had railed at the injustice of parents who produced child after
indiscriminate child and had no money to provide more than basic needs and none to remedy cruel
genetic jokes.

Had they been at least sympathetic, | would not have left home. But they couldn't even understand
why | wanted to save money for plastic surgery. Only Jewish girlsfelt it necessary to have nose bobs.
Thefact that | looked Semitic with such anose didn't bear on that problem.

'Y ou are as God made you, Sara, and you've much to commend you to any decent self-respecting
man.’

'But nothing to commend mysdf to me,’ | remembered saying, ‘and | don't see any decent
self-respecting men pounding a path to my door.’

They couldn't argue that, certainly, for not even my brothers could be blackmailed or pressured into
getting me dates. But they could and did argue against my going to New Y ork, athough | had awritten
job offer, agood one with an advertising firm, confirmed and secured.

‘Why thelibrary right here in Seaford has offered you a very nice position,” my father had argued.
‘Seaford? | might aswell rot in the end of theworld,’ | had cried. 'I'm twenty-one and I'm leaving
home. If I cook another meal for anyone, it'll be for myself and not for six field-hand appetites that don't
know decent food from pigs swill." | had glared at my brothers, busy shoveing food into their mouths. 'If

| iron anything, it'll be my own clothing, not shirts and shirtsand shirts!

‘Thegirl'sill," my mother had declared asif this explained my unexpected outburst.

'All that education,’ my father had retorted sourly. He had resented my insistence on college, to the
point where | had had to work congtantly to support myself: making ends meet only because library
majors got state support.

I'mnotill. I'm sick, but not of education. I'm sick of Seaford and everyoneinit.'

‘But everyone knows you here, hon," Seth, the brother next oldest to me, said soothingly. He dlone
came nearest to appreciating my despair. He had needed glasses desperately as ayoung boy and his
now permanently damaged eyes were wegk, watering and subject to continual inflammations.

'‘And no one wantsme,' | had cried from the bitterness of my soul. 'At twenty-one, | have never even
had a date.’

'I'm leaving, Mother,' | had repeated quietly and to end conversation had started to clear the table.
And | did leave, taking my suitcase from the back porch on my way out the kitchen door to catch the
night busto Wilmington and thetrain to New Y ork City.

But now, here on some strange planet, God only knows how many light-years from Seaford,
Dedaware, | had my new nose. | giggled. If | ever got back home, | could use my savingsfor atripto
Europe. Only | was abroad aready.

| stroked my nose again and then the smooth, golden-skinned arms where the dark hairy growth had
once added to thelist of my physica embarrassments.

Further examination proved that three prominent scars, the rewards of trying to play tomboy to my
older brothers, were gone from my body. Of my disfiguring marks, only the double gash on my right
instep where | had stepped on a bottle wading remained. But the corns on my toes from shoes too short
for growing feet were gone.



| was utterly delighted, mystified and grateful to, if appalled by, the strange agency that had caused
thistransformation. | wasal my most glowing dreams had once evoked. Not beautiful but pretty, healthy
looking with my golden tan (only it wasn't atan, | discovered), properly curved - and preciouslittle
advantage could | see of it, locked in one room with amindlessidiot.

Theair of danger and despair that hung over the pleasant gardens and bare cottages could not be
mistaken. When outsiders walked among us, the guards were tensdly dert. The lack of treatments of any
kind, the tenor of the conversations | overheard on the loudspeakers, contrasted strangely with the
luxurious surroundings and the physica appearance girls and patients were made to maintain. The other
women who paraded with their charges were pretty, perfect in ther prettinesswith amost frightening
gmilarity. Ther expressonswere only dightly moreintelligent than those of their patients. A case of the
dolt caring for theidiotic in amoronic paradise.

| learned the reason for the simple harness that had to be strapped on my man before each
promenadein the garden. A small, needled via containing atan, viscous fluid, was aimed at the right arm
through the padding that kept both arms bound to the sides. A jerk on the reins exerted a pressure that
drovethe needieinto thearm.

| saw one man run berserk, yelling, dragging the girl who, in her supidity, still clutched thereins. He
halted abruptly, screaming in agony, and dropped rigid to the ground. The performance thoroughly
frightened me and | regarded the big man | cared for with darm. | knew of no such precautions should a
seizure overtake a patient in the cottage. One night, though, | did hear the sudden crescendo of hysterical
laughter, shrieks and afind shrill cry from aneighboring cottage. | did see the limp, bloody figure of agirl
carried out. Another pretty, blue-robed woman took her place by the next exercise hour, vacantly
parading her glassy-eyed charge. | took to staring & my ugly man at al times, hoping to forestall such an
occurrence in my cottage. | knew every line on hisface, every pitted scar, every twitch of his muscles. At
one point, | started with every deep breath he took.

My patient received hisfirst professond vist eight days after my recovery. Three men camein; a
white-coated technician pushed in asmdl trestment cart and immediatdly |eft; the fat-faced man called
Gleto came in and a man whose appearance was an odd contrast to Gleto's.

Gleto ordered meto stand in one corner and vacantly | moved after what | considered an appropriate
time for moronic comprehension. | stood, however, so that | could see everything that went on and the
third man held my attention mogt.

Hewas not tal, just my height, and carried himsdlf stiffly erect. Hismovementswere dl asprecise as
a Scots guardsman, no motion was wasted. His skin seemed to be drawn tightly across his skull and each
graight black hair on his head was precisely combed into place. His nose was high-bridged and thin; his
lipswerethin, his eyes of a nondescript shade were penetrating and intense, set deeply into his skull.
There was no expression on hisface nor were there any lines that indicated he had ever had any
expression. A colder persondity | never met nor amore impressive one. In dress, manner, color, motion,
gpeech, he was amachine of efficiency, not ahuman being.

He made arapid and thorough examination of the patient, skimming the first page of the siff chart on
the trestment wagon without missing aword. Looking up, he said:

'l see no need whatever of increasing the dosage now. The injection every two weeks plusthe ora
amountsin hisfood are ample to subdue his persondity, and he implied that his valuable time had been
wasted.

'I'm taking no chances," Gleto replied accusingly, 'and you haven't been herein two months. Y ou
know how powerful Harlan isphysicdly, and the heavy, fat eyelidsflickered with unctuous
insolence,'snceit took three injectionsto hold him under the first week.'

The cold man looked at Gleto. 'And you will no doubt recall from whose |aboratories cerol originated
and who ismost familiar with its properties. | am no more eager for hisrecovery than you. It would
interrupt my research at atime when successis amatter of weeks away.' Thethin, precise eyebrows
raised imperceptibly and the cold man reached for the chart again, flipping over afew rigid sheets before



histhin finger jabbed at a notation.

With no expression he now indicated displessure.

'Where isthe weekly absorption count? If you are stupid enough to ignore the smple precaution of an
absorption count, naturaly you are stupid enough to Sit quivering with fright that Harlan might recover. |
thought | had made the necessity of those checks adequately clear to your technicians:

Gleto attempted to passthis off.

'Do not evade the issue, Gleto,' came the implacable voice. The absorption count has not been taken
for four weeks. Oneisto be taken immediately and retaken every other week. When | have perfected a
smple check, | do not intend to waste time coming here just to remind you to useit.’

'l don't havethe techniciansto...'

‘What about that.... fellow outside?

Gleto snorted at the suggestion.

'l thought so. Y ou've spent only enough of your wedlth to maintain an outward appearance of
efficiency and shiver in your bed at night because your avarice prevents you from hiring sufficient
personnd to run this place properly.’

Gleto looked at him suspicioudy and then twisted hislip into asneer.

'Y ou don't fool me, Monsorlit; absorption rates, hal That's just an excuse to get more of your
dummies off your hands!'

Monsorlit turned his eyes from the chart he had started to reread to gaze at the fat man. The room
became till, broken only by the breathing of the patient, until the sneer left Gleto's face and he began to
shift hisbulk restlesdly.

"Y our assessment of the Situation is erroneous and | mistakenly credited you with more medical
acumen than you possess. And | correct your term "dummy” to "mentd defective"." Monsorlit's voice
without changing pitch gave the effect of a shouted disgust for Gleto. 'Since your perception islimited by
its effect on your cash pouch, | will send, with my compliments, arepossessed technician who can
perform this smple but necessary test. He will come each fifth day. | will have one ready for such tasksin
four weeks. In the meantime,” Monsorlit took alancet and ampul and deftly took a blood sample from
the ugly man.

Gleto recovered his poise and affected aknowing smile.

"Y our generosity, indeed,’ he scoffed.

"Thetechnician'singructionswill be limited to Harlan, as he isthe only one with whom | am
concerned,” Monsorlit continued, taking up afilled syringe, testing it and then plunging it into the patient's
vein. The man's body became rigid with muscular tension, quivered asif trying to rlease itsdf from the
grip of the drug and findly relaxed. Sweat beaded his brow and rolled unheeded to the pillow.

'If he'shere, why can't he do Trenor's nine aswell? Gleto ingsted angrily.

Monsorlit stood up, wiped his hands precisay with an antiseptic solution.

'As| said, my only concernis Harlan. If you wish to hire the services of the technician for the others,
you may check with the business director for the rates.’

Gleto'sface turned an gpoplectic purple and he controlled himsdlf with effort.

"That's how you market your dummies. Oh, you're clever, Monsorlit, but oneday...'

Monsorlit eyed him dispassionatdly.

'One day my techniqueswill replacethis... this' his gesture indicated the gardens and cottages,
‘unprofessiond arrangement. There will be no need for it. Men may come to my hospita, broken in body
or mind, and leave whole and sane.’

Gleto'slittle eyes widened with atouch of horror.

"They aren't dummies then; you've been restoring again. That's your dedl with Gorlot. | thought your
safe-from-Milness had taken atumble.’ Gleto laughed derisvely now. 'How long do you think it'll be
before Council finds out! And gasses you and your vegetables!' Gleto stopped with a sudden thought and



gasped, looking a mein terror. 'Isthis one arestoree? Are all these dummies restorees? Are you
unloading the dead-alive on me? he screeched, advancing on Monsorlit.

'‘Does she act like arestoree? the physician asked calmly. ‘No, she acts exactly as sheis, amoron
from my Menta Defectives Clinic, repossessed through shock techniques of enough intelligenceto
perform the monotonous and routine duties of your establishment just as others from my Clinic pick fruits
and vegetablesin the farmlands of Motlinaand South Cant. Don't think you're the only miser to take
advantage of thistype of limited perception personnd in these times of worker rebellionsand risng
prices. And don't think you do me afavor when you use them. The only favor isto your fat self and your
fattening purse." Monsorlit accurately judged the fat man's capacity for insult and took up another subject.

"The technician will be sent here for Harlan's absorption rates and, because of hislimited intelligence,
will be unable to grasp the necessity for performing any other tests. Trenor will, for dl hisimperfections,
take ajaundiced view toward your neglect of hisnine reluctant patients. The decisonisup toyou and |
believe your loss would be the greatest.’

Monsorlit left the room, motioning to the technician to collect the cart.

Gleto gared after the precise figure, pouting angrily, and when the technician nervoudly tipped over
severd bottleson thetable, hisfat fist clubbed the man vicioudy.

Satisfied, he hitched histunic into amore comfortable crease over his shoulders and stalked out. |
stood staring in front of me while the cart was whedled out and for some minutes after the lock snapped
into place. Thetension of the scene between Gleto and Monsorlit was cold and heavy intheroom and |
was cold and scared.

CHAPTER TWO
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The ugly man whom they caled Harlan lay twitching occasiondly. | had consdered it misfortune
enough that he should have falen over the edge of sanity in the prime of life. Now | knew himto bean
unwilling drugged victim of some scheme, my pity wastinged with outraged righteousness. | looked more
closdy at theface, hoping to find in it some vestige of intelligence | had missed, some reassurance of
persondity tofitin with the entirdy different rolein which hewas cast.

Hisgray eyes, their pupils dilated to the edge of theiris, stared with thelr customary vacuity at the
ceiling. | saw now that the ugly face did have an innate strength and that immohbility did not rob hislong,
heavily boned frame of itslook of power. | wondered if avibrant personality overcame the basic ugliness
of features. Perhgpsasmile. | fashioned one on thelax lips, but it was too much amockery for meto
judge the spontaneous effect.

I had noticed during my care of him the scars on his person: the new tissues were smooth, no gaping
pullsto indicate stitches, not even on the raggedy gash across one cheek. Thetip of oneindex finger was
missing. He was a battered and bedamned fellow.

Asl pitied him, | pitied mysdf, for my sympathy now tied me to him more effectively than any
possible dedication to amenta cripple. | was stung with an impulse to batter down the door and run, run,
run away from the fear, theimplications of evil, the vulgarity of the guards and the massve frustrating
boredom. | wanted to leave dl hisunfamiliarity, and somehow, athough logic indicated | was nowhere
near my own world, find my way home,

After | had settled him for the night, it occurred to methat if he were sane, he could help. And
perhaps, he could be made sane. Monsorlit had spoken of dosesin hisfood. If | could withhold hisfood
long enough, he might partialy recover, at least enough to help me.

There was one drawback. If | didn't feed him, his hunger would betray me. And | would go hungry if
| fed him al my food. | decided, in thefina andysis, that | had no choice but to try thisidea | certainly



didn't know the planet and he did.

Thenext morning | fed him most of my food, and just alittle of hisown, egting the remainder of mine
and some of histo sustain me. | felt strangdly disoriented al day and had difficulty in forcing mysdf to
move. The next day thisfeeling had increased so noticeably that | ate none of hisfood and gave him
none. | got very hungry.

By thefifth day, | was ravenous and he was s0 restless during the night | had to block the speaker
grill with apillow. Hewas hungry, too, and bit savagely at the spoon, so that | gave him eventhelittlel
had reserved for mysdf, eating only enough of the blue food to stop the roaring within me.

That night, he spokein hisdegp and | lay rigid with terror that the pillow had not sufficiently muffled
the sound. Every moment | expected the guard to come striding in.

During breskfast on the sixth day, his eyes blinked and he tried desperately to focus them. He was
struggling so hard, mouthing soundsin an effort to speak, that | was torn between the desire to hear and
the necessity of kegping him quiet.

Such hope as swdled in my heart for his return to sanity was rudely disgppointed during our morning
walk. He did not seem to grasp my furtive, whispered explanations. His eyes Htill blinking furioudy to
focus were as vacuous as ever. At dinner, he ate more normaly, chewing with intense concentration. The
night was a continua strugglefor me, againgt the deep | desperately craved, againgt hismoaning which |
hed to muffle against my shoulder. The next morning, he actually seemed to ssemeand | smiled
encouragingly, hopefully, patting his hand reassuringly. The witlessness had left his expresson and he
looked a me, deeply puzzled, Sruggling to form a question when the guard walked in on one of his
gporadic vidits. Rigid with horror, | stared at the man | had amost rescued, my one chanceto leave this
horrible place suddenly torn from me as success was So hear.

The guard bardly glanced a me. Furioudy he jerked hisfinger at the red bowls and then, shouting a
litany of 'Blue bowl for the patient. Blue bowl for the patient, he struck me again and again with hiswhip.
| shrieked in pain and fear and cringed back from the flailing whip, trying to climb under the bed, away
from the searing lash.

"Thisimbecile piece of idiocy is color-blind al of asudden,’ heydlled at the loudspesker. 'Blue bowl
for the patient. Blue bowl for the patient, he shouted, emphasizing his phrases with lashesfor me until his
rage was spent and | lay weeping, sore and bleeding, half under the bed.

Gleto arrived in minutes and examined the patient, giving him an injection and watching as| was made
to feed Harlan from the blue bowl. Gleto added his blowsto my painful back, grinning sadigtically a my
yelps. | cowered back against thewall asfar from him as| could get.

"‘What bowl do you feed the patient from? he demanded, advancing on me. ‘Red bowl?

| shook my head violently.

‘Blue bow!?

| nodded violently.

'Blue bowl, blue bowl, blue, blue, blue," he roared, punctuating each word with an open-handed dap
on whatever part of my twisting body it met.

‘Blue, blue, blue,' I shrieked back, covering my face with my arms and keeping my back to the wall.

That'll take care of her,' Gleto grunted with satisfaction and, to my weeping relief, he and the guard
|eft.

Although some of the weals on my back and legs were bleeding, awarm soaking in the shower was
al thetreatment | had. That night, uncomfortable to the point where no position gave merelief or the
solace of deep, | lay awake. Severa times, Harlan's heavy limbs overlapped me and made me cry out
involuntarily. The spesker chortled back with delight a my discomfort. | resolved not to give them
additiona satisfaction and stifled my moans.

Mulling over my 'bravery’, | redlized that | had actually escaped very lightly. The guards and Gleto
were So securein their assumption of my idiocy, they never once had questioned a ddliberate attempt on
my part to feed the prisoner the wrong food. They also assumed that | had made the mistake only once.



They had not examined Harlan closdly, but the administration of the drug had drawn him back into his
witlessness. No technician, though, had come to take an absorption count. | had not yet lost my chance
to escape nor to free Harlan from his stupor.

| was not lucky enough to continue my experiment with Harlan asimmediately as| had resolved. A
guard was present at every feeding for the next four days. Four longer days | never endured, filled with
constant cuffs that added new bruisesto barely healed ones and new obscenitiesto alist my limited
experience had never wildly imagined.

As soon as| was sure they had decided | had learned my lesson, | started again. Nothing could have
induced me to acquiesce now. That brief, if interrupted, respite from the drugged food contributed to
Harlan's quicker recovery. By the fourth day, he responded to my insistent urgingsfor silence. Onthe
fifth day, he spoke for the first time on the morning walk. | saw the deliberate effort he made to keep his
voicelow. It was difficult for him to enunciate. He had to repest the smplest phrase with frustrating
ineptness.

"They best you, he managed to say findly, his eyesfocusing on the bruises on my face and ams. |
clutched a him and nearly wept for the unexpected comfort of hisfirst rational words. A deep fedling of
gratitude, joy, respect and love flooded me. | had been too long denied anormal society. The bruises
abruptly lost their aches and | straightened shoulders| had curved against the tenderness of my back.

'How long," he struggled to say, 'am | here?

I don't know. | have no way of telling.’

The approach of the guard curtailed conversation for awhile.

‘Way escape?

I don't know.'

'You mugt,' heinssted.

| steered him toward the menacing opacity of the force screen fence and he nodded imperceptibly in
understanding.

‘There hasto be away,' he asserted. 'The date? and | could only shake my head as his look
reproached me for my ignorance. He couldn't know | had never been taught to tell the time of hisworld
nor understand the names of days and months.

We were herded back to the cottage and the guard, while | shuddered apprehensively, kicked Harlan
into the room as he dways did. | ducked by as quickly as| could as much to escape the lascivious touch
of the guard asto caution Harlan againgt violence and warn him about the celling spesker. He was staring
a it as| hurried to him, hislips moving, his eyes snapping as the thergpy of anger cleared hismind of the
last hold of the drug.

He examined hisjacket with care and discovered the needle and its paralytic fluid. With bare nailshe
managed to pry it out of the tiff fabric. He hdd it in his hand thoughtfully for the prize it was, looking
speculatively at the door. He grinned suddenly, not at dl nicdly, and secreted the vid inthe belt of his
loosetunic.

| indicated that we would have to st down, would have to follow the orders of the speaker
assduoudy, pantomimed the pillow over the grillwork and nighttime. He nodded comprehension, Sghing
with impatience.

So we sat, facing each other. He looked above my head, deep in thought, his big hands flexing and
groking the arm of the chair aswe waited.

Now hisface was dive with the spirit of him, he was no longer an ugly person. His degp-set eyes
sparkled and his mohile face showed some of the changes within him his thoughts provoked.
Occasionaly he would glance a me, curioudly, smiling to reassure me. Once or twice, after some thought
struck him, heinhaded asif to spesk, caught himself and compressed hislipsimpatiently.

Thearriva of dinner was avery welcome diverson. He reached for the blue bowl and | al but
snatched it out of hishands. | hurriedly dumped it in the commode and showed him that it could not be
eaten.



With aquizzica expression he regarded the one smdll portion of dinner that remained, shrugged his
shoulders and divided it in two. Bowing with mock ceremony, he handed me my spoon with aflourish
that made me want to laugh. We ate dowly to make our ssomachsthink they were being fed. | have since
looked back on that bizarre first medl with Harlan as one of the happiest moments of my life,

To have found afriend, again, to be companionable with another human!

The next day, a lunchtime, we had an awful moment. As Harlan was about to dump the blue bowl
with obviousrdish, | heard thelock turn. Harlan needed no prompting to assume a stupid expression. |
began, dowly, to feed him from the blue bowl. The guard watched this performance, fingering hiswhip. |
trusted he interpreted my trembling asfear of abesting rather than terror at discovery. Heleft and the
lock clicked usinto privacy.

Harlan rose swiftly, and, by the smple expedient of thrusting afinger down histhroet, expelled the
drugged food.

That firgt night, lying beside him on our mutual bed after the muffling pillow had been crammed against
the grillwork was another of my special memories. | was keenly aware of hiswarm strength besde me.
Before | had had no thoughts at al about the propriety of deeping next to an inert moron, but avibrant
personality rested beside me now and | was acutely conscious of myself and him.

Harlan recovered control of histongue, but he was puzzled a my own still-hating speech and my
inability to understand parts of his questions.

His perplexity made me nervousin ahaf-fearful way asif by the mere accident of not speaking
clearly, I had committed some wrong. Defensively and with some involved explanations of my presence,
| managed to make it clear that | knew | came from another solar system. His doubt was so apparent
that | sketched the Sun and its planets by fingernail into the bedsheet. It held the impression long enough
for him to grasp my meaning.

Immediately his expression became wary and velled. He strained to see me clearly in the moonlight
and shook his head impatiently at the limitations of that glow. We werelying Sde by sdewhen he
suddenly leaned away from his close ingpection. He took my handsin his, stroking my wrists with hard
thumbs. He sat up and did the same thing to my ankles, then my hairline. His confusion persisted and,
againgt my soundless protest, he turned back my dressto run light, impersond fingers over the rest of my
body asthough | had been someone dead. This reassured whatever worried him. But his body remained
tense and his expression was no longer as open and friendly as before.

He asked me dmost too casudly how | got here.

I don't know. But you do believe me... that I'm not from thisworld?

He shrugged.

'My sun has nine planets, my world only one moon; my sun isgolden, not green,’ | persisted urgently.
'And the reason | have trouble understanding you is that you speak so fast and use words | don't know.
It isn't because I'm stupid... or insane.’

Hiswithdrawa made mefrantic that | might lose the precious companionship | had so recently won.
He must understand me so he would take mewith him. | could see he had every intention of escaping as
soon as he could. | had no doubts he would succeed or diein the attempt. Death to me was preferable to
the dternative of remaining in thisghagtly place.

'I can't remember how | got here,' | walled softly. 'l just don't know. | waswalking in apark at night
on my own planet and something big and black hovered over me. Therest isal mixed up in the most
horrible, horrible nightmares:”

'Describe them,” he demanded in a cold, tight voice that scared me.

Thewordsrolled out. The weight of the grotesque scenes and experiences, walled up in my
subconscious, poured out, asif voicing them would erase the remembered horror and terror. | don't
recal what | did say and what | couldn't bring myself to say until | redized that | was trembling violently
and hewas holding me close againgt him. At firg, | thought he was trying to muffle my voice, but then |
heard his voice soft with low reassurances and his hands were very gentle.



'‘Be quiet now. | do believeyou. | do. Ther€'s only one way you could have got here. No, no. | don't
doubt now athing you've said. But that you are saneand... wdll, itsamiracle!’

There was incredulous wonder in histone. He looked at me again, excitedly. Theonly thing | cared
about was that he was no longer withdrawn and cold, and that he did believe me.

Y ou know how | got here?

‘Let'ssay, he demurred candidly, 'l know how you must have got to this solar system. But how you
reached Lothar and this place, | can't even hazard a guess. The only possible explanation. ..’

"Y ou mean your people haveinterstellar travel and brought me hereasadave,' | interrupted, thinking
with a sudden rush of hopethat | would be able to get back to Earth. Though what Earth held for me
was too mundane after this experience.

He hesitated, considering his next words. Then, settling meinto a comfortable position againgt his
shoulder, hislips above my ear, he explained.

'My people didn't bring you here. I'm reasonably sure of that. We do have interstdlar travel, but |
cannot believe my race has penetrated to your section of space. Before | took so conveniently ill," and his
voice was sardonic, 'no new exploration was contemplated.’ He snorted with remembered exasperation.
'l am reasonably sure, however, that your planet has been invaded by the curse, and paradoxically, the
sdvation of our Lothar. We cdl them the Mil. They're arace of cdlular giantswhich have had interstellar
flight since the beginning of our recorded history, some two thousand years ago. To be precise, they are
the beginning of our recorded history. We are, bluntly, their cattle, their fodder. That'sal right, take it
essy, hesaid reassuringly.

Hissmilesforced meto admit to mysalf what | had desperately tried to hide; that the disassembled
pieces of anatomy that twisted and turned through my nightmares were horrifyingly like thejointson
hooksin ameat market.

"They have periodically raided this system for centuries. When wefinally penetrated one of their
depots here on Lothar [1 redized he was using the historic "we'"], we began the long struggle to free
ourselves and our planet of thisterrible scourge. We turned their own weapons on them and then had to
learn how to use them properly and repair them. Kind of progressin reverse. Now, we have not only
been able to keep them off Lothar, but aso out of thisimmediate sector of space. Our losses are il
heavy in every encounter, asit isdifficult to best an enemy with armaments smilar to your own. Our big
advantage is our own physica structure. However, rarely do any of our ships and patrolmen fal victims
of the Mil.

I don't know how far they range, but | suppose we have forced them to find new sources of supply.
Y our planet, for one. Easy now. | forget it's difficult for you to accept such aterrible fate for your people.
Wevelived withit al our lives!

‘But, if these...

‘Mil, dthough at onetime we cdled them "God", Harlan remarked, grimly humorous.

"... these Mil captured me on araid on Earth, how did | get here? On your planet?

Harlan frowned. 'l would like to believe that our Patrol intercepted the ship you were on and
captured it. But..." and he stopped asif he could see the fallaciesin the theory and they disturbed him. 't
must beway past Eclipse; or isit?If itis, I've been here along time. Haven't you got any idea of how
long you've been here?

I can only recall thelast few weeks clearly. Y et it seems asif I've been hereforever. | guess| wasin
shock or something,’ | ended lamely. 'l certainly was surprised to find | was anurse for someonedse’

'All the more reason to get out of here as soon as possible. My head is clear now and my reflexesfed
normd. It's been like swimming through sand. Still, and he looked at me speculatively again, shaking his
head, 'l don't understand how you managed to remain..." he hesitated and supplied another word, ...
untouched."

‘Untouched? Oh, but | don't look theway | used to," | assured him, my hand rubbing my nose.

'Don't beridiculous. You obvioudy aren't arestoree,' he said sharply. | felt tenson return to his body



and coldnessto hisvoice. 'Thereisnt amark on you.'

'No, that'sjustit. Thereisn't,' | replied. 'I'velost three scars,” and | pointed to the areas involved, ‘and
someonetook pity onmy..." my hand touching my nose.

'Scars? Missing? heinterrupted in ahoarse whisper.

'Yes,' | prattled on. 'l had along gash on my arm where | got caught on apicket fence...' and my
voicetrailed off as| saw hisface. The mixture of horror, distaste, dishelief, anger and, strangely, hatred,
stunned me.

He grabbed my wristsin an angry grip and rubbed them, tracing the junction of hand and arm with
fingersthat hurt with their prodding. He felt around my ears, pulling my hair back roughly.

'What's the matter? | pleaded, my delight congedling.

He shook his head, hard, as someone whose neck muscles have contracted spasmodicaly.

I don't know, Sara. It'sjust hard to believe," hereplied enigmatically. 'Y et you would not have been
ableto think things through the way you haveif... Weve got to get out of here. We have got to get out!'
he said passionately.

With afluid stride, he crossed the room and yanked the pillow from the grill. He settled back inthe
bed, patting my arm reassuringly, asif he redlized how worried | was by his reactions.

It was along time before degp cameto ether of us. | remember feding hisfingerson my wrist again
just as| drifted into unconsciousness.

CHAPTER THREE
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During his degplessness, Harlan had made the only plan of escape our mutud limited knowledge of
the asylum afforded. To pass the force screen, we must overpower the guard in the cottage by means of
the drug via we had pried from the Straitjacket. Harlan would wear the uniform, | would daub myself
with blood, Harlan having assured me that the blood would be donated by the guard. We would try to
pass out the gate of this section of the asylum asif | had been attacked by my patient. From there on, we
must improvise. If it cameto sheer srength, the powerfully built Harlan would prevail. However, neither
of us could foresee what preparation might have been made for escapes.

We adso had no choice. Each day might bring the arriva of the technician to take Harlan's absorption
rate and we were too sure of the results of that test. | also couldn't tell when the next intravenous injection
would be administered. With it, | would haveto start al over again, denying Harlan the drugged food,
waiting for hisreturn to sanity.

Whatever quams or fears| might have normaly entertained were overruled. Harlan's anxiety and
frugtration intensified my own desire to be out of thismad place. And, too, not once did Harlan intimate
he felt he had a better chance of escaping by himsalf dthough | was sure he did. He had included my
release in his cdculations and brushed aside my own half-hearted attempt at sacrifice.

Every day Harlan's recovery had been jeopardized by the random appearances of the guard. This
one day, when we were nervoudly primed for our escape, he was conspicuous by his absence. Harlan
had to exert atremendous control over hisimpatience and | was constantly forced to remind him during
the exercise period to stop charging up the paths, to school his expression into the proper witlessness. He
endured these corrections far better than | should have. All indl, by evening both our tempers were
frayed by the unrewarded waiting.

As soon asthe lights were out, Harlan, rleasing some of hisfrustration in the action, rammed the
pillow againgt the speaker and began to pace around the room in afrenzied way.

His pacing grew as unendurable to me as afingernail scraped across date.



‘Lagt night,' | began hesitantly, not knowing what | wanted to say but knowing that any conversation
was better than thistaut silence, 'last night, | told you who | was and how | got here. Who are you
besides Harlan and how did you get in here? Who drugged you? Why?

He paused in mid-stride, frowning as my questions brought him out of histhoughts. He gave a sort of
snort, smiled and, after another moment's silence, began to talk. He had a pleasant voice when he kept it
low, but it had the burr of the military bark and ametalic quality. Gradudly, as he talked, he stopped
pacing, and then sat down, watching me as he spoke with a disconcerting attention.

'Y ou certainly do deserve some explanations, if only for adl the meals you gave up,' he said, gripping
my shoulder as agesture of his continued gratitude.

‘Before| came here, | was Regent of this planet for my eldest brother's son, Ferrill.!

'l thought the guard had called you Regent, but it didn't make any sense then.’

Harlan grimaced. That guard... It'sthe custom here on Lothar for the Commander of the Perimeter
Petrol to assume the duties of Regent if the heir to the Warlordship is under age when he becomesa
candidate.’

"Why couldn't you be Warlord if you were brother to the...'

'No, that doesn't follow," Harlan replied blandly. 'l should say, Ferrill was my half-brother. We had
the same father, but Ferrill's mother was the first wife and his progeny inherit. Besides, I've other plans
for my time once Ferrill isof age. Like finding your planet. | likefinding new planets. | like exploring.' A
boyish grin lit hisfestures. 'I've had luck in that direction aready. Found two new ones, fraterna planets
around the star we cdl Tane, my fourth year on Patrol.’

| gathered thisinvolved more than just searching asection of space until you found starswith
satellites. | murmured proper things, only he frowned.

"They've been more trouble than they're worth. .. amost," he continued. "Theinhabitants are
humanoid, but the gentlest, dumbest people imaginable. They make some of our associates herelook like
Council members. They've got two of the most beautiful planets, crawling with game animals, Lothar
doesn't have too many any more. Their oceans arefull of edible fish; their lands, which the Tanes don't
even bother to cultivate, would support millions of us. They've got minera resources that make the mind
swim when you think how many ships, instrumentsand fud it meansin termsof our fight againgt the Mil.
And those innocent creatures roam from one place to another like pleasant dreamers.’

'Haven't the Mil bothered them?

‘Evidently not. They don't have even an dementary sense of caution or suspicion. They would have
fled from our expeditionary shipsif they had encountered the Mil. Most of our fleet has been recruited
from or designed after Mil ships'!

'Why are the Tanes trouble then? Can't you just colonize or mineor...'

Harlan leaned forward, baancing his elbows on knees and dapping one palm into the other to
emphasize astatement. Or, which was disconcerting, he would point histiplessfinger at me.

I don't know about your world, but here on Lothar were crowded. So crowded that every inch of
land isether cultivated or catacombed with mines, cities and factories. We run to big families, sort of law
of supply and demand. But the Mil don't harvest us anymore, so every new child crowds hisfamily that
much more. There aren't enough jobs to go around nowadays nor is there enough food as there used to
be. We don't need so many men in active Patrol, but yet we have to train every young man against the
day we're big enough and strong enough to follow the Mil back to their own planet and wipe them off its
face!

'So,' | interrupted, ‘everyone who isn't well off wants a share of one of the Tane planets and to hell
with the Tanes!'

He nodded agreement. 'Only it isn't just those that aren't well Situated. It'sthe big landowners, the big
industrialists and the big scientists who want priority and mean to get it. And they've got dl kinds of
reasons.’

I'll bet, and | refrained from giving him abrief account of the American Indian. '‘And | imagine no one



cares what happensto the Tane.'

My perspicacity pleased him.

'‘Council had accepted aplan to allow colonization first for farmers, because our crying need isfood.
But farmers are conservative and those younger sons, willing to go, those without patronsin Council, are
being intimidated or beaten up unlessthey belong to acertain guild. And the people who lead that guild
will buy up theland once the farmers settle on it and that will be the end of individua agricultura
expangon. Or, take the smal mining outfits. Only afew have dared to apply for permission to work the
Tanes. Why? They've found their homes ruined, their credit is suddenly destroyed, or their equipment is
wrecked just before takeoff.'

‘But surely you'retrying to find out who's behind it?

'Itisone group, Harlan said wearily. 'I'd found that much out before this happened to me. Thereis
one man, or afew men, who were guiding the attacks on my colonists. But whet bafflesmeis. why?|
mean, for what reason. Y ou see, Lothar has always had just one purpose since we first shook off the
yoke of superstition and managed to repel the Mil from landing on our planet. We mean to destroy the
Mil completely. Our whole psychology, our whole history, has been directed toward that aim.’

'Perhaps after... how long did you say ... two thousand years, this purposeiswearing alittlethin,' |
suggested with the Crusadesin mind.

‘It couldn't,” he said without qualification. 'Not when the Mil are dways so close." He frowned. 'Y ou
see, actudly it'sonly in thelast one hundred and fifty yearsthat we've kept them entirely away from our
planet. And we couldn't have done that without Ertoi and Glan.'

'Who?

‘Inhabitants of another nearby star. Y ou can see them from here," he said blandly. He pointed out the
window to apulsating red blink that was the primary of the system. 'Ertoi and Glan take care of that
entire section of space. We've been able to push our Perimeter Patrol four light-years beyond our own
system. Since then, we have adequate protection againgt a concerted attack. Thefirst time," he said with
judtifiable pride, ‘welost dl but two ships of our entire combined fleets, but no Mil landed on our planets.’

‘Wéll, who do you think isthe traitor?

'My second-in-command, afellow by the name of Gorlot.' Harlan's eyes narrowed speculatively. 'I'm
not sure. It couldn't bethat... No. They know we're not ready to go after the Mil yet unlessthat new
wegpon..." and hetrailed off tantalizingly. This Gorlot's athrowback. Uncivilized. Helives only for battle
and helsamagter dtrategist. Pulled off some extraordinary maneuvers three Eclipses ago. That'swhy |
seconded his appointment when Gartly retired. But he's no good as a peacetime officer and the Perimeter
has been very peaceful. He belongs back in the days of the first Harlan with the Seventeen Sonswhen it
was dl we could do to find caves deep enough to escape the Mil. HEd be the proper man to send out to
the Mil, but... That hothead forgets that no Lotharian hasthe guts,' he threw in, 'besides himself, because
he did it one day on awager, to wak into aMil ship until it's been completely decontaminated. The smell
of those thingsis enough to set atough squadron leader raving. Until the Alliance with Ertoi and Glan, we
had to wait until the Mil decomposed insde their ships before we could refit them. Fortunately, the Ertoi
and Glan aren't hampered by such childish terrors.

'l wonder,' and Harlan drew back into histhoughtsfor along time. His conclusions did not settle his
mind, for he growled with impatience and resumed his pacing, cursang Gorlot, cursang hisown stupidity
for fdling into the trap of the asylum.

I've got to get out of here and back to Lothara, he cried in agroan, clenching and unclenching his
fists behind his back as he paced.
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Sleep that night was not restful. It was peopled with formless obscenities and charged with fear and
anger, frugtration and hopel essness. | was aone in the bed when | awoke. Startled | turned in panic and
saw with relief that Harlan was up and pacing, hisface black with worry and fatigue.

At breskfast there were none of the pleasant pantomimes we affected about the divison and
consumption of our scanty ration. Harlan ate quickly, glowering.

Thewalk in the garden that morning was sheer relief. The four bare wals of the cottage had grown
smaller with every passing minute. Harlan had draped his jacket |loosdly on him so that a strong outward
pressure would free him. We had agreed to delay returning to our cottage until the guard was forced to
round us up. Thisassured us of achance of overcoming him once we got to the cottage. So we dawdled
at the far end of the grounds on the outside paths following the line of the force screen. Wewere a the
high end, midway between two posts when it happened.

One of the patients went berserk. He threw himsdif at the screen, dragging his unwilling companion
with him. Together they went up into atorch of blue flame, burning fast and hotly with only the echo of
screams of unutterable agony to mark their death.

Even as| stared with paralyzed horror at these human torches, Harlan had reacted to the opportunity.
Hinging off the jacket, he grabbed me by the shoulder and together we hurtled into the faltering screen. |
thought 1, too, would be consumed in flame. The pain and shock that coursed through my body was too
intense for me even to scream a protest. Then, once past the weakened barrier, only an endurable ache
and burning sensation remained. The burning was quite legitimate because our clothing had been reduced
in an ingtant to scorched tatters. Even the heavily padded jacket was singed brown. Harlan, however,
gave me no time to pause and take stock. Grabbing my hand, he pulled me through the land moat around
the force screen and into the grain field with its high waving grasses.

'Have you no idea, Sara, wherethisasylumis?

‘None,' | cried, fedling the pull of the sharp grass tendrils against my sengtized flesh. The fence had
aways blotted out the environs of the asylum.

'Farm, farm, farm,’ Harlan panted. He wastall enough to see over therolling fields that stretched out
indl directionsfrom the ingtitution. He glanced up at the sun, squinting, but it was too near the zenith to
be much help. He hated briefly, sniffing the dight breeze.

'Seal' he declared and abruptly turned off to the right, guiding me with afirm hand under my e bow.

‘Can't wejust find aroad? It would lead us somewhere," | gasped, struggling to keep my feet under
me at the pace he set.

'Road!" he flung at me contemptuously and trotted up therisein front of us. He kept glancing back
over hisshoulder. | didn't darelook back. It wasdl | could do to keep up with him.

Weran through thefields until | had such agrabbing in my side, | could not run further. He sensed,
rather than inquired, about my condition and let me collgpsein the shelter of thetall grain a the next rise.
Keeping himsdlf sheltered by the grain, helooked out in dl directions, again sniffing the breeze,

'We may have alittle time before well be turned up missing, Sara," he said, dropping down beside
me. They'll have their handsfull, rounding up the patients. They may not even take ahead count right
away. They've gotten lax and overconfident. However, the Situation of the asylum itsdlf, located right in
the middle of farmlands, makes an air search ridiculoudy easy.' He stopped and grabbed up a handful of
straw. 'Of course. We've got part of our camouflage right here.’ He laughed and started stuffing straw
into histunic so that the stalks stuck straight up behind his back and out across his shoulders. | followed
hislead and, when my tunic parted over one shoulder, plastered myself hagtily with the soft moist earth.

'‘Good girl, Harlan said and smeared his own skin with dirt where it showed whitely through. We
looked like scarecrows after aweek's rain when we had finished.

‘Now, we will make for the sea. The moment you hear any noise at al, drop flat in the furrows," and



he pointed out the cultivation ridges. ‘The grain istal enough and thick enough that we may not bevisble
when they're going to look for running figures. And, they won't expect me to make for the sea,' he added
crypticdly.

He held out his hand to me, and, taking adeep breath, | rose and we started out again.

We had scarcely gonethe length of that field when | heard something or other than our laboring
breath. Before | could react on my own, my facewasin the dirt, Harlan's body overlapping mine.

Had the searchers been on foot, passing near us, I'm certain the sound of my heart would have given
us away. The chirrop, chirrop of aplane car neared, passed over us, retreated and cautiously we rose,
checking to make sure another was not hovering. Running low we made it to the top of the next field.
Even | could seethat the land was doping down gradudly. The smell of the sea, tart and crisp, was
strong enough for meto scent as| held my swesting face up to cool in the wind.

I'm not sure | was grateful for the timeswe had to lie face down in the moist black soil, waiting till the
searchers passed over us. | got my wind back each time, true, but the terror of waiting, unabletorisk a
glance above, was more breath-snatching than the exertion of flight. Six times we dropped, eachtimea
little nearer to where the land dropped off to the sea. And then, there was the sea before us, ahundred
feet down the high straight precipice on which we stood.

My courage sank, for here, at the cliff edge, which seemed to curve for milesin each direction, the
fieldsof tal grain ended. Fifty yards between sea and field was covered with only low straggling bush,
inadequate cover for uswalking straw-stacks.

Harlan caught my despairing gppraisal and squeezed my hand reassuringly.

"There are ways down to the beaches.'

'‘And then what? | gasped, indicating the pounding surf.

Thetidewill be going out soon and we can go swiftly on the sand, taking cover under the dliffsif
necessary. Much better for us. Come, now we strike northeast. These dliffstell me exactly where we
are!

But he didn't bother to tell me, either because he knew it wouldn't matter or because he forgot |
wouldn't know. Asit happened, we were in South Cant.

He had held on to the padded jacket al through our flight in the fields. Now, as he removed the straw
from his own clothes, he redized my nakedness. Ripping off two of the dangling tapes with which to
secure histattered tunic round hiswaist, he gave methe jacket. Quickly | threw it on, tying the remains of
my dressaround my wais.

'Good, thedirt isstill useful,' he grinned and, taking my hand, we set off again.

Harlan wastoo good aleader to tire us both to the point where we would be unable to make afina
dash. Werested at intervals and a bit longer when we chanced on a stream not far from where we made
our descent to the sea beach. As he had predicted, by the timewe did find away down, the tide was
retreating from the bronze sands. The cool strand was refreshing to our weary feet.

My flimsy sandd's, adequate for treading garden paths, gave way dl too quickly on the abrasive
surface of the beach. Walking on the damp coarse sands turned into torture for me once the sandals gave
out and the soft skin on my feet was abraded with each step. | was wondering how long | could continue
thisway when | was brought up sharply againgt Harlan'srigid body. There was no need for him to
caution meto silence. | could see the boat asit stood out from the cove we faced. | could see the men as
they clustered around their fire, hear their voices asthey argued. Worst of al, | could smell the food they
were cooking for their supper. Now hunger overruled the other discomforts and the fact that | had
missed what lunch there was to eat made the lack of dinner torture,

Harlan pulled me back into the shdltering shadows of the dliff. Had we continued on much farther,
even the gathering darkness would not have hidden us from achance look by the fishermen.

'‘Can you swim? and when | nodded,'to that? he asked, pointing to the boat.

'Yes,' | agreed although | was not the least bit confident. | was so tired and my feet hurt and my
stomach ached and | was very annoyed with everything for going so wrong so long. | didn't consider how



extremely lucky we had been so far. At least not with the smdll of food in my nostrils after a prolonged
fast. | comforted mysdf with the thought that | wouldn't have to walk to the boat.

| didn't count on the icy water nor the sting of sdt in the multitude of scratches and abrasionsthat
scored my body. Nor did Harlan dlow metimeto easeinto the water as| preferred doing on family
outings a Rehoboth. Harlan pulled me inexorably deeper.

'‘Don't swim overarm yet," he hissed at me and awave caught me full face. His arms supported me
while | coughed the water out. Y ou can swim? he asked.

'Yes, yes,' | assured him, stung by his skepticism and | struck out toward the boat with avigorous
breast-stroke.

Asif he dill doubted my ability, Harlan matched his pace to mine, only he guided me out to sea,
rather than on an oblique line toward the boat from the shore. | caught his purpose, to approach the boat
from the seaside, dthough it added many yardsto the origind distance.

If the sea stung my cuts, its coldness supplied mewith afalse feding of exhilaration. | tried to speed
up, to proveto Harlan | was competent, but he warned me not to extend mysalf. He wasright, of course,
because as we turned toward the boat findly, my weariness returned doubled. It was so difficult to get
my arms out of the water, hard to keep my legs moving.

'Sara, not far now,' Harlan's voice said encouragingly. His face was awhite blob over my right
shoulder as| swam and ahead of usthe boat was a solid blackness, its Single mast silhouetted against the
dying light of thetwilight Sky. Thrashing franticdly, | lunged at the stern line, missing, going under, writhing
upward, grabbing out in panic. Harlan's hand found mine and guided it to the security of the rope.

'Rest," he whispered and cautiousy swam round the boat. | could hear him, abardly discernible
rippling, as| gulped for bregth.

'No one aboard,’ he confirmed. 'But they took the small-boat ashore.' For some reason this
disappointed him. 'Oh, wdll, in that caseit'll take them along time to spread thedarm.’

'Maybethey'd befriendly," | hazarded, looking up at the sheer dippery side of the ship and wondering
how | was ever going to make it into the cockpit.

Harlan answered my suggestion with asnort. He lunged up out of the water, caught at the gunwhae,
his body awhiteness against the dark boat. He got both hands secured and then | heard him inhale as he
gathered his strength to pull himsdlf up.

How sdlfish can you get, | derided mysdlf, he'sjust as hungry, just astired, just as sore asyou are and
worried to boot.

| heard him swear softly, anote of painin hisvoice. | could hear him padding somewhere on board
and then hisface appeared above me.

'Grab this," he whispered and a heavy soft rope dangled in my face.

| looped it around my wrists, thankful | shouldn't have to make the climb unaided. Kicking myself out
of the water, | felt Harlan pull me. Assoon as | could reach the Side, | grabbed for it, resolved to use as
little of Harlan's energy as possible. Once safely on board, | felt drained of any power to move and | was
numb with the chill of the cool evening.

'Here, get thison," he urged and pressed ahandful of clothing on me. The garments smelled of swest,
stale and sour, and were sticky with salt. But | struggled into an old sweater and found it covered me
hafway to the knees. | rolled up the deeves and wished it covered meto the ankles.

'l supposeit'stoo much to ask if you've sailed aboat,' Harlan said in alow voice.

'Y es, but only as a crew member, long ago.’

He gripped my shoulder with rough gratitude. Y ou never cease to supply my need.’

| Sruggled to aditting position, wondering what he meant exactly, and looked around. As nearly as|
could gaugein the light, the boat was about thirty-five feet |long, doop-rigged, the sail now nestly furled
on the boom, thejibsail not even out. The boat was obvioudy aworkship; | could see piles of netsand
woven baskets. There seemed to be asmall cabin and it was here that Harlan had found swesters.



It'sashame but I've got to cut the anchor. Too much time and noiseto lift it out of the water.' Harlan
told me. | could see the gleam of aknife blade in hishand.

It'll savetimeif | cut and you hoist the sail,' | told him and taking the knife, crept forward. My hands
seemed strengthless as | sawed away a the heavy anchor line, thankful it wasn't chain. | heard Harlan
heaving at the sail and it seemed like noise enough to rouse the dead. It did rouse the men on the beach. |
sawed fadter.

"Hurry, Sara," | heard Harlan call and wondered why he still kept hisvoice low if the men had heard
the cresk of the sall.

| fet the line and there was only one strand till uncut. Franticaly, | hacked awvay and, just as| felt the
pull of the ship againg thewind inits sall, the anchor line parted.

'Grab thetiller and head for the sea," Harlan cried, still struggling to lift the cumbersome sail. | guessin
the dim light it was difficult to see what he was doing. And he wastired, but he made heavy work with
the shest.

Tripping over deck-stored gear, | scrambled astern and found the unfamiliar tiller handle.

If for only this one adventure, my tomboy days paid rich dividends. | had run with Harlan, swum with
him and now | was ableto crew for him. And, undoubtedly, | cautioned mysdf with the memory of sour
disappointments, when the Y acht Club Dance on thisworld came round, it wouldn't be Sarawho was
waltzed by the ship's captain.

Harlan was cursing as he tried to make fast the sheet. | caught at the trailing line as the boom
threatened to knock him overboard. | trimmed sail and steered for the open sea.

The men on shore now had realized what had happened and were shouting threats across the water
as Harlan joined me.

'It's another miracle that you can sail," he muttered to me. 'l cant.’

'Y ou can't? | gasped, appalled at the situation. "Why not? | demanded, as the respons bility now
resting on me became apparent to my tired brain. He couldn't possibly imaginethat | could sail this
bloody boat on an unknown seato aport I'd never seen.

"Too busy," he grinned. "Y ouredoing al right.’

That explained his ambiguous comments and his awkwardness with the sail.

‘Now, yes," | practically screamed at him, 'but if you knew you couldn't sail, why in heaven's namedid
you stedl the boat?

I'dve figured it out, but I'm glad you aready know how," he repested complacently.

Thevolume of hisaudacity wasfrightening.

"That's comforting to know,' | said acidly. 'Sailing an open seais easy even for anidiot Regent. And |
imagine you probably would have figured it out before you piled up on abeach or reefs. At least you
have the advantage, | assume, of some familiarity with the coastline of thisworld. I don't. | don't know
your goddamned world!'

'My what world? he asked as | had interjected an English cussword.

"What do you want me to do now? | cried, tears of fear, frustration and fatigue starting down my
face.

'Steer for the open seq," he said blandly.

'‘And then what? | don't even know how big your seas are, what the tides are like! Y ou've got two
bloody moonsto complicate that minor detail of sailing. How do you expect meto...'

He put hisarm around me, settling down beside me. His very presence and magnificent
sdf-confidence heped cdm my hysteria

"The Finger Seaon which we sall," he began camly, ‘is deep, no reefs or shoa's except dong the
eastern edge. We will sail due east acrossit toward Astolla. It will probably take al night, so wewould
face the reefsin daylight when nothing is as overwhelming asit isat night. | do know navigation, Sara
And since you can handle the mechanics of sailing, well beal right. My purposein heading east isto



reach the home of an old friend of mine." He chuckled to himsdlf. "‘Wefought so the last timewe met, I'm
sure no onewill think to check at Gartly'sfor me.’

'If you fought, why would he welcome you? | demanded, worrying not so much about what
happened when we arrived as to how we would manageto arrivein thefirst place.

'Gartly is part of my loya opposition, that'sal. He has no love for Gorlot at al or any of that cave.
None at all," and Harlan mused on some private memories, hisface sober.

The wind freshened and the ship moved at awilling clip. Thewind wasaso cold and | began to
dhiver.

'Firgt, there must be some food aboard. | could eat a brant,' Harlan said. 'And there had better be
more clothing, too.'

He found both. The coarse bread and strong cheese filled my stomach and with rough cloth pantsto
keep me warm, my fearfulness disspated. The ship was smpleto handle, even for one person, thelines
being winched astern so alone steersman could handle the sheets from the cockpit on along haul.

'How long asall isit? | asked Harlan when he settled down beside me again after another thorough
prowl about the ship.

He shrugged.

'I have only a spaceman'sidea of distance. A mere haf hour or so by planecar.’

| groaned. 'l wish you really knew what you had let usinfor,' | said, depression overwhelming me.

'l dowhat | mugt,' he said sternly. 'And | must get to Gartly.'

No apologieswas| ever to get from Harlan. And naturaly | found mysalf accepting hisinexorable
logic that we would get where we wanted to go, novices though we were, because we had to.

The sheer audacity of hisideawaswhat saved us, | think, from discovery. For we sailed dl that night
with agood stiff following breeze. Harlan ingsted on taking atrick to adlow meto rest athough | was
reluctant to leave acomplete tyro in charge of the ship. He assured methat if the wind would change -my
oneworry because sailing with agood following wind is child's play- he would wake me. He kept his
word, waking me at dawn when the breeze dropped off. He aso pointed with smug complacency at the
digtant outline of mountains on the horizon.

He had used ahand line and caught us breakfast. Once | had mastered the cooking stove, we ate hot
food until we were stuffed. With land at least in Sight and afull scomach for only the second timein
several weeks, my depression disappeared.

'We were farther up the coast than | thought,” he remarked. ‘L et's get close enough so | can figure out
wherewe are.’

| shook my head over his blithe unconcern. He laughed at me and then peered a the risng sun.

"That is," he amended, 'if we get any wind.'

‘That'll bealong paddle,’ | remarked, trying not to be too sour.

'Pessmist,’ heteased. 'Y esterday at thistime, we were securdly locked up in Gleto's amusing retreat
with not achancein ahundred of getting out. Y ou make the most of the opportunities the gods grant and
you'll win out." Harlan said with fine good humor. 'Did | not have you as anurse? Did you not have the
wit to understand what was being done to me? Can you say that we have not succeeded in escaping?

"Those men had dl night to get somewhere to report their ship stolen,’ | reminded him.

"True enough,’ hereplied, unruffled. ‘But they don't know who stole. One man? Several? There are
plenty of bandsmen prowling. Nor, if they were smple fishermen, are they likely to givewind of it to
Gorlot's people. | had meant to take the smal-boat which they might easily believe had been improperly
tied. But..." and he shrugged. ‘But this gets me closer quicker to help. Then, too, how long will it take
Gleto to summon up enough courage to inform Gorlot I'm missing? he chuckled nadtily.

'Hell delay aslong ashe can,' | replied, feding alittle reassured by that one fact.

'‘And, asitisknown | have never sailed, the last place anyonewill look for Harlan is on the sea.’

'It'sgoing to bealong row,' | repeated, looking anxioudy at the limp sail and the glassy water.



"We can while the time away," he suggested in such an altered tone of voice | glanced around sharply
ahim.

Before | redized what he had in mind, he had pulled meinto hisarms. Startled and completely
surprised, | clutched involuntarily at his shouldersfor baance and was being kissed expertly and
thoroughly. What thoughts my emotions gave room for were chaotic. | was as split into the various facets
of my persondity asif | had been literaly blown apart.

The girl with the beaknose had never been kissed except as a party joke or absentmindedly by
departing brothers. The unwanted girl who had stolen longing looks at shamelesdy necking couplesin
Centrd Park had no firsthand experience with returning akiss. Hisforceful invasion of my lips met neither
resistance nor response. The stranger, by some crazy agency dumped on a strange planet, could and did
not want to antagonize her one friend. And the sster who had overheard her brothers candid comments
on girlswasal too certain the direction such beginningswould take. And 1, al of me, didn't want him to
stop kissing because of the way my heart pounded and my body ached for the fedling of hishands. Yet |
didn't know what to do.

I could sense the change almost as soon asit begun. Harlan lifted his head and looked at me dightly
puzzled.

'‘And what'swrong with me? he asked.

| redized hewas asking meif he were the cause of my inability to respond.

'Nothing, it'sjud...'

‘Don't they kiss on your planet? he asked with aboyish incredulity.

'Yes, but | never did,' | said inanely, my hand going to my nose,

That did it. | could see hisface change again, that closing-out look | hated. Although | was il in his
arms, againgt his chest, he had withdrawn.

'Please, Harlan, don't go away from melike that,’ | pleaded.

Hislook softened and he took my hand, his thumb absently rubbing my wridt.

"Then you are untouched? he asked kindly, asif thiswere not exactly a privileged state on hisworld.

I could only nod, knowing | must be blushing at his frankness. | wastorn with ahorrifyingly
unmaidenlike desire to encourage him, eveniif | didn't know how to go about it at al.

He chuckled at someinner thought and hugged me with affection but no passion, kissng me gently on
theeyes.

"Then, my dear Sara, thisis neither the time nor the place if such beginnings are to be auspicious. We
both smell to the high heavenand...’

A sudden flapping, creaking, caught both our attentions and we hastily disengaged to duck asthe
untended boom, moved by the rising wind, missed knocking us overboard by a hair's breadth.

'Y es, thisis neither the time nor the place, Harlan repeated, laughing boyishly as helunged for the
tralling lineand | grabbed the swinging tiller.

Again | wastorn by opposing desires: relief that | had been saved rude wakenings, and frustration
because | had been aroused. | wanted Harlan. And when again would | bein aposition donewith him
when there was opportunity and time?

'Damn thewind,’ | muttered to myself as | eased the ship abot.

The purple smudge on the horizon degpened into the green of treed dopes, fringed with boiling surf. |
pointed out the inhospitable coastline.

'‘We can't land in that, Harlan,' | protested.

‘Let'ssail southerly. Theland bresksinto the delta of the Astolla River past thisrange. Only we want
to land before we get to Agtollaitself.' He squinted at the mountains. 'Gartly lives above Astollaand that
will be the hardest part of thetrip.'

Hedidn't quaify hiscomment, so | didn't redlise then he meant that the danger of being encountered
by someone who would recognize him was gregter. | took him to mean the mountains and | groaned.



Heturned to me, laughing. 'All uphill, Sara, al uphill. Only," he noticed my feet, bruised and raw, ‘well
have to do something about them.’

'‘Andthis,’ | added, distastefully indicating my overlong swester.

He rummaged in the cabin and came up with additiond ill-smelling garments. Finding abucket and a
line, he heaved it overboard and to my amused astonishment, he started to duice the clothing up and
down in the clean seawater. He wrung them out negtly and spread them to dry on the deck.

'Our hosts were probably good fishermen but incredibly dirty," he commented when he had finished.
They'll dry quickly. Shall | take aturn?

I'mfine,' | assured him and then | still was, what with the recent deegp and enough food and his
approval.

He went forward and | saw him heave the bucket over-board again. Thistime it was himsdlf he
washed. | tried to keep the sail between me and glimpses of his strong golden body. It had been one
thing to tend him as amoron, ancther to consder him asalover.

| should not presume on hisfriendship later, | promised mysalf. He was too much consegquence for
someone like me and I'd be more than afool to think | meant anything to him.

Wesaled onfor along while, well into the sunny morning, until | was lethargic with the sun, hungry
again and very tired. | was mesmerized by the masthead and the jibsprit which | kept pointed toward the
ever nearing shoreline. | waslog in fatigue and musings when suddenly Harlan's hand dropped to my
shoulder.

Startled, | gasped and flinched as though 1'd been struck.

'Ismy touch offensive? he asked, frowning.

'No, no,' | hastily assured him. 'l wasworlds away.'

He knelt down beside me and | noticed his bare chest was red with sun.

"You've got aburn.’

'So have you,' he retorted and | saw he had put on clean dry pants. He thrust a handful of dry clothing
toward me. 'These were the smalest and may fit better. Go on forward and wash some of the mud off,
Sara'

| hesitated as | rose, as much from weariness and being in one position so long, asfrom the
knowledge the sail did not conceal much from a determined watcher.

'If I look, | won't tell," he taunted, grinning wickedly.

Grabbing the dothesfrom him, | turned on my hed with as much dignity as| could and made my way
to the bow. The pail was there and some soft, linenlike sheeting that he must have used as toweling.
Traces remained of mud stains that hadn't come out with just a seaweter ringng.

It was very heartening to remove that filthy old swester. And better gtill to get the rest of the mud off
my body. My face stung in the st bath, but when | was clean and dressed again, | did fed better. With
decided pleasure | kicked the rags of my asylum tunic overboard and watched them sink below the
surface.

'‘Now,' said Harlan as| returned to the cockpit, ‘'we must give you a plausible account of your
exigence in case you meet some awkward questioning. Gartly was my second-in-command and isan
honorable man, but you, my dear Searcher,' and his phrase puzzled me,'require some explanation, even
to the most loya comrade!’

'Why not the truth?

'Sara," and he turned my face so | looked at him fully, 'you have no ideahow you got to this planet?
When | shook my head negatively, he continued,'then until 1 do find out, or you remember, the mere fact
that you are not of this planet is very dangerous. Assoon as| can, | shdl start some adroit inquiries, but
for you to come out and admit to an extraplanetary origin would mean your death without further
explanation to you or from you.'

'It'd be much easier to tell the truth. Then it wouldn't matter how many things| didn't know," | said



plantively.

Hislook silenced me. 'l have taken that into consideration. I'd prefer to be able to send you up to my
estates in North Lothar, but | may not be able to do that right away. Of course, the less you have to say
about your past the better, but Gartly's of the Old Bdliefs, and clan and cavesite mean much to him. Now
listen, Jurasseisthe next largest city to Lothara. It's northwest of the Finger Sea, deep in the mountains.
Y our father... what was your father's name? Steven? No, make him Stane, a better Lotharan name.

Y our father Stane was amining engineer. I'll put you on aprofessional level, my dear lady, and he
grinned a me, 'and as there are severa hundred thousand miners and engineersin and out of Jurasse,
there's scant way of checking.'

‘But he must have goneto college or university,' | said.

'Un-i-ver-sty? Harlan asked, puzzled.

'Advanced schooling, training in his specidity,’ | qudified.

Harlan shook his head quickly. 'No. Onelearns on the job here. Staneisafairly common name and
well make you of Estril clan and Odern cavesite.'

'What isthe significance of clans and cavesites? | asked grimly.

Harlan exhaded his bresth and looked at me. Then he covered my hands with hisbig strong one. 'I'll
explain al thet later. In the meantime, it is only important for you to know aclan name; the Estrilsare
conservative but known for their intense loyalty to their leaders, and the Odern is such an enormousold
cave, hundreds of clans could refuge here!’

‘All right. Estril and Odern. Jurasse, next largest city, mining, northwest.'

'‘Good girl. Y our father died in amine accident that happened just... wdll, | don't know how long ago
now, but it happened in the Tenth Month of the Single Eclipse. Just memorizeit, Sara, no explanations.
The same earth fault destroyed blocks of gpartment buildings. So you can have lived a the sign of the
Horns and no one will be able to run an accurate or quick check. Y our important relative is your mother.
What was your mother's name?

I wish you'd stop saying "was'. For dl | know, they are very much dive," | snapped.

'Not asfar asyou're concerned on Lothar,' Harlan said with patient firmness.

‘Maria'

'Make it Maraof the Thort clan, that's a South Cant group. Farmlands had some bad plague about
thirty years ago... how old are you, Sara?

Twenty-four.'

He smiled and gtarted to say something, changing his subject even as he opened his mouth to spesk.
'Fine. Then dl but your mother died in that plague, so you have no materna family to worry about. This
happens often enough and as the Clan Head may always be approached, no oneis ever redly orphaned.
Between Jurasse and South Cant your accent can be accounted for. South Cant dursand Jurasseis
throaty.’

'Maraof the Thorts from South Cant. No cavesite?

‘South Cant was not settled until caves were no longer a necessity.'

'‘Wheredid | meet you? | asked.

Harlan stared off into space, rubbing his mouth with his hand.

"That's the hard one, Sara. Particularly since don't know how long it's been since | wasfirst drugged
nor how or when you might have been brought here.'

‘Might there have been agroup of old loya cavemen who have falen out with Gorlot and were
suspicious of your collapse?

It'spossible. Let methink on this. Once | get to Gartly, | can catch up on recent happenings. Then I'll
fill inalogica background.'

'‘Now," he said more briskly, ‘the last part of our journey presents the greatest hazard of discovery. If
we are taken into custody, you can ingst on silence until you have talked to a Clan Officer.'



Earth-type spy stories and atrocities crowded into my mind.

'Won't they just kill me to keep me quiet and have done?

'Kill apotential mother?' he demanded, his eyesflashing. '‘Unheard of . Helooked at me. ‘Do they kill
women who can bear children on your world? he asked with trenchant scorn for such awasteful culture.

| nodded dowly.

'Not on Lothar. Women are too important, even to Gorlot. No, your lifeis safe.’ He emphasized 'life.
'‘And | have made my claim on you aready. Isthat agreeable to you?

His eyeslocked with mine in an expression that warmed meto the pit of my stomach. | could only
nod mutely. His hand again covered mine as he continued. 'However, should | be taken and you can
escape, no, no... itispossible. And, Sara, you areto runif | tell you. Promise methat!" Again | nodded
until his hand ceased his painful grip as he got my grudging consent. ‘All right, | am taken and you are
free. Get to Lotharaitsaf and to the "Place of the Birds'. Ask for Jokan. Tell him, and only him, al that
has happened. Heis my brother.'

'‘And how do | get there? Fly?

"That'sthe quickest way,' he said, taking me literdly. 'Oh. No money.' He shook his head, gritted his
teeth and swore with an e ogquence that beggared what | had heard from the guards.

'WEell do it together, somehow, Sara. Weve come thisfar in our search because my Saracan sall,
and think and act," and he grinned at the face | made a him. 'If we can win through to Gartly, well have
money, a planecar and help. Then we can make further plans. The important thing isto make it to Gartly.'

The way the surf broke s0 savagely againgt the shore line, even that modest ambition seemed unlikely.
Wewere sailing aclose-hauled tack now, and farther down the coast, | could see the mountainsfaling
away to aplain. And a the farthest point, the glint of buildingsin the sun.

‘Let's beach the boat as soon as we can,’ Harlan urged, scanning the shore.

| glared & him.

'Pick your spot, pal.'

'It'seasy to see | spent my youth exploring the wrong planets,’ Harlan growled to himsdlf aswe sailed
on and on.

| had noticed other sails, standing out to sea.

'Any chance they might beinvestigating us? | asked him. He shook his head impatiently. | glanced out
at the shoreline anxioudy and sighed.

'I haven't been to this part of Agtollain years, but it ssemsto me there is abeach. Gartly's oneform
of rdaxationisfishingand...'

'Look,' | cried, haf-rising from the cockpit.

Directly ahead of us, half hidden by the sail's spread, was a planecar. Harlan catapulted into the
cabin.

'Y ou therein thefisherboat,” a voice, magnified artificidly, roared down a me. The hovering craft
swung round the ship. All | could think was they'd been able to see Harlan hiding in the cabin. 'From
where are you bound?

'‘And what businessisit of yours? | demanded evasively, cursing because that was another thing
Harlan had not bothered to brief me on.

'‘Answer when you're spoken to, woman,' | wastold rudely and | doubted Harlan's surety that
women are not maltreated on Lothar.

'‘Come back when | can answer, you idiot,' | said, throwing over thetiller on an unnecessary tack
which made me obvioudy too busy with sheet and lineto answer. It dso cut off the planesview of the
cabin.

'‘Are you aone? they perssted.

'Son of a Seventeenth Son, yes,' | screamed at the top of my lungs, remembering amild oath from the
guards dialogues.



The boom, swinging free, completely covered the cabin hatch athough the plane was hovering
suspicioudy low on my stern. The ship had lost dl way, sail flapping. | glanced up at the planecar asit
swvung forward. | saw the military uniforms on the occupants. | could even see the faces of themen and |
didn't likethem.

"Y ou Milrousers, go bother someone else. I'm too busy. Get off my back,’ | yelled, shaking afigt at
them.

The boet rolled in the surf and another ook to port confirmed that my ruse was putting mein peril.
Hadtily | trimmed the sail and tried to get sea room between me and the jagged rocks of the shore. That |
was in trouble now was too apparent to the airborne nuisances. The plane roared off with aspeed
gartling to one used to wallowing helicopters.

'Harlan, get up here on the double,' | called once the plane was safely away. 'Harlan, for the tide had
seized the boat, carrying us farther and farther inshore.'HARLAN!' | screamed just asthe boat struck a
submerged rock | had not even amoment's warning to avoid.

Harlan came on board just as the boom swung about and, as | rosein horror, it sSwept us both off the
deck and into the sea.

| came up gasping, the heavy seaman's clothing weighing me down. But Harlan came up, too, not far
fromme.

‘Areyou dl right?

'I'm mad, clear through,’ | screamed a him. 'Of dl the stupid things to have happen...'

‘Don't waste energy, swim,' Harlan ordered as the little fishing boat, unguided, was lifted by the surge
of the tide and cracked down onto the rocks. Hanks, splinters, tackle, debrisof al sort went flying in
every direction aswe swam out of theway. A flying piece of deck hit me heavily on the shoulder, but the
thick sweater protected me enough sothat dl | got wastheterribleinitid buffet. Harlan disentangled
himsdlf from fouled line and we both struck out away from the flotsam on the water.

I'm sorry,' | told Harlan, swimming a my shoulder.

I wouldn't be," he said good-naturedly. 'It'll probably be easier to get ashore swimming than sailing.'

We were about a hundred yards from the rocky beach and | could see that the haphazard rocks, a
menace to a boat, were wide enough for aman's body to pass between them. One only had to hold
one's course through them to make it safdy in. Still, thetida pull was now very strong and if we were
smacked against one of thoserocks, it'd be too bad. It was nervous business and we swept avfully close
to the rough-skinned boulders. The uneven footing when we reached shalower water was worse going
than the actua passage of the reef rocks. The footing was dippery and thetide tore a my feet. | dipped
severa times and then went completely down, skinning one leg so badly that Harlan had to support me
thelast fiveyards.

Quickly, when he saw the bleeding, he picked me up in hisarms and carried me up the sand to the
edge of thewoods. He dit the trouser leg, baring the nasty gash the length of my shin. My wholeleg
ached from thejar of my fal aswell asthe lacerations. | flt very very tired.

'We must get farther into the woods before the planecar comes back. The wreck will be noticed,'
Harlan said.

‘Leave me here,' | pleaded with him after one glance at the thick underbrush. 'I'm so tired. I'll only
dow you down.'

'My dear lady, | have no intention of leaving you," he said angily.

He tore the deeve from my swesater and bandaged my leg. He was about to pick me up despite my
protests when he froze, his eyes on the shore alittle to the right of us.

| whirled and saw afigure sauntering along the rocky beach, fishing gear draped al over him. The
young man stopped when he saw us and then hurried forward.

'Can you give me a hand, siranger? Harlan caled. "Weve lost our doop and my lady is hurt.’

| thought that his audacity would win out over the odds again. The young man was dmost to uswhen
he stopped short, his mouth open in surprised shock, his body dropping to a crouch as recognition



dawned on him.
'Harlan? he cried, haf questioning, half stating theincredible fact.
It was too much for me and for the only timein my lifel fainted.

CHAPTER FIVE
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Something was burning my throat and my leg was on fire and someone was choking me and | struck
out wildly.

'Sarg, Sara, it'sdl right,’ | heard Harlan say. Opening my eyes, | saw firgt treesal around us, then
Harlan and then the concerned face of the young man from the beach. "We're safe, Sara. Thisis Cire, the
youngest son of my old commandant, Gartly. It'sdl right.’

"You're sure? | asked stupidly, looking at Cire who seemed to me far too young to be as much help
asHarlan's cheerful reassurance implied.

'Here, drink this. He held the metd bottle for me and it was more of the stimulant that had burned my
throat. It was powerful and spread fedling through my arms and stcomach, down to my vitals and my
aching leg. | looked down and this had been bandaged with something white and far more comforting in
appearance than the deeve of my sweater. Ore's fishing jacket was wrapped around me, warm and far
cleaner than anything else | had on.

'l don't want any more of that,’ | assured Harlan as he lifted the bottle to my lips again.

Harlan chuckled. 'Patrol issue is noted for potency.'

'How long have | been out? Of dl the silly thingsto do.'

'Yes, very dlly of you, Harlan agreed amiably. Then both he and Cirelaughed at my expression of
shock. 'That's better.’

He got up.

'‘Now, Sara, we've got to move on. The planecar did come back and saw the wreck. What'll happen
now | don't know. Ore says there's been no mention of my escape, so that planecar may only have been
aroutineflight. But the boat's registry number may come ashore with the wreckage. Then therell surdy
be inquiries made. Ore and | covered our tracks up from the beach to make them think there were no
survivors... or survivor. But | want to get out of Astollaentirely by thetime an officia investigation of the
wreck is made.’

| struggled to my feet.

'You don't likeit, but it'll help,' he added proffering the bottle. | looked at him and then at Ore and
reluctantly stedled mysdlf for another long swig.

I'll bedrunk in notime," | gasped.

"You'll bewaking it off, Harlan retorted.

I'm not exactly sure'wak' iswhat | did. Harlan made me take considerable quantities of that brew
once he felt me shivering through Ore's jacket. | remember not too clearly the eventsfollowing the first
long climb from the shore. | remember putting one foot in front of the other and talking about it. |
remember complaining because | wanted to sit down and no one would let me. | remember being carried
and then | remember fighting with someone because they wanted to put me on aplanecar and | knew
that was not right and | shouldn't get on a planecar and | couldn't get away from Them. Thelast thing |
do remember isHarlan's voice, angry and arguing.

'By the Degp Cave, she's exhausted, that's dl. Naturaly she'staking gibberish. Here, give her to me
aminute’

Someone was shaking me by the shouldersand | kept trying to get free. Then Harlan kissed meand |



managed to focus on his face and redized he was the one holding me.

'Sara, Sara, listen to me. We're safe, we madeit to Gartly's. Go to deep now. It'sal right to deep
now.'

'Well, why didn't someone say s0? | remember saying bad-temperedly. | heard Harlan laugh and
then | did down, gratefully, into dark softness and warmth.

For me, time resumed after my legs stopped moving even in my dreams. | avoke in acomfortable
bed in a pleasantly sunlit room with an indescribably appetizing odor tantaizing me. | sat right up in bed
and looked around, trying to place my surroundings. The wide bed had had another occupant from the
dentsin the pillows besde mine. | decided | had better ignore speculationsin that direction for the
moment.

It might even be afemae Gartly, | told mysdf, having remembered Harlan'sfind wordsto me. This
pleasant blue room with its heavy wooden furnishings was the antithesis of the ingtitution asylum cottage.

A long soft gray robe was draped on the chair nearest the bed which turned my attention on the
nightdress | wore. To my rdlief, it was utilitarian but feminine. Whatever was cooking made me ravenous.
| put on the robe and looking around for a bathroom, stumbled over Harlan's fisher clothes.

"That settlesthat,’ | told mysdlf, both irritated and pleased.

Theddicious odor wasirresgtible and | hurried through the necessary, noticing in passing the mirror
that | had picked up anicetan, and that | had lost my eyebrows and singed my hair shorter in passing the
force screen barrier.

As| opened the bedroom door, | walked out into ahal, half open to the large room on the level
below. Four men were sitting around atable cluttered with the debris of amed. They had been talking
solemnly and their voices died asfirst one, then another man became aware of my presence on the
balcony. The oldest, gray-grizzled man glowered up a mefiercely and started to riseto hisfeet. | was
about to take refuge in the bedroom when Harlan, laden with aplate of food and a mug, backed through
aswinging door from the side of the house.

'Hi there, don't run, Sara," he laughed. ‘Come on down." He noticed Gartly's expression. 'Gartly
frownsto hide atender heart and Jesd," he added, nodding to the man he was passing on hisway to the
table, ‘frowns from unfamiliarity with the light of day.' He set his dishes down and, going to the foot of the
dairs, waited for me to descend. He squeezed my hand reassuringly and led meto thetable.

Hewas an entirdly different person in hisjovidity, in the obvious affection towards two of the men,
Jokan and Jess. The Harlan | had known in the hospitd, tense, frustrated, pensive, the apparently
unconcerned Harlan of the sailboat, had transformed into this admirable stranger with whom | was not at
ease.

The four men rose gravely in turn as Harlan introduced us, bowing formaly, each bow as different as
the character of the man. Gartly gave me a peremptory bow, his mind obvioudy on the business
interrupted by my appearance. His blueing eyes passed over my face with the light dismissal of an older
man for any younger person.

Jokan, and | remembered he was Harlan's brother, was nondescript in appearance, totaly different
from his brother. But his eyes, asparklingly clear blue in hisrough tanned face, had avitdity that
detracted from the common-placeness of hisfeatures. Hisbow was leisurdly as he measured my face, my
body, my legs and looking again into my eyes, hislips echoed the greeting in his brilliant eyes.

Jesd, astocky, chesty man in hislaethirties, wasless courtly, checking me off in hismenta catalogue
aswoman; intelligence unknown; and unnecessary. But it was he who held out my chair.

Cire smiled warmly at me. He resembled hisfather in face and outstripped him in size by half afoot
but with undevel oped breadth. His bow wasjerky, unpracticed, and he flushed boyishly, yanked out of
the fascinating world of men to which he had so recently been admitted, by the arrival of awoman his
senior inyears.

'How'syour leg thismorning? he asked consderately.

'I didn't even remember,’ | laughed, kicking my leg from the full robe.



"That's because you've dept nearly two days,' Harlan laughed. ‘Ore, | appoint you chief server to the
exiled court of Harlan and hope | left enough in the pot to fill avery generous plate for Sara. I've had five
servings, my dear lady,” and | heard Jokan draw his breath in sharply and Jesdl turned around to look at
me queerly, but Harlan continued briskly,'so I'm the guilty oneif thereisn't enough. Y ou should, by rights,
be even hungrier than |, and his light-hearted grin included an ultimate reference to my abstinencefor his
sake.

Ore showed no reluctance to assume his honorary rank and went to get me food. Harlan took up the
conversation he had Ieft to refill hisplate.

'Hindsight, my friends, isof no useto us. We could st here until the Mil come again before that would
solve our problem. Don't think for aminute | haven't run from the caves of Jurasseto the Barren Plains
for believing mysdlf inviolate just because | was Regent. |'ve succeeded in making an absolute fool of
myself and unlessI'm careful about the next move, | shal compound that impression and |ose any chance
whatever of regaining the Regency.

'I've had alot of good luck, lately," his hand touched mineinillustration, ‘and well hopeit holds until
Stannd| can reinforceit. Y ou're sure, Jokan, no one knows of your trip to Astolla?

'I made the decision mysalf on theway to Jurasse and circled the Finger Sea," Jokan reassured him.
He kept looking at me, however, not his brother.

Harlan regarded the mest on hisfork speculatively, then carefully set the piece aside, leaning back in
hischair.

'Now, Jesd has not been closaly connected with me. Gartly and | had that quarrel about sector
assgnments,’ and Harlan's eyestwinkled a Gartly who harrumphed righteoudly. They won't think of
checking on any of you first. We've got to get Council in session to revoke Gorlot's temporary Regency.
Ferrill candoit if we canreach him.'

Jokan and Gartly immediately jumped in to elaborate on the young Warlord's rapid physica decline.
No one had been allowed to see him recently, even such old friends as Gartly and his uncle, Jokan.
Gorlot intercepted every atempt.

'l did get afew wordswith Maxil," Jokan added, 'before that Milbait Samoth came breathing down
my neck. | shall take great delight in kicking that fattail into so tight an orbit he'sesting...'

"Jo," sngpped Harlan, indicating me. Jokan glared at me for the curtailment of hisinvective.

| hadn't been paying too close attention because Cire had brought me the stew. | was eating with
unladylike speed.

'Well,' Jokan continued, 'l wasin the public gardens..."

'Y ou were? How? Jesd exclaimed.

'Moved in with the Sghtseers. Lothara's full of Eclipsers, so...'

'Eclipsewill betomorrow night,’ Harlan said, startled.

‘That's the answer!" Jokan exclaimed.

'Don't be absurd,’ Harlan mocked him. 'l couldn't get within ten feet of the palace wing in any
disguise. With adiscreet darm out for me that would be the most closely watched place on the entire
planet.’

"You don't need to go," Jokan grinned, looking at the faces of hisfriendsto seeif they had guessed his
intention.

"You certainly aren't planning to send Jesd in? Or Ore, or old gray-head here? Harlan jibed and
stopped, turning asthey al did, to look at me. Surprised, | nearly choked on amuch too generous
mouthful. Jokan's grin broadened and he laughed with the gathering momentum of relief and delight.

'Me? Don't beridiculous,' | managed to say over my food. ‘I wouldn't even know...'

Gartly stood up abruptly, ‘Are you mad? Thislittle country girl? We need someone like Maritha....'

'Who is so unknown &t court,” mocked Jokan. '‘Marithawould never do. Her fondnessfor Harlan is
well known.'



It isn't her fondness, Jo, that would worry me,’ Harlan remarked wryly. ‘It'sthe fact that it was at her
table | collapsed under such suspicious circumstances.'

This deflated Gartly into a semishock, for he sat down immediately, hisface rather pale and tight.

'I gather that was never made public,’ Harlan continued quietly. '‘But Saracan't go.'

'Sards perfect,” Jokan went on enthusiagtically, winking at me. "'We can think up some absolutely
idiotic quest for her.’

'‘Quest? | asked.

'With that face, she could passinto Gorlot's very room.’

Itisnot in Gorlot's room that we want her,” Gartly grumbled primly, eyeing me with distaste.

My appetite deserted me.

'‘Aha," Jokan crowed gleefully at Gartly's expense, 'beauty has the key to any room.’

'Now, wait aminute,' | demanded, risng. Harlan put a big hand on my shoulder and gently, but firmly,
resested me.

'Saracan't go. She has risked enough dready,’ he said with quiet authority.

'What's the matter with you, Harlan? Jokan demanded, legping to hisfeet, hiseyesflashing his
irritation. 'lt'sgot to be her. It'sso smple aruseit can't possibly fail. All Eclipsers have theright into the
palace on that night."

"There hasto be someone ese,' | ingsted, now that Harlan was backing me.

"Thereisno one ese we can reach in the short time we have. And it may be shorter than we know,'
Jokan ingsted, turning to glare at his brother. 'Ferrill may be amost completely broken down now, Maxil
wasworried sick. And we know it's not his congtitution that's wesak, it's drugs he's been fed. Y ou know
what drugs can do, Harlan. We've got to reach him and save hislife. Or isthat no longer of primary
importancein your life, Harlan?

Harlan was on hisfedt, the chair crashing to the floor behind him, as he faced his brother, stung,
angry, Slent.

'Stopit,’ | cried, pushing them apart. 'I'll go, Harlan. I've hazarded this much aready. Why not al? |
turned to Jokan once | saw the bunched musclesrelax in Harlan's neck and he ceased to crouch as
though about to spring. 'Jokan, it's as Gartly says. I'm alittle country girl. I've never even beento
Lothara. But if you'l tell me exactly what | haveto do, I'll do my besttodoit.’

Jokan's eyes gleamed down at me and he bowed ceremonioudy to me.

'I' like the country you're from, Lady Sara, if it breeds courage like yours," he said.

Involuntarily | turned for reassurance to Harlan. Did Jokan know of my origin? Harlan had said |
might tell him if anything went wrong. Had Harlan dready done s0? Harlan'simperceptible nod indicated
it was merely Jokan's curious choice of words. He gripped my arm at the elbow.

"There is more at stake, Sara, than just Ferrill'slife, Harlan said persuasively as he pushed me gently
back into my chair. 'Which, any indication to the contrary, means agreat deal to me," he added acidly to
Jokan who shrugged. 'Something very peculiar is happening on Tane if Jesd's report is as accurate as
they dwaysare!

Jokan's eyebrows went up in mockery. 'What's peculiar about awar?

Harlan ignored him. ‘It's absurd to maintain that the Taneswould have initiative enough to revolt.
Those people are no more capable of taking alife or planning acohesverebellion like thisthan a
restoree.’ Harlan's eyesflickered briefly asif he regretted making such a comparison. His hesitation
alowed Jokan to get in another dig.

"You're prejudiced on behalf of your little protegees, Harlan. Y ou haven't seen the damage these
"uninitiative" people of yours have been doing. Ferrill'sthe redl urgency.'

Harlan turned angrily on Jokan. 'It's not prejudice, Jokan, and you should know me better. So drop
that attitude. This supposed uprising masks another purpose. Just asmy al too timely collgpse and
Ferrill's suddenly failing hedlth areindications of aMillishly well-laid plan of far-reaching proportions.



What | cannot understand is Stanndl's lack of suspicion. Surely he of al people must realize something's
dragtically wrong. | cannot conceive him selling out to Gorlot or whoever isbehind thistreachery. But
onething I'm sure of, Lothar standsin greet peril... of Gorlot getting complete authority, if he hasnt
dready; the truth behind the Tane farce and the loss of abrilliant ruler if Ferrill should haveto be
replaced.’

'Hell bereplaced, even if he gets off with hislife," Jokan said dully. 'Hesaruin aready.’

Harlan snapped an angry denia, but there was no support from the others. He turned back to me
with ahint of the desperation | knew so well.

'Sara, | don't think you'd be in any danger. Theideais so smple, the time so accommodating. It has
to beyou.'

In hiseyeswere his concern and hisfear and a desperate plea. His hand, warm on mine, gripped me
reassuringly,

'l hope you know what I'm doing,’ | said anxioudly.

"Y ou know Ferrill, don't you? Jokan put in, impatiently. 'All you haveto doistell him that Harlan is
sane and have him convene an emergency session of Council. | assume," he began acidly, 'Gorlot has
garted no antivirility campaigns of Ferrill.'

Harlan shot him a surprised questioning look which Jokan waved aside, but Jess and Gartly snorted
derisvely so hisreference was known to them.

‘Stannall,’ Jokan continued, ‘will then be able to do what elseisnecessary... if he's dill with us. He
ought to have far lesslovefor Gorlot than we!'

"There's no other way to get to Ferrill? | asked plaintively.

'Our faces are known. Y oursis not. In the guise of say, the Searcher,’ Jokan improvised and |
remembered that Harlan had called me his Searcher, 'you can gain entrance into the public garden. Slip
into the palace wing and up to Ferrill'sroom.’

'No," Harlan diasgreed on the last detail hastily. Y ou said Trenor was deeping with him to prevent
another one of these so-called attacks?

Yes'

'Wdll, Ferrill will haveto attend the Starhall festivities, won't he?

If hecanwak.'

Then Sarawill have afar better cover in that crowd than trying to find her way to Ferrill'srooms.’

It'sdl very well to make her a Searcher, provided you can find acostume at thislate date, Gartly
grumbled, 'but how are weto get into Lotharaat dl! Had that entered your glib plans?

Harlan and Jokan exchanged glances.

'l do have the planecar,’ Cire suggested. ‘And I'm not too well known.’

‘Shecanfly in hersdlf,’ Jokan said essily.

| grabbed at Harlan'sarm. Sail | could, fly no.

I don't fly," I blurted out.

'What? Jokan looked at me startled.

‘Never needed to. Lived in Jurasse,’ | mumbled and then looked frantically at Harlan for support.

Theonegirl out of how many thousands who never learned to fly when she reached legd age,’ Jokan
said exasperated.

And Harlan wanted me to go right into the middle of the palace. I'd |ast three steps inside the gardens
and make another inadvertent mistake.

'I'd be glad to escort her,’ Ore repeated and then blushed, 'if Harlan permits?

I permit dl right, but | just wish there were some way we could dl get into Lothara.'

'‘Aswell wish you had amap to the Mils system,’ Jess sngpped gloomily.

'If she'sto get into the palace wing at dl,' Gartly put in,'she can go in no shoddy affair. It must bea



rich gown or sheld be turned away.'

"That can be obtained in town, Harlan remarked easily, dismissing this objection. Gartly stalked out
of the room, hisface reflecting pain and anger.

Harlan watched him leave, shrugged and turned to rummage on atable for adate of waxy substance
and apointed stylus. Sitting next to me, he rapidly sketched inasmall plan of the giant Sructure that was
the capitol building, war office and palace of Lothar. Except that it resembled an unrimmed, unevenly
gpoked whed, itsfunction put mein mind of the Pentagon and the unredlity of this adventure bore down
on me again. | had no chance for speculation because Harlan demanded my compl ete attention as he
described my route.

Onewing of the enormous building was devoted exclusvely to the quarters of the Warlord'sfamily,
intimates and servants. Between the spokes were extensive gardens. Only the ones adjacent to the
palace wing were fenced in and guarded. Into one of these gardens | must gain entrance. While Jokan
and Jesd listened absently to what was common knowledge, Harlan explained in detail what 1 would
have to know.

'Get to the point, get to the point,’ Jokan urged impatiently once.

‘Sara has never been to Lothara before and it's easy to become confused in the dark of the double
Eclipse. We can't afford any mistakes,' Harlan replied camly and proceeded with my orientation. Jokan
contented hims=lf by noisly foraging in the kitchen.

Once | wasin the gardens, | wasto make my way to any one of the ground floor bal conies, enter the
room it adjoined and let mysdlf into the corridor. The personnel of the lowest floor changed so constantly
| was unlikely to be questioned. Minor courtiers would undoubtedly al be dancing attendance on their
sponsorsin the Starhdl. | would follow the corridor to the Hub which was the Starhall on the fourth level.
| would endeavour to get close enough to Ferrill to give him my message. Once that was accomplished, |
would merely retrace my steps and join Jokan at the 'Place of Birds. Any passenger cab would speed
me there over the confusion of the celebrating. If, however, | did not see Ferrill and my presence was
being noticed, | was to come back to the apartment and they would try something else.

| had to agree to the plan's smplicity, but | could not help worry that any plan undergoesrevisonin
performance.

'If you find yoursdlf in any trouble, Sara,’ Harlan remarked, reading my mind, 'give them one of your
beautiful smilesand | doubt their mindswill remain on the question.’

'Oh, nonsense," | snapped.

Jokan and Jesd grinned knowingly to my further embarrassment.

'What will her quest be? asked Jesd.

"Well, to get her into the gardensin case there is extra guard on duty, she can ask for alesf of the
Burning Shame plant. That's near the paace wing," Jokan suggested. 'Oncein the palace, she can say she
needs atoken from Ferrill to prove she has been claimed. She needsimmunity againgt apriest she
doesn't like. I've seen that one used often enough to know it's accepted. Jokan's grin to Harlan and Jesd
made me suspect that ruse had adouble meaning | couldn't understand.

There were too many cryptic remarks passed and references that puzzled me. Had | known then
what Ferrill told me much later | doubt | would ever have consented to be a Searcher. My ignorance of
the true story served mewell, | admit, and I'm sure Harlan's neglect in teling mewasintentiond. The
Searcher was an higtorically documented lady of good clan who had become separated from her lover
during aMil raid. She refused to believe he had been taken, and wandered over the planet, looking for
him, constantly in danger of being captured either by a priest who coveted her or by the Mil. She would
reward those who sheltered her with jewels. Eventually the priest caught up with her. In thejoyous
festival interpretation, the girl who played the Searcher very often suggested to amae friend that he be
the priest to whom she surrendered hersdlf after atoken chase. Moralswere totally different on Lothar.
Female continence over a prolonged period was unfavorably viewed since women were expected to
bear as many children as possible to replace a population constantly lost to the Mil or the exigencies of



Petrol. Family continuity semmed from the distaff side with the notable exception of the Warlordship.

‘Let'shope, Jokan leered humoroudy, clearing his face when he caught Harlan's expression, ‘there
aren't other priests a ong the way who want to claim her.’

"That iswhy her costume isimportant,” Gartly growled as he re-entered the room, carrying awooden
box with stiff tenderness. Helaid it on the table and with dow hands uncovered it, looking at the contents
for along moment before he stepped back for usto see. Jokan and Harlan exchanged glances and
Harlan gripped the old man's shoulder in unspoken gratitude. He later told me the costume had belonged
to Gartly's beloved wife.

| saw only thetissue-fragile fabric, degp greens and golds, the heavy ornate jewds, the intricately
strapped sandals and the voluminous folds of the glossy emerad-green cloak.

'Why, it'sthe most beautiful thing I've ever seen,’ | gagped, touching the dresslightly asif it might fall
to pieces.

Gartly grumbled something under his breath and then |eft the room with quick steps.

| suppose our concentration on the plansto enter the paace and Gartly's unexpected, touching offer
had engrossed us. The sound of aknock on the door, at any rate, came like the kndll of terror. We all
whirled to the door asif it had become dangerous. Cire looked expectantly at Harlan who motioned him
to answer even as Harlan edged quickly back to the kitchen.

"Who knocks? asked Cire with scarcely aquiver in hisyoung voice.

'Sinndll, Cire," and before Cire could answer, the door siwung open.

If Sinndl had waited but an instant more before entering, Harlan would have reached the safety of the
kitchen. Asit was, hewasdirectly in Sinnall's vision and his hand dropped from the door to hisknife belt.

Isit redly Harlan? Sinndl gasped. He didn't wait for confirmation but snagpped to attention, saluting
smartly. 'Second Leader Sinndll, Sir, reporting.”

| could fed thetenson leavetheroom asif swept out by abrisk wind. Cire, laughing nervoudy, threw
an arm around the young officer.

'I appreciate the gesture, Second,’ Harlan said with agrin, returning the salute, ‘even though | am no
longer acting as Regent.' He beckoned to Sinnall to join the group around the table.

'My father served with you in Quadrant Five, Sir," he remarked gravely, coming forward. 'He was
Ndlis, Firg Prime.

Harlan grinned. 'l recall it as being the other way round," he remarked and was rewarded by Sinndl's
tentative samile.

'l can see now why thereisan emergency at Lothar,’ Sinnall said, and held out to Harlan atiny date.

Harlan glanced at it, his eyebrowsraisng in surprise. With aburst of relieved laughter, he passed it to
Jokan.

'My luck isholding," he practicaly crowed. 'Sinndl, asaloyd officer in this degpy uneventful little
community, has been ordered to bring aloyal picked section to Lotharaon specia duty.

"Why should that change plans? Jesd asked, reaching for the date from Jokan.

'‘Because our orders are to report not later than noon tomorrow at Central Barracks for assgnment. |
can think of no better place for Harlan at the moment than right in the midst of the men trying to keep him
out of Lothara'

That'll get usdl in," Jokan said, grinning broadly.

'‘Anyone know of your orders? asked Harlan.

'l only got them an hour ago,’ Sinnall replied, ‘and | wanted to press Ore into section duty. | know
he's loyd.

"To you and Ferrill, that'swhat Sinnal means,’ Cire interjected, hisface intense with pridein hisfriend.
'Yes, gr,' Sinnall replied earnestly. ‘I know what happens to officers who complain about the new
Regent and the odd things that are happening. That'swhy I'm here,' and he grimaced in such away that |

redlized his present post was aform of military exile.



'Wéll, your orders do specify a"loya" section,' Harlan said with amirthless laugh, 'but they do not
state to whom, do they?

Sinndll, relaxing even more in Harlan's presence, began to grin broadly.

'No, sr. Andif | can find uniformsto fit, I'm going to volunteer al of you hereas"loyd".'

'Room to stow my lady on thetrip? asked Harlan.

My relief that he had undoubtedly abandoned the original ideanow that Sinndl’s presence indicated
Harlan would, after dl, be ableto get into Lothara, was short lived.

Sinnal considered me with surprise. ‘Why, | think so.'

'l hope s0. | don't wish to leave her behind,' Harlan remarked. 'And Jokan, not you. Y ou take
yoursdlf and your planecar and plan an accident in the Jurassan Hills.

Y ou've got to have areason for returning to Lothara, completely unconnected with me. Gartly, Ore,
Jesd and | will bethe section. Y ou wait for Saraat your place. Even if you are watched, Sarais
unknown and your philandering islegend.’

Jokan objected strenuoudly to being excluded but wasfindly convinced he could not bein the
Section.

'‘Why don't | just take Sarawith me now? I'd better use tonight to cover my return and give metime
for an accident. | could then take her on to Lothara'

Harlan shook his head. ‘No, Sara stayswith me.’

‘Brother, I'm not about to...'

'She stays. | have my reasons,’ he reasserted so firmly that Jokan shrugged and pressed no further.

Wheat remained of the day was spent in getting uniforms and making what aterations we could to get
areasonablefit. Not even the largest issue jacket accommodated Harlan's breadth of shoulder. The cuffs
were hafway up hisarm and, even when | had let down thedeeveadl | could, it hung unmilitarily high
above hisbig hand. Sinnal decided that regulation issue would be too skimpy for Harlan'sframein any
event and the discrepancies would pass as back-country inefficiencies. The assorted ages and sizes of the
four men identified them as provincids. Gartly, with darkened hair and aday's growth of beard, would
not resemble the correct old soldier.

Cire sprinkled awhite powder in Harlan's dark hair and with the lack of eyebrows (his, too, had been
singed in the barrier crossing), an unmilitary shamble and douched shoulders, he looked amazingly unlike
himself. He even demongtrated the witless expression he could assume whenever necessary.

Hunger and fatigue vied for first place in my attention by late evening and, when someone
remembered to get some dinner, | could barely eat for weariness.

'Sara, you've barely rested,’ Harlan said with concern. ‘It's just aswell she doesn't haveto be
Searcher tomorrow. Sheld fall adeep,’ he laughed gently.

'l ill think it'sagood plan,’ Jesd grumbled.

'Sinndl's orders give us a better opportunity. | prefer to take my own risks," Harlan said to silence
him. He helped me rise and escorted me up the gairs. 'I'll be right back," he assured Gartly and Jesd who
looked after us knowingly.

My face must have been burning when | got into the privacy of the room. | heard Harlan closing the
door, but dl I could see was the big double bed. All | redlly wanted wasto deep. And certainly if the
boat was neither time nor place, neither was this with those men downgtairs. My expression must have
shown my thoughts, for Harlan took one look at my face and chuckled.

He took off my robe and led me to the bed, tucking mein.

'Seep, dear my lady, iswhat you need right now," he said softly. "And | am relieved you do not need
to go to the palace. That was too dangerous. Too dangerous, though Jokan's reasoning was good. He
does not know, Sara. Sleep.’

| did.



CHAPTER SIX
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Harlan woke me, gently shaking my shoulder. At first the Sght of astranger in uniform bending over
me was frightening until | recognized Harlan through the powdered hair.

'Fool you? he grinned.

‘Scared me witless,' | grinned back, casting a glance at the dented pillow beside me.

'Well? he dared me, 'there are only three bedrooms here and | want it plain how matters stand
between us. Remember, dear my lady, on this planet it is considered an honor to share the Regent's bed.’

'I don't want to bein Gorlot'sbed,' | smirked at him wickedly.

'Neatly said,' he said respectfully, but till grinning. 'Now rise and dress or I'll make something more
of that,' and he indicated the bed. 'After all, Sara, we dept together like innocent babes for who knows
how long?

Redlizing mysdlf topped, | gestured him out of the room. It took me alittle while to figure out the
closures on the green gown. | heartily wished for the smplicity of the zipper. Strange how esslly |
assumed in amental leap that Earth would be able to supply Lothar with zipperswhen | could hardly
understand the spatial distances between the two planets. Paper would be aboon, too, | continued in my
mental perambulations, instead of the cumbersome Babylonique dates. | wasjust picking up the cloak
when Harlan knocked again. | opened the door to him, the heavy jewdry clinking, tinkling with my
movement. Harlan looked at me with awondering expression on hisface. He stepped quickly in the
room, closing the door behind him.

‘Didnt | putit on right? | asked with a pang of doubt. ‘I know it took the longest time. | had to figure
things out. Oh, for the lowly zipper.'

Harlan began to smile, dowly.

"You are very different asthe Searcher, dear my lady, he said dowly.

Peased with the sincerity of hisadmiration, | pivoted on my toes, only to find myself locked in his
arms, hisface and eyes unbdievably stern.

‘Areyou ill the girl who starved hersdf for me? The girl who sailed meto safety? Or areyou...!

'Harlan, welve along trip,' Jesd yelled from below.

Harlan's tone had become dmost savage, his arms around metight and crud.

I'm ill Sara, no matter what | wear,' | whispered, Startled.

'Sara... who?

‘Saraof Egtril, Odern Cave, Jurasse,’ | whispered, scared.

"Were coming,' Harlan roared, turning his head briefly toward the door.

I thought he would release me but, holding me moretightly still, he bent his head and kissed mewith
rough and demanding lips. | seemed to sink inside him, held up only by hisarms, knowing only the redlity
of hisbruisng mouth.

'HARLAN," Jesd bellowed and we both heard his steps on the wooden staircase.

'A map of how to get to Jokan's, from the Barracks airfield,' Harlan said hurriedly in alow voice,
thrusting atiny date in my hand. 'Anyone esewould know. It'snot far.’

He opened the door just as Jesd reached it. It was now Jesd'sturn to stare at me.

‘Well, well." He looked nervoudy a Harlan. That's what kept you.'

With asmuch dignity as| could muster because | was still trembling, | gave both men a haughty look
and swept out of the room.



Gartly was sitting facing the stair as we descended and he sprang to hisfeet, knocking the stool over.
Hisface was completely expressionless. At firdt, | thought he must be equally struck speechless by my
transformation. He turned without aword and |eft the house. | stared after him, hurt.

"The costume was hiswife's, Harlan remarked gently. 'She, too, waslovely.'

Y oung Sinnall appeared in the door and bowed low. Aswe |eft the house, Ore came round the side
of the house, and he too bowed.

‘A lot better than stolen fishermen's clothes, hmmm? | said.

That isthetruth,’ Ore said, hiseyeswide.

'Hey, wheré's my breakfast? | demanded, stopping dead on the path outside the front door.

'Here,' laughed Harlan, holding up ametd bottle and asmall package, cloth wrapped. 'I'll never let
you starve again," he remarked, cocking an eyebrow at me.

"Will you two stop that and let's get off the ground? Jesd snapped, irritably. 'It'sathree-hour trip
from this cave-forsaken stretch of soil.'

Laughing, | followed them down to the landing circle wherethe waiting officia planecar idled its
rotors. Sinnd|l had rigged a seet of sortsfor mein the luggage area, gpologizing profusdly for the cramped
accommodations. Ore announced that he would take the uncomfortable seat until such timeaswe
encountered officia traffic. Consequently | saw agreat ded of such landmarks as the immense pit
quarries of South Moatlina, for Ore had been done in Gartly's house near Astollaand had taken us south,
away from prying inquiries about the wrecked boat. | saw the oil fields of Wingar and finally the city of
Adollaitsdf and the ddtawe had nearly landed on. Northward into the mountains of Lothar the ship
climbed.

| realized that Lothar had been lucky in several respects. acommon enemy to uniteit early inits
history and the geographical accident which linked itstwo largest land masses from the north pole to the
sxty-sixth paralel. At this point the continents split and rapidly separated east and west, leaving agreen
ocean between their land legs, dotted with severd large idands and driblets of idesin the southern
hemisphere. The eastern continent, over which we flew, was more mountainous and larger, the western
one, avad ralling plain ringed with bluffs and precipices, periodicaly penetrated by navigable riversand
deep lagoons. The western seawas shdlow, spiked with tiny idands, degpening finadly into agresat
crevasse of severd thousand sguare miles before the sprawling arm and exaggerated peninsular fist of the
eastern continent pouted seaward.

Used as | was to the ribbons of roads seen from the air on Earth, it struck me that Lothar had |eapt
from primitive whedlsto aform of jet plane, thanksto the accommodating Mil. The only roads were foot
trails, snce most transportation, even by the poorer farmers, was done by air. Land wastoo vauable to
be used up in wasteful roads when the whole sky was open for travel. During thetrip | was congtantly
amazed by the gigantic craft that carried freight and dmost fragile vehicles that transported asingle
passenger: hummingbirds and vultures.

I missed, however, what | had hoped most to see: an airborne view of Lothara. The excessive
number of aircars above Lothara, officid and civil, flying at distressing proximity, necessitated my retreet
behind the curtain. Sinnall answered and satisfied severd officia summonses before he made aturninto a
pattern at the Centra Barracks landing field. Here again, we unexpectedly encountered another touch of
the fabulous stresk of luck Harlan enjoyed.

The one unsettled detail was how | was to make my way from the Barracks airstrip to the city without
detection.

Sinndl had suggested that | remain hidden until nighttime, which meant along stretch of hours, waiting
behind the hot cloth.

I had my directions tucked in the top of my dress and was startled when our planecar was waved off
an obvioudy overcrowded fidld and directed to an auxilary civil fied.

'As soon asthereis no one around, you can just jump out,' Jesd remarked to me through the curtain.

'Get an aircab to Place of Birds, Sara," Harlan suggested and passed in asmall bag of coins.



| hed it gingerly in my hand, acidly commenting to mysdlf that it did me agreat ded of good. | had
absolutely no ideawhich coin of thisrealm meant how much. Just another little oversight. | would be so
glad to get to Jokan's. | presumed there would be food in hislarder, and | was hungry again. Once on the
fidd, it seemed we took forever parking and three times Sinnall gave someone ordersto read and | heard
each member of the unofficia section grumble out his name and a batch of numbers. Harlan, | remember,
gavethe name of Landar, in astupidly high-pitched voice that dmaost got me giggling.

Finaly, | heard Snnall give the order to debark.

Harlan thrust his head back of the curtains.

'Gold coins are worth more, the larger the better. Silver, the larger, are aloy-mixed and worth less.
Take care, dear my lady," he whispered and cupping my head with one large hand, kissed me on thelips
with sweet speed. | heard him ddliberately bumbling out of the planecar and then the retresting cadence
cdls

| dipped into the front of the ship and looked cautioudy over the windowsllls. Therewas much
coming and going on the field and many women among the men. Reassured | climbed out of the planecar.
It was easy to guess which way was the entrance by following the direction of the crowd of brightly
costumed Eclipsers. | strode forward confidently.

'‘Areyou clamed, lady? amae voice asked in my ear and whirling, startled, | saw amedium-tall man
amiling hopefully & me.

'Yes, | most certainly am,’ | said and turning, left him standing there.

Two more offers by not as promising companions made me hover closeto alarge party of mixed
revelersuntil | reached the gates. The women were alowed to pass quickly, but each man wasforced to
show identification and every tal man was drawn aside. The hunt was on for someone answering
Harlan's description.

The novdty of being accosted by admiring maleswore off before | got to the next busy street. There
were plenty of planecars, but they were al aoft and | had no ideahow one signaled them. | supposel
should have asked someone, but | had been so long away from people, al sorts and sizes of people, that
faces and forms were entertaining to me. Not so entertaining were shadowy figures at the edge of the
masses of revelers: blowsy drunken creatures, beggars with hideous purple scars, whining their pless.
The section bordering the airfield was obvioudy poor and | followed the flow of the crowd towardsthe
center of the city. Gradualy the poor buildings gave way to pleasanter areas of spiraling walks,
connecting fluted colonnaded buildings in muted colors. Guards were stationed at crossroads and they
congtantly stopped the taller maefiguresin any group. | smiled to mysdlf at the secret joke that Harlan
had entered in an official car and been welcomed royaly.

| came, findly, into the Great Bazaar, an enormous square with a central park, comprised of
successively larger squares of shops, one outside the other, like the top view of a child's nest of blocks.
Only the stores were staggered so that, through the separating dleys, one caught enticing glimpses of
other treasures. | wandered through the crowds, wide-eyed at the fascinating stores, trying to imagine the
purpose of this or that; trying on in my mind the gorgeous dresses. | decided that the jewels | wore were
better than many on display and my dress more becoming.

Thirsty, | stopped at a beverage stand of which there were many, some of the air of permanence,
some obvioudy holiday-rigged.

When the counterman looked expectantly for my order, | redlized | couldn't ask for lemonade or
Coke. For amoment | could only stare at himidioticaly.

Suddenly, hands covered my eyes. Frantic, | grabbed at them.

'‘Guess who? an eager young voice whispered in my ear.

Thinking it was only an Eclipse game, | relaxed.

I'm not good at guessing-games;' | replied findly.

The hands dropped asif my skin had burned them.

'l beg, | beg your pardon, lady," a sammering voice gpologized.



| turned and looked up along expanse of white overshirt before | came to the boyish face. Therewas
ashocked surprisein his eyes and an apped for understanding the boy did not expect to find. He was
about sixteen, | guessed, and hisframe had shot up before he could accumulate the flesh to cover it. It
gave him an angular avkwardness; a bag-of-bones gppearance to his clothes and an obvious inferiority.
His gray eyes regarded me with an unspoken pleanot to scorn him. He reminded me so of my brother,
Seth... and someoneelse | couldn't place. .. but he did remind me of Seth at his gawky stage. It wasthis
qudity, this puppyish wistfulnessthat caught my sympathy.

‘I mistook you, Lady Searcher. Redly | did and | was so pleased the Lady Fara... | mean..." and he
trailed off amlesdy.

Quickly I put my hand on hisarm to reassure him, for he seemed about to take off into the crowd.

'No harm done. Thisis Eclipse, isn'tit? And, truly, | am flattered to be mistaken for the Lady Fara.'

A brief eagernessflared in his eyes and he looked asif he were about to smile, but hisface turned
unnaturadly meture.

'Please, buy me adrink and think no more of it,' | said quickly. 'Something... light,' | added,
indicating two drunken carousers with distaste.

The smileflickered again and was replaced with aguarded expression.

"Two cornades,” he said to the counterman, tossing a coin to the fellow.

‘Thank you, lord, have asafe Eclipse.

The young boy handed me my drink with the polished grace of a courtier, totally out of character for
hisage.

It was afruit concoction, tart and cold, and just what | had my mouth set for. We stood at one side of
the crowded stand, saying nothing because | could think of nothing to say.

At the opposite end of this bazaar mall, there was a sudden commotion, indistinguishable shouts, a
gtartled milling of people and then atrio pushed into view. They were not very sober but not drunk
enough to extenuate their obstreperous actions. The first man, arough enormous fellow, charged with the
ferocity of an angry gorilla, hisarms pushing way past those who did not move aside quickly enough. He
looked from right to left, head thrust forward, bellowing at the top of hisvoice.

‘Maxil, whereisthat little runt? Maxil, come here or I'll break you. Maxil? Maxil!' Histwo
companions followed, likewise ydling for the missing Maxil, siopping people and demanding to know
wherethis Maxil was.

| turned to my young man and found him missing from my side, just asthe gorillacharged up to the
stand, beckoning violently to the counterman.

'He was with the lady amoment ago,' the man volunteered, not looking a me, but obvioudy
frightened.

Thelout turned on me, hisliquor-heavy bregth offensive, his sweating body odorous. He put his
hands on my shoulders and started to shake me.

'Get your filthy hands off me, you stupid bully,’ | said, seething with anger at thisinsult. 'l said, get
your filthy hands off me,' | repeated ditinctly in the quiet that had falen on the mdl. Thereis some quality
to righteous anger that has great strength in compelling obedience. He did remove his hands, swaying in
front of me, while histhick drunken sensestook in the import of what | had said.

"Who do you think you are? the drunk asked.

'Maxil thought shewasthe Lady Fara," the counterman said timidly. | shot him alook | hoped would
dlence him completely.

'Fara? Fara here,' the sot said, blinking a me, trying to see me clearly. 'C'mere, Lort," he beckoned
histwo cronies. 'Isthis Fara?

The other two peered a me, hemming mein againgt the counter.

'Never seen her,’ the one not named said. His breath was vile.

'Can't see anything here,' Lort complained.



'He," and the drunk's finger jerked at the counterman,'said she was with Maxil. Everyone knows
Maxil's sweet on Fara. Not that it'll do her any good.' He cackled at his own wit.

Before | redized what would happen, the gorillahad thrown his cloak over my head and | was
hoisted to his shoulders. | kicked, | scratched, | screamed, and then someone hit me on the head.

When | cameto my senses, it took me afew minutesto recall what had last happened. My head
ached and my jaw and my armsfelt sticky. | think it was aconcern for the beautiful dress Gartly had lent
me that sung meinto full consciousness.

| was sprawled on alarge bed in an elegantly furnished but barren-looking room. Somewhere beyond
thewindows agrest dedl of shouting, screaming, laughing and sSinging was going on. | rose, carefully
because of my headache, and walked to the window. Below melay beautiful gardens, fairylands of
casudly riotous blooms, spilling onto the winding paths, nudging againg avariety of unusud trees,
enhancing stonework and sculpture. Beyond the delicate metd filigree | could see the throngs of revelers
and another wing of the building.

It took very little intelligence for meto assumel wasin the palace itsdlf.

'In Gorlot'sroom? | asked mysdlf feding very droll and wondering what | did now.

Y esterday everything had seemed very smple. This morning the plan had been foolproof. | sighed
and fdt like crying, but that would hurt my head more.

| did seek out the bathroom and washed my face and arms. | also dabbed at the stains | found on my
lovely robes. When | heard acommotion outside, | hesitated briefly, wondering if alocked bathroom
might not be preferable to what | would find in the room. | recognized one raucous laugh as belonging to
the drunken gorillaand that decided me not to play the coward.

Hewasthere, al right, propelling my young friend of the beverage stand into the room, roaring with
vulgar laughter. | picked up ahairbrush | saw on the dressing table, hefting the handle, glad it was metd.

'Y ou drunken Milrouser, how dareyou,' | cried, and both turned toward me.

The ghastly sick look on the boy's face enraged me as did hisincredul ous expression when he saw
metearing into the gorilla

'How dare you kidnap me? This may be Eclipse, but there are limitsto what is done. Get out of here,
get out of here and leave usadone!’

| am absolutely positive | was never so mad beforein my life. Not even the timethe Travis boystried
their dirty tricks on an innocent twelve-year-old Sarain their father's old barn. He had taken care of them
with arazor strop and | took care of this oaf with ameta hairbrush.

If he had been sober, | should never have succeeded, but he and histwo cohorts were definitely
drink-fuddled and their reactions, for they did swing out to hit me, too dow for me. They howled when
the metal brush contacted their arms and faces, and they backed out of the bedroom. | didn't haveto
chase them across the living room. | stood in the bedroom doorway and threw whatever came to hand.
As soon asthey had exited into the hall beyond, | raced over to the outside door and dammed it shut,
swinging aheavy bolt in place.

The boy, Maxil, for | was sure it was he, stood, open-mouthed with admiration, looking at me.

| mastered the trembling in my body, got back my breath and grabbed an applelike fruit from a bowl
on the table by the door.

'Who wasthat? | asked the boy who had started to come over to me, hiseyes till shining with his
respect.

He stopped at my question and pointed inanely at the door. 'Y ou didn't know that was Samoth?

‘Samoth? No, why should I?1've never had the misfortune to meet him before.’ | took a huge bit out
of the applefruit. It occurred to methat | would probably never not be hungry again. Most of my waking
timefor the last few days had been consumed by eating something.

‘Wait'll | get that counterman,’ | continued wrath-fully. ‘Just wait. D'you realize he tattled on you to
that oaf?



'I guessed held haveto,” Maxil said softly, sadly, looking down at his feet.

'Why? | asked angrily. 'Iseveryonein this city scared of atrio of drunken bullies?

Maxil found his ornate sandd very interesting.

"They have reason to be. Y ou must come from out of the city," he added, looking up a me quickly
and then away.

‘Jurasse,’ | replied. They thought | wasthe Lady Fara.'

He looked up guiltily, flushing. "The counterman overheard us, | guess. I'm awfully sorry. It was my
mistaking you for the Lady Farathat got you into al thistrouble and now you'l..." hischin quivered and
he turned away abruptly, striding to the window, hiswhole figure sunk with dgection.

‘Now I'll what? | urged, trying to keep my impatience out of my voice.

I can't say it. But it isjust horrible you've been dragged here like this. Samoth and the othersl| be
back and they'll... they'll..."he turned toward me again, his face blotched with an effort to keep back
tears.

They'll what, Maxil? | said, going to himin my distressat his conflict.

They'll say... I'm... impotent,’ and with that final dragged-out word he turned back to the windows,
apathetic young man.

"W, of al the despicable, nasty-minded, indecent, incredible things,' | said, beginning softly and
ending with full vent to my indignation.

The echo of another scene came faintly to my earsand | recalled how | had helplessly overheard my
four older brothers taunting Seth because he had been unable to 'make it with one of the town tarts.
Even at fourteen | had known how crud and inhibiting such taunting was. | had been completely unable
to help Seth, but in hisname| could try and help this boy.

| took Maxil by the hand and pulled him over the low couch.

'‘Well, areyou? | asked him point-blank.

He flushed. 'Wdll, | have,' he said tentatively. 'But not when they're around.’

'l should hope not. There are some thingsin thisworld that should be done at the proper time and
place, in privacy.' And then |, too, was blushing furioudy. All | could think of was my unfortunate
borrowing of one of Marian's phrases and the circumstances under which he had said it.

'Aw, now don't say you haven't heard what they're saying about me? Maxil said, hisface till not
quite resigned to tears. 'Gorlot'sgot it al planned. As soon as he kills Ferrill off, hell have me denounced
as unmanly and put that fat-assed gut-stuffer Fernan in as Warlord-elect.’

‘Rills Ferrill? | gasped.

'He'sso sick and it's not his condtitution. The Harlan clanis not weskening,” Maxil exclamed with
pathetic emphasis.

'No, it's not Ferrill's congtitution. He's been drugged.’

"That'swhat I've been trying to..." Maxil gasped and turned to look a me with startled eyes, 'how did
you know?

I know. And further, they drugged Harlan, too."

Maxil stared at me. He looked &t the bolted door. Nervously, he got up and went to the living-room
bal cony, opening the door and looking out suspicioudy, before coming back to Sit besde me again.

'l told mysdlf that must have been what happened,’ he said in ahoarse whisper. ‘Areyou sureit's
true?

'I'm positive. And furthermore,’ | continued, 'he's no longer drugged. He'sfree and hel'sin thiscity.'

Maxil stared a me asif he thought | had gone mad or he wasn't hearing properly. He blinked rapidly
at me, swallowed, his Adams apple bobbing just like Seth's did when he was nervous.

'If you'rejust saying this," he growled in atight, angry voice, 'if you'rejust sayingthis... to... to... |
can dill usemy authority to...’

| put my hand on hisarm, catching his eyes and holding his attention.



‘Maxil, I'm telling you thetruth.’

Gradudly hisface changed as heredlized | meant what | said. Hope, concern and then despair
crossed hisface. Groaning, he turned from me, again lost in gpathy.

It'stoo late,’ he said sadly. 'It'sjust too late. And besides,’ he turned back to me again, his eyes
gparkling with anger and a sternness incongruous with his youth, 'you shouldn't go around saying that
where just anyone could hear you.' He gestured wildly, at the bacony, and the bedroom and the hdll
door, asif overgrown ears would come legping out of the stonework to us.

I'msaying it toyou.'

'How do you know Gorlot doesn't have me under control? he argued violently.

| found mysalf speaking softer and softer in an unconscious effort to tone him down.

'Well, | doubt he doesif he makes such degrading assertions about you. Besides, Jokan said you
were terribly worried about Ferrill. Y ou said you hated Samoth. Well, if Harlan gets the Regency back,
you get rid of Samoth. All I've got to do isto get to Ferrill and tell him what's happened and have him
convene the Council

Maxil regarded me asif | had lost my senses.

That'sdl you haveto do. Get to Ferrill and tell him to convene the Council,’ he repeated as if
reasoning with anidiot. That'sal!" Again the broad dramatic gestures.

I'minthe palace, aren't |? Ferrill lives here, doesn't he?

It had occurred to me, suddenly, and | felt rather dense it took me so long to wake up to the
opportunity, that | was in the paace and | might just aswell put into effect Plan A.

'‘And Ferrill will have to appear in the Starhd| tonight if he canwalk,' | rattled on. 'And | presume you
can get into the Starhal | ?

'Yes,' Maxil agreed, paying strict attention to me now. 'Yes, | can, and he has to appear.' He
stopped, dazed, and then hisface lit up, his shoulders straightened and his chin jerked forward. The
frightened, humiliated boy disappeared and the young man stood in his place.

'Do you redize what you've said? Maxil asked me. 'Do you realize?

'I gather you'rerdieved,' | said drally.

'Reieved, relieved, RELIEVED!" he chorused dramaticdly. 'l fed divefor thefirg timein twelve
months. Nearly awhole year!" he assured me, hooking hisfingersin his belt and striding up and down the
floor.

'Inthat casg, isthere any way you can get me some dinner? | asked as my stomach impolitely made
NOISES.

'Dinner? Certainly. Certainly,' he said expansvely. He went to the door, shot the bolt free, and
swung the door open. 'Guard,’ he said with aswagger in hisvoice, 'l want dinner for two in my rooms.'

| got aglimpse of the startled face of the guard who saluted doppily just as Maxil swung the door
closed again.

'I'd bolt the door again, if | were you. I'm not sure | want to tangle with Samoth when he's cold
sober,’ | remarked.

Maxil was not so overconfident asto forget his conditioned response to Samoth in ahaf-hour'stime.
Indecison showed in hisface.

'Look, my friend,' | said serioudy, 'I'm glad the news of Harlan relieves you, but let's not overdo it
until we can get word to Ferrill and start things rolling to get Gorlot and Samoth out of power.'

'Oh," Maxil said breezily, 'Samoth was dead drunk. Helll go annoy some of the ladies before he
comes back here. And then helll come in with awhole bunch of his clan and tease me. But hewon't be
back till he's sober. And by that time, well be gone!" Maxil's eyes flashed with determination. Then he
pivoted towards me again.

‘Just where is Harlan?

"To tell the honest truth, | don't know. And maybe I'd better not tell you any more than | aready



have.

‘But..." Maxil urged, not to be denied reassurance, '... how did you know he was drugged? | mean,
how did you get him... out...'

Thetimid knock at the door interrupted him. He looked at me, eyes scared.

'Dinner,’ | whigpered to him and then, with sudden inspriation, nestled againgt his side, twining one of
hislong arms around my shoulders.

'‘Come,’ Maxil said, hisvoice not quite breaking, his arm crushing my shoulders as he awkwardly
returned my embrace.

I must say he made a convincing show of someone inconveniently interrupted. A single man entered, a
mousy fellow, clad in agreen gpron. He bowed nervoudly.

'‘What did you wish for dinner, Lord Maxil?

‘Storner, | want a nice dinner. What had you in mind, Lady..." and he stopped, redlizing he didn't
know my name.

'My nameis Sara, darling,’ | said, pouting plaintively. '‘Had you forgotten, after..." and | trailed off. |
thought Maxil would explode with laughter. Fortunately his face was turned from the waiter. 'And I'm
famished. All | want isfood.'

Two of the best... whatever you're serving Gorlot," and Maxil spat the name out. From the
expression on Storner'sface, he had missed nothing | intended to imply. Nor Maxil's contempt of the
Regent pro-tern. Whatever the waiter's opinion, he kept his face blank as he bowed out, promising
dinner inavery few minutes.

'Say,' Maxil breathed, his eyes wide with admiration. 'Did you know what you were doing?

| grinned a him, bouncing up off the sofa.

'I hopeit'sdl over the paace, red soon,’ | grinned.

'Gee, youre wonderful,' Maxil said sincerely. 'l wish ... | mean, you've... just..." hewastrying to
get something out.

"The Lady Fara? | asked ddlicately and was answered by his blush. 'Oh, she'syour girl.'

'She's my dear lady, Maxil stated firmly. ‘At least,’ he added,'she would be. Stannall wouldn't object,
| know. But Godot's not convened Council on the flimsy excuse that the Tane crisistakesdl histime and
itisatime for the Warlord, not the Peace Councils.'

The subject agitated Maxil and he began his restless pacing up and down. The resemblance struck me
and | redlized he was much like abad copy, asmaller-scae Harlan, unfinished, unmolded, untempered.
But the resemblance to hisuncle wasthere.

"The Lady Farais Stannall's daughter?

‘Everyone knowsthat," he countered, looking at me.

'l don't. But then, I'm alittle country girl," | added hadtily.

'Wéll, you certainly don't look likeit,” Maxil said with unexpected sophigtication. ‘As amatter of fact
you do look like my Lady Fara.' He had his uncl€'s disconcerting way with the possessive pronoun,
'Same height. Same coloring. And we'd planned to be priest,” he fingered hiswhite robes, ‘and Searcher
thisEclipse. That is, before Harlan had his so-called collapse. Oh, she'd've had to wait, but we had an
understanding,” he ended with stubborn insistence.

‘Won't Stannall be here tonight? | mean, as Councilman.’

Maxil shrugged. 'l don't know. He might be. When | saw you in the bazaar, and thought for just one
split second you might redly be my Lady Fara..." and heleft the sentence hanging. 'But I'm glad it was
you after dl,' he said with avery engaging grin.

In spite of dl the crudty he had been subjected to, in spite of worrying, Maxil was athoroughly nice
younggter.

There's not adamn thing wrong with the Harlan clan,’ | remarked succinctly and then smiled for fear
Maxil might take mewrong.



Another knock at the door ushered in our dinner, awelcome diversion for severa reasons.

‘Storner,’ Maxil said imperioudy after our table had been placed before us and the waiter made ready
to withdraw, ‘when isthe Warlord, my brother, due at the Starhall?

The rumor is hewill not come," Storner said with ablank face.

'I'm not interested in the rumor,’ Maxil snapped. 'What has his physician said? Maxil's tone showed
hisopinion of that gentleman.

'By the tenth hour, my Lord Maxil,” Storner replied in so colorlessavoiceit was insolent.

'Oh, marvelous. | promised to get atoken from Ferrill,' | giggled. 'To protect mefrom apriest |
know,' | said, coyly waking my fingersup Maxil'sarm.

Maxil waved Storner out of the room and we continued to make stupid faces at each other until we
heard the door close. Maxil covered his mouth to smother hislaughter, doubling up with boyish glee.

| waited amoment, then the smell of the dinner, steaming inits metd dishes, overcame my manners.

‘Laugh dl you want. I'm hungry,’ | announced and started to heap my plate with food.

'I've never seen awoman eat so much in my life. Y ou pregnant? he asked suspicioudly.

'What athing to ask!" | exclaimed, nearly choking.

'Aren't you clamed?

Therewas that word again. 'Not exactly,’ | said loftily. 'I've an understanding, though.’

'Oh," he grunted, mallified.

My sanitarium diet had not prepared me for such gourmandizing asthisand | ate steedily while Maxil
talked. Hetalked asif it were going out of style. | redlized what terrible tensions he must have been
under. Aswell asthe dramatic enthusiasms and pass onate opinions of adolescence that not even
Samoth's tender attentions had completely subdued, Maxil had akeen insght. His humor, often with a
bitter edgeto it, waswry and delightful. Aslong as| could keep egting, | would be ableto let him carry
the burden of conversation. | was distressingly aware of my dl too limited acquaintance with the generd
framework of life on Lothar. Its everyday bandities, like Joe Dimaggio, hot dogs, Fourth of July and
hammer murders, were beyond my comprehension.

| gathered that the 'bandsmen’ were not orchestra players but groups of hijackers, burglars or
highwaymen, terrorizing unpatrolled regions, resorting to senseless outrages of destruction in property
and human life. | had to deduce that such crimes, common enough on earth, had been completely
unheard of on Lothar. A step more brings the conclusion that the lawless eement usudly stayed in the
Patrol where it had an outlet for its energies. The decreased need for active patrollers had |eft too many
potentia criminasidle. But | was surprised that Maxil had the same conclusion to make.

| learned that insanity, also ararity on Lothar, was plotting adreadful, steep upward curve of
incidencein medica science. There was no Freud, no Jung, not even agood common-sense minister to
ingtruct or analyse. There was no organised religion of any kind on Lothar. There was only the centuries
old dedication to the absolute destruction of the Mil. Thiswas not enough for the younger generations of
Lotharianswho had had little direct contact with this ageless menace. They wanted considerably more
out of life than freedom from fear and the stringent safeguards evolved by ancestors buried hundreds of
years ago.

Perhaps, | thought, Harlan was wrong about not seeking out the Mil now. Certainly that would
absorb the restless eements. Once Lothar had laid the scourge to rest, she could progress more
normaly. Normally? Was my Earth any more normal with its constant, uselessinternationa bickerings?
At least Lothar had amighty purpose and pursued it relentlesdy, vaoroudly.

Aswe finished the sweet fruit of our find course, | made a particularly noticeable blunder.

'‘Sometimes you act asif you didn't know what | was talking about,' Maxil commented, frowning.
'And you've got the oddest way of talking. Where do you come from?

‘Jurasse. My mother was from South Cant. | guessthat'swhy | have an odd way of speaking. Mother
aways said Jurassans murder..... [ was about to say the King's Engligh]... human speech.’



"They certainly do," Maxil agreed, pushing back the table. He belched without apologizing and |
wondered if thiswere customary or adolescent. | cleared my throat instead.

We had grown accustomed to the noisy crowds outside the gardens. Now suddenly aroar of angry
voices drew our attention to the windows. Maxil strode over, beckoning me.

'‘Another protest on the Tanewars,” he remarked, pointing out banners being dipped and glided
above the heads of the crowd.

'‘Damn the Tanewars, Maxil growled. That'sal anyonetalks of .

It masks some other purpose,’ | said, remembering Harlan'sfears.

1"l just bet it does. And you know why that war's afarce? Maxil demanded. 'Because Gorlot's men
command the patrol now. Men," he sneered, 'like Samoth. All, even the emergency session of Council
Gorlot cals, they'redl his men. He hasn't missed atrick. Not one.’

"Yes,' | contradicted him, 'one. Harlan's escape.’

"That doesn't do any good unless Harlan can appear sane before the Council and prove it. And I'll
bet Gorlot can think of away to prove Harlanisas mad asever.'

'l doubt it. Because Harlan never was mad.'

I know it. You know it, he said gloomily.

'Sitting here won't do any good. Seeing Ferrill will. Let'sgo. It must be near time now,' | said,
standing up. Maxil's depression was contagious.

CHAPTER SEVEN
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The Starhal wasthe find beauty in the flawlessness of the palace whedl. The vast dome-ceilinged
room accommodated the throngs of people without seeming in the least crowded, without being noisy.
The congtellations that shone from the darkened ceiling changed perceptibly as the planet itself turned
round its primary. The mocking lights glittered on hundreds of maskers who danced, drank and sported
in the gigantic room. | had never seen such amagnificent crowd, nor felt so dwarfed by awalled
structure. Maxil and | paused, by mutua consent, in one of the five soaring archways that gave on to the
Hall proper, watching the fantadtic revelry.

'‘Where's Ferrill? | asked.

Maxil shrugged. 'It's not yet tenth hour. He may not comein until the Eclipse. He pointed to the
celling where facsmiles of the two satellites closed the gap that separated them and their rendezvous with
their sun. 'It'safrightfully noisy night for him. Not like other times. Oh, we had lots of guests but..." His
inference was directed at quality not quantity. 'See that blonde girl over there by the second archway.
The onein the purple overdress? That's my sister, Kalina.' He grimaced with distaste. 'She's drunk and
she's got enough face paint on for a Clan Mother. And the other blonde, the one on the couch under
Ifeaus (acongtellation, | later learned), that's Cherez. She's only thirteen. It's bad enough for Kainato be
here acting that way. She's dready claimed. But for Cherez!"

A servant approached with atray and paused in front of us. Maxil peered into the ornate metal
goblets, snorted and waved the man away.

'Gorlot's serving delinade," he gritted out.

'What'sthat? | asked without thinking.

'An gphrodisiac. Don't you know anything?

| was spared the necessity of replying by the change of expression that came over Maxil. It wasa
combination of fear, hatred, disgust and expectation.

'Where's Samoth? a cold voice said behind my back and | didn't need to wait until | was roughly



turned toward the speaker to know it was Gorlot.

"You aren't the Lady Fara,’ Gorlot said, staring & me.

‘Samoth got drunk,' Maxil said quickly, taking my arm and trying to move away.

'Y ou are not to leave your tutor. Especialy not to pick up progtitutes. Asif they would do you any
good," Gorlot snapped. 'Go find him.'

'He's supposed to nursemaid me, not me him," Maxil replied with ashow of more spirit than Gorlot
evidently expected from him.

'l s2e," he drawled enigmatically and flicked a hand at the guard behind us. Take thistrollop out.’

'Immediately, afeminine voice seconded beyond Gorlot. A woman, degantly dressed in ayellow
Searcher's costume joined the temporary Regent. 'l gave explicit ordersthat | wasto be the only
Searcher here' she said vindictively. Her eyes narrowed suddenly as she noticed the flash of my jewelsin
the starlight. She peered more closely at the fabric and cut of my gown. Itsrich green made her costume
too glaring aydlow by contrast. 'Who is she?

‘Lady Sara, the Lady Maritha, and, of course, the Lord Regent Gorlot, Maxil said with cold
politeness.

‘Lady Sara, indeed,’ Maritha sneered and snapping her fingers at a passing traybearer, took an
unladylike gulp of afresh goblet.

'Lady Sara, indeed,’ | replied calmly, bowing as gracioudy as| could, to make her rudeness more
apparent. My pams were swesting.

A gleam flickered in Gorlot's eyes as he noticed the exchange. He looked from Maritha's studied
blonde beauty to me.

"The blonde Searcher and the brunette. An interesting contrast. The Searcher has dways been my
favorite mask, particularly so when | complement it,’ Gorlot drawled, indicating hiswhite priest's robes.

'Y ou make atruly authentic priest,' | murmured, not meaning flattery but smiling up a him from under
demurely downcast eyes.

'Get her out of here,' Maritha snapped to the guard, her eyesflashing angrily. 'Impertinent wretch,’
and she tossed off the rest of her drink.

Gorlot, to my surprise, canceled that order with aflick of his hand.

"We cannot be so ungraciousto Maxil's Searcher,' he said as Marithaglared first a me, then at him.
She had sense enough to be quiet. 'However, every Searcher knows the priest who will claim her,
doesn't she? and his cold eyes flicked once more up and down my body.

Gartly's apparently prophetic wordsrang in my ears: ‘It isn't in Gorlot's room we want her.’

| took Maxil'sarm, more for support againgt my nervousness, and pulled him forward, away from
Gorlot. The backward glance | shot him he could interpret any way he chose. | merely wanted to be sure
hewasn't following me.

| was not the only one shaken by the encounter. Maxil's arm trembled beneath my hand. He kept his
back straight and his step measured as we waked into the dancers. And there was more pride and
confidence in his bearing than there had been since | met him.

The dancers and revelers parted around usto catch us up in their whirling numbers. A fear, deeper,
more intense than the momentary shock of the episode with Gorlot, engulfed mein choking terror. The
pressing bodies suddenly seemed to compress mein on mysdf. The various limbsthat brushed against
mine felt wet or cold and | grabbed at Maxil with both hands. He took onelook at my face and brushed
rudely past the maskersto get me on the safe, uncrowded sidelines.

| sammered my thanks, unable to explain my ghastly claustrophobia, clutching at Maxil asthe only
redity in the whole huge room.

He urged meto a brightly decorated buffet table wheretall crystal columns sparkled with liquids.
Culinary masterpieces were decorated to dide down paates dulled by drink. Maxil indicated an almost
full dispenser of cornade. We were served by a haughty man who gave theimpression of losing dignity



by presenting so mild abrew. | gulped down the tart beverage and its cold sweetness reassured me out
of my sudden nightmare. | was recovering enough of my sensesto see the surprise on the servant'sface
as hewas required to serve another goblet of cornade.

'Greetings, Maxil,' said a voice whose cheeriness was another touch with redlity.

Maxil'sfacelit up fird, then flushed. | turned, hopeful of seeing Ferrill but barely able to cover my
dismay when Maxil grabbed the arm of awell-groomed, wise-faced older man.

'Stanndll,’ he cried eagerly.

‘Rather to the discomfiture of the Lady Maritha,’ Stannall observed.

TheLady Sara, isit not? | noticed you passing inspection at the door,’ and the First Councilman
bowed deeply, his shrewd eyes not leaving my face. ‘Do | congratulate, Maxil? he asked.

'No, no," Maxil said hadtily. 'lsn't my Lady Farahere?

"Your Lady Fara? Stannall repested, lightly questioning the possessive pronoun. ‘No, Farais not
here," Stanndl continued before Maxil had achance to say anything. Stanndl turned a disgpproving face
towards the shrieking revelry beyond us.

'I mean, isshein Lotharaat dl? Maxil perssted hopefully.

'Yes,' Stanndl said, unbending enough to reassure the boy.

I'mjust filling in for the evening,' | felt congtrained to say when | caught Stannall's austere expression.

'Gorlot caled Saraatrollop,” Maxil exploded.

Stannal held up aquieting hand. 'Evidently the... ah... Lady Marithadid, too. She choosesto forget
she no longer wheedles Harlan but placates Gorlot.'

Maxil and | exchanged glances. | couldn't decide whether to say any more to Stannall or not.

'Have you seen my brother... Ferrill, Sr Stanndl? Maxil asked anxioudy.

Stannall dropped his pose of urbanity and became deeply troubled.

'l have, indeed, and...'

'‘Whereishe? Maxil interrupted breathlesdy.

Stannall ignored the discourtesy and nodded toward afar doorway where two figures stood watching
therevdry. | could not see ditinctly, but I thought | recognized the taller figure as Ferrill by his stance.
Maxil was about to make a straight-line plunge through the dancersfor his brother, but | twitched his
robe and held him back. Actually, my thought was not caution but areturn of the tongue-drying fear that
had struck me when we had first goneinto that weaving mob. We watched as Ferrill, dowly, amost asif
movement were effort, stepped down into the crowd and was swallowed up.

'I canwait for my token,' | said with forced gaiety, turning to Stannall. 'l need one from the Warlord
againg apriest | dont like.!'

Thereisno known token for one priest | can name,” Stanndl remarked calmly, adding in alower
voice that Maxil didn't hear, 'unless, of course, that isyour purpose in being here.’

| smiled a him. 'Sir, it was at this pries'singtigation | came and believe me, | have no intention of
leaving hissdethisevening.

Stannall bowed and excused himself. | watched him disgppear among the dancers and wondered,
flestingly, if | should have mentioned Harlan to him. Still, wasn't he powerless until Council was
convened? Surdy, any attempt of Harlan's to communi cate with the First Councilman would be
intercepted. Yet - | had been in the position to spesk.

And how was Harlan even to get into the palace at dl? Where was he now? Did he know | wasn't at
Jokan's?

Maxil touched my arm and led me with asecure grip around the fringe of the revelers, making toward
the archway where Ferrill had been. We had circled halfway round the room without asight of him when
he stepped out of the crowd right in front of me.

| was gppalled at the change the last few weeks had made in him. The effort | had noticed acrossthe
enormous room was tragically obvious close up. Hisface was very pae, the skin dmost transparent. His



breath came unevenly, his eyes had sunk into his head, the sockets darkened with pain and deeplessness.
Hisvoice, no longer vibrant, asit had been at the asylum, shook nearly as much as his hands. Maxil put
out aquick arm to support Ferrill asthe aging young Warlord mounted two steps and joined us.

'l have been racking my poor brains, dear Searcher,' Ferrill remarked in awheezy, rasping voice that
somehow managed to retain a certain forcefulness, 'to remember where | have seen you before. Not
here, certainly.'

"Y our memory is better than Gorlot's,' | replied as casually as| could, for tension again clutched at
me. 'But | have bettered my condition in the past few weeks.'

Ferrill held up his hand as he searched his memory, Maxil anxioudy watching us and the crowd
smultaneoudy.

It wasin the company of Harlan, and | saw thefrail shoulders Sraighten asif the very name of his
unclewas atonic. He said nothing. 'l Ieft his company this noontime at the auxiliary airfield, | continued,
beginning to share Maxil's anxiety over Ferrill. 'He wants you to convene the Council. Heis sane. He
never was mad. He was drugged just as | imagine they have been drugging you. Give me atoken,
anything, to explain my speaking to you. And have courage.’

Ferrill's breathing became more shallow. He swallowed severd times, dl thewhilemaintaining a
politdy attentive smile on hisface. With acontrolled gesture, he took adangling medalion from hisbelt. |
accepted it with alittle curtsey.

'He may betoo late,' Ferrill wheezed, 'even for Lothar.! He descended three steps, touched Maxil's
hand affectionately and moved off into the crowd.

'Gorlot saw us, Maxil sad, swiftly, the hangdog expression returning to hisface.

To cover my own fear, | smiled inanely and laughed asif Maxil had amused me. | searched the crowd
franticaly for sght of Stannall, for adoorway with the fewest guards, for some reprieve from the man
implacably bearing down on us. Maxil whirled me away among a sudden knot of drunken prancers, back
toward the beverage table where we had last seen Stannall. The fear of Gorlot met my claustrophobiain
abrief struggle for supremacy and the fear of Gorlot won.

But Gorlot never reached us because a shriek of horror pierced the noise and music. Shouts of 'The
Warlord... Heféel' followed. The entire vast hall was sillent for ahorrified minute. Then Gorlot's voice
called cold ordersfor Trenor, for astretcher.

Wewatched, clutching at each other for comfort at this catastrophe as the limp body of Ferrill was
carried away.

'I've got to get out of here now, Maxil,' | cried. But aswe turned to look, al the doorways were
being blocked by guards with wegpons held at the ready.

'Stannall then,' | hissed. Maxil craned over the heads around us and then pulled me roughly after him.

The First Councilman had been about to leave the hal when Maxil urgently tugged a hisarm, ingsting
on aprivate word. Stanndl frowned as Maxil indicated me.

'I've no time to undo your coquetry, miss,' he said severely, drawing away.

"‘Would you class news of Harlan as coquetry? | stated.

Stanndl turned dowly back. '‘What's this? Explain!’

'Harlan was never mad. He's back in Lotharatonight to proveit. At Central Barracksin the section of
Snndl, son of Ndlis, whoisloyal to his Regent,' and | stressed thetitle, not daring to continue for the
press of people around us and the sudden approach of two guards.

"The Regent requests the presence of the First Councilman immediately,’ one guard said, saluting.

'He's my brother. | must come, too," Maxil pleaded.

'Only the First Councilman isrequired,’ the guard said digpassionately.

Maxil's eyes clouded and hislip trembled amoment. '‘But hemay...'

‘Lad,’ Stanndl reassured him kindly, 'I'll send for you," and he followed the guard.

Maxil's face wore the old, bitter mask. | tried to comfort him, but it was the appearance of his



younger brother, Fenian, drunken, strutting in premature triumph, that stiffened Maxil's resolve. Looking
at the youngster, hisface greasy and swollen with overindulgence, | could scarcely see why anyone
would choose him over Maxil.

Deliberately Maxil turned his back on Fernan and ignored the whispers we both heard very plainly.
Gorlot had spread hisfiction about Maxil with an efficient hand.

We didn't have long to wait to know why Stannall had been summoned. He, Gorlot and another man
Maxil said was Trenor gppeared in the archway and the maskers quieted expectantly.

"The Warlord Ferrill has been serioudy taken with aheart attack. He is resting comfortably at the
moment. It isthe opinion of his physician that with care and rest he will recover, Gorlot's harsh news
rang out into the Hall. "We have been concerned with his health for sometime. It is our deep regret that
hisfrailty will prevent him from fulfilling his promise as one of Lothar's grest Warlords!'

'Heregrets, Maxil growled.

Someone was moving through the crowd which parted to make way. As he stepped up to Gorlot, we
saw it was Fernan. Maxil winced. | saw Stannall beckoning to Maxil and gave him aprodin theribs.
Because the boy refused to let my hand go, we both made our way through the reluctantly parting throng.
| gave Maxil one fina push and jerked my hand free as we reached the steps. Gorlot, however, saw me
and hiseyes narrowed. | returned his stare with adefiance | hoped was convincing.

People began to whisper together and then someone tittered and Maxil, stlanding by Stannall, turned
to facethe Hall.

"What makes the eunuch think he can be Warlord? some self-acknowledged wit quipped from the
safety of the mass. Laughter rippled from al parts of the Hall.

‘Eunuch? | echoed angrily, rising to the first step and turning to face the direction of the voice.
'Eunuch? | repesated as the laughter died and attention was centered on me. | snorted with disgust and
disbdief. 'Can you know,' for the wit had been aman, 'better than 17?7

The mutter from the assembled had an entirely different tone now, one of surprise, and Maxil added
thefind touch.

'Sara, not here,' he pleaded, an agonized expression on hisfurioudy blushing face.

It couldn’t have been more perfect. The canary-satiated look vanished from Fernan'sfat face.
Gorlot's eyes narrowed to angry ditsand hisright hand clenched and unclenched the knife a his belt.

'In deferenceto theillness of Ferrill, it ismy suggestion that you carry your revelsto another place of
enjoyment,” Stannal announced quietly, motioning to the guards to step aside from the archways. 'Lord
Maxil," and Stannal| stressed thetitle,'the Lady Sara, may | ask that you attend me?

Gorlot stepped in between Stanndl and us.

'As Regent, | would liketo ask the Lady Saraafew questions,’ he dmost snarled.

Therewas ahint of asmile on Stannall's calm face as he answered Gorlot.

'Gorlot, you were Regent to Ferrill. Y our Regency, atemporary appointment in any case, has ended
with your acknowledgement of Ferrill'sincapacity. The Council will convene tomorrow to ingtal the new
Warlord-elect and consider the appointment of his Regent.’

Camly Stannall motioned usto precede him out of the Hall. | couldn't resist one backward glance
and saw Fernan pulling at Gorlot's deeve impatiently, his putty face screwed up with childish petulance.

CHAPTER EIGHT
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Stannall brushed aside Maxil'simpatient questions about Ferrill. As First Councilman, Stannall had
gpartments on the fourth leve of the palace wing. We made a silent progress down the blue, softly lit



corridor, punctuated with doors and guards, past Maxil's quarters. At the door of his suite, Stanndl
paused, motioning the guard aside. He produced a curioudy shaped rod and pressed it into the small
panel in the center of the door. A low whine was audible and then the door opened inward. Lights came
up immediately, exposing the graceful main room of the gpartment and afiligree-framed bal cony.

When the door was closed, Stanna| turned to me sternly and demanded an explanation of my cryptic
remarksin the Starhal. | gave him an expurgated edition of Harlan's recovery from the drug, intimating
that'suspicions had existed in certain minds over the cause of Harlan's unexpected collgpse. | told him of
our escape, my meeting with Maxil and my subsequent abduction. Asfar as| knew, Harlan wasin
Centrd Barracksin adetachment from Motlina, under the Second Leader Sinndll.

'I realize now why | was suddenly invited herefor the Eclipse,’ Stannal mused, rubbing the side of his
nose thoughtfully. "My presence has not been required much lately. Obvioudy Harlan could be kept from
seeing me here,' and he nodded toward the guarded door. ‘But there are other problems now to be
surmounted.’

He turned toward Maxil thoughtfully.

'Although... ah... the Lady Sarahas dready negtly undone much of Gorlot's plans to undermine your
eection,’ Stanndl began, inclining his head gracioudy toward me.

‘But we... she..." Maxil sammered.

Stanndll frowned and looked at me for explanation.

'Wemet for Thefirst timethisafternoon,’ | said meaningfully.

"Then the boy could be...'

‘Nonsense," | snapped, regardless of Stanndll's position and age. "He doesn't think heis and he should
know.'

'My daughter, Fara...'

"You know, gr, Faraand | have had an understanding for just years,” Maxil blurted out.

Stannd| regarded him with akindly expression. ‘I had hoped that would devel op into a constant
feding.

Maxil swallowed hurriedly. ‘It has. | mean, it would if you'd ever let her come back to the palace.

Stannall raised his eyebrows. '"More of Gorlot's machinations clarify suddenly. Yes, of course, it
wouldn't be to his advantage to have Fara at the palace. Placing you under atutor the like of Samoth...'
Stannall shook hishead. 'Believe me, | was not in favor of that appointment. But | felt at thetimeit was
only for alittlewhile’

‘Littlewhile!" Maxil snorted, revedling the abuse he had endured al too long.

‘However," Stannd| said more briskly, 'we shadl take care of that little detail right now. Before
anythingdse'

He touched an ornate switch on abarewall which did back, revealing acomplicated set of pandls,
desk areaand closets. FHipping aseries of switches, Stanndl activated avision circuit on which apicture
clarified of an old man, clad in adressing robe.

Stannall greeted the man as Cordan, explaining the Warlord's collapse and asking Cordan to contact
Luccill and Mdlant and bring them immediately to the pal ace wing to confer with Trenor.

"With Trenor? Cordan shouted indignantly.

'Yes, Trenor,” Stannall reiterated clearly. "We shal need afull report in the morning for Council. Y ou
will theningg, | repest, indst on seeing me, no matter what the hour, to give me, as First Councilman,
your opinion. | cannot overstress the urgency of this. Do you understand?

Cordan nodded gravely and Stanndll broke the connection. Maxil sghed with relief and flopped
down into an armchair.

'Why didn't you tell me of Harlan's escape before you rushed off to Ferrill? the Councilman asked me
sernly. "You realize, of course, that the news wastoo great a strain and brought about this attack? |
could have effected a convention mysdlf, given your informetion.’



Maxil turned a horror-stricken face to me,

I didn't know that,’ | said, tears springing to my eyes.

‘But, my dear girl, I am the First Councilman. Surdly you know the prerogatives of that office.’

"The Council wasnot in session,' | argued in defense. 'Harlan didn't dare get in touch with you at your
holdings'

'Harlan made a poor choice as messenger, then,” Stannall retorted, anger in hisvoice.

'l wasn't even supposed to be amessenger,' | cried. 'l just had the misfortune to tangle with Samoth
and the next thing | knew | wasin the palace and in Maxil'sroom. | thought it would help Ferrill to know
Halanwasdl right.’

'Please, Sir Stannall,” Maxil interposed, darmed at my tears. 'I'm the one to blame. | knew how sick
Ferrill was. And | knew al about Harlan. It's my fault, not Saras.'

'Oh, my sSituation isabsurd,' | cried in my frugtration. 'Accusing me doesn't hea Ferrill now and it
doesn't get Harlan into the paace and make him Regent again.'

'He couldn't be made Regent anyway," Stannall reminded usdryly.

'Why not? Maxil's voice cracked in dismay.

'Firgt, he has to be proved sane. Second, the same condition | cited to Gorlot appliesto Harlan. He
was Regent for Ferrill.

‘But what if | want Harlan as my Regent? declared Maxil with dawning comprehension. 'I'm over
fifteen, so | can choose!'

"That's perfectly true’ Stanndll replied asif he, too, had only redlized thisfact. He brought his hand
down hard on the communicator switch, diding quickly. Heturned to me again, his eyes blinking rapidly,
hislips pursing in thought. Thereisno doubt of his sanity”?

'Of course not. He never wasinsane. He was drugged into a semblance of menta imbaance. If you
are having those physicians here for Maxil, get Harlan here, too. They must be as qualified to judge
Harlan's sanity asMaxil's. .. virility.'

A voicedeclared it issued from 'Central Barracks, but no picture evolved.

"Thisis First Councilman Stannal,’ and the picture came on abruptly. 'l need additiona sectionsfor
special dutiesat once. Are dl assgned?

'No, Sr Stanndll, but the ones available are dl provincia reinforcements called in on specid
assgnment,’ the officer gpologized.

"That doesn't matter. Have you any men from my province?

'No, sr. | could recd| those from duty...'

"That would consume too much time. What have you got?

‘Unitsfrom Motlina, South Cheer, Banta. ..

'‘Medina. Leader's name?

'Snndl.

That would be Nallis son, wouldn't it?

I blieve so.'

'Fine. Have him report by planecar to my bal cony and give him clearance through al that mess out
front.

It wastoo smple. | sat with my eyesclosed in relief that Harlan would soon be here. Stannall, pursing
hislipsin thought, brooded over the length of hisright foot. Maxil walked over to the fruit bowl on the
table and chose a piece to munch.

I wonder," Stannali mused aoud, ‘what € se Gorlot has been busy doing.'

'Harlan seemed to think the Tane uprising was covering something up,’ | remarked into the silence.

Stanndi shook his head in disagreement. 'I've checked and double-checked the reports on that from
thefirg attack. I've interviewed some of the survivors of thefirst raids. Those that were paralyzed with



cerol. Wicked stuff that. | suspect some connivance with Glan or Ertoi. They have dways been so
complacent about their rolein the Alliance. It isn't naturd. And then there's that treaty concerning the
Tanesthat Gorlot has been trying to ram through Council '

| shrugged, not having heard anything about that. The sound of Maxil's munching wasinfectious. |
rarely needed an excuseto egt lately, so | wandered over to have another bite.

Wewere dl expecting it, but when the whir of the planecar's approach suddenly drowned out the
muted revelry beyond the gardens, we jumped to our feet, startled.

The car hovered, connected with the trelliswork of the balcony and disgorged its passengers. Stanndli
held up awarning hand and alowed the group to filein. The planecar was closing its dot door when the
door to the hall burst open and the guards rushed in, weapons drawn. The masgueraders, acting on
reflex, pulled out their own arms. Thetwo forces glared at each other suspicioudy even as Stanndl's easy
chuckle disspated the sudden menace in the room.

'I'm plesased to see such aertness,’ he remarked to his guards with that measured calm of his.

Weapons were sheepishly replaced.

'‘Mark these men well, guards,” Stannali continued, indicating Sinndl's section. They'll be coming and
going al night. Oh, and when the physicians, Luccill, Malant and Cordan arrive, they are to be admitted
immediately. They are expected.’

The guards backed out with one find suspicious glare at the newcomers.

Asthe door closed behind them, Harlan spotted me where | had been half hidden by Maxil.

'Sara, how did you get here? he exclaimed, striding to me.

Stannd| snorted. 'That reaction proves he's sane,’ he commented almost sourly. 'Y ou've heard the
news?

Harlan, one arm around me, turned back to the First Councilman.

'Bad news needs no announcement,’ Harlan said heavily.

"Your emissary,’ and Stannall gave me acurt nod of hishead, ‘wastoo literd in the discharge of her
duty. In conseguence she aso robbed you of yours!

'Stanndl, that isn't fair," Maxil interposed before | could explain anything.

'Sara, you were supposed to get to Jokan's,' Harlan muttered, gripping metightly in his concern.

'Best laid plans,' | sghed. 'l ended up here, talking to Ferrill after al.’

Stanndl frowned and went into bitter detail of the events leading up to Ferrill's heart attack.

‘Sarawouldn't have known you could help us, Stannall,' Harlan said firmly. 'Had | even the dightest
hope you would be here at Eclipse, | would have..."

Stanndl waved off therest of his sentence. Y ou redlize, of course, Harlan, that your Regency asois
terminated by Ferrill'sincapacity?

Harlan nodded, settling himself beside me. | sat thereinandly holding the core of my fruit because|
didn't see anywhere to dispose of it. Behind Stannal's back, Harlan took the core and tossed it at a
seemingly bare spot inthewall. A dot opened as the core neared and closed silently behind it. Harlan's
grin and the squeeze he gave my hand mitigated Stannal's scathing disapproval.

'However," Stannall continued, pacing, 'young Maxil hereisnext inline. He clams he's ready to stand
up and cry for you in front of Council.’

Harlan turned to Maxil, amixture of emotions on hisface and aflurry of unspoken thoughts muddying
the color of hiseyes.

'With thanks for the honor, young Maxil, I'm not at al anxious to be saddled with the Regency again.’

Everyonein the room turned to stare at Harlan.

‘But you were... driving uslike cavehuntersto get here,' Jesd stammered out.

"To save Fenill'slife, yes. It'sin good hands now. And neither Gorlot nor | is Regent.'

‘But Harlan, you're the only one who can be Regent,’ Maxil cried out, hisvoice cracking periloudy in
hisdistress.



Harlan regarded him amoment with tolerance.

"Y ou could certify mefor good if | agreed with you, young Maxil,' he said lightly. Y ou'll find dozens
of men eager for the job. I'll give my persona recommendation that you'll be easy on the new Regent.’

Thislevity isuncalled for,’ Gartly growled disgpprovingly. There aren't dozens of men qualified for
the Regent of the Warlord in these troubled times. And you know it.'

"You're one, friend Gartly,' Harlan pointed out. He rose. ‘I had been Regent for seven years, he said,
directly to Stannadll. ‘That'sadice out of aman'slife. I've got other plansfor the next Six yearswhile
Maxil growsup, and hiseyes did enigmaticaly in my direction.

'For ingtance? asked Stannall with an edgeto hisvoice.

'Y ou know my preferenceswell enough, Stannall,’ Harlan replied sharply. 'Y ou've vetoed my
requests for more exploratory ships. Y ou've overridden my indgstence that we must find more dliesfor
thefinal attack on the Mil homeworlds.'

This seemed to be the prologue for the renewa of an old battle of more than unusual importance to
both men.

Stanndl opened his mouth to reply and then dismissed the subject with a sharp wave of his hand.

'It does you no good to find new planetsfor Lothar if sheisin the grip of men like Gorlot and the
petty bullies of hisclan. Y ou were, asl recdl it," and Stanndl's voice was heavily sarcastic,'the one who
initiated the colonization policy that would give the run-from-the-Mil hisfirst chance for independent
holdings...'

'If there were not two but eight, nine, ten planetsto divide, there would be no such struggle,' Harlan
interposed.

Stanndll snorted his contempt. 'Of course, it doesn't Sgnify that such men as Lamar, Newrit, Tellmann
- and | could name a dozen others - are no longer available as prospective Regents.”

Thiswas newsto the othersaswell as Harlan.

'Y es, that surprises you, doesn't it, Stannall said with calculated scorn. ‘Newrit and Tellmann were
killed in the Tanerevolutions, Lamar and Sosit arein survivor asylumsin pitiful condition. In their places
we have such notable persondities as Samoth, Portae, Losn...'

'‘Bumbling incompetents,” Harlan exploded. 'I've kept them on the Moonbases since they aged into
section leaders because they blasted well can't do much harm to raw rock.'

Stanndl smiled mockingly. 'Y et they are now quadrant leaders and the only choice besides Gorlot
that Maxil herewould have.’

Harlan glared fixedly, dmost sullenly, at Stanndll. 'l have aready done more than my duty for Lothar,
he muttered.

Stanndl's eyes narrowed angrily, but he controlled his face into an appearance of good humor.

'Y es, you have," he agreed. 'So has Ferrill.

'I havetheright to lead aprivate life, now," sngpped Harlan, jerking himsdlf away from Stannall and
stamping over to the balcony.

'How would you lead it under the Regency of aman like Gorlot... or Losn?

'Gartly quaifies. So does Jokan.'

'Aye, and Gartly'swilling,' the old soldier spoke up sternly.

‘Jokan's reputation as a philandering dabbler disqualifies him, however," Stannall pursued, 'in the eyes
of the conservatives as much asit enhances him in the halls of theliberals. Y ou know where that would
end: gdemate’

Harlan stopped pacing and stood, his back to al of us, staring out at the revelry beyond the palace
and absorbing the quiet of the ftill gardens. There was resignation and tired defeat in the set of his
shoulders.

| wondered in the tense slence that fell if hisreference to exploration made meindirectly responsble
for the outburst that had stunned the others. This change of face was unlike the dedicated man | knew.



He had thought of nothing for the last weeks but to get back to Lothara, be reingtated as Regent and
save both Ferrill and Lothar from Gorlot's plans. It was incredible that he would suddenly separate duty
to Ferrill and duty to Lothar when he himself had given me the strongest impression that the two were
indivisblein hiseyes. Hadn't Stannd's revelations impressed on him that Lothar needed him more than
ever before? Why did he hesitate?

‘My friend, Stannal began in a subtly persuasive tone, 'your return and the fact that you were really
drugged into insensibility arethefina piecesin apuzzle| have been meditating ten months. Doesit not
appear al too propitious that Gorlot should have been in Lotharaat the time of your collapse when you
had ordered him on Rim maneuvers? That three days after your... illness, the Tane wars break out? That
Socto, Effraand Cheret are replaced within the month, leaving Hospitals, War Supplies and Recordsin
the control of Gorlot adherents? That petty officers with records as martinets and incompetents are
suddenly promoted to quadrant leaders? That Ferrill, whose health has never been as robust aswe could
wish, is suddenly afflicted with a strange debilitating malady and is successfully trested only by Trenor, a
relaively unknown physician from aback provincein Gorlot's holding? That Maxil is shepherded,
disgraced, shamed, humiliated by a bullying byblow, while Fernan is feted and cozened? That Council is
left unconvened except for the emergency quotaal during along summer and that that quotais
composed of those barons who have opposed your reforms? They fit in, these pieces, don't they?

'‘And don't think | haven't |eft a cave unsearched to find out what isreally going on. I've seen every
report from the quadrants, talked with the wounded; seen the shivering wrecks that were our most
promising patrol leaders and tried to convince mysdlf that nothing was wrong. Because there has been no
discernible evidence of illicit activity.

'And then, miraculoudly, you return as sane and hearty aswhen | saw you in the Starhal two hours
before your collapse.’

Stannall paused. Helooked at Harlan to see what effect his disclosures were having.

Tell me,' the Councilman'sfacile voice changed flavor again, 'have you no persond quarre to pick
with Gorlot for taking ten months out of your life? Can he shame you with the stigma of insanity and not
expect to answer to you? Or are you gill insane? The man who tells me his duty was done with Ferrill's
deposition does not sound like the Harlan | knew ten months ago. It sounds like a drug-weakened
dreamer, filled with delinade, not guts and blood.

Instead of being stung by the insults, Harlan turned wearily from the window. He looked toward me
firgt, but hisface was expressionless.

"Y ou touch a point none of us have brought up, Stannall,’ he said dowly, heavily. ‘It is necessary first
to prove | am saneto the Council, to the planet, and to myself.’

Jesd and Gartly exhded tightly drawn breaths. Stannall dllowed no expression of triumph whatever to
cross hisfeatures.

'Harlan," Maxil burst out, his voice cracking again, 'if you don't want to be Regent for me..."

Harlan crossed quickly to the boy and threw an affectionate arm across the rigidly held shoulders.
'My... hestation... has no reflection on my fondnessfor you, lad. Or, | should say, my lord.'

"That, too, has not yet been decided,” Stanndl said briskly. He sat down at the desk by the
communicator and pulled out dates as he continued talking. The physicianswill report here after they
maketheir examinations of Ferrill’

"Therés no chance that theinitia verdict can..." asked Harlan.

'‘None," was Stanndl's emphatic answer. 'l presume Gorlot has been merely biding histime before he
brought up the matter of the lad's hedlth officialy. Perhaps he didn't expect Ferrill to collapse so
completely.’

‘But you said hed be dl right," Maxil said anxioudly.

Stannall frowned dightly at thisinterruption. He turned and looked at Maxil asif the boy had changed
completely.

I said held live. The extent of hisinvaidism well know when we receive the full medica report. At



the same time they are here to see you, my lord, they can make apreliminary examination of Harlan.
Undoubtedly amore extensive one will have to be made at the War Hospital Clinic at alater date.’
Stanndl added afina mark to the date he had been writing on and handed it to Sinndll.

'Section Leader, thismust be delivered at once to Lesatin. | believe he planned to be in Lotharafor
thefedtivities, but | doubt he wasinvited to the palace.” Stanndl smiled wryly. 'His sympathies have never
paraleled Gorlot'sinterests. Once the message is ddlivered, consider yoursdlf under Lesatin's orders. Try
first a histown residence, Place of the Triangle Red. Someone there may be sober enough to remember
where the man went.

'Gartly, | want you to contact every old patroller you know, in town or not. Jesdl, get your younger
friends together. | want word spread that Harlan is back, that heis sane. That he never was mad. Y our
group can spread the news quicker than the Mil can evacuate the city. By the way, wherésthat ladies
man, Jokan? I'd've thought he'd be dong tonight.’

'He'swaiting at his place for Sara. And | think she'd better go there,' Harlan said.

'On the contrary,’ Stannall countermanded, turning to look at me. "The young lady must spend the
night in Maxil'ssuite.

It was Harlan's turn to frown.

'I don't see the necessity of ...

'Y ou don't see, Harlan,” Stanndll interrupted testily,'that she is essentia to counteract Gorlot's
campaign to have Maxil set asde asimpotent. In front of the entire Starhdl, she admitted hisclaim on
her.’

Harlan turned white and stared at me.

'l did not,' | cried, dthough | didn't understand the undercurrent between Harlan and Stannall that was
directed at me. 'l said nothing of the kind. And I only met the boy this afternoon at a cornade stand in the
square. Then...'

Stanndl waved me silent. "That must not be known," and he pinioned with his glance everyonein the
room separately, exhorting unspoken compliance with thisessentia lie. The impression,’ and as hisvoice
underlined the word, he looked squarely at Harlan and then Maxil, 'must stand.’

‘A moment, Harlan said in atoo-quiet voice. '| had aprior clam.’

Stannd| turned to Harlan coldly. 'l cannot help your private plansfor the Lady Sara. Thefact remains
unaterablethat Lothar must remain under theimpression that thisgirl isMaxil'slady. That voids Gorlot's
schemeto have Maxil set asdein favor of Fernan. Gorlot neglected to include an dement of chancein
his calculations. We cannot permit his neglect to be unutilized because of private fedingsor dedings. I'm
certain that both Lord Maxil and the Lady Sara are aware of the circumstances in which they now find
themsalves and will conduct themselves accordingly.'

'Sara, I'm sorry,’ Maxil pleaded with such adolescent embarrassment that | swallowed the words that
rushed tomy lips.

"Thereis so much at stake," | began, directing my pleato Harlan whose jaw muscles were clenched
with hisunspoken anger. 'After al, it isan honor to be the Warlord's lady. If | ever dreamed asmple
glass of cornade would lead to dl this..." and | made an attempt a a carefree laugh. Maxil gave mea
rather sickly grin of gratitude, but Harlan refused to unbend.

'With your permission,” he grated out between histeeth at Stannall and then drew me out to the
bal cony. Stannall watched us leave and then beckoned to Gartly and Jesd to leave and for Sinnall and
Ciretojoin him at the desk.

Harlan was gripping my hand painfully tight. He shut the glass balcony door and drew meinto the
bal cony shadow.

'Sarg, that gesture may cost you your life," he began.

'‘Don't bedlly, I've braved the worst that Gorlot could do and..."

'Gorlot isnowhere near as deadly for you as Stannall,' Harlan said in such earnest my levity failed me.



"Y ou never comeright out and explain,’ | wailed softly.

He shook hishead irritably. It isnot asmple thing to explain. | don't understand how you cameto let
Maxil dam you. Surely you must redlize how little you know of this planet.’

'l couldn't agree more.’

"Then how can you expect to play apart which callsfor constant public appearances where
everything you do and say will be remarked. Thetiniest dip will be noticed. Sara, Sara.’

Hetook mein hisarms, pressing my head againgt his chest, folding me carefully but tightly against
him, hislips on my foreheed.

'What else could | have done? I've been as backed into a short cave as you have.!'

At my choice of words, he gave alittle chuckle, and released me. | could see hisface in the shadow,
his eyes on me were tender.

"There was one chance in severd thousand you'd manage to carry off what you've aready done. But
I'd far rather see you safely on my holdings until we find out more about how you got here. And
preferably, find your world.'

'Isthat what you meant when you said you had other thingsto do with your life?

'Yes,' hesaid sadly. 'Y es. Therés more than just finding your world and helping them defend
themsalves againgt the Mil. But that's scarcely an issueto throw into the confusion of thismess!'

‘But why ismy origin so dangerous?

It'sdl wrapped with the horror of restoration,’ he said in atight voice, 'which | have notimeto
explain. But you say you've come from another planet. The only way you can have got from another
planet that | know of isby way of aMil ship. And traveling on aMil ship... well, it follows that you must
be arestoree. And to dmost everyone, arestoreeisahorror to be exterminated at the first opportunity.’

| gared a him, my throat dry.

‘But I'm not horrible, am 17 | whispered, scared deep inside me by the intensity of hisvoice.

'Dear, my lady," he said softly, framing my face with both hands, 'has not half of Lothar acknowledged
your loveliness?

‘But your restoree talk scaresme,’ | said, biting back my tears. Fatigue, hand in hand with fright,
seeped past the barriers excitement and novelty had created. | was desperately tired.

I know, Sara, but | must scare you enough to make you doubly cautious. | feel so powerlessto
protect you.'

I'mtoo tired to think," | groaned, putting my hand to the place on my jaw that ached.

He opened the door and handed me back into the room.

'My Lady Saraisexhausted,’ Harlan said, issuing his challenge at Stannall.

The First Councilman looked up at Harlan for along moment.

‘Maxil, you have heard Harlan'sclam.’

'Yes, g, | have,' Maxil agreed somberly, rising to hisfeet.

'All right, both of you escort her to Maxil's gpartment. Then | want both of you back here,' Stanndll
said with exasperation.

Harlan, bowing dightly to me and then Maxil, gave Maxil my hand and opened the door to the hall for
us

There was no doubting the shock of surprise on the faces of the guards as they recognized Harlan on
the way to Maxil's quarters. Neither Maxil nor Harlan looked right or left. Maxil palmed open his door
and stood aside to let me and then Harlan pass while the startled hall guard snapped to attention, his eyes
wide and rolling around to get the closest look at the Regent.

Maxil closed the door and let Harlan |ead me to a bedroom, opposite the one in which Samoth had
dumped methat afternoon. The lights came up immediately in the lovely room.

'How do you turn them off? | whispered urgently to Harlan.

He pulled the door to and waved one hand over apandl of darker wood by the doorway. The lights



went out. | saw the whiteness of his hand move again and the lights came up.

He stared at mefiercdly.

‘By dl the mothersof al the clans, | should have claimed you on that boat after dl. Remember, you
are my lady.’

The incredible possessiveness of hislook stayed before my eyeslong after heleft. | redized suddenly
what the formality of ‘claming’ and using the personad possessive pronoun must mean. | had got mysdlf
married to Harlan without even knowingit. | fell adeep trying to seedl the ramifications of my
paradoxicd Stuation.

CHAPTER NINE
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The next morning when | woke, | felt rested completely and, of course, hungry. | wastorn between a
bath and something to eat. On the bed was a heavy green robe. | glanced at the other side of the large
bed and assured myself | had been its lone occupant. | rose and belted the robe and tiptoed to the door.
| peeked out into the living-room, saw aclear path to the fruit on the table and started for it.

‘Lady Sara, | hopel didn't wakeyou," and | whirled to see ayoung blonde girl in ablue overdress,
her eyeswide and anxious.

‘No," | muttered.

'l am Linnanaand at your service. May | draw your bath? There are gownsfor your choosing and, if
| may suggest it, the otherswill soon arrive for bregkfast.” She glanced at the hall door nervoudly,
expecting an invason momentarily.

Beyond her, | saw on theraised level at the balcony door the table set and awaiting diners. | nodded
but nevertheless grabbed up an applefruit before | returned to my room. | didn't care what she thought. |
was hungry.

| bathed and then dlowed Linnana to show me the clothes she had mentioned. It was a mistake
because there were far too many of al colors, lengths and fabrics, and asmall chest of jewelsaswell.

I'mjust asmple country girl,' | began findly, as even Linnana showed impatience a my indecison. 'l
don't know what to choose to wear in the place for breskfast.'

Shegiggled. That's easy. With your permission?

She held up aknee-length tunic and overdressin contrasting shades of a soft rust, and took from the
jewelsasmple chain of gold with jaddike buttonsin the links. When | had dressed, no longer worried
about unfamiliar closures because she took care of that, she set me down again and opened asmall metal
box. With a brush, she recreated eyebrows for those | lost in the force screen. She added atouch of
color tomy lidsand aplush of paint on my lips and studied the effect. When | glimpsed mydf inthe
mirror, my hand inadvertently went to my nose. | snatched it back into my lap for fear she would interpret
my gesture.

'My pardon, Lady Sara,' and she brought out powder for me.

It was alittle reassuring to know that women still used such guileson Lothar.

Evidently she felt no more was needed and followed me to the door.

When | stepped out into the room, | stopped abruptly on the threshold. Linnana had neglected to tell
me who had been expected for breakfast and | had not bothered to count the place settings. It would not
have been so overwhelming if | had known what to expect. Over twenty men were gathered in that
room, of whom | knew only Stanndll, Harlan, Maxil and Jesd. Following Maxil and Harlan's example,
those seated at the crowded table rose ingtantly. | believe | wasthe only one who saw Harlan prod Maxil
forward to greet me.



Maxil struggled with his embarrassment as he took my hand to lead meto my place. Our flushing
faces only compounded the desired impression.

A servant came quickly with the steaming chocolaty beverage which was the L otharian equivaent of
coffee. It helped clear my head, certainly; hot, tart and stimulating.

'Y ou'll be pleased to know, Lady Sara," Harlan began formally but with awicked twinklein his
eye,'that the Lord Maxil and | have been cleared of the various physicd and menta deficiencies
attributed to us. And, by the foremost physician of the world, Monsorlit.'

| grabbed franticaly to baance the cup in my hand before my trembling spilled the hot stuff al over
me. Maxil hastily proffered angpkin and a servant materialized to mop up and produce afresh cup. |
muttered inanely about hot cups and tried to catch Harlan's eye. His remarks were addressed to the table
in general and he did not look at me.

'Gorlot was... obvioudy... mistaken about Maxil," he continued blithely. A palite ripple of laughter
forced abright smile from me. There were no lascivious side-wise looks a me from the men &t the table.
Actualy fatherswere quick to urge alikely girl to become the unofficia lady of aWarlord. A child of
such an dliance might well be Warlord-elect if the father died without other, morelegd issue.

"The most exhaudtive tests brought by Physician Monsorlit failed to show me mentally defective but
helsto try hisworst this afternoon in that precious Clinic of his. | am, evidently,’ and here Harlan's
laughter was echoed by the others,'to be congratulated on my astounding return to sanity.'

'Physician Monsorlit,' the name rang in my brain and | couldn't believe it. Could there be two with the
same name?

'‘Remarkable luck, that," said aman standing by the ba cony, 'getting one of Gorlot's own to validate
your sanity.’

Harlan frowned at the comment.

I say | find it difficult to believe aman of Monsorlit's caliber is connected with Gorlot. HEstoo finea
scientist and physcian...'

‘Not too fine aman to have dabbled in the vile practice of restoration,” sngpped Stannall with such
massive hate and condemnation in hisvoicethat it filled the room with tension.

| stared, amazed at the First Councilman for the passion of his denunciation.

'Hewas severdy disciplined for that youthful attempt,” a gray-headed, senatoria man remarked, ‘and
has turned his remarkable energies toward our truly pressing problem of insanity. Look what he has
achieved with that Mentd Clinic of his. HEs been ableto train usdessidiots to perform smple duties
perfectly.’

Stannall was not impressed.

'He has sought the proper cave in company with Gorlot.'

Thenwhy, | asked mysdlf, did Monsorlit say Harlan was sane. Don't they redlize that Monsorlit was
responsible for Harlan's collgpse?

'Gorlot will have difficulty now keeping Maxil from the Warlordship and Harlan from being appointed
Regent,’ someone stated.

'l wouldn't betoo sure,’ Stannall said sourly. ‘Remember, there was little Monsorlit could do when
three other noted physicians were sincerely convinced of Harlan's recovery.'

"Then you expect trouble tomorrow when the Council convenes? Grayhead asked worriedly.

'Of course | do," Stanndl said. 'Do you think Gorlot will smply step aside because Harlan has
returned unexpectedly? No, the man isincredibly cunning, €lse we should have suspected him long ago.
How many of you doubted his report of Maxil'simpotency until last night. How many of us have
questioned any one of his other unusua acts? The appointment of a back-province physician for Ferrill
instead of Loccan or Cordan?

'But Trenor effected somerdief for the War - the boy," another voice interposed. "There was a
definite improvement.’



'Y es, acessation of whatever drug they used to debilitate the boy,” Stannall retorted.

'Did the physicians find the residue of any such drug in Fen-ill's body? Grayhead asked.

Stannall snorted. "There are many drugs with peculiar properties, my dear Lesatin, whosetraces are
completely absorbed in the system within afew hours. Cordan suggests that perhaps cerol was used
since Ferrill's motor system has suffered most. But thet is confidentia information.’

'Cerol? Lesatin exclamed in horror, 'but that's a Tane-grown drug.’

And, | amended to mysdf, the same thing they used on Harlan.

"Then the Tanes are behind this,’ someone blurted out.

'No," Stannall replied with such calm assurance that the rising hysteriaiin that quarter was calmed. '‘But
| have good reason to believe that the Tane Revolution masks some intention other than meetsthe eye.’

Stanndl smiled dyly at the anxious requests for explanation.

'We have dready sent... ah... qudified observer,’ and Stanndl glanced quickly a Harlan with an
accusatory expression,'to Taneto bring us back afirsthand report of the Situation. | have not been
satisfied with the dl too reassuring officia reports:!”

‘Neither havel,' Lesatin asserted loudly. They've been... ah... em... too vague.'

Maxil muttered in my ear, "Jokan took off on hisown last night. Harlan wasfit to tie him to aMil
Rock. So was Stannall but not for the same reason.’

‘But Jokan was supposed to wait for me," | said inandly.

"That'swhy Harlan was mad. That Jokan!" Maxil chuckled with delight.

Stanndl was continuing smoothly, 'He will return as soon as he has properly assessed the problem. In
the meantime, it is essentid that we delve into every corner of Gorlot's administration and bring up from
the depths of each cave those incons stencies which can bring the mgority of Council to its senseswith
regard to thistyrant.'

'l should think poisoning Ferrill would be sufficient, remarked awiry, black-headed man later named
to me as Estoder.

Stannall pointed afinger at him, punctuating hiswords, 'if we had proof of it, which not even Cordan
canfind... except by the process of diminating other factors. Indeed, without Marian's miraculous
escape and return, we would not even be possessed of the suspicion. The action of that new drug is
comparatively unknown, you redize.’

‘Just how did Harlan escape, if held been so heavily drugged? No one's clarified that point,’ Lesatin
remarked, pointedly staring a me.

Harlan shot me a quick encouraging smile but alowed Stannall to spesk fird.

The... ah... Lady Sara Stanndl had difficulty for some reason in deciding on my title, 'managed to
penetrate the sanitarium and became assigned as Harlan's attendant.’

'We are doubly indebted to the Lady Sara,' Lesatin remarked, bowing in my direction.

L esatin seemed to me to be the sort of person who dotes on being possessed of the fullest
information on any given subject that attracts his attention. He reminded me unpleasantly of an officious
junior executive at the agency library who had plagued me unnecessarily for infinite detail s about this or
that. | seeled mysdlf for the questions Lesatin, if he bore out the resemblance, might throw at me.

'Can it be possible to assume,’ Estoder spoke before Lesatin could,'that Socto, Effraand Cheret
were removed from Hospitals, War Records and Supplies more by Gorlot's intervention than the normal
course of events?

'Possible, probable and entirely feasible,” Stannall agreed, 'and | suggest we begin our checking
immediately with these offices with the thoroughness of the ancient priesthood in examining anovice:!'

Everyone now had aquestion or an opinion or asuggestion. The breakfast broke up into little groups
of debaters, caling to Harlan or Stannall for approva. Men departed in pairs or singly. Finally there were
only four of usleft. Harlan reached for a heavy surcoat. | tried to catch hiseye so | could tell him about
Monsorlit'svigt to the asylum. | wasaso afraid of being left lonewith Stannall after hisremark about



restoration.

Harlan spared time only to grip my arm and mumble about seeing me later. Asthe door swung shut
behind him, | fdt awfully done and vulnerable.

'Maxil,” Stanndl said, 'l think you had better present yourself to your brother's quarters!’

'Fenian? Maxil countered, distastefully.

'No," Stannall frowned, 'Ferrill. The morning's report isreassuring. The paralysis of hisright sde
continues. But last night's examination contradicts the theory of aheart seizure. It will look well that you
have been to see him. And take the Lady Sarawith you. | have assigned four men as your bodyguard.
Absolutdly trustworthy," and the First Councilman's face relaxed into a reassuring smile for Maxil. 'Y ou
two," and he flicked his eyesto me, 'are not to be left unguarded for a moment. Oh, and when you've
seen Ferrill, your new quarters should be ready. I'll seeyou at dinner, Lady Sara,' and he bowed
punctilioudy in my direction.

'He doesn't like me, Maxil,’ | said when the First Councilman had | ft.

'‘Aw," Maxil shrugged it off. 'He will. Harlan'll seeto that and when Fara gets here, and Maxil blushed
furioudy. 'l mean, aw, and Maxil rolled his eyesto the ceiling in adolescent embarrassment.

'I know what you mean, Maxil," | laughed, patting hisarm consolingly. ‘It will be agreat plessureto
step aside for my competition.’

Maxil's face screwed up even more. 'Oh, Sara.'

'Oh, Maxil," | teased back, trying to reassure him.

A knock at the door disclosed Sinnall, in resplendent Palace Guard uniform, &t rigid attention. Behind
him | could see an equdly rigid Cire and two huge guardsmen. Sober-faced and taking his new position
veary serioudy, Sinndl saluted.

'My orders, Warlord, are to guard, guide and defend you and the Lady Sara. May | present
Second-Leader Ore, and Patrolmen Farn and Regel!"

'Second-Leader Cire, Maxil said, grinning broadly at Cire's good fortune. Then he hastily cleared his
throat and recdled his new postionin life. 'My compliments, Group Leader , and thanksfor your loyalty.
| wish to see my brother, Ferrill.’

SAuting smartly, Sinndl backed out into the hall with hismen, waiting at attention until Maxil and |
darted before he signaled hismento fal in behind us.

Therewas avadly different amospherein the halways this morning. Perhapsiit was the green sunlight
that flooded the hall from the skylights and bal conied acoves. Perhaps it was the crisp snapping to of the
guards who saluted as we passed where last night they had insolently glanced our way. Perhapsit was
the obsequious sal utations of the men and women who paused to greet Maxil, openly eyeing me. Severd
would have engaged Maxil in conversation, but he was too nervousto give them any encouragement and,
to my rdief, they tactfully withdrew.

There was amarked difference in Maxil's bearing as we continued. Last night he had come closeto
cringing away from passers-by. Today, his shoulderswere erect. He held his head high and hiseyeslost
then- gpologetic furtiveness. He was beginning to accept the fact that he was Warlord-elect; that this
good fortune was his and that he could no longer expect ridicule. No longer was he Samoth's whipping
boy; nor the 'younger brother' of apromising Warlord, but the heir himsdlf. And | was proud, too, to see
him conducting himself in what he consdered the proper manner.

Leaving our escort outside, we were immediately passed through to the inner rooms of Ferrill's suite.
At the door of the bedroom, a double guard was posted to whom Maxil issued hisrequest with
new-found imperiousness. One guard excused himself and entered the darkened room.

He returned immediately, holding the door respectfully for the man who entered.

Maxil's confidence disappeared instantly and he muttered a halting request. | wasin no position to
bolster Maxil because | was staring straight at Monsorlit. | trembled with fear and apprehension. Round
and round in my mind whirled Stanndl's words, and the volume of his revulsion and contempt seemed to
grow with each cycle. | looked frantically around for some exit or something | could do that would



remove me from Monsorlit's notice.

'Certainly you may see Ferrill, Lord Maxil," Monsorlit assented smoothly. He stood courteoudy aside
to let the boy pass. | must, however, caution you to keep your visit short so asnot to tire him.'

'Hell bedl right, | mean... that is, he's not going to die or anything, ishe? Maxil asked anxioudy.

Monsorlit shook his head, smiling enigmaticaly. | turned toward the outer rooms.

'No, Sara, stay with me," said Maxil pleadingly.

Monsorlit turned, curious, to me.

He started to incline his head in an acknowledgement, stopped, stared puzzled for a split second and
then straightened. There was nothing in his expressionless face to indicate whether he recognized me as
Harlan'swhilom attendant or not. | was certain it would be only amatter of time before he pulled my
identity from storagein hisorderly mind. Maxil saw dl this, but hisinterpretation of Monsorlit's sare
made him flush. | wrenched myself around and escaped into the darkened bedroom.

A greenish glow, pleasant, restful, fell on the book-piled desk, the pandl of communications screens,
shelves of souvenirs and dates that covered the inward walls of the room. Against aside wall was
Ferrill'swide bed, flanked by chairs and an austere hospital table with its neat array of medicines.

'Grestings, Maxil,' said alow voice from the shadowy heaps of pillows. ‘Cometo view the departed?

'‘Aw, Ferrill," Maxil groaned, dropping on to the bed.

'‘My lord," | heard the low hoarse chuckle, ‘I couldn't be more pleased at thisturn of events. In al
truth, it's been hard to play Warlord. No idedist, no dreamer like mysdlf should have to cometo grips
with theredlities of ruling aworld. Hisheart is not sufficiently armored against sentiment and suffering for
the gtrict impartidity essentid for the domination of millions. I would soon have failed Harlan, my father's
memory... and Lothar.'

Thevoicetralled off into acough. Maxil, a gangling awkward shape, shook his head in denid.

"Ferrill, if I'd only known how awfully sick you were, 1'd never had let Saratell you about Harlan.
Stanndll saysthat's what made you collapse,’ Maxil confessed brokenly.

'Good thing she did," the sick man stoutly reassured his brother. The only thing that saved my life,
believe me, wasfainting last night. Otherwise you would redlly be gazing on the departed.”

'What do you mean? cried Maxil aghast.

'Smply that I'm positive Trenor would have administered alethd dose of his pdliative last night. The
moment Saratold me Harlan wasfree | could fedl the prick of that find fatal needlein my arm. Asitis,
I'm extraodinarily lucky to come out of thiswith just amild pardysis. Ceral is dangerous tuff. I'd've died
alot sooner did | not come of stout-hearted stock. That heart attack rumor isfalse!

'Y ou mean, you knew you were being poisoned and never told anyone? Maxil cried out.

Ferrill snorted. "Who would have believed me? " The boy's ddlirious’, he quipped in an elderly voice.

Ceral, he had said, and that was what they had used on Harlan, but the results were so different. On
Ferrill they caused debilitation. .. on Harlan only a senseless stupor.

'‘Stanndll believes you were poisoned.’

‘Certainly he believes... now. Who isthat lurking in the shadows? Come here,' Ferrill commanded.
'Ah, the Lady Sara. My harbinger of good news. Again thanks.'

I'm relieved to know that last night's message was good newsto someone,' | said gratefully. 'Even if
Stanndl objects!

'My dear girl, you ruffled hisfedings. Stanndl has been thwarted of late, both persondly and
politicaly. He didikesmost of al being uninformed on curious happenings. A failing of his, but it makes
him an extraordinarily capable First Councilman. Almost too capable. Gorlot must have had a paragraph
inhisplansfor him, too.'

'Have you any ideawhat Gorlot was building up to? | asked curioudy.

'Apart from complete domination of Lothar,' Ferrill said with anasty laugh, 'l have only vague
suspicions.' As| looked down on the gaunt-faced man who had still been aboy afew weeks ago, it was



difficult to redize that there were only four years between Maxil and Ferrill. It looked morelike forty. 'l
suspect he gave the Tane planets away to those who have backed him. After Harlan's convenient
sick-leave had been arranged, Gorlot descended on uslike aMil ship that didn't bother to orbit.
Everyone had agood word for him. Took me awhileto cometo my senses, | want to tell you. Theniit
was aready too late. His men were in strategic positions. The Tane war was under way and | was kept
amogt too sick to care. After that, patient optimism and intestinal fortitude seemed my only aternatives:!

'IsMonsorlit redly helping you now? | asked, spesking my fears. 'Heisn't just another Trenor for
you?

Fennill's smile was very knowing and wise. He waggled awesk finger at me.

‘Don't doubt our leading authority on nervous diseases, swest lady.'

‘But he'sthe one who was drugging Harlan in the asylum.

And | know there were othersin there just as unwilling as Harlan. And Trenor was their physician.’

I don't doult it."

'‘And you il let Monsorlit treat you? Maxil quavered.

'Y es. For the smplereason that | trust the man.’

| stared & him.

'Why heisdlied with Gorlat, | don't know," Ferrill continued. 'Heisan oblique fellow but it will bea
sorry day for Lotharian medicine when heisgone!’

‘But... but..." | sammered.

'Monsorlit is not aproper cave-mate with Gorlot, no matter what the appearances show,' Ferrill said
with more vigor than you would expect from so frail aperson. Then he frowned a me. 'Y ou are certain
that he drugged Harlan? Monsorlit was not a Marithas the night Harlan was takeniill.!

‘But | saw Monsorlit give Harlan an injection and he called it cerol. They thought | was amoronic
attendant. And | know that there are nine other men in that sanitarium, drugged by Trenor, with the same
scuff as Monsorlit used on Harlan.'

Ferrill raised athoughtful eyebrow and pursed hislips, agesture imitating Stannal.

"That's when you decided to help Harlan?

| nodded. Ferrill shook his head, frowning as he tried to correlate thisinformation with his picture of
Monsorlit.

'Y ou must retire now, my lord and lady," said the soft, respectful voice of Monsorlit.

I jumped and Maxil got to hisfeet, for none of us heard the door open. | waited bresthlessy for
Monsorlit to denounce me. 'Y ou will tire the young petient,' was dl he said.

But as we passed him on the way out, his eyes glittered at me and | wished passionately | knew how
much he had overheard.

Maxil turned frantically to me once the door was shuit.

'Wevegot to tell Stannall, Sara," he said breathlesdy.

| shook my head violently. At the moment | didn't know which of the two men | feared more, the
physician or the statesman.

‘Stannal will find out dl he needsto know by himsdlf, I'm sure. Y ou know his opinion of Monsorlit.
And if Ferrill isto recover from this poisoning, Monsorlit is undoubtedly the only man who can doit. We
can't take away Ferrill's chance of recovery. Let'sforget, right now, what we said in there. Completely.

Before he could object, | pulled him into the filled entrance room. We were greeted by queries after
Ferrill's hedth. Twice Maxil wasimportuned with unveiled hintsfor patronage. At first | thought Maxil
didn't catch them. Once we had reached the quiet of the corridor, he snorted out a bitter remark.

'Y ou should have seen them laughing yesterday when Samoth dragged me back with you over
Varnan's shoulder.’

Our guardsfiled behind us as Maxil led me down the corridor beyond Ferrill's suite.

'We have the rooms my father and mother had, | think. They're the only onesvacant | could use!'



There were guards at that doorway, too. Sinnal received the salutes and replaced them with hisown
men. He then opened the door wide, stepped insde and quickly checked each of the doorsleading into
the reception hall. Evidently reassured no assassins or Milslurked anywhere, Sinndl threw open both of
the big doorsleading into the main room of the suite.

Stannd|’s charming rooms seemed barren, cramped and cold in comparison with the spacious
splendor of this four-bal conied living room with its various levels. A wide window overlooked the
riotoudy blooming gardens, backed by the towers of the city, magicaly iridescent in the green sunlight,
gparkling in an incredible panoramato my dien eyes.

Linnanaand a white-tuniced young man approached and both bowed.

'My Lord Maxil, I've checked Ittlo's credentids and Stannall has aready approved Linnana,’ Sinnall
said with stiff formality. 'Subject, of course, to your approva.’

Whatever comment Maxil may have had was drowned by an uproar outside. | had heard that bull
bellow only once before, but it had been indelibly engrooved on my eardrum.

My reaction was annoyance. Maxil turned white, his shoulders resumed their dump and he crouched
asif to hide. | caught him by the arm and gave him ashake. He didn't see or hear me. Sinnall expressed
his annoyance actively by opening the door with an angry jerk.

'What isthe meaning of this disturbance outside the Warlord's suite? Get rid of that man.'

| doubt that Samoth would ever have passed the guardsfor al hisburly strength. He was at the
moment impotently raging againgt their crossed wesgpons. He quieted amoment as he saw Maxil and then
began bellowing.

'I'm the Warlord's gppointed guardian,” he howled.

"The Warlord's gppointed guardian isthe Council, not an individual,' Sinnall answered with asnort at
such ignorance. 'Remove this nuisance,” and he beckoned to two guards farther down the hallway. 'Hold
him in custody. The only reason he was permitted to remain free was the generosity of Lord Maxil. This
has been exhausted. Off with him.'

The guards promptly took over and there was a certain overzea ousness to the restraints they applied.
Snndl cut off the indignant mouthings of Samoth by damming the door. He gpol ogized to the stupefied
Maxil for the unwarranted interruption.

'Maxil,' | said inawicked way, for the boy still looked scared stiff, think up something juicy for
Samoth to do. Like decontaminating Mil ships!'

Maxil's eyes began to gleam. Sinndl had difficulty retaining his officid face asthe boy's unguarded
expressons showed hisreflections on suitable vengeance.

'Maxil,' | began, having wandered around the room, peering into astudy, asmall anonymous room, a
room set aside for communication panels, three bedrooms. There wasn't abowl of fruit in sght, but there
were plenty of flowers. 'Maxil, | hate to mention thisbut I'm hungry.'

Maxil looked at me with disgust.

'I've never seen you when you weren't. Areyou sure..."

‘Maxil, order me somefruit at least,' | pleaded, cutting him off in midsentence because | knew
perfectly well what he might be going to say.

'My gpologies, my lady,’ Linnanasaid, coming forward swiftly. 'A terrible oversight. I'll remedly it
immediately. Ittlo!" and Linnana gestured the other attendant toward the communications room with a
fluttery hand.

A knock on the door and a gentleman entered, bowing, followed by boys carrying avariety of
uniforms and other masculine gppard.

'‘Ahem," Sinndll said discreetly behind his hand, ‘there will be aforma dinner, Lord Maxil. If you
plesse...'

Maxil looked up at the celling in dramatic exasperation at such matters but went obediently into his
bedroom.



We were egting a marvelous lunch when Maxil was called to the communications room for acall from
Sanndl.

'Council will convene tomorrow morning, Lord Maxil," Stannall said formally. 'Y our presenceis
required. The Lady Sarawill hold herself in readinessto attend the convention.'

'Yes, gr,' Maxil agreed readily.

'l trust your quarters are satisfactory?

'Yes, g, Maxil agreed enthusiastically.

'Y ou are satisfied with the personnd?

'Indeed | am," Maxil replied, grinning broadly at Sinnal and Cire,

"Then until the dinner hour this evening, Lord Maxil," and Stanndl courteoudy signed off.

'Formal dinner,’ said Maxil gloomily. 'l knew Stannall would put them back in.'

There was another tap at the door and one of the guards motioned to Sinnall. There was a brief
conference and then Sinnall went out into the hallway, looking over his shoulder at Maxil. | moved so |
could seeinto the hdl and caught aglimpse of an anxious young face. It took me aminute to get the
ggnificance and then | turned to Maxil.

I'll bet | got aglimpse of Farainthe hall just now.'

'Fara,’ and Maxil'sface lit up with joy. He ran to the door and yanked it open. Sinnall and the girl
were deep in earnest conversation. She caught sight of Maxil, her mouth made around O and she looked
like she would burgt into tears.

'Get her in here,' | hissed at Sinnall.

Poor Fara had no opportunity to run as| was sure she wanted to. Maxil had her by one arm and
Sinndl by the other. | motioned to Sinnall to close the doorsto theinner hall so that just the five of us
werein the main room.

'‘Maxil, father will be furiousif he knowsI'm here,' she wept and then she gulped back her sobsas she
came faceto face with me,

Her emotions were painfully obvious. She had heard al the gossip and had been hurt by it. She had
been betrayed in her love and denied sight of him by her father whose politica common sense dominated
his persond preferences. She did look like me, even with her eyesred with her tears and with her hair
disheveled. A younger, prettier, gentler, totdly different girl.

What impressed me more than her ddlicate loveliness was Maxil's tenderness toward her. He drew
her againgt him, one hand holding one of hersto hislips, the other arm drawing her possessively to him.
Therewas no hint of the gawky adolescent who had clumsily tried to embrace me the previous night as
we deceived the waiter. He was Romeo to his Juliet, strong and loving, tender and sure.

'Fara, I'm s0 glad to see you. What do you mean, your father will be furious with you? I've asked for
no one ese but you," Maxil was saying.

‘But... but... we were sent from the palace and no one would let us come back and Father wouldn't
let me cometo Starhall last night and then..." and she glared a me. She drew hersdlf up to her full height,
suddenly regd for dl her youth.

"Y ou heard those rumors about Lady Sara," | finished for her.

She swallowed hard, too proud or too hurt to answer.

'Well, Lady Fara, they are only rumors,' | said. 'Lord Harlan has claimed me ashislady.'

Her eyes widened and she gasped, looking trustingly to Maxil for confirmation. | don't know how, but
Maxil kept from blushing as he nodded solemnly to Fara.

‘Now, will you stop glaring at me and st down whilewetdll you thewholething? | suggested. 'l think
| can see why your father was not anxious for you and Maxil to meet right away,' | added as her
emotions of uncertainty, curiosity and distrust crossed her transparent little face.

By thetime shel€ft in Cire's company to dash back to her suite, we had the whole thing pretty well
thrashed out. She didn't much likeit, but she understood. Maxil was so relieved | thought he'd explode.



'Shelll accept my claim. Shelll accept,’ he cried, diding down into his chair with ddlight. Stretched out
full length, hislong legs stuck out at angles, he Sghed deeply and closed his eyes. Then, damming both
hands down on the chair arms, he propelled himself up with astonishing force, careering around the room.
It was obvious from Sinnall's expression he did not consider this proper behavior for aWarlord-elect.

‘Leavehim done,' | laughed at Sinndl. "Y ou're only thisyoung and in love once and I've presented a
terrible complication. Y ou must admit thet."

Sinnall shook his head. 'Wheat if they give themsdves away?

"They only haveto play along for afew days.' Sinndl still wasn't convinced, but at that point Linnana
and Ittlo suggested it was time we dressed for dinner.

CHAPTER TEN
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Forma dinner meant just that, but it was aformality that very few of the main participants enjoyed.
Harlan and Stanndll, done, a the head table, behaved asif they were enjoying themsdlves.

A portion of the Starhall had become a dining room, with a head table on the raised circular section
between two of the five archways, while four long tables splayed out from it on the level below.

| don't know who was more nervous, Maxil or me. His behavior vacillated between an almost
unbearable imperiousness when addressing his younger brother and sisters to adolescent sullenness when
he gazed at the table where Fara sat with adult members of Council. Stannall, of course, was at the head
table between Maxil'sssters. | was seated at Maxil's | eft, and Lesatin, the curious councilman, sat on my
left. Harlan sat at the end, too far away from mefor the conversation | wanted to have with him.

It was not a cheerful medl although the food was excellent. Kainaand Cherez, Maxil's two sisters,
were dressed as befitted their age and station, their pretty faces much sweeter devoid of last night's
excessve makeup. But they were sullen. Maxil told me that Kalina had been told she wasto deny the
claim of the man Gorlot had mated to her. Fernan, completely cowed by Stannall's presence and under
Harlan's scrutiny, ate the sparse medl set before him. His glowering fat face with its pasty pimpled
complexion was not apleasant sSight &t dinner. | avoided his direction as much to keep from seeing him as
to keep mysdlf from Stanndl's notice.

| must correct mysdlf. Lesatin thoroughly enjoyed himsealf. He made conversation for usto agree with,
commented on one course after the other. | felt terribly conspicuous and surreptitioudy waited until | saw
what Harlan used as slverware. Perhaps | felt a congtraint because in Harlan's presence | was so
conscious of inadvertently tripping over my own ignorance. With Maxil or Sinnall | could laugh off adip
or divert attention. But Harlan was so preternaturaly concerned with concegling my origin, | was
unnerved. The menace of Stannal and Monsorlit completed the top-heavy pyramid of my anxiety.

By the time the entertainers whirled out into the center of the huge hdl, | wasweary. My back ached,
my stomach felt overfull and churned with odd tastes and textures. My neck felt stiff with tenson and |
wondered if | could ever relax again.

When wefindly filed out of the great hdl, | tried to stay by Harlan. He gave me awarning look ashe
handed me over to Maxil. | wasfurious and frustrated. | desperately needed afew private wordswith
Harlan on what to do tomorrow if the Council should actudly cal me. | wasforced to go to bed without
that reassurance and | wasfilled with worry, worry, worry.

Inthe darm-clock way | had acquired since coming to Lothar, | awoke suddenly and completely. My
head till ached, the room was unred in itsluxurious gppointments and my body felt logy and digointed.
Linnanawas evidently a skilled keyhole listener because | no sooner stretched than she appeared to
announce my bath was ready.



| chose the smplest of the rich gowns and asingle strand of contrasting beads as much to forget the
extravagance of last night asto present Council with theésmple country girl' | had styled myself in jest.

The breakfast table held asurprisefor me. Jesd was at it, chatting companionably to Sinndl, Cireand
Maxil.

The boy had recovered his equilibrium thismorning, it seemed, for he rose with aspring as| entered.
Jesd seated mewith aflourish and aflirt. Linnanaand Ittlo bustled about with dishes.

The mood in which | awakened could not linger with such gay breskfast talk. Jesd insgsted on aribad
recounting of town gossp about Maxil and me and he was s0 deft with hisrecita | couldn't be offended.
Even Maxil, now that he had set himsdlf straight with Fara, laughed. The morning beverage simulated me
and unbound the knots of tension at the back of my neck.

'Sara, Harlan said not to worry about Council calling you. Today at least. We can dl watchin the
board room," Jesd indicated the chamber devoted to communication panels. 'It'saclosed circuit into this
room from the Chamber. It will beared pleasureto follow Gorlot's downfal.’

'You'resure of it? | queried hopefully.

Jesd scoffed at my unspoken doubts and leaned forward across the table in amock conspiratorial
fashion.

"The things we've uncovered about that man would make your skin curl off. Remarkable, isnt it, how
the dightest breath of scandal on any public figure brings forth previoudy forgotten dights and errors.’

‘But will these things discredit him as acandidate for Regent? | wanted to know.

'Sure, surely,’ Jesd agreed expansively. | wondered then if Jesd had been purposefully sent to dlay
Maxil's doubts or whether Jess was an incurable optimist.

'What's the gossip about Harlan's return from insanity?

Here Jesd did hedge. 'There'sagreat dedl of controversy about that. | only wish we had some
conclusive proof that he never had been insane.’

‘But he never was," | indgsted forcefully. 'He was drugged. Gorlot and Gleto drugged him.' Why |
inserted Gleto's nameinstead of Monsorlit's, | don't know. 'l heard that from Gleto's lips mysdif.’

'‘Does Harlan know that? asked Maxil anxioudy.

'Of course hedoes,' | assured him.

"Then why doesn't he have you appear before Council today? the young Warlord fretted.

'Perhaps you are the main issue today, not Harlan's sanity,’ | suggested.

Jesd shook his head.

'No, Maxil's as good as confirmed right now. Stannall had an inspiration and had the physicians check
Fernan over, too. The kid's heart has suffered from his overeating and he could never stand even normal
acceeration. Maxil's therefore practicaly the only choice. But it's the Regency that'sto be the heavy
contest. Don't worry, lad. | mean, my lord,’ Jesd said with sincerity. 'Harlan and Stannal know what
they'redoing.’

| fdl to mulling over exactly what | had told Harlan concerning himself in the asylum. | had mentioned
Gleto and his being drugged but not Monsorlit's visit, nor one other, possibly very important fact.

Y esterday | had told Ferrill that there were others held under drugs at the sanitarium. If those men all
recovered as Harlan had, and told their stories, it would be definite proof, by association, that Harlan
never had been insane. | tugged Jesd'sarm.

'Has anyone checked into the medica histories of Gleto's other recent patients? | mean, say other
squadron commanders or men of position who have aso suddenly and unexpectedly gone mad.’

Jess swiveled around to look a me with dawning comprehension.

"Trenor had nine other patients at that asylum,’ | continued. 'At least that'swhat Gleto said. If they
could be restored to sanity the way Harlan was, wouldn't that prove that Harlan, too, had been drugged,
had never been insane? And | know those men were drugged.’

Jesd was at the communicator panel before | finished my hypothesis. The screen lit to show Stanndl's



crowded living-room. Jesd asked Stannall to close his circuit. The background of the room blurred and
only thefirst Councilman'sface was distinct. Jesd repested what | had told him. Stanndl'sface
quickened with obviousinterest.

'How long does it take to recover from the effects of the drug? he asked, excited.

'About five days abstention from the drugged food,' | reluctantly advised him, knowing how
important the time factor was. 'But maybe there's an antidote or a stimulant.'

'We can try. It would be very interesting to check this. It would implicate Trenor gill further. Canyou
identify the patients concerned?

| couldn't. Stanndl pursed hislips over this disgppointment. Then he thanked me with absentminded
courtesy and the screen dimmed. Jesd came thoughtfully back to the table.

'Snndl," he asked, 'do you recadl anyone going off hisorbit recently?

Maxil came up immediately with one name, acommunications man &t the spaceport who had run
berserk al over theflying strip. Then there had been the case of apolice officid in the city. Jesd himsdlf
thought of two group leaders. Sinndl suggested a veteran trader on the Tane routes who had come home
babbling some strange ta e before he had been drugged quiet by physicians,

'What kind of atale? Jesd asked.

Sinndl frowned. 'Oh, he made arhyme of it, theway | heard the story.' Sinnall shuddered at the
memory. 'Went likethis:

For achange the Mil can eat The gentle, juicy Tane mest.

Of course, there hasn't been aMil raid for the last two Eclipses. And only afew Perimeter skirmishes
reported.’ A few skirmishesin two Eclipses: that would mean more than ayear. Was| in one of those
ships? Could | have been on Lothar that long? But Harlan had only been in the sanitarium ten months.
And the Tane war started aweek afterward. When had | been taken? Before or after? And how? Harlan
could only guessthat | must have been transported from Earth to Lothar in aMil ship. How then did | get
off the ship; wheredid | go from there for Monsorlit to change my skin and my nose? | was certain now
that Monsorlit had been responsible. How did | get into the sanitarium where | should have been a
patient, not an attendant?

‘Saras thinking. Maybe she knows another officid for our missing four men,’ Jesd jibed, startling me
out of my frightening contemplations.

'Me?No, | haven't followed that sort of thing. | was too busy with Harlan.'

"Which reminds meto ask you,' Jesd began forcefully, ‘where did you meet up with our Regent?
Jokan doesn't remember ever meeting you, but he's been on and off Ertoi gazing into crystals. I've been
underfoot and | don't remember meeting you in our closed circle,' he ended with a complimentary leer.

"Which should prove to you that Harlan is pretty good at minding hisown businessal by himsdf,’ |
hedged archly.

Thiswould not put Jesd off. 'Where do you come from, lady of mystery? Y our accent isdightly
southern, if anything, but your appearance is northern.’

‘A girl can't keep anything secret around here," | laughed.

"Thelady minds her business pretty well, too,’ laughed Jesd in good part. 'I'll bet I'll figure you out yet.
That'smy specidity.’

Snnall and Maxil laughed with him. But | could see he was alittle piqued a my continued evasion. |
hoped he wouldn't pursue the subject before | had the chance to talk with Harlan. Clan, cave and mining
engineering notwithstanding, | had very little knowledge to fortify me againgt the determined curiogty of a
friend. Or had hefdt that his own would not question the girl who had restored him from the living dead?

'If you guess correctly, I'll tell you true,”" | promised easily.

Jesd merely smiled at me queerly and | noticed he was looking at my hands. It wasdl | could doto
keep from jerking them into my lap. Harlan had been singularly interested in my wrigts, too. Examine
them as| might, | could find nothing to warrant such scrutiny.



The guard entered to say that Council was assembling.

Maxil rose with an excess of nervous energy, while Jesd, putting a reassuring hand on the boy'sarm,
got more casualy to hisfeet. He guided Maxil to the door and watched him down the Hall, Sinndl and
Oreflanking him.

In his unguarded face as he returned to the table, | saw the weight of Jesd's own doubts. He had
been careful to hide them before the boy. The dread that had bothered me on waking returned in double
measure.

Jesd and | went slently into the board room. | signalled Linnanato bring more to drink as Jesd
flipped on the screen to the seething Council Hall. Heyelled &t Ittlo to leave off clearing the breskfast
table. Then he settled himself beside me on the couch, to stare moodily at the screen.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
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Had Harlan and Stannal been aware of how many people Gorlot had touched in establishing his
massive plans, they would have gpproached the Council Hall with even more trepidation that morning.
Gorlot had chosen hisvictimswell.

I know my own sense of foreboding waslulled in thefirst hour of that crucid meeting. The very
familiarity of arall cal for the Councilmen asthey named their provinces and districts (the Council
consigted of scientists, military men and landed gentry instead of the proportiona representation practiced
on Earth) was reassuring to me.

Stanndl as First Councilman called the session to order with afew words about the gravity of the
Stuation and areassuring report on Ferrill's condition. If it deprived Ferrill of hisbirthright, at least it did
not mean his desth.

An ancient-looking, heavy collection of tablets wasrolled to the front of the chamber right up to the
raised daiswhere Stannall and the seven senior Councilmen were seated. (The significance of the
number'seven’ harked back to ancient history and the first Harlan's Seven Brothers.) An old man
mumblingly read from the tablets the names of Father's children. At amotion from the floor, Ferrill's name
was ceremonioudy canceled asindigible for the Warlordship. Maxil was named as next in lineand he
was asked to step forward and present his claim. All thiswas couched in the floweriest language, with
great gestures and ceremonia pauses.

Maxil came forward, holding histal gangling figure erect. He bowed gracefully to the eight in front of
him, to the Council behind him, and presented amuch be-medaled date to the secretary. A great show
was made of reading it. Thelegdlity of his birth wasthen formally recorded.

Stanndl| took over and the smplicity of the procedure of investiture was refreshing. It amused me, for
it sounded so like an Earth marriage ceremony. Stannall asked if anyone present knew of any just reason
why Maxil, second son of Father, son of Hilldl, son of Clemmen, true blood and seed of Harlan the Firgt,
Defender of the People, should not be Warlord-élect in this, his sixteenth year of life.

A massveslence prevailed. | gathered that this would have been the opportunity for Gorlot to bring
up Maxil's supposed impotency.

Stanndl'swords of formal acceptance of Maxil in the name of the Council were drowned by the roar
from thisaugust body. The entire room was on its feet, shouting the boy's name, and saluting
continuoudy. Maxil smiling nervoudy accepted the acclaim with poise.

When the furor had subsided, atense, uneasy restlessness took hold of the assemblage. Stannall
motioned to Maxil to be seated on the single raised chair to the right of the eight elders.

‘Since our young lord, Maxil, isunder the legal age, it will be necessary for the Council to consider



those men who are qudified to ingtruct him in the military duties of the Warlord and, with theaid and
guidance of this Council, in governing and guiding thisworld toward its great and recognized god, the
extermination of the Mil from the skies!

Stannd|l consulted adatein hishand.

'We note that Lord Maxil isover fifteen years of age and therefore considered to have reached the
age of reasonable discretion. Following the custom of our laws, he hastheright to agree with or disagree
to our choice of Regent, and to propose, if he should have aqualified candidate, a man sympathetic to his
persondity and hiswdfare.

Jesd chortled to himsdlf at that peech and | noticed a definite stirring among the Council members. |
could not see either Harlan or Gorlot.

Stannall turned dightly toward Maxil and the boy rose asif forcibly gected from the chair.

'l do have a choice, one acceptable to this Council since he has been Regent to my brother, Ferrill,’
and Maxil'svoice sumbled alittle over hisbrother's name. '‘By my legal and accustomed right, | will
choose Harlan, son of Hillel, son of Clemmen as my Regent, with the Council's permission.’

‘But the man's been mad for months," a voice from the back of the room protested quite clearly in the
stunned quiet. Others chimed in with smilar sentiments and agenera arguing shout rosein volume.
Stanndl folded his armsto ride the noise awhile before he called for order.

'We cdl Harlan, son of Hilld, son of Clemmen, before this Council .

The great doors at the opposite end of the Hall opened and Harlan marched in, looking neither left
nor right. He held himsalf so proudly, so regdly, tears of pride cameto my eyes. Harlan bowed to Maxil,
to the Council, to Stannall. Not all of the seven elders had had a chance to see Harlan before this
gppearance and he was scrutinized carefully. Stannal indicated the empty chairs drawn up on the lft of
the main platform and Harlan, bowing briefly, seated himsdf there.

'We seethat the name of Harlan, son of Hilld, ison thelist of those men eigible by their age, conduct
and military experience to be Regent. We dso cdl before this board the following men, their meritsto be
weighed before Council thisday.'

Stanndl began to cdl off hislist. Thefirst three names were unfamiliar to meand at each onea
Councilman arose to ceremonialy remind Stannall that so-and-so had died, or was over the maximum
age. The fourth name was Gorlot, son of someone - | didn't hear because the name of the implacable
man echoed in my mind harshly. Gorlot strode in, his square face as still asever, his square frame devoid
of the grace and litheness that characterized Harlan. He bowed to the young lord, to the elders, to the
Council and was gestured towards the waiting chairs.

Gorlot hesitated at the chair next to Harlan and then, with deliberation, |eft two seats empty between
them. His action had the gppearance of being cautionary rather than insulting. But it was awell-cal cul ated
piece of business. Jesd groaned and cursed with vehement origindity.

| sarted again as Gartly's name was cdled and this gray warrior stepped forward. He was but ayear
under the maximum age. He took the seat next to Harlan, flicking his cape contemptuoudy in Gorlot's
direction. | could have kissed the old grump. Jokan's name, too, was called and amutter arose from the
Council. Stan-nail turned to the seven with the comment that Jokan was absent on aspecial mission for
the Council. Ashewaswell known, his record would have to spesk for hun.

There were other names called, men | remembered Harlan using as examples for candidates for the
Regency: men who were reported dead or in survivor asylums. | wondered if any of them were among
the nine unwilling guests at Gleto's. Jesd seemed to have the thought, for he glanced at me significantly.

At any rate, by the end of Stanndl'slittlelist, only three were seated at the | eft of the seven. No one
doubted that the contest was between Harlan and Gorlot.

'We arefortunate indeed,” Stannall began with adight smile,'to have as candidates two men who have
aready had experience in the arduous position of Regent to the Warlord-elect.’ His bow was impartia.

'At the young lord's request, wefirgt consder the digibility of Harlan, son of Hillel, son of Clemmen.’

A sgh ran through the Council and was echoed by me. Stanndl made asign to the secretary who



nervoudy cleared histhroat and read off in arattling way the persond history of Harlan. | couldn't dways
catch hismumbling or the stilted phrases and ceremonia |onghand he spoke. But it was evident that
Harlan's early career asafighting man had been brilliant, crowned with the discovery of the Tane planets
aswdl as some daring innovationsin perimeter patrol techniques.

The secretary cameto the last date of the pile before him, and his voice noticeably dowed.

'On the twenty-third day of the thirteenth moonset, Regent Harlan was stricken ill and relieved of his
duties towards the Warlord until such time as his recovery was effected.’

Stannall smiled dightly and there was aloud spate of excited whispering among the Councilmen. |
wondered who had dipped that helpful phraseology in the document or whether it had been there dl the
time. Stannd| raised ahand and the whispering died.

'Asis customary, Council asked al candidates to present themselves to the War Hospital to be
examined asto their physicd ... and mental fitness. Physician Monsorlit, as head of that establishment,
may we have your report on Harlan, son of Hilld.'

Stannd| stepped aside as Monsorlit, whom | had not previoudy noticed, rose from his side seet in the
front row of the Council and took the center of the room. He bowed to Maxil, to the eight men, to the
Council, to the three candidates. | caught mysdlf holding my breath. Perhaps now would come the
bombshell to our hopes. Monsorlit's duplicity with Gorlot was certain in my mind. He may have lulled the
suspicions of others, but would he show histrue self now? If restoration were such aheinous crime as|
gathered it was, Monsorlit would not careto risk Gorlot's exposing him. For Gorlot certainly must have
known Monsorlit was restoring people.

Monsorlit spoke well and without a plethora of confusing technica terms. He summarized being cdled
by Stanndl with the other three physiciansto determine the sate of Harlan's mental hedlth.

'Even a cursory examination without benefit of specia equipment proved that Harlan had recovered
from the grip of mental disease that prostrated him ten months ago. Y ou can imagine, gentlemen, how
delighted and surprised my colleaguesand | are. No other patient suffering from similar symptoms has
recovered to such amarked degree.’

| glanced at Gorlot to see what his reaction was and, in spite of the man's studied carelessness, |
thought | detected a smug satisfaction to his patience.

‘Naturdly, such a superficid examination was not conclusive proof. Harlan himself suggested amore
thorough one a the Mentd Clinic.' Monsorlit paused to thumb through tissue-thin metal sheetsin his
hand. Hefinaly sorted oneto the top. 'l have here the results of our most exhaustive tests which we
compared with the last physica examination of Harlan, taken shortly before hisillness Again he paused
and | took another deep breath. Harlan was|ooking with obvious but not anxious intent at Monsorlit.
Gorlot sat, showing that trace of sSmugness. Maxil fidgeted continudly.

"There was a noticeabl e discrepancy between the two reports,” Monsorlit continued. Gorlot's smile
broadened dightly. ‘It was apparent that the reaction timein certain coordination tests and in the general
response to spoken and written questions was shorter.’

Gorlot's semi-smile disappeared and there was an agitated rustle in the Council Hall. Monsorlit had
thrown hisbombshell al right but not in the expected direction.

'In short, Harlan isin better genera physical hedlth today than he was e even months ago, the time of
thelast full physicd examination.’

"What about menta health? a voice demanded from the floor, heedless of protocol.

Monsorlit glanced unperturbed at his notes.

'My colleagues and | arein agreement. On the basis of the most exhaudtive testsin our means, Harlan
isboth mentaly and physically capable of any duties or offices required of him by Lothar.'

Maxil clapped ahand to his mouth to suppress his glad shout. Othersin the Concil had no inhibitions
about expressing their gpprova, but the jubilation was not as widespread as | had hoped it would be.

Gorlot was glowering now and he watched angrily as Monsorlit resumed his place, in the front row,
obliviousto any censure from that direction.



Stannd | stepped forward again, bowed to Harlan and held up his hand for silence.

Thisisindeed good newsfor the entire world. | trust that you and your colleagues are aready
working to effect smilar recoveries on others of our leaderswho have falen victim to this new scourge.”

Monsorlit contented himsdlf with bowing his heed briefly in assent.

'A question, Sir Stanndll,’ aloud voice interrupted. Our attention was directed to aportly individua in
theright rear of the hdll.

'Y ou have the floor, Cdariz of South Cant,' said Stanndll after avery brief pause.

'l recall the physician for further questions. |, and | am certain there are others of my mind, am not
aufficiently reassured by this... thisglib certification to trust the tender mind of an untried youth to aman
30 recently mad beyond speech.’

Monsorlit came forward again.

'Physician, have there been other recoveries from thisform of illness?

'Y es,' replied Monsorlit blandly, to the congternation of his questioner.

'‘As complete as Harlan's?

'No. As| remarked earlier, Harlan isin better condition than before his collapse. Due, no doubt, to
the rest and quiet with which wefind it best to surround our mentally disturbed.’

"Why then, and particularly since you have been the physician in charge of Harlan's case, was not the
improvement noted and reported? | believe | am correct in stating that this Council expressed a deep
interest in being kept abreast of any improvement inour... ah... former Regent's hedth.'

Monsorlit did not hesitate with his reply. ‘In such cases as we have been able to observe where an
improvement has been noted, it has been either so gradua as to escape the untrained eye, or amatter of
ingtantaneous return to normd.

'And Harlan's recovery was in which category? prompted Caariz.

'Ingtantaneous,’ was the bland reply.

Theliar,' | exclamed.

'What else can he say? muttered Jesdl.

'Ah, very good, I'm sure," Calariz was saying. 'Were you there?

‘Unfortunately, no. My time has been heavily scheduled by the weight of our risng mental disease and
the supervision of casuatiesfrom the Tanewar.’

'Quite s0." A neighbor beckoned to Cdariz and had his ear for amoment. The smile on the face of the
man from South Cant was not pleasant as he straightened.

Tell me, Physician, isthere any guarantee that Harlan will remain sane? | mean,’ and Cdariz had to
raise his voice to top the sudden whispered agitation, ‘can we be sure that say, Six or seven months from
now, Harlan will not collgpse under the stress of the Tane war and the task of training our new Warlord?

Jesd and | groaned together over thisloaded question. Monsorlit considered carefully.

"Thereisno such guarantee.’

Gorlot'sfacelost its angry blackness. Harlan appeared unmoved, but Maxil's distress was obvious.
Poor boy, he saw himself with Gorlot as his Regent whether he wanted him or not. He probably pictured
himsdlf dying dowly of some poison as Ferrill nearly had.

Caariz looked around him triumphantly and sat down. Before Stanndl could take the floor again,
another man rose to be acknowledged.

"Y ou know me, gentlemen, as one who has supported Sir Harlan in many of his policies and moves,
thisfellow began with the oily ease of one accustomed to long perorations before arriving at hispoint. 'l
have stood squarely behind him, as| did behind his brother, our late and much loved Father. | wasthe
first to deplore theillness which deprived us of Harlan's brilliant leadership and | want to be one of the
first to welcome him back officidly to our midst. But... | have aserious duty. For ten long months, this
fine commander and statesman has been out of touch with the struggles and trials of our daily living. He
has been unaware of our interna battles with menta illness, unemployment, crime and genera unrest. Can



we put upon him the added burden of reassessing past months when we can't hesitate so much asa
millisecond in forging strongly ahead? Can we ask him to take up again apart of our world'slife that
nearly deprived him of his health and persona happinessforever? That he has alowed himsdlf to be
drafted to resume the onerous duties of state isindeed a credit to his patriotism and honor. But... my
friends and worldsmen, isit fair to the man, to Harlan?

"That old..." and Jesd finished the epithet under his breath. 'He's one we were certain wasloyal to us.
How did Gorlot reach him?

| dumped down in my corner of the couch, utterly miserable. | got more depressed as the next hours
werefilled with debates for and against Harlan, only more were againgt. Thetext of their arguments were
subgtantidly the same: Harlan had been mad once, he could go mad again. Harlan was not sufficiently
attuned to the politica and social scene and this was made to seem essentia . Others tempered their
viewswith thefed ing that Harlan had served hisworld long and well enough. Other personditieswere
needed. There were those who did spesk out for Harlan, couching in genera termstheir dissatisfactions
with Gorlot's Regency. But it was a negative approach where a positive one was necessary. One man
used the thinnest possible vell for hintsthat Ferrill's health had declined rapidly and concurrently with
Gorlot's Regency. He was shouted down by Cdariz and the oily representative from Agtolla.

Stanndl findly called ahdt to this verbal massacre of Harlan and turned the discussion to Gorlot's
suitability. The old firebrand, Estoder, who had hinted at Fen-ill's suspiciousillness, rosefirg to cite
inadequaciesin Gorlot's administration and conduct of the Tanewar. Cdariz and the Agtollan gave him
little time to speak and talked loudly with their neighbors during hisremarks.

‘Jesd, helll never win at thisrate. What happened? | wailed.

It'stheinsanity angle. A lot of those who would follow Harlan through aMil raid are afraid of that.
Frankly, if | didn't know Harlan had been drugged, 1'd be worried, too.'

"Then why doesn't someone come out and say he was drugged? | demanded. 'l can proveit.’

'How?

'l wasthere. | saw it done. | heard Gleto talking about it. He said he was afraid Harlan could throw
off the drug and he wanted to increase the dosage.'

That isn't proof we can substantiate, unfortunately. It'shearsay. And it would beridiculousto stand
you up againgt the testimony of men like Monsorlit. No, my dear. Wed have to have aphysician's report
that traces of the drug were actudly found in Harlan's blood. Wetried it, but his system had absorbed
whatever they used.'

"They used cerol and you know it," | reminded him sharply.

'‘And cerol israpidly absorbed into the system," Jesd retorted angrily. '‘Besides, all we'd need to prove
to them that Harlan was still unstable would be for usto come out with a statement that he'd been
drugged all dong. We'd be laughed off the planet. If only we had had more time and could revive one of
those men at the sanitarium.’

"They're setting it to avote," Linnanacried out.

| had to watch but it was horrible to witness this defest.

‘But Maxil won't have Gorlot,' | said helplesdy.

'HEl have to take him," Jess muttered.

‘But they can't do that to Maxil,' | insgsted. 'Hell be poisoned like Ferrill and what Gorlot'sintended
to do dl dong will get done and then where will Lothar be?

Theroll was being called with droning fatdity to Harlan's chances. | wanted to break the connection
50 | wouldn't have to watch. | was hafway to my feet to shut it off when there was acommotion at the
hall doors. They burst open suddenly to a scene of struggling guards.

'l am Jokan. | have theright to enter. STANNALL!" avoice rang out above the scuffling and
shouting.

‘Let Jokan advance," Stannall bellowed with more power to hisvoice than | imagined he'd have.



Jokan ran up the aide. He spared no time for ceremonia bowing. Catching Stanndl by thearm, he
spoke softly and urgently. The First Councilman's eyes widened with disbelief. He backed up, his hand
reaching behind him for the support of the table. Jokan stopped speaking, hisface grim. Stannal | stared at
him. He managed to ask a question to which Jokan only nodded dowly and gravely. Y ou could seethe
effort with which Stanndl drew himsdlf erect.

'I have grave news. The gravest. | must speak of something | never thought would be said of a
Lotharian. | must spesk of treachery so abominable that the words gag in my throat." Stanndl's voice did
choke, before he gathered strength and volume and venom. "There has been no war on Tane,' he
declared in atight, measured way. 'And furthermore there are now no more Tane on their two silent
planets. Why? Because they have been taken by the Mil.'

A concerted gasp of horror rang throughout the Hall.

'How, you may well ask, did the Mil get the Tane? How did they, for that matter, penetrate so far in
from our Perimeter Patrol? Because the Patrol has been withdrawn from the Tane sector. Thereisonly
one man who has the power to do that. | accuse Gorlot," and Stannal's finger pinioned the traitor, 'of the
highest, most gruesome treachery. | accuse him of the foulest..." and here Stannall was drowned out by
the savage roar that came up from the very floor of the Hall. There was a mass stampede toward the
traitor.

Jokan had leaped to Godot's Sde during Stannall's denunciation. His wesapon was pointed at the
man'sthroat. Ironicaly enough, it was Harlan who kept Gorlot from being torn apart dive by the
hysterica Councilmen. It was Harlan who brought the mob under control and back in their seats while
guards formed atight ring around Gorlot.

It was Harlan who called squadron outposts a ong the Perimeter to report their positions. It was he
who reassigned them and called up additiona units from the spaceport to rush to unprotected arees. It
was Harlan who kept his head, the man they considered unsafe to trust with their government.

But it was Stanndl who recdled the business of the day long enough to insist on are-vote which was
dispatched with unanimous haste. Harlan was again Regent!

CHAPTER TWELVE
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| had asampling of the genera reaction to this startling news from the three people in the room with
me. Linnana started to weep hystericaly, throwing hersdf at Jesd'sfeet and imploring him to take her to
the VVaults where she would be safe from the Mil. She evidently supposed the Mil to be on their way
from Tane to Lothar athough this had not even been hinted. Ittlo cursed monotonoudy, aternating his
curses with 'How did he do it? How could he do it? Thiswas substantialy what Jesd wanted to know.

First he managed to calm Linnana by reminding her that the inner network of alarms gave them afull
day's warning before the Mil could possibly land on Lothar. There was no possibility of Gorlot's
tampering with those sentinels. She continued to weep quietly, faling into alittle lump on achair, until |
thought to have her go with Ittlo to get quantities of the stimulating beverage. | had afeding wed need it.

With something to do, both Ittlo and Linnanawere in better shape. The door flung open and Fara
cameracing in, her eyeswidein her whiteface.

'l had to come, | had to come. Maxil will be so upset,' she pleaded with me.

Jesd and | exchanged looks. Shewas, of course, quiteright. True, | didn't redlize that tradition would
require a Sixteen-year-old boy to be on the flagship of the fleet that would undoubtedly meet the Mil the
next time they came thundering down on Tane.

Her concern for this criss and its effect on the boy wasingtinctive and creditable to the unsdfishness



of her devotion to him. | felt ashamed. All | had considered was the fact that Gorlot wasfinaly exposed
and Harlan vindicated.

'Help me get to him," Fara cried, looking first to me, then to Jesd, gesturing at the pandemonium in the
Coundil Hall.

‘Harlan will bring Maxil back here, I'm sure,' | said encouragingly. 'And | don't think anyone could get
through to him right now. Look.'

Faraand Jesd turned to the hectic picture on the panel. Harlan, Stanndl and Maxil were easing
themselves out of the Hall, dl the while directing various agitated groups of Councilmen. The comic relief
was supplied by the secretary. He was trying to keep his unwieldy table of tablets from being upset in the
push and shove. He kept jumping up and down on one leg, weeping in distress at the ghastly news he
must record.

Ittlo's questions, "How did he do it? How could he do it? were answered in the course of the next
few violent days. But there were alot of other questions that were never adequately answered.

The perfidy toward the gentle Tane who had so recently been reviled as expendabl e savages shocked
Lotharians of al degrees out of their petty squabbles and united them once morein their ancient crusade
againg the Mil.

'How could he do it? was answered by the blazing persona ambition of the man Gorlot, who had
correctly assessed the greed of barons and patrol dissidents, seizing upon the unrest of thetimeto
implement his scheme. There were many who had wanted the Tane planets astheir own playgrounds, or
for their business monopolies. They were not especidly interested in having the Tane there. They gave
Gorlot the support he needed in Council when he needed it, in return for his extravagant promises of
large grants when his coloni zation reforms went through. His choices of squadron |leaders were promoted
through rigged military boards and the incumbents thrown out, moved up, or liquidated in one manner or
another. In return for their explicit, blind obedience, Gorlot subgtituted in al key Perimeter positionsthe
incompetent men who had formerly been denied promotion. The few who went dong only far enough to
get suspicious of Gorlot's ultimate god or who found out inadvertently were silenced. Some ended up as
mental cases, others as complete paralytics doomed to ashort and uselesslifein thethral of cerol,
conscious but unableto blurt out the frightful truths held locked in their brains.

Gorlot had withdrawn the Perimeter defenses on the Tane sector, creeating afunnel down which the
Mil, encouraged by the lack of resistance, headed towards their new prey. The routine engagements
Gorlot reported during his period as Regent were actualy those few Mil ships he had had to destroy to
control. Some of the men supposedly in cerol shock from Tane attacks had been captured by the Mil.
Frantic appedls, like the case of the rhyming trader, had been put down to the ever-mounting toll of
mental hedth. | wondered how Gorlot, once the Tanes planets were stripped, planned to turn back the
Mil the next time they approached the funnd. Or would the Mil know they had had dl thelife those two
ill-fated planets bore? Would Gorlot have risked aMil raid on Lothar? My private opinion was yes, he
would have dared, particularly if he could be the hero of the occasion. Perhaps he meant ultimately to
discard the ‘weakened lin€ of Harlan and start a new dynasty, the vigorous 'line of Gorlot'.

Thered miraclein the affair was Jokan's role. He had started back for the north and staged aredistic
crash in the mountains as planned. The men who rescued him were patrollers on leave. They recognized
Jokan as the man who had been experimenting on Ertoi with the crystals. These crystals had enabled the
Ertoi to keep the Mil off their planetslong before the Alliance. The sonic vibrations of the crystalswere
powerful enough to disrupt the cellular construction of the Mil and reduce them to abattered jelly. The
Ertoi were amuch oldet race than the Lotharians.

Thanksto the magnetic ssormswith which their planet abounded they had early found a means of
defending themsalves againgt the depredations of the Mil.

Jokan had worked for several years on aproject to incorporate Smilar electromagnetic crystalson
every Lotharian ship. Laboratory tests had proved that the crystals were effective if the Mil victim could
be encircled. It was this new weapon that had given Harlan the hope that L othar might serioudy consider



attacking the Mil home planet. However, there was as yet no adequate way to shield humans againgt the
effect of the crystals. A man, because of hisrelatively denser cell composition, could stand amuch higher
frequency than the Mil. But man still suffered from the vibrations emanating from this wespon.

Jokan's patrollers mentioned that al the ships they had seen or served on recently were now
equipped with the crystal resonators. There was considerable secrecy attached to these installations.
Jokan was deemed the permissible exception. He had, after all, been instrumentd in their devel opment.
But Jokan had not known that the instalation of the crystals was so widespread. He was immediately
concerned and questioned the men closdly. What he learned was enough to send him back to Lothar to
make his desperate and successful attempt to get to the Tane planets. He had left word at his apartment
of hisintentions, believing me soon to arrive safely there.

The patrollers had dso told him they had been in maneuvers off Tane, using the crystals on Mil type
transports, driving the shipstoward Tane. There had been severd of these ‘war games, combined with
expeditions on the Tanes in which therrebellious Tanes were herded into cantonmentsto await
punishment for their 'offenses againgt Lothar.

| don't know where Gorlot was taken immediately after the fiasco a the Council Hall because it had
to be awell-kept secret. The palace was mobbed by endless throngs and deputations, screaming for
possession of thetraitor.

Numerous attempts to invade the paace by force to seize Gorlot were repul sed.

Faras concern for Maxil was just. He returned from the Council Hall in grim silence. He made
continua appearances on the ba cony overlooking the great Square, reassuring the people that the Mil
were not lurking in the clouds above, ready to swoop down and depopulate Lothar. With a sternness
agtonishing for hisrelative youth, he assured them of punishment for the traitor. The only reason for a
delay in dedling with Gorlot was to discover how far-reaching his plans had been. However, it became
necessary late that night to bring Gorlot from his prison and show him to the frenzied mobs before they
could be made to disperse.

Someone had started a rumor that he had been rescued or was going to be rescued. What group of
zed ots might do such amad thing no one ever said. But Maxil showed them a Gorlot, manacled with
ship-anchor chains, bruised and bloodied, quite adifferent man from that morning.

The enflamed people had to be satisfied with effigies of Gorlot which were burned, tortured,
dismembered, tied to Mil Rocks all over the planet, thousands of times throughout the night. VVengeance
was easy to accomplish by pointing fingers at those who had enjoyed Gorlot's favor during the past ten
months

Maxil proved himnsdlf atrue descendant of Warlords, carrying himself with great dignity during his
trying persona appearances. | appeared with him, as did Fara, Stannadl, Jokan and Jesd. But | think it
was Fards presence that steadied him most. Once Stannall recognized this, at my insstence, therewas
no longer any problem about Fararemaining in the Warlord's suite.

| think al the arrogance and imperiousness went out of Maxil that day. The glamorous trappings, the
little dignities and privileges that went with his position had been brutdly torn asde to show him the ugly
mechanics undernegth. It was afrightening initiation into manhood.

The Regent and the First Councilman seemed to be on strings, in and out, back and forth. Jesd
stayed with Maxil but apart from one public gppearance with Maxil, Jokan was not in evidence. He
joined usvery late that night as Jesd and | sat up, listening to the disturbed deep of the new Warlord, far
too keyed up to rest ourselves. The noise from the streets was till audible. | was, asusud, eating. I'll say
that for my participation in eventsthat day: it was | who remembered that people had to est occasionally,
particularly people under stress. And | made everyone have dinner, including Stannall and Harlan.

Jesdl took one look at his haf-brother and did not offer food. He poured him afull cup of a potent
patrol brew. Jokan showed every minute of the forty deepless hours of histrip to and from Tane. Hewas
no longer the debonair man-of-the-world, playboy and wit. Jokan was too dead-tired to play any role.
He had lost thelast of hisfew illusons. Jesd and | waited as he drank, hislegs sprawled out from the



chair, hischin on his chest, one arm limp over the back of the chair, the other cradling the tumbler against
his cheek between gulps.

'Y ou know, Jesd,' he said findlly, 'l circled those damned planets and | quartered them. | went to
every sacred grove on both Tanes. They were fenced round with forcers. Only the forcers were off and
there wasn't anyone around. Used to be, there was aways someonein agrove.

'‘And quiet? Y ou've never been on such aquiet world. Those Tanes were dways making some kind
of noise, that silly croon of theirs. Y ou dways heard it. But there was aways some kind of noise. | tell
you, it wasthe weirdest thing | ever felt. And those burned-out acres where the Mil ships had landed.

Y ou could smell them. It made me sick. | wassick until | couldn't stand and crawled back to the ship on
my hands and knees.'

| noticed that he wasn't exaggerating. The knees of hisnow disheveled flying suit were torn and
mud-caked.

‘Jed, if | hadn't been there," he continued, miserably, hiseyesfilling with tears, 'l wouldn't've believed
aman, aLotharian who knows what the Mil do, who's been brought up to kill the rotting species, could
concelve such ascheme. He shook his head and drained the rest of his cup, holding it out for Jesd to
refill.

'Didn't you find any Tanes? asked Jesd hopefully.

Jokan shook his head dowly from sideto side, from sideto side. 'A whole race of gentle natura
people who never hurt anyone, who didn't suspect treachery in othersuntil it must have been too late. A
whole race wiped out. By one man. One man.'

Draining his cup again, Jokan flung it vicioudy againgt the wal. It clattered and bounced noisily onto
the carpeting. Jokan sat there looking at the battered cup with narrowed eyes. Jesd reached for another
tumbler, filled it and passed it over to his brother. He and | watched until Jokan drank himsdlf into a
complete stupor. Then we put him to bed.

| went to deep inthefind hours of that night, listening to the dull rumble of public frenzy which
showed few signs of dying down from sheer inertia. There was no less noise than there had been the
previous night with Eclipsefestival going full blast. But therewas adifferent fed intheair now... afeding
of hate so strong it smelled, so tense it pressed againgt you like heavy fog and made breathing difficult.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Contents<> - Prev <>/ Next <>

When | awoke at my usua hour the next morning, | felt oddly refreshed by the short deep and
curioudy dert. | was up well before Linnanathismorning, | thought with agrin. She didn't even appear
when | drew my own bath. Inaway it was apleasure to be done, feding as| did, and | hummed to
myself as| bathed. Gorlot had done hisworst and it had backfired on him. The yoke of apprehension
was lifted from the back of my neck. Somehow, to me a any rate, the Mil did not seem asterrifying as
Gorlot had.

| threw on arobe and walked out onto my bacony. The gardenslay below me, trampled and
battered by yesterday's surging mobs. Beyond, the city was preternaturally quiet, the way New Y ork
could be, early Sunday mornings. A sudden muted drone caught my attention and | located the sound
from thetrail the ship made asit needled upward into the greenish morning sky. Thetrail was barely
thinning when another roar split the air and a second, athird, afourth line of smoke spurted upward. |
watched this exodus for some time before the knock on the door roused me.

Harlan came in and motioned to meto stay on the balcony where he joined me. There were circles
under his eyes and fatigue lines drawing down the corners of his mouth. But his step was quick and his
voicefirm.



'‘Good morning to you, Regent Harlan,' | said and gave him afull court curtsey.

"Very graceful, he grinned back and gave me ahand to steady my rising. 'l didn't hope to find you up.
But | took a, chance. Jokan isfar beyond wakening.'

'Hewasvery tired last night,’ | tendered.

'Hewas dso very drunk,’ Harlan remarked, teasing me. 'Hardly blame him. Wish | had the chance.'

| could think of nothing witty or apt to say because Harlan's very masculine presence disturbed me.

Heleaned againgt the wall, facing me, folding hisarms across his chest, regarding me with
disconcerting directness.

'What isall the activity at the spaceport? | asked, nervoudy gesturing at the smoketrails.

Harlan didn't bother to glance over his shoulder. 'Sending out replacements and techniciansfor the
Perimeter. Have to replace nearly every man Gorlot appointed with someone competent. He did a
thorough job of removing, permanently or temporarily, every able man in Patrol unsympathetic to him.'

'You are afraid the Mil are coming back in force!’

Harlan frowned a meintensdy. Thereisawaysthat possbility.’

It'swhat everyone seemsto fear.'

'Wéll, they might. Gorlot gave the Mil awide-open field with Tane. What'sto prevent them from
assuming that the entire section isn't wide open? Especidly since weve dways maintained such avigil.'

Harlan moved to the ba cony railing, looking out over the battered gardens. Then he turned back to
me, leaning againgt the iron support.

'Have elther Jesd or Jokan been after you? About your origin? he asked anxioudly.

‘Jed cdlsmethelady of mystery,’ | laughed lightly.

Harlan frowned.

'l can't keep both of them away from you and they're curious. Look, I'll send you some vision tapes
about Jurasse. Y ou can't read Lotharian yet, | gather? Hmmm. That's too bad and there's no chance to
teach you. Well, you'll have to assmilate as much from the historical and vision tapes asyou can.’

Harlan stared into space, scrubbing his chin thoughtfully.

| noticed he must have just bathed, for his hair gleamed damply in therisng sun. Hislean profile sood
in bold relief againgt the green sky, emphasizing the sirength in hisrough fegtures. | put that pictureinto a
special corner of my memory for easy reference. He turned back toward me suddenly. Thewry grin on
his face set as he caught my absorbed expression.

'I've never thanked you, have |, Sara? he said gently. 'If you hadn't had the courage of ...."

| shook my head to stop him.

'Y ou forget, you were the only way | had of getting out of that ghastly place.’

He reached for my right hand, raising it to hislipswithout taking his eyes off mine. Then he pulled me
dowly toward him.

'Maxil's Farahasjoined him,' Harlan said with ameaningful grin. Hisarmsheld metightly againgt him
and his eyes compelled meto look only into hisface. 'Maxil isaseager to clam hislady as| anto clam
mine'

Sowly he bent and lifted meinto hisarms, hiseyes never leaving mine. | could fed the warmth of him
through the thin fabric of his overtunic and hear the beating of his heart, fast and strong. | felt | must be
only oneloud, frantic pulse beat. He put me on my feet by the side of the bed, his eyeswarm and intense
with feding.

Thisisnot asmdly fishing boat, dear my lady, he said softly as his hands unfastened my robe. 'And it
is much too early for anyoneto be up and looking for the Regent.' He shed hisown tunic and |
swallowed hard with nervousness. Quick concern crossed his face and he framed my head with gentle
hands. 'l s this body you cared for so long offensive to you? he asked softly. "Y ou know it so well.'

'I know it well, yes, but not the man withiniit,' | whispered.

He smiled then, awonderful tender possessve smile,



"When theman | amiswithin you, you will know al of mewell and 1, dl of you. And you will no
longer be afraid of me!'

My arms, of themselves, did up around his neck and our bodies touched. | couldn't control my
trembling.

'Dear my lady Sara," he said very softly, his voice rough with passion. ‘I'm claiming my own. Now!"

A long timelater, | heard his soft chucklein my ear.

"Y ou know, you were untouched after al. Those bully boys Gleto used as guards weren't above
rape.’

'I know,' | said in avery small whisper into hischest, '| wasterrified they might have when | wasn'tin
possession of my senses.’

Hetipped my head up so | had to look him straight in the eye.

‘Afraid of me now? he asked gently. He wouldn't let me duck my head and he grinned a my furious
blushing. 'l can seeyou aren't and I'm glad.' He kissed me quickly and settled me against him. 'I'll do
better by you next time, sweeting. But | can't give aguesswhen that'll be. Thisis stolen time." He sighed
deeply and the linesloving had lifted briefly settled back into place.

"You look so tired, Harlan,' | murmured, worried, touching the raggedy scar on his cheek.

'l fed alot better now than | have for sometime,’ he grinned wickedly at me and kissed my breasts.
His hands tightened on me roughly. When he looked up at me, hisface had changed completely. 'If
anything should happen to you now..." He sat up abruptly, his strong back to me. | could hear him dap
onefigt againg the other pam.

One long arm reached out for the overdress he had dropped to the floor. In one fluid movement he
had thrown it over him and buckled it into place. He looked down at me.

That'swhy | can't stand to have you stay on here. Too many people get to see you. Y ou've too
unusua afaceto be easily forgotten. Someone who knows where you were before you were made my
attendant is going to remember you. But..." and he sighed deeply,'there's no possible chance of whisking
you away to aless public place.’

'Nothing will happen, Harlan. Surely someone would have come forward by now. I've been seen so
much,’ | reassured him. 'And I've been doing quite well. I've had to.'

'Y ou've recaled no memories, not even fragmentsthat would give us alead?

'‘None | want to remember,’ | said, suppressing a shudder.

He bent to kiss my forehead in gpology for stirring up those memories.

'By the way, we got those nine men out of Gleto'stender care,' he said, Sitting down beside me. He
took my left hand in both his, stroking my wrist gently. "'They're coming round and furthermore, we found
enough cerol in Gleto's medicine room to supply an army. There wasn't much of that Suff available
before the Tane wars, too new adrug, So it was obvious someone has been importing it in quantities.
Well find out who soon.’

"Then you can prove to anyone that you never wereinsanein thefirst place. Not that it matters now.'

It fill matters,' Harlan assured me. 'But what is more important, we should be able to learn from
those nine when the Mil first got to the Tanes... inwhat force..."

'Can't you get Gorlot to tell you?

"Were working on him, too, Harlan said grimly. "Weve had more success with his croniesin Records
and Supplies, but they don't know thetotd plan.’

"‘What about Monsorlit? | asked hopefully. It would be nice to berid of one menace.

Harlan looked at me questioningly.

'He drugged you, after dl. And Gorlot gppointed him,' | argued, not understanding his reluctance to
indict the physician.

'No. Monsorlit has dways been in charge of the staff at War Hospital,' Harlan said quickly. 'Gleto has
been accused,’ he added to pacify me. 'But other than Gleto's counter accusation there is no proof



Monsorlit wasinvolved. Gleto's such awretched cave-blocker hisword doesn't go for much.’

‘But minedoes,' | replied, trying to ignore the fear that sank like lead into the pit of my stomach.

'Look," and Harlan closed strong hands around my shoulders. He gave me alittle shake to make me
look a him. 'Well haveto forget Monsorlit's duplicity. If restoration is once brought into this, you'll be
killed just asif you were any other restoree. Monsorlit must have done the restoration. He's the only one
who would dare or who could do such a superb job. But how hedid it and when, | am not interested in
finding out. And neither, dear my lady, should you be. By the mother of usal, Sara,’ and he threw his
hands out in an exasperated gesture as | stared at him, unconvinced,'do you want to be discovered?

'Monsorlit has covered dl tracesin thisaffair,” and Harlan siwung off the bed to pace restlesdy up and
down the room, ‘just as ddlicately as he covered all trace of restoration on your body.'

He turned and pointed his stcumpy finger a me. 'If hishospita ship had once been on Tane a any
time, we could accuse him of hiding treasonable information or of direct collusion with Gorlot. But he's
clever. He kept his shipsin orbit one hundred miles above the planet. The wounded were ferried up to
him by smdll rocket. We can't pin athing on him.

"There'sjust enough cerol in his hospitals for experimentation. And his staff is so cave-bound loyd to
him they wouldn't spit unless he said to. How can we pin anything on him that would remove himasa
danger to you?

'He's got Ferrill back on hisfeet and to top it al, he's come up with an antidote for cerolosis. That
makes us grateful to him. And hisclinicsfor mental hedlth dl over the planet have touched too many little
peoplefor usto try to defame him.’

‘But hedrugged you,' | ingsted inanely.

Harlan shrugged. 'l can do nothing that won't endanger you.’

'What if Monsorlit remembers me? | pleaded, desperately afraid.

Harlan dropped to my side again. 'Sara, Sara, please. Go on making yoursef into aLotharian. It's
safer. He smiled plaintively and kissed me tenderly. "Y ou're one now anyway. But remember, fear of a
restoree isamost as deep asfear of the Mil and to many... you heard Stannall... just as hideous.

| was about to say something when a gentle knock startled us.

‘Just be careful, dear my lady," he whispered urgently as the door opened to admit Linnana.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
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| often felt in the next few daysasif | lived in the old Grand Central Station. Harlan and Stannall
conducted much of their businessin Maxil's living-room and board-room, including Maxil in dl
discussons. The boy would red to bed late at night exhausted, rise the next morning and grimly plunge
back into the tedious reports from Councilmen and Patrolmen, or broadcast reassuring messagesto the
planet. The palace seethed with feverish activity and the air was punctuated day and night by the blasts of
shuttling rockets and greet ships.

A full report of the death of the Tane was partially cushioned by adiscovery of alone group of sixty
badly frightened, suspicious survivors.

All Patrol reserves were recalled for reexamination and assgnment. Thefiction that thiswas due only
to areshuffling following the collgpse of the Gorlot Regency was not fooling many, but it kept hysteria
under control. Every available ship, no matter what size, was being refitted with Jokan's
electro-magneto-resonators. Busy as the spaceport beyond Lothar was, Maxil assured me that the
M oonbases were bedlam. Jokan spent most of histime with Ertoisand Glans dthough | didn't get to see
any of these extraplanetary dlies until later. Jesd was occupied with someradica planetary defense



system and gppeared only once at the forma dinnersthat Stannall ingsted be continued for public
morde.

Maxil announced plans for a speeded-up colonization of one of the Tane planets. Applicationsfrom
al waks and trades would be acceptable. With awry afterthought, it was aso announced that both Tane
planets were being equipped with the Ertoi defense crystalsto prevent areturn of the Mil. | redlized then
that that must be what occupied Jesd, the erection of asimilar last-gasp defense for Lothar itself. To have
admitted this publicly would have crystaized everyone's nightmare.

My public appearances as Maxil's companion continued, but | insisted that Fara also be included.
Maxil dwaysfet more at ease with her than with me dthough | know he liked me. But | was eight years
his senior and, as Harlan had made plain he had aprior claim, Maxil was uncomfortable when the three
of usweretogether. With both Harlan and Maxil bringing pressure on him, Stanndl findly conceded that
people would be too concerned with the Mil crisisto worry about such 'minor details.

However, members of the palace circle soon took advantage of the fact that Maxil had made no
forma claim on me and pressed their attentions. Stannal would not, however, permit Harlan to make his
forma dam public, which infuriated the Regent.

If Linnanaever mentioned finding Harlan in my room that first morning he clamed me, she never
passed the information along. | was deeply grateful to her and she became very helpful in dissuading
importunate suitors who tried to enter my room.

My private time | spent listening to the tapes Harlan had sent me until | felt | knew Jurrasseintimately
and could tour its eighteen hills blindfolded. Faraand | went to the Greet Bazaar and | listened to the talk
of the crowds, shopping, watching, familiarizing mysdf asmuch as| could with Lotharian ways.

Lothar was an odd contrast of technica advances and primitive inventions. There were no land
vehicles other than animal-drawn carts of the crudest type. Women baked on wood stoves while the land
Patrol and the palace cooked with aform of thermd energy in gigantic ovens. There wasradiant lighting,
but a crude type of radiant heating. Cloth was dl handloomed. There was efficient refrigeration but no
canned supplies. No paper but the avkward dates or thinly extruded metal sheets for more permanent
records. Widespread television existed and recording tapes but nothing approximeating typewriters or
printing presses. Epic poemswere sung by skilled bards using stringed instruments and drums, but there
were no dramas other than mummeries. Glass and high-grade plastics but no china, porcelain or clay.

My dayswere busy, but | waited impatiently for the few hours Harlan could spare to be with me. He
would come late at night, waking me from deep, or early in themorning as| could not break my habit of
early rigng. If he came at dawn, he would bring cups of beverage and fruit, teasng me about my
ravenous appetite.

"When do you ever deep? | asked him, haf anxious, half amazed at hisinexhaudtible vitdity.

Herolled onto his sde and ran a caressing hand the length of my body.

'Here and there," he answered absently. He stroked my wrist softly. 'Remember, | had months of
deepinthe asylum and,’ he added with an engaging leer, ‘aslong as| have accessto the greatest of all
restoratives, I'm doing fine. When | think of thetime | wasted in that asylum, the opportunities | was
obliviousto...'

"You are absurd, | protested, laughing.

'‘And you are ddightful, dear my lady," and we would be off again.

He never completely forgot my exposed position and my lack of background. But | became more at
ease and lost my fear of self-betrayd. | wasfull of confidence.

The communicator pane, which was dways busy, flashed on one morning just as| wasrousing from
apogt-breakfast stupor. Harlan had been with melate that night. Jokan said the call wasfor me.

I recognized the spesker as Councilman Lesatin. In most courteous terms he asked meto attend a
mesting in haf an hour at Stannd|'s office beyond the Great Hall in the administration wing.

My curiogity, not my concern, was aroused. Lesatin had been adinner partner twice and | dismissed
the man as an amiable, exaggerating character. He happened to be the representative of the mining



interestsin Jurasse and we had chatted about my coming from there. The only question | hadn't been able
to answer was what shaft my father had worked in. | had fobbed that off by confessing to a sudden lapse
of memory. Very slly, | had said airily, to forget atitle | knew aswell asmy own clan. Lesatin had
helpfully named afew shaftsand | had picked one eagerly. He had not seemed unduly concerned with
my forgetfulness.

When | reached the office, not only Lesatin wasthere but also Stannall and severd other senior
Councilmenwhom | knew by sight. | still had no gpprehensions.

| was greeted most courteously and asked to be seated.

'One purpose of thismesting,” Stannall began in hismost forma tone of voice, ‘isto acquaint you with
the public approva of this Council and the citizens of Lothar for the considerable part you played in
exposing thetraitor, Gorlot. Had you not suspected and been able to effect Harlan's release, we might
have discovered dl too late the perfidy planned againgt the entire Alliance. Our gratitude takesthis
materia expression,’ and Stannall handed me amuch decorated date. | glanced at it with what | hoped
wasintelligent comprehension and thanked them most fervently.

'We fed we can never adequatdly recompense you for the danger in which you voluntarily placed
yoursdf!

| muttered something to cover my embarrassment.

Stannd|l's official countenance relaxed into as pleasant asmile as he had ever directed to me. The
other five men beamed paterndly a me. | wondered if Stanndl had now forgiven memy varioussins. He
had been less curt, certainly, Snce Farahad joined Maxil's suite. Perhaps she had championed me.

'We would be interested in knowing just when you first suspected Harlan was being drugged. Also
anything you can remember that would lead to the apprehension of other traitors:!

"There's Gleto, of course, and hisarmed guard.'

Stannall nodded and remarked that they had been in custody for some time. 'Gleto makes some odd
charges,’ Stannd| added absently, 'which we are unable to substantiate.’

'Oh? | remarked hopefully, not at dl suspicious of thisline of questioning.

'He had involved severd men of prominent position whom many would like to see cleared of such
basdly derived suspicions,' the First Councilman continued smoothly.

'I'mnot sure | could give you any help. | was shut up constantly in the one cottage. | had no
opportunity to overhear or see any vistors of consequence. Except when Ferrill came to see Harlan. |
think that wasthefirgt inkling | had of irregularity,’ | said truthfully.

'Oh?

'Ferrill asked particularly to be informed of any change in Harlan's condition, you see,' | continued,
goaded by Stanndl's noncommittal reception. ‘Gorlot made asign to Gleto and he smirked. | mean,
Gorlot was plainly indicating that Gleto should not inform Ferrill if Harlan got better.'

Thiswas consdered and commented on.

'Did Physician Monsorlit ever attend Harlan at the asylum in your presence?

My throat dried up suddenly and | coughed evasively. Thetruth, the truth is one thing you never
stumble over. But | couldn't tell the whole truth. Not now when | saw what Stannall was after: an
indictment againgt Monsorlit. But they dl knew that Monsorlit had been the attending physician.

'Yes, hecame,' | admitted dowly.

'What did he do? Stanndl seemed to legp on my confirmation.

'‘Made aroutine examination of Harlan, administered adrug and left."

'Did you have any ideawhat drug? Stannal snapped.

| swallowed and claimed ignorance. Stanndl stared a me with such amenacing intendty it was very
difficult to act unconcerned. My throat was parched.

Tell me," Stannall began casudly, turning his back on mefor amoment, fiddling with dateson his
desk. 'How did you obtain the position as attendant to Harlan?



"The usua way.'

'Which isthrough Monsorlit's Mental Defectives Clinic, according to the records,’ Stannall retorted,
wheding back to me with blazing eyes.

"W, certainly,’ | replied with mock amazement that he should consider this remarkable.

My admission confused him and L esatin muttered something to one of his colleagues.

'Y ou admit having gone through the Clinic?

‘Certainly,’ | wasforced to reconfirm. ‘"Menta Defectives Clinic' | heard my mind echoing and anicy
finger twisted degp into my stomach. | fought the sudden panic. | must think clearly now. | must. | had
just admitted to having been insane... no, no, | was serioudy disturbed, that's all. It meant | would be
shielding Monsorlit whom | wanted to expose. It meant, more certainly, | hadn't given the proper thought
to my background story at al. No one was asking me how many hills Jurasse had nor the position of the
Odern Cave Vaults nor the placement of theinner [abyrinths. Nor what shaft my father had worked in.

'Why were you in the Clinic? Lesatin asked into that chill silence. | looked a him and redlized that
this affable man with the insatiable curiosity was quite cgpable of correating odd pieces of information
into logica theory.

'I went therefor help,’ | said dowly. Y ou see, I'd had severd very bad experiences that upset me.
Some friends thought | might get help there.’

'I went therefor help,’ | said dowly. Y ou see, I'd had severd very bad experiences that upset me.
Some friends thought | might get help there.’

'What kind of experiences? Lesatin urged gently.

'Remember the gpartment near the sign of Horn? The onesthat collapsed in the earth fault? Well, |
was trapped in my room for hours before they could get me out. Then my father was one of the men who
waskilled in thefault. I didn't have any relaivesand | never could get to see my Clan Officer. I'd have
these terrible nightmares,' that was true enough, 'and findly, | went to the Menta Clinic.'

| wondered if neurotics were acceptable in this Clinic. Certainly interms of earth psychiatry, those
two traumatic shocks were sufficient to cause apsychosis... if you tended to be psychatic. | looked
pleadingly in each face to see the reception of my fabrication. | wasrelieved to see sympathy replace
skepticism and suspicion.

"Then you are naturdly grateful to Monsorlit for curing your... ah... nervousness and nightmares,’
Stanndl suggested.

'Well, not Monsorlit, certainly. | wasn't avery unusual case and you had to be pretty bad to get his
attention what with the Tanewar.’

Thiswas not the answer Stannall hoped for, | knew, but it was plausible.

'Did you ever seeanything... unusud... while you werein the Clinic undergoing trestment? asked
Stanndl conversationdly.

‘Unusud?

'Y es. Cases where men were perhaps completely bandaged from head to foot. Patients with scarson
their wrigts, ankles or necks?

'Oh, no," | replied hastily. | knew now what he was driving at. He wanted to be able to accuse
Monsorlit of restoration. And here was Stanndl's proof sitting in front of him. ‘Oh, no, no. No restorees,
only men he had repossessed,’ | blurted out without thinking.

'Repossessed!’ and Stannall snapped the word up hungrily and turned triumphantly to the others.

'What exactly do you mean? asked Lesatin anxioudy.

'l don't exactly know,' | stalled. 'l mean, the other girlsin the sanitarium were called "repossessed”
and some of the technicianstoo.’ | recalled the conversation Monsorlit had had with Gleto about
restorees and repossessed. | guess | mean people who have been ill mentally and he has repossessed
them of their senses. People he'strained to do certain things. | guess you could amost call Harlan
repossessed, except that he was never redlly insane!’



The qudification had an effect on the Councilmen. They talked quietly among themselves.

'Perhaps we have been wrong in our suspicions,’ Lesatin began without his usua pomposity. Thetwo
terms, repossessed and restored, have smilar meanings. Thisyoung lady's statement bears out what we
aready know. And we have certainly examined every hospital record and each patient carefully. | have
found no evidence of restoration.’

Stanndl turned angrily toward Lesatin. | gathered he wished Lesatin had not been so outspoken.
Lesatin shrugged off the Silent reprimand.

'All we haveistheword of alow Milbait like Gleto againgt the innumerable proofsto the contrary
from unimpeachable sources,’ Lesatin said. 'Surdly, Sir Stannall, you must redlize the splendid
contributions Monsorlit has made toward the insidious problem of insanity ...

'l redize that Monsorlit, in some way, despite dl ora and written proof to the contrary, aided and
abetted Gorlot in histreachery. If just one, just one of those casualties had been capable of speech, we
would have discovered this obscene plot. Why couldn't one of them speak?

'Monsorlit received adl casudtiesin the orbital hospital ship. There was ample opportunity for
someone like Trenor, who has admitted his complicity, to slence them effectively with cerol,’ Lesatin
pointed out.

'Can't you help us? Stannd|l said fiercely to me, his eyes blazing with afanatica hate. "Won't you help
us? Hisintensty startled me so that nothing could have made me speak out. | comprehended too well
thelogic behind Harlan's advice to forget Monsorlit's part in hisincarceration.

Stannd| advanced to me, to my growing terror, for the mild-mannered First Councilman was as one
possessed, hisface gray with emotion, hiswiry body trembling with rage.

Harlan burst in the door. At sight of him, | cried out in relief. Harlan's entrance was explosive, not
casud. The news he blurted out with no preamble cleared the room of al other interests.

"The Mil are coming, he cried in atight voice. Striding to the communicator wall, he snapped on the
picture to a scene of complete confuson. A gasping older man in uniform was shrieking out his message.

TheMil!l THE MIL ARE COMING!

'Report position, report position,’ Harlan said in acontrolled voice, forcing comprehension through
the man's hysterical repetition of his ghastly message. | could see the squadron commander, for | realized
thiswasaship'ssgna room, gulping for control. The date he held in his hand shook violently, but his
voice lowered.

'l beg to report,” he gasped, seizing on the inanities of protocol to reassure himsdf, ‘infiltration past the
first ring. Twenty-three Mil ships, fifteen Star class, five Planet, with three attendant satdllitetrallers.
Moving directly Taneward at equatoria intersection.’

Twenty-three," Stannall murmured increduloudly. The largest force in three centuries. And moving
toward Tane!'

'Spur infiltrations? Harlan demanded, his voice metdlic with command.

'No, gr. Just the direct route unless..." and the squadron commander's hand shook more noticeably,
'‘they break off later.'

'What isthelr pace rate and interception potentia for supreme task force?

‘Baseisworking on it now, sir,’ ashadow voice put in.

'Proceed with Prime Action, and, Commander, are all your ships equipped with the new
electromagnetic crystals?

'Yes, gir, they are, Sir. But we've had no test runs!’

'No matter. Maintain surveillance but under no circumstances, repeat, under no circumstances,
attempt standard delaying tactics. My respect to you and your squadron, Commander. Y ou will receive
additiond orders shortly.'

The picture faded as Harlan punched another dial. Before the picture had been fully established, |
heard apiercing wail outside, the eerie panther-cry of awarning siren. Stanndl and the othersleft the



room, walking giffly as peoplein the midst of ahorrible dream. | heard Harlan's voice, cam, unhurried,
the usua metdlic burr of command adding its harsh note, as he announced to the planet totd, immediate
mohbilization and complete civilian evacuation.

| listened stunned through this dectrifying broadcast. Then he switched with unhurried surenessto the
vast globular room | identified as the Moonbase Headquarters of the Patrol. Here also was the
unfumbling dispatch of trained men reacting to an emergency that had been theory for three generations
and was now, unexpectedly, grim actudity.

| saw Gartly and Jesd among the men in the Moonbase and, for the first time, representatives of the
Alliance planets, Ertoi and Blan. The former were as humanoid as a saurian species can appear,
complete with gills and scded armor. The second, the Glan, were willowy skeletonswith three digits and
an opposing thumb. Their bodies were covered .with afine down, their faces, long and narrow, were
sengtive. Ther apparently ineffectud bodies were deceptive for the Glan were structuraly twice as
strong as Lotharians and equa to their scaly space neighbors, the Ertois.

From them, Harlan received the news that their entire force was speeding toward the penetration
point. | thought thiswas excellent cooperation until | saw the spatia tank and redlized that their relative
position had agreat ded to do with such dl-out collaboration. Spatialy speaking, they were above and
beyond Tane and Lothar but only asthe apex of an isoscelestriangleis above and beyond its base
points. It wasto their advantage to deflect any further penetration of the Mil at Tane or Lothar, for the
angle of the Mil advance made the triangle two-dimensiona and therefore Ertoi and Glan were not
gdacticdly far from Lothar.

The Alliance contingent, however, had the farthest to come and there remained the cal culation of
expertsto determineif it were better to wait for their reinforcing navy before joining battle or whether to
attempt it with only the Lotharian fleet. That decison ultimately rested with Harlan as Regent and, in this
emergency, the de facto Warlord.

The decigve figures were not to be completed for several hours and Harlan signed off with the advice
that hewould presently board his command ship. All further communications were to be forwarded
there. He made one more call and | saw the startled boy-scared face of Maxil. Hewasbeing dresedina
shipsuit by agrim Jokan.

Itismy duty to inform my lord," Harlan began formally,'that Lothar isin gravest danger. | must now
assume dl rights, responghilities and privileges. Will you accompany me on board the flagship?

'What do | say? Maxil asked, his voice steady.

Harlan gave him areassuring grin.

"Y ou acknowledge the danger, relinquish to me your rights and respongbilities and say you'l join me,
You'realittle young for this, lad, but I don't think you'd want to missit. And, if yourefeegling scared,
you're not aone. I'll see you in half an hour. Now, please let me speak to Jokan.'

Maxil nodded and stepped aside.

‘Jokan, you'l take Saradong with Ferrill to the Vaults. Stannall and the Council will be assembling
there presently. I've got the power so they can't object to any emergency measure | propose. Space help
usif Maxil and | go down together. I'm ordering you dternate Regent thistime," and he snorted at his
behindsight.

‘Now wait aminute, Harlan, I'm going with you..." Jokan objected, his eyes flashing angrily.

'No, Jokan. Y ou can't,' Harlan said with absolute findlity. 'It could be more important to Lothar's
future to have you dive if something goeswrong with our attack plan. | haven't more time to explain now.
Jo, you know | wouldn't ask it if | didn't haveto.'

Jokan glared helplesdy, searching for an argument strong enough to sway his brother.

‘Jokan, | count on you. | can't trust anyone else,’ Harlan repeated, his voice tight with the desperate
urgency of hisapped.

Jokan set histeeth and bowed his head oncein stiff resignation.

'Where's Sara? Harlan asked.



‘Here,' | reminded him.

Harlan whirled around and stared at me fiercely for amoment. | didn't know whether to be amused
or hurt he had forgotten | was there.

‘Jokan, | call you to witnessthat | claim the Lady Sarato be my lady,' he said formally, drawing me
by the hand into the range of the vision screen.

'l accept the claim of Harlan, son of Hilld,' | said proudly and Harlan kissed my hand formally. Even
now histhumb paused over my wridt.

‘Jokan, I'll give Sarathe dternate commisson of Regency. And Jo, if something should happen, guard
Sara. If | don't come back, she has something very important to tell you. Now get Maxil off to the
spaceport. I'll meet the boy there!

Heflicked the pand to one more station, ordering his planecar brought to the balcony of the officein
twenty minutes. Turning away from the set, helooked a me with such avid hunger in hisface | had to
turn my eyes away from hisnaked desire.

When | looked up at the dam of adrawer, | saw he was swiftly styling adate. | sat down and
watched him as he wrote, thinking with a sense of despair that thismight bethelast time | ever saw him. |
memorized hisface so that my mind would be ableto recall the image faithfully should | never seethe
origind again. It was difficult to reconcile the fierce and gentle lover | knew best with thisgrim warrior,
urgently writing last-minute ingructions for the safety of aworld he might never walk again. Hefinished
one date quickly, tossing it asde with aclatter to clear space for the next. This, too, he wrote quickly.
The third one, however, did not come as readily and he frowned as he wrote, blended out, and restyled.
He punctuated thisfind message noisily and flipped a protecting film over it which he sedled. He gathered
the three together and then stood up.

He cametoward me and | roseto meet him. | had lead in my stomach and | needed iron in my thighs
which did not seem strong enough to support me as | stood. In afew moments he would go out the
ba cony windows and...

He put his strong fingers on my shoulders and gave me alittle shake to make me concentrate on what
he had to say. Hisface had softened its grim expression and his eyes wandered lovingly over my face.

If 1 don't come back... but | will," he reassured me quickly as| gasped a hisfatdism, 'give the third
dateto Ferrill. To no one ese. Ferill isthe only one who would be able to help and stand up to Stannall.

Jokan can guard you because | have pledged him to it, but only Ferrill can help againgt Stanndll. Stay
with those two aslong as I'm gone and watch that quick tongue of yours.'

‘Harlann.'

He gave me ancother little shake to hush.

'If | were asoldier/ on your world and going to battle... but maybe your world doesn't havewars....
pretend, anyway. How... Oh Sara," and he pulled meinto hisarms, holding metightly. ‘I have known
you such ashort, littletime!’

| threw my arms around his neck, choking back a sob.

'Not with atear, Sara," he reprimanded me gently. 'Surely not with tears?

'No, not with tears," | denied, crying, lifting my lipsto hiskiss.

I clung to him desperately, for the passion that his dightest caress evoked in me welled up to meet his.
Abruptly hetook his mouth from mine and held my head fiercely againgt his shoulder, burying hislipsin
my har.

Sowly hereeased me, holding my hands gently as| struggled to hold back my tears.

'Honor my claim to you, dear my lady.’

A horn blasted outside and | saw the hovering aircar. | felt his hands pressing mine around the dates
and, through my tears, saw him stride out to the bal cony and into the car. | watched until 1 could no
longer seeit over the arc of the palace gardens.

My head ached with the pressure of stifled grief and my body from the stimulus of his caresses. |



would aways associate the mingled odors of car-fud, fresh date wax and mid-morning musty heat with
that scene.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
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| carried the dates, holding them giffly in both hands just as Harlan had placed them there. | walked
down corridors that were obstacle courses of hustling men and equipment. There was no panic, just
urgent dispatch. No hysterics, only grim determination. But | was oblivious. Their haste, their muttered
gpol ogies bounced off the numb shell of my exterior.

| don't think | had quite accepted the fact that Harlan really cared for me. | accepted the fact that he
was grateful to me; that he found me useful in sailing aship; that he liked to be seen with me; that heliked
to go to bed with me, but not that his emotions wereinvolved. | knew he was concerned for my safety,
but | had irrationaly connected that with the fact that only | could recognize my own home planet in
gpace and Harlan keenly wanted more dliesto help overthrow the Mil. It wasjust difficult for meto
assmilate the knowledge. | was Harlan's lady, me, Sara Fulton, late of Seaford, Delaware and New
York City.

It seemed an age before | reached Maxil's suite where a pacing Jokan waited. Helooked a me
sardonicdly, the muscles dong hisjaw working. | handed him the dates and he glared down at them asiif
they, too, were enemiesin the dliance to keep him planet-bound when al his soul wanted to bein space
with the fleet. He handed one date back to me brusquely.

"That one'sfor Ferrill, not me," he said with no courtesy. He scanned one quickly and placed it in his
belt. The other he read, his frown degpening. He glanced at me twice during the reading and then sat
down. Hisanger drained out of him and a hopeless impatience took its place.

'Oh, gt down, Lady Sara. | won't egt you," he said kindly, seeing me still standing in the same spot.

| sat down and promptly burst into tears, gulping out apologies as | sobbed. He leaned over and
roughly patted my shoulder, muttering reassurances. When | didn't stop, he fetched a drink and made me
get it down.

'Patrol issue,' | choked.

'Of course, we're pretty lucky,' he said with no prelude. 'Harlan's the most brilliant commander we've
ever had. We're better prepared for this sort of thing than ever beforein our history. Never thought there
would be a Prime again, but we've got it and there's no panic. It's not asif the Mil were able to swoop
down on us with no forewarning the way they used to. It could be alot worse, you know. We could
have Gorlot as our Regent and | bet we might just aswell skin oursdvesif hewere. But heisn't. It's
Harlan and helll save our skinsif anyone can. Because, my dear brother'slady, right now we can
annihilatethe Mil inthe sky.'

It was not the words he said but the way he said them that stopped my senseless weeping; | looked
up a him in amazement because there was triumph in his voice; a certainty that exceeded thetrivid
phrases of hisverba assurance.

'l hope s0,' said awry voice from the doorway. We both turned to see Ferrill there, supported by
two men. 'I'm being conducted to the Vaults, he said, indicating the escort with amusement. 'Coming?

Ferrill's smile, oddly mocking, made his old-man's face younger.

Theré'sreally no need for meto be bulwarked by dl the ingenuity of the Vaults. The Mil wouldn't
bother awreck like me," Ferrill continued amiably. 'l gather,’ and hisface grimaced ruefully at Jokan,
'Harlan has made you stay behind to guard the sacred persons of the Warlord's progeny. Y ou've worked
as hard for this contingency as he. Pity you can't witnessit. But I'm glad it'syou that's here!’ Fervill's



sincerity reached Jokan through his bitterness.

'Itismy honor, sir," hereplied in aneutral voice, but the bow he made the ex-Warlord was deep and
respectful.

Jokan indicated | wasto precede him to the Hall. | hesitated at the doorway o that Ferrill might
precede me as| felt hisdue. He bowed dightly and | continued. We made our way to the down-shaft
through hurrying people who stopped and stepped aside respectfully to let Ferrill's party pass.

‘Nuisance to be sent scurrying down so early,’ Ferrill commented as we reached the shaft, ‘Nothing
will happen for aday or so.'

True," Jokan conceded, 'but they have activated the spatia tank below and set up the remote
connectionsthere rather than in the Council Hal. It's more reassuring to the generd public to vault
themsalves anyway. Too much has happened to unsettle them. They fancy themselves more Tanes, I'm
told.

'Hmm. That's reasonable,’ Ferrill replied thoughtfully.

When we reached the cellars of the palace, we passed a six-foot-thick section of wall that would
swing up into place, closing off the entrance to the Vaults benesth the palace. Huge guards saluted aswe
passed thisimpenetrable lock.

We walked down a short corridor to an enormous, low-ceilinged room where partitions blocked of f
working, resting and eating areas. The busy occupants spared Ferrill agrave smile or bow. The next
corridor was doubly sealed by more six-foot sections. The precautions were so formidable | wondered
what kind of attack armament the Mil mounted which could penetrate such fortifications. Maybe the
effect of the doors was more psychologica than necessary.

I haven't beeninthe Vaultsin years,' Ferrill remarked. 'l often wondered who dusted them and how
frequently.’

Jokan gave amirthless snort a such afancy while | surprised mysdf with agenuine laugh at such
drollery.

We paused before afina heavy door and were admitted by guardsinto the innermost section, the
retreat of the Council and the Warlord'sfamily.

The huge room, which appeared to be as large as Starhall, was dominated by a spherica tank some
ten feet in diameter. | did not have the chance to examine it because Stannall approached us from one of
the cubicles beyond. He bowed gravely to Ferrill, glanced at me curioudy and clasped Jokan'sarmin
welcome.

'Sir Ferrill, your quarters are prepared in Room Seven. | regret you must share them with your
attendants and your brother Fernan but..."

Ferrill shrugged off the inconvenience and excused himsalf. He rested more heavily on his helpers
athough he had moved aong the public corridors with a semblance of vigor.

'l had not expected the Lady Sara,’ Stannal| said severely.

'Lord Harlan has claimed the Lady Sarain my presence,' Jokan said bluntly. 'l have, here, an
aternate commission of Regency,’ and Jokan handed over the datesto Stanndll, 'aswell as Harlan's
officia record of claim and acceptance.’

The Frst Councilman glanced quickly through both, scowling a me again with intenseirritation.

Very well," Stannall acknowledged sourly.

'Y ou mean my appointment as Regent,’ Jokan said pointedly.

'No, of course not. | gpprove of that heartily.' He looked up, conscious of Jokan's stare. | had not
exactly expected Jokan to cometo my defense, particularly against Stanndl, so his attitude was very
reassuring. 'My congratulations, Lady Sara. | know the Lady Farawill be glad to seeyou.'

'Did Maxil..." Jokan began.

'Fara accepted the honor,” Stannall said quickly.

‘Congratulations al around then," Jokan said with awry amile.



'Maxil claimed Fara? | repeated, hoping that at least one area of irritation might be erased between
Stanndl and me.

‘Thank the mother of usall for that," Jokan muttered. 'Room Four? he asked and when Stannall
nodded, he drew me off to the Sde where | saw numbered doors, closed against the noise of the main
room.

"Thereismuch for meto order, Lady Sara," Jokan said, opening the door for me.

'‘And | amtired.

A droning voice muttering unintelligible syllablesin aroom beyond penetrated my deep and woke me,
gartled, in an unfamilar darkness. Frightened, | lay till until the mounds of shadow became
distinguishable as Fara, Linnana and two empty beds.

The drone continued and | had been so startled on awakening that my ability to deep was gone. |
rose and stumbled across to the bathroom.

Thelights of the main hal and the muted conversations that blended under the theme of the droning
voice were ashock after the dim quiet of the degping room. | stood in the doorway, looking over the
bustle for Jokan or Ferrill. Stannal was standing in front of the cubicle that was his office, hisdight body
dumped with weariness. While he talked to a Councilman, his eyes were fixed on the space tank and the
measured tread of the blipswithin it. There were few in the room who did not glance frequently at the
tank, frequently and gpprehensively.

| located the drone asissuing from one of the twelve big screens at the top of theroom. A
communications man wastalking, caling off sector units and parsec figures. In turn, clerks noted down
thesefigures at tablesthat circled the screen and tank area. From the other big hall messengers came and
went, officidsin patrol uniform or Council robes met and conversed quietly in thelinking corridor. Their
voices were pitched lower than that continuous drone.

Jokan came giriding down the corridor and up to Stanndl. Ferrill, walking dowly from Stanndl's
office, joined them.

The Councilman who had been talking to Stannall bowed and moved away. Jokan was arguing and
Stannall was objecting, shaking his head dubioudy. Ferrill added a sentence and Stannall regarded the
ex-Warlord with along scowl. The three of them moved over to the tank and Jokan pointed, scribing a
circlewith hishands and indicating its postion in the spatia reference. A messenger came up and handed
Jokan adate. Thishad a bearing on his argument because he pointed out severa linesfor Stannall to
read. The First Councilman shrugged, shook his head again. When Ferrill added his comment, Stannall
lifted both armsin agesture of exasperation. Jokan bowed formally and went to the main communication
screen, one that looked in on the giant refitted Mil ship that was Harlan's command vessd.

My attention was abruptly diverted from Jokan by atouch on my arm. To my concern, | saw
Monsorlit standing beside me, regarding me with acold impersond interest tinged with some private
amusement.

'Lady Sara,’ he said, making amockery of thetitle with aflick of hiseyes, 'for amoron, you've made
remarkable conquests. I've reread your dossier and find it fascinating.’

'‘Moron?1'm no moron,' | said with al the disdain | could muster. | turned from him, but his hand, as
cold ashisexpresson and as strong as his personality, closed round my wrist.

'As| was saying, | have examined your history and | find it differs consderably from the public
verson of your origin.'

'‘Againgt Harlan's word, what can you prove? | demanded.

He smiled blandly, his eyes wandering over my face and body with clinica dispassion.

'‘Againgt Harlan'sword, | have the facts and witnesses. Facts that would prove extremely interesting
to the First Councilman, to young Maxil. And, certainly to Harlan himsdf, unlessyou are more of an
innocent than you appear.’

I don't know what you mean,’ | gasped, trying to twist my hand free.

He looked down at my wrigt, holding it up and stroking it with histhumb. Then he glanced



suggestively into my face. | had no strength to hide the shock that gesture gave me.

The smile which was no smile cut across histhin face.

"You are unique, Lady Sara. Absolutely unique and as a serious scientist, | cannot alow the origindity
to go unremarked. | intend to have you back in the Clinic and | give you warning. Y ou may come of your
own freewill, explaining your request to your protector any way you wish. Or, | will force you to come,
by edict of the Council. | doubt you like that dternative.’

'Physician,’ said Ferrill's soft voice a my side. Monsorlit looked up and bowed to the invalid.

'Do not overexert yoursdlf in this excitement, Sir Ferrill," Monsorlit advised sternly.

'Exert mysdf?Oh, not likely. | have accepted the role of passive observer. That requires no exertion
adl'

So saying, Ferrill neatly turned me away from Monsorlit and guided me toward an unused tablein the
dining area. He motioned meto sit and gave an order for hot drinks to the servant who appeared.

'Why does Monsorlit terrify you? he asked quietly, his eyes dightly narrowed.

'He's... hesso cold,' | blurted out, still trembling with the shock of the encounter.

Fen-ill's eyebrows raised questioningly but, a this moment, the waiter returned. | drank hastily, the
comfort of the warm beverage dissipating my inner chill. When | raised my eyes over my cup, Ferrill was
regarding me with curious intentness. He reached over and lifted my right hand, turned it over and rubbed
onefinger across my wrist. | jerked my hand away and sat staring at Ferrill in asort of helplesshorror.

Ferrill smiled to himself and then included mein that smile.

‘Lady Sara," he began with arueful grin, 'for the short time you have been in our circle, you have
managed to dicit an amazing amount of talk. Y ou succeed in antagonizing one of the most powerful men
on the planet for some obscure reason and you stand in petrified terror before our leading scientist. Y ou
appear out of nowhere in Maxil's keeping, deliver me from evil, and now | understand that our noble
Regent, who has kept remote from al permanent entanglements, has claimed you as hislady.' He shook
his head in mock consternation. 'l can dismiss agood ninety percent of the talk about you asthe
fabrications of envy. | have agood idea of the basisfor the antagonism, but | am at acomplete lossto
explaintheterror.’

| did not trust mysdlf to answer him. Instead, | pulled out the date Harlan had given mefor him and
thrust it acrossthe table. Ferrill took it with abrief glance at the outer inscription and shoved it into his
belt.

'Surdly it's not restoration that makes you fear Monsorlit. The punishment isthe same for the operator
asthevictim.'

| looked nervoudy around to reassure myself no one could overhear us.

‘As| told Monsorlit,' Ferrill continued, ‘I am merely an interested bystander. | consider myself
qudified to make dl kinds of deep, penetrating observations which, to project my new image, | liketo
think are acute and perceptive. | have had much timefor passve reflection, you know.

'Monsorlitisagrest artist, ageniusin hisfied. Heisinterested in achieving perfection, towhich | say
"well done". But he must have allowed himsdlf to be carried away with hiszed, if he can be said ever to
be carried away by anything.' Fen-ill's grin was abit malicious. 'For he neglected one axiom of nature...
which prohibits her from duplicating anything.... even two sides of the same face." He stopped and,
narrowing his eyes, stared keenly a me. Pointing negligently to my wrigts, he continued, 'He was
exceptiondly deft in disguising the graft joints. | gather he has done agreat ded of work on that crucial
spot. But he made your featurestoo symmetrical. If amirror were handy, | could easily prove that both
sides of your face are the same, except for your eyes. The left one droops atrifle at the outside edge. |
wonder if that irked him in his search for perfection,’ and Ferrill chuckled. 'However, if he had been able
to changethat, | do believe he would have ruined the total effect. That dight imperfection gives your face
atouch of humanity it would otherwise lack.

| wasn't sure | understood al he was talking about. His tone was so light, so conversationd, that his
disclosureswere robbed of their gravity.



'Still, and he frowned thoughtfully, 'l doubt anyone has the time for the close scrutiny my conclusions
require. And, since Monsorlit has conveniently done away with the one weak spot, the one detectable,
unmistakable wesknessin atotal restoration, what do you haveto fear?

'l should say he has proved his point. And Monsorlit doesn't care for the gpprobation of the multitude
aslong as he has satisfied his own curiosity. Asyou know, he has aways maintained that restoration itself
did not cause menta vegetation. As he expressesit,’ and Ferrill evidently did not agree completely with
the theory, 'it isour ancient fear and supergtition that bresks the mind. He says we had so many centuries
of passive acceptance of death under the godlike Mil that a man unconscioudy wills himsdlf to diewhen
he is captured, whether hisbody diesor not.'

Hiswords began to make some reassuring senseto me and | started to relax. After adl, Harlan had
said that Ferrill was the only one who would or could understand and help me. Had he guessed that
Ferrill knew | had been restored? At least, Ferrill did not regard me with horror and revulsion. | sipped
my cup and thewarm liquid ran down my throat, Soreading its comfort to my fingers.

That's better,' Ferrill said with agrin. | redlized he had been talking as much to put me at ease asto
tell me of histheories.

'I gather," he continued, 'Monsorlit's new techniques of shock trestments worked on you to bring you
out of the mental deeth. Y ou certainly are afar cry from the ghastly parodies that gave restoration its
death sentence. | shdl suggest to Harlan that he reped that law quietly if you're the result of the latest
techniques of restoration. Or should | say "repossession™? Ferrill's smile mocked the semantic
hairsplitting. 'So you see, you don't have anything to fear from Monsorlit. Anything.'

‘But | do,’ | protested. 'He wants me to go back to that horrible Clinic of his. He said he'd make meif
| didn't comewillingly.'

'He can do nothing to you,' Ferrill said blithely. 'For onething... well, Harlan knows you've been
restored, doesn't he? Well, he won't permit it."

‘But... if Harlan doesn't...” | sammered and couldn't finish the sentence.

Ferrill tapped his chest with athin finger. Then | won't let you go back. Oh, | may be afrail invaid,
my dear, but | am gtill Ferrill,” he announced, hisvoiceringing.

I'msoterribly sorry..." | began but Ferrill waggled an admonishing finger to silence me.

‘At therisk of repetition, | oweyou my life, Lady Sara, or whatever isleft of it. Besides, | wouldn't be
very good at that sort of thing," and his gesture indicated the spatia tank. 'Now, Maxil, asisthe habit of
younger brothers, has always been a scrapper. Y ou never saw aboy keener on spaceships. Right now, if
heian't free-fdl sick, he's having thetime of hislife. By the way, there's Harlan on the screen now.’

| rose hadtily, peering over the obstructing partition for the best view of Harlan. | ignored Ferrill's
chuckle,

Harlan was addressing his remarks to Stannal, Jokan and the elder Councilmen, continuing an
argument that must have been going on for several minutes.

'Sir,' sad Harlan, stressing the title as one whose patience is also stressed. ‘| know it hasn't been tried
before. But neither have we had the equipment or the emergency. | indst, and so do my commanders,
that the gambleisworth the game. We are fortunate that so many of our ships were equipped with the
electromagnetic crystals during my disability. We may thank Gorlot for that at least,’ and Harlan
permitted himsalf awry smile at the shocked distaste occasioned by hisremark.

"That is enough to make me distrugt that innovation completely,” Stannadl said stiffly, looking for
agreement among hisfellow Councilmen. Severd of them sided with him by their nods of disgpprova.

"You forget, gr," Jokan put in, defending a system he had developed,'that it was Harlan'sinnovation, a
development of war research under my guidance. And you forget that it was Fathor who thought the
Ertoi planetary defense mechanism might be adapted to shipborne armament. Gorlot was at least
strategist enough to recognize its val ue as a weapon when no one else consdered it more than atoy.'

'Sr Harlan,' expostulated L esatin pompoudly, 'adecision of this magnitude cannot be madein so
off-hand amanner.’



‘By my Qan Mother,' Harlan exploded, 'your own committee of specialists gpproved theingalation
of the magnetos two years ago, Lesatin. Why al thistime-consuming chatter? I've not asked for your
decison. I've dready madeit for you. I'm telling you what I'm going to do. The battle plan remainsas|
have outlined it."

"The respongibility,” Stannall said forcefully, ‘of the people lies on our shoulders, too, not yours aone.
Y our disregard of time-proved successful action...'

"Time-proved in the jetwash,’ snapped Harlan impatiently, ‘life-wasting, you mean. The resonant
phenomenon produced by the € ectromagnets can crush the Mil with greater personnd safety, lessrisk
and loss of shipsand livesthan any improvement in our battle tactics since we refitted the first Star-class
ship. By dl that liesin the gtars, | will use the resonant barrage if we have to form before Lothar itsdlf.

'What you grandly ignore, good Sirs, in your preference for these time-proved orthodox methodsis
the plain and smplefact that we've never had such aconcentration of Mil againgt us. Y ou ignorethe
recorded facts that it takes the concerted action and an elghty-five percent casualty of twenty shipsto
disable... withluck... a Star-class vessdl. We have fifteen out therein the black speeding toward our
puny four Stars. And whether we form before Lothar or at thefirst circle of defense, the casuaties from
your "time-proved tactics' will bethe same!

Jokan had been writing furioudy on adate. He passed the results to the most disturbed Councilmen.
They grouped around him, their voicesrising in the excitement hisfigures aroused. Harlan glanced down
at the confusion, at first with annoyance, until he saw the change of attitude in these skeptics.

"We are gpproaching communication limit. If I don't come back, you can skin mein effigy. If | do, it
will be asavictorious commander and well debate the ethicsinvolved. In the meantime, Jokan has as
many answers as| since he's been in charge of the project. Y ou have the benefit of histdentsand | do
not. Jokan, get it into their thick heads, will you? Harlan urged. 'I'll beam you at zero hour and, unless
you like the noise, you'd better cut the sound on all screens,” he warned.

"Y ou technicians got the spatia coordinates now? he asked the clerksin the banks around the tank.
They raised right handsin reply. Harlan's eyes |l eft the immediate foreground and scanned the space
above the Councilmen's heads. | made mysdlf astdl as| could in the hope he might be looking for me,
but the expression on hisface, s, cold, tired, did not change. The picture began to waver. Harlan
looked off to hisright in the control room, then back to the Councilmen.

'We're at thelimits, Srs. My respectsto you dl," and the picture dissolved into blurs.

The droning voice had ended, too. The big room was strangely slent for what seemed along, long
time. Asif everyone found the quiet unbearable, everyone began to talk a once. The Councilmen turned
on Jokan with intense expressions and garrulous queries. M essengers began to move back and forth
around the room. | sat down, confused by al the discussion and disheartened by itstone. Ferrill
appeared disinterested and | drew some courage from his attitude.

'What wasthat dl about? | asked, abandoning any pretense of knowledge.

My request did not surprise Ferrill. He leaned forward, planting hisforearms on the table comfortably
as he enlightened me.

"The Ertois are workers of crystal and quartzite. They had developed a primitve form of energy,
electricity, they cdled it, long before the Mil descended on them. Our force screens are an adaption of
their eectricity. They discovered, by what freak chance | don't remember, that the Mil cannot stand
electricd currents or sonic vibrations. They ringed their planet with gigantic dectromagnetos, activating
them in case of Mil attack. The metal of the Mil ships became a conductor and the Mil were
electrocuted. Now, we had to figure away to adapt this principle to use in space. Sound doesn't travel in
the vacuum, of course, but regulate the frequency of the eectromagnetic radiation and you produce a
resonant phenomenon in the ship hullsthat literdly tearsthe Mil cdl from cell. Ironically, though the Mil
are much larger than we, they are easy victimsto aweapon that we can endure.

'My father was very interested in this gpplication of resonators. Y ou see, we've never had an
offensve wegpon. That's why our casudties have aways been so high. The only advantage we have had



over the Mil in battle has been our ability to take higher accel erations and make sharper maneuvers. It'sa
pretty dim advantage.

"This project has been going on for several decades. It's been expensive and was discontinued when
Father died. Council had an attack of conservatism and the Mil were quiet on the Rim. Harlan reinstated
the project under Jokan who is one of our few creative geniuses.

"The reason our skeptics have been so upset is that they have never seen what the resonators can do
to asmulated Mil protoplasm. | have seen it and, granted it was under ideal [aboratory conditions, the
resultswere incredible.’ His eyes narrowed. "Thereisaminor theory going around, which | am inclined to
support, that Gorlot used the resonators to herd the Mil into Tane. It'sthe only way he could have
managed to control their direction.’

'Why didn't Harlan mention that? | asked. 'Didn't he know?"

Ferrill shrugged. "Where the Mil are concerned, logic is sometimes usdess. Particularly right now.
Look what's happened. The Mil have actudly been alowed past the Perimeter. They have been dlowed
to wipe out an entire race. For seventy-five years, they haven't been able to penetrate the Pum defenses
for more than afew parsecs.

'Our ancestors were used to the menace of the Mil intheir skies. As accustomed asoneis ableto get
to such athought. But we aren't. Stannal may be our leading Councilman and avery inteligent fellow, but
the mere thought of the possibility of the Mil coming back into Lotharian skiesturns him into aquivering
mass of ancient fears and superdtition. And Harlan hasjust blithely assured him that he will wait to reform
before Lothar itself in order to test this new weapon!'

"Why does he have to wait? | asked confused.

'Because, Lady Sara," Ferrill explained patiently,'the beam attenuates with distance, losing its strength.
The maximum effect isgained at close quarters - spatiadly speaking - from an encirclement, so that each
resonator is equidistant from the target, setting up the resonating phenomenon at maximum efficiency.’

'If they can't encircle? | asked, perceiving some of the dread with which Stannal and the others
recelved Harlan'sgamble.

"The usud tactics, only we will have aringside seat,’ and Ferrill gestured heavenward.

'What are the usud tactics? | insisted.

Ferrill regarded me serioudy for amoment.

'Y ou really don't know, do you? he remarked with amazement. 'We have discovered only two ways
to dispose of aMil ship. Both are dangerous to the attacker because we lack an offensive wegpon other
than speed and maneuverability. We must either knock out their control room, which meansa
close-range assault with nucleonic weapons that match theirs, or we must make adirect hit on their fuel
source. Thefirgt is preferable because it leaves usanew recruit for our fleet... after decontamination, of
course. The second method blows up the ship.’

'Y ou heard Harlan mention eighty-five percent casudties, didn't you? Ferrill continued and | nodded.
'Hemeansjust that. There are only four Star-class cruisersin our flegt, eighty-five planet weight and forty
satdlite variety plus about fifty rider suicide ships. Figure out your eighty-five percent againgt aforce of
twenty-three Mil ship, fifteen of them Star-class, and you can see why Harlan is going to gamble on our
new offensive wegpon.'

My menta arithmetic was not up to estimating the odds, but eighty-five percent was obvioudy a
Pyrrhic victory.

'‘Back in my great-grandfather's day, we once had aforce against us of one Star-class, four planet
and asatellite. We had, at thetime, eighty ships. Nine returned. We disabled two planet-types and the
satdllite. That was the biggest force we have ever attacked until now. The Mil usudly send agroup of
planets and satdllites. With their consstent lossesin thisarea of the Great Starry Whesdl, you'd think the
Mil would have | eft usaonelong ago.’

"Y ou mean some of their ships still get through?

Ferrill looked startled. 'No! We destroy enough so that they retreat. But thereisaways aterrific loss



of lifefor us

"To knock out the control room, asuicide rider with nine men must approach to maximum penetration
range of the nuclear missiles. That's about one hundred land miles. That'stoo closeto aMil, believe me.
The ships are nothing but speed and one long cannon. Their success depends jointly on the skill and
diversonary tactics of the pilot and the accuracy of the gunner. Very often, the suiciders are crushed by
theimpact of their own blagt. All too often, the Mil gunners get the range first. And sometimes,' and
Ferrill shuddered,'the riders are grappled and pulled inboard. Even if we do disable the Mil ship, those
men arelogt.

'Why? | asked without thinking.

Ferrill clicked histongue at me. 'One, if the men haven't as yet been touched, they've gone mad by the
time we reach them. Two, if they have been skinned, Council's edict about restoration makes euthanasia
imperdive!

'Skinned," he had said. | had been'skinned', alive! | fought the rising nausea and the shaking that
gripped my digphragm.

I'll wager that'swhy!" Ferrill said with anote of triumph in hisvoice.

"Why what? | managed to say, pushing to the back of my mind hislast words.

'Why Monsorlit tied in with Gorlot'; and he leaned forward so that our conversation could not be
overheard. 'Gorlot knew some ships and men would fal into Mil hands. He had to have someoneto
make perfect restorations on the victims so they would seem to be no more than Tane casudties. And
Monsorlit went one step better. He pulled those restorees out of shock so there could be no suspicion
whatever of the men having been Mil victims. To prove his point, Monsorlit would teke afar greater risk.

'l tell Harlan you're trying to dishonor hisclaim,’ said Jokan's voice behind me.

Ferrill grinned up at his uncle with a deprecating laugh. Jokan pulled up achair and Sgnaed aserver.

'Did you manage to reassure the skeptics? Ferrill demanded with an affectation of disinterest.

Jokan shrugged expressively and threw the date he carried toward Ferrill who cocked his head
Sdewaysto read the date without having to pick it up.

"The odds are favorable," he said with some surprise. 'Even if atrifle closeto home. Don't they see
that?

'What they see isthe space tank and the proximity of the Mil to Lothar, Jokan scoffed. 'l believe the
older one gets the more the fears and superdtitions we should have abandoned centuries ago cloud the
thinking.

‘Don't they redize that the older one gets the less val uable he becomes to the Mil? Ferrill pointed out
cold-bloodedly. 'No fat. No meat. No smooty hide.'

Jokan did not hide his distaste of Ferrill's observation.

'I'm not concerned,’ he said siffly. Then grinned as he added, ‘But then, I'm under the largest pile of
reinforced rock and metal on the planet. | aso remind mysdlf what the resonators can do to the Mil...."

'Under idedl laboratory conditions,’ Ferrill inserted malicioudly.

'Under ided laboratory conditions,” Jokan assented without rancor, ‘'which Harlan, with the
reinforcement of the Ertoi and Glan, can reproduce.’

'If the Ertol and Glan arriveintime,' Ferrill amended.

Jokan's eyes sparkled angrily. ‘Are you through quaifying the odds against us?

Ferrill flashed alook at Jokan but thought better of what he was about to say and hitched one
shoulder negligently.

I'mredigtic, my dear uncle. Also | find an eement of humor in the Stuation.'

Jokan snorted with disgust at this observation.

Y our humor was never so warped before, my dear nephew.’

‘Nor wasmy life,' Ferrill added quietly, then added too brightly, 'Monsorlit has been frightening
Harlan's Sara'



'Ha He'sin no position to frighten anyone. Stannall's after him again. Monsorlit had best look to his
own defense. And you have the strongest protection, Lady Sara," Jokan said stouitly.

He had finished his quick meal aswe talked and now rose.

"Y ou two can exchange insultsif you wish," he said as he glanced & the large time did above the
space tank, 'but there are precisdy eight hours and thirty-two seconds before encirclement and | intend
to useit in deeping. | relinquish our mutua ward into your safekeeping, Ferrill.' He bowed to the
ex-Warlord and then to me, with atouch of his old insouciance, and departed.

'He's sure about Stannall being after Monsorlit? | asked hopefully.

Ferrill shrugged. 'Stannall has been after Monsorlit for years. Never did know why. Some old quarre!.
Stannall has a capacity for grudgesthat is astonishing.'

'Didn't | hear Jokan call you nephew? | asked after a pause.

'Heis, dfter dl, my uncle’

'‘Well, why isn't he a candidate for Warlord, instead of Maxil?

'He and Harlan are only half-brothersto my father, Father. But you should remember that only my
father'sline can inherit under the old laws. If Father had died without issue, and he certainly waited long
enough to claim hislady, it would have been different. It'sa pity, too, because Jokan showsthe red
Harlan grain.’

'‘Doesn't Harlan? | demanded, piqued.

Ferrill chuckled and | redized his omission had been intentiona. 'Obvioudy. But Harlan'srea mission
inlifeisto find more and more new planets. The Tane success went to his head. HE's got jet-itch.
Besides he's got nowhere near the deviousness of Jokan.'

Then,' | demanded, confused by theintricacies of Lotharian governmenta structure, 'Why wasn't
Jokan made Regent instead of Harlan?

Petiently Ferrill explained that Harlan had been a Perimeter Commander. Jokan had never reached
that rank nor intended to. Unfortunately, such military experience wasthe prime requisite for the
Regency.

'Isthat how Gorlot got in instead of Jokan when Harlan was drugged?

‘Naturally,' Ferrill assented, his eyes glittering angrily. The system hastoo many faultsand this affair
should make it obvious to the Council that arevison of the old laws must be made. We are too
hampered by age-old supertition and pre-Perimeter contingencies.' He snorted derisively. 'It's absurd to
assumethat only adirect descendant of the origina Harlan can lead usto victory over the Mil. It's
ridiculous to bind the genius of modern military tacticsto planet-bound traditions. Just like that argument
over there!' and heindicated the group of Councilmen arguing vehemently around the space tank.

"Would they redly censure Harlan for disregarding them?

'How can they? Ferrill scoffed. ‘At the moment, he is Warlord. That'swhy he was picked as Regent,
inthe event of amilitary emergency an inexperienced gtripling could not handle. Hisplanislaw: it'sjust
typica of Harlan to wish to have Stannd|'s agreement. It is preferable to have the First Councilman agree
with you if you are Regent or Warlord.'

He rose abruptly.

‘Jokan's suggestion is contagious. Weve hours yet before the crucia test of Harlan's revol utionary
tactics. Sleegp passestime admirably. Buit firgt, join me for aglance a the tank?

Ferrill and | stood alittle removed from the others. He rightly assumed | needed an explanation. The
science behind the tank's projection he did not bother to expatiate. Its physical presence, however, was
awesome enough. It was composed of an amber, trangparent liquid or gas with no gpparent material
enclosing its circumference. It stood ten feet high and wide in the center of the room it dominated. A coil
of wiresat itsfoot was the sole connection to the machines and computers that formed asemicircle at its
base. Beyond them, built obliquely from the celling, were the now blank screens. Only one panel on the
boards bel ow the screens was active, the master panel to which each ship in action was hooked. If the
light which identified the ship went out, the ship had been destroyed. The technician could dso tell by the



color variation and pulsations the extent, in theory, of damage to any given vessd. At the computersthe
clerkswere till busy. In dl the room, no one's eyes stayed long away from the mesmeric quality of the
dowly moving massesin the tank.

Guardedly, Ferrill indicated Lothar, agreen bal in the gpproximate center of the tank. Above and
beyond were Ertoi in blue and Glan's yellow. Below and away from the other three sysemswasthered
of the two Tane planets.

From Ertoi and Glan, lancing downward and bypassing L othar were the light points of the Alliance
ships, speeding to their rendezvous with Lothar's fleet. Beyond Ertoi and Glan, | saw eight tiny points of
light at regular intervals, far, far apart. Ferrill said they were the skeleta Perimeter Patrol that would be all
Glan would have to defend it from the Mil if they broke through. Ertoi relied still on its sonic barrier.

'Why doesn't Glan haveit, too? | asked, thinking that would have freed eight more ships.

"They never considered it necessary with the protection the Alliance has afforded them up till now.'

Speeding out from Lothar and converging from other points around the remaining quadrants of the
tank was the flegt, moving not as swiftly asthe Alliance ships but asinexorably. From the bottom of the
tank, gpproaching with what | thought appalling comparative speed werethe invading lights of the Mil.
The darm of the Councilmen was no longer averbd fear that Jokan's assurances and Ferrill'samused air
could dispdl. It took no technician to estimate how near to Lothar that battle would take place. And the
Mil's ominous approach was aimed at the equator of the seemingly doomed Tanes.

'‘Would the Mil land on one of the Tane? | asked.

Ferrill shook his head in aquick negative response.

"The Mil would never land with such aforce gpproaching them. They could be blown off aplanet and
our casudtieswould be light. We overused those tactics afew centuries ago. No. They'll meet Harlanin
space. They're pretty contemptuous of usin space, you know. | doubt they'll remain so long.'

Wewatched, as othersdid, in hypnotized silence asthe blinking lights made their dmost
imperceptible way. Finally, Ferrill touched my arm lightly and we both retired to our degping quarters.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
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A gentletickling on my feet roused me. Theroom waslit and | could see Ferrill grinning mischievoudy
as he gave my foot one last brush.

'l used to wake Cherez like that and she'd throw afit," he grinned. 'l thought you'd like to bein on the
fun. Harlan's brave gamble is about to start.’

| scrambled out of the cot, took time to dash cold water in my eyes and comb back my hair before
joining Ferrill. I wouldn't have needed Ferrill's comment to know that the climax was a hand. The entire
room watched the screen, some standing on chairs or desks for better views of the al-important spatial
tank. The computers were silent. Conversation was limited to terse low whispers. The tension, fear and
apprehension in the main room was like aphysica blow after the deeping quarters. Ferrill had paused at
the threshold and we both drifted through the watchers until we found Jokan. He was standing behind
Stanndl and Lesatin. Jokan looked around irritably as| brushed against him to make way for Ferrill. He
gave usthe sketchiest of acknowledgements before turning back to the tank.

| had to make mysdlf look at the sphere. Its story dried up the sdlivain my mouth. | was certain the
pounding of my heart would be audible.

Tane had been bypassed. Empty space separated the struggling L othahan space fleet from the home
planet. The blips of light that were our defenders resembled atiny crystal string of beads thrown casudly
on ajeweler's velvet around a pendant of twenty-three bright diamonds in random pattern. The beads



circumscribed no circle; one end, the Ertoi and Glan contingent being too far out to complete even the
roughest circular formation. Fen-ill's groan was not noted by anyone.

At firgt | wondered why the Mil would let themsdlves be even so loosely encircled. Then |
remembered that the Mil in space would wreak terrible losses, so they could be arrogant about our puny
trap. | watched the beads, still loose, but dowly, dowly perfecting their circle. They drifted at the same
time with such snail downesstoward Lothar. Ertoi and Glan became stationary, being uppermost to
Lothar; below and beyond it, | could see the barely larger blipsthat were the four Star-class Lothar
battlewagonsin their magjor compass-point positions. The pendant moved inexorably and the rear
quadrants moved Hill closer, the uneven beads gradudly gradualy settling into arough circle.

| had been so fascinated with the fleet movement that | had not noticed the movements of the Mil
pendant. Once amass of light, it now began to lose its compactness and to string out into arough line.

Jokan groaned and twisted his tense body in an unconscious effort to punch the Mil ships back into
their former position. Stannall covered hisface for amoment, with a shaking hand. When he turned to
Jokan, | was aghast at the exhaustion and hopel essness of his expression.

"That maneuver, doesn't it decrease the effectiveness of the resonant barrage? he asked, hoping to
hear the contrary.

'It depends, gir, it al depends.’

'Onwhat? Stannal demanded fiercely.

'On how much our men can stand the backlash from the electromagnetos that generate the resonance.
If we can saturate the Mil shipswith enough force, their bel ated dispersa means nothing." Jokan clenched
hisjawsgrimly. 'l wish we had had time to develop effective shidlding for the power-bleed. At the
moment," he continued in answer to Stanndll, ‘'we can be sure of this section being completely parayzed,
and hisfinger stabbed at the center of the Mil pendant. ‘Partia disability on either end and, with luck, our
normal tactics can take care of therest.'

'If they dtring out farther? Stanndl dragged the words from his mouth.

"The decrease in total disability isproportional. Individua engagementsincrease.’

Stannadl's expression was desperate and hislips, thinned by fatigue to white lines, closed obdurately
over histesth.

We waited. Glances at the time dia were more frequent. It lacked by afew moments of the hour set
for the barrage. Jokan was counting off nervoudy to himsalf and someone ese on the other sde of the
room counted out loud. | was not the only one to mouth the seconds in concert.

Zero hour!

The tank remained unchanged. | don't know what | expected to happen. How much of atimelag
there was between the ships and the tank | didn't know but the next moments or minutes seemed
eternities.

A new voice broke the ftillness. Glancing up | saw that a patroller was standing before the master
panel that checked the condition of the ships. His voice, dispassionate and measured, brought us no
consolation.

'No casudties. Two minutes and no casudties. All shipsfunctioning. Three minutes and no casudties.

No casualties, my brain echoed. What an odd war. Bloodless, remotely fought, remotely observed.
Would degth, too, seem remote to the dying? Fear, however, was not remote. It laid lavish hands on
everyonein that room, on everyone, | was sure, on those ships and on the planet of Lothar.

'No casudties,' the drone continued.

Theintervas between his litany lengthened and suddenly, unable to watch the unchanged picture
longer, Stanndl whirled on Jokan.

'Nothing has happened. How long does it take? he cried in tense, strident tones that echoed through
the fear-filled room with piercing audibility. Someone started to sob and stopped, choking the sound
back.



"The maximum vibrations for the Mil should build in no lessthan six minutes,” Jokan said tonelesdly.
"The beam is played across the ship for maximum effect. We count on the fact that the Mil cannot initiate
evadvetactics a high acceleration speeds aswe can. Thelonger they remain within the effective range of
the beam, the quicker the resultant destructive resonanceis reached.’

Someone was counting the seconds again. Still the formation of the ships, al the ships, remained the
same, acircle of beadstightening dowly around the menacing gaggle of Mil ships. The man had counted
to ten minutes past the zero hour before avoice, in the anguish of waiting, shrieked for him to stop. The
circle of beadstightened, drifting ever upward toward the system of Lothar.

It isn't working, that'swhat's wrong," a beefy Councilman snapped, his voice trembling. "That puny
electricity doesn't work. Fathor stopped that research. He must have had areason. They don't work,
that'swhat, and welll dl...

‘All shipsfunctioning, the officia voice, cam and deliberate, broke in. 'No casudties:!’

'Look, look," someone cried, gesticulating toward the tank.

The gtring of beads was breaking up, splitting into smaler circles, driving for the ends of the Mil line.

"They're using the suicide ships now. The resonators didn't work at al. Were lost. The Mil will be
here," aman beyond Stannall blubbered.

Stannall strode to his sidein three swift paces and, athough the fellow was younger and heavier, the
Firgt Councilman fetched him four sharp cracks across the face and turned defiantly to face the room.

'If the Mil should come, we will be ready with the courage and fortitude which have brought us so far
aong the road to freedom from their awful raiding. Let no one dseforget hisvaliant heritage.”

'One suicide ship casudty, the announcer droned. 'All others functioning.'

On thetank, asmall expanding glow appeared and then one bead blinked out. One light obediently
darkened on the master pand. But the tank also told another story. The mid-section of the Mil line
proceeded unharried by the shipswhich concentrated their efforts on the ends. Thetiniest blipsflashedin
with unbelievable speed compared with the lumbering efforts of others. The upper end reflected abrief
glow and the announcer talied another casudty.

"They're attacking only the ends,’ someone cried in dismay. The rest are coming straight at us'!’

'NO!" shouted Jokan, his voice ringing with triumph. He sprang to the side of the spatid tank. The
mid-section istotally disabled. The resonators did their work. Look, would that big adetachment alow
the othersto be attacked without firing? See, here, here and here, our positions would be vulnerable to
their range and yet there are no casudlties. | tell you, that weapon works. It does. It does! And see,
there's one of the lead Mil ships going up.’

One of thelarger Mil lights at the head of the line flared and died. The announcer gave us no death
notice for adefender.

'See what Harlan is doing," Jokan continued excitedly. "We have plenty of timeto disable thefar end.
He'stried two passes with the riders to the foremost Mil and is blasting them out of the sky. That means
they must be partialy disabled. No Mil will set down on Lothar!" Hiswords rang through the big room
and st off acheering, shouting, weeping roar of hysterical relief.

Jokan, grinning so broadly his face seemed to split, tearsin his eyes, looked around, thrilled at the
sight of hope where despair had so long enervated morde.

I, too, was caught up in the emotiona backlash, weeping not so much with therelief of salvation as
with the knowledge that Harlan would return, in honor and unharmed. The fear of the othersdid not
touch me as deeply, | suppose, because | had not lived with fear of the Mil dl my life. Vicarioudy | was
caught up in that joyous hysteriauntil | noticed Stannall. He was clutching wildly at his chest. Hisface
was gray, hislipsblue, his breath shallow, eyes pain-filled and he grabbed wildly at mein hisweskness.

Glancing around for someone elseto help me, | was even grateful to Monsorlit who must have seen
Stanndl's seizure from across the room. The physician was fumbling in his belt as he pushed through the
milling, shouting, jumping men. He reached us, jammed a hypodermic needleinto Stanndl'sarm and
smoothly reinforced my grip around the First Councilman.



Jokan, aware of Stannd|'s distress, pushed through and lifted Stannall easily into hisarms. Bawling for
passage, he carried the ailing Councilman to his deeping room. Monsorlit ordered meto get his
insruments from Room 21 and | ran with no respect for dignities.

When | returned with the case, Stanndl was pillowed into a Sitting position. Although he was swegting
profusely, his bresth came with less effort. Monsorlit grabbed the bag | opened and seized a stethoscope
device. Jokan was joined by Ferrill now. Monsorlit's examination relieved him, for he gave abarely
audible sgh and reached with less haste for hisbag. He picked avia carefully, filled anew needle and
administered the medication.

'‘Good gr," Monsorlit said in such low tones only | could hear,'there are too few of your fiber for usto
be deprived of you. Thistimeyou will haveto lisento me!

He rose from the bedside and, as he turned, | caught the flickering of the only expression | ever saw
on Monsorlit'sface. It was the more astonishing to me, this combination of fear, relief, worry and
compassion, since there was no doubt of Stannall's trenchant disapprova of Monsorlit. The physician
glanced a me briefly, hisfeatures composed in their usual coldness. He passed me and motioned dl of us
out to the corridor.

Ferrill and Jokan, instantly the door closed, demanded the diagnosis with impatient concern.

'A heart attack,' Monsorlit said dispassionately, replacing his stethoscope with care, rearranging avid
or two precisaly before closing the bag. 'Natura enough with such intense strain and inadequate rest. I've
administered a sedative that should keep him adeep for many hours. He must be kept absolutely quiet for
the next weeks and complete bedrest isindicated for the next few months. Or, we shal haveto elect a
new First Councilman. | believe Cordan is his persond physician. He should attend our Council Leader
immediately. To reassuredl of us. Monsorlit permitted himsalf the vaguest of wry grinsat his
afterthought.

‘But Stanndll's presenceis..." Jokan began, gesturing toward the tank.

"...isrequired in his bed and adeep,” Monsorlit finished with bland authority. ‘I do not care what
duties heleaves unfinished. There are certainly enough quaified men to make decisons until Harlan
returns. Unless, of course, you wish to commit Stannall to the Eternad Flame tomorrow?

With that, Monsorlit turned on hished and walked away.

By now thejubilation had subsided sufficiently for the drone of the announcer to be heard. The score
of casuaties had mounted, but only nine lights were out on the master panel. Two flickered weakly, eight
pulsed, but the strength of the light indicted only minor damage. Jokan, after aglance at the picturein the
tank, strode across the room to the knot of anxious Councilmen. Stanndl's collapse had been noted as
wdll as the exchange between Jokan and Monsorlit.

'I think," commented Ferrill thoughtfully, that the Situation is now under the efficient control of Jokan.
Will you join me for some refreshment, Lady Sara?

'Shouldn't someone stay with Stannd|? | protested.

'Monsorlit ssemsto have taken that into account,’ Ferrill said and directed my attention to the brisk
figure coming from the farthest degping rooms. The woman, alarge, efficient-looking person, stopped at
Stannall's door. She opened it with aquick practiced gesture and entered. A pair of guards
smultaneoudy took positions on either side of the door.

Therewaslittletimefor Ferrill and me to refresh ourselves. Food and drink grew cold before we
could eat. Ferrill, though no longer Warlord, still had al the knowledge of hisformer position. Hewas,
furthermore, privy to the confidential matters of the high position and the offices of both Regent and First
Council-men. In thisemergency he set aside his affectation of disnterest and made quick, clear decisons,
gave orders with an easy authority that controlled the quicktempered and camed the hysterical.
Messengers crowded around the table, waiting turn. Councilmen oppor-tuned and only Jokan could
claim precedence. Thelittle people, too - messengers and technicians - stopped to ask about Stannall or
say something, shyly, to Ferrill.

Ferrill remained cool and detached, casua and unconcerned by the rush. At firgt, he answered the



Council-men's and Jokan's questions with allittle salf-amused smile. But gradudly, | could seethe
grayness of fatigue conquering the dight color in hisface. | urged him anxioudy to rest.

'‘Rest? Not now, Sara. | want to know every detail of the stimulating events. | shal recordthemina
persona history | shal now have timeto write. The firsthand impressions of an ex-Warlord about an
emergency and triumph of this magnitude will certainly carry historica weight.'

'If you're not careful, the only historical weight you'll carry isafancy monument,' | snapped.

He regarded me with the expression he had used so effectively on Monsorlit, but | wastoo
concerned for him and stared him down. He changed his tactics and reassured me that he knew the limits
of hisgtrength.

'I have made no move from thistable. | let everyone seek me''

'I thought you didn't care anymore. | thought you were just going to be the bystander,’ | goaded him.

His eyesflashed angrily. Then he smiled in recognition of my baiting. He reached for my hand and
pressed it firmly.

'I am 4ill the bystander, shoveling out bystandoria advice by the shipload. But | am the only onewho
can answer many of these questionsin Stannal's absence. Jokan certainly has no practical experience as
either Warlord, Regent or First Councilman, and heisal three right now.'

I made one of the messengers go for Monsorlit who appeared just as Jokan aso reached our table.
Jokan did not care for Monsorlit's presence. Ferrill's smile mocked me for my interference.

'Ferrill isexhausted,' | said before Ferrill or Jokan could send Monsorlit away.

'Give meashot of something salutary,’ Ferrill commanded the physician, proffered histhin,
blue-veined arm, daring Monsorlit aswell as Jokan and me.

'All of you need stimulants to keep on at this pace," the man observed quietly and issued usfive
tablets agpiece. 'An effective compound but harmless,” he continued as Jokan eyed the pills dubioudy.
'One every three hourswill be sufficient. | do not recommend taking more than five. That givesyou fifteen
more hours of peak efficiency. Then no onewill have trouble getting you to rest.’

He moved off briskly. Ferrill took his pill down quickly and Jokan, shrugging, followed hislead. |
waited and then saw Ferrill watching my indecision with such amusement | tossed it down waterless.

I never redly know what to make of him,' the ex-Warlord commented to no onein particular.

Jokan uttered a growling sound deep in histhroat and then launched into the reason for his coming to
thetable.

Monsorlit did not underestimate his potion. It did keep us going for the next fifteen hours. | watched
Jokan and Ferrill astheir eyes brightened, reddened and teared with fatigue, knowing | was no better off.
Jokan took to shouting for meif he could not cometo usand | became aliaison between Jokan and
Ferrill.

Asl listened to conversations concerning the resumption of the planet's normd activities, the hurried
rearrangements of landing facilities and refueling schedules, | watched the tank. Everyonedid. And I, too,
did not push the announcer's assessments of the casualties from my conscious hearing. On thetank, | saw
the mid-section of the Mil fleet continue blindly on its course for nowhere while Lothar picked off
additiona enemies. | watched as the hel pless section was set upon by adouble row of our vessels,
turned into anew course as Ertoi and Glan pilots penetrated to the control rooms and altered the courses
for the navad satdllite bases and the one planetary space ingallation in the southern sea. Landed,
decontaminated, the ships would ultimately be refitted and recommissioned into the Alliance force. | saw
other Mil shipsjoin this passive group. | saw a L othar squadron drop down and turn toward the rim of
the spatid tank, taking up Perimeter positions until it seemed that the tank was lightly sprinkled with
diamond beading on its periphery. | watched as the main body of the fleet turned homeward, catching
and passing the convoy of cripples, pushing on toward Lothar. Then |, too, turned my hopeful attention
to the screens, waiting for the time when the communication limit was reached and we might have a
detailed description of the victory from her triumphant commander.

Of the great navy that had set out to meet the invader, only twelve were not returning, astatistic which



brought another wild burst of exultation. Of the twenty-three invaders, once arrogant and feared, nineteen
were carefully shepherded toward exile. Never, never, | heard it shouted, has so great a victory been
achieved in the annas of recorded history. And, to crown thisfeat with more glory, fourteen of thefifteen
Star-class ships had been taken.

Now we waited, aswe had waited for particular moments so often these last violent days, for the
screensto reflect the images we wished most to see. So tensaly was thefirdt ripple anticipated, a
concerted gasp echoed in the room when the picture was abruptly before us, clear and unmuddied.

It was Maxil we saw; aMaxil as changed as only aboy can be who has abruptly survived abrutal
initiation to manhood. Hisvoice, harsh with fatigue and physica strain, broke the communication silence.
Harlan was nowherein sight.

'Men and women of Lothar, | bring you victory. | bring homedl but twelve of our vaiant ships. |
bring you news of an offensive wegpon againgt which the Mil have been powerless. The day isnot distant
when we can reach out and find the home of these vicious marauders and destroy them forever.'

But whereis Harlan? | whispered to mysdlf.

Maxil paused and licked hislips, glancing off to hisright. Then he smiled and continued.

‘I am not responsible for thisvictory. | doubt any of uswould have returned today if it had not been
for Harlan. He's done the impossible today. He has made the Mil fear MS. All Lothar must recognize
their debt to him.’

A cheer, asloud and sincere as it was spontaneous, sprang from the throats of the watchers as Maxil
pulled ardluctant Regent to hisside.

I could see how tired Harlan was, his shoulders umped down even as he tried to hold himself erect.
His ship-suit was mottled with awhite dust, and it wastorn at the deeve. | saw no sign of damagein the
control room, but other officers coming and going in the background wore torn or burned tunics aswell
as bandages. But Harlan was dl right.

I don't see Sir Stanndll, my lord," Harlan commented.

Maxil peered out at the crowd and frowned. Jokan stepped forward and formally bowing to the
young Warlord, explained the circumstances. Jokan continued to advise what had been done, Maxil and
Harlan both questioning and advising further steps.

| don't recdl much of what they said. | was content to look at Harlan and know he was safe and
coming back. The multiple perils that threatened were dispersing: Gorlot's perfidy, the Mil, and now
Stannall was sick. He couldn't resume his deadly questioning so | needn't fear hisdrive for revenge on
Monsorlit. | only had the physician to deal with and Harlan would never let him overwhelm me. A weary
exultation filled my tired body. Even the ghastly announcement that Gorlot, chained to the Rock for the
Mil astheir traditiond first victim should they arrive, had been hacked to pieces dive by hysterica
Lotharians, did not touch me.

The reprieve from fatigue granted by Monsorlit's pellets expired al at once. | was weary to the very
marrow of my bones. | turned from the screen that no longer held Harlan. Ferrill had fallen foward across
the table, unnoticed by anyone. | touched his hand, fearfully. It was damp with perspiration, but the dow
pulse was steady in hiswrig. | sat looking a him for alittle while, | think. Then it occurred to methat |
should get someone to take him to bed, but | didn't have the energy to open my mouth to call. So | put
my head down on the table, too.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Contents<> - Prev <>/ Next <>
| did not seethe victorious return of Lothar's flagship. Nor did | see the triumphant parade of Maxil



and Harlan back to the palace, | did not see Maxil publicly acclaim Fara as hislady from the balcony of
his gpartment. My presence there might not have been appreciated by the public. | did not see Harlan
and that | cared abouit. | should have given him a proper soldier's welcome. But | was dead to the world
and so were Ferrill and Jokan. Monsorlit had threastened the servants with dire vengeance if they did
attempt to wake us.

What finaly awoke mewas, as usud, hunger. What roused me was the unfamiliarity of my
surroundings. The dim room appeared to be all wrong to my deep-dulled faculties. For onething, the
bal cony wasto the left of my bed instead of to the right. For another, the window hangings were a deep
crimson. The furnishings, the heavy chairs and chests, were the wrong shapes and there were enormous
shiddson thewadls, their metdlic designs picking up what light therewas. A gentle snuffling set me bolt
upright in the bed reaching for the light pand in the headboard. The soft glow fell on Harlan'sdeeping
faceand | immediately waved it off. Exhaustion was etched deeply on hisface. He had fdlen on to the
bed, till dressed in the torn, creased shipsuit. Hisright arm dangled in the air above the floor and hisright
leg was off the bed entirely.

I hoped he had seen me before he fell into unconsciousness, that he at least knew | was here, where |
belonged. It worried me that he might have fdt | dighted him by not being a part of the welcome hewas
certainly due.

My eyes accustomed themsalves to the dim room and | looked down at the tired warrior. How often
I'd looked at his deeping figure in the asylum, wondering what he wasredliy like. | certainly had had
more of his unconscious company than was necessary. There was so much | wanted to know about this
man. One day, we would both have to make time to be together when both of uswere awake, in the
sameroom, a the sametime.

My hunger could no longer be denied. | eased out of the bed, a needless caution with Harlan in the
depths of the deepest deep of exhaustion. HE'd wake soon, uncomfortable in that awkward position, |
decided. Placing hisarm across his chest, | turned him so that al of his body was supported by the bed. |
removed his boots, |loosened his shipsuit and covered him.

| found the bathroom and discovered that my clothes had again followed mewhile | played suite
hopscotch around the palace wing. | dressed quickly and went out into the next room.

Thiswas astudy, deserted but apparently well-used by Harlan to judge from the clutter of datesand
film cans. As| reached the door in the far wall | heard the subdued mutter of voices.

'l received my orders from Harlan himsdf,' an irate man in patrol uniform was saying to Jokan who
had placed himsdlf between the patroller and the door to the study.

‘Harlan is not to be wakened," Jokan was saying firmly. The Patrolman saw me at the door and tried
to edge around Jokan.

‘Lady Sara, isthe Regent awake?

Jokan gave me aquick high-sign.

'No, sr, heisnaot! Nor could anything wake him. Heis completely dead to the world and will be for
some hours more, I'm sure,’ | said with afirmness that matched Jokan's.

'My orders were definite," the poor officer kept inssting desperately.

I'msorry, S, | replied ungpologeticaly. ‘But | cannot fed that there is any matter so urgent that it
needs the attention of an exhausted man. Surely Jokan here, who is dternate Regent...'

The officer was adamant.

'No, my orders are for the Regent only.'

'Wéll, you may certainly join uswhile we wait," Jokan suggested amiably. He took the officer by the
amand led him, ressting al theway, to thefar side of the living-room.

The two Councilmen and Jesd at the breskfast table rose as | approached. Linnana came bustling in
from the pantry, wreathed with smiles and looking very well pleased with herself. She greeted me
effusvely and set my hot cup down in front of me.

"Hungry, Sara? Jokan said with good-natured raillery.



'I fill have severd weeks of eating to make up,’ | replied tartly. ‘And | don't think | ever will.'

"Y ou missed dl the excitement,’ one of the Councilmen said.

'A matter of opinion. The Vaultswere exciting enough for onelifetime. | was never sotired in my life
as| waslast night,’ | declared.

Jokan exchanged amused glances with Jesd and Linnana giggled.

"Y ou mean the day before yesterday,' Jokan corrected me.

| stared at him, suspecting him of teasing. But everyone esewas grinning & my disbelief.

'l was very tired, | repeated emphaticaly, refusing to be annoyed. ‘'No wonder I'm so hungry. I've
missed eight medls,' | exclaimed suddenly.

Even the thwarted officer joined in the laughter.

‘Don't worry. There arefilmsto be seen.’

"Then when,' | asked with concern,'did Harlan get to bed?

'‘Approximately six hours ago,’ Jokan said with anasty look at the officer who squirmed on his seat
uncomfortably. 'He and Maxil got in about sixteen hours ago. Therest of the fleet keepstrailing in.' He
continued, nodding toward the crisscrossing of plumetrailsin the sky, 'Harlan and Maxil were touched,
patted, kissed by everyonein Lothar. I'm surprised the noise didn't wake you.'

‘Barbarous not to let him rest sooner. He must have been weaving for lack of deep,’ | exclaimed,
outraged. 'Why wasn't | wakened? I'd've...'

"We had our orders about you, too," Jokan laughed, his eyes dancing wickedly. 'From Monsorlit.'

| hastily covered theinitid start his name gave me.

'Didyou explainto Harlanwhy I...."

‘Severa times,' Jokan assured me dryly. Jesd snorted his disgust. ‘He insisted on seeing both you and
Ferrill. But he woke me up!" Jokan looked so sour | couldn't help laughing.

If I hadn't been so shocked by the fatigue in Harlan'sface, | would have taken pity on the officer
during the long hoursthat followed. He sat stolidly, watching the door and waiting. Not al Jokan's
cgoling could budge him from his post or dicit the message he brought. Wefinaly gave up.

About noontime, Maxil camein. Helooked tired gill, the shadows of his grudling experience lurking
in hiseyes, but his step was resilient. He gave me aglad smile and took both my handsin his, squeezing
them affectionately.

"We missed you. Harlan wasfit to betied,’ he said. 'Made everyone wait while he checked with
Monsorlit about you and Ferrill. Oh, and Stanndl, too. Did you know about Faraand me?

That'sdl | heard about thefirst day inthe Vaults' | said.

'Yes, | guess s0," and Maxil, although he looked sheepish, did not blush. We had strolled over to the
bal cony, apart from the others.

That Marian'sgot rea nerve,’ Maxil said quietly, damming onefist in the pam of the other hand,
imitating his hero. "Y ou know, he waited and waited to throw on the resonators until we were so closeto
Lothar even seasoned spacers were green. And then, those resonators, and Maxil gave hishead a
respectful shake, drawing his breath in with ahiss. 'Y ou don't expect to be ableto hear again. And it's
not exactly anoise... itsawhineinsde your skull that jars your teeth loose." His eyes briefly reflected the
pain he had endured. 'And when it stops... it'slike therell never be any noise again in theworld.' He
shook his head and added with asmile, 'But he did it and well never haveto fear the Mil ever again.

"Y ou know, it'sfunny how thingswork out. Gorlot had those ingtdlations made on every ship we had
insarvice. But, if he hadn't used them during the Tane business, weld've got every single ship without a
casualty of our own. Every timel remember | ate in the same room, breathed the same air asthat. .. that
unrestored unprintable did, | get sick. Sck.’

His choice of adjective had the same effect on me. | tried to fasten my thoughts on Maxil's explosive
maturation. For he was no longer an adolescent. He had found himsdlf in his baptism under fire. | think
Ferrill waswrong when hefelt that Jokan was the only one who showed the true Harlan strain.



'Have you seen Ferrill yet?

'Oh, yes," Maxil assured me solemnly. ‘Just come from there.' Then he grinned at me broadly, atouch
of the boy showing. 'He said you were marvelous, Sara. When Stanndll collapsed, when everyone was
running around cave-hunting, you were so cam and controlled.’

'Ferrill gave you adescription of himself, not me," | laughed, neverthel essflattered. | wondered if
Ferrill might be indulging in some subtle sarcasm. 'He's recovered? He had no business working under
such pressurefor so long. | was very worried about him.'

'No. He's... he's... Ferill," Maxil ended lamely as suitable comparison failed him. 'Say, what's Tdleth
doing here? Helooks asif he's gitting on. .. something hard.’

| tried not to giggle as Maxil changed phrases mid-sentence.

'He keepstelling us, every hour on the hour, that he has ordersto report immediately to the Regent.
He has some burning message helll only give to Harlan. And we won't wake Harlan up.’

'Y ou shouldn't, Maxil agreed. 'He sent me off not long after we managed to get through the crowds
to the palace. | was adeep before | could kissFara.'

He beckoned to Taleth who, after aquick glance at the study door, rose obediently and came over.

'What's the problem, Taleth?

'l was given acommission by Regent Harlan,' Talleth began patiently. "When | had accomplished it, |
wasto report directly to Lord Harlan. 1've been waiting for five hours and ten minutes, Sr.’

"When did Harlan get to bed, Sara?

'‘Approximately ten hours and ten minutes ago,’ | replied keeping my face Sraight.

'Helll be up soon, then," Maxil said easily and, nodding to Talleth, indicated he could resume his post.

| thought Maxil was just saying that, so no one, except Taleth, was more surprised than | when fifteen
minutes later, Harlan himsalf opened the door to the study.

He swept the occupants of the room with aswift glance, smiled briefly at me but held up hishand as|
started to come to him. Instead, to my chagrin, he beckoned Tdleth into the study and closed the door.

'Close your mouth,” Maxil suggested in an aside. 'l guess hereally did want to see Taleth after dl.'

Ignoring the dight asbest | could, | hastily ordered Linnanato get warm food. Maybe Harlan was
annoyed with me because | had been adeep when | should have been thereto greet him. Linnana
interrupted my nattering by asking what she should order for the Regent's breakfast. | redized | didn't
know what Harlan liked to eat. Certainly the asylum fare was no criterion.

‘Penty of mest, hell be hungry,' | temporized.

Whatever business Tdleth had with Harlan, it was brief. The officer exited, saluted Maxil respectfully,
glanced at me with aworried frown and | eft the apartment. Harlan did not appear.

Hot food came up from the kitchens and no sign of him. It was too much for me. Trying to appear
casud, | went through the empty study to the bedroom. Just | entered, he emerged from the bathroom,
buckling on auniform overtunic.

'Harlan, areyou... displeased with me?

He gave alittle laugh and came over to embrace me, hisface dightly damp, smelling cleanly of soap
and fresh linens. 'No, you please me tremendoudy, except when you keep my officerswaiting.

He released me quickly, for | wasleft standing, kisdess. He strode over to the big chest to one side
of the study door and rummaged through atop drawer, stuffing severd objectsin his belt pouch.

'I'm hungry," he announced, his smile making hiswords an intimate reminder.

It'shot from the kitchen,' | assured him as he ushered me out to the living-room.

Although he had reassured me verbaly that he was not displeased with me, it seemed he was not at
ease somehow. Asif he hed himsdlf from me purposefully. Asif there were something between us,
separating us. With Jokan and Jesd, Maxil and the two Councilmen aswell asthe servants, it was
impossible for me to pursue the subject of my unrest or set it at ease.

Harlan pulled meto the chair beside him at the table but, as he talked to the others, cheerful, rested,



he never once glanced at me. He gave Jesd some ingtructions about putting their fastest Star-class ship in
readinessfor along trip. He dl but pushed Jess through the door to get him started on the assignment.

Once Jesd had l€ft, he turned earnestly to the two Councilmen.

'| appreciate your waiting on melike this, athough | had expected to be awvake long before this hour,’
and he shot ahumoroudy accusing glance at me.

'l did it," Jokan interposed, taking full blame.

‘I"d've preferred you returned the compliment | paid you when | got in,' Harlan said so caudticdly
Jokan looked surprised. 'However, Talleth brought me word | hoped against hope he would have. For
thefirg time, we have captured, intact, Mil star maps, complete with primary notations and time
symbols!

Jokan and the Councilman exclaimed excitedly and leaned forward eagerly as Harlan continued.

I don't say we now have the route to their home-world. It isimpossibleto tell whether they were on
an outward or inward orbit. The holds were barely haf full,” he added, dropping hisvoice and
swalowing. | guess| wasn't the only one who looked ill. There was no longer any question in my mind
what those holds carried.

'However, | beieveit isimportant for usto retrace their route, starting from the notation that isthe
Tane group and working backward.'

The sound of aplanecar right on top of us made me glance up sartled. Talleth was at the controls. He
secured the craft to the landing bal cony and stood waiting.

'I have aquick trip to make, gentlemen, after which | will explain mysdf in grester detall. If you will
excuse me,' and Harlan rose.

'Y ou have to go right away? | murmured, deeply disappointed. | was positive now there was
something separating us.

'Will you comewith me, Sara? Harlan asked. Therewasaqudlity, apleading in hisvoice, that | had
never heard before.

‘Certainly.

Thefact that he wanted my company, coupled with his unsettling look, was not atogether reassuring.
But, perhaps during the flight | would have time to get to the bottom of the problem.

Thisam was soon thwarted completely when | realized that this plane, fast asit was, wasaso small.
Tdleth, solidly piloting, was no father avay from me than my outsiretched arm. Thiswas scarcely the
time or place for an important private discussion.

Thetroublewith publiclife, | thought bitterly, isthat it is so damned public. If | had to put up with six
years of thiswhile Maxil grew to hismgjority, | would be afrustrated woman.

Harlan's unaccountable nervousness was obvious in many ways asthe trip progressed. He kept up a
superficidly agreeable conversation, inquiring about the events after the attack, the reactions of the most
skeptical Council-men once the resonators were proved effective.

'Where arewe going? | asked as casudly as| could when our forced conversational gambits were
exhausted.

To Nawland," Harlan said crisply.

'‘What'sthat? | persisted.

| obvioudy should have known because Talleth jerked his head asif to look at me, but changed his
mind and kept facing the ingrument pand.

"The Space Research Station,' Harlan answered in atone that brooked no further questions.

But my own terrible worries were more than | could contain, even faced with his unresponsiveness.

'IsMonsorlit there?

Harlan looked at me, startled. 'Of course not. He has absolutely nothing to do with this.!'

| wastoo relieved that Monsorlit had not made good the threat he had made in the Vaults. The
fleeting impression that Harlan considered Monsorlit alesser evil than the ingtdlation at Nawland did not



occur to me until later.

A taut Slence settled in thelittle cabin. Marian'sjaw and the feding that he had again withdrawn from
me were inhibiting to the point that dl | felt free to do was stare out the window at the sea.

Wewereflying swiftly over along tall of idandsin shallow water. In the distance, asmudge across
the horizon, loomed the purple shadow of aland mass. Aboveit, alance againgt the darkening evening
sky, | saw arocket blast off. Severd milesaway was another airborne plane, heading toward our mutua
god.

The sght of afishing boat, smilar to the one Harlan and | had escaped in, sent astab of pain through
me. | blinked back the tearsthat came to my eyes at the memoriesthat sail evoked. Sitting in silent
sorrow, | waited passively for thisjourney to end.

Space Research Station conjures a picture of purposeful activity, launching pads, half-erected
gantries, waiting spaceships. But Talleth circled round theidand, away from just such ascene, coming in
acrossaquiet cove to an amost deserted strip of dab rock and sand. Two enormous hulls, al their
airlocks open like terrible wounds to the setting sun, rested untended on the strip. A smaller rocket was
parked to one side of the giant ship Talleth hovered near. Both he and Harlan peered out their Side of the
plane, searching for something. | noticed that Talleth's face had a greenish tinge and he was swesting
profusdly.

Then | noticed there were huge tubes, severd feet in diameter, plugging the entrancesto three of the
locks. A variety of equipment, tubing and wires, was carefully stacked againgt the curve of the huge ship's
hull, half observed by shadow.

‘Number Three,' Harlan muttered savagely.

Wordlesdy Tdleth guided the plane down the length of the ship to an open lock, tubeless, in which
stood threetall Ertoi figures, one beckoning to us.

Tdleth set the plane down, the sweat pouring off hisface. It hadn't seemed that the plane required
that much effort to fly and the temperature was mild.

'I must ask you to come, Sara,' Harlan said in aterse, hard voice. Glancing at him, | was startled to
see he, too, was sweeting and congtantly swallowing. He opened the plane door. An awful smell
overwhelmed us and | coughed wildly to clear my lungs of the stench.

| heard Talleth groan, but Harlan had a hand under my elbow and was urging me out onto the sand.

'What's that stink? | asked, covering my nose and mouth with afold of my tunic.

Harlan didn't answer. Hisface showed gresat distress. Relentlesdy he guided me quickly up the
rampway to the open lock, the three Ertois moved quietly asdeto let us enter.

Thisway," one of them thrummed in an incredibly deep voice.

Harlan didn't answer and now | fdlt his hand trembling even as hisfingerstook afirmer grip on my
elbow. Now, | was scared, too.

"We have put samplesin the nearest chamber,’ our guide boomed hollowly, his voice echoing and
echoing down the long dim corridor. The others have been disintegrated.'

The Ertoi stopped by an oddly shaped orifice and nodded his head gravely to Harlan.

Harlan |ooked ghastly, the sweat pouring down hisface, hisjaw musclesworking furioudy ashe
swalowed. He gave every indication of someone about to be violently ill and mastering the compulsion
by sheer will-power.

The moment | stepped through that orifice a scream tore from me. Only because the Ertoi and Harlan
were holding mefast did | stay on my feet. | knew why Harlan looked ill. | knew what that smell was. |
knew where | was. | was on aMil ship and | had been in such aroom before. | had been in such aroom
and what | had seen there had sent my mind redling into the degpest shock.

"They do not look like you, the Ertoi say,' Harlan managed to say between histeeth. '| have to make
you look.'

He and the Ertoi haf carried meto thelong high frame where severa sheeted moundslay still. One of



the other Ertoi very carefully pulled back the top of the sheets and the first face was visible to me.

| didn't want to look down. But | had to. With that dread fascination horrible accidents have for you.
No matter how ghastly, you have to look to assure yoursdlf it isjust as bad or worse than you have
aready imagined. He was Chinese or at least some Orientd.... hisrace didn't matter beyond the fact that
he had once lived on my planet. | was propelled to the next victim and thiswas infinitely worse. Because
it was ablonde girl with the fresh misty complexion of an Englishwoman. Her hair had been shorn off
closeto her scalp and her face was contorted in the horrible rictus of death. There was no skin on her
neck, only raw red flesh, the muscles and neck tendons exposed. | gave the covering atwitch and saw,
as| inginctively knew | should but nevertheless had to confirm, that al skin had been flayed from her
body. Skin, golden skin, my new golden skin. I, too, had once been flayed and... restored with golden
skin. How much skin can ahuman lose and live? | sood swaying, my eyes unableto leave her face until |
Spun away to retch in deep terrible spasms.

| knew it was Harlan who picked me up and carried me out of that charndl place, | felt skin not scales
under my handsas| struck out wildly, intent only on inflicting pain on him who had led me, dl unwitting,
back into horror. | must have acted like a madwoman, shrieking, flailing with arms and legs. Then the
pressure around me and in mewasrelieved as| felt the tart freshness of uncontaminated air around me
and the smell was gone from my nose and throat and lungs. | was conscious of the sound of surf, the
unlimited sky above me and then asharp prick inmy arm.

A scaly hand thrust an aromatic under my nose, but it only caused my stomach to heave again.

A hand, gentlefor dl it was scay and hard, held my head as | vomited, stroking my streaming wet
hair back from my face.

Asthe convulsive dry retching subsided, | became aware that | was propped against the scaly leg of
one of the Ertoi. Another Ertoi was shidlding my face from the brilliant sunset, his saurian face kind and
compassionate as he bathed my face and hands.

Beyond my lineof vison, | could hear someone ése being violently ill and the thrumming voice of the
third Ertoi talking quietly.

I don't know how long it took before we recovered from the experience but it was aready full dark
when Harlan came over to where |l lay, till propped against the patient Ertoi, too weak and spent to
move.

'Are they people from your planet, Sara? Harlan asked with sad weariness.

Yes'

And | knew why he had subjected meto that horror. | knew, too, what incredible courage it must
have taken him to accompany me, knowing what he would see, knowing what he must put me through,
and unwilling, despite the cost to himself, to let me go to that little death done.

"Y ou may proceed with orders, Sda,' Harlan murmured.

One Ertoi saluted Harlan and then me and went back to the ship. In aminute or so | heard the
chirropp, chirrop of the planecar.

Harlan managed to get into the plane himsdlf, but the two Ertoi had to lift mein. Harlan held mein his
lap, my head againgt his chest, both of us too exhausted to move.

Taleth took off at top speed. He, too, had had more of that stretch of Nawland than he could endure.

Whatever injection had been given me, the lassitude it produced spread through my body. Although |
feared for adeep that might be punctuated with the nightmare of revived terrors, | felt mysdlf dipping
without volition into the black velvet well of unconsciousness.

Thefirst thought that crossed my mind on wakening was that it wasn't hunger that roused me. It wasa
soft light, diffused on the wall above the bed. | turned my head to see Harlan, propped up, writing quietly
but quickly on athin metad date. It wasthe dip of the stylus across the metd that had penetrated my
deep.

At my movement, Harlan turned, his expression anxious and hopeful, changing quickly to ahesitant
smileasour eyes met.



'Y ou were so sill. So deeply adeep...'he said.

'No, I'm dl right,’ | assured him, giving his hand areassuring pat. He caught my hand, squeezing so
tightly | gavealittlecry.

He put down hiswriting and turned on his sde toward me, hiseyes still concerned.

"They have asaying on Earth,' | began, trying to lighten his mood,'the crimind dwaysreturnsto the
scene of the crime. Then thelaw catches him. In this case, it was the victim who returned.’

Harlan groaned and dropped his head down to the bed, hiding hisface from me.

'Frankly," I continued, around the tightnessin my throat, 'l think it did the victim good. By dl rights, |
should have had horrible nightmaresand | didn'.’

Harlan grabbed me by the shoulders, shaking me, hisface twisted with emotion.

'How can you forgive me? How can you ever forget what | have done to you? Forcing you to face
that unspeakable horror?

'Harlan,’ | said, "You went with me. It must have been ten timesworse for you.'

He stared at me blankly, asif | had lost my mind.

"Youreincredible. It must have been ten timesworse for me? he repested, shaking hishead in
disbelief at my words. 'For me? For ME!" He gave an explosive snort of laughter and then hugged me so
fiercely | cried out. 'I'll never understand you. Never. Never." And he began to laugh, rocking me back
andforthin hisarms, laughing, | redlized, in sheer relief.

'Wal, it wasn't very funny,' | reminded him, nonplussed at hisreaction.

'No, not funny at dl,' and Harlan continued to laugh, softer now, with slly tears coming to his eyes.

The strained look of worry had lifted from hisface when he held me off alittleto look a me. Hiseyes
and mouth held traces of hislaughter, but hislook was intensaly proud and possessive.

He brushed my hair back from my forehead tenderly and settled me against him, my head on his
chest.

'I have severa thingsto tell you, Sara," he began in amore normal voice. 'One, | was honestly afraid
you would wake mad or hating me. No, don't interrupt,’ and he placed afinger on my lips. ‘I never
expected you to understand why | had to subject you to that ordedl. | said be quiet, and his voice was
gern, morelike himsdlf. 'l had only ashort time to get you there for the identification. If you remember, |
told Jokan and the two Councilmen that we had discovered undamaged star maps from which we could
retrace the routes of the Mil. From certain procedures we know they follow," and he swallowed
suddenly, 'Sdais of the opinion that their last touchdown was at the planet from which those people
came.' He held metightly as | inadvertently began to tremble again.

| took several deep breaths and nodded at him to continue, to ignore my reactions.

"The Star-class | ordered Jesd to refit will carry Jokan and Talleth to your own world with such help
aswe can give.' He paused and then added in alow voice, ‘| was going to suggest that you return with
them.'

"You were going to.' | pushed away from hischest so | could see hisface.

'I don't want you to leave, but | fdlt, in view of what happened yesterday, | owed you the choice.
There may be someone on your world you would prefer to be with.'

| turned in hisarms, looking him squardly in the face. His expression was grave but gave me no
indication of histhoughts.

'Areyou trying to get rid of me? | asked, amazed at the hoarseness of my own voice. 'lI've made a
pest of mysdlf, | know. Firgt | tag aong on that escape. Y ou could have got away much faster by
yoursdlf.

‘But | don't sall.!

'And you should have left me at Gartly's. That would have made much more sense!’

"True. But you'd not have encountered Maxil and got into the palace.’

‘Where| caused Ferrill to collapse completdly.’



"Which meant Council automatically convened, exactly what | hoped to effect.’

‘But | angered Stanndll so.'

'‘And got yoursdlf into an untenable position as Maxil'swoman.' | saw aflare of anger in hiseyes.

I got mysdlf involved with everyone!" | said, sunk in miserable reflection.

'Caugng Harlan to complicate his own life unnecessarily by claiming you before anyone else dared.”

I'll undaim you any time you want,’ | said wildly in my dejection.

‘Do youredly think I'd let you? Harlan laughed, haf frowning, haf smiling. 'l haven't known a
moment's peace since you half starved mein that asylum. For the sake of the clan mothers, do you love
me, Sara?

'Yes, of course. Isn't that obvious? | gasped, astonished. 'I've been madly in love with you since you
propositioned me on the boat.'

Hisface relaxed into such an expression of tenderness and entreety | thought my heart would stop.

‘Loveme, Saral’" he commanded softly. His hungry mouth clamed minein agiving and taking thet was
complete fulfillment for us both, arelease from the uncertainties and terrors of the past few daysand a
promise of richness and peace to come.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
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I hate to wake you, Sara, but Jokan's pounding at the door,' said Harlan'svoicein my ear. | felt a
feather kisson my eyes. | stretched with ddlicious languor as Harlan continued, ‘and | want himin here
where we can be private.'

'Wdll," | prompted agreesbly.

Harlan, standing at the Sde of the bed, looked down at me quizzicaly.

'Y ou have nothing on, dear my lady, and while heismy brother..." and Harlan threw my robein my
face. 'Put it on. HE's got to keep his mind on what you're saying.' Harlan laughed at the face | made at
him.

| drew the robe on and accepted the hot drink Harlan handed me before he called Jokan in.

'Y ou want mein here? Jokan asked pointedly, glaring a me. | learned later that such intimacy was
unusud in Lothar where men were extremey possessive of their ladies.

Harlan indicated Jokan should close the door. Shrugging, Jokan approached the bed and took the
chair Harlan pointed to.

'Well? Jokan asked helpfully, looking from one to the other of us.

‘Sdadiscovered that the latest Mil victims," Harlan began quietly, sitting down on the edge of the bed
beside me, one arm loosely on my shoulders, 'are people very similar to us. From certain indications;' |
noticed Jokan also swallowed rapidly, wiped hisforehead nervoudy,'the last planet was not far away. |
want you, with Talleth as captain, to take the Star-class command ship and retrace that route, establish
relaions with these people and give them whatever scientific and military experience we haveto share.
Provided," and Harlan held up his hand,'they will agreeto joining forceswith usto track the Mil to their
lair and destroy them.’

Jokan snorted, shaking his head at the orders his brother had given him.

‘Just orbit in, in aship no different from the ones raiding them, land in the midst of the poor barbarians
with their spears or swords and say, look here, I'm friendly.'

| was conscious of Harlan's hesitation.

'Use one of the smaller rockets,' | suggested and Harlan's hand pressed my arm in gpprova. 'Y oull



need it to get past the satellites and to take evasive action againgt the nuclear missilesthat, | assure you,
will belaunched.’

"To get past what? Jokan asked, blinking in surprise.

"The planet in question has atomic energy, has landed robot ships on the moon and orbited its nearest
gpace neighbors.'

Jokan glanced, wide-eyed, at Harlan for confirmation. Then turned hisincredulous blue eyesto stare
ame

'Oh, and we aready have eectrica power in quantities. So once you explain the Ertoi defense
mechanisms, I'm sure they can be put in place very quickly. If someone hasn't worked out an even better
defense dready.’

Jokan made an attempt to rise from his chair and then sat back, stunned.

'I came from that planet, Jokan.'

A look of horror replaced the surprise in Jokan's face and he turned to his brother with an angry
accusation. At firgt dl | could trunk was he was revolted by the natural conclusion that | was arestoree.

'Y ou took Sara with you to Nawland yesterday? he rasped out, his eyesflashing.

Harlan nodded dowly.

'l had to identify thevictims' | said hurriedly, taut with strain for hisreaction.

‘But you... you're... not..." and Jokan stared at me.

'Yes,' | said dowly, because Jokan's good opinion mattered. ‘| am arestoree.’

'Saral' Harlan snapped, anxioudly.

'No," | countered, watching Jokan's face as he struggled with his emotional reactions. 'l think Jokan
should know. | don't like to deceive him.'

Jokan continued to scrutinize me, not masking traces of revulsion because he had them subdued
quickly. Helooked at me with great interest and findly, rubbing his hands dowly up and down histhighs,
he began to smile at me.

'‘While | went into deep shock,' | continued hastily, 'not from restoration, but from... what | saw, |
cameout of it gradudly. That's how | met Harlan. | must have been taken to Monsorlit's Mental
Defectives Clinic sometime during the early part of the Tane wars when aMil ship was disabled, either
on Taneor in space. | guess Gorlot's people thought me a Tane colonist. At any rate, there | was. When
| overheard Monsorlit and Gleto talking, | realized Harlan had been drugged. And, well,' | ended lamely,
'you know what started happening then.'

Jokan expelled al the air from hislungsin adeep sigh. He began to relax, nodding his heed dowly up
and down.

'Wéll," he said briskly, dapping histhighs,'that explains agreat many things, doesn't it?

‘It should, Harlan agreed, afaint smileon hislips. | could fed hewas il tensaly waiting for
something.

'It's very reassuring to learn, however, that your people are not hiding in caves,’ Jokan remarked in a
completely different tone of voice. Herose, drawing adate out of his belt pouch, and sitting down on the
bed beside me, asked if | could draw amap of my world.

Thetenson left Marian'sbody and | redized he had been waiting, hoping that Jokan would do
something of this order, proving that my restoration did not render me physicadly revolting in hiseyes.
That he had hoped Jokan, too, could put aside the conditioned reaction toward arestoree.

I'll be glad when you bring back paper,’ | muttered, struggling awkwardly with astylus.

'What's that? Jokan asked, sharply inquigtive.

It ismade of wood pulp combined with rags, pressed flat and thin. It can be made quickly and
chegply and ismuch easier to write on.’

"Wood pulp, rags? Jokan repested. 'Doesn't seem very durable. I've been using the pocket date for
years. Can you use the same piece of ... what did you call it... paper... for years?



'‘Well, no," | demurred, 'but you people are backward in alot of other things.

Both Harlan and Jokan rose up in concerted protest.

‘Just because you have space travel - which you inherited, you didn't develop it - don't go looking
down your noses at my world. We had to start from scratch to get off our planet. There are plenty of
things on Lothar whereit'd be better if you Started dl over again with aclean date.' | stopped, bemused
by my pun. 'You see,' | told Jokan archly, ‘we gave up dates a century ago.'

‘All right, dl right,' Harlan chuckled. 'Draw.’

| had the generd ouitlines sketched in when a vagrant thought came back to me.

"Y ou know, getting you on Earth isgoing to be aproblem,' | said with concern. 'Y ou'reright in that
you can't just touch down. Particularly not in aMil-design ship. Y ou see, we have aradar network that
would spot you miles up and while | don't know what the Mil may have doneto theinterna politics of
Earth, you're sure to meet abarrage of nuclear missiles. And a Star-classisjust too big to miss.'

"Therider shipsare not Mil-designed,” Jokan suggested.

"That doesn't mean they won't be shot at.’

'What kind of communication systems does your planet have? They must have someif they are
experimenting in spaceflight,’ Harlan put in.

Tedar!" | cried with sudden inspiration. 'Why you'd reach every country in theworld!" Then | got
deflated just as quickly. 'No, | wouldn't even know how you could jam it or interpose your broadcast on
it

'What isit? Jokan prompted hopefully.

| explained as best | could and Jokan beamed at me patronizingly.

'We may gtill be using date, dear sister, but in space we are completely at home. It's asimple matter
to locate this Telstar of yours on our equipment, well out of the range of your radar screens and
defensve missiles. Interfere and useitstransmission for our purposes. That's an excdllent idea.’

'Fine,' | agreed tartly. 'l grant you can doit. Thenwhat? | demanded acidly. 'No one there speaks
Lotharian.'

| couldn't help laughing at the expression on their faces.

‘Now, get me atape recorder and | will introduce you. | speak enough of our languagesto get across
what | mean. The point isto get you down to Earth and let the linguists take over from there.’

'‘Good,' Harlan put in, hisface echoing his prideful pleasure in possessing me. 'Sarahas a curious habit
of supplying our need. Did you know she can sail boats?

'I believe you've mentioned that, Harlan,” Jokan remarked with dry testiness. It was my first
indication, however, that Harlan had ever mentioned me to anyone. He had seemed so concerned |
shouldn't arouse any attention at dl.

"Y ou can see why she's so important,” Harlan commented.

'Because she can sail 7 Jokan retorted with an innocent look.

'I'm surprised,’ Harlan continued, ignoring his brother, ‘it hasn't come up in conversation so far this
morning,' and he regarded me suspicioudy, 'but I'm hungry. And I'm going to break my fast.'

'Why didn't someone say breskfast wasready? | exclaimed sitting straight up.

Jokan jumped to hisfeet. 'WEell dl work better after eating. Less snarling a each other." And he
grinned boyishly at both his brother and me.

‘Jo,' and Harlan stopped his brother with a hand on his shoulder,'do | need to caution you about
reveding Saras Jokan shook his head solemnly from sideto side.

‘She'sjudt inferndly lucky it was you,” he commented. 'But I'd suggest that you in your officia
capacity as Regent, redirect Stanndl's campaign to put Monsorlit on the Rock as a collaborator. Sara
could beimplicated.'

'Y es, the day the Mil invaded, Stannall wastrying to get me to accuse Monsorlit,' | added, and fear of
the cold physician, never far from my consciousness, returned. If Jokan had aso noted Stannall's



preoccupation, | had not misinterpreted my danger.

Harlan put an arm around my waist comfortingly. 'l aso know Monsorlit and, despite everything I've
heard, | don't think Sara has anything to worry about from him.’

'Wéll, I'd rather find adeep cave | didn't need than not have one when | did," Jokan remarked
pointedly and, turning on his hed, sarted for the main room.

Harlan gave me another reassuring hug before we joined him.

There were just the three of us at breskfast thismorning. A very unusua occurrencein itsdlf, for
breskfast was the hour of the patronage seekers or intense political conferences. Theintimacy wethree
shared was therefore an unusual and unexpected respite. Because of Linnanaand Harlan's servant,
Shagret, we couldn't talk about Jokan's mission. And, as soon as breakfast was over, the communicator
lit up. Harlan was called to meet the Councilmen in charge of Jokan's mission, so heleft for hisofficesin
the administration wing to get the necessary clearances.

Jokan and | retired to the study with closed doors and | taped a message that he would, he assured
me, be ableto transmit over Telstar. | started to give him abrief summary of our world history and
decided it was usdessto predispose him. The menace of the raiding Mil might well have consolidated
and changed everything. Ingtead | spent the morning giving him some basic English phrases and such
terms as he might need to effect a safe landing. | suggested that Cape Kennedy or the new Ddlas Space
Center would be able to accommodate the huge Star-class ship. | showed him these centers on my rough
map, sighing at such inadequate cartography.

It was asif acork had been pulled out of me that had damned up my Earth past. | talked and talked
while Jokan listened, directing me occasionally with questions about his own areas of interest. My work
asalibrarian in ahuge advertising agency had forced me to acquaint myself with a broad index of
references, so | had athin understanding of many facets of industry and technology. But | was painfully
lacking in the details he needed or wanted so that he groaned over the tantalizing snips and snatches|
held out to him. | talked until | was hoarse. Then Jokan covered up his dates and announced he was
going to see what progress Harlan was making in ramming through the expedition.

Jokan was able to leave two days later, abig coup for Harlan who had indeed rammed the clearance
through any opposition in Council. He attributed his successto the fact that Lesatin, thoroughly shaken by
the Tane disaster and the Mil penetration, was more than willing, as Acting First Councilman, to expand
the Alliance. Stannall, Harlan remarked privately to me, would have delayed until he 'had given the matter
mature consideration’.

'However,' Harlan said with agrimace, 'l did have to agree to take acommittee of Councilmen to the
Tanesto seefirst hand what has happened there.' He covered my handswith his, smiling ruefully. 'I'd
takeyou dongif | could...'

I'madl right. How long will you be gone?

"Two, three days, depending on how much convincing they take. And one of them is Estoder.’

'I remember him from the Regency debate,' | said sourly.

'Sodo |, Harlan remarked in athoughtful way.

S0 heleft and thefirst day | occupied mysdlf with the mechanics of getting my Council grant in order.
The much bemedaed date Stannd| had given me the day of the Mil invasion turned out to have
congderably more vaue to me persondly than amere officid propitiation. Harlan had read it to me and
explained that | had been given alifetime income from three iron-producing shaftsin Jurasse. Someday |
would have to ingpect these but in the meantime thisincome was atidy sum.

It'senough for you to be comfortably placed if you were till unclaimed,’ Harlan explained, then his
eyestwinkled wickedly. ‘It dso providesthat, if you die while you are unclaimed, the income devolvesto
your issue until they reach their mgjority.'

| glared a him. | had alot to figure out about the complicated marital and extramarital and post-,
pre-, and ante-marital mores of this world where women are expected to produce children and no one
askswho isthefather.



'However, you are very much claimed and | will provide for your issue, making certainitisal mine!

I held him off for he started to wrestle me and | didn't want to be diverted quite yet from this subject.

'‘Areyou rich, Harlan?

'Yes, | guess S0, he said. 'l have the family holdings, of course, as my mother isdead. There arethe
prerogatives and privileges of my postion. | haven't used much of my income and neither has Jokan. |
had intended,’ and he grinned one-sidedly at me,'to finance a private expedition. However, my lady
Sara," and his smile broadened, 'as usua, chose to come from avery interesting planet so Lothar isthe
outfitter.’

"Then, with that settled, I'll go out tomorrow and spend it al on my back,' | declared.

'I' like your back theway it isright now," Harlan murmured and he started to make love. A thrifty man,
Harlan.

At any rate, while Harlan was on hisway to Tane, | took my dateto his estate agent. This gentleman,
one Lorith, was very polite and helpful. | was extremely pleased with mysdlf that | made no blundersin
our interview over matters | should have understood. One thing, however, | decided | must get Harlan to
do immediately on hisreturn from Tane was to teach me how to write at least my own name. Lorith
would start the proceedings to secure the grant, but there would be many thingsfor my signaturein afew
days.

Consequently | was not in the least apprehens ve the next morning when Lesatin asked meto attend
aninformal mesting in hischambers.

I had not expected, considering the wording of hisinvitation, to see the large committee room filled
with Councilmen, including four of the Elder Seven and awoman and seven doctors, by then- overdress.
| was also surprised to see Ferrill enter. He nodded at me and sat beside me at one end of thelarge
room.

L esatin was scanning the faces of the assembled when Monsorlit entered. | glanced, apprehensive for
thefirst time, a Ferrill. He smiled noncommittally and | settled back, reassured. Asfar as| could tell,
Monsorlit did not so much as glance in my direction. The woman, however, constantly looked a me.

"We are met today to assess accusations made against Physician Monsorlit,' Lesatin began in aformal
opening of the sesson. These chargesincluded complicity with the archtraitor Gorlot in the genocide of
the Tanes, furnishing drugs capable of inhibiting and demordizing certain officidsin our government
and...' Lesatin glanced at hisnote date, ‘illicit surgery.’

| pulled at Ferrill'sarm nervoudy. lllicit surgery meant restoration. Monsorlit was unruffled by these
charges and Ferrill only patted my hand.

Lesatin firgt called various hospita officias and technicians who had been in charge of thevictims
taken off Tane. They tegtified that the early wounded to arrive at the hospita wereinvariably in some
stage of paraytic ceroloss. Ceral, in unadulterated form, could produce total paralysis of the body and
its functions, resulting in death. Complete and immediate blood transfusions would lessen its deadly
effects, but too often brain and nerve centers were affected. Monsorlit had developed a series of cold
and hot baths as shock treatments, aradical new approach in Lotharian medica practice, to rouse the
duggish cerolized areas. Two physicianswho testified did not entirely gpprove of such arigorous course
of treatment athough they admitted Monsorlit's techniques effected partia curesthat were considered
miracles. Patients were able to do for themselves, perform duties and relieve society of the burden of
their care.

Yes, it had been Monsorlit'sideato place ahospital ship so near the Tane planets for prompter care
of theinjured. No, they could not say that any of the men appeared to have been restored. Of course, at
that time, no one looked for such evidence because no one had redlized that the Mil werein any way
involved. Y es, they had heard Monsorlit use the expression'repossessed’ often. One surgeon had cdled
him to account because of the word's unfortunate smilarity with the unpopular practice of restoration.
Monsorlit had replied that the men were actualy repossessed, repossessed of their faculties disabled by
ceral.



Had Monsorlit practiced any tota restorations since the edict againgt it? Y es, two operations had
been performed with officia sanction on burn victimsin asatellite yard fire. What were the results? A
reconstruction so perfect asto defy detection.

| found mysalf unconscioudy stroking onewrist and hastily clasped my hands firmly together. Looking
up, | was aware of Monsorh't's eyes on me. He had caught my gesture and smiled dightly.

| knew then that he had merely bided histime. That | had been foolish to think mysalf immune. |
wondered if he had planned thistria to coincide with Harlan's absence. | hoped desperately that
someone ese beside mysdf could incriminate him; that his own preferencefor life would keep him from
disclosing my retoration.

Lesatin continued hisinvestigation with further questions about theillegd restoration.

Wasit possible that total restoration could be detected? Only by acheck of cell coding withina
month of restoration and, even so, there would still be room for doubt.

Lesatin asked for an explanation of cdll coding. It was so long and technically detailed | paid no
atention.

'l fail to understand its application to restoration,’ Lesatin prompted patiently.

Before restorations had been ruled illegal twenty-five years ago, intensive research had tried to
perfect waysin which atotal body graft could be undetected. It had been felt that the unsightly scarsat
wrigt, ankle and neckline contributed to the revulsion caused by restorees. A high fever wasinduced in
the patient by avirusinjection for the purpose of changing the cell coding of the body so that it would
accept new skin from any donor. The new skin would bond properly, assimilating and overgrowing what
origind epidermis remained, leaving undetectable the restoration.

Wi, that explained the golden tinge to my skin, | thought. I'd wondered how they'd accomplished
thet.

In cases of plagtic surgery, this technique was often applied with detection-defying results.

| managed to kegp my hand from my nose.

Lesatin continued doggedly. Wasit possible for any of the so-called Tane wounded to have been
restorees? Possible, but not probable, for the men admitted to the War Hospital had been unquestionably
suffering from acute cerolosis. Most were now able to take care of themselves and were employed in
routine jobs. By common definition, they could not be restorees, asit was well known that arestoree
was incapable of any independent action.

Crewmen on the hospital ship that Monsorlit had sent out were questioned. They gave detailed
descriptions of cases they had handled. They confirmed in every way the information aready given.

Lesatin paused and then asked several men how long they had worked for Monsorlit. They had,
without exception, been trained by the physician, had served him since their certification and were,
admittedly and vehemently loyd to him. Lesatin dismissed them, having made a point.

From Lesatin's questioning and bland manner there was no indication whether he was out to clear
Monsorlit or convict him. But | knew clearly what | would do. | would speak out against Monsorlit. |
would tell them he had perfected the drug that had been used on Harlan and the others. | would tell them
al | knew and remove Monsorlit from aposition in which he could thresten and terrify me.

Lesatin issued an order | didn't overhear and the side door opened to admit a chained, shrunken,
groveling Gleto, flanked by two strong guards.

Lesatin turned to Monsorlit with an gpol ogetic gesture.

‘Thisisone of your accusers, physician,” he said. 'Gleto has sworn that you developed the drug, cerol,
into several compounds which were used to depress Harlan, Japer,

Lamar, Sosit, to name only afew. That you were completely aware of the perfidy againgt the Tane
race and knew that the supposed casudties you handled in your hospital were victims of the skirmishes
with the Mil ships. That you have actualy performed illegd restorationsto cover evidences of Gorlot's
treachery.’

Lesatin smiled deprecatingly and he was joined by the four Elderswho were plainly telling Monsorlit



that the source of these accusations was very suspect.

'Gleto has al'so gone on to insst that your persona fortune has swelled to enormous proportions. That
you have secretly continued your abominable research on human beings!'

Monsorlit nodded calmly. It waswell known that Gleto's persona fortune had also swelled to
enormous proportions. The physician arose and presented athick pile of datesto the first Councilman at
thetable.

'Sealed and documented records of al my persond financid affairs he said. 'l beg pardon for such a
bulky package but my incomeis heavily involved with my experimenta work at the Mentd Clinic.'

L esatin acknowledged this and motioned the Councilmen to examine the dates.

'Asto the secret and abominable research on humans,” Monsorlit continued, addressing the
Councillors, 'my colleagues will tell you that some of my work isdonein secret, behind closed doors and
the resultsare in locked files. That isthe only way to protect the privacy of our patients, some of whom
arewdl placed in life, despite their inner uncertainties. Y es, the research we have been conducting latdly
might once have been called abominable, but the results have been areturn to hedth for many. Very
often amedicine tastes abominably, but that does not mean its efficacy is affected.

He spoke so glibly, his explanations so pat, yet nothing he had said sounded rehearsed or insincere.

'Asto my developing cerol compounds, | could scarcely deny so well publicised afact,’ and
Monsorlit smiled pleasantly. ‘'My |aboratories have been aware of its effectiveness... if properly and
abstemioudy used... inrestraining menta cases, in the stimulation of certain muscular center, in... ways
too numerousto lis. It isaremarkably versatile base for awide range of uses. It will be sometime
before we reach the end of its potentidities.

‘But, asthe man who invented our dates cannot control what we, centuries later, write upon them, |
cannot control the uses to which the discoveriesin our laboratories have been put,' and with ashrug
Monsorlit resumed his seet. Lesatin exchanged low comments with severd of the Councillors.

'Did you, physician, a any time suspect you were being used by Gorlot to cover up histreachery
agang the Tane?

That to mewasthe slliest question yet. But Monsorlit considered it gravely before answering.

‘I am not apalitician, gentlemen, but aserious scientist. It was my duty under Regent Gorlot to
perform such services as he required of me in my capacity as Head Physician of the War Hospitd. If |
had any doubts asto the authenticity of the afflictions, | had little time to pursue them due to the extreme
pressure of work and the speed with which it is necessary to treat acute ceroloss.’

'Does not acute cerolosis pardld the symptoms of restoration madnessin so far asthe mental
processes of the patient are concerned? snapped Lesatin.

| gasped and so did others at the sting of the question. But it reassured me that Lesatin must be after
Monsorlit.

Monsorlit pondered this question calmly.

'Yes, it does," he said ddiberatdly, till in thought. "'Thereis an absolute paralysis of menta centers,
duggish reactions, no independent action. But, as you gentlemen are aware, the shock trestmentswe
have used have brought the patients back to as norma a pursuit of life as possible, considering the
irreparable damage done by the cerol in some cases.’

There was an unfinished quality to his statement that reached meif no oneelse.

'Y ou are noted for your skill in restoration, Physician Monsorlit,” Lesatin continued. Monsorlit
accepted theimplied compliment as hisjust due. 'Are there other surgeons today capable of such
technicdl perfection?

'If you mean partial restorations due to common accidents, yes. My techniques, as published in the
Medical Library, are effective for partial aswell as complete restorations. | could name dozens of
surgeons capable of performing undetectable restorations. Partial ones, of course.’

'Could Physician Trenor perform undetectable restoration?



Everyone waited for Monsorlit's reply and again | wondered if Lesatin werefor or against Monsorlit.

Itisentirdy possible dthough | have never observed the physician in question in the operating arena.’

Had it been Trenor al aong and not Monsorlit? Had | been mistaken? No, no, that wasn't possible.
Something vita assured me of that.

"Thank you, physician.' Lesatin consulted hisdate. 'May | cdll the Lady Sara?

| stood up nervoudly.

'Y ou were Lord Harlan's attendant during his... stay at the asylum, weren't you?

| confirmed this

'Monsorlit was Harlan's physician, | believe," and Lesatin looked first & Monsorlit, who confirmed
thisand then & me. 'Did he attend Harlan at the sanitarium?

Yes'

Lesatin knew this, for he was referring to dates he must have made during theinquiry Stannall
conducted.

'Did you ever have occasion to suspect Harlan was being mistrested? Drugged into insensibility,
rather than helped to regain his sanity?

Yes, | did.
'What aroused your suspicions?'

'A conversation between Gleto and... Monsorlit,' | announced, looking accusingly at the physician
who merdly watched.

'Redlly? Lesatin appeared sincerely surprised. ‘Can you remember this conversation?

"Yes, | most certainly can. Gleto had called Monsorlit to examine Harlan because he was afraid
Harlan would revive from the drug.

"The drug was named?

'Yes. Cerol. Monsorlit said that there was no need to increase the dosage. He told Gleto to have a
weekly absorption rate taken and that would give an indication when more would be needed. Gleto said
he didn't have the personnd and Monsorlit offered to send him arepossessed technician who could
perform the test on Harlan. Monsorlit dso said that Gleto had better do the same for the nine men who
were Trenor's patients." My story came out in arush because | was afraid of being interrupted and
because | wanted desperately to say it before | lost my nerve.

L esatin turned with anxious concern to the Councilmen. They whispered agitatedly among themselves.

'Why didn't you bring this conversation to light in the earlier investigation? | was asked.

'l never got the chance. The Mil came," | defended myself.

Monsorlit's voice asked for the right to question me and permisson was given him.

'How did you obtain the position as Harlan's attendant? he asked me pleasantly.

'l was placed there from the Mentd Clinic.

'Oh. Y ou'd been apatient there?

Watching every musclein his controlled face, | nodded.

'How long were you a patient at the Clinic?

I don't remember exactly.’

'Accuracy to the minuteis not required. A rough estimateisall that is necessary.’

"Two months,' | blurted out because that number cameto my mind first. It waswrong. | could see
that in the gleam in Monsorlit's eyes. He drew out another bundle of dates and passed them to Lesatin.

"The Councilmen will see the documented record indicates astay of over five months.'

He's covered up here, too. All | haveto do isnot get rattled. He can't beat me. I'm right and he's
wrong. He's dangerous. They've got to believe me.

‘Lady Jena,' and Monsorlit turned to the other woman in the room, a gray-haired, gentle-faced lady,
‘wastheward nursein Lady Saras early dayswith us!'



'l was indeed, poor thing.'

'Describe her condition.’

'Sir, she couldn't speek at dl. She didn't seem to understand anything. They're like that sometimes,
poor dears. Especidly the civilianswho cameto usfrom Tane. But it took her longer to understand even
the smplest things. Her early achievement tests are just too low to be possible. | haveincluded themin
the records.’

Lesatin hemmed and cleared histhroat, looking at me with an expression close to anger and
resentment. | saw that | had been wrong. Lesatin really wanted to clear Monsorlit and here was my
incriminating testimony to confuse theissues aready settled in hismind.

"The Lady Sara seems quite able to make hersalf understood now," one of the Elders pointed out
dryly.

'Notice, however,' Monsorlit said smoothly,'that odd labial twist. Notice the aspiration of the hard
consonants, asif there were difficulty in controlling the speech centers!’

'A personal quirk? asked my champion.

'Possibly,” Monsorlit admitted, but there was no conviction in hisvoice. 'Lady Sara," and he spaced
his syllables oddly, 'what isthe capitd of Ertoi?

I don't know," | replied quickly. 'Do you? and | directed my question to one of the Councilmen. He
bunked at me for my insolence.

Monsorlit laughed. "They can be very shrewd.

'Sir," Lesatin began angrily, 'your line of questioning isirredlevant and offensive. Lady Saras
contribution to Lothar is great and you must be careful of your aspersons:”

'‘Sheian't careful of hers’ Monsorlit answered tolerantly. 'They often aren't tactful. But sheisvery
beautiful, isn't she? he added kindly.

| held my bresth. He couldn't be going to...

'She has only to smile,” Monsorlit continued, ‘and be admired. Beautiful women know that intelligence
isnot required of them and conduct themselves accordingly. However, the fact remainsthat the Lady
Sarawas a patient in the Mental Defectives Clinic and she fails to remember how long. She does not
know the capitd of Ertoi and thereisn't one. Here, Lady Sara, write me afew lines. Write your name.
Even beautiful women who have attended our Mental Clinic can write!'

Monsorlit thrust adate and stylusat me.

'| protest this preposterous treatment,’ | cried.

"That's agood sentence to write, isn't it?

The datewas put in my hands. | didn't know what to do. Lesatin and the others were waiting with
increasing impatience. It was such asmplething and | couldnt do it.

'I cannot write," | said finally.

'Of course not," Monsorlit said, turning to the Councillors. 'Her records show that she was incapable
of learning anything except the most routine duties. How to dress herself nesatly, keep clean, act
cooperatively. That'swhy she wasin amental-home attendant's position. She can learn anything by rote.
Anything.'

'Y ou certainly cannot insst that Lady Sara has responded to rote lessons today? my champion
asked.

'Not entirely. | most gladly admit she hasimproved tremendoudy since sheleft the Clinic. She shows
more promise of complete recovery than those records indicate possible. She must be alowed every
opportunity to grow toward complete mental hedlth, to restore her lost knowledge. | suggest,
Councilman Lesatin, that she be returned to my Clinic to complete arecovery so auspicious.

Someone must contradict thisdiabolical man. | turned anxioudy toward Ferrill and saw to my horror
that his seat was empty. How could he leave me? Now, when | needed afriend most? | burgt into tears
and tried to draw back from Monsorlit as he placed a proprietary arm around my shoulders and began to



lead me from the room. | resisted, but the man was unbelievably strong. He led me out aside door into a
smdl anteroom while, in the chamber behind, the Councilmen burst into angry questions and discussion.

'Y ou should have come of your own accord. | did not wish so public ahumiliation for you,” Monsorlit
chided.

'Y ou know I'm no defective. Harlan will be back and you'll be sorry.’

Threats. Threats. Harlan can return when he wishes, but you will go back to the Clinic and stay until
my treatments bring about afull recovery.’

'No! | am recovered. | don't need more treatment.’

"You do. Oneday I'll have acomplete success with my technique of restoration, and his eyeswere
fixed at apoint above my head, 'mind and body. There will be no menta blocks such asyou havein the
memory synapses. It will be acomplete cure!

| stared a him. He didn't know either. | had always assumed he did. He thought | was a L otharian
and just didn't remember. Heredlly believed | had been a colonist on Tane when thefirst Mil attack
came. He had collaborated with Gorlot so he could prove, to himself if no one else, that restoration itself
did not cause the mental deterioration.

"You'remad,' | cried. 'And you're wrong.'

The door opened wider and Lesatin and severa other Councilmen entered.

"The charges againgt you are dismissed, Monsorlit," he said gravely. "And you have our permission to
takethis... girl with you. For dl our sakes | hope you do effect acomplete cure for her.'

It'sapity she had been so closely connected with the young Warlord. | wondered why Harlan
tolerated her.’

'Harlan has dways liked a pretty face. Look at Maritha. And then, too, Harlan is probably grateful.

'No, no, no,' | shouted at their pitilessfaces. That isn't it!’

Monsorlit took my arm in one stedl-fingered hand.

'She's done remarkably well considering her early ineptitude,’ he said. 'l can't imagine who could have
turned her against me.’

'‘Noone," | shrieked at him, trying to twist free. 'I'm not defective. | can't write Lotharian because |
don't even come from this planet. | came from Earth, the place those corpses on the Star-class Mil ship
came from, the planet Jokan has goneto find. I'm not from Lothar. I'm from Earth,’ | screamed
desperately, for Monsorlit was fumbling in hisbelt pouch and | knew what he was seeking.

"What's this about Jokan's expedition? 'Ancther planet? "Whao's been babbling? The Councilmen al
asked at once.

'Delusons,’ Monsorlit reassured them, smiling at me as he got the needle out of his pouch.

'On the contrary,’ anew voice said from the hall doorway. Ferrill pushed through. ‘On the contrary,
sheistdling thetruth. And hereisadate, written by Harlan before he left for the Battle of Tane. Itis
addressed to me. Lesatin, | suggest you read it to everyone. Y ou see, in this corner isthe date, hard and
fast.

Monsorlit dropped my hand asif it burned him. Even helooked hisincredulous surprise at Ferrill's
news. | ran to the ex-Warlord, weeping with relief, clinging to him. He put an arm around me with
awkward but very reassuring gentleness.

L esatin mumbled the phrases Harlan had written and the others peered over his shoulder. When they
had read, they stared a me in complete confusion.

'How did you get here? Lesatin roused himself to ask.

‘Evidently on aMil ship,' | said. 'I... don't redly know. | wasin shock. I'm here. I'm me. I'm not
mentally ill.

‘But those tests we were shown? Jenais a very reliable person. A woman of her background and
breeding would have no reason to fabricate lies,' Lesatin stopped.

"The tests were undoubtedly accurate,’ Ferrill suggested sensibly. ‘I doubt any of you could



understand her language so how could you expect her to understand ours... particularly after having been
so nearly... skinned dive!

Monsorlit's eyes blazed asif | had suddenly changed into another person.

'How did she get here? Lesatin repeated, dumbfounded.

'She was brought into my base hospital along with severa other cases,” Monsorlit interjected
smoothly, but there was a curious look of triumph on hisface. 'l assumed at the time she was one of the
colonists who had been attacked by the Tane. There was no reason to suppose otherwise at the time.
We know that Gorlot had severa brushes with loaded Mil ships. Some were disabled. Undoubtedly she
was on one of them.’

'In what condition was she brought to you? demanded L esatin with fierce urgency. | clutched a
Ferrill for support.

'In a gtate of complete shock.'

'No, no. Physicdly, demanded the Councilman.

Monsorlit looked at Lesatin with surprise, then back at me asif comparing two picturesin hismind.
'Why, much the same as sheis now," he replied unhurriedly. 'Much the same!’

'Could she have been restored? my old champion demanded, bluntly.

Monsorlit pursed hislips. 'How could she have been? Sheisasrationa asany of us,' and to my
amazement he smiled at me.

'A few moments ago, you assured us she was mentally incompetent,’ Lesatin reminded him, eyes
narrowing.

| could seethat L esatin was not entirely sure my comments were rote lessons.

'My remarks on her gpparent defectiveness are still valid,” Monsorlit pointed out. ‘She does not read
or write Lotharian. She does not know smple facts our children do. She still talks with an odd accent.
But she does not know how long shewas a my clinic. She most assuredly had the violent nightmares
such as were recorded. She most certainly wasincapable of anything but the smplest, most routine tasks.
She has been in deep shock and by some miracle has survived and regained complete mental control.
When shegained it, | do not know." He stressed the conjunction ddliberately. Therefore| can clinically
doubt her recollections of a conversation such as she reported here today.'

He paused to see the effect of hiswords. | was about to contradict him, but Ferrill shook me quickly
and slenced mewith aglance.

‘But, gentlemen,’ and his voice rose above the interruptions of the others,'she presents an
incontrovertible proof that | havetried for yearsto have recognized. That it isthe capture by the Mil, not
the restoration, that produces deep shock. We have completely restored burn victims and they did not go
into shock. It has been our own fearsthat kill us. She never heard of the Mil. She went into deep shock,
true, but she has recovered. | believe that any Mil victim can recover, if properly treated. Restoration has
nothing to do with it. Can you redlize that? he demanded triumphantly. "There isyour proof.’

| sagged wearily againg Ferrill at the end of my strength.

'‘Asyou can see by that date,' Ferrill drawled, 'Harlan, our beloved Regent, has entrusted the Lady
Sarato my care. She needsit right now. Y ou will excuse us,' and he led me from that room.

I remember hearing Monsorlit's voice rising above the arguments of the others as the door closed. |
had been forgotten and | was glad.

CHAPTER NINETEEN
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Ferrill marshaled me down the halls and back to my apartment without stopping for anyone.



He caled Linnanato bring astiff drink and then propelled me to my bed. He propped me up,
covering me with ashaggy blanket, took the drink from a startled Linnanaand shooed her out of the
room.

| gulped at the simulant gratefully, disregarding the raw bite on my throat.

'Don't leave me, Ferrill,' | whispered as he turned from the bed.

'My dear aunt, not even asurprise attack by the Mil could stir me from my post,' he said with
complete sincerity. He brought a chair to the bedside and settled himsdlf comfortably.

'My curiosity isboundless and you won't get rid of me until | hear everything | want to know about
your fascinating recent past. Redlly, Sara, | consider it immensdly rude of you not to have relieved my
tedium these past days with this exciting disclosure. A planet, full, | hope, of other enticing femaes? My,
my! Jokan will havefun. | do hope he returns with another homegrown variety.'

His absurd raillery was more effective than any tenderly ddlivered conciliations. Thedrink diffused its
heartening warmth and it was ridiculous to think events would not turn my way with Ferrill putting them
into their proper perspective.

The door exploded inward and | cried out, trembling al over even after | saw it was only Jesd.

"Who's been knocking caves down? Jesd demanded, glaring fiercely a me.

"Easy," snapped Ferrill, holding up awarning hand, his eyes flashing authoritatively. 'If you've come
storming in here, you know as much as you should.'

"The Councilmen arein panic. | thought we wereto leave Monsorlit done. And | thought news of that
new planet wasto be gtrictly confidentid. What on earth possessed you...'

'Hold your tongue, Jesd, Ferrill ordered with such force in histone that Jesd eyed the ex-Warlord in
respectful silence. 'Sit down.' Jess complied.

‘Now," Ferrill continued, more camly. 'Sara has had good cause to be frightened of Monsorlit.
Harlan, in hisinfinite wisdom, chose to ignore it and none of us had the facts to understand her concern.
During the Alert, Monsorlit threatened her that she must return to the Clinic.' Jesd started to interrupt,
garing at me suspicioudy. Ferrill held up an imperious hand, his eyesflashing, his pose of bored
bystander forgotten. 'Don't interrupt me! That's better.

‘Evenif sheweren't Harlan's lady, that establishment haslittle to recommend it to the healthy-minded.
Consequently Sarafound hersdlf placed in an untenable position at the meeting. | had no chance to warn
her what it was al about because | only found out by accident Lesatin had scheduled the hearing today. |
was under the impression Harlan wasto preside. You are, | believe, aware of theterrible strain Sarahas
been under,’ and Ferrill'sface was stern. | sympathize with her completely. | doubt | could have
maintained such control were | inasimilar postion, struggling to survive on her planet.

"Then what Lesatin was saying..." Jesd stared at me anew, 'you are from another planet?

| nodded.

Thenwhat... they say about Monsorlit doing restorations,’ Jesd began in ahoarse voice, his attention
riveted to my face.

... isnonsense,’ Ferrill said in an airy voice not echoed by the tense expression on hisface. 'Her
planet is so0 close to the Tanes that she hadn't so much asamark on her. She was, understandably so, in
deep shock. Monsorlit's team discovered her and assumed she was a Tane civilian casudty, shewas
processed along with the others through the Clinic and ended, so fortuitoudy asfar asLothar is
concerned, as Harlan's attendant.'

Ferrill's easy explanation gradually reassured Jesd who began to untense and ceased looking asif he
wished he were anywhere but in the same room with me.

‘But, if shewere never amenta defective, then her testimony about Monsorlit's complicity isvaid,
Jesd said.

Ferrill shook hishead in exasperation. 't is usdess and wasteful to implicate Monsorlit. No one,
except Stannd| or Gleto, readly wantsto indict him. He's done too much among the little people of our
world. And just as much for the rich who might want anew face. Heistoo well established in peopl€'s



sympathies. His entire hospital staff worships the ground he touches. No real evidence can be found
againgt him. Except Saras testimony. And because she cannot establish when she came out of shock,
Monsorlit has cleverly convinced the session that her recollection of aconversation in her recovery
period is probably faulty.'

‘But | can establish the moment | recovered,’ | contradicted. ‘It was the day you visited Harlan with
Gorlot and four other men. We were al walking in the gardens and you said, "Harlan, to seeyou this
way." Gorlot told you you had to keep your mind clear for the evening'swork and you told him he could
control your decisions but not your heart.’

"Y ou were sane then and didn't speak out? cried Ferrill, stunned.

"That was the day everything cleared up. Beforeit had al been so confused. But | didn't know where
| was or what | wasdoing so | just kept quiet.’

‘Continue to do S0, Ferrill suggested with authority.

‘But," and | had another horrible thought, ‘if the Council-men now know I'm from another planet,
won't they wonder about restoration?

Ferrill shrugged this suggestion off.

"Why should they? Monsorlit has testified you weren't and he should know.'

‘Loyaty? Statesmanship - better to say | wasn't, even though | was, from top to toe, arestoree? |
sad.

'| fed certain,’ said Ferrill firmly,'that the incident is closed. Council has something of grest moment to
concernitself with... preparationsto attack the homeworld of the Mil itsdf.’

Jesd rose dowly, nodding his agreement with Ferrill's pronouncement.

'My apologies, Lady Sara, but | was deeply concerned,’ he said. He bowed respectfully to Ferrill and
|eft.

Ferril waited till he heard the outer door close. Then he got to hisfeet, smiling broadly.

"Yes, my dear Aunt Sara, Council isgoing to be very busy. They'll leave you done and Monsorlit
aone’

Y ou're sure Monsorlit will leave me done? That | won't have to go back to that ghastly Clinic of his
to prove anything moreto him?

'Yes, Sara, I'm sure. Y ou don't have to fear Monsorlit any more,' and Ferrill grinned with his secret
knowledge. 'Don't you redize why?

‘No.'

"The only reason he wanted you back was he thought he had failed in a complete recovery. Now that
he knows you have dl your old memories, now that he had proved to himself that capture by the Mil
doesnat, initself, produce insanity unlessthe victim has been taught to expect it, he doesn't need you
anymore. Your caseisclosed asfar ashe's concerned. So,' and he shrugged his thin shoulders, 'you have
nothing to fear from Monsorlit.'

| stared at Ferrill asthelogic of hisargument dispelled the last vestiges of my apprehension. Hewas
quite right. Monsorlit had proved his point. | didn't have to worry about returning to the Clinic. Or about
my restoration.

Ferrill had pulled the draperies back from the window. The Y oung Moon, the faster nearer satellite,
wasrising in the early afternoon sky, aghostly globe on the green horizon.

Ironic, isn't it, Sara? he commented into the companionable slence that had falen. 'Wevefinaly
dispersad the last shadow of our fears of theinvincibility of the Mil. We can stand free of any
subconscioustaint of sacrilege after two thousand years at war with ourselves and our old gods. Our
wespons can paralyze their strong armadas. Our science is conquering superstition and releasing the last
captives from the thrall of the Mil just when no Lotharian will ever have to fear being captured. Our
envoy speedsto bring usanew dly.'

Helooked out over the city. | threw off the blanket and joined him.



'One of my planet's great satesmen said, at avery crucid timein our history, the only thing we need
to fear isfear itsdlf.’

Ferrill looked around, pointing afinger at me.

"The only thing we need to fear isfear itsalf.” | like the sense of that. It isvery sengble, you redize
from your own recent experience with fear.' Then he laughed, mockingly. 'Of course, it doesn't make
alowancesfor cowardslike mysdlf.'

'Ferrill,' | said angrily,'don't give me that nonsense about being abad Warlord and you're glad Maxil's
got it now because...'

‘But | am glad,’ Ferrill objected strenuoudly. 'Something | can't seem to convince you, Maxil, Harlan,
everyone... except Jokan who understands completely..." and he broke off. He snorted, annoyed he had
risen to my baiting.

Helaughed and, taking my hand, led me from the bal cony.

It'sgoing to be an exciting erafor both our planets, Sara, and I'm going to be apart of it... evena
bystander can enjoy that much. But right now," and his eyes danced as he waggled hisfinger a me, 'I'm
afraid,’ he chuckled, I'm afraid I'm hungry. Aren't you?

| burst out laughing, dispelling the last shadows of my weeks of fearful doubts and uncertainties.

'Have you ever known me when | wasn't?

THE END



