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PROLOGUE

She wastall, slim, and so blonde as to be almost white-haired. There was an erectness to her body
that no man could have possessed without stiffness. As she sat cross-legged, her grey eyes gazing
down into the valley on the Dorsai that held Fal Morgan and the surrounding homesteads, her
face had the quality of a profile stamped on a silver coin.

"Amanda..." said Hal Mayne, gently.

Lost in her thoughts, she did not hear him; and the moment was so close to perfection that he was
reluctant to disturb it. The part of him that was a poet, which had survived the months of being a
hunted guerrilla on Harmony and even the sickness and the brutalities of the prison there before
his escape, stirred again, watching her. Here, on the roof of a warriors world, under a clean and



cloudlesssky in

a time when the human race was everywhere submitting to the chains of a new slavery, she wore
an armor of sunlight, unconquerable. Beside her, in his much taller, wide-shouldered but gaunt,
body, pared thin by privation and suffering, he felt like some great dark bird of earth-bound flesh
and bone, bending above an entity of pure spirit.

As he waited, her eyeslost their abstraction. Asif they had been separated so far that his voice,
speaking her name, had had to stretch across time and space to only now reach her, she turned
finally back to him.

"Did you say something?" she asked.

"I was going to say how much you resemble that picture of her—of the first Amanda Morgan," he
said. "It could be a picture of you."

Sheamiled a little.

"Yes," she said, "both the second Amanda to bear the name, and | look very much like her. It
happens.”

"It's till a strange thing, with only three of you of that name in your family in two hundred
years," he said. "Does it just happen she had her picture printed at the same age you are now?"
he said.

"No." She shook her head. "It wasn't."

"It wasn't?"

"No. That picture you saw in our hall was made when she was much older than | am now."
He frowned.

"It'strue," she said. "We age very slowly, we Morgans—and she was something special.”

"Not as special asyou," he said. "She couldn't be. You're Dorsai—end-result Dorsai. She lived
before people like you were what you are now."

"That's not true," the third Amanda said. "She

was Dorsai before there was a Dorsai world. What she was, was the material out of which our
people and our culture here were made.”

He shook his head, slowly.

"How can you be so sure about what she was— two hundred standard years ago?"
"How can 1?" She looked at him far a moment. "In many ways, | am her."

He watched her.

"A reincarnation?"

"No," she answered. "Not really. But something... more as if time didn't matter. Asif it'sall the
same thing; her, there in the beginning of our world, and | here, &..."



"The end of it," he suggested.

"No." Shelooked at him steadily with those grey eyes. " The end won't be until the last Dorsai is
dead. In fact, not even then. The end will only be when the last human is dead—because what
makes us Dorsai is something that's a part of all humans; that part the first Amanda had when
she was born, back on Earth."

Something—the shadow of a swooping bird, perhaps—shuttered the sunlight from his eyes far a
split second.

"You think so much of her," he said, thought-fully. "But it's Cletus Grahame and his textbooks on
the military art he wrote two hundred years ago—it's Donal Graeme and the way he brought the
inhabited worlds together, one hundred years ago—that other worlds think of when they use the
word 'Dorsai’."

"We've had Graemes far our next neighbor since Cletus,” shereplied. "What's thought of them,
they earned. But the first Amanda was here before either of them. She founded our family. She
cleared the out-

laws from these mountains before Cletus came; and when she was ninety-three, she held Foralie
district against Dow deCastries veteran troops when they invaded, thinking they'd have no
trouble with the children, the women, the sick and the old that were all that were left here, then."

"You mean," Hal said, "that time deCastries tried to take over the Dorsai, at the very end of
Cletus' struggle with him?"

"With himand all the power of Earth behind him, in a time when everyone thought Earth was
mor e power ful than all the other inhabited worlds combined.”

"But wasn't it Cletus who gave directions for the defense of Dorsai, that time?"

"Cletus wasn't here. He left two of his officers, Arvid Johnson and Bill Athyer to coordinate the
defense and give the districts a general survey of the strategical and tactical situations involved.
But their job was only a matter of laying out the military physics of the situation, with Cletus
theories and principles as guidelines. It was up to each district individually after that, to draw up
its own plan for dealing with the invaders. That's what Foralie did—knowing it would be under
the gun more than any other district, since Foralie homestead was here, and Cletus would be
expected to return to it as soon as he heard the Dorsai had been invaded.”

"And it was the first Amanda who was given charge of Foralie district, by the peoplein the
district, then?" he asked. "Why her? She hadn't been a soldier.”

"I told you," she said. "During the Outlaw Years, she'd led the way in clearing out the lawless
mercenaries. After she did that—and other things—

with just the women, the cripples, old men and children to help her, the rest of the districts
fallowed her example and law came to all the Dorsai. She was the best person to command.”

"How did they do it, then?"
"Clean out the outlaws?" the third Amanda asked.

"No—though | want to hear that sometime, too. What | meant was, how did Amanda and Foralie
district defeat first-line troops? Most military scholars seemto think that the invaders defeated



themselves, that they had to defeat themselves; because there was no way a gaggle of women,
children and old people could possibly have done it."

"In away you could say the troops did defeat themsel ves—did you ever read Cletus Tactics of
Mistake?" she answered. "But actually what happened was a case of putting our strengths
against the weaknesses of the invaders.”

"Weaknesses? What weaknesses did first-line troops have?"

She looked at him again with those level eyes.

"They weren't willing to die unless they had to."

"That?" Hal looked at her curioudly. "That's a weakness?"
"Comparatively. Because we were."

"Willing to die?" he studied her. "Non-combatants? Old people, mothers—"'

"And children. Yes." The armor of sunlight around her seemed to invest her words with a quality
of truth greater than he had ever known from anyone else. " The Dorsai was farmed by people
who were willing to pay with their livesin others battles, in order to buy freedom far their homes.
Not only the men who went off to fight, but those at home had

that same image of freedom and were willing to live and die far it."
"But smply being willing to die—"

"Y ou don't understand, not being born here," she said. "It was amatter of their being able to make harder
choices than people lesswilling. Amandaand the othersin the district best qudified to decide sat down
and consdered anumber of plans. They all entailed casuaties—and the casudties could include the
people who were considering the plans. They chose the one that gave the district the greatest
effectiveness againg the enemy for the least number of deaths; and, having chosen it, they were al ready
to

be among those who would die, if necessary. The invading soldiers had no such plan—and no such
courage."

He shook his head.
"] don't understand," he said.

"That's because you're not Dorsai. And because you don't understand someone like the first
Amanda.”

"No," he said. "That'strue. | don't."

He looked at her.

"How did it happen?" he asked. "How did she-how did they do it? | have to know."
"You do?" Her gaze was unmoving on him.

"Yes," he said. There were so many things he had not been able to explain, things he had not
admitted to her yet. There was the matter of hisvisit to Foralie, and the particular moment in



which he had stepped into the doorway which some of the towering Graeme men, such as lan and
Kensie, the twin uncles of Donal Graeme, had been said to fill fromsill to lintel and from side to
side. Asit had been with them, Hal's unshod feet had rested on the sill and the top of his head
brushed the lintel. But unlike them, his shoulder-points had not touched the frame on either side.

It might be that with recovered health and some years of growth yet, that, too, could happen. But
it did not matter. What mattered—and what he could not yet bring himself to talk about—was the
sudden, poignant, feeling in him of kinship with the Graemes, unexpected as a blow, that had
come on him without warning, as he stood in the doorway.

"1 need to know," he said again.

"All right," she said. "I'll tell you just how it was."
AMANDA

MORGAN

Stone are my walls, and my roof is of timber; But the hands of my builder are stronger by far. The
roof may be burned and my stones may be scattered. Never her light be defeated in war ...

Song of the house named Fal Morgan

AmandaMorgan woke suddenly in darkness, her finger automatically on the firing button of the heavy
energy handgun. She had heard—or dreamed she heard—the cry of achild. Rousing further, she
remembered Bettain the next room and faced the impossibility of her great-granddaughter giving birth
without calling her. It had been part of her dream, then.

Stll, for afew seconds more, shelay, feding the ghosts of old enemies till around her and the degping
house. The cry had merged with the dream she had been having. In her dream, she had been reliving the
long-ago swoop on her dammer, handgun in fist, down into the first of the outlaw camps. It had been
when Dorsal was new, and the camps, back in the mountains, had been bases for the out-of-work
mercenaries. She had finally led the women of Foraie district againgt these men who had raided their
homes for so long, in theintervals when the professiond soldiers of their own households were away
fighting on other worlds.

Thelast thing the outlaws had expected from a bunch of women had been afronta assault infull daylight.
Therefore, it had been that she had given them. In her dream she had been recalling the fierce bolts from
the handgun dicing through makeshift walls and the bodies beyond, setting fire to dried wood and oily

rags.

By the time she had been in among the huts, some of the outlaws were dready armed and out of their
structures; and the rest of the fight had disintegrated into amixed blur of bodies and weapons. The
outlawswere dl veterans— but so, in their own way, were the women from the households. There were
good shots on both sides; and in her younger strength, then, she was amatch for any out-of-condition
mercenary. Also, shewas carried aong in arage they could not match...

She blinked, pushing the images of the dream from her. The outlaws were gone now—as were the
Eversliswho had tried to stedl her land, and other enemies. They were dl gone, now, making way for
new foes. She listened amoment longer, but about her the house of Fal Morgan was till.

After amoment she got up anyway, stepping for asecond into the chill bath of night air as she reached
for arobe from the chair by her bed. Strong moonlight, filtering through sheer curtains, gave back her



ghogt in dim image from the tall armoire mirror. A ghost from sixty years past. For asecond before the
robe settled about her, the lean and till-erect shapein the mirror invented the illusion of ayoung,
full-fleshed body. She went out.

Twenty steps down the long pandlled corridor, with the familiar silent cone rifles and other combat arms
gtanding like sentriesin their racks on either wall, she became conscious of the fact that habit still had the
energy handgun in her grasp. She shelved it in the rack and went on to her great-granddaughter's door.
She opened it and stepped in.

The moonlight shone through the curtains even more brightly on this side of the house. Betta dtill dept,
breathing heavily, her swollen middle rising like a promise under the covering blankets. The concern
about this child-to-be, which had occupied Amandaal these past months, came back on her with fresh
urgency. She touched the rough, heavy cloth over the unborn life briefly and lightly with her fingertips.
Then she turned and went back out. Down the corridor and around the corner, the Earth-built clock in
the living room chimed thefirst quarter of an hour past four am..

She wasfully awake now, and her mind moved purposefully. The birth was due at any time now, and
Bettawas indgstent about wanting to use the name Amandaif it was agirl. Was shewrong in withholding
it, again? Her decision could not be put off much longer. In the kitchen she made hersdlf tea. Sitting at the
table by the window, she drank it, gazing down over the green tops of the conifers, the pines and spruce
on the dopethat fell away from the sSide of the house, then rose again to the close horizon of theridgein
that direction, and the mountain peaks beyond, overlooking Foralie Town and Fal Morgan dike, together
with adozen smilar homesteads.

She could not put off any longer the making up of her mind. As soon asthe baby was born, Bettawould
want to name her. On the surface, it did not seem such an important matter. Why should one name be
particularly sacred? Except that Bettadid not redize, none of them in the family seemed to redize, how
much the name Amanda had cometo be atalisman for them dll.

The trouble was, time had caught up with her. There was no guarantee that she could wait around for
more children to be born. With the troubl e that was probably coming, the odds were against her being
lucky enough to still be here for the officid naming of Betta's child, when that took place. But there had
been astrong reason behind her refusal to let her name be given to one of the younger generations, all
these years. True, it was not an easy reason to explain or defend. Its roots were in something as deep as
asuperstition—the feding in her that Fal Morgan would only stand aslong asthat namein the family
could stand like apillar to which they could al anchor. And how could shetell ahead of time how ababy
would turn out?

Once more she had worn anew groove around the full circle of the problem. For afew moments, while
shedrank her tea, shelet her thoughts dide off to the conifers below, which she had stretched hersdlf to
buy as seedlings when the Earth stock had findly been imported here to thisworld they called the Dorsal.
They had grown until now they blocked the field of fire from the house in that direction. During the
Outlaw Y ears, she would never have let them grow so high.

With what might be now coming in the way of trouble from Earth, they should probably be cut down
completely— though the thought of it went againgt something deep in her. Thishouse, thisland, al of it,
was what she had built for hersalf, her children and their children. It wasthe greatest of her dreams, made
real; and there was no part of it, once won, that she could give up easily.

Still seated by the window, dowly drinking the hot tea, her mind went off entirely from the threats of the
present to her earliest dreams, back to Caernarvon and the Wales of her childhood, to her small room on
atop floor with the ceiling dl angles.



She remembered that, now, as she sat in this house with only two lives presently stirring between its
walls. No— three, with the child waiting to be born, who would be having dreams of her own, before
long. How old had she hersdlf been when she had first dreamed of running the wind?

That had been avery early dream of hers, awaking dream—also invoked as she was falling adeep. So
that with luck, sometimes, it became areal dream. She had imagined herself being ableto run at great
gpeed dong the breast of the rolling wind, above city and countryside. In her imagination she had run
barefoot, and she had been ableto fed the texture of the flowing air under her feet, that was like a soft,
moving mattress. She had been very young. But it had been apowerful thing, that running.

In her imagination she had run from Caernarvon and Cardiff clear to France and back again; not above
great banks of solar collectors or clumps of manufactories, but over open fields and mountains and cattle,
and over flowersin fields where green things grew and where people were happy. She had gotten finally
S0 that she could run, in her imagination, farther and faster than anyone.

None was o fleet as she. She ran to Spain and Norway. She ran across Europe asfar asRussia, sheran
south to the end of Africaand beyond that to the Antarctic and saw the great whales till dive. Sheran
west over Americaand south over South America. She saw the cowboys and gauchos as they once had
been, and she saw the strange people at the tip of South Americawhere it was quite cold.

She ran west over the Pacific, over al the south Pacific and over the north Pacific. Sheran over the
volcanos of the Hawaiian idands, over Japan and Chinaand Indo-China. She ran south over Audtrdia
and saw deserts, and the great herds of sheep and the wild kangaroos hopping.

Then she went west once more and saw the steppes and the Ukraine and the Black Seaand
Congtantinople that was, and Turkey, and dl the plains where Alexander marched, his army to the east,
and then back to Africa. She saw strange shipswith lug sails on the sea east of Africa, and sheran across
the Mediterranean where she saw Italy. Shelooked down on Rome, with dl its history, and on the Swiss
apswhere people yode ed and climbed mountains when they were not working very hard; and dl indl
she saw many things, until shefinaly ran home and fell adegp on the breast of the wind and on her own
bed. Remembering it dl, now that she was ninety-two years old— which was a figure that meant nothing
to her—she sat here, light yearsfrom it dl, on the Dorsal, thinking of it dl and drinking teain the last of
the moonlight, looking down &t her conifers.

She dtirred, pushed the empty cup from her and rose. Time to begin the day—her control bracelet
chimed with the note of anincoming call.

She thumbed the bracelet's com button. The cover over the phone screen on the kitchen wall did back
and the screen itsdlf lit up with the heavy face of Piersvan der Lin. That facelooked out and down &t her,
thelinesthat time had cut into it deeper than she had ever seen them. A sound of wheezing whistled and
sang behind the labor of his speaking.

"Sorry, Amanda,” hisvoice was hoarse and dow with both age and illness. "Woke you, didn't 17"

"Wokeme?' Shefdt atensonin him and was suddenly dert. "Piers, it'samost daybreak Y ou know me
better than that. What isit?"

"Bad news, I'm afraid..." his breathing, like the faint distant music of war-pipes, sounded between
words. "Theinvasion from Earth ison itsway. Word just came. Codition first-line troops—to reach the
planet herein thirty-two hours."

"Well, Cletustold usit would happen. Do you want me down in town?"



"No," he said.
Her voicetook on an edge in spite of her best intentions.

"Don't befoolish, Piers” shesad. "If they can take away the freedom we have here, then the Dorsai
ceases to exist—except for aname. We'real expendable.”

"Yes" he said, wheezing, "but you're far down on thelist. Don't be foolish, yourself, Amanda. Y ou know
what you're worth to us."

"Piers, what do you want meto do?'
Helooked at her with aface carved by the same yearsthat had touched her so lightly.

"Cletusjust sent word to Eachan Khan to hold himsdf out from any resistance action here. That leavesus
back where we were to begin with in a choice for aCommander for the district. | know,

Betta's about due-"

"That'snot it." Shebrokein. ™Y ou know what it is. Y ou ought to. I'm not that young any more. Doesthe
digtrict want someone who might fold up on them?'

"They want you, at any cost Y ou know that," Piers said, heavily. "Even Eachan only accepted because
you asked someone e seto takeit. Theré's no onein the district, no matter what their age or name, who
won't jJump when you spesk No one else can say that. What do you think they care about the fact you
aren't what you were, physically? They want you."

Amandatook a deep bregth. She had had afeding in her bones about this. He was going on.

"I've dready passed the word to Arvid Johnson and Bill Athyer—those two Cletus |eft behind to
organize the planet's defense. With Betta as sheis, we wouldn't have called on you if there was any other
choice—but thereisn't, now—"

"All right," said Amanda. There was no point in trying to dodge what had to be. Fal Morgan would have
to be left empty and unprotected againgt the invaders. That was smply theway of it. No point, either, in
ralling againgt Piers. His exhaustion under the extended asthmatic attack wasplain. "I'll beglad to if I'm
really needed, you know that. Y ou've dready told Johnson and Athyer I'll doit?"

"l just said I'd ask you."
"No need for that. Y ou should know you can count on me. Shall | cal and tell them it's settled?!
"| think... they'll be contacting you."

Amandaglanced at her braceet. Sure enough, thetiny red phonelight on it was blinking—signalling
another call inwaiting. It could have begun that blinking any timein the last minute or so; but she should
have noticed it before this.

"| think they're on line now," shesaid. "I'll sign off. And I'll take care of things, Piers. Try and get some
deep.”

"I'll deep... soon," hesaid. "Thanks, Amanda."

"Nonsense." She broke the connection and touched the bracel et for the second call. The contrast was
characterigtic of this Dorsal world of theirs—sophisticated com equipment built into a house constructed



by hand, of native timber and stone. The screen grayed and then came back into color to show an office
room al but hidden by the largeboned face of ablond-haired man in hismiddle twenties. Thesingle
barred star of avice-marshdl glinted on the collar of hisgrey field uniform. Above it was aface that might
have been boyish once, but now had adtilinessto it, aquiet and waiting that made it old beforeitstime.

"Amandaap Morgan?'
"Yes," said Amanda. "Y ou're Arvid Johnson?"

"That'sright," he answered. "Piers suggested we ask you to take on the duty of Commander of Fordie
Didrict.”

"Yes, hejust caled.”

"We understand,” Arvid's eyesin the screen were steady on her, "your great-granddaughter's
pregnant—"

"I've dready told Riersi'd doit." Amandaexamined Arvid minutely. He was one of the two people on
which they must al depend—uwith Cletus Grahame gone. "If you know thisdigtrict, you know theres no
one ese for the job. Eachan Khan could do it, but apparently that son-in-law of hisjust told him to keep
himself avalablefor other things.”

"We know about Cletus asking him to stay out of things" said Arvid. "I'm sorry it has to be you—"
"Don't be sorry,” said Amanda. "I'm not doing it for you. We're dl doing it for ourselves.”

"Well, thanksanyway." He amiled, alittle wearily.

"Asl say, it'snot amatter for thanks.”

"Whatever you like."

Amanda continued to examine him closdy, acrossthe gulf of the years separating them. What she was
seeing, she decided, wasthat new certainty that

was beginning to be noticesblein the Dorsal around Cletus. There was something about Arvid that was
asimmovable asamountain.

"What do you want meto do first?" she asked.

"There'sto be ameeting of dl district commanders of thisidand at South Point, at 0900 this morning.
Wed like you here. Also, since Forali€'s the place Cletus is going to come back to—if he comes back—
you can expect some specid attention; and Bill and | would like to talk to you about that. We can
arrange pickup for you from the Fordie Town airpad, if you'll be waiting therein an hour.”

Amandathought swiftly.

"Makeit two hours. I've got thingsto do firg."

"All right. Two hours, then, Fordie Town air-pad.”
"Don't concern yoursdlf!" said Amanda. "I'll remember.”

She broke the connection. For a brief moment more she sat, turning things over in her mind. Then she
rang Foralie homestead, home of Cletus and Mdissa Grahame.



Therewas ashort delay, then the narrow-boned face of Méelissa—Eachan Khan's daughter, now Cletus
wife—took shape under tousdaled hair on the screen. Mdissas eydids were ill heavy with deep.

"Who—oh, Amanda," shesad.

"I've just been asked to take over district command, from Piers” Amandasaid. "Theinvason'sonits
way and I've got to leave Fal Morgan in an hour for amesting at South Point. | don't know when or if I'll
be back Can you take Betta?"

"Of course." Mdissas voice and face were coming awake as she spoke. "How closeis she?”
"Any time"

"Shecanride?'

"Not horseback Just about anything ese.”

Melissa nodded.

"I'll be over in the skimmer in forty minutes." She looked out of the screen & Amanda. "1 know— you'd
rather | moved inwith her there. But | can't leave Fordlie, now. | promised Cletus.”

"l understand,” said Amanda. "Do you know yet when Cletuswill be back?"
"No. Any time—like Betta" Her voice thinned alittle. "I'm never sure.”

"No. Nor he, either, | suppose.”" Amandawatched the younger woman for asecond. "'I'll have Betta
ready when you get here. Goodby."

“Goodby.”

Amanda broke contact and set about getting Betta up and packed. This done, there was the house to be
organized for aperiod of perhaps some days without inhabitants. Betta sat bundled in achair inthe
kitchen, waiting, as Amanda finished programming the automatic controls of the housefor theinterval.

"You can cdl mefromtimetotimeat Fordie" Bettasaid.
"When possible," said Amanda.

She glanced over and saw the normally open, friendly face of her great-granddaughter, now looking puffy
and pale above the red cardigan sweater enveloping her. Bettawas more than capable in ordinary times,
it was only in emergencieslike thisthat she had atendency to founder. Amanda checked her own critical
frame of mind. It was not easy for Betta, about to have a child with her husband, father and brother al
off-planet, in combat, and—the nature of war being what it was—the possibility existing that none of
them might come back to her. There were only three men a the moment, |eft in the house of ap Morgan,
and only two women; and now one of those two, Amanda, hersdlf, was going off on aduty that could
end in ahangman's rope or afiring squad. For she did not delude hersdlf that the Earth-bred Alliance and
Cadition military would fight with the same restraint toward civilians the soldiers of the younger worlds
showed.

But it would not help to fuss over Bettanow. It would help none of them—there was an approaching
humming noise outside the house that crescendoed to a peak just beyond the kitchen door, and stopped.

"Melissa," said Betta



"Comeon," Amandasad.

She led the way outside. Bettafollowed, alittle clumsly, and Mdissawith Amanda helped her into the
open cockpit of the ducted fan skimmer.

"I'll check up onyou when | havetime," Amandasaid, kissing her great-granddaughter briefly. Bettas
armstightened fiercely around her.

"Mandy!" Thediminutive of her name which only the young children normaly used and the sudden
desperate apped in Bettas voice sent a surge of empathy arcing between them. Over Betta's shoulder,
Amanda saw the face of Mdissa, cdm and waiting. Unlike Betta, Mdissacameinto her owninacrissit
wasin ordinary timesthat the daughter of Eachan Khan fumbled and lost her way.

"Never mind me" said Amanda, "I'll bedl right. Take care of your own duties.”

With strength, she freed herself and waved them off. For a second more she stood, watching their
skimmer hum off down the dope. Bettas farewd | had just woken agrimnessin her that was still there.
Melissaand Betta. Either way, being awoman who was useful haf the time was no good. Life required
you to be operative a al hours and seasons.

That was the problem with atalisman-name like her own. She who would own it must be operativein
just that way, at dl times. "When someone of that capability should be born into the family, she could
release the name of Amanda, which she had so far refused to every femde child intheline. Asshe
refused it to Bettafor thischild. And yet... and yet, it was not right to lock up the name forever. Aseach
generation moved farther away from her own time, it and the happenings connected with it would then
become more and more legendary, more and more unred...

She put the matter for the thousandth time from her mind and turned back to buttoning up Fal Morgan.
Passing down thelong hall, shelet her fingerstrail for a second on its dark wainscotting. Almost, she
could fed aliving warmth in the wood, the heart of the house beating. But there was nothing more she
could do to protect it now. In the daysto come, it, too, must take its chances.

Fifteen minutes | ater, she was on her own skimmer, headed downdope toward Foralie Town. At her
back was an overnight bag, considerably smaller than the one they had packed for Betta. Under her belt
was a heavy energy pistol on full charge and in perfect order. In thelong-arm boot of the skimmer was
an ancient blunderbus of a pellet shotgun, its clean and decent barrel replaced minutes before by one that
was rusted and old, but workable. As she reached the foot of the dope and started the rise to theridge,
her gaze wasfilled by the mountains and Fal Morgan moved for the moment into the back of her mind.

The skimmer hummed updope, only afew feet above the ground. Out from under the spruce and pine,
the highland sun was brilliant. The thin earth cover, broken by outcroppings of granite and quartz was
brown, sparsely covered by tough green grasses. The air was cold and light, yet unwarmed by the sun.
Shefdt it deep in her lungs when she bresthed. The wine of the morning, her own mother had called air
likethis, nearly acentury ago.

She mounted to the crest of the ridge and the mountains stood up around her on all sides, shoulder to
shoulder likefriendly giants, as she topped the ridge and headed down the further dopeto Foralie, now
visble, distant and smdll by the river bend, far below. The sky was brilliantly clear with the hew day.
Only asmadll, stray cloud, here and there, graced its perfection. The mountains stood, looking down.
There were people here who were put off by their bare rock, their remote and icy summits, but she
hersdlf found them honest—secure, strong and holding, brothersto her soul.

A deep feding moved in her, even after dl these years. Even more than for the home she had raised, she



had found in hersdf alovefor thisworld. Sheloved it as sheloved her children, her children's children
and her three husbands—each different, each unmatchable in its own way.

She had loved it, not more, but as much as she had loved her firgt-born, Iimmy, al the days of hislife.
But why should she love the Dorsai so much? There had been mountainsin Waes—fine mountains. But
when she had first come here after her second hushand's death, something about this land, this plant,
had spoken to her and claimed her with avoice different from any she had ever heard before. She and it
had strangely become joined, beyond separation. A strange, powerful, amost aching affection had come
to bind her to it. Why should just aworld, aplace of ordinary water and land and wind and sky, be
something to touch her so deeply?

But she was diding swiftly now, down the gentler, longer curve of the dopethat led to Foralie Town. She
could see the brown track of the river road, now, following the snake of blue water that wound away to
the east and out between afold in the mountains, and inits other direction from the town, west and up
until it disappeared in the rocky folds above, whereits source lay in the water of permanent ice sheets at
seventeen thousand feet. Small clumps of the native softwood trees moved and passed like shutters
between her and sight of the town below as she descended. But at this hour she saw no other traffic
about. Twenty minutes | ater, she came to the road and the river below the town, and turned I ft,
upstream toward the buildings that were now close.

She passed out from behind a clump of smal softwoods and did past the town manufactory and the town
dump, which now separated her from theriver and the wharf thet |et river traffic unload directly to the
manufactory. The manufactory itself was silent and inactive, a this early hour. The early sun winked on
the rubble of refuse, broken metal and discarded materia of dl kinds, in the little hollow below the
exhaust vent of the manufactory's power unit.

The Dorsal was apoor world in terms of arable land and most natural resources; but it did supply
petroleum products from the drowned shorelines of the many idands that took the place of continentson
the watery planet. So crude oil had been the fuel chosen for the power generator at the manufactory,
which had been imported at great cost from Earth. The tools driven by that generator were as
sophisticated as any found on Earth, while the dump was as primitive as any that pioneer towns had ever
had. Like her Fal Morgan and the communications equipment within itswall.

She stopped the skimmer and got off, walking adozen feet or so back into the brush across the road
from the dump. She took the heavy energy handgun from her belt and hung it low on the branch of a
sapling, where the green leaves al about would hide it from anyone not standing within arm's reach of it.
She made no further effort to protect it. The broad arrow stamped on its grip, mark of the ap Morgans,
would identify it to anyone native to thisworld who might ssumble acrossit.

Shereturned to the skimmer, just asametal door in the side of the manufactory did back with arattle
and abang. Jhanis Bins came out, wheeling adump carrier loaded with silvery drifts of fine metdlic dust.

Amandawalked over to him as he whedled the carrier to the dump and tilted its contents onto the rubble
inches below the exhaust vent. He jerked the carrier back on to the roadway and winked at Amanda.
Age and illness had wasted him to anear skeleton, but there was till strength in hisbodly, if little
endurance. Abovethe old knife-scar laying dl the way across his eyes held a sardonic humor.

"Nickd grindings?' asked Amanda, nodding at what Jhanis had just dumped.
"Right," he said. Therewas grim humor in hisvoice aswell ashiseyes. "Y ou're up early.”

"So areyou,” shesaid.



"Lotsto be done." He offered ahand. "Amanda."
Shetook it.

"Jhanis"

Helet go and grinned again.

"Well, back to work Luck Commander, mam."

He turned the carrier back toward the manufactory.
"Newstravelsfast," she said.

"How es2?' hereplied, over his shoulder, and went inside. The meta door rolled on itstracks, damming
shut behind him.

Amanda remounted the skimmer and dide it on into town. As she cameto astreet of housesjust off the
main street, she saw Bhaktabahadur Rai's, siveeping the path between the flowersin front of his house,
holding the broom awkwardly but firmly in the clawed arthritic fingers of the one hand remaining to him.
The empty deeve of the other arm was pinned up negtly just below the shoulder joint. The small brown
man smiled warmly as the skimmer settled to the ground when Amanda stopped its motors opposite him.
Hewas no bigger than atwelve-year boy, but in spite of having dmost as many years as Amanda, he
moved aslightly asachild.

He carried the broom to the skimmer, leaned it againgt his shoulder and saluted. There was an impish
sparkle about him.

"All right, Bhak," said Amanda. "I'm just doing what I'm asked. Did the young ones and their Ancients
get out of town?"'

He sobered.

"Piers sent them out two days ago,” he said. "Y ou didn't know?"
Amanda shook her head.

"I've been busy with Betta. Why two days ago?'

"Evidence they were out before we heard any Earth troops were coming.” He shifted his broom back
into his hand. "If nothing had happened it would have been easy to have called them back after a few
days. If you need mefor anything, Amanda—"

"I'll ask, don't worry," she said. It would be easier at any time for Bhak to fight, than wait. The kukri inits
curved sheeth gill lay on his mantel piece. "1've got to get on to the town hall."

Shelifted the skimmer on the thrust of itsfans. Their humming wasloud in the quiet street.
"Where's Betta?' Bhak raised hisvoice.

"Fordie"

Heamiled again.

"Good. Any news of Cletus?'



She shook her head and set the skimmer off down the street. Turning on to the main street, past the last
house around the corner, she checked suddenly and went back A heavy-bodied girl with long brown hair
and around somewhat bunched-up face was sitting on her front step. Amanda stopped the skimmer, got
out and went up to the steps. The girl looked up at her.

"Marte," said Amanda, "what are you doing here? Why didn't you go out with the other boys and girls?
Marte's face took on adightly sullen look

"I'm gtaying with grandma.”

"But you wanted to go with one of theteams," said Amandagently. "Y ou told me so just last week”

Marte did not answer. She merely stared hard at the concrete of the walk between her feet. Amanda
went up the steps past her and into the house.

"Berthe?' she called, asthe door closed behind her.

"Amanda? I'minthelibrary." The voicethat came back was deep enough to be male, but when Amanda
followed it into aroom off to her right, the old friend she found among the crowded bookshelves there,
seated a adesk, writing on a sheet of paper, was awoman with even more years than herself

"Hello, Amanda," Berthe Haugsrud said. "'I'm just writing someingtructions.”

"Marteésdtll here” Amandasad.

Berthe pushed back in her chair and sighed.

"It'sher choice. She wantsto stay. | can't bring myself to force her to go if she doesn't want to."
"What have you told her?" Amanda heard the tone of her voice, sharper than she had intended.

"Nothing." Berthelooked at her. "Y ou can't hide things from her, Amanda. She's as sensitive as...
anyone. She picked it up—from the air, from the other young ones. Even if she doesn't understand
details, she knowswhat'slikely to happen.”

"Shel'syoung,” said Amanda. "What is she—not seventeen yet?'

"But she'sgot no one but me," said Berthe. Her eyes were black and direct under the wrinkled lids.
"Without me, she'd have nobody. Oh, I know everyonein town would look after her, aslong asthey
could. But it wouldn't be the same. Here, in thishouse, with just the two of us, she can forget she's
different. She can pretend she'sjust as bright as anyone. With that gone..."

They looked at each other for amoment.

"Well, it'syour decison,” said Amanda, turning away.

"And hers, Amanda. And hers"

"Yes. All right. Goodby, Berthe."

"Goodby, Amanda. Good luck™

"The sameto you," said Amanda, soberly. "The sameto you."

She went out, touching Marte softly on the girl's bowed head as she went by. Marte did not stir or



respond. Amandaremounted the skimmer and drove it around the further corner, down the main street
to the square concrete box that was the town hall.

"Hello, Jenng," she said, stepping into the outer office. "I'm hereto be swornin.”

Jenna Chalk looked up from her desk behind the counter that bisected the front office. Shewasa
pleasant, rusty-haired woman, small and in her mid-sixties, looking like anything in the universe but the
ex-mercenary she once had been.

"Good," she sad. "Piers has been waiting. I'll bring the papers and well go back—"
"Still here?' sad Amanda "What's he doing waiting around?'

"He wanted to see you." Jennadid her handsinto the two wrist-crutches leaning against her desk, and
levered hersdf to her feet. Leaning on one crutch, she picked up the folder before her on her desk and
turned, leading the way down the corridor behind the counter that led toward the back of the building
and the other officesthere. Amandalet hersdlf through the swinging gate in the counter and caught up.

"How ishe?' Amanda asked.

"Worn out—allittle easier since the sun came up,” said Jenna, hobbling along. Her bones, over the years
had become so fragile that they shattered at atouch, and her legs had broken so many times now that it
was admost amiraclethat she could wak at dl. "1 think hell let himself risk some medication, after he sees
you take over."

"Hedidn't need to wait for me," said Amanda. "That was foolish.”
"It'shisway," said Jenna. "The habits of seventy yearsdon't change.”

She stopped and pushed open the door they had come up against. Together they entered and found the
massive, ancient shape of Piers propped up in ahigh-backed chair behind the wide desk of his office.

"Piers" said Amanda. "Y ou didn't need to wait. Go home."

"l want to witnessyour signing-in,” said Piers. Taking was il difficult for him, but Amanda noted that his
breathing did seem to have eased dightly with the sunrise, in common asthmatic fashion. "Just in casethe
troops they drop here decide to check records.”

"All right,” said Amanda.

Jennawas aready switching on the recording cameraeyein thewall. They went through theritua of
sgning papers and administering an oath to Amanda that gave her the officid title of Mayor of Fordie
Town, which would be acover for her secret rank of district commander.

"Now, for God's sake, go home!" said Amandato
Pierswhen they were done. " Take some of that medicine of yours and deep.”

"I will," said Piers. "Thank you for this, Amanda. And good luck My skimmer's out back. Could you help
metoit?'

Amanda put one hand under the heavy old man'sright elbow and helped him to hisfeet. The years had
taken much of her physica strength, but she still knew how to concentrate what she had at the point
needed. She piloted FPiers out the back way and helped him into the seat of his skimmer.



"Can you get down, and take care of yoursdlf by yourself when you get home?' she asked.

"No trouble," Piersgrunted at her. He put the skimmer's power on and it lifted. He glanced at her once
more.

"Amanda”
"Pers" Shelaid ahand for asecond on his shoulder.

"It'sagood world, Amanda."

"I know. | think so, too."

"Goocby."

"Goodby," said Amanda; and watched the skimmer take him away.

Sheturned back into the town hdll.

"Mariesdill here" shesaid to Jenna. "'l guess, well just haveto et her Say, if that'swhat she wants."
"Itis" sad Jenna

"Arethere any others ill around | don't know about?"

"No, the young ones are dl gone—and their Ancients.”

"Have you got amap for me?"

Jennareached into her folder and came out with amap of the country about Foralie Town, up into the
mountains surrounding. Initidsin red were scattered about it.

"Each team under theinitials of its Ancient,” Jennasaid.
Amandastudied it.

"They'redl out in pogtion, now, then?'

Jenna nodded.

"And they'redl amed?'

"With the best we had to give them,” Jenna said. She shook her head. "I can't help it, Amanda. It's bad
enough for us at our age, but to give our young people hand wegpons and ask them to stop—"

"Do you know an dternative?' said Amanda
Jennashook her head again, silently.

"An arcraft's due to pick me up from the pad here in three-quarters of an hour,” Amandasaid. "I'll be
checking the situation out around the town otherwise, between now and then. Just in case | don't get
back here before we're hit, are you going to have any trouble convincing theinvadersthat I'm aMayor
and nothing more?

Jenna snorted.



"I've been clerk in thistown hall nine years—"

"All right," ssid Amanda. "1 just wanted to put it in words. If the troops they send in won't billet in town,
try and get them to camp closein on the up-river sde.”

"Of course," said Jenna. "'l know. Y ou don't haveto tell me, Amanda. Anyway, there shouldn't be much
trouble getting them there. It'sanatura bivouac area.”

"Yes. All right, then,” Amanda said. "Take care of yoursdlf, too, Jenna."
"We both better take care of oursaves,” said Jenna. "'Luck, Amanda.”
Amandawent out

Shewas on the airpad, waiting, when alight, four-place gravity aircraft dropped suddenly out of the blue
above and touched down lightly on the pad. A door swung open. She went forward, carrying her single
piece of luggage and climbed in. The craft took off. Amandafound herself seated next to Geoff Harbor,
district commander of North Point.

"Y ou both know each other, don't you?' asked the pilot, looking back over his shoulder.
"For sixteen years," said Geoff. "Hello, Amanda.”
"Geoff," shesad. "They bringing you in for this meeting, too? Are you dl ready, up there at North Point?'

"Yes. All sat," he answered both questions, looking at her curioudy above his narrow nose and
wedge-shaped chin. Hewas only in hisforties, but twenty years of living with the aftereffects of massve
battle injuries had given his skin awaxy look "I -was expecting Eachan.”

"Eachan was asked by Cletus Grahame to hold himsdlf ready for something else” said Amanda. "Piers
took charge and | just replaced him this morn-ing.”

"Aghmagetting him?"

"The pressure of dl thisthing pushed him into an attack, | think," said Amanda. "Have you met thisArvid
Johnson, or the other one—Bill Athyer?”

"I'vemet Arvid," said Geoff "He'swhat Cletus Grahame's now cdling a'battle op—afied tactician.
Athyer'sadrategist and they work as ateam—~but you must have heard dl this"

"Yes" said Amanda. "But what | want to know is some first-hand opinions on what they're like."

"Arvid struck me as being damn capable,” said Geoff. "If they work well together, then Bill Athyer can't
be much less. And if Cletus put them in charge of the defense here. .. but you know Cletus, of course?!

"He'saneghbor,” said Amanda. "I've met him afew times."
"And you've got doubts about him, too?"

"No," said Amanda. "But were trying to make bricks without straw. A handful of adults with aforce of
half-grown teenagers to knock down an assault force of first-line troops. Miracles are going to have to
be routine, and nothing's so good we shouldn't worry about whether it's good enough.”

Geoff nodded.



A short while later they set down on the airpad outside the idand government center at South Point. A
lean, brown-skinned soldier wearing the collar tabs that showed Groupman's rank—one of the staff of a
dozen or so combat-qualified Dorsai that Arvid Johnson and Bill Athyer had been alowed to keep for
their defense of the planet—was waiting for them as they stepped out of the aircraft. Heled themto a
briefing room aready haf-full of district commandersfrom all over theidand, then turned to the room at
large.

"If you'll take seats—" he announced. The district commanders sorted themsalves out on the folding
chairsfacing aplatform at one end of the room. A minute or so later, two men camein and stepped up
on the platform. One was Arvid Johnson. Seen at full-length he was atower of aman, with blond hair
that in thisartificid light looked so paeit seemed dmost invisble. The unconquerability of him radiated to
therest of them in the room. The man beside him was of about the same age, but smal, with aheavy
besk of anose—what Amanda had learned to call a"Norman nose”, when she had been alittle girl. His
eyes swept the room like gun muzzles.

The amdl man, Amandathought, must be Bill Athyer, the srategist At first glance, Bill might have
appeared not only unimpressive, but sour—but Amandal's swift and experienced perceptions picked up
something vibrant and brilliant in him. Literdly, without loosing whatever painful and inhibiting
self-consciousness and self-doubt he had been born with, he must somewhere have picked up the inner
firethat now shone through his unremarkable exterior. He was dl flame within—and that flame made him
astrange contrast to the cool, amost remote competence of Arvid.

"Sorry to spring thison you," Arvid said, when both men were stlanding on the platform and feeing the
audience. "But it seems, after al, we can't wait for the district commanders who aren't here yet. We've
just had word that whoever's navigating the invasion shipsis either extremely lucky or very good. He's
brought them out of their last phase shift right on top of the planet. They'rein orbit overhead now and
aready dropping troops on our population centers.”

He paused and |ooked around the room.

"Therest of the Dorsai's been notified, of course," he said. "Bill Athyer and mysdlf with the few line
soldiersweve got, are going to have to start moving— and keep moving. Don't try to find us—well find
you.

Communication will be known-person to known-person. In short, if theword you get from us doesn't
come through somebody you trust implicitly, disregard it.”

"Thisisone of our strengths," said Bill Athyer, so swiftly, it wasdmost asif heinterrupted. Hisvoice was
harsh, but crackled with something like high excitement. " Just as we know the terrain, we know each
other. Thesetwo thingslet us dispense with alot the invader hasto have. But be warned—our
advantages are going to be of most use only during the first few days. Asthey get to know us, they'll
begin to be able to guess what we can do. Now, you've each submitted operational plansfor the defense
of your particular digtrict within the genera guiddines Arvid and | drew up. Weve reviewed these plans,
and by now you've al seen our recommendations for amendations and additions. If, in any case, there's
more to be said, well get in touch with you as necessary. So you'd probably al better head back to your
digricts as quickly as possble. Weve enough aircraft waiting to get you al back—hopefully before the
invasion forces hit your digtricts. Get moving—is Amanda Morgan here?"

"Here!" caled Amanda
"Would you step up here, please?'

With Bill Athyer'slast words, al the seated commanders had gotten to their feet, and shewas hidden in



the swarm of bodies. She pushed her way forward to the platform and looked up into the faces of the
unusua pair standing there.

"I'm AmandaMorgan,” shesad.
"A word with you before you leave," said Bill. "Will you come dong?’

Heled the way out of the briefing room. Arvid and Amandafollowed. They stepped into asmall office
and Arvid shut the door behind them on the noise in the hall, as the other commanders moved to their
walting arcraft.

"Y ou took command of the Fordie Didtrict just thismorning,” Bill said. "Have you had any chanceto
look at the plans handed in by the man you replaced?!

"Piersvan der Lin checked with severa of uswhen he drafted them,” Amandasaid. "But in any case,
anyonein Fordie Digrict over the age of nine knows how we're going to deal with whoever they send
againgt us”

"All right," said Bill. Arvid nodded.

"Y ou understand,” Bill went on. "In Fordie, there, you'll be at the pick-point for whatever'sgoing to
happen. Y ou can probably expect, if our information's right, to see Dow deCastries himsdlf, aswell as

extratroops and arank-heavier staff of enemy officersthan any of the other digtricts. They'll be zeroing in
on Foralie homestead."

The thought of Betta and the unborn child there was asudden twinge in Amanda's chest.

"Theresno one a Foradie but Mdissa Grahame and Eachan Khan, right now," she said. "Nobody to
Spesk of "

"Therésgoing to be. Cletuswill be on hisway back as soon as the information we're invaded hitsthe
Exotics—and | think you know the Exotics get news fagter than anyone else. He may be on hisway right
now. Dow deCastrieswill be expecting this. So you can a so expect your didtrict to be one of thefirst, if
not thefirgt, hit. Odds are good that you, at least, aren't going to get home before the first troops touch
down inyour digtrict. But well do our best for you. Weve got our fastest aircraft holding for you now.
Any last questions, or needs?”’

Amandalooked at them both. Y oung men both of them.
"Not now," she said. "In any case, we know what we have to do."
"Good." It was Arvid spesking again. "Y ou'd better get going, then.”

The craft they were holding for her turned out to be asmall, two-place high atitude gravity flyer, which
rocketed to the ten-kilometer dtitude, then back down toward Fordie on aflight path like the trgjectory
of afired mortar shell. They werelessthan haf an hour in the air. Nonetheless, asthey plunged toward
Fordie Town airpad, the com system inside the craft crackled.

"I dentify yourself. Identify yourself. Thisis Outpost Four-nine-three, Alliance-Coalition
Expeditionary Force to the Dorsai. You are under our weapons. |dentify yourself."

The pilot glanced briefly at Amandaand touched the transmit button on his control whed!.

"What'd you say?' he asked. "Thisis Mike Amery, on ataxi run from South Point just to bring the



Fordie Town Mayor home. Who did you say you were?!

"Outpost Four-nine-three, Alliance-Coalition Expeditionary Force to the Dorsai. |dentify the
person you call the Mayor of Foralie Town."

"AmandaMorgan,”" said Amanda, clearly, to the com equipment, "of the household gp Morgan, Fordie
Didrict.”

"Hold. Do not attempt to land until we check your identification. Repeat. Hold. Do not attempt to
land until given permission.”

The speaker was adoruptly silent again. The pilot checked the landing pattern for the craft. They waited.
After saverd minutesthe order cameto bring themsdavesin.

Two trangport-pae, obvioudy Earth-native, privatesin Codition uniformswere covering the aircraft
hatch with conerifles, as Amanda preceded the pilot out on to the pad. A thin, serious-faced young
Coadition lieutenant motioned the two of them to astaff car.

"Where do you think you're taking us?' Amanda demanded. "Who are you? What're you doing here,
anyway?"

"It'l al be explained a your town hall, mam," said the lieutenant. "I'm sorry, but I'm not permitted to
answer questions.”

He got into the staff car with them and tapped the driver on the shoulder. They drove to town, through
streets empty of any human figures not in uniforms. With the emptiness of the Sregtswas agtiliness. On
the north edge of the town, on the upd ope of the meadow which Amanda had mentioned to Jen-na,
Amanda could glimpse beehive-shaped cantonment-huts of bubble plastic being blown into existencein
orderly rows—and from this aread one came asound, distant but redl, of voices and activities. Amanda
fdlt the prevailing wind from the south on the back of her neck, and scented the faint odors of the fresh
riverwater and the dump, carried by it, dthough the manufactory itsdf was silent.

The staff car reached the town hall. The pilot was | €eft in the outer office, but Amandawas ushered in past
guards to the office that had been Piers, and was now hers. There, alarge map of the district had been
imaged on onewall and severd officers of grades between mgjor and brigadier generd were standing
about in adiscussion that seemed very close to argument. Only one person in the room wore civilian
clothing, and thiswas atall, dim man seated at Amanda's desk; tilted back inits chair, apparently
absorbed in studying the map that was imaged.

He seemed oddly remote from the rest, isolated by position or authority and willing to concentrate on the
map, leaving the officersto their talk. The expression on his face was thoughtful, absiract. Few men
Amandahad met in her long life could have legitimately been caled handsome, but this man was. His
features were so regular asto approach un-naturalness. His dark hair was touched with grey only at the
temples, and his high forehead seemed to shadow deep-set eyes, so dark that they appeared inherently
unreadable. If it had not been for those eyes and an air of power that seemed to wrap him like light from
some invigble source, he might have looked too pretty to be someone to reckon with. Watching him
now, however, Amandahad few doubts asto his ahility, or hisidentity.

"Sir—" began the lieutenant who had brought Amandain; but the brigadier to whom he spoke, glancing
up, interrupted him, speaking directly to Amanda

"Y ou're the Mayor, here? What were you doing awvay from the town? Where are al your
townspeople—"



"Generd," Amanda spoke dowly. She did hot have to invent the anger behind her words. "Don't ask me
questions. I'll do the asking. Whao're you? What made you think you could walk into this office without
my permission? Whereéd you come from? And what're you doing here, under arms, without getting
authority, firs—from theidand authorities at South Point, and from us?"

"| think you understand dl right—" began the Generd.

"l think | don't," said Amanda. "Y ou're hereillegdly and I'm gtill waiting for an explanation—and an
apology for pushing yoursdlf into my office without leave.”

The brigadier's mouth tightened, and the skin wrinkled and puffed around his eyes.

"Fordie Didrict's been occupied by the Codlition-Alliance authorities,” he said. "That'sal you need to
know. Now, | want some answers—"

"I'll need alot more of an explanation than that," brokein Amanda. "Neither the Alliance nor the
Cadition, nor any Codition-Alliance troops, have any right | know of to be below parking orbit. | want
your authority for being here. | want to talk to your superior —and | want both those things now!"

"What kind of afarce do you think you're playing?' The words burst out of the brigadier. ™Y ou're under
occupation—"

"Generd," said avoice from the desk, and every head in the room turned to the man who sat there.
"Perhaps | ought to talk to the Mayor."

"Yesdr," muttered the brigadier. The skin around his eyes was still puffy, hisface darkened now with
blood-gorged capillaries. "Amanda Morgan, thisis Dow deCastries, Supreme Commander of
Alliance-Codlition forces."

"I didn't imagine he could be anyonedse" said

Amanda. She took a step that brought her to the outer edge of her desk, and looked acrossit at Dow.
"You'redttingin my chair," shesad.

Dow rose easily to hisfeet and stepped back, gesturing to the now-empty sedt.

"Please..." hesad.

"Just stay on your feet. That'll be good enough for now," said Amanda. She made no moveto sit down
hersdf "Y ou're respongble for this?

"Yes, you could say | am." Dow looked at her thoughtfully. "Genera Amorine—" he spoke without
looking away from Amanda—"the Mayor and | probably had better talk things over privately."

"Yesdr, if that'swhat you want."
"Itis. Itis, indeed.” Now Dow did look at the brigadier, who stepped back

"Of course, Sir," Amorine turned on the lieutenant who had brought Amandain. "Y ou checked her for
wegpons, of course?"

"Sir... I—" Thelieutenant was flustered. His tiff embarrassment pleaded that you did not expect a
woman Amandas age to go armed.



"I don't think we need worry about that, Generd™ Dew's voice was il relaxed; but his eyes were steady
onthebrigadier.

"Of course, Sr." Amorine herded his officers out. The door closed behind them, leaving Amanda and
Dow standing face to face.

"Y ou're sure you won't Sit down?" asked Dow.
"Thisisn't asocia occason,” sad Amanda.

"No," said Dow. "Unfortunately, no it isn't. It'saserious Situation, in which your whole planet has been
placed under Alliance-Codition control. Effectively, what you cdl the Dorsal no longer exists.”

"Hardly," said Amanda.
"Y ou havetrouble believing that?" said Dow. " assure you—"

"I've no intention of believing it, now, or later,” Amandasaid. "The Dorsai isn't thistown. Itisn't any
number of townsjust likeit. It's not even the idands and the sea—it's the people.”

"Exactly," said Dow, "and the people are now under control of the Alliance-Codlition. Y ou brought it on
yoursdlf, you know. Y ou've squandered your ordinary defensive force on adozen other worlds, and
you've got nothing but non-combatants left here. In short, you're helpless. But that's not my concern. I'm
not interested in your planet, or your people, as people. It'sjust necessary we make sure they aren't led
adray again by another dangerous madman like Cletus Grahame.”

"Madman?' echoed Amanda, dryly.
Dow raised his eyebrows.

"Don't you think he was mad in thinking he could succeed against the two richest powers on the most
powerful human world in existence?' He shook his head. "But there's not much point in our arguing
politics, isthere? All | want isyour cooperation.”

"Or dsewhat?"
"l waan't thregtening,” Dow said mildly.

"Of courseyou were," said Amanda. She held his eyes with her own for along second. ""Do you know
your Shakespeare?'

"l did once"

"Near the end of Macheth, when Macbeth himsdf hearsacry in the night that signalsthe death of Lady
Macheth," Amanda said, "he says 'there was a time my senses would have cool'd to hear a night-

shriek...'remember it? Well, that time passesfor dl of us, with the years. Y ou'll probably have afew to
go yet to find that out for yoursdlf; but if and when you do you'l discover that eventudly you outlive fear,
just asyou outlive alot of other things. Y ou can't bully me, you can't scare me—or anyone elsein Fordie
Didrict with enough seniority to take my place.

It was his turn now to consider her for along moment without spesking.

"All right,” hesad. "I'll believeyou. My only interest, as| say, isin arresting Cletus Grahame and taking
him back to Earth with me."



"Y ou occupy awholeworld just to arrest one man?' Amanda said.

"Please.” He held up onelong hand. "'l thought we were going to talk straightforwardly with each other. |
want Cletus. Isheon the Dorsai?"

"Not asfar as| know."

"Then I'll go to hishome and wait for him to cometo me," said Dow. He glanced at the map. "That'll be
Foralie—the homestead marked there near your own Fal Morgan?’

"That'sright."

"Then I'll move up there, now. Meanwhile | want to know what the Situation is here, clearly. Y our able
fighting men aredl off planet. All right. But theré's no onein thistown who isn't crippled, sick, or over
sxty. Wherearedl your hedthy young women, your teenagers below military age, and anyone else
who's effective?'

"Gone off out of town," said Amanda.
Dow's black eyes seemed to deepen.
"That hardly seems normal. | assume you had warnings of us, at least as soon aswe werein orbit.

I'd be very surprised if it wasn't news of our being in orbit that brought you back herein that aircraft just
now. Y ou wouldn't have messaged ahead, telling your children and able-bodied adults to scatter and
hide?"

"No," said Amanda. "I didn't; and no one here gave any such direction.”
"Then maybe youll explanwhy they'redl gone?'

"Do you want afew hundred reasons?' Amanda said. "It'sthe end of summer. The men aregone. This
townisjust asupply and government center. Who's young and wants to hang around here dl day? The
younger women living in town are up vigting at the various homesteads where they've got friends and
there's some socid life. The babies and younger children went with their mothers. The older children are
off on team exercises.”

"Team exercisss?'

"Military team exercises" said Amanda, bluntly and with grim humor, watching him. " Otherwise known
as 'cregping and crawling'. Thisisaworld where the main occupation, once you're grown, isbeing a
mercenary soldier. So thisisour version of field trips. It's good exercise, the youngsters get some
academic credit for it when they go back to school in afew weeks, and it's a chance for them to get
away from adult supervison and move around on their own, camping out.”

Dow frowned.
"No adult supervison?'

"Not alot,” said Amanda. "There's one adult-caled an "Ancient”, with each team, in case of emergencies,
but in most cases the team makesits own decision about what kind of gamesit'll play with other teamsin
the same area, whereit'll set up camp, and so forth.”

"These children," Dow was il frowning, "arethey armed?’



"With red weapons? They never have been.”
"Arethey likely to get any wild notions about doing something to our occupying forces—"

"Commander,” said Amanda, "Dorsai children don't get wild notions about military operations. Not if
they expect to stay Dorsal as adults.”

"l see" said Dow. He smiled dowly at her. "All the same, | think we better get them and the able-bodied
adults back into town here, where we can explain to them what the situation is and what they should or
shouldn't do. Also, theré'safew of your other people who're conspicuous by their absence. For
example, where are your medica people?’

"Weve got one physician and three meds, herein Fordie Didtrict,” said Amanda. "They dl ride circuit
most of thetime. Y ou'll find them scattered out at various homesteads, right now."

"l see," said Dow again. "Wadll, | think you better call them in aswell, dong with any other adult from the
homesteads who's physicdly ableto come.”

"No," said Amanda
Helooked at her. His eyebrows raised.
"Courage, AmandaMorgan,” he said, "is onething. Stupidity, something dse.”

"And nonsenseis nonsense wherever you find it," said Amanda. | told you, you couldn't bully me—or
anyone eseyoull find in thistown. And you'll need one of uswhao's here to dedl with the people of the
digtrict for you. | can bring the youngsters back in if necessary, and with them such adults from the
homesteads who don't need to stay where they are. If the medica people are freeto comein, | can get
them, too. But in return, I'll want some things from you."

"I don't think you'rein aposition to bargain.”

"Of coursel am,” said Amanda. "L et's not play games. It's much easier for you if you can get civilian
cooperation—it's much faster. Difficulty with the populace means expense, when you're carrying the cost
of enough troopsto nail down a planet—even as sparsely settled a planet asthis one. And you yoursalf
said once you get Cletusyou'll be taking off without another thought for the rest of us.”

"That's not exactly what | said,” Dow replied.

Amanda snorted.

"All right," hesaid, "what wasit you had in mind?"

"Fird, get your troops out of our town unless you were thinking of billeting them in our homes, here?!
"I think you saw camp being set up just beyond the houses a street or two over.”

"All right,” Amandasaid. "Then | want them to stay out of town unlessthey've got actua business here.
When they do comein, they'reto comein asvistors, remembering their manners. | don't want any of
your officers, like that brigadier just now, trying to throw their weight around. Our people areto be free
of any authority from yours, so we can get back to business as usua—and that includes putting the
manufactory back into operation, immediately. | noticed you'd had the power shut off. Don't you redize
we've got contracts to fill—contracts for manufactured items, so that we can trade with the rest of Dorsai
for thefish, the grain and other things we haveto haveto live?"



"All right,” said Dow. "l suppose we can agreeto those things.”

"I'm not finished,” Amanda said, swiftly. "Also, you and dl the rest of your forces are to stay put, in your
encampment. | don't want you upsetting and darming the district while | go find the teams and get people
back here from the homesteads. It'll take me aweek, anyway—"

"No," said Dow. "WEell be putting out patrolsimmediately; and | mysdif'll be leaving with an escort for
Fordie homestead in a few hours."

"Inthat case—" Amandawas beginning, but thistime it was Dow who cut her short.

"Inthat case—" hisvoice waslevd, "youll force meto take the more difficult and time-consuming way
with your people. | didn't bargain with you on any of the other things you asked for. I'm not bargaining
now. Go ahead and take back your town, start up your manufactory, and round up only those you fedl
can comein safely. But our patrols go out as soon aswe're ready to send them; and | leave, today, just
as| said. Now, do we have an agreement?"

Amanda nodded, dowly.

"Wehave," shesaid. "All right, you'd better get those officers of yours back in here. I'm going to haveto
moveto cover thedistrict persondly, evenin aweek. I'll go right now, but | want to hear that
manufactory operating before I'm out of earshot of town. | suppose you've got JhanisBinsclosed upin
hishouse, like everyone ese."

"Whoever heis," said Dow. "Hed be under house quarantine, yes.”

"All right, Il call him," said Amanda. "But | want your General Amorineto send an officer to get him and
take him safely to the manufactory, just in case some of your enlisted men may not have heard word of
this agreement by that time."

"Fair enough,” saild Dow. He stepped to the desk and keyed the com system there. "Generd, will you
and your staff step back into the office, here?"

"Yes, Mr. deCadtries." The voice from thewall came promptly.

Twenty minutes later, Amanda reached the air-pad in the same staff car that had brought her in fromiit.
Under the eye of the two enlisted men on duty there, her skimmer stood waiting for her.

"Thanks," she said to the young lieutenant who had brought her in. She climbed out of the staff car,
walked across the pad and got into her skimmer.

"Just aminute," cdled thelieutenant.

She looked back to see him standing up in his staff car. There was a shine to hisforehead that told of
perspiration.

"Y ou've got awespon there, mam," he said. "Just aminute. Soldier—you!" He pointed to one of the
enlisted men guarding the pad. " Get that piece and bring it over to me."

"Lieutenant,” said Amanda, "thisis till ayoung planet and we had |awless people roaming around our
mountains as recently asjust afew years back. Wedl carry guns here.”

"Sorry, mam. | haveto examineit. Soldier..."

The enlisted man came over to the skimmer, pulled the pellet shotgun from the scabbard beside her and



winked at her.

"Got to watch you dangerous outworlders,” he said, under his breath. He glanced over the pellet gun,
turned it up to squint down its barrel and chuckled, again under his breath.

He carried the wegpon to the lieutenant, and said something Amanda could not catch. The lieutenant aso
tilted the pellet gun up to look briefly into its barrel, then handed it back

"Takeit to her," he ordered. Helifted hishead and called acrossto Amanda. "Be careful with it, mam."
"l will be" said Amanda.
She received therifle, powered up the skimmer and did off through the fringe of trees around the pad.

Shetook her way toward the downriver Sde of town. As she went, the sudden throb of the enginesin
the manufactory erupted on her ear. She smiled, but she was suddenly conscious of the prevailing wind in
her face. Swesting, she asked hersdlf, at your age? She turned her scorn inward. Where was al that talk
of yoursto deCastries about having outlived fear?

She swung through town and around by the river road past the dump. The manufactory stood, noisily
operating. There was no Codition uniform in sght outside the building and the sde looking in her
direction was blank of windows. She stopped her skimmer long enough to walk back into the brush and
retrieve the energy handgun she had hung on the tree. Then she remounted her skimmer and headed
updope, out of town.

Her mind was racing. Dow had intimated he would head out to Foralie homestead yet this afternoon.
Which meant Amanda hersalf would have to go directly there to get there before him. She had hoped to
come in there with evening, and perhaps even stay overnight to see how Betta was doing. Now it would
have to be a case of getting in and out in an hour a most. And, dmost more important, either before or
after shereached there, she had to reach the team which was holding the territory through which Dow
and his escort would pass.

Who was Ancient for that team? So many things had happened so far this day that she had to search her
memory for amoment before it came up with the name of Ramon Dye. Good. Ramon was one of the
best of the Ancients; and, asde from the fact that he was legless, strong asabulll.

Thinking deeply, she did the skimmer aong under maximum power. She was burning up amonth's
normal expenditure of energy in afew days, with her present spendthrift use of the vehicle; but there was
atime for thriftiness and atime to spend. Of her two choices, it would have to be adecision to contact
Ramon'steam firdt, before going to Foraie. Ramon's team would have to send runnersto the other
teams, since even visud signaswould be too risky, with the Coalition troops at Foraie town probably
loaded with the latest in surveillance equipment. The more time she could give the runners, the better.

It was astroke of bad luck, Dow's determination to send out patrols and go so immediately to Foraie
himself Bad on two counts. Patrols out meant some of the troops away from the immediate area of the
town, at al times. It would have been much better to have them al concentrated there. Also, patrols out
meant that sooner or later some of them would have to be taken care of by the teams—and that, while it
would have to be faced if and when it came, was something not good to think about until then. There
would be a heavy load thrown on the youngsters—not only to do what had to be done, but to do it with
the cool headedness and cd culation of adults, without which they could not succeed, and their liveswould
be thrown away for nothing.

She reminded herself that up through medieval times, twelve- and fourteen-year-olds had been



commonly found in armies. Ship's boys had been taken for granted in the navies of the eighteenth and
nineteenth centuries. But these historical facts brought no comfort. The children who would be going up
againg Earth-made weapons here would be children she had known since their birth.

But she must not alow them to guess how shefdt. Ther faith in their seniors, well-placed or misplaced,
was something they would need to hang on to aslong as possible for their own sakes.

She came a last to amountain meadow a full meter high with fal grass. The meadow was separated by
just one ridge from Foralie homestead. Amandaturned her skimmer into the shade of aclump of native
softwoods on the upd ope edge of the meadow, below theridge. On the relatively open ground beneath
those trees she put the vehicle down and waited.

It wasall of twenty minutes before her ear picked up—not exactly asound that should not have been
there, but asound that was misplaced in the rhythm of natural noises surrounding her. She lifted her
voice.

"All right!" shecdled. "I'minahurry. Comeonin!"

Heads emerged above the grasstops, as close as haf a dozen meters from her and asfar out as hafway
across the meadow. Figures stood up; tanned, dim figuresin flexible shoes, twill dacks strapped tight at
the ankle and long-deeved, tight-wristed shirts, al of neutral color. One of thetalest, agirl about fifteen,
put two fingersin her mouth and whistled.

A skimmer came over the ridge and hummed down toward Amanda until it sank to astop beside her on
the ground. The team members, ranging in age from eight years of age to sixteen, were aready gathering
around the two of them.

Amandawaited until they were dl there, then nodded to the man on the other skimmer and looked
around the closed arc of sun-browned faces, sun-bleached hair.

"Theinvadersare here, in Foraietown," she said. "Coadlition firgt-line troops under a brigadier and staff,
with Dow deCadtries.”

The faces|ooked back at her in silence. Adults would have reacted with voice and feature. These looked
at her with the same expressions they had shown before; but Amanda, knowing them all, could fed the
impact of the news on them.

"Everyonesout?' the man on the other skimmer asked.

Amandaturned again to the Ancient. Perched on his skimmer the way he was, Ramon Dye might have
forced a stranger to look twice before discovering that there were no legs below Ramon's hips. Strapped
openly in the boot of hisvehicle, behind him, were the two artificid legs he normaly used in town; but out
here, like the team members, he was stripped to essentias. His square, quiet face under its straight brown
hair looked a her with concern.

"Everybody's out but those who're supposed to be there," said Amanda. "Except for Marte Haugsrud.
She decided to stay with her grandmother.”

Stll, there was that utter silence from the circle effaces, dthough more than half adozen of them had
grown up within afew doors of Berthe. It was not that they did not fed, Amandareminded herself; it was
that by ingtinct, like smdl animals, they were dumb under the whiplash of fate.

"But weve other thingsto talk about,” she said— and felt the emotion she had evoked in them with her
news, relax under the pressure of her need for their attention. "DeCastriesis taking an armed escort with



him to Fordieto wait for Cletus, and he'saso going to start sending out patrols, immediately.”
Shelooked about at them all.

"l want you to get runners out to the nearest other teams—nothing but runners, mind you, those troops
will be watching for any recordable signalling —and tell them to pass other runners on to spreaed the
word. Until you get further word from me, al patrols are to be |eft done; completely done, no matter
what they do. Watch them, learn everything you can about them, but stay out of sight. Pass that word on
to the homesteads, aswell asto the other teams."

She paused, looking around, waiting for questions. None came.

"I've made an agreement with deCadtriesthat I'll bring dl the teams and dl the able adultsin from the
homesteads to Foralie Town, to be told the rules of the occupation. I'vetold himit'll take me at least a
week to round everyone up. So we've got that much time, anyway."

"What if Cletus doesn't come homein aweek?' asked the girl who had whistled for Ramon.

"Crossthat bridge when we cometoit,” said Amanda. "But | think hell be here. Whether heisor not,
though, weve il got the ditrict to defend. Word or orders from Arvid Johnson and Bill Athyer isto be
trusted only if it comes through someone you trust personaly—pass that aong to the other teams and
homesteads, too. Now, I'm going on up to Foraieto brief them on Dow's coming. Any questions or
comments, so far?'

"Betta hasn't had her baby yet," said ayoung voice.

"Thanksfor telling me," said Amanda. She searched the circle with her eyes, but shewas not ableto
identify the one who had just spoken. "L et's stick to business for the moment, though. I've got a specid
job for your best infiltrator—unless one of the neighboring teams has someone better than you have.
Havethey?'

Severd voicestold her immediatdly that the others had not.
"Who'veyou got, then?'
"Lexy—" the voices answered.

An dmost white-haired twelve-year old girl was pushed forward, scowling alittle. Amandalooked at
her—Alexandra Andrea, from Tormai homestead. Lexy, like the others, was dim by right of youth; but a
sguareness of shoulder and a sturdiness of frame were aready evident. For no particular reason,
Amandasuddenly remembered haw her awn hair, as a child, had been so blond asto be dmost white.

The memory of her young self brought another concern to mind. She looked searchingly at Lexy. What
she knew about Lexy included indications of a certain amount of independence and aflair for risk-taking.
Even now, obvioudy uncomfortable at being shoved forward thisway, Lexy was still broadcagting an
impression of truculence and self-acknowledged ability. Character traits, Amanda thought, remembering
her own childhood again, that could lead to adisregard of orders and to chance-taking.

"I need someoneto go in close to the cantonments the occupation troops have set up at Foraie Town,”
she said doud. "Someone who can listen, pick up information, and get back with it safely. Note—I said
sady.”

She locked eyeswith Lexy.



"Do you take chances, Lexy?" sheasked. "Can | trust you to get in and get out without taking risks?"
There was a sudden outbreak of hoots and laughter from the team.
"Send Timwith her!"

Lexy flushed. A dight boy, Lexy'sage or possibly as much asayear or two younger, was pushed
forward. Beside Lexy, he looked like afesather besde arock

"Timothy Royce," Amandasaid, looking a him. "How good are you, Tim?"
"He'sgood,” said Lexy. "That is, he's better than the rest of these e ephants.”

"Lexy won't take chanceswith Tim along,” said the girl who had whistled. Amandawas vainly searching
her memory for this one's name. Sometimes when they shot up suddenly, shelost track of who they
were; and thetall girl was dready effectively an adullt.

"How about it, Tim?" Amanda asked the boy. Tim hesitated.

"He gets scared,” avery young voice volunteered.

"No, he doesn't!" Lexy turned on the crowd. "He's cautious, that's al."

"No," said Tim, unexpectedly. "I do get scared. But with Lexy | can do anything you want.”
He looked openly at Amanda.

Amandalooked at Ramon.

"| can't add anything," he said, shaking his head. "Lexy's good, and Tim's pretty good—and they work
well together.”

His eyes settled on Amanda's suddenly.

"But do you have to have someone from one of the teams?"

"Who dseisthere?'

"One of the older ones, then..." hisvoicetrailed off. Amandalooked back at the faces ringed about.
"Team?' she asked.

There was a moment of amost awkward silence and then the girl who had whistled—L eah Abo, the
name suddenly legped into existence in Amanda's mind—spoke.

"Any of usll go," shesaid. "But Lexy'sthe best.”

"That'sit, then," sald Amanda. She put the power to her skimmer, and lifted it off the ground. "Lexy,
Tim—I'll meet you after dark tonight, just behind the closest ridge above the meadow north of town. All
of you—be careful. Don't |et the patrols see you. And get those runners out asfast as you can.”

She left them, the circle parted and she hummed up and over theridge. Fordie homestead lay on asmal
level space acouple of hundred meters beyond her, on arise that commanded aclear view in al
directions asfar asthetown itsdlf.

Behind thelong, low, timbered house there, she could see the oversize jungle gym that Cletus had,



caused to be constructed at Grahame-House and then moved here, after his marriage to Melissa. It had
been adevice to help him build himsdf back physically after his knee operation, and there was no reason
for it to evoke any particular feeling in her. But now, seeing its spidery and intricate Structure casting its
shadow on theroof of thelong, plain-timbered house beneath it, she suddenly felt—amost asif she
touched the cold metd of it with her hand—the hard, intricately woven redlities that would be bringing
Dow and Cletusto their final meeting beneath that shadow.

Shedid the skimmer down to the house. Mdissa, with thetal, gray-mustached figure of Eachan Khan
beside her, came out of the front door; and they were standing, waiting for her as she brought the
skimmer up to them and dropped it to the ground.

"Bettasfine, Amanda," said Mdissa. "Still waiting. "What's going on?'
"The occupation troops are down in Foralie Town."

"We know," said Eachan Khan, in his brief, clipped British-accented speech. "Watched them drop in,
using the scope on our roof."

"They've got Dow deCastries with them," Amanda said, getting down from the skimmer. He's after
Cletus, of course. He plansto come up hereto Foralie right away. He may be right behind me—"

The ground under her feet seemed to rock suddenly. She found Eachan Khan holding her up.
"Amandal" said Médlissa, supporting her on the other side. "When did you est las?!

"I don't rememb..." shefound the words had difficulty corning out. Her kneestrembled, and she felt
closeto fainting. A distant fury filled her. Thiswas the aspect of her age that she resented most deeply.
Rested and nourished, she could face down a de-Castries. But |et any unusua time pass without food
and rest and she became just another frail oldster.

Her next awarenesswas of being propped up on a couch in the Fordie sitting room, with a pillow behind
her back Mdissawas helping her p hot, sweet teawith thefiery taste of Dorsai whisky in it. Her head
began to clear. By the time the cup was empty, there was a plate of neatly cut sandwiches made by
Eachan Khan, on the coffee table beside her. She had forgotten how delicious sandwiches could be.

"What's the rest of the news, then?" Eachan asked, when she had eaten. "What happened to you today?"
Shetold them.

"... I must admit, Eachan,” she said, as she wound tip, looking at the stiff-backed ex-generd, "1 wasn't
too pleased about Cletus asking you to sit on your hands, here—and even less pleased with you for
agreeing. But | think | understand it better snce | met deCadtries, himsdlf. If any one of them'slikdly to
suspect how we might defend ourselves, it'll be him, not those officerswith him. And the one thing that'll
go farther to keep him from starting to suspect anything, will be finding you puttering around here,
keeping house right under his nose while he waitsfor Cletus. He knows your military reputation.”

"Wouldn't cal it puttering,” said Eachan. "But you're right. Cletus does have atendency to think around
corners.”

"Let donethefact—" Amandahdd hiseyewith her own, "that if something happensto me, you'l ill be
hereto take over."

"Depends on circumstance.”



"Nonetheless," said Amanda

"Of course," Eachan said. "Naturadly, if I'm free—and needed—I'd be available.”

"Yes" Amandabroke off suddenly. "But I've got to get out of herel™

She sat up abruptly on the couch, swinging her feet to the floor.

"DeCadtries and his escort are probably right behind me. I'd just planned to drop by and brief you-"

She got to her feet, but lightheadedness took her again at the sudden movement and she sat down again,
unexpectedly.

"Amanda, be sengble. Y ou can't go anywhere until you've rested for afew hours," said Mdissa
"| tel you, deCastries"

"Said held be up here yet today? | don't think so," said Eachan.

Sheturned, dmost to glare a him.

"What makes you so sure?’

"Because he'sno soldier. Bright of course—L ord yes, he's bright. But he's not a soldier. That means he's
inthe hands of those officers of his. Earth-bound types, till thinking in terms of large-unit movements.
They might get patrols out, late in the day, but they won't get Dow off."

"Wheat if he smply ordersthem to get him off?" Amanda demanded.

"They'll promise him, of course, but somehow everybody won't be together, the vehicleswon't be set,
with everything harnessed up and ready to go, before sundown; and even Dow'll see the sense of not
driking out into unfamiliar territory with night coming on."”

"How can you bethat sure?' Melissaasked her father.

"That brigadier's got his own future to think of. Better to have Dow down on him over not getting off on
time than to send someone like Dow out and turn out to be the officer who lost him. The day's more than
haf over. If Dow and his escort get bogged down for even afew hours by some hairbrained locals
fighting back—that's the way the brigadier'll be thinking— they could end up being caught out, unable to
move, in the open a dark Strange country, nighttime, and an open perimeter's chancy with aprize
political package like Dow. No, no—hewon't be here until tomorrow at the earliest.”

Eachan cocked an eye on Amanda

"But if you like" he said, "Mély and I'll take turns on the scope up on the roof. If anything moves out of
Fordiewe can seeit; and by thetime were sureit's definitely moving in thisdirection, well ill have two
hours beforeit can get here at column speed. Take anap, Amanda. Well cdl you if you need to move.”

Amandagave in. Stretched out on alarge bed in one of the wide, airy bedrooms of Fordie, the curtains
drawn againgt the sunlight, shefdl into a heavy deep from which sheroused, it seemed, within minutes.

But, blinking the numbness of dumber from her vision, she saw that beyond the closed curtainsthere was
now darkness, and the room around her was plunged in adeeper gloom that that of curtained daylight.

"What timeisit?' she called out, throwing back the single blanket with which she had been covered. No



answer came. She sat on the edge of the bed, summoning hersdlf to awareness, then got to her feet and
let hersdlf out into the hdl, where artificid lightswerelit.

"What timeisit?" she repeated, coming into the kitchen. Both Eachan Khan and Mdissalooked up from
the table there, and Melissagot to her feet.

"Two hours after sunset,” she answered. But Amanda had aready focused on thewall clock acrossthe
room, which displayed the figure 21:10. "Sit down, Amanda. Y ou'll want sometea."

"No," said Amanda. " "was supposed to meet two of the youngsters from the local team just above
Fordie Town before sunset—"

"We know," said Eachan. "We had arunner from that team when they saw you didn't leave here. The
two you're talking about went, and Ramon went with them. He knows what you want in the way of
informetion."

"I've got to get down there, to meet them.”

"Amanda—sit!" said Meissafrom the kitchen unit. "Teell be ready for you in asecond.”
"l don't want any tea," said Amanda.

"Of courseyou do," said Mdlissa.

Of course, she did. It was another of her weaknesses of age. She could dmost taste the tealin
anticipation, and her deep-heavy body yearned for the internal warmth that would help it wake up. She
sat down at the table opposite Eachan.

"finewatch you keep," she said to him.

"Nothing came from Fordie Town in thisdirection before sunset,” he said. "They're not Sarting out with
Dow inthedark, as| said. So | came back inside, of course. Y ou could stay the night, if you want.”

"No, I've got to get there; and I've alot of ground to cover—" she broke off as Mdissaplaced a
steaming cup before her. "Thanks, Mdissa"

"But why don't you stay the night?* Melissaasked, sitting back down at the table, herself "Bettals dready
adeep, but you could see her in the morning

"No. I'vegot to go." Mdissalooked at her father. "Dad?’

"No," said Eachan, "1 think perhaps she's right. But will you come back for the night, afterwards,
Amanda?'

"No. I don't know wherel'll light."

"If you change your mind," said Mdlissa. "Just cometo the door and ring. But | don't haveto tell you
that."

Amandaleft Fordie homestead hdf an hour later. The moon, which had been full the night before, was
just past full, but scattered clouds cut down the brilliant night illumination she had woken to early that
morning. She made good time on the skimmer toward the ridge where she had arranged to meet Lexy
and Tim. A hundred meters or so behind it, she found Ramon's skimmer, empty, and dropped her own



besideit. No one wasin sght. Ramon could not walk upright without his prosthetics, but he could
creep-and-crawl as well as any other adult. Amanda was about to work her way up to the ridge, hersdlf
staying low so that any instruments in the cantonment bel ow would not discover her, when arustlein the
shadows warned her of people returning. A few momentslater, Ramon, Lexy and Tim al rose from the
ground at arms-length from her.

"Sorry," said Amanda, "l should have been here earlier.”

"It wasn't necessary,” saild Ramon. His powerful arms hauled him up on to his own skimmer and he sat
upright there.

"Yes, itwas" said Amanda. "Y ou didn't let these two go in until things were shut down—"

"They didn't go down until full dark,” said Ramon. "Not until the last of the patrols had left and the
manufactory was shut down. Thetownsfolk were dl inside and the troopswere al in their cantonment
area. Tim stayed beyond the perimeter there and Lexy went up to just outside the outer line of huts, close
enough so she could hear them talking, but with plenty of room to leaveif she needed to."

Amandatransferred her attention to Lexy.
"What were they talking about?'

"Usud duff,” said Lexy. "The officers, and the equipment, how long they'd be here before they'd ship off
again. Regular soldier off-duty talk"

"Did they tak about when deCastries would be leaving for Fordie?!

"Firgt thing in the morning. They'd stalled about getting ready, so he couldn't get off today," said Lexy.
"They don't think much of those of our people who're left here; but still none of them | heard talking felt
much like starting out with night coming on.”

"What do they think of their officers?’

"Nothing great. Therésamgjor they al like, but he's not on the generd's saff. They redly draw theline
between enlisted and officer.”

"Now, you see for yourself, how that iswith Old World troops,” commented Ramon to the two young
ones.

"It'sapretty stupid way for them to be, dl the same, out herein hostile territory,” said Lexy. "But they've
got agood pool of light vehicles. No armor. Vehicle-mounted light weapons and handwespons. | could
have brought you one of their conerifles—"

"Oh, could you?'
Therewasalittle Slencein the darkness, that betrayed Lexy's recognition of her dip of the tongue.
"Thewhole line of hutswasempty. All | did waslook inthelast oneintheling” said Lexy. "These

Earth troops—they're worse than e ephants. | could have gonein and picked their pockets and got out
without their knowing about it.”

The moon came from behind a cloud that had been hiding it, and in the pale light Amanda could see
Lexy'sface... tightmouthed.



"Ramon,” saidd Amanda. "Didn't you tell them specifically not to go into the cantonment area?"
"I'm sorry, Amanda," said Ramon. "I didn't. Not specifically.”

"Lexy, under no conditions, now or in the future, do you or anyone else go beyond the outer line of huts.”
Exasperation took her suddenly. "And don't bristle! If you have to resent an order, try to keep thefact to
yoursdlf."

Another cloud obscured the moon. Lexy's voice came unexpectedly out of the darkness.

Why?

"For one reason, because an hour later you may wish you had. For another, learn never to chdlenge
automatically. No oné'sthat good. Sit on your impulse until you know everything that's likely to happen
whenyou act onit.”

Silence out of the darkness. Amandawondered whether Lexy wasfiling the information she had just
received in the automatic discard file of her mind, or —just possibly—tucking it away for future
reference.

"Now," Amandasaid. "Anything ese? Any tak of plans? Any talk of Cletus being on theway here?’

"No," said Lexy. "They did talk about relocation, after Cletusistried back on Earth. And they even said
something about changing the name of our planet. That doesn't make sense.”

Amanda bresthed deeply.
"I'mafraid it does," shesaid.
"Amanda?' It was Ramon asking. "I'm not sure | follow you."

"DeCadlriestried to give me the impression that thiswhole invasion was designed only to arrest Cletus
and take him back to Earth to stand trid. | let him think | went along with that. But of course they've got
alot more than that in mind, with the expense they've gone to here. What they redlly want to do is bury
the Dorsai—and everyone in uniform wearing that name. Obvioudy what they've planned isto use
Cletus trid asameansto whip up Earth sentiment. Then, with alot of public backing, they can raise the
funds they'd need to spread our people out on other worlds, and give thisworld a new name and anew
breed of settler.”

Amandathought for amoment, while the moon continued to play peekalboo with the clouds.

"I'd better go back to Fordie tonight, after dl," she said. "Eachan will have to know this, in case he hasto
take over. Lexy—anything el se?"

"Nothing, Amanda, redly. Just off-duty talk"

"All right. | want thislistening to go on—only at night, though, after the town and the cantonment's settled
down. Ramon, will you stay on top of that? And also make sure neither Lexy or anyone else goesinto
the cantonment area. Past the outer line sentriesisal right, if they know what they're doing. But not,
repeat not, into the cantonment streets; and never into the huts, themsalves. There's more here than just
your personal risk to think about, Lexy. It's our whole world, and dl of us, a stake."

Slence.

"All right, Amanda, well take care of it," said



Ramon. "And well get word to you if anything breeks.”

"The necessary thing," said Amanda, "isletting me know if therés any word of Cletus getting here. All
right. I'll see you tomorrow evening.”

Shelifted her skimmer on minimum power to keep the sound of its motors down and swung away inthe
direction of Foralie. Had she been unfairly hard on Lexy? The thought walked through her mind,
unbidden. It was not an unfamiliar thought, nowadays, Betta, Mdlissa, Lexy... anumber of them evoked
itin her. How far was she justified in expecting them to react as she, hersdlf, would? To what extent was
it right of her to expect afuture Amandato react as she would?

No easy answer cameto her. On the surface it was unfair. She was unfair. On the other hand there were
the inescapable facts. There was the need that someone, at least, react as she did; and the redlity that
what she required of them was what experience had taught her life required of them al. Forcibly, she put
the unresolved problem once again from her; and made herself concentrate on the imperatives of the
moment.

Mid-morning of thefollowing day shelay intal grass, high on adope, and watched thetrain that wasthe
escort of Dow deCasdtries, winding up through the folds of the hillstoward Foraie. Around her were the
members of Ramon'steam. The train conssted of what |ooked like two platoons of enlisted men, under
four officersand Dow himsdlf, dl diding over the ground in air-cushion staff cars, with aheavy energy
rifle deck-mounted on every car but the one occupied by Dow. The vehicles moved with the downess of
prudence, and there were flankers out on skimmers, aswell as two skimmers at point.

"They'll reach Fordiein another twenty minutes or o," Ramon said in Amandas ear. "What should we
do about getting runnersin to Eachan and Mdissa?"

"Don't send anyonein," Amandasaid. "Eachan will come out to you if he wants contact. Or maybe
Meissawill. At any rate, let them set it up. Tl them I've goneto look at the Situation generdly
throughout the digtrict. | need to know what the other patrols sent out are doing.”

She waited until the train had disappeared over the ridge toward which it had been heading, then did
back down into the small dope behind her, where her skimmer was hidden.

"You'refolly powered?' asked Ramon, looking at the skimmer.

"Enough for non-stop operation for aweek," said Amanda. "I'll see you this evening, down above the
cantonments.”

Therest of that day she was continualy on the move. It was quite true, as she had told Dow, that it
would take her aweek to fully cover the homesteads of the Foralie district. But it was not necessary for
what she had in mind to call a every homestead, since she had a communications network involving the
teams and the people in the homesteads themsalves. She needed only to call at those few homesteads
where she needed personal contact with such asthe medical personnd or such as ToscaAras, invaided
home and anchored in his house by age and abroken leg. Tosca, like Eachan, was an experienced
tactica mind to whom the rest could turn in case anything took her out of action.

In any case, her main interest was in the patrols Dow had sent out. Eachan, watching with the scope on
the Fordie rooftop, reported two had gone out the evening before and this morning another four had
taken their way on different bearings, out into the district. In each case they seemed to be following a
route taking them to the homesteads of a certain area of the district on aswing that looked like it might
last twenty-four hours, and at the end of that time bring them back to Foralie Town and their
cantonments.



"They don't seem to be out looking for trouble,” Myron Lee, Ancient for one of the other teams, said to
Amanda as they stood behind athicket, looking down on one of these patrols. Myron, lean to the point
of emaciation and in hisfifties, was hardly any stronger physicaly than Amanda, but radiated an
impression of unconquerable energy.

"On the other hand," he went on, "they didn't exactly come out unprepared for trouble, either.”

The patrol they were watching, like al the others Amanda had checked, was asingle platoon under a
sngle commissioned officer. But its personnel were mounted on staff cars and skimmers, asthe escort for
Dow had been; and in this case, every saff car mounted aheavy energy rifle, whilethe soldiersriding
both these and the skimmers carried both issue cone rifles and sdearms.

"What have they been doing when they reach ahomestead?' Amanda asked.

"They take the names and images of the people there, and take images of the homestead, itself. Census
work, of asort,” said Myron.

Amanda nodded. She had been given the same description whenever she had asked that question about
other patrols. It was not unusual military procedure to gather data about the people and structuresin any
areawhere aforce was stationed—nbut the method of the particular survey seemed to imply that the
people and buildings surveyed might need to be taken by force, at sometimein the future.

By evening she was back behind the ridge overlooking the meadow holding the cantonments. Lexy, Tim
and Ramon had been waiting when she got there. They waited alittle longer, together, while twilight gave
way to full dark The clouds were even thicker this night; and when the last of the light was gone, they
could not see each other, even at arm'slength.

"Go ahead," Amanda said to the two youngsters. "Remember, word of Cletus, or any word of what's
going on in town, are thetwo things| particularly want to hear about.”

There was the faintest rustle of grass, and she was done with Ramon.
A little over an hour later the two team members were back

"Nothing much of anything going on," Lexy reported. "Nothing about Cletus coming. They'd like some
news themselves about how long they're going to be here and what they're going to do. All they say
about the town isthat it's dull—they say what good would it beif they could go in there? Therésno
placeto drink or anything else going on. They did mention an old lady being sick, but they didn't say
which one”

"Berthe Haugsrud'sthe oldest,” said Ramon's voice, out of the darkness.
Amanda snorted.

"Attheir age" she sad, "anyone over thirty'sold. All right, well meet here again and try it once more,
tomorrow night.”

Sheleft them and swung east to the Aras homestead, to seeif the didtrict's single physician, Dr.
Ekram Bayar, who had been reported there, had heard word of any sick in Foralie Town.

"He'sgone over to Fordie,” ToscaAras diminutive daughter told her. "Melissa phoned to say Bettawas
going into labor. Ekram said he didn't expect any problems, but since he was closer than any of the
medicians, hewent himself. But he's coming back here. Do you want to phone over there, now?"



Amanda hesitated.

"No," shesaid. "I've been staying off the air so that whatever listening devices they've got down in the
troop area can't be surewhere | am. I'll wait abit, here. Then, if he doesn't come soon, you could call for
me and find out how thingsare.”

"You could take anap,” said Mene.
"No, I've got thingsto do,” said Amanda.

But she ended up taking the nap. Mene caled her awvake on the intercom at what turned out to be an
hour and a half later and she camein to the Aras sitting room to find Tosca himsdlf up, with his broken
leg siretched out tiffly on acouch, and both Mene and Ekram with the old generd, having adrink before
dinner.

"Amanda” Menesad. "It was afdse darm about Betta."
"Uh!" Amandafound achair and dropped heavily into it. "The pains sopped?'
"Before Ekram even got here.”

Amandalooked across at the physician, asturdy, brown-faced thirty-year old with a shock of black,
graight hair and a bushy black mustache.

"She probably doesn't need meat dl," he said to Amanda. "I'd guess, shelll have one of the easier births
on record around here."

"You don't know that," said Amanda
"Of course| don't know," hesaid. "I'm just giving you my opinion.”

It cameto her suddenly that Ekram, like herself and everyone e se, had been under an emotiona strain
since the invasion became aredity. She became aware suddenly of Tosca stretching out anarmin her
direction.

"Here," he said. He was handing her aglass.
"What's this? Whisky? Tosca, | can't-"

"You aren't going any place elsetonight,” hesaid. "Drink it."

She became conscious that the others dl had glassesin their hands.
"And then you can have dinner,” said Tosca.

"All right." Shetook the glass and Spped cautioudly at it. Tosca had diluted the pure liquor with enough
water so that it wasthe sort of mixture she could drink with some comfort. Shelooked over the rim of
her glass a the physician.

"Ekram," shesad. "l had some of the team children listening outside the cantonments. They reported the
soldiers had been mentioning someone— an old woman, they said—wassick intown..."

"Berthe." He put down his glass on the coffee table before the couch on which he sat, hisfacealittle
grim. "1 should go down there."



"No," said Tosca
"If you get inthere, they may not let you out again,” said Amanda. "They'll have military medicians.”

"Yes. A full physcian, alieutenant colone—there for the benefit of this Dow deCastries more than for
thetroops, I'd guess," Ekram said. "I've talked to him over the air. Something of apolitica appointee, |
gather. Primarily a surgeon, but he seemed capable, and he said he'd take care of anyone in town when |
wasn't there. He expects meto be available most of the time, of course.”

"Y ou told him you had your handsfal up here?’

"Oh, yes," Ekram gnawed a corner of his moustache, something he dmost never did. "1 explained that
with most of the mothers of young children being upcountry right now..."

Hetrailed off.
"He accepted that, dl right?”

"Accepted it? Of course, he accepted it. | hope you redlize, Amanda—" he stared hard at her, "it's not
my job to ignore people.”

"Who're you ignoring? Berthe? Y ou told the truth. Y ou've got patients needing you al over the place, up
here"

"Yes" hesad.

But hisgaze was stony. It went off from her to the unlit, wide stone fireplace across the room and he
drank sparsely from hisglass, in silence.

"I'll have dinner in afew minutes" said Mene, leaving them.

With dinner, Ekram became more cheerful. But by the following morning the phone began to ring with
calsfrom other households relaying word they had heard in conversations with people il in the town, of
now two or three of the older people there beingill.

"Not one of the ones who're supposed to be sick has called,” Mene pointed out over the breakfast table.

"They wouldn't, of course. Noble—yes, damned noble, al of them! All of you. I'm sorry, Amanda—" he
turned giffly to Amanda "1'm going down."

"All right,” sad Amanda

She had meant to leave early, but she had stayed around, fearing just such adecision from Ekram. They
would haveto give, somewhat. But they need not give everything.

"All right," she said again. "But not until thisevening. Not until things are shut down for the day."
"No," said Ekram. "I'm going now."

"Ekram," said Amanda. "Y our duty'sto everyone. Not just to those in the town. The rea need for you
may beyet to come. Y ou're our only physician; and we may get to the equivaent of afield hospita
beforethisisover.”

"She'sright,” said Tosca



"Damnit!" said Ekram. He got up from the table, dammed his chair back into place and walked out of
the kitchen. "Damn thiswhole businesd™

"It'shard for him, of course," said Tosca. "But you needn't worry, Amanda.”
"All right,” Amandasaid. "Then I'll get going."

She spent the day out, tracking the patrols. In one or two instances, where the sweep was the third
through aparticular area, the mgjority at least of the soldiersin a particular patrol were those who had
been out on the first sweep—not only to her eyes but the sharper observation of the team memberswho
had been keeping track of those patrols. She watched them closely through a scope, trying to seeif there
were any Signs of doppiness or inatention evident in the way they performed their duties; but shewas
un-able to convince hersdf that she saw any.

She had agood deal more success, with the help of the team members, in identifying patterns of behavior
that were developing in the way they made their sweeps. Their approach to ahousehold, for onething,
had dready begun to settle down to aroutine. That was the best clue that the line soldiers had yet given
asto their opinion of the dangerousness of those il Ieft in Fordie didtrict. She found herself wondering,
briefly, how dl the other digtrictsin al the other cantons of the Dorsal were doing with their defense plans
and their particular invaders. Some would have more success againgt the Earth troops, some less— that
was inherent in the Stuation and the nature of things.

She sent word to the househol ds themselves, to the effect that the people in them should, whenever
possible, do and say the same thing each time to the patrols so as to build atendency in these contacts
toward custom and predictability.

It was mid-afternoon when arunner caught up with her with amessage that had been passed by phone
from homestead to homestead for her, in the guise of neighborly gossip.

"Ekram's|eft the upcountry for town," she was told. The runner, afourteen-year-old boy, looked at her
with the steedy blue eyes of the D'Auroisfamily.

"Why?' Amanda asked. "Did whoever passed the message say why?"

"He was a the Kiempl homestead, and he got a call from the military doctor,” the boy said. "The other
doctor'sworried about identifying whatever's making people sick in town."

"That'sal?"

"That'sal Reiko Kiempti passed on, Amanda.”

"Thank you," she said.

"—Except that she said the latest word is nothing's happened yet with Betta."
"Thanks" Amandasaid.

She was agood hour of skimmer time from the Kiempii homestead, it was not far out of her way on her
route to meet Lexy, Tim and Ramon once more above the meadow with the cantonment huts. She | eft
her checking on the patrols and headed out.

When she got there, Reiko was outside, waiting, having heard Amandawas on theway. Amandadid the
skimmer to astop and spoke eye to eye with the calm, tal, bronzed young woman, without getting out of
thevehicle



"The cal went to Fordiefirgt,” Reiko told her, "but Ekram had aready moved on. It findly caught up
with him here, about two hours ago.”

"Then you don't know what the military doctor told him?"

"No, dl Ekram said wasthat he had to go down, that he couldn't leave it dl to the other physician any
longer.”

Amandalooked at Maru Kiempii's daughter, bleskly.

"Three hours until dark,” she said, "before | can get Lexy down to listen to what they're talking about in
the cantonments.”

"Eat something. Rest," said Reiko.

"| suppose 0."

Amandahad never had less gppetite or fdt lesslikeresting in her life. She could fed events building
inexorably toward an explosion, as she had fdlt the long rollers of the Atlantic surf on the harsh seashores
of her childhood, building to the one great wave that would drive spray clear to the high rocks on which
she stood watching.

But it was common sense to eat and rest, with much of along day behind her and possibly along night
ahead.

Just before sunset, she left the Kiempl homestead, and arrived at the meeting place with Lexy, Tim and
Ramon before full dark. The clouds were thick and the air that wrapped about them was heavy with the
dampness of theimpending wesether.

"Ekram ill intown?" she asked.

"Yes," said Ramon. "Weve got a cordon circling the whole area, outside the picket line the troops set up
around the town. No one'sgone out al day but patrols. If Ekram does, well get word as soon as he
leaves™

"Good," saidd Amanda. "Lexy, Tim, be especidly careful. A night likethisther sentriescould beina
mood to shoot first and check afterward. And the same thing applies to the soldiersin the cantonment
areg, itdf”

"All right," said Lexy.
no

They went off Amandadid not offer to talk and Ramon did not intrude questions upon her. Now that she
was at the scene of some actua action, she began to fed the fatigue of the day in spite of her rest up at
Kiempii homestead, and she dozed lightly, Sitting on her skimmer.

Sheroused at atouch on her arm.
"They're coming back," said Ramon'svoicein her ear.

She sat up creakily and tried to blink the heavy obscurity out of her eyes. But it was amost solid around
her. The only thing visble wasthe line of the ridge-crest, some thirty meters off; silhouetted againgt the
lighter dark of the clouded sky. The clouds were low enough to reflect afaint glow from the lights of the
town and the cantonment beyond the ridge.



"Amanda, we heard about Cletus—" It was Lexy'svoice, right at her feet. She could see nothing of either
youngster.

"What did you hear?'
"Well, not about Cletus, himself, exactly—" putin Tim.

"Practicdly, it was," said Lexy. "They've got word from one of their transport ships, in orbit. It picked up
thesigna of aship phasingin, just outside our star system. They think it's Cletus, coming. If it is, they
figure that in a couple more short phase shifts he ought to be in orbit here; and he ought to be down on
the ground at Foralie by early afternoon tomorrow, at the latest.”

"Did they say anything about their transport trying to arrest him in orbit?!
"No," said Lexy.
"Did you expect them to, Amanda?' Ramon ill asked.

"No," said Amanda. "He's coming of his own choice and it makes senseto let anything you want dl the
way into atrap before you closeit. Oncein orbit, his ship wouldn't be able to get away without being
destroyed by theirs, anyway. But mainly, they want to be sureto get him aive for that full-dresstria back
on Earth, so they can arrange to have the rest of us deported and scattered. So, | wouldn't expect they'll
do anything until he's grounded. But there's dways orders that get misunderstood, and commanders who
jump thegun.”

"Tomorrow afternoon,” said Ramon musingly. "That'sit, then."
"That'sit," sad Amanda, grimly. "Lexy, what e s=?"

"Lotsof peopleintown are sck—" Lexy's voice was unaccustomedly hushed, asif it had findly come
home to her what this Stuation was leading to, with people she had known al her life. "Both docsare
working."

"How about the soldiers? Any of them sick?!

"Yes, lots" sad Lexy. "Jugt thisevening, awholelong line of them went on sick cal.”
Amandaturned in the direction of Ramon'sflitter and spoketo theinvisible Ancient.
"Ramon," she said, "how many hourswas Ekram in town in the afternoon?”’

"Not more than two."

"Weve got to get him out of there..." But her tone of voice betrayed the fact that she wastaking to
hersdlf, rather than to the other three, and no one answered.

"I want to know the minute he leaves,” Amandasaid. "If heisn't gone by morning... I'd better stay here
tonight.”

"If you want to move back beyond the next ridge, we can build you ashdlter,” Ramon said. "We can
build it up over you and your skimmer and you can tap heat off the skimmer. That way you can be
comfortable and maybe get some deep.”

Amanda nodded, then remembered they could not see her.



"Fing" shesad

In the shelter, with the back of her driver's seat laid down and the other seat cushions arranged to make a
bed, Amandalay, thinking. Around her, acircle of cut and stripped saplings had been driven into the
earth and bent together at their tops to make the frame. This sagged gently over her head under the
weight of the leafy branches that interwove the saplings, the whole crowned and made waterproof by the
groundsheet from the boot of the skimmer. In spite of the soft warmth filling the shelter from the skimmer,
humming on minimum power to its heater unit, the dight weight of her old down jacket, spread over her
shoulders, gave her comfort.

Shefdt astrange sadness and alondiness. Present concerns did off and werelost in persona memories.
She found hersdf thinking once more of Jmmy, her first-born—Betta's grandfather—whom she had
loved more than any of her other children, though none of them had known it. Jmmy, whom she had
cared for as child and adult through hisown long life and al three of her own marriages, and brought at
last with her hereto the Dorsai to found a household. He was the Morgan from which al the ap Morgans
since were named. He had lived sixty-four years, and ended up agood man and a good father—but dl
those years she had held the reinstight upon him.

Not hisfault. Asasix-month-old baby he had been taken—Iegally stolen from her by her in-laws, after
his father's death, and the less than ashort year and ahalf of their marriage. She had fought for four years
after that, fought literdlly and legdly, until finally she had worn her father and mother-in-law down to
where they wereforced to alow her visiting rights, and then she had stolen him back Stolen him, and fled
off-Earth to the technol ogica ly-oriented new world of Newton; where she had married again, to givethe
boy ahome and afather.

But when she had finally got him back, he had been damaged. Lying now, in thisshelter in the Dorsai
hills, she once more faced the fact that it might not have been her in-laws handling of him donethat had
been to blame. It could aso have been something genetic in their ancestry and her first husband's. But
whatever it was, she had lost a hedlthy, happy baby, and regained a boy given to sudden near-psychotic
outburgs of fury andill judgment.

But she had encompassed him, guarded him, controlled him—keeping him dwayswith her and bringing
him through the years to a successful life and a quiet death. Only—at a great cost. For she had never
been freein dl that timeto let him know how much she loved him. Her sternness, her unyidlding authority,
had made up the emotiona control he had required, to supply the lack of it in himself. When helay dying
a last, inthe large bedroom at Fal Morgan, she had been torn by the desire to let him know how she had
awaysfdt. But aknowledge of the sdfishness of that desire had sustained her in silence. To put into plain
words the role she had played for him dl hislife would have taken away what pride he had in theway he
hed lived, would have underlined the fact that without her he could never have stood aone.

So, she had let him go, playing her part to the last. At the very end he had tried to say something to her.
He had dmost spoken; and asmall corner of her mind clung to the thought that there, in the last moment,
he had been about to say that he understood, that he had always understood, that he knew how she
loved him.

Now, lying in the darkness of the shelter, Amanda came as close as she ever had in her existenceto
crying out against whatever ruled the universe. Why had life aways caled upon her to beits
disciplinarian, its executioner, asit was doing now, once again? Cheek pressed against the tough,
smooth-worn legther of the skimmer seat cushion, she heard the answer in her own mind—it had been
because she would do the job and others would not.

She wastoo old for tears. She drifted off into deep without fegling the tide that took her out, dry-eyed.



A rudtle, the sound of the branches that completely enclosed her being pulled apart, brought her instantly
awake. Gray daylight was leaking through the cover below the cap of the groundsheet, and there was the
sound of agust of rain pattering on the groundsheet itsdlf.

"Amanda—" said Ramon, and crawled into the shelter. There was barely room for him to squat beside
her skimmer. Hisface, under arain-dick poncho hood, was on aleve with hers.

She sat up.
"Whét timeisit?’

"Nine hundred hours. It's been daylight for nearly three hours. Ekram's till in town. | thought you'd want
to be wakened.”

"Thanks"

"Generd Amorine—that brigadier in charge of the troops—has been phoning around the homesteads. He
wantsyou to comein and talk to him."

"He can do without. Twelve hours," said Amanda. "How could | deep twelve hours? Are the patrols
out? How did the troops on them look?"

"A little doppy in execution. Everybody hunched up—under rain gear of course. But they didn't [ook too
happy, even asde from that. Some were coughing, the team members said.”

"Any news from the homesteads—any news they've heard over the air, by phone from town?'
"Ekram and the military doc were up dl night.”

"We've got to get him out of there—" Amanda checked and corrected hersdlf. "I've got to get him out of
there. What's the weather for the rest of today?"

"Should clear by noon. Then cold, windy and bright.”
"By thetime Cletusis here we should have good visbility?"
"We should, Amanda."

"Good. Passthe word. | want those patrols observed al the time. Let me know if you can how many of
the men on them become unusually sick or fall out. Also check with Cow's escort troops, at Foralie.
Chances arethey're dl in good shape, but it won't hurt to check The minute Cletus arrives, pass the word
for thefour other teams closest to Fordie to move in and join up with your team. Ring Foralie completely
with the teams—what's that?"

Ramon had just put athermosjug and asmall meta box on the deck of her skimmer.
"Teaand somefood," Ramon said. "Mene sent it down.”
"I'mnot aninvdid.”

"No, Amanda,”" said Ramon, backing out through the opening in the shelter on hands and knees. Outside,
he pushed the branches back into place to sed the gap he had made entering. L eft to herself, her mind
busy, Amanda drank the hot teaand ate the equally hot stew and biscuits she found in the meta box

Finished, she got up and donned her own poncho, dismantled the shelter and put the ground cloth back



in the boot, the seat-back and cushions back in place. Outside, the wind was gusty and cold with
occasiond rain. Shelifted her skimmer and did it down to just behind the lower ridge, where the
ponchoed figure of Ramon sat keeping a scope trained on the cantonments and town below.

"I've changed my mind about that commanding officer,” Amandatold him. "I'm going in to talk to him-"
A gust of wind and rain made her duck her head.
"Amanda?' Ramon wasfrowning up a her. "What if hewon' |et you out again?'

"Hell let me out,” Amandasaid. "But whether I'm there or not, the teams are going to have to be ready to
move against deCastries escort and any troops they send up with Cletus, once Cletus getsto Fordlie.
Just asthey want Cletusfor tria, we want Cletus safe, and we want deCadtries, alive—not dead. If most
of the rest of the districts can't break loose, we want something to bargain with. Cletusll know how to
use deCadtries that way."

"If you're not available and it'stime to attack them should we wait for Eachan to come out and take
ove?'

"If you think there's time—you and the other Ancients. If time lookstight, don't hesitate. Move on your

Ramon nodded.

"I'll look for you herewhen | come back," Amandasaid; and lifted her skimmer, sending it off at adant
behind the cover of the ridge to approach the town from the opposite, down-river side.

She paused behind aridge to drop off her handgun and then came up dong the river road, where she
encountered a Codition-Alliance sentry in rain gear, about five hundred meters out behind the
manufactory. She did the skimmer directly a him and set it down, half adozen metersfrom him. Heheld
his cone rifle pointed toward her as he walked forward.

"Takethat gun out of its scabbard, mam," he said, nodding at the pellet shotgun, "and hand it to me-butt
firg"

She obeyed.
He cradled the conerifle in one arm to take the

heavy weight of the pellet gun in both hands. He glanced at it, held it up to look into the barrel and
handed it back to her.

"Not much of aweapon, mam."

"No?' Amanda, holding the recovered pellet gun in the crook of her arm, swung it around horizontally
until its muzzle rested againgt the deckface between her and the boot, the deckface over the power unit.
"What if | decideto pull the trigger right now?"

She saw hisface go Hill, caught between shock and disbelief

"Y ou hadn't thought of that?' said Amanda. "The pellets from this weapon could add enough kinetic
energy to the power coreto blow it, you, and meto bits. In your motor pool | could set off achain
exploson that would wipe out your full complement of vehicles. Had you thought of that?"

He stared at her for a second longer, then hisface moved.



"Maybe you think you better impound it, after al?"

"No," hesaid. "I don't think you're about to commit suicide, even if they'd let you anywhere near our
motor pool—which they wouldn't.”

He coughed.
"What's your businessin town, mam?"'

"I'm AmandaMorgan, mayor of Fordie Town," she said. "That's my business. And for that matter, your
commanding officer's been asking to see me. Don't tell me they didn't give you animageand a
description of me?"

"Yes" he said. He coughed, lowered hisrifle, and wiped from his cheek some of the moisture that had
just dripped from the edge of hisrain hood. He had anarrow young face. "You'reto goright onin.”

"Thenwhy dl this nonsense?’

Hesghed alittle.

"Orders, mam."

"Orderd" She peered a him. "Y ou don't look too well."
He shook his head.

"Nothing important, mam. Go ahead.”

Shelifted her skimmer and went past him. The sound of the manufactory grew on her ear. She checked
the skimmer outside its diding door, strongly tempted to look inside and seeif Jhanis Binswas lill a the
control board. The town dump looked even less attractive than it ordinarily did. The nicke grindings,
which Jhanis had dumped just the other day, had dumped into pockets and hollows; and now these were
partidly filled with liquid that in the grey day looked to have aydlowish tinge. She changed her mind
about going in to look for Jhanis. Timewastoo tight. She touched the power control bar of the skimmer
and headed on into town, fegling the wet, rain-studded wind on the back of her neck

The streets were empty. Down aside dley she saw askimmer that she recognized as Ekram's, behind
the house of Marie Bureaux. She went on, past the city hal and up to the edge of the cantonment area,
where she was again stopped, thistime by two sentries.

"Y our general wanted to seeme," she said, after identifying herself.
"If you'l wait amoment whilewecdl in, mam..."

A moment later she was waved through, and directed to acommand building four times the size of the
ordinary cantonment huts but made of the same blown bubble plastic. Once again she was checked by
sentries and ushered, eventudly into an office with adesk, achair behind it, and one less-comfortable
charfeangit.

"If you'll have aseat here" said the sergeant who brought her in.

She sat and waited for some ten or twelve minutes. At the end of that time amaor camein, carrying a
folder of record films, which he dipped into the desk viewer, punching up the first one.

"AmandaMorgan?' he said, looking over the top of the viewer, which was danted toward him, hiding the



film on display from her.

"That'sright,” ssid Amanda. "And you're Mgor—"

He hesitated.

"Mgjor Suel," he said, after asecond. "Now, about the Situation herein town and in the district-"
"Just asecond, Mgor," said Amanda. "I cameinto talk to your generd.”

"He'sbusy. Y ou can tak to me. Now, about the situation—"

He broke off. Amandawas aready on her feet.

"You can tell the generd for me, | don't have time to waste. Next time he can come and find me.”
Amanda turned toward the door.

"Just aminute—" There was the sound of the mgjor's chair being pushed back "Just aminute!

"No minute," said Amanda. "'l was asked to comein to talk to General Amorine. If hesnot available, I've
got my handstoo full towait around.”

She reached for the door. It did not open for her.
"Mgor," she said, looking back over her shoulder. "Open this door."

"Come back and sit down," he said, standing behind his desk ™Y ou can leave after wevetaked. Thisisa
military base—"

He broke off again. Amanda had come back to the desk and walked around it to face the desk viewer.
She reached out to press his phone button and the document on the viewer vanished to show the face of
the sergeant who had let her in here,

"Sir—" the sergeant broke off in confuson, seeing Amanda.

"Sergeant,” said Amanda, "connect me with Dow deCastries up at Foraie Homestead, right away."
"Cancd that!" said the mgor. " Sergeant—cancel that."

He punched off the phone and walked to the door.

"Wait!" he threw back at Amanda and went out.

Amandafollowed him to the door, but found it once more locked to her touch. She went back and sat
down. Lessthan five minutes later, the mgor returned with the skin taut over the bones of hisface. He
avoided looking directly &t her.

"Thisway, if youwill," he said, holding the door open.
"Thank you, Mgor."

He brought her to amuch larger and more comfortable office, with atall window againgt which therain
was now gusting. Therewas adesk in the corner, but therest of the furniture consisted of padded
armchairs, with the single exception of asingle armless straight-backed chair facing the desk It wasto this
chair that Amanda was taken.



General Amorine, who had been standing by the window, walked over to seat himself behind the desk
"I've been trying to get you for two days,” he said.
Amanda, who had not been invited to sit, did so anyway.

"And I've been busy doing what | promised Dow deCastries I'd do,” she said. "'l till am busy at it; and
thistripinto seeyouisddayingit.”

Helooked at her, stiff-faced. A cough took him by the throat.
"Mayor," he said, when the coughing was done, 'you're in no postion to push.”
"Generd, I'm not pushing. You are.

"I'm the commanding officer of the occupying force here" he said. "It's my job to push when things don't
work"

He checked, asif he would cough again, but did not. A gust of rain rattled loudly againgt the office
window in the brief moment of silence between them. Amandawaited.

"l say," he repeated. "It's my job to push when things don't work™
"l heard you," said Amanda.

"They aren't working now," Armorine said. "They aren't working to my satisfaction. We want a census of
thisdigrict and al pertinent data—and we want it without delay.”

"There hasn't been any dday.”

"| think there hes"

Amandasat, looking a him.

"l know there has" Amorinesaid.

"For example?'

Helooked a her for saveral seconds without saying anything.
"How long," he said, "hasit been since you were on Earth?!
"Seventy years, or 0," said Amanda.

"l thought s0," he said. "I thought it had been something like that long. Out here on the new worlds,
you've forgotten just what Earth islike. Here, on wild planets with lots of space and only handfuls of
people even in your largest population centers, you tend to forget."

"The mess and the overcrowding?'

"The people and the power!" he said, harshly— and broke off to cough again. He wiped his mouth.
"When you think in terms of people out here, you think in terms of thousands—millions, at the mogt,
when your thinking is planet-wide. But on Earth those same figures are billions. You think intermsof a
few hundred thousand square meters of floor space given over to manufactory on awholeworld. On
Earth that spaceis measured intrillions of square meters. Y ou talk about usng afew million
kilowatt-hours of energy. Do you know how kilowatt-hours of used energy are counted on Earth?"



"S0?"' ssid Amanda

"So-" he coughed. " So, you forget the differences. Out here for seventy years, you forget what Earth
redly is, in terms of wedth and strength; and you begin to think that you can stand up against her. The
greatest power the human race has ever known looms over you like agiant, and you let yoursalf dream
that you can fight that power."

"Comeinto our backyard, and we can fight you," said Amanda. "Y ou're along way from your millions
and your trillions now, generd."

"No," said Amorine, and he said it without coughing or heet. "That's your sef-delusion, only. Earth's got
the power to wipe clean every other humanly-seeded world whenever she wantsto. When

Earth moves, when she decides to move, you'l vanish. And you people here are indeed going to vanish. |
want you to believe that—for your own sake. Y ou'll save yourself and all the people you love agrest
dedl of painif you can wake yourself up to an understanding of what the factsare.”

He looked at her. She looked back

"You aredl, dl of you, dready gone," he said. "For the moment you've still got your town, and your
homes, and your own name, but all those things are going to go. Y ou, yoursdlf, in your old age, are going
to be moved to another place, aplace you don't know, to die among strangers—all this because you've
been foolish enough to forget what Earth is™

He paused. She gtill sat, not speaking.

"Therésno reprieve, no choice" he sad. "What I'm telling you isfor your own information only. Our
politicians haven't announced it yet—but the Dorsal is dready aforgotten world; and everyone on it will
soon be scattered individually through al the other inhabited planets. For you—for you, only— I've got
an offer, that for you, only, will makethingsessier.”

Hewaited, but still she gave him no assistance.

"Y ou're being non-cooperative with our occupation, here," he said. "1 don't care what Mr. deCastries
opinion of youis. | know. I know non-cooperation when | runintoit. I'd beafalureinmy jobif | didn't.
Bear in mind, we don't have to have your cooperation, but it'd help. 1t'd save paperwork, effort, and
explanations. So, what I'm offering you is, cooperate and I'll promise this much for you: I'll ensure that
whatever few years you have left can belived here, on your own world. Y ou'll have to watch everyone
€l se being shipped off; but you, &t least, won't have to end your days among strangers.”

He paused.

"But you'll have to take me up on this, now," he said, "or you'll lose the chance, for good. Say yes now,
and follow through, or the chanceisgone. Well?'

"Generd," saidd Amanda. "I've listened to you. Now, you listen to me. Y ou're the one who's dreaming.
It's not us who are aready dead and gone—it's you and your men. Y ou're aready defeated. Y ou just
don't know it."

"Mrs. Morgan,* said Amorine, heavily, "you're afool. There's no way you can defeat Earth.”

"Yes," said Amanda, bleakly. Another gust of rain came and rattled against the window, like the tapping
of thefingers of dead children. "Bdieve me, thereis.”



He stood up.

"All right," hesaid. "l tried. Well do it our own way from now on. Y ou can go."
Amanda also stood up.

"Onething, however," shesaid. "I want to see Cletuswhen helands."

"Cletus? Cletus Grahame, you mean?' Amorine stared a her. "What makes you think he's going to
land?'

"Don' talk nonsense, Generd," Amandasaid. "Y ou know aswell as| do, hesduein by early
after-noon."

"Who told you that?"
"Everyone knowsit." He stared &t her.
"Damn!" he said, softly. "No, you cannot see Grahame—now or in the future.”

"I've got to be able to report to the loca people that he's well and agreeable to being in your custody,”
Amandasaid. "Or do you want the digtrict to rise in arms spontaneoudy?!

He stared at her baefully. Staring, he began to cough again. When the fit was over, he nodded.
"Hell be downin alittle over an hour. Shal we find you aplaceto wait?'

"If it'san hour, I'll go into town and get some things done. Will you leave word at the airpad, so | can get
past your soldiers?

He nodded.
"Ask for Lieutenant Estrange,” he said.
She went out.

Back in town she found Ekram's skimmer till parked behind the house of Marie Bureaux. She parked
her own skimmer beside hisand let hersdlf in the back door, into the kitchen.

Ekram was there, washing his hands at the sink He looked back over his shoulder &t her at the sound of
her entrance.

"Marie?' Amandasaid.

"Marie€'sdead." Heturned his head back to the sink

"Andyouredill intown here."

He finished washing and turned to face her, wiping his hands on adishtowd!.

"Berthe Haugsrud's dead,” he said. "Bhaktabahadur Raisis dead. Fifteen more are dying. Y oung Marte
Haugsrud's sick There'sfive dead soldiersin the cantonments, thirty more dying and most of the rest
Sck."

"Soyou leave" shesad.



"Leave? How can | leave? Their medica officer knows something's going on. There'sjust nothing he can
do about it. HEd be an absolute, incompetent idiot not to know that something's going on, particularly
sncethey've been getting word from other occupation units—not from many, but even afew's enough—
where the same thing's happening. All that's kept them blind thislong isthe fact it started hitting our
peoplefird. If | run, now—"

He broke off His face was lean with weariness, stubbled with beard.
"You go," Amandasad. "That'san order.”
"To hdl with orderd"

"Cletusisdueto land in an hour. Y ou've had three hoursin town here during daylight hours. In three
more hours were going to have open war. Get out of here, get up in those hills and get ready to handle
Casudlties”

"Thekids..." he swayed alittle on hisfeet. "Kids, kidsand guns..."
"Will you go?'

"Yes." Hisvoicewas dull. He walked stiffjointedly past her and out the back door. Following him, she
saw him climb, gill with the awkwardness of exhaustion, on to his skimmer, lift it, and head it out of town.

Amandawent back inside to see whether there was anything she could do for the remains of Marie. But
there was nothing. Sheleft and went to the Haugsrud house to see if Marte could be brought to leave
town with her, now that Berthe was dead. But the doors were locked and Marte refused to answer,
though Amanda could see her through awindow, sitting on the living room couch. Amandatried severa
waysto force her way in, but time began to grow short. She turned away at last and headed toward the

arpad.

She was almogt late getting there. By the time she had made contact with Lieutenant Estrange and been
alowed to the airpad itself, a shuttleboat, bearing the inlaid sunburst emblem of the Exotics, was landed;
and Cletus was stepping out on to the pad. A line of vehicles and an armed escort was aready waiting
for him.

He was wearing a sidearm, which was taken from him, and led toward the second of the waiting staff
cars.

"I've got to peak to him!" said Amandafiercely to Estrange. "Weren't you given orders | wasto be able
to speak to him?”

"Y es. Please—wait aminute. Wait here"

The lieutenant went forward and spoke to the colonel in charge of operation. After somelittle discussion,
Estrange came back and got Amanda.

"If you'll comewith me?' He brought her to Cletus, who was dready seated in the Saff car.
"Amanda" Cletuslooked out over the edge of the open window of the gaff car. "Iseveryonedl right?’
"Fine" said Amanda. "I've taken over the post of Mayor from Piers.”

"Good," said Cletus, urgently. His cheerful, lean face was alittle thinner than when she had seen it lat,
marked alittle more deeply by lines of tenson. "I'm glad it'syou. Will you tell everyone they must keep



cam about dl this? 1 don't want anyone getting excited and trying to do things. These occupying soldiers
have behaved themselves, haven't they?"

"Oh, yes" sad Amanda.
"Good. | thought they would. I'll |leave mattersin your hands, then. They're taking me up to Grahame

House—to Foralie, | mean. Apparently Dow de-Castriesis dready there, and I'm sure once I've had a
talk with him we can straighten thisal out. So al anyone needsto do isjust St tight for aday or two, and
everything will bedl right. Will you see the didtrict understandsthat?"

Out of the corners of her eyes, Amanda could see the d most-wondering contempt growing on the faces
of the Codlition officers and men within hearing.

"1l take care of it, Cletus."
"I know you will. Qil-how's Betta?"
"You'll see her when you get to Fordie," said Amanda. " She's due to have her baby any time now."

"Good. Good. Tdl her | saw her brother David just afew days ago, and heé'sfine. No—wait. I'll tell her
mysdlf, sncel'll be seeing her firgt. Talk to you shortly, Amanda.”

"Yes, Cletus" said Amanda, stepping back from the staff car. The convoy got underway and moved out.

"And that's this military genius of theirs?' she heard one of the enlisted men muttering to another, as she
turned away with Estrange.

Five minutes later she was on her way past the cordon of sentries enclosing the town and twelve minutes
after that, having stopped only to pickup her handgun, she stood beside Ramon, on his skimmer, looking
down from cover on the more dowly-moving convoy asit headed in the direction of Fordie.

"Well want dl the available teamsin position around Fordie before they get there," she said. "But when
they show up, let them through. Well want them together with Dew's escort before we hit them.”

"Mogt of themenin that convoy aresick,” said
Ramon.

"Yes," sad Amanda, haf to hersdf. "But the ones who've been up there with Dow al thistime are going
to be perfectly hedthy. And they're front line troops. If we don't get them in the first few minutes, it's
going to cost us—"

"Maybe not,” said Ramon. Shelooked at him.
"What do you mean?"

"I mean, not al of them up at Foralie may be hedthy. | haven't had a chanceto tell you, but apatrol came
up to there early today and stayed for about two hours. They could have switched personnel.”

"Not likely." Amandafrowned. "Dew'stheir prize package. Why would they take the hedlthy troopsthey
have protecting him; and replace them with cripples, just to get more of their able-bodied down at
town?'

"They might have some reason we don't know about.”



Amanda shook her head.

"l don't bedieveit," shesaid. "In fact, until | hear positively there's been a change of personnel at Fordie, |
won't believe it. Well continue on the assumption that they're dl hedlthy troopsthere, and the only
advantage we've got is surprise. Cletus, bless him, helped us with that, as much as he could. He did
everything possible to put their suspicionsto deep, downintown.”

"Hedid?' Ramon stared at her. "What did he do?'

Amandatold him what Cletus had said from the staff car in the hearing of the convoy soldiery.
Ramon's face lengthened.

"But maybe he redlly means we shouldn't do anything until....."

Hisvoicefailed at the look on Amandals face.

"If arooster came up to you and quacked,” said Amanda, sharply, "would you ignore everything else
about it and decideit'd turned into adrake?"

She looked down her nose a him.

"Evenif Cletus actudly had taken leave of his senses, that wouldn't dter the Situation for therest of us,”
she went on. "We've till got to move in, rescue him, and take deCastries when he reaches Fordie. It's
the one chance we've got. But don't concern yourself. Cletus understands the Situation here.”

She nodded at his skimmer.
"Y ou go get the teamsinto position. I'll meet you at Fordie before they get there.”
"Wherewill you be?' Ramon'sface wasalittle pale.

"I'll be rounding up any adults capable of using aweapon—except the women with young children—
from the near households. Well need anyone we can get.”

"What about the other patrols?*

"Once we've got deCastries, we shouldn't have much oppaosition from anyone else who's beenin Fordie
Town. A good half of them are going to be dead in aweek, and the most of therest won't be able to
fight"

"They may fight even if they're not able."

"How can they—" she broke off, suddenly seeing the whitelook in Ramon's eyes. "What's the matter
with you? Y ou ought to know that.”

"I didn't want to know," hesaid. "I didn't listen when they told us.”

"Didn't you?' said Amanda. "Well, you'd better listen now, then. Carbon monoxide passed over finey
divided nickel givesyou aliquid—nickd carbonyl, avolatile liquid that melts at twenty-five degrees
Centrigrade, boils at forty-three degrees and evaporates at normal temperaturesin the open. One part in
amillion of the vapors can be enough to cause dlergic dermatitis and edema of the lungs—irreversible.”

Hisface was stark His mouth was open asif he gasped for breath.



"I don't mind thefighting,” he said thickly. "It's just the thought of the casudties among the soldiers. If this
war could only be stopped now, before it starts"

"Casudties? Beforeit garts?' Amanda held him with her eyes. "What do you think Berthe Haugsrud and
Bhak and the others have been, down in town?"

He did not answer.

"They're our casudties," she said, "adready counted. The war you want to stop before it starts has been
going for two days. Did you think it would al take place with no cost at dl?"

"No, I..." He swayed alittle on his skimmer; and the momentary gust of anger he had sparked off in her
went away, suddenly.

"I know," she said. "Therésthingsthat aren't easy for you to think about. They aren't easy for Ekram.
Nor for me, nor any of us. Nor wasit easy for those people like Berthe, down in town, who stayed there
knowing what was going to happen to them. But do you have any more of it to face or live with than they
did, or the boys and girls on the teams will ?"

"No," hesaid. "But | can't help how | fed."
"No," shesaid. "No, of course you can't. Well, do the best you can, anyway."

He nodded numbly and reached for the power bar of his skimmer. Amandawatched him lift and dide
away, gazing for along moment after his powerful shoulders, now dumped and weary. Then she
mounted her awn skimmer and took off at right anglesto hisroute.

She reproached hersdlf as she went for her outburst at him. He was still young and had not seen what
people could do to people. He had no basis of experience from which to imagine what would happen to
the dispossessed Dorsai, once they were scattered thinly among the populations of other worlds who had
been educated to hold them in detestation and contempt. He could still cling to a hope that somehow an
enemy could be defeated with such clevernessthat neither friend nor foe need suffer.

She headed toward the Aras homestead to pick up Mene asthefirst of her adult recruits for the assault
on Fordie.

Traveling there, even now, she found the mountains calming her spirit. The rain had stopped, according
to the weather predictions Ramon had given her, and a swift wind was tearing the cloud cover to tatters.
The sky reveded was ahigh, hard blue; and the air, on the wings of a tiff breeze, piping with an
invigorating cold. Shefelt tilled, concentrated and clear of mind.

For better or for worse, they must now moveinto literal combat. There was no more time to worry
whether individuas would measure up. There was no time for her cataloguing of the sort of lacks she had
noted in Betta, in Melissa, in Lexy and just now in Ramon. Time had run out on her decision of the name
for Betta's child. She must leave word with others before the actual assault on Foralie about what she
had decided, one way or another, so that it could be passed on to Bettaif necessary. She would do just
that. At the last minute she would make up her mind one way or another and have donewithiit.

Forty-five minutes|ater, she swung her skimmer up to afold in the hills, carrying Mene Araswith her. As
she topped the rise and dipped down into the hidden hollow beyond, she saw the Ancients of five teams;
together with adozen or so of the team-leaders and runners from them, plus Jer Waker leaning on both
hiswalking canes and ahdf-rifle dung from the shoulders of hisfrail, ninety-year old body. Nine of the
other women, most of them young, and aso armed, were dready there. But most welcome of al wasthe



sght of the unusud pair that were Arvid Johnson and Bill Athyer, together with six of the Dorsai they hed
been able to keep as saff

Amandadid her skimmer to a stop, stepped off and walked up to Arvid and Bill.
"l was deliberately not counting onyou,” she said, "but | thought you might be herein time.”

"Youll need us" Arvid said. "'l takeit you knew Swahili isnow the officer in charge of Cow's escort? He
came up here with replacement troops this morn-ing.”

"Swahili?" Amandafrowned, for the name had afamiliar ring but duded identification.

"He'samagor with these Codlition troops. But he was one of Eachan Khan's officers,” Bill said. "A
Dorsai, once—but probably you've never seen him. He didn't like any place where there wasn't any
fighting going on. He joined Eachan some years ago, out on one of the off-world contractsand | think he
wasonly hereinthisdigrict briefly, once or twice. The only thingsthat usudly brought him to the Dorsai
were short viststo that new training center Cletus set up on the other side of theworld.”

"The point is, though, heliterally isaDorsa—or was. One of the best we ever had, infact,” said Arvid.
"If anyone's going to catch us moving in before we want them to know were there, it'll be him."

Therewas astrange, dmost sad notein Arvid'svoice.

"Y es, he'sthat good. Some of us" Bill glanced for asecond at histall companion, "thought he wasthe
best we had... in someways. At any rate, that'swhy Arvid and I'll be going infirg, to secure the house.”

"Y ou'retaking charge, then?' said Amanda.
"We hadn't planned onit," said Arvid, swiftly. "It'syour digtrict, of course—"

"Don' tak nonsense," said Amanda. "WEell do anything that works. Did you redly think I'd be prickly
about my authority?"

"No," said Arvid. "Not redly. But | do think you should stay in overall command. Theseloca people
know you, not me. Just give us four minutes head start, then move in. Well take the house. That'll leave
you the compound area that was set up for the escort troops, beside the house. How do you plan to
handlethat?'

"The only way we can,” said Amanda. "I'll go infirst, with the other adults behind me—openly, like
neighbors coming to vist—and I'll try to disarm the sentry. Then welll take the compound—we
adults-building by building. Meanwhile, theteamswill lie out around with their wespons and try to see
that, whatever happens, none of the soldiers break out of the compound area after we've gonein.”

Arvid nodded.

"All right," he said. "Our word isthat dl the men in the convoy bringing Cletusin are pretty well sck and
usaless. | suppose you aso have the information that most of the well troops that came up origindly with
Dow were traded back to town for the personnd of the patrol that came up with Swahili—a patrol of
sck that were sent up thismorning? That should make things eesier for you.”

Amanda scowled.

"I heard that from Ramon—one of my team Ancients,” she said. "'l don't believeit. Why trade good
fighting men for bad around someone asimportant as Dow?"



"It checksout, dl the same," said Arvid. "We hear Dow was called by their military physician late last
night. He was the one who ordered the change.”

"Y ou monitored that call?"
"No. Just got areport on it, passed out through Fordie town."
Amandashook her head stubbornly.

"Onefurther piece of evidence," said Arvid. "On the basis of the report, | had a couple of my staff check
the patrol that went out and the patrol that came back It was acompletely different set effaces that
returned.”

Amandasghed.
"All right. If that'sright..." she swung away from him. "Take off any timeyou're ready."
"We'reready now," said Arvid. "Four minutes."

"Good luck," she said, and went over to her own group, the assorted gang of women, Jer, the five
Ancients and the young team-members, carrying their cone and energy riflesin the crook of their arms,
muzzle down, like hunting wegpons.

"All right," she said to them dl. "Y ou know what you're supposed to do and you heard me talking just
now with Arvidand Bill...."

She hesitated, finding hersdf strangely, uncharacteristicaly, at alossfor words. There was something that
needed to be said; something that she had been working toward for avery long time, that she needed to
tell them before they went where they were going. But whatever it was, it would not defineitself for her.
A skimmer topped the ridge opposite the one that overlooked Fordie and came diding down to them
under full power, carrying Reiko Kiempti, armed. Amanda saw thetall young woman's eyes dip past her
for asecond to Arvid. Then Reiko had reached the rest of them and jumped off her skimmer.

"I got word over the phonejust before | [eft home," she said to Amanda. "Betta'sin |abor—the red thing,
thistime™"

"Thanks," said Amanda, hardly knowing she spoke.

Suddenly, asif aswitch had been pulled, the words she had been looking for were ready to her tongue.
With this news everything aoruptly fdl into orde—her slent lifdong love for Jmmy and for Fa Morgan,
the years of struggling to survive back when the outlaw mercenaries had prowled the new Dorsai
settlements, the sending out of the men in each generation to bekilled, to earn the necessary creditsthat
aonewould let them all continue to survive—just asthey were, and wished to be.

Asthey were.

Those were the magic words. They had aright to be asthey were; and it was aright Worth dl it cost.
This harsh world had been one that no one ese had wanted. But they had taken it, she and otherslike
her. They had built it with their own hands and blood. It wastheirs. You love, she thought suddenly,
what you give to—and in proportion as you give.

That was al she had wanted to say. But now, looking around her at the adolescent faces of the young
team members, at the other adult women, at old Jer Walker, she redlized there had never been any need
to tell the rest of them that. From the youngest to the oldest, they aready knew it. It wasin their bones



and blood, asit wasin hers. Perhgps not al of them had yet put it into wordsin their minds, as she had
just done in hers—but they knew.

Shelooked at them. Mixed in among their living figures she thought she saw the presence of ghosts—of
Berthe Haugsrud, of Bhaktabahadur Rais, of Jmmy himsdf and al those from other households who had
died for the Dorsai, both here and on other worlds. Like the mountains, these stood up all around them,

patiently waiting.

It cameto her then like areveation that none of it mattered—their individual wesknesses, the things that
they seemed to lack that she hersdf either had innately, or time had taught her. She had been guilty of
Amandamorphism—thinking only someone exactly like herself could earn even passng marksto quaify
for the role she had played here so long. But that idea was nonsense. The fact that no two people were
exactly aike had nothing to do with the fact that two people could be equally useful.

There came atime when anyone had to face the leaving of ultimate decisonsto others, and to timeitself
A timewhen faith proved to either have been placed, or misplaced, but when it wastoo late to do
anything more about it. It was not up to her to leave Betta alast decision about the use of the Amanda

1SO

name for Bettas child. Betta hersalf was the one to decide that, as Amanda had made necessary
decisonsin her owntime, and al generations to come would have to make their own decisonsin their
time

"What are you smiling at, Amanda?' said Reiko, looming beside and over her.
"Nothing," said Amanda. "Nothing a dl.”
Sheturned to the rest of them.

"Il goinfirg," shesad, "as soon as Arvid and Bill with their team have had their four minute lead. The
rest of you, follow me, coming two to askimmer, from different directions. Well use Bettaas an excuse
for gathering a Foralie, aslong asthat's conveniently turned up. Actualy, the excuse won't matter..."

Shelooked around at their faces.

"Mysdf, first. Then Mene and Reiko. The rest team up as you wish. Team members, stay close and fire
as needed; but don't move in to the compound unless or until you're called in by one of uswho've gone
ahead. That includes Ancients. Ancients, stay with your teams. In case everything falls gpart here, it'll be
up to each of you to pull your team off, get it back into the mountains, and keep it dive. Everybody
understand?"

They nodded or murmured their understanding.

"All right—" Shewasinterrupted by aflicker of red, acloth being waved briefly from just behind the
crest of the ridge overlooking Fordie. "All right. Convoy in sight. It take it another five minutesor so to
reach the house. Everybody up behind the ridge, ready to go.”

Lying with the others, just behind the crest of the ridge, she looked through a screen of grassat the
convoy. Evento her eye, its vehicle column seemed to move somewhat duggishly. Evidently that part of
Arvid'sinformation—about the convoy troops al being sick—was correct. She crossed her fingers
mentally upon the hope that the rest of what he had told her was aso reliable—but with misgivings.
Counting the team members, the Dorsai would outnumber the troops of the convoy and those aready at
Foralie nearly five to one—but children against experienced soldiers made that figure one of mockery.



Experienced soldiers againg civilians was bad enough.

The convoy was amost to the house. She pushed herself backwards and got to her feet below the crest
of theridge. Looking over, she saw the last of the Dorsal soldiers belonging to Bill and Arvid dready
disappearing—they would be crawling forward through the tall grass now, to get as close asthey could
come to the house before making their move. She checked her watch, counting off* the minutes. When
four were gone, she waved to the other civilians, mounted her skimmer and took it up over theridge,
directly down upon the single sentry standing in front of the compound of bubble plastic structures a the
far end of the house. The convoy had pulled out of sight into the compound just moments before she
reached him; and his head was till turned, looking after it. She had set the skimmer down before he
belatedly turned to the sound of her power unit. His conerifle swung up hastily, to cover her.

"Stay right there—" he was beginning, when she interrupted him.

"Oh, stop that nonsense! My great-granddaughter's having ababy. Where is she?'

"Where? She... oh, the house, of course, mam."

"All right, you go tell her I'll beright there. I've got to speak to whoever'sin charge of that convoy—"
"| can't leave my post. I'm sorry, but—"

"What do you mean, you can't leave your post? Don't you recognize me? I'm the mayor of Foralie Town.
Y ou must have been shown an image of me as part of your briefing. Now, you get in there—"

"I'm sorry. | redly can't—"
"Dont tel me can't-"

They argued, the sentry forgetting his wegpon to the point whereits barrel sagged off to oneside. A new
humming announced another skimmer that did down upon them with Reiko and Mene Tosca aboard.

"Hat—" said the soldier, swinging hisrifleto command these new arrivas.

"Now what're you doing?' said Amanda, exasperatedly. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Cletus
being escorted into the house. The mgority of the soldiers of the convoy should now be out of their
vehicles and moving inside one or ancther of the cantonment buildings. Therewas till no sign of Arvid,
Bill and their team.

"Don't you understand that nelghbors come calling when therés abirth?' she said sharply, interrupting
another argument that was devel oping between the sentry and Reiko. "I know these neighborswell. Il
vouch for them..."

"Inasecond, mam..." the sentry threw over his shoulder at her and turned back to Reiko.
"No second,” said Amanda.

The differencein the tone of her voice brought him around. He froze at the Sght of Amanda’s heavy
handgun pointed at hismiddle. Ineffective asthey were a ordinary rifle distance, the energy handguns
were devagtating at point-blank range like this. Even if Amandas aim should be bad—and she held the
gun too steadily to suggest bad aim—any pressure on itstrigger would mean his being cut dmost in two.

"Just keep talking," said Amanda softly. She held the gun low, so that the sentry's own body shielded any
view of it from the compound or the house. "Y ou and | are just going on with our conversation. Wave



these two to the compound asif you were referring them to someone there. Therelll be other skimmers
coming—"
"Yes... two more. On the way now," Mene's voice dmost hissed, close by her ear.

"—and after each one stops here for amoment, you'll wave them to the compound, too. Do you
understand?’ Amanda said.

"Yes..." Hiseyeswere on the steady muzzle of her handgun.

"Good. Mene, Reiko, go ahead. Wait until enough others catch up with you before you make amove,
though.”

"Leaveittous" sad Relko. Their skimmer lifted and hummed toward the compound.
"Jugt stand relaxed,” Amandatold the sentry. "Don't move your rifle”

She sat. The sentry's face showed the pallor of what was perhapsillness, now overlaid with amute
desperation. He did not move. He was not as youthful as some of the other soldiers, but from the relative
standpoint of Amandas yearsthey were al young. Other skimmers came and moved on to the
compound, until al the adults had gone by her.

"Stand ill," Amandasaid to the sentry.

Off to one side, amovement caught her eye. It was afigure dipping around the corner of the house and
entering the door. Then another. Arvid and Bill with their men—at last.

Sheturned her head dightly to look. Five... six figuresflickered around the corner of the house and in
through the door. Out of the other corner of her eyes she caught movement close to her. Looking back,
she saw the sentry bringing up the barrdl of hisrifle to knock the energy weapon out of her hand. Twenty,
even ten years before, she would have been able to move the handgun out of the way in time, but age
had d owed her too much.

Shefdt the shock againgt her wrist as meta met metal and the energy gun was sent flying. But she was
aready stooping to the scabbard with the pellet shotgun as the sentry's cone rifle swung back to point at
her. The stream of cones whistled over her bent head, then lowered. Shefelt asingle heavy shock in the
areaof her left shoulder, but then the shotgun had, initsturn, batted the light frame of the conerifle asde
and the sentry was looking into the wide muzzle of the heavier gun.

"Dropit," sad Amanda

Her own words sounded distant in her own ears. There was a strange fedling dl through her. Theimpact
had been high enough so that possibly the single cone that struck her had not made afatal wound; but
shock was swift with missiles from that wespon.

The conerifle dropped to the ground.

"Now lie down, face down..." said Amanda. She was till hearing her voice asif from along distance
away, and the world about her had an unreal qudlity to it. "No, out of arm'sreach of therifle..."

The sentry obeyed. She touched the power bar of her skimmer, lifted it and lowered it carefully on the
lower haf of hisbody. Then shekilled the power and got off. Pinned down by the weight upon him, the
sentry lay hdpless.



"If you call or struggle, you'l get shot,” shetold him.
"l won't,” said the sentry.

Therewasthe whigtling of coneriflefire from the direction of the cantonment. Sheturned in that
direction, but there was no one to be seen outsde the buildings she faced. The vehicle park was behind
them, however, screened by them from her sight.

She bent to pick up the handgun, then thought better of it. The pellet shotgun was operable in spite of the
rust initsbarrel, and uncertain as she was now, she was probably better off with awegpon having awide
shot pattern. She began to walk unsteadily toward the compound. Every step took an unbelievable effort
and her balance was not good, so that she wavered as she went. She reached the first building and
opened itsdoor. A supply room—empty. She went on to the next and opened the door, too wobbly to
take ordinary precautionsin entering. Thethick air of asickroom took her nogtrils as she entered. Tina
Alchenso, one of the other women, stood with an energy rifle, covering abarracks-likeinterior in which
all the soldiersthere seemed sick or dying. The air seemed heavy aswell with the scentless odor of
resignation and defeat. Those who were able had evidently been ordered out of their beds. They lay face
down on thefloor in the centra aide, hands stretched out beyond their heads.

"Where's everybody?' Amanda asked.
"They went on to the other buildings,” Tinasad.

Amandalet hersdf out again and went on, trying doors as she went. She found two more buildings where
one of the adults stood guard over ill soldiers. She was amost back to the vehicle parking area, when she
saw ahuddled figure againg the outsde Avail of abuilding.

"Reiko!" shesaid, and kndt clumsly beside the other woman.

"Stop Mene," Relko bardly whispered. She was bleeding heavily just above the belt of her jumper.
"Mene'sout of her head.”

"All right," ssid Amanda. "You liequiet"

With an effort, she rose and went on. There was the next building before her. She opened the door and
found Mene holding her energy rifle on yet another room of sick and dying soldiers. Mene'sface was
white and wiped clean of expression. Her eyes stared, fixed, and her finger quivered on the firing button
of the weapon. The gaze of all the men in the room were on her face; and there was not even the sound
of breathing.

"Mene," said Amanda, gently. Mene's gaze jerked around to focus on Amandafor a brief moment before
returning to the soldiers,

"Mere..." said Amanda, softly. "It'samost over. Don't hurt anyone, now. It'sjust about over. Just hold
them awhilelonger. That'sdl, just hold them.”

Mene said nothing.

"Do you hear me?"

Mene nodded jerkily, keeping her eyes on the men before her.
"I'll be back soon," said Amanda.



Shewent out. The world was even more unred about her and shefdlt asif shewaswalking on numb
legs. But that was unimportant. Something large was wrong with the overal Situation.

Something was very wrong. There were only two more huts shidding her from the vehicle park where the
convoy had just unloaded. Those two buildings could not possibly hold al the rest of the original escort,
plusthe troops of the convoy. Nor should just those two huts be holding two or three of her adults. It did
not matter what Arvid had told her. Something had gone astray—she could fed it like acold weight hi

her chest bel ow the weakness and unredlity brought on by her wound.

Shetried to think with adulled mind. She could gamblethat Arvid and Bill's team had aready subdued
the house; and go back there now, without checking further, to get help... her mind cleared alittle. A
move like that would be the height of foolishness. Evenif Arvid and Bill had men to spare to come back
here with her, going for ass stance would waste time when there might be no time to waste.

Shetook agood grip on her pellet gun, which was becoming an intolerable weight in her hands, and
gtarted around the curved wall of one of the huts.

Possibly the sense of unredlity that held her waslargely to blame—»buit it seemed to her that there was no
warning at al. Suddenly she found hersdf in the midst of atight phaanx of vehicles, the front ones dready
loaded with wegponed and dert-looking soldiers, and the rear ones with other such climbing into them.
But, if her appearance among them had seemed sudden to her, it had apparently seemed the sameto
them.

She was abruptly conscious that all movement around her had ceased. Soldiers were poised, haf-in,
half-out of their vehicles. Their eyeswere on her.

Painly, her fears had been justified. The apparent replacement of well soldiers by sick ones had beena
trap; and these she faced now were about to move in for a counterattack Shefelt thelast of her energy
and will dipping away, took one step forward, and jammed the muzzle of her pellet shotgun against the
sde pand shidding the power unit in the closest vehicle.

"Get down," she said to the officers and men facing her.
They stared at her asif she was aghost risen out of the ground before them.

"I'll blow every one of you up if | have to—and be glad to," she said. "Get out. Lie down, face down, dl
of you!"

For asecond more they merely sat frozen, staring. Then understanding seemed to go through themin an
invishle wave. They began to move out of their seats.

"Hurry..." saidd Amanda, for her strength was going fast. "On the ground....."

They obeyed. Dreamily, remotely, she saw them climbing from the vehicles and prostrating themsalves on
the ground.

Now what do | do, Amanda thought? She had only aminute or two of strength left.

The answer came from the back of her head— the only answer. Press the firing button of the pellet
gun, after all, and make sure no one gets away—

Unexpectedly, there was the sound of running feet behind her. She started to glance back over her
shoulder; and found hersdlf caught and upheld. She was surrounded by the field uniforms of four of the
Dorsa staff members who had been with Arvid and Bill.



"Easy..." sad the one holding her—amost carrying her, infact. "Wevegat it. It'sdl over.”

There succeeded asort of blur, and then alarge space of nothing at al. At last things cleared
somewhat—but only somewhat—and she found hersdlf lying under covers, in one of the Fordie
bedrooms. Like someonein ahigh fever, she was conscious of people moving al around her a what
seemed like ungracious speed, and talking words she could not quite catch. Her shoulder ached. Small
bits and phrases of diaogue came clear from moment to moment.

"... shai Dorsai!"

What was that? That ridiculous phrase that the children had made up only afew years back, and which
was now beginning to be picked up by their elders as ahigh compliment? It was supposed to mean
"red, actual Dorsai." Nonsense.

It occurred to her, as some minor statistic might, that she was dying; and she was vagudly annoyed with
hersdf for not having redlized this earlier. There were things she should think about, if that wasthe case.
If Betta had been in labor before the attack began, she might well have her child by now.

If S0, it was important she tell Bettawhat she had decided just before they moved in on the troops, that
the use of the Amanda name was her responsibility now, and the responsibility of succeeding
generdions...

"Wdl," said avoice just above her, and shelooked up into the face of Ekram. He stank of sweat and
anesthetic. "Coming out of it, are you?"'

"How long..." it wasincredibly hard to speak
"Oh, about two days," he answered with abominable cheerfulness.
She thought of her need to tell Betta of her decision.

"Betta..." shesad. It was becoming alittle easier to talk; but the effort was till massive. She had
intended to ask specifically for news of Bettaand the child.

"Betta'sfine. She's got ababy boy, dl partsin good working order. Three point seven three kilograms.”
Boy! A shock went through her.

Of course. But why shouldn't the child be aboy? No reason—except that, deluded by her own aging
desires, she had fdlen into the comfortable thought that it would not be anything but agirl.

A boy. That made the matter of names beside the point entirely.

For amoment, however, she teetered on the edge of self-pity. After al she had known, after al these
years, why couldn't it have been a girl—under happier circumstances when she could have lived to know
it, and find that it was achild who could safely take up her name?

She hauled hersdlf back to common sense. What was dl this foolishness about names, anyway? The
Dorsai had won, had kept itself independent. That was her reward, aswell asthereward to all of them
—not just the sentimental business of passing her name on to a descendent. But she should il tell Bet-ta
of her earlier decison, if Ekram would only let them bring the girl to her. It would bejust like the
physician to decide that her dying might be hurried by such an effort, and refuse to let Betta come. She
would have to make sure he understood thiswas not a decision for him to make. A deathbed wish was
sacred and he must understand that was what thiswes. ..



"Ekram," she managed to say faintly. "I'm dying..."
"Not unless you want to," said Ekram.

She stared at him aghast. Thiswas outrageous. Thiswastoo much. After al she had been through. .. then
the import of hiswords trickled through the sense of unredity wrapping her.

"Bring Bettahere! At once!" she said; and her voice was dmost strong.
"Later," said Ekram.
"Then I'll haveto goto her,” shesad, grimly.

She was only able to move one of her armsfeebly sideways on top of the covers, in token of starting to
get up from the bed. But it was enough.

"All right. All right!" said Ekram. "Injust aminute.

Sherdaxed, feding sirangdly luxurious. It was dl right. The name of the gamewas surviva, not how you
didit. A boy! Almost she laughed. Well, that sort of thing happened, from timeto time. In afew more
yearsit could aso happen that this boy could have asgter. It was worth waiting around to see. She
would still have to die someday, of course—but in her own good time.

INTERLUDE

The voice of the third Amanda ceased. In the still mountain afternoon there were no other sounds
but «the hum of some nearby insects. A little breeze sprang up, and was gone again.

With her words still echoing in his mind, Hal thought of the struggle she had been speaking of,
that early Dorsai fight to stay free of Dow deCastries; and its likeness to the present fight on all
the worlds, to resist the loss of human freedom to the Other Men and Women—those cross-breeds
from human splinter cultures such as that on the Dorsai itself. This present fight in which he and
the third Amanda wer e both caught up.

"What happened inside Foralie?" he asked. "Inside the house, | mean, after Arvid Johnson and
Bill Athyer with their men went inside? What happened with Cletus and Dow—or were they just
able to take over with no trouble?"

" Something more than no trouble," she said. "Swahili was there, remember, and Swvahili had been
a Dorsai. But Eachan Khan killed Swahili when Swvahili let himself be distracted for a second and
Arvid and Bill were able to control the situation. Dow had a sleeve gun of his own, it turned out.
He hurt Cletus, but didn't manageto kill him. In the end it was Dow who was shipped back to
Earth asa prisoner."

"I see," said Hal. But hisfirst question had immediately raised another one in his mind.

"How was that other business worked?" he asked. "That Coalition trick of having a contingent of
well soldiers up there at Foralie after they'd seemed to have been rotated down into the area of
town? Where did they come from, the soldiers Amanda found wait-

ing, and ready to fight, in the vehicle park?"

"You remember the military physician had phoned Dow deCastries the night before,” Hal's
Amanda said. "He was a political appointee himself and he knew General Amorine was another.



Besides Amorine was sick himself from the nickel carbonyl vapors. The military physician knew
that taking his suspicions to Amorine would simply have meant Amorine arresting Ekram and
trying to force some kind of answer out of him—and the military doctor was only too awar e of
what it would be like for him to face alone a situation where everybody was dying. So, he went
directly to Dow, instead."

"I don't under stand what that would have to do with it ..." Hal frowned.

"Dow had been getting the reports from other areas. A thousand different things were going
wrong in a thousand different places with his occupation forces; and, next to Cletus, he had the
best mind on the planet.” She paused to look at him. "Don't under estimate what Dow was."

"l didn't intend to."

"What he saw," Amanda said, "was that, for all practical purposes, his occupation of the Dorsai
had failed. But he could still, with some luck, grab Cletus and take him off-planet as a
prisoner—or at the worst, get away himself. This, if he had military control in this one district
alone."

"And he figured out that as soon as Cletus reached Foralie, Foralie would be attacked by the
local peoplein atry to rescue him?"

"Of course." Amanda shrugged. "It was obvious —as the first Amanda essentially said, to Ramon,
when Ramon wondered if Cletus hadn't really meant

what he said at the airpad—that they should do nothing against the soldiers. One way or another
the district had to attack, then. So he sent up the patrol that morning with only sick soldiers; and
it brought back well soldiers, all right; but those same well soldiers—only now pretending to be
sick—went back up as the troops in the convoy that escorted Cletusto Foralie.”

"Ah," said Hal, nodding. "How long did the first Amanda actually live?"

"She lived to be a hundred and eight.”

"And saw a second Amanda?"

Hal's Amanda shook her head.

"No. It was nearly a hundred years before there was a second Amanda,” she said.
Hal smiled.

"Who had the wisdom to name the second one Amanda?"

"No one," Amanda said. " She was named Elaine; but by the time she was sir years old everyone
was already calling her the second Amanda. You might say, she named herself."

Once more, in the back of his mind, Hal felt an obscure alerting to attention of that part of him
which recognized the existence of The Purpose.

"Tell me something about the second Amanda,” he said.
The third Amanda hesitated for a brief moment.

"For onething," she said, "the second Amanda was the one both Kensie and lan Graeme werein



love with."

"Kensie and lan?" Hal felt a strange coldness move through him. "But Kensie never married and
lan..."

"That'sright,” Amanda said. "lon's wife, the mother of his children, was named Leah. But it was
the second Amanda who both the twins fell in love with in the first place.”

"How did it happen?"
The third Amanda looked down toward Fal Morgan.

"The second Amanda grew up with Kensie and lan," she said. "How could it be any other way
when the two households were practically side by side, here? She grew up with them; and by the
time they were nearly grown, if she loved either of them, it was probably Kensie, with that
brightness and war mth that was such a natural part of him."

"She loved Kensie?' v

"I said—if she loved either of them... then. She was young, they were young. She had had them
around all her life. What was there about them to make her suddenly fall seriously in love with
either one of them? But then they graduated from the Academy and went off to the wars; and
when they came back, it was all different.”

She paused.
"Different? How?" Hal said gently, to get her going again.
She sighed once more.

"It's not easy to describe," she said. "It's something that happens often, with the situation we have
here on the Dorsai. You grow up, knowing the boys of your district, and those from a lot of others.
And when they finally sign contracts and go off-planet, that's all they are, still—just tall boys. But
then, perhapsit's a year, or several, before they come home; and when they do you find they're...
different.”

"You mean, they've become men."

"Not only men," she said, "but men you never thought might come from the boys you knew. Some
things you hardly noticed about them have moved forward in them and taken over. Other things
you thought wer e the most important part of what made them, have gone way back in them, or
been lost forever. They've grown up in ways you didn't expect. Suddenly, it's asif you never had
known them. They can be anybody... strangers.”

Her voice had sunk so low that she seemed to be speaking more to herself than him; and her gaze
was on nothing.

"You sit and talk with them, after they come home," she went on, "and you realize you're talking
to someone who's gone away from what was common to both of you and now has something that
has nothing to do with you, that you've never known and maybe never will know ..."

She looked at him. Her eyes were brilliant.

"And then you discover that the same thing that happened to them has happened to you. You were



a girl they grew up with when they left; but that girl is gone, gone forever. With you, too, some
things have come forward, other things have gone back or been lost forever. Now they sit talking
to a woman they don't know, that now they maybe never will know. And so, everything changes."

"I see," he said. "And it changed that much far the second Amanda and for Kensie and lan?"

"Yes," she said, soberly. "They came back, two strangers, and fell in love with a stranger they had
once grown up with. With any other three people that would have been problem enough—but
those twins were half and half of each other, and Amanda knew it."

"What happened?"

The third Amanda, Hal's Amanda, did not answer. She had drawn her knees up to her chin, and
hugged them. Now she rested her chin upon her knees, staring down into the valley.

"What happened?" Hal asked again.

"Everybody had simply assumed that Kensie and Amanda would end up together," she said, at
last, "including lan. When lan found he was in love with Amanda himself, it was unthinkable to
him that he should interfere in any way with his twin brother. So he married Leah, who had
wanted him for a long time. Married her simply and quickly.”

"And took himself out of the picture.”

"No, "Amanda shook her head. "Because he had made a mistake. After the two of them had come
home, different, it wasn't Kensie, but lan, that the

second Amanda had fallen in love with. lan. Only with lan being the kind of person he was, there
was no chance that, having once married Leah, that situation could ever be changed.”

"But you say ..." began Hal puzzled, then checked himself. "But, if she had any love for Kensie at
all, what was to keep her from ending up with him? Certainly that would have been better than
the two of them—"

"The way they were." Amanda turned her head to look at Hal. "Kensie and |an were too close not
to know each other's feelings, and Kensie loved Amanda as completely as Amanda loved lan.
Knowing how she loved lan, Kensie could not take the place he would havefilled in her lifeif
things had been otherwise. He went back to the wars as if... he was too much a Dorsai to
deliberately put himself in the way of getting killed. But for all his brightness, he lived in the
shadow of death for years after that; and it seemed as if death was perversely avoiding him."

She looked away from him, down to the valley again.

"The Exotics say," she went on, "that there are ontogenetic laws which explain why someone like
Kensie could lead a charmed life under such conditions.”

"Yes," said Hal. He had not realized how strangely he had said the word until he looked up and
saw her gazing at him.

"You know something about ontogenetics?" she asked. " Something that applies to the second
Amanda, and lan and Kensie?"

"To lan and Kensie, maybe," he said. The part of him that concerned itself with what he called
The



Purpose—that half-seen thing he must do with his life —was working powerfully, now; and he
heard his own words almost as if someone else was speaking them. " Ontogenetics merely says
nothing happens by chance or accident. Everything is interrelated. Siop and think. When Donal
Graeme was moving toward his goal of bringing all the inhabited worlds under one order, his
enemy was William of Ceta, just as Dow deCastries was the special opponent of Cletus
Grahame."

"Yes" Amandafrowned. "But what of it?"

"To defeat William, who had unlimited power and wedlth, Donal needed to defeat dl possible military
opponents. To do that he needed amilitary force larger than had ever been seen on the inhabited worlds.
Only one other man could train that force as Dond needed it trained—and the rule in the Graeme
household was that no two of their men served in the same place at the sametime; far the same reason
that afather and mother of young children may travel by different spacecraft, so that in case aphase

shift accident should take one of them, the other would still be there to take care of the children."

"But it was different with lan and Kensie," Amanda said. "They were allowed to serve in the same
farce, together."

"Until Kensi€e's death. Then the rule was broken once more by Eachan Khan Graeme, who you'll
remember was the family head, Donal's father and Jan's older brother." The Purpose-oriented
part of Hal's mind was in complete control of him, now. He went on, not noticing the sudden
intensity with which she was regarding him. "He asked Dond to find work with him for lan, asthe
only means of rousing lan after histwin's death."

She was watching him closely.

"You know a good deal about the Graemes," she said.

Suddenly aware of her attention, he grew flustered.

"l... don't," he said. "l only know something about ontogenetics.”

"What you're saying adds up to the fact that Donal had Kensie killed to free lan far his own use."

"No, no..." he protested. "Only Donal's need far Ian, acting on the network of cause and
effect—"

"No!" she said. "Do you think any such farces could combine to kill Kensie, and lan wouldn't be
aware of it? They were one person, those twing!"

"But you said yourself that Kensie had been searching far death, ever since he had lost Amanda,”
he protested. "Maybe lan simply, at last, let him go. You remember Kensie was assassinated.
Dorsai aren't easy to assassinate, unless they don't care any

"No!" the third Amanda said, again, almost violently. "That wasn't the way it was, at all. You
don't know... did you know that Tonias Velt, the Blau-vain chief of police, wrote Eachan Khan
Graeme afterwards, telling him the whole story? Velt was there and saw it all. Do you know what
he saw?"

"No," said Hal. The part of him concerned with The Purpose drew close to the front of hismind
and spoke through his lips almost against hiswill, asif it, not he, controlled them. "But | want to
know."



"I'll tell you, then,” said Amanda, "I'll tell it all to you, just as| read it when | was young—just as
Velt wrote it to Eachan Khan Graeme after Kensi€'s body had been shipped home here far burial

BROTHERS

Physicdly, hewasbig, very big. The professona soldiers of severa generationsfrom that smdl, harsh
world cdled the Dorsai, are normally larger than men from other worlds; but the Graemes are large even
among the Dorsai. At the sametime, like histwin brother, lan, Commander Kensie Graeme was SO
well-proportioned in spite of hissizethat it was only a momentslike this, when | saw him standing next
to afdlow Dorsal like his executive officer, Colonel Charley gp Morgan, that | could redlize how big he
actudly was. He had the black, curly hair of the Graemes, the heavy-boned face and brilliant grey-green
eyesof hisfamily, dso, that utter stillness at rest and that startling swiftnessin motion that was
characteritic of the severd-generations Dorsal.

S0, too, had 1an, back in Blauvain; for physically the twins were the image of each other. But otherwise,
temperamentaly, their difference was striking. Everybody loved Kensie. He was like some golden god of
the sunshine. While lan was dark and solitary asthe black ice of aglacier in aland where it was dways
night.

"... Blood," Pel Sinjin had said to me on our drive out here to the field encampment of the Expedition.

"Y ou know what they say, Tom. Blood and ice water, haf-and-haf in hisveins, iswha makesaDorsal.
But something must have gone wrong with those two when their mother was carrying them. Kensegot
theblood. Ian..."

He had | et the sentence finish itsalf. Like Kense's own soldiers, Pel had cometo idolize the man, and
downgrade lan in proportion. | had let the matter dide.

Now, Kensewas smiling at us, asif there was somejoke we were not yet in on.
"A welcoming committee?' he said. "Isthat what you are?’

"Not exactly,” | said. "We came out to talk about letting your men into Blauvain city for rest and
relaxation; now that you've got those invading soldiers from the Friendly Worldsal rounded up,
disarmed, and ready for shipment home—what's the joke?'

"Just," said Charley ap Morgan, "that we were on our way into Blauvain to see you. We just got a
repeater message that you and other planetary officidshereon &. Marie are giving lan and Kensie, with
thar gaffs, asurprise victory dinner in Blauvain thisevening.”

"HdlsBdId" | sad..
"Y ou hadn't been told?' Kensie asked.
"Not adamnword," | said.

It wastypicd of the fumbling of the so-called government-of-mayors we had here on our little world of
. Marie. Herewas |, Superintendent of Police in Blauvain—our capital city—and herewas Pd,
commanding generd of our planetary militiawhich had been in the field with the Exotic Expedition sent to
rescue us from the invading puritan fanatics from the Friendly Worlds; and no one had bothered to tell
either one of us about adinner for the two Commanders of that Expedition.

"You'regoingin, then?' P asked Kense. Kense nodded. "I've got to cal my HQ."



Pel went out. Kense laughed.

"Well," hesaid, "thisgives us a chanceto kill two birds at once. Well ride back with you and talk on the
way. Isthere some difficulty about Blauvain absorbing our men on leave?'

"Not that way," | said. "But even though the Friendlies have all been rounded up, the Blue Front is till
with usin the shape of agood number of political outlaws and terrorists that want to pull down our
present government. They lost the gamble they took when they invited in the Friendly troops; but now
they may take advantage of any trouble that can be stirred up around your soldierswhile they're on their
awn inthecity.”

"There shouldn't be any," Kensie reached for adress gunbelt of black leather and began to put it on over
the white dress uniform he was aready wearing. "But we can talk about it, if you like. —Y ou'd better be
doing some dressing yoursdlf, Charley.”

"Onmy way," said Charley ap Morgan; and went ouit.

So, fifteen minuteslater, Pel and | found ourselves headed back the way we had come, thistime with
three passengers. | was till at the controls of the police car aswe did onitsair cushion acrosstherich
grassof our St. Marie summer toward Blau-vain; but Kensie rode with mein front, making mefed small
beside him—and | am considered alarge man among our own people on St. Marie. Beside Kengig, |
must have looked like afifteen year old boy in relative comparison. Pel was equally small in back
between Charley and aDorsai Senior Commandant named Chu Van Moy—a heavy-bodied, black
Mongoal, if you can imagine such aman, from the Dorsai South Continent.

"... Nored problem,” Kense was saying as we left the grass at |ast for the vitreous road surface leading
usin among the streets and roads of the city—in particular the road curving in between the high office
buildings; of Blauvain's West Indugtria Park, now just half akilometer ahead, "well turn the menloosein
smdl groupsif you say. But there shouldn't be any need to worry. They're mercenaries, and a mercenary
knows that civilians pay hiswages. HeE's not going to make any trouble which would give his professon a
bad name."

"l don't worry about your men,” | said. "It'sthe Blue Front fabricating sometrouble in the vicinity of some
of your men and then trying to pin the blame on them, that worries me. The only way to guard against thet
isto have your troopsin smal enough numbers so that my policemen can keep an eye on the civilians
around them."

"Fair enough,” said Kiense. He smiled down a me. "'l hope, though, you don't plan on having your men
holding our men's hands al through their eveningsin town—"

Just then we passed between the first of thetall office buildings. A shadow from the late morning sun fell
across the car, and the high walls around us gave Kensi€'s last words a flat echo. Right on the heels of
those words—in fact, mixed with them—came afaint sound as of multiple whistlings about us, and
Kendefdl forward, no longer spesking, until hisforehead againgt the front windscreen stopped him from
movement.

The next thing | knew | wasflying through the air, literaly. Charley ap Morgan had left the police car on
theright side, dragging me dong with ahand like asted clamp on my arm, until we ended up againgt the
front of the building on our right. We crouched there, Charley with his dress handgun in hisfist and
looking up at the windows of the building opposite. Acrossthe narrow way, | could see Chu Van Moy
with Pel beside him, adressgun dso in Chu'sfigt. | reached for my own police beltgun, and remembered
| was not wearing it.



About usthere was utter slence. The narrow little projectiles from one or more diver rifles, that had
fluted about us, did not come again. For the first time | realized there was no one on the streets and no
movement to be seen behind the windows about us.

"We've got to get him to a hospitdl,” said Pel, on the other side of the street. His voice was strained and
tight. He was saring fixedly at the il figure of Kense, still dumped againgt the windscreen.

"A hospitd," he said again. Hisface was as pde asasick man's.

Neither Charley or Chu paid any attention. Silently they were continuing to scan the windows of the
building opposite them.

"A hospita!" shouted Pel, suddenly.

Abruptly, Charley got to hisfeet and did hisweapon back into its holster. Acrossthe street, Chu also
wasrisng. Charley looked at the other Dorsai.

"Yes" sad Charley, "whereisthe nearest hospitd ?'

But Pl was aready behind the controls of the police car. Therest of us had to move or beleft behind.
He swung the car toward Blauvain's Medica Receiving, West, only three minutes away.

He drove the gtreets like amadman, switching on the warning lights and siren as he went. Screaming, the
vehicle careened through traffic and Sgnasdike, to jerk to a stop behind the ambulance entrance at
Medica West. Pel jumped from the car.

"I'll get alife support sysem—amedician—" he said, and ranindgde.

| got out; and then Charley and Chu got out, more dowly. The two Dorsais were on opposite sides of
thecar.

"Find aroom," Charley said. Chu nodded and went after Pel through the ambulance entrance.

Charley turned to the car. Gently, he picked up Kensiein hisarms, the way you pick up adeeping child,
gently, holding Kensie to his chest so that Kensi€'s head fell in to rest on Charley's | eft shoulder. Carrying
his Reid Commander, Charley turned and went into the medical establishment. | followed.

Inside, there was along corridor with hospital personnel milling about. Chu stood by a doorway afew
meters down the hal to theleft, haf ahead taler than the people between us. With Kensein hisarms,
Charley went toward the other Commandant.

Chu stood aside as Charley came up. The door swung back automaticaly, and Charley led the way into
aroom with surgical equipment in sterile cases along both its Sdes, and an operating table in its center.
Charley laid Kenge softly on the table, which was dmost too short for histall body. He put the long legs
together, picked up the arms and laid their hands on the upper thighs. Therewas aline of smdl, red stains
acrossthefront of hisjacket, high up, but no other marks. Kensie'sface, with its eyes closed, looked
blindly to the white ceiling overhead.

"All right," said Charley. Heled the way back out into the hall. Chu camelast and turned to click thelock
on the door into place, drawing his handgun.

"What'sthis?' somebody shouted at my e bow, pushing toward Chu. "That's an emergency room. Y ou
can't do that-"



Chu was using his handgun on low aperture to dag the lock of the door. A crude but effective way to
make sure that the room would not be opened by anyone with anything short of an industria, heavy-duty
torch. The man who was talking was middle-aged, with a grey mustache and the short green jacket of a
senior surgeon. | intercepted him and held him back from Chu.

"Yes, hecan,” | said, as heturned to stare furioudy in my direction. "Do you recognize me? I'm Tomas
Vdft, the Superintendent of Police.”

He hestated, and then calmed dightly—but only dightly.
"l ill say—" he began.

"By the authority of my office,” | said, "I do now deputize you as atemporary Police Assstant. —That
puts you under my orders. Y ou'll seethat no onein this hospitd triesto open that door or get into that
room until Police authorization is given. | make you responsible. Do you understand?”

He blinked at me. But before he could say anything, there was a new outburst of sound and action; and
Pd broke into our group, literadly dragging aong another man in a senior surgeon's jacket.

"Herel" Pdl was shouting. "Right in here. Bring the life support—"

He broke off, catching sight of Chu.

"What?' he said. "What's going on? IsKengein there? We don't want the door seeled—"
"Pd," | said. | put my hand on his shoulder. "Pdl!"

Hefindly felt and heard me. He turned afuriousfacein my direction.

"Pd," | said quietly, but dowly and clearly to him. "He's dead. Kense. Kenseisdead.”
Pel stared a me.

"No," hesad irritably, trying to pull away fromme. | held him. " No!"

"Dead," | said, looking him squarely in the eyes. "Dead, Pd."

Hiseyes stared back at me, then seemed to loose their focus and stare of f at something else. After alittle
they focused back, on mineagain and | let go of him.

"Dead?' he repested. It was hardly more than awhisper.

Hewalked over and leaned against one of the white-painted corridor walls. A nurse moved toward him
and | sgnalled her to stop.

"Just leave him done for amoment,” | said. |
turned back to the two Dorsai officers who were now-testing the door to seeif it wastruly sealed.
"If you'll cometo Police Headquarters,” | said, “we can get the hunt going for whoever did it."

Charley looked a me briefly. There was no more friendly humor in hisface now; but neither did it show
any kind of shock, or fury. The expression it showed was only abusinesdike one.

"No," he sad briefly. "We have to report.”



Hewent out, followed by Chu, moving so rapidly that | had to run to keep up with their long strides.
Outside the door, they climbed back into the police car, Charley taking the controls. | scrambled in
behind them and felt someone behind me. It was Pdl.

"Pd," | said. "You'd better stay-"
"No. Too late" he said.

And it wastoo late. Charley aready had the police car in motion. He drove no less swiftly than Pel had
driven, but without madness. For dl that, though, | made most of the trip with my fingerstight on the edge
of my seat; for with the faster speed of Dorsai reflexes he went through available spaces and openingsin
traffic where | would have sworn we could not get through.

We pulled up before the office building attached to the Exotic Embassy as space for Expeditionary Base
Headquarters. Charley led the way in past aguard, whose routine challenge broke off in mid-sentence as
he recogni zed the two of them.

"We haveto talk to the Base Commander,” Charley said to him. "Wheres Commander Graeme?'
"With the Blauvain Mayor, and the Outbond.” The guard, who was no Dorsal, sammered alittle.
Charley turned on hished. "Wait—air, | mean the Outbond's with him, herein the Commander's office."
Charley turned again.

"WEelIl goonin. Cdl ahead,” Charley said.

He led the way, without waiting to watch the guard obey, down acorridor and up an escalator ramp to
an outer office where ayoung Force-Leader stood up behind his desk at the sight of us.

"Sr—" The Force-Leader said to Charley, "the Outbond and the Mayor will only be with the
Commander another few minutes—"

Charley brushed past him, and the Force-leader spun around to punch at his desk phone. Hedls clicking
on the polished stone floor, Charley led ustoward afurther door and opened it, stepping into the office
beyond. We followed him there—into alarge, square room with windows overlooking the city and our
own broad-shouldered Mayor, Moro Spence, standing there with awhite-haired, calm-faced,
hazel-eyed man in a blue robe both facing adesk a which sat the mirror image of Kense that was his
twin brother, lan Graeme.

lan spoke to his desk aswe camein.

"It'sdl right,” he said. He punched a button and looked up a Charley, who went forward with Chu
beside him, to the very edge of the desk, and then both saluted.

"What isit?" asked lan.

"Kense," said Charley. Hisvoice became formd. "Fiedd Commander Kense Graeme has just been
killed, Sr, as we were on our way into the city.”

For perhaps a second—no longer—Ian sat without speaking. But hisface—so like Kensesand yet so
different—did not change expresson.

"How?"' he asked, then.



"By assassinswe couldn't see," Charley answered. "Civilians we think They got away."
Moro Spence swore.
"The Blue Front!” hesaid. "lan... lan, ligen..."

No one paid any attention to him. Charley was briefly recounting what had happened from the time the
message about the invitation had reached the encampment—

"But there wasn't any celebration like that planned!" protested Moro Spence, to the deaf ears around
him. lan sat quietly, his harsh, powerful face haf in shadow from the sunlight coming in the high window
behind him, listening as he might have listened to a thousand other reports. There was sill no change
visblein him; except perhaps that he, who had always been remote from everyone else, seemed even
more remote now. His heavy forearmslay on the desktop, and the massive hands that were trained to be
deadly weaponsin their own right lay open and still on the papers beneath them. Almost, he seemed to
be more legendary character than ordinary man; and that impression was not mine aone, because behind
me | heard Pel hiss on abreath of sick fury indrawn between histeeth; and | remembered how he had
talked of lan being only ice and water, Kensie only blood.

The white-haired man in the blue robe, who was the Exotic, Padma, Outbond to St. Marie for the period
of the Expedition, was aso watching lan steadily. When Charley was through with his account, Padma

spoke.

"lan," he said; and his calm, light baritone seemed to linger and reecho strangely on the ear, "I think thisis
something best handled by the local authorities.™

lan glanced a him.

"No," he answered. He looked a Charley. "Who's Duty Officer?”
"NgTsok," said Charley.

lan punched the phone button on his desk

"Get me Colond Waru Ngkok, Encampment HQ," he said to the desk

" 'No? " echoed Moro. "I don't understand Commander. We can handleit. It'sthe Blue Front, you see.
They're an outlawed politicad—"

| came up behind him and put my hand on his shoulder. He broke off, turning around.
"Oh, Tom!" he said, on anote of relief "I didn't see you before. I'm glad you're here—"

| put my finger to my lips. He was palitician enough to recognize that there are timesto shut up. He shut
up now, and we both looked back at Ian.

"... Waru? Thisis Base Commander lan Graeme," lan was saying to his phone. "Activate our four best
Hunter Teams, and take three Forces from your on-duty troopsto surround Blauvain. Sedl dl entrances
to the city. No one alowed in or out without our authority. Tell theinvolved troops briefing on these
actionswill beforthcoming.”

As professiond, free-lance soldiers, under the pattern of the Dorsal contract—which the Exotic
employershonored for al their military employees—the mercenaries were entitled to know the aim and
purpose of any generd ordersfor military action they were given. By aninety-Sx per cent vote among



the enlisted men concerned, they could refuse to obey the order. In fact, by ahundred per cent vote, they
could force their officersto use them in an action they themsalves demanded. But ahundred per cent
vote was almost unheard of. The phone grid in lan's desk top said something | could not catch.

"No," replied lan, "that'sal.”

He clicked off the phone and reached down to open adrawer in his desk He took out agunbelt—a
working, earth-colored gunbelt unlike the dress one Kensie had put on earlier—with Sdearm aready in
its holster; and, standing up, began to strap it on. On hisfeet, he dominated the room, towering over us
dl.

"Tom," hesaid, looking at me, "put your police to work, finding out what they can. Tell them dl to be
prepared to obey orders by any one of our soldiers, no matter what hisrank.”

"l don't know if I've got the authority to tell them that,” | said.

"I'vejudt given you the authority,” he answered camly. "As of this moment, Blauvainis under martia
law."

Moro cleared histhroat; but | jerked ahand at him to keep him quiet. There was no onein thisroom
with the power to dedl with lan's authority now, except the gentle-faced man in the blue robe. | looked
appedingly at Padma, and he turned from meto lan.

"Naturdly, lan, measures will haveto be taken, for the satisfaction of the soldierswho knew Kensie,"
Padmasaid softly, "but perhaps finding the guilty men would be better done by the civilian police without
military assistance?’

"I'm afraid we can't leaveit to them," said lan briefly. He turned to the other two Dorsa officers.. "Chu,
take command of the ForcesI've just ordered to cordon the city. Charley, you'll take over as Acting
Feld Commander. Have al the officers and men in the encampment held there, and gather back any who
are off pogt. Y ou can use the office next to this one. Well brief the troops in the encampment, this
afternoon. Chu can brief hisforces as he posts them around the city.”

The two turned and headed toward the door.
"Just aminute, gentlemen!”
Padmals voice was raised only dightly. But the pair of officers paused and turned for amoment.

"Colond ap Morgan, Commandant Moy," said Padma, "asthe officid representative of the Exotic
Government, which isyour employer, | rdieve you from the requirement of following any further orders
of Commander lan Graeme."

Charley and Chu looked past the Exotic, to lan.

"Go ahead," said lan. They went. lan turned back to Padma. "Our contracts provide that officers and
men are not subject to civilian authority while on active duty, engaged with an enemy.”

"But the war—the war with the Friendly invaders—isover," said Moro.

"Oneof our soldiershasjust been killed," said Ian. "Until the identity of thekillersis established, I'm
going to assume we're dtill engaged with an enemy.”

Helooked again a me.



"Tom," hesaid. "Y ou can contact your Police Headquarters from this desk As soon as you've done that,
report to mein the office next door, where | sent Charley."

He came around the desk and went out. Padma followed him. | went to the desk and put in aphone call
to my own office.

"For God's sake, Tom!" said Moro to me, as| punched phone buttons for the number of my office, and
garted to get the police machinery ralling. "What's going on, here?"

| was too busy to answer him. Someone e se was hot.

"He's going to make them pay for killing his brother,” said Pel savagdly, from acrossthe room. "That's
what's going on!"

| had nearly forgotten Pel. Moro must have forgotten him absolutely, because he turned around to him
now asif Pel had suddenly appeared on the scenein acloud of fire and brimstone-odorous smoke.

"Pd?" hesad. "Oh, Pel—get your militiatogether and under arms, right away. Thisisan emergency—"

"Goto hdl!" Pd answered him. "I'm not going to lift afinger to keep lan from hunting down those
assassins. And no one sein the militiawho knew Kense Graemeis going to lift afinger, ether.”

"Buit this could bring down the government!”

Moro was close to theidea of tears, if not to the actual article. "This could throw St. Marie back into
anarchy, and the Blue Front will take over by default!”

"That's what the planet deserves," said Pdl, "when it lets men like Kensie be shot down like dogs—men
who came hereto risk their livesto save our government!™

"Y ou're crazier than these mercenaries are!™ said Moro, staring at him. Then atouch of hope lifted
Moro's drawn features. "Actualy, lan seems cam enough. Maybe he won't—"

"Hell takethiscity apart if he hasto,” said Pdl, savagdly. "Don't blind yoursdlf*
| had finished my phoning. | punched off, and straightened up, looking at Pel.
"| thought you told me there was nothing but ice and water to lan?' | said.

"Thereian't," Pel answered. "But Kense's histwin brother. That's the one thing he can't sit back from and
shuffle off. Youll see”

"l hopeand pray | don't,” | said; and | l&ft the office for the one next door where lan was waiting for me.
Pel and Moro followed; but when we came to the doorway of the" other office, there was asoldier there
who would et only methrough.

"... Well want aguard on that hospital room, and a Force guarding the hospitd itsdlf,” 1an was saying
dowly and ddliberately to Charley ap Morgan as| came in. He was standing over Charley, who was
seated at adesk Back against awall stood the silent figure in ablue robe that was Padma. |an turned to
faceme.

"The troops at the encampment are being paraded in one hour," he said. "Charley will be going out to
brief them on what's happened. 1'd like you to go with him and be on the stand with him during the
briefing.”



| looked back at him, up at him. | had not gone along with Pdl'sice-and-water assessement of the man.
But now for thefirst time | began to doubt myself and begin to believe Pdl. If ever there had been two
brothers who had seemed to be opposite halves of asingle egg, Kensie and lan had been those two. But
here was lan with Kens e dead—yperhaps the only living person on the e even human-inhabited worlds
among the stars who had loved or understood him— and lan had so far shown no more emotion & his
brother's desth than he might have on discovering an incorrect Order of the Day.

It occurred to me then that perhaps he wasin emotiona shock—and this was the cause of his unnatural
camness. But the man | looked at now had none of the signs of aperson in shock. | found mysdlf
wondering if any man'slove for his brother could be hidden so deep that not even that brother's violent
death could cause a crack in the frozen surface of the one who went on living.

If lan was repressing emotion that was due to explode sometime soon, then we were dl in trouble. My
Blauvain police and the planetary militiatogether were toy soldiers compared to these professionals.
Without the Exatic control to govern them, the whole planet was at their mercy. But therewas no point in
admitting that—even to oursa ves—while even the shadow of independence was left to us.

"Commander,”" | sad. "Generd Pe Sinjin's planetary militiawere closaly involved with your brother's
forces. He would like to be at any such brief-ing. Also, Moro Spence, Blauvain's Mayor and pro-tem
President of the St. Marie Planetary Government, would want to be there. Both these men, Commander,
have as degp astake in this Situation as your troops.”

lan looked at me.
"Generd Sinjin," he said, after amoment. "Of course. But we don't need mayors.”

"St. Marie needsthem,” | said. "That'sal our St. Marie World Council is, actualy—a collection of
mayors from our largest cities. Show that Moro and the rest mean nothing, and what little authority they
have will be gonein ten minutes. Does St. Marie deserve that from you?'

He could have answered that St. Marie had been the death of his brother—and it deserved anything he
wished to giveit. But hedid not. | would have felt safer with him if he had. Insteed, helooked & me asiif
from along, long distance for severa seconds, then over at Padma.

"You'd favor that?' he asked.
"Yes," said Padma. lan looked back at me.

"Both Moro and Generd Sinjin can go with you, then,” he said. "Charley will beleaving from here by air
in about forty minutes. I'll let you get back to your own responsibilities until then. Y ou'd better appoint
someone as liaison from your police, to stand by herein this office.”

"Thanks" | said. "l will."
| turned and went out. As| |&ft, | heard lan behind me, dictating.

"... All travel by theinhabitants of the City of Blauvain will be restricted to that which is absolutely
essentid. Military passes must be obtained for such travel. Inhabitants are to stay off the streets. Anyone
involved in any gathering will be subject to investigation and arrest. The City of Blauvain isto recognize
the fact thet it is now under martia, not civil, law..."

The door closed behind me. | saw Pel and Moro waiting in the corridor.

"It'sdl right," | told them, "you haven't been shut out of things—yet."



Wetook off from the top of that building, forty minutes|ater, Charley and mysdf up in the control seets
of amilitary eight-man liaison craft with Pel and Moro sitting back among the passenger sedts.

"Charley," | asked him, in the privacy of our isolation together up front in the craft, once we were
arborne. "What's going to happen?'

He was |ooking ahead through the forward vision screen and he did not answer for amoment. When he
did, it waswithout turning his heed.

"Kensgeand |," he said softly, dmost absently, "grew up together. Most of our livesweve beeninthe
same place, working for the same employers.”

| had thought | knew Charley ap Morgan. In his cheerfulness, he had seemed more human, lessof a

half-god of Avar than other Dorsai like Kensie or lan— or even lesser Dorsai officerslike Chu. But now
he had moved off with the rest. Hiswords took him out of my reach, into some cold, high, distant country
whereonly Dorsai lived. It wasaland | could not enter, the rules of which | would never understand. But

| tried again, anyway.

"Charley," | said, after amoment of silence, "that doesn't answer what | asked you."
He looked at methen, briefly.

"l don't know what's going to happen,” he said.

He turned his attention back to the controls. We flew the rest of the way to the encampment without
taking.

When we landed, we found the entire Expedition drawn up in formation. They were grouped by Forces
into Battalion and Arm Groups, and their dun-colored battle dress showed glints of light in the late
afternoon sunlight. It was not until we mounted the stand facing them that | recognized the glitter for what
it was. They had come to the formation under arms, al of them—although that had not beeninlan's
orders. Word of Kensie had preceded us. | looked at Charlie; but he was paying no attention to the

wespons.

The sun struck at us from the southwest a alowered angle. The troops werein formation, with their
backsto the old factory, and when Charley spoke, the amplifiers caught up hisvoice and carried it out
over their heads.

"Troops of the Exotic Expeditionary Forcein rdief of Saint Marie," he said. "By order of Commander
lan Graeme, this briefing is ordered for the hundred and eighty-seventh day of the Expedition on S.
Maiesoil."

The brick walls dapped hiswords back with aflat echo over the fill menin uniform. | stood alittle
behind him, in the shadow of his shoulders, listening. Pel and Moro were behind me.

"| regret toinform you," Charley said, "that sniper activity within the City of Blauvain, thisday, about
thirteen hundred hours, cost usthelife of Commander Kense Graeme."

There was no sound from the men.

"The snipers have not yet been captured or killed. Since they remain unidentified, Commander lan
Graeme has ordered that the condition of hostilities, which was earlier assumed to have ended, istill in
effect. Blauvain has been placed under martid law, sufficient force has been sent to sed the city against
any exit or ingress, and al persons under Exotic contract to the Expedition have been recalled to this



encampment..."
| felt the heat of abreath on my ear and Pdl's voice whispered to me.

"Look at them!" he said. "They're ready to march on Blauvain right now. Do you think they'll let Kensie
be killed on some stinking little world like this of ours, and not see that somebody paysfor it?"

"Shut up, Pdl," | murmured out of the corner of my mouth a him. But he went on.

"Look at them!" he said. "It'sthe order to march they're waiting for—the order to march on Blauvain.
And if Charley doesn't end up giving it, therell be hell to pay. Y ou see how they've dl come armed?”

"That'sright, Pel, Blauvain's not your city!" It was abitter whisper from Moro. "If it was Castelmane they
were itching to march on, would you feel the same way about it?"

"Yed" hissed P, fiercdly. "If men come hereto risk their livesfor us, and we can't do any better than let
them be gunned down in the streets, what do we deserve? What does anyone deserve?”

"Stop making acourt case out of it!" whispered Moro harshly. "It's Kensie you're thinking of—that's dl.
Judt likeit'sonly Kensethey'rethinking of, out there..."

| tried again to quiet them, then realized that actually it did not make any difference. For dl practical
purposes, the three of uswere invisible there behind Charley. The attention of the armed men ranked
before uswasdl on Charley, and only on him. As Pel had said, they were waiting for one certain order;
and only that order mattered to them.

It was like standing facing some great, dun-colored, wounded beast which must charge at any second
now, if only because in action would there be relief from the pain it was suffering. Charley's
expressionless voice went on, each word coming back like adapping of dry boards together, in the echo
from the factory wall. He wasissuing along list of commands having to do with the order of the camp,
and itstrangition back to acondition of battle-alert.

| could fedl the tension rising as he gpproached the end of hislist of orders without one which might
indicate action by the Expedition againg the city in which Kensie had died. Then, suddenly, thelist was
at anend.

"...That concludes," said Charley, in the same unvarying tones, "the present orders deding with the
gtuation. | would remind the personnel of this Expedition that at present the identity of the ns of
Commander Graeme is unknown. The civilian police are exerting every effort to investigate the matter;
and it isthe opinion of your officersthat nothing el se can be done for the moment but to give them our
complete cooperation. A suspicion exigtsthat anative, outlawed politica party, known as The Blue
Front, may have been responsible for the nation. If this should be so, we must be careful to
distinguish between those of thisworld who are actudly guilty of Commander Graeme's deeth and the
great mgjority of innocent bystanders.”

He stopped speaking.
There was not a sound from the thousands of men ranked before him. —

"All right, Brigade-Mgor," said Charley, looking down from the stand at the ranking officer inthe
formation. "Dismissyour troops.”

The Brigade-Mgjor, who had been standing like al the rest facing the stand, wheeled about.



"Atten-shun!" he snapped, and the amplifier sensors of the stand picked hisvoice up and threw it out
over the men in formation asthey had projected Charley's voice. "Dis-missl”

Theformation did not disperse. Here and there, adight wavering in the ranks showed itsdlf, and then the
lines of standing figures were mationless again. For along second, it seemed that nothing more was going
to happen, that Charley and the mercenary soldiers before him would stand facing each other until the
day of Judgment... and then somewhere among the ranks, a solitary and off-key bass voice began to
ang.

"They little knew of brotherhood..."

Other voicesrapidly picked it. up.

"... Thefaith of fighting men—

"Who once to prove their lie was good

"Hanged Colonel Jacques Chretien..."

—And suddenly they were dl singing in the ranks facing us. It was a song of the young Colond who had
been put to death one hundred years before, when the Dorsai were just in their beginning. A New Earth
city had employed aforce of Dorsal with the secret intention of using them againgt an enemy force so
superior asto surely destroy them utterly—so rendering payment for their services unnecessary while a
the same time doing cons derable damage to the enemy. Then the Dorsai had defeated the enemy,
instead, and the city faced the necessity of paying, after al. To avoid this, the city authorities came up
with theideaof charging the Dorsai commanding officer with dealing with the enemy, taking abribeto
cam victory for abattle never fought at dl. It was the technique of the big lie; and it might even have
worked if they had not made the mistake of arresting the commanding officer, to back up their story.

It was not asong to which | would have had any objection, ordinarily. But now—suddenly—I found it
directed & me. It was at Pel, Moro, mysdlf, that the soldiers of the Expedition weredl singing it. Before,

| had felt dmost invisible on the stand behind Charley ap Morgan. Now, we three civilians were the focus
of every pair of eyeson thefidd—we civilianswho were like the civilians that had hanged Jacques
Chretien; we who were St. Marians, like whoever had shot Kensie Graeme. It waslikefacing into the
roaring maw of some great beast ready to swallow us up. We stood facing it, frozen.

Nor did Charley ap Morgan interfere.
He stood slent himsdlf, waiting while they went through al the verses of the song to itsend:—

.. .One fourth of Rochmont's fighting strength-One battalion of Dorsai— Were sent by Rochmont
forth alone, To bleed Helmuth, and die.

But look, look dawn from Rochmont's heights
Upon the Helmuth plain.

At all of Helmuth's armored force

By Dorsai checked, or dain.

Look down, look down, on Rochmont's shame To hide the wrong she'd done, Made claim Helmuth
had bribed Dorsais— No battle had been won.



To prove that lie, the Rochmont Lords Arrested Jacques Chretien, On charge he dealt with
Helmuth's Chiefs For payment to his men.

Commandant Arp Van Din sent word: "You may not judge Dorsai, 'Return our Colonel by the
dawn, 'Or Rochmont town will die.’

Stirong-held behind her walls, Rochmont Scorned to answer them, Condemned, and at the
daybreak, hanged, Young Colonel Jacques Chretien.

Bright, bright, the sun that morning rose Upon each weaponed wall. But when the sun set in the
west, Those wallswere leveled all.

Then soft and white the moon arose On streets and roofs unstained, But when that moon was
down once more No street nor roof remained.

No moreisthere a Rochmont town No more are Rochmont's men. But stands a Dorsai monument
To Colonel Jacques Chretien.

So pass the word fromworld to world, Alone still stands Dorsai. But while she lives, no one of
hers, By foreign wrong shall die.

They little knew of brotherhood —The faith of fighting men— \Who once to prove their lie was
good Hanged Colonel Jacques Chretien!

It ended. Once more they were sllent—utterly silent. On the platform Charley moved. Hetook half a
step forward and the sensors picked up his voice once more and threw it out over the heads of the
waiting men.

"Officers Front and Center. Face your men!”

From the end of each rank figures moved. The commissioned and non-commissioned officers stepped
forward, turned and marched to a point opposite the middle of the rank they had headed, turned once
more and stood at attention,

"Preparetofire.”

The weaponsin the hands of the officers came up to waist leve, their muzzles pointing at the men directly
before them. The breath in my chest was sud-denly a solid thing. | could not have inhaled or exhded if |
had tried. | had heard of something likethisbut | had never believed it, let done dreamed that | would be
there to seeit happen. Out of the corner of my eye | could see the angle of Charley ap Morgan'sface,
and it wasaDorsai facein dl respects now. He spoke again.

"The command to dismiss has been given," Charley's voice rang and reechoed over the silent men, "and
not obeyed. The command will be repeated under the stricture of the Third Article of the Professiona
Soldier's Covenant. Officerswill open fire on any refusing to obey.”

Therewas something like asmall sigh that ran through al the standing men, followed by the faint rattle of
safeties being released on the wesapons of the men in ranks. They stood facing their officersand
non-commissioned officers now—fedlow soldiersand old friends. But they were al professonds. They
would not smply stand and be executed if it cameto the final point. The breath in my chest was now so
solidit hurt, like something jagged and heavy pressing against my ribs. In ten secondswe could al be
dead.



"Brigade-Mgor,” sad theleved voice of Charley. "Dismissyour troops.”

The Brigade-magjor, who had turned once more to face Charley, when Charley spoke to him, turned
back again to the parade ground of men.

"Dis—" No more than in Charley's voice was there perceptible change in the Brigade-Mgor's command
from thetime it had been given before, "-missl™

The formations dissolved. All a once the ranks were breaking up, the men in them turning away, the
officers and non-coms lowering the weapons they had lifted to ready podtion at Charley'searlier
command. Thelong-held breeth toreitsalf out of my lungs so roughly it ripped a my throat. | turned to
Charley but he was halfway down the steps from the platform, as expressionless as he had been all
through the last few minutes. | had to half-run to catch up to him.

"Charley!" | sad, reaching him.

Heturned to look at me as he walked along. Suddenly | felt how pale and sweat dampened | was. | tried
to laugh.

"Thank God that's over," | said.
"Over?' He shook hishead. "It's not over, Tom. The enlisted men will be voting now. It'stheir right.”

"Vote?' The world made no senseto me, for a second. Then suddenly it made too much sense. "Y ou
mean—they might vote to march on Blauvain, or something like mat?"

"Perhaps—something likethat," he said.

| stared at him.

"And then?' | said. "Y ouwouldn'... if their vote should be to march on Blauvain—what would you do?!
Helooked a me dmost coldly.

"Lead my troops," he sad.

| stopped. Standing there, | watched him walk away from me. A hand tugged at my elbow”, and | turned
around to see that Pel and Moro had caught up to me. It was Moro who had his hand on my arm.

"Tom," said Moro, "What do we do, now?"
"See Padma,” | said. "If he can't do something, | don't know anybody who can."”
Charley was not flying directly back to Blauvain.

Hewas dready in agtaff meeting with hisfellow officers, who were barred from the voting of the enlisted
men by the Covenant. We three civilians had to borrow aland car from the encampment motor pool.

It was asilent ride, most of the way back into town. Once again | was at the controls, with Pel beside
me. Sitting behind us, just before we reached the west area of the city, Moro leaned forward to put his
head between us.

"Tom," hesaid. "Youll haveto put your police on specid duty. Pdl, you've got to mobilize the militia
—Tright now."



"Moro," | answered—and | suddenly felt dog-tired, weary to the point of exhaustion. "I've got lessthan
three hundred men, ninety-nine per cent of them without anything more exciting in the way of experience
than filling out reports or taking charge at afire, an accident or afamily quarrel. They wouldn't face those
mercenaries evenif | ordered themto.”

"Pd," hesaid, turning away from me, "your men are soldiers. They've been in thefield with these
mercenaries—"

Pl laughed a him.

"Over ahundred years ago, a battalion of Dorsaistook afortified city—Rochmont—uwith nothing heavier
than light field pieces. Thisisa brigade—six battalions—armed with the best weapons the Exotics can
buy them—facing acity with no naturd or artificia defensesat dl. And you want my two thousand
militiamen to try to stop them? Thereé'sno force on St. Marie that could stop those professional soldiers.”

"At Rochmont they were dl Dorsai—" Moro began.

"For God's sake!" cried Pdl. "These are Dorsai-officered, the best mercenariesyou can find. Elite
troops—the Exotics don't hire anything else for fear they might have to touch aweapon themsaves and
damage their, enlightenment—or whatever the hdll it isl Faceit, Moro! If Kensi€'stroops want to chew
us up, they will. And there's nothing you or | can do about it!"

Moro said nothing for along moment. Pel's last words had hit a near-hysterica note. When the Mayor of
Blauvain did spesk again, it was softly.

"l just wishto God | knew why you want just that to happen, so badly,” he said.
"Goto hel!" sad Pdl. "Just go-"

| dammed the car into retro and we skidded to a hat, thumping down on the grass as the air-cushion quit
| looked at Pel.

"That's something I'd like to know, too," | said. "All right, you liked Kensie. So did |. But what we're
facing isanything from the leveling of acity to apossible massacre of a couple of hundred thousand
people. All that for the degth of just one man?"

Pd's face looked bitter and sick

"We'reno good, we St. Marians," he said, thickly. "Were afat little farm world that's never done
anything since it wasfirg settled but yel for help to the Exotics every time we got into trouble. And the
Exotics have balled us out every time, only because we're in the same solar system with them. What're
we worth? Nothing! At least the Dorsai and the Exotics have got some value—some usel”

He turned away from Moro and mysdlf; and we could not get another word out of him.

Wedrove on into the city, where, to my greet relief, | finaly got rid of Pel and Moro both; and was able
to get to Police Headquarters and take charge of things.

As| had expected, things badly needed taking care of there. As| should aso have expected, | had very
much underestimated how badly they needed it. | had planned to spend two or three hours getting the
Situation under control, and then be free to seek out Padma. But, asit ended up, it took me nearly seven
straight hours to damp down the panic, straighten out the confusion, and put some purpose and order
back into the operations of al my people, off-duty and otherwise, who had reported for emergency
sarvice. Actually, it waslittle enough we were required to do —merely patrol the streets and see that the



town's citizens stayed off the streets and out of the way of the mercenaries. Still, that took seven hoursto
put into smooth operation; and at the end of that time | was till not free to go hunting for Padma, but had
to respond to aseries of calsfor my presence by the detective crew assigned to work with the
mercenariesin tracking down the ns.

| drove through the empty nighttime streets dowly, with my emergency lights on and the officia emblem
on my police car clearly illuminated. Three times, however, | was stopped and checked by teams of three
to five mercenaries, in battle dress and fully weaponed, that appeared unexpectedly. Thethird time, the
Groupman—a non-commissioned officer-in command of the team stopping me, joined meinthe car.
When twice after that we encountered military teams, he leaned out the right window to show himsdlf;

and we were waved through.

We came a last to ablock of warehouses on the north side of the city; and to one warehousein
particular. Within, the large, echoing structure was empty except for afew hundred square feet of crated
harvesting machinery on thefirgt of itsthreefloors. | found my men on the second floor in the trangparent
cubiclesthat were the building's offices, apparently doing nothing.

"What'sthe matter?' | said, when | saw them. They were not only idle, but they |ooked unhappy.

"Ther€'s nothing we can do, Superintendent,” said the senior detective lieutenant present—Lee Hdll, a
man I'd known for sixteen years. "We can't keep up with them, even if they'd let us."

"Keep up?' | asked.
"Yesdr," Leesaid. "Comeon, I'll show you. They let uswatch, anyway."

Heled me out of the offices up to the top floor of the warehouse, agreat, bare space with afew empty
crates scattered between piles of unused packing materials. At one end, portable floodlights were
illuminating an areawith amerciless blue-white light that made the shadows cast by men and things look
solid enough to stub your toe on. He led me toward the light until a Groupman stepped forward to bar
our way.

"Close enough, Lieutenant,” he said to Lee. He looked a me.
"Thisis Tomas Vdt, Blauvain superintendent of police.”

"Honored to meet you, gr," said the Groupman to me. "But you and the Lieutenant will haveto stand
back hereif you want to see what's going on."

"What isgoing on?" | asked.
"Recondruction,” said the Groupman. "That's one of our Hunter Teams."

| turned to watch. In the white glare of the light were four of the mercenaries. At first glance they seemed
engaged in some odd ballet or mime acting. They were & little distances from one another; and first one,
then another of them would move a short distance—perhaps asif he had gotten up from a nonexistent
chair and walked across to an equaly nonexistent table, then turned to face the others. Following which
another man would movein and gpparently do something at the same invisible table with him.

"The men of our Hunter Teams are essentidly trackers, Superintendent,” said the Groupman quietly in my
ear. "But some teams are better in certain surroundings than others. These are men of ateam that works
wdl ininteriors.

"But what arethey doing?' | said.



"Recongtructing what the assassins did when they were here," said the Groupman. "Each of three men on
the team takes the track of one of the ns, and the fourth man -watches them all as coordinator.”

| looked at him. He wore the deeve emblem of aDorsai, but he was as ordinary-looking as mysdlf or
one of my detectives. Plainly, afirst-generation immigrant to that world; which explained why he was
wearing the patches of a non-commissioned, rather than acommissioned officer aong with that emblem.

"But what kind of signs arethey tracking?' | asked.

"Littlethings, mostly." He smiled. "Tiny things-somethingsyou or | wouldn't be ableto seeif they were
pointed out to us. Sometimes there's nothing and they have to go on guess—that's where the coordinator
helps." He sobered. "L ooks like black magic, doesn't it? It does, even to me, sometimes, and I've been a
Dorsa for fourteen years."

| sared a the moving figures.
"You said—three" | said.

"That'sright,” answered the Groupman. "There were three snipers. Weve tracked them from the office in
the building they fired from, to here. Thiswastheir headquarters—the place they moved from, to the
office, just before the killing. There's Sgn they were here a couple of days, at least, waiting.”

"Waiting?' | asked. "How do you know there were three and they were waiting?'

"L ots of repetitive sign. Habitua actions. Signs of camping beds set up. Food signsfor anumber of
meals. Metd lubricant signs showing weapons had been disassembled and worked over here. Signsof a
portable, private phone—they must have waited for a phone call from someone telling them the
Commander was on hisway in from the encampment.”

"But how do you know there were only threg?"

"Theressign for only three" he said. "Three—dl| big for your world, al under thirty. The biggest man had
black hair and afull beard. He was the one who hadn't changed clothes for aweek—" The Groupman
siffed theair. "Smdl him?'

| sniffed hard and long.
"l don't smdl athing,” | said.

"Hmm," the Groupman looked grimly pleased. "Maybe those fourteen years have done me some good,
after dl. Thestink of him'sintheair, dl right. It's one of the things our Hunter Teams followed to this
place”

| looked aside at Lee Hall, then back at the soldier.
"Y ou don't need my detectivesat dl, doyou?' | said.
"No dgr," helooked mein the face. "But we assume you'd want them to stay with us. That'sdl right.”

"Yes" | said. And | |€ft there. If my men were not needed, neither was|; and | had no time to stand
around being usdless. Therewas still Padmato talk to.

But it was not easy to locate the Outbond. The Exotic Embassy either could not or would not tell me
where he was, and the Expedition Headquartersin Blauvain aso claimed not to know. As amatter of
ordinary police work, my own department kept track of important outworlders like the Graeme brothers



and the Outbond, as they moved around our city. But in this case, there was no record of Padma ever
leaving the room in which | had last seen him with lan Graeme, early inthe day. | findly took my
determination in both hands and cdled lan himsdlf to ask if Padmawaswith him.

The answer was ablunt 'no’. That settled it. If Padmawaswith him, A Dorsai like lan would have
refused to answer rather than lied outright. | gave up. | waslightheaded with fatigue and | told mysdif |
would go home, get at least afew hours deep, and then try again.

So, with one of the professiona soldiersin my police car to vouch for me at roadblocks, | returned to my
own dark gpartment; and when, done at lagt, | cameinto the living room and turned on thelight, there
was Padmawaiting for mein one of my own chair-floats.

Thejar of finding him there was solid—more like an emotiona explosion than | would have thought. It
was like seeing aghogt in redlity, the ghost of someone from whose funera you have just returned. |
stood staring at him.

"Sorry to gartleyou, Tom," hesaid. "1 know, you were going to have adrink and forget about everything
for afew hours. Why don't you have the drink, anyway?"

He nodded toward the bar built into a corner of the apartment living room. | never used the thing unless
there were guests on hand; but it was always stocked—that was part of the maintenance agreement in
the lease. | went over and punched the buttons for asingle brandy and water. | knew there was no use
offering Padmaacohol.

"How did you get in here?' | said, with back to him.

"| told your supervisor you were looking for me," Padmasaid. "Helet mein. We Exoticsaren't so
common on your world here that he didn't recognize me."

| swallowed half the glass at agulp, carried the drink back, and sat down in achair opposite him. The
background lighting in the apartment had gone on autometicaly when night darkened the windows. It was
asoft light, pouring from the corners of the celling and from little random gpertures and nichesin the
walls. Under it, in his blue robe, with this ageless face, Padmalooked like the image of a buddah, beyond
al the human and ordinary sormsof life,

"What are you doing here?' | asked. "I've been looking al over for you."

"That'swhy I'm here," Padma said. "The Situation being what it is, you would want to apped to meto
help you withit. So | wanted to see you away from any place where you might blame my refusal to help
on outside pressures.”

"Refusd?' | said. It was probably my imagination; but the brandy and water | had swallowed seemed to
have goneto my head dready. | fdt light-minded and unredl. "Y ou aren't even going to listen to mefirst
before saying no?!

"My hope," said Padma, "isthat you'l listen to me, first, Tom, before rejecting what 1've got to tell you.
You'rethinking that | could bring pressure to bear on lan Graeme to move his soldiers half aworld away
from Blauvain, or otherwise take the Situation out of its critical present phase. But the truthis| could not;
and evenif | could, I would not."

"Would not," | echoed, muzzily.

"Yes. Would not. But not just because of persona choice. For four centuries now, Tom, we students of
the Exotic Sciences have been telling other men and women that our human race was committed to a



future, to theworkings of hitory asit is. It'strue we Exotics have a cd culative technique now, caled
ontogenetics, that helps usto resolve any present or predicted moment into itslarger historicd factors.
We've made no secret of having such techniques. But that doesn't mean we can control what will happen,
particularly while other men till tend to reject the very thing we work with—the concept of alarge,
shifting pattern of eventsthat involvesdl of usand our lives.

"I'maCathalic,”" | said. "l don't believein predestination.”

"Neither do we on Maraand Kultis," said Pad-ma. "But we do bdieve in a physics of human action and
interaction, which we believe worksin a certain direction, toward a certain goa which we now think is
lessthan a hundred years off— if, in fact, we haven't already reached it. Movement toward that goal has
been building up for at least the last thousand years; and by now the momentum of itsforcesis massive.
No singleindividua or group of individuas at the present time have the mass to oppose or turn that
movement from its path. Only something greater than a human being as we know ahuman being might do
that."

"Sure," | said. Theglassin my hand was empty. | did not remember drinking the rest of its contents; but
the acohol was bringing me a certain easing of weariness and tenson. | got up, went back to the bar, and
came back with afull glass, while Padmawaited silently. " Sure, | understand. Y ou think you've spotted a
historical trend here; and you don't want to interfere for fear of spoiling it A fancy excuseto do nothing.”

"Not an excuse, Tom," Padma said; and there was something different, like adeep gong-notein his
voice, that blew the fumes of the brandy clear from my wits for a second and made melook at him. "I'm
not telling you | won't do anything about the Stuation. I'm telling you that | can't do anything about it.
Evenif | tried to do something, it would be no use. It's not for you alone that the Situation istoo massive;
itsthat way for everyone."

"How do you know if you don't try?" | said. "Let me seeyou try, and it not work Then maybe I'd believe
you."

"Tom," hesad, "canyou lift me out of thischair?'

| blinked a him. | anno Dorsal, as| think | have said, but | am large for my world, which meant inthis
casethat | was ahead taller than Padma and perhaps a quarter again the weight. Also | was undoubtedly
younger; and | had worked al my lifeto stay in good physical condition. | could have lifted someone my
own weight out of that chair with no trouble, and Padmawas less than that.

"Unlessyou'retied down,” | said.
"I'm not." He stood up briefly, and then sat again. "Try and lift me, Tom."

| put my glass down, stepped over to hisfloat and stood behind him. | wrapped my arms around his
body under hisarmpits, and lifted—at first eadly, then with dl my strength.

But not only could I not lift him, | could not budge him. If he had been alifesized statue of stonel would
have expected to fedl more reaction and movement in response to my efforts.

| gave up findly, panting, and stood back from him.
"What do you weigh?' | demanded.

"No more than you think Sit down again, Tom—" 1 did. "Don't let it bother you. It'satrick, of course.
No, not amechanica trick, a physiological one—but atrick just the same, that's been shown on stage at
times, at least during the last four hundred years."



"Stand up,” | said. "Let metry again.”
Hedid. | did. Hewas gtill immovable.
"Now," he said, when | had given up asecond time. "Try once more; and you'l find you can lift me."

| wiped my forehead, put my arms around him, and heaved upward with al my strength. | amost threw
him againgt the cealling overhead. Numbly | set him down again.

"You see?' hesaid, resesting himsdf "Just as | knew you could not lift me until | let you, | know that
thereisnothing | can do to adter present events here on &t. Marie from their present direction. But you

"l can?' | stared at him, then exploded. "Then for God's sake tell me how?"
He shook hishead, dowly.

"I'm sorry, Tom," he said. "But that'sjust what | can't do. | only know that, resolved to ontogenetic
terms, the Situation here shows you as a pivotal character. On you, as a point, the bundle of human forces
that were concentrated here and bent toward destruction by another such pivotal character, may be
redirected back into the general historica pattern with aminimum of harm. | tell you this so that being
aware of it, you can be watching for opportunitiesto redirect. That'sall | can do."

Incredibly, with those words, he got up and went toward the door of the apartment.
"Hold on!" | said, and he stopped, turning back momentarily. "This other pivotal character. Who's he?!
Padma shook his head again.

"It would do you no good to know," he said. "'l give you my word heis now far away from the Situation
and will not be coming back to it Heis not even on the planet.”

"Oneof theassassinsof Kensge!" | said. "And they've gotten away, off-planet!”

"No," said Padma. "No. The men who assassinated Kensie are only tools of events. If none of them had
existed, three others would have been there in their place. Forget this other pivotal character, Tom. He
was no morein charge of the situation he created than you arein charge of the Situation here and now.
Hewas samply, likeyou, in apostion that gave him freedom of choice. Good night."

With those last words, he was suddenly out the door and gone. To thisday | cannot remember if he
moved particularly swiftly; or whether for some reason | now can't remember | smply let him go. Just-all
at once | wasaone.

Fatigue rolled over melike the heavy waves of some ocean of mercury. | sumbled into the bedroom, fell
on my deeping float, and that was al | remembered until—only a second later, it seemed—I woketo the
hammering of my telephone's chimeson my ears.

| reached out, fumbled at the bedside table and pushed the on button.
"Vt here" | said, thickly.
"Tom—thisisMore. Tom?Isthat you, Tom?"'

| licked my lips, swallowed and spoke more understandably.



"Itsme" | said. "What'sthe cal for?'
"Whereve you been?'

"Seeping,” | sad. "What'sthe cal for?'
"I've got to talk to you. Can you come—"

"You come here" | said. "I've got to get up and dress and get some coffee in me before | go anyplace.
Y ou cantalk to mewhileI'm doing it."

| punched off. He was still saying something at the other end of the line but just then | did not care what it
was.

| pushed my dead-heavy body out of bed and began to move. | was dressed and at the coffee when he
camne.

"Haveacup." | pushed it a him as he sat down at the porch table with me. He took it automatically.

"Tom—" he said. The cup trembled in his hand as he lifted it and he Spped hadtily from it before putting it
down again. "Tom, you werein the Blue Front once, weren't you?"

"Werentwedl?' | said. "Back when we and it were young together; and it was an idedlistic outfit aimed
at putting some order and system into our world government?”

"Yes, yesof course,” Moro said. "But what | mean s, if you were amember once, maybe you know
who to contact now—"

| began to laugh. | laughed so hard | had to put my cup down to avoid spilling it.

"Moro, don't you know better than that?' | said. "If | knew who the present leaders of the Blue Front
were, they'd bein jail. The Blauvain police commissioner—the head law enforcement man of our capita
city—isthelast man the Blue Front would be in touch with nowadays. They'd cometo you, first. You
were amember once, too, back in college days, remember?!

"Yes," hesad miserably. "But | don't know anything now, just asyou're saying. | thought you might have
informers, or suspicions you couldn't prove, or-"

"None of them," | said. "All right. Why do you want to know who's running the Blue Front, now?'

"| thought I'd make an appedl to them, to give up the ns of Kense Graeme—to save the Blauvain
people. Tom—" he stared directly at me. "Just an hour ago the enlisted men of the mercenariestook a
vote on whether to demand their officerslead them on the city. They voted over ninety-four per cent, in
favor. And Pdl... Pe'sfinaly mobilized hismilitia; but | don't think he meansto help us. HES been trying
togetintotaktolanal day."

"All day?' | glanced at thetime on my wrist unit. "4:25—it'snot 4:25 pm, now?'
"Yes," sad Moro, garing & me. "'l thought you knew."

"I didn't meanto deep likethis!" | came out of the chair, moving toward the door. "Pdl'strying to see
lan? The sooner we get down and see him ourselves, the better.”

So we went. But we were too late. By the time we got to Expedition Headquarters and past the junior
officersto the door of the office where lan was, Pel was dready with lan. | brushed aside the Force



Leader barring our way and walked in, followed by Moro.

Pdl was standing facing lan, who sat at adesk surrounded by stacks of filmprints. He got to hisfeet as
Moro and | appeared.

"That'll bedl right, Force-leader," he said to the officer behind us. "Tom, I'm glad you're here. Mr.
Mayor, though, if you don't mind waiting outside, I'll seeyou in afew minutes.”

Moro had little choice but to go out again. The door shut behind him, 1an waved meto a chair beside
Pdl, and sat down again himself.

"Go ahead, Generdl," he said to Pel. "Repeat what you'd started to tell me, for the benefit of Tom, here."
Pdl glanced savagely at me for a second out of the edge of his eyes before answering.

"This doesn't have anything to do with the Police Commissioner of Blauvain,” he said, "or anyone else of
S Maie”

"Repeat,” said lan again. He did not raise hisvoice. The word was smply an iron door dropped in Pel's
way, forcing him to turn back Pel glanced once more, grimly & me.

"l wasjust saying,”" he said, "if Commander Graeme would go to the encampment and spesk to the
enlisted men there, he could probably get them to vote unanimoudy.”

"Vote unanimoudy for what?" | asked.
"For a house-to-house search of the Blauvain area," |an answered.

"The city's been cordoned,” Pel said quickly. "A search like that would turn up the assassinsin amatter
of hours, with the whole expeditionary force searching.”

"Sure," | said, "and with the actua ns, thered be afew hundred suspected assassins, or people
who fought or ran for the wrong reason, killed or wounded by the searchers. Even if the Blue Front didn't
take advantage of the opportunity—which they certainly would—to start gunfights with the soldiersin the
City Streets.”

"What of it?' said Pdl, talking to lan rather than to me. "'Y our troops can handle any Blue Front people.
And you'd be doing &t. Marie afavor to wipe them out.”

"If the whole thing didn't develop into awiping-out of the whole civilian population of thecity,” | said.
"You'reimplying, Tom," said Pdl, "that the Exotic troops can't be controlled by—"
lan cut him short.

"Y our suggestion, Generd," he said, "isthe same one I've been getting from other quarters. Someone else
isherewithit right now. I'll let you listen to the answer | give him."

He turned toward his desk annunciator.
"Send in Groupman Whadlo," he said.

He straightened up and turned back to us as the door to his office opened and in came the mercenary
noncom | had brushed past out there. Inthelight, | saw it wasthe immigrant Dorsai of the Hunter Team |
had encountered—the man who had been aDorsal fourteen years.



"Sir" he sad, stopping afew steps before lan and saluting. Uncovered himsdlf, 1an did not return the
sute

"Y ou've got amessage for me?' lan said. "Go ahead. | want these gentlemen to hear it, and my answer."

"Yesdr," said Whalo. | could see him glance at and recognize me out of the corner of hiseyes. "As
representative of the enlisted men of the Expedition, | have been sent to convey to you the results of our
latest vote on orders. By unanimous vote, the enlisted men of this command have concurred in the need
for asingle operation.”

"Whichis?'

"That ahouse-to-house search of the Blauvain city area be made for the assassins of Reid Commander
Graeme," said Whallo. He nodded at lan's desk and for thefirst time | saw solidigraphsthere-artists
impressions, undoubtedly, but looking remarkably lifelike of three men in civilian clothes. "Therésno
danger we won't recognize them when we find them.”

Whdlo'sformd and artificia delivery was at odds with theway | had heard him speak when | had run
into him a the Hunter Team dte. Therewas, it occurred to me suddenly, probably amilitary protocol
even to matters like this—even to the matter of aman's desth and the possible degth of acity. It came as
alittle shock to redizeit and for thefirst time | began to fed something of what Padmahad meant in
saying that the momentum of forcesinvolved here was massive. For asecond it wasamost asif | could
fed those forces like great winds, blowing on the present moment. —But lan was dready answering him.

"Any house-to-house search involves possible military errors and danger to the civilian population,” he
was saying. "The military record of my brother isnot to be marred after his death by any intemperate
order fromme."

"Yesdr," sadd Whdlo. "I'm sorry sr; but the en-listed men of the expedition had hoped that the action
would be ordered by you. Their decison cadlsfor sx hoursin which you may consider the matter before
our Enlisted Men's Council takes the responsibility for the action upon itself. Meanwhile, the Hunter
Teamswill be withdrawn—thisis part of the voted decision.”

"That, too?' sad lan.

"I'm sorry, Sir. But you know," said Whdllo, "they've been at a dead end for some hours now. Thetrail
waslog in traffic; and the men might be anywherein the centrd part of the city.”

"Yes," sad lan. "Wdll, thank you for your message, Groupman.”

"Sir" said Whdlo. He saluted again and went out.

Asthe door closed behind him, lan's head turned back to face Pel and mysdlf
"Y ou heard, gentlemen,” he said. "Now, |'ve got work to do.”

Pel and | |eft. In the corridor outside, Whallo was dready gone and the young Force-L eader was absent.
Only Moro stood waiting for us. Pel turned on me, furioudly.

"Who asked you to show up here?" he demanded.

"Moro," | answered. "And agood thing, too. Pel, what's got into you? Y ou act asif you had some
persond axeto grind in seeing the Exotic mercenarieslevel Blauvain—"



He spun away from me.
"Excuse me!" he snapped. "I've got thingsto do. I've got to phone my Headquarters.”

Puzzled, | watched him take a couple of long strides away from me and out of the outer office.
Sud-denly, it was asif the winds of those massiveforces| had felt for amoment just past in lan's office
had blown my head strangely clean, clear and empty, so that the dightest sound echoed with importance.
All at once, | was hearing the echo of Pdl saying those identical words as Kensie was preparing to leave
the mercenary encampment for the non-existent victory dinner; and ahaf-recognized but long-held
suspicion in meflared into araging certainty.

| took threelong strides after him and caught him. 1 whirled him around and rammed him up againgt a
wadl.

"Itwasyou!" | said. "Y ou cdled from the Encampment to the city just before we drovein. It was you
who told the nswe were on the way and to move into position to snipe at our car. You're Blue
Front, Pel; and you set Kensie up to be murdered!”

My hands were on histhroat and he could not have answered if he had wanted to. But he did not need
to. Then | heard the click of boothedls on thefloor of the polished stone corridor flagging outside the
office, and let go of him, dipping my hand under my uniform jacket to my beltgun.

"Say aword," | whigpered to him, "or try anything... and I'll kill you before you can get thefirst syllable
out. Y ou're coming along with ugl"

The Force-leader entered. He glanced at the three of us curioudly.
"Something | can do for you gentlemen?' he asked.
"No," | said, "No, we'rejust leaving."

With one arm through Pel's and the hand of my other arm under my jacket on the butt of my beltgun, we
went out as close as the old friends we had aways been, Moro bringing up the rear. Out in the corridor,
with the office door behind us, Moro caught up with me on the opposite side from Pel.

"What are we going to do?' Moro whispered. Pel had gill said nothing; but his eyeswere like the black
shadows of meteor craters on the gray face of an airless moon.

"Take him downgtairs and out to alocked room in the nearest police pogt,” | said. "He'sawalking stick
of high explosiveif any of the mercenariesfind out what he did. Someone of hisrank involved in Kensie's
killing isal the excuse they need to run our streetsred in the gutters.”

We got Pdl to aprivate back room in Post Ninety-six, aloca police center less than three minutes drive
from the building where lan had his office.

"But how can you be sure, he—" Moro hesitated at putting it into words, once we were safein the room.
He stood gtaring at Pel, who sat huddled in achair, still without speaking.

"I'msure” | said. "The Exotic, Padma" | cut mysdlf off as much asMoro had done. "Never mind. The
main thing is he's Blue Front, he'sinvolved—and what do we do about it?"

Pdl stirred and spoke for the first time since | had almost strangled him. He looked up at Moro and
mysdlf out of hisgrey-dead face.



"I diditfor St. Marie!" he said, hoarsely. "But | didn't know they were going to kill him! | didn't know
that. They said it wasjust to be shooting around the car—for an incident—"

"You hear?' | jerked my head at Moro. "Do you want more proof than that?"
"What'll we do?' Moro was staring in fascinated horror at Pel.

"That was my question,” | reminded him. He stood there looking hardly in better case than Pdl. "But it
doesn't look like you're going to be much help in answering it.”" | laughed, but not happily. "Padmasaid
the choicewas up to me."

"Who? What're you talking about? What choice?' asked Moro.
"Pel here—" | nodded at him, "knowswherethe nsarehiding.”
"No," said Pdl.

"WEell, you know enough so that we can find them,” | said. "It makes no difference. And outside of this
room, there's only two people on &. Marie we can trust with that information.”

"Youthink I'd tdl you anything?' Pel said. Hisface was Hill grey, but it had firmed up now. "Do you think
evenif | knew anything I'd tell you? St. Marie needs a strong government to survive and only the Blue
Front can giveit to her. | wasready to give my lifefor that, yesterday. I'm till willing. | won't tell you
anything—and you can't make me. Not in six hours."

"What two people?’ Moro asked me.
"Padma,” | sad, "and lan."

"lan!" said Pdl. ™Y ou think hell help you? He doesn't give adamn for St. Marie, either way. Did you
believe that talk of hisabout his brother's military record? He's got no fedlings. It's his own military record
he's concerned with; and he doesn't care if the mercenaries tear Blauvain up by the roots, aslong asit's
done over his own objection. He's just as happy as any of the other mercenaries with that vote. HE's just
going to Sit out hissix hours and et things happen.”

"And | suppose Padmadoesn't care either?' Moro was beginning to sound alittle ugly himself. "It was
the Exotics sent us hep againg the Friendliesin thefirst place!™

"Who knows what Exoticswant?' Pel retorted. "They pretend to go about doing nothing but helping
other people, and never dirtying their hands with violence and so on; and somehow with al that they
keep on getting richer and more powerful al thetime. Sure, trust Padma, why don't you? Trust Padma
and see what happens!"

Moro looked at me uncomfortably.
"What if hé'sright?' Moro said.

"What if he'sright?' | snarled at him. "Moro, can't you seethisiswhat St. Mari€strouble has aways
been? Here's the troublemaker we always have around—someone like Pel—whispering that the devil'sin
the chimney and you—like the rest of our people always do—starting to shake at the knees and wanting
to sl him the house at any price! Stay here both of you; and don't try to leave the room."

| went out, locking the door behind me. They werein one of anumber of rooms set up behind the duty
officer'sdesk and | went up to the night sergeant on duty. He was aman I'd known back when | had



been in detective training on the Blauvain force, an old-line policeman named Jaker Redles.

"Jaker," | said, "I've got acouple of valuableitemslocked up in that back room. Jhopeto be back in an
hour or so to collect them; but if | don't, make sure they don't get out and nobody getsin to them, or
knowsthey're mere. | don't care what kind of noises may seem to come out of there, it'sal inthe
imagination of anyone who thinks he hears them, for twenty-four hoursat leas, if | don't come back™

"Got you, Tom," said Jaker. "Leaveit upto me, air.”
"Thanks, Jaker," | said.

| went out and back to Expedition Headquarters. It had not occurred to me to wonder what 1an would
do now that his Hunter Teams had been taken from him. | found Expedition Headquarters now quietly
aswarm with officers—officerswho clearly were most of them Dorsai. No enlisted men were to be seen.

| was braced to argue my way into seeing lan; but the men on duty surprised me. | had to wait only four
or five minutes outside the door of lan's private office before six Senior Commandants, Charley ap
Morgan among them, filed out.

"Good," said Charley, nodding as he saw me; and then went on without any further explanation of what
he meant. | had no time even to look after him. lan was waliting.

| went in. lan sat massively behind his desk, waiting for me, and waved meto achair facing him as|
camein. | sat down. Hewas only afew feet from me, but again | had the feding of avast distance
separaing us. Even here and now, under the soft lights of this nighttime office, he conveyed, more
strongly than any Dorsai | had ever seen, a sense of difference. Generations of men bred to war had
made him; and | could not warm to him as Pel and others had warmed to Kensie. Far from kindling any
affection in me, as he sat there, acold wind like that off someicy and barren mountaintop seemed to
blow from him to me, chilling me. | could believe Pdl, that lan was al ice and no blood; and there was no
reason for meto do anything for him—except that as aman whose brother had been killed, he deserved
-whatever help any other decent, law-abiding man could give him.

But I owed something to myself, too, and to the fact that we were not al villains, like Pel, on St. Marie,
"I've got something to tell you,” | said. "It's about Generd Sinjin.”

He nodded, dowly.

"I've been waiting for you to come to mewith that," he said.

| stared at him.

"You knew about Pel?" | said.

"We knew someone from the St. Marie authorities had to be involved in what happened,” he said.
"Normdly, aDorsa officer isdert to any potentialy dangerous situation. But there was the fal se dinner
invitation; and then the matter of the ns happening to bein just the right place at theright time, with
just the right weapons. Also, our Hunter Teams found clear evidence the encounter was no accident. As
| say, an officer like Field Commander Graemeis not ordinarily killed thet easily.”

It was odd to it there and hear him speak Kensie's namethat way. Title and name rang on my ears with
the strangeness one fed swhen somebody speaks of himsalf in the third person.

"But Pel?' | said.



"Wedidn't know it was Generd Sinjinwho wasinvolved" lan said. "Y ou identified him yoursdlf by
coming to me about him just now."

"He'sBlue Front," | said.
"Yes" sad lan, nodding.
"I'veknown himal my life" | sad, carefully. "'l

believe he's suffered some sort of nervous breakdown over the degth of your brother. Y ou know, he
admired your brother very much. But he's still the man | grew up with; and that man can't be easily made
to do something he doesn't want to do. Pel sayshewon't tell us anything that'll help usfind the ns,
and he doesn't think we can make him tell usinsde of the six hours | eft before your soldiers moveinto
search Blauvain. Knowing him, I'm afraid he'sright.”

| stopped talking. lan sat where he was, behind the desk, looking a me, merely waiting.

"Don't you understand?’ | said. "Pel can help us, but | don't know of any way to makehimdo it."
Sill lan said nothing.

"What do you want from me?" | amost shouted it at him, at last.

"Whatever," lan sad, "you haveto give."

For amoment it seemed to me that there swas something like a crack in the granite mountain that he
seemed to be. For amoment | could have sworn that | saw into him. But if thiswastrue, the crack
closed up immediatdly, the minute | glimpsed it. He sat remote, icy, waiting, there behind his desk

"I've got nothing,” | said, "unless you know of someway to make Pdl talk"
"I have no way congstent with my brother's reputation as a Dorsai officer,” said lan, remotely.

"Y ou're concerned with reputations?” | said. "1'm concerned with the people who'll die and be hurt in
Blauvain if your mercenaries comein to hunt door-to-door for those assassins. Which is more important,
the reputation of adead man, or the lives of living ones?’

"The people arerightly your concern, Com-missioner,” said lan, ill remotely, "the professiona
reputation of Kende Graemeisrightly mine"

"What will happen to that reputation if those troops moveinto Blauvain in lessthan six hours from now?"
| demanded.

"Something not good,” lan said. "That doesn't change my persond responsilities. | can't dowhat |
shouldn't do and | must do what | ought to do.”

| stood up.

"There'sno answer to the situation, then," | said. Suddenly, the utter tiredness | had felt beforewas on
me again. | wastired of the fanatic Friendlieswho had come out of another solar system to exercisea
purely theoretical claim to our revenues and world surface as an excuse to assault St. Marie. | wastired
of the Blue Front and peoplelike Pdl. | wastired of off-world people of dl kinds, including Exoticsand
Dorsais. | wastired, tired... It cameto methen that | could walk out. | could refuse to make the decison
that Padmahad said | would make and the whole matter would be out of my hands. | told mysdlf to do
that, to get up and walk out; but my feet did not budge. In picking on me, events had chosen the right



idiot asapivot point. Like lan, | could not do what | should not do, and | must do what | ought to do.
"All right," | said, "Padmamight be able to do something with him."

"The Exotics," said lan, "force nobody." But he stood up.

"Maybel cantdk himintoit," | said, exhaugtedly. "At leadt, | cantry.”

Once more, | would have had no ideawhere to find Padmain ahurry. But lan located him in aresearch
enclosure, acarrel in the stacks of the Blauvain library; which like many librarieson dl the eleven
inhabited worlds, had been Exotic-endowed. In the small space of the carrdl 1an and | faced him; the two
of us standing, Padma seated in the serenity of his blue robe and unchanging facia expresson. | told him
what we needed with Pel, and he shook his head.

"Tom," he said, "you must dready know that we who study the Exotic sciences never force anyone or
anything. Not for mora reasons adone; but because using force would damage our ability to do the
sensitive work we've dedicated our livesto doing. "That's why we hire mercenariesto fight for us, and
Cetan lawyersto handle our off-world business contracts. | am the last person on thisworld to make Pel
tak"

"Don't you fed any responsibility to the innocent people of thiscity?' | said. "To thelivesthat will belost
if he doesnt?'

"Emotiondly, yes," Padmasaid, softly. "But there are practica limitsto the responsibility of persona
inaction. If | were to concern myself with al possble pain consequent upon the least, single action of
mine, | would have to spend my lifelike astatue. | was not responsible for Kensie€'s death; and | am not
responsible for finding hiskillers. Without such aresponsbility | can't violate the most basic prohibition of
my lifésrules”

"You knew Kense," | said. "Don't you owe anything to him? And don't you owe anything to the same S.
Marie people you sent an armed expedition to help?*

"We makeit apoint to give, rather than take," Padmasaid, "just to avoid debts like that which could
force usinto doing what we shouldn't do. No, Tom.

The Exoticsand | have no obligation to your people, or even to Kensie."
"—And to the Dorsai?" asked lan, behind me.

| had amogt forgotten he was there, | had been concentrating so hard on Padma. Certainly, | had not
expected lan to speak The sound of his deep voice was like aheavy bell talling in the smal room; and for
thefirst time Padmas face changed.

"TheDorsai..." he echoed. "Y es, thetime is coming when there will be neither Exotics nor Dorsal, inthe
end when thefina development is achieved. But we Exotics have dways counted on our work as a step
on the way to that end; and the Dorsai helped us up our step. Possibly, if things had gone otherwise, the
Dorsa might have never been; and we would gtill be where we are now. But things went asthey have;
and our thread has been tangled with the Dorsai thread from the time your many-times removed
grandfather Cletus Grahamefirst freed dl the younger worlds from the politics of Earth..."

He stood up.

"I'll forceno one" hesaid. "But | will offer Pl my help to find peace with himsdlf, if he can; and if he
finds such peace, then maybe he swill want to tdll you willingly what you want to know."



Padma, lan and | went back to the police station where | had left Pel and Moro locked up. Welet Moro
out, and closed the door upon the three of uswith Pel. He sat in achair, looking at us, pale, pinch-faced
and composed.

"So you brought the Exatic, did you, Tom?' he said to me. "What's it going to be? Some kind of
hypnogis?”

"No, Pdl," said Padma softly, pacing acrossthe room to him aslan and | sat down to wait. "I would not
ded in hypnos's, particularly without the consent of the one to be hypnotized.”

"Well, you sure as hdl haven't got my consent!” said Pdl.

Padma had reached him now and was standing over him. Pel looked up into the calm face above the blue
robe.

"But try itif youlike" Pd said, "I don't hypnotize eesily.”

"No," said Padma. "I've said | would not hypnotize anyone; but in any case, neither you nor anyone else
can be hypnotized without his or her innate consent. All things between individuas are done by consent.
The prisoner consentsto his captivity asthe patient consentsto his surgery—the differenceisonly in
degree and pattern. The greet, blind massthat is humanity in generd islike an amoebic animdl. It exists
by internd lawsthat cohereits body and its actions. Those internal laws are based upon conscious and
unconscious, mutua consents of its atoms—ourselves—to work with each other and cooperate. Peace
and satisfaction come to each of usin proportion to our successin such cooperation, in the
forward-searching movement of the humanity-creature as awhole. Non-consent and noncooperation
work againg the grain. Pain and salf-hate result from friction when we fight against our natural desireto
cooperate..."

Hisvoice went on. Gently but compellingly he said agreat deal more, and | understood dl at thetime;
but beyond what | have quoted so far—and thosefirst few sentences stay printed-clear in my
memory—I do not recall another specific word. | do not know to this day what happened. Perhaps |
half-dozed without redizing | was dozing. At any rate, time passed; and when | reached a point where
the memory record took up again, he was leaving and Pel had atered.

"| can talk to you some more, can't 1?' Pel said as the Outbond rose to leave. Pel's voice had become
clear-toned and strangely young-sounding. "I don't mean now. | mean, ther€lll be other times?”

"I'm afraid not," Padmasaid. "Il haveto leave St. Marie shortly. My work takes me back to my own
world and then on to one of the Friendly planets to meet someone and wind up what began here. But you
don't need meto talk to. Y ou created your own insights as we talked, and you can go on doing that by
yourself. Goodby, Pd."

"Goodby," said Pel. He watched Padmaleave. When helooked at me again hisface, like hisvoice, was
clear and younger than | had seen it in years. "Did you hear dl that, Tom?"

"l think so..." | said; because aready the memory was beginning to dip away from me. | could fed the
import of what Padma had said to Pdl, but without being able to give it exact shape, it was asif | had
intercepted amessage that had turned out to be not for me, and so my mental machinery had aready
begun to cancd it out. | got up and went over to Pel. Y ou'll help usfind those assassins, now?"

"Yes" hesad. "Of course | will "

Hewas ableto give usaligt of five places that were possible hiding placesfor the three we hunted. He



provided exact directionsfor finding each one.

"Now," | said to lan, when Pel was through, "we need those Hunter Teams of yours that were pulled off

"We have Hunters" said lan. "Those officerswho are Dorsai are still with us; and there are Hunters
among them."

He stepped to the phone unit on the desk in the room and put acal in to Charley ap Morgan, at
Expeditionary Headquarters. When Charley answered, 1an gave him the five locations Pel had supplied
us

"Now," he said to me as he turned away from the phone. "Well go back to my office."

"l want to come," said Pdl. lan looked at him for along moment, then nodded, without changing
expression.

"You can come," hesad.

When we got back to the Expeditionary Headquarters building, the rooms and corridors there seemed
even more asvarm with officers. Aslan had said, they were mostly Dorsal. But | saw some among them
who might not have been. Apparently lan commanded his own loyalty, or perhgpsit was the Dorsai
concept that commanded its own loydty to whoever was commanding officer. We went to his office;
and, gitting there, waited while the reports began to comein.

Thefirst threelocations to be checked out by the officer Hunter Teams drew blanks. The fourth showed
evidence of having been used within the last twenty-four hours, dthough it was empty now. The last
location to be checked also drew blank

The Hunter Teams concentrated on the fourth location and began to work outward from it, hoping to
crosssgn of atrail away fromit. | checked the clock figures on my wrist unit. It was now nearing one
am. inthe morning, loca time; and the six hour deadline of the enlisted mercenarieswas dueto expirein
forty-seven minutes. In the office where | waited with lan, Pel, Charley ap Morgan, and another senior
Dorsai officer, the air was thick with the tensgon of waiting. 1an and the two other Dorsai sat ill; even Pel
sat ill. 1 was the one who fidgeted and paced, as the time continued to run out.

The phone on lan's desk flashed its visud signd light. 1an reached out to punch it on.
"Yes?' hesad.

"Hunter Team Three," said avoice from the desk "We have clear sign and are following now. Suggest
you joinus, gr."

"Thank you. Coming," said lan.

Wewent, lan, Charley, Pel and mysdlf, in an Expedition Command Car. It was an egrieride through the
patrolled and deserted streets of my city. lan's Hunter Team Three was ahead of usand led usto an
gpartment hotel on the upper north sde of the city, in the oldest section.

The building had been built of poured cement faced with Castlemane granite. Insde, the corridors were
old-fashionedly narrow and close-fedling, with dark, thick carpeting and metal Availsin imitation oak
woodgrain. The soundproofing was good, however. We mounted to the seventh story and moved down
the hall to suite number 415 without hearing any sound other than those we made, ourselves.

"Here," finaly said the leader of the Hunter Team, alean, gnarled Dorsai Senior Commandant in hislate



fifties. He gestured to the door of 415. "All three of them.”

"lan," said Charley gp Morgan, glancing a hiswrigt unit. "The enlisted men start moving into the city in Sx
minutes. Y ou could go meet them to say

Fe*«weve found the assassins. The othersand [—"

"No," sad lan. "We can't say we've found them until we see them and identify them positively.” He
stepped up to one side of the door; and, reaching out an arm, touched the door annunciator stud.

There was no response. Above the door, the half-meter square annunciator screen stayed brown and
blank

lan pressed the button again.
Again we waited, and there was no response.

lan pressed the stud. Holding it down, so that his voice would go with the sound of its announcing chimes
to the ears of those within, he spoke.

"Thisis Commander lan Graeme," he said. "Blauvain isnow under martia law, and you are under arrest
in connection with the nation of Field Commander Kensie Graeme. If necessary, we can cut our
way in to you. However, I'm concerned that Held Commander Graeme's reputation be kept free of
criticism in the matter of determining responsbility for his death. So I'm offering you the chance to come
out and surrender.”

He released the stud and stopped talking. There was along pause. Then avoice spoke from the
annunciator grille below the screen, dthough the screen itself remained blank

"Goto hdl, Graeme," said the voice. "We got your brother; and if you try to blast your way in here, well
get you, too."

"My adviceto you," said lan—hisvoice was cold, distant, and impersond, asif thiswas something he
did every day, "isto surrender.”

"Y ou guarantee our sefety if we do?"

"No," said lan. "l only guaranteethat | will seethat Fiedld Commander Graeme's reputation is not
adversdy affected by theway you're handled.”

There was no immediate answer from the screen. Behind lan, Charley looked again at hiswrist unit.
"They're playing for time," he said. "But why? What good will that do them?"

"They'refanatics" said Pdl, softly. "Just as much fanatics asthe Friendly soldierswere, only for the Blue
Front instead of for some puritan form of religion. Those three in there don't expect to get out of this
dive. They'reonly trying to set a higher price on their own deaths—get something morefor their dying.”

Charley ap Morgan'swrist unit chimed.

"Timesup," hesaidto lan. "The enlisted men are moving into the suburbs of Blauvain now, to begin their
search.”

lan reached out and pushed the annunciator stud again, holding it down as he spoke to the men inside.



"Areyou coming out?'
"Why should we?' answered the voice that had spoken thefirgt time. "Give us areason.”
"Il comeinandtalk to you if you like" said lan.

"No—" began Pdl out loud. | gripped hisarm, and he turned on me, whispering. "Torn, tell him not to go
in! That'swhat they want."

"Stay here" | said.
| pushed forward until Charley ap Morgan put out an arm to stop me. | spoke across that arm to lan.
"lan," | said, in avoice safely low enough o that the door annunciator would not pick it up. "Pel says—"

"Maybethat'sagood idea," said the voice from the annunciator. “That's right, why don't you comeonin,
Graeme? Leave your weapons outsde.”

"Tom," said lan, without looking ether at me or Charley ap Morgan, "Stay back Keep him back,
Charley.”

"Yesdr," said Charley. Helooked into my face, eyeto eye with me. "Stay out of this, Tom. Backup."

lan stepped forward to stand square in front of the door, where abeam coming through it could go
through him aswell. He was taking off his sidearm as he went. He dropped it to thefloor, in full sght of
the screen, through the blankness of which thoseinside would be looking out.

"I'm unarmed," he said.

"Of that sidepiece, you are," said the annunciator. "Do you think we're going to take your word for the
rest of you? Strip."

Without hegitation, lan unsedled his uniform jacket and began to take off his clothes. In amoment or two,
he stood naked in the halway, but if the men in the suite had thought to gain some sort of mora
advantage over him because of that, they were disappointed.

Stripped, he looked—Iike an athlete—larger and more impressive than he had, clothed. He towered
over usdl inthe hdl, even over the other Dorsal there; and with his darkly tanned skin under the lights he
seemed like amassive figure carved in oak

"I'mwaiting," he sad, after amoment, camly.
"All right," said the voice from the annunciator. "Comeonin.”

He moved forward. The door unlatched and did aside before him. He passed through and it closed
behind him. For amoment we were left with no sound or word from him or the suite; then, unexpectedly,
the screen lit up. We found oursalves looking over and past lan's bare shoulders at aroom in which three
men, each amed with arifle and apair of Sde-arms, sat facing him. They gave no sign of knowing that
he had turned on the annunciator screen, the controls of which would be hidden behind him, now that he
stood ingde the door, facing the room.

The center one of the three seated men laughed. He was the big, black-bearded man | had found vaguely
familiar when | saw the solidigraphs of the three of them in lan's office; and | recognized him now. He
was a professonal wrestler. He had been arraigned on assault charges four years ago, but lack of
testimony against him had caused the charges to be dismissed. He was not astal as lan, but much



heavier of body; and it was his voice we had been hearing, because now we heard it again as hislips
moved on the screen.

"Wadl, well, Commander," he said. "Just what we needed—a visit from you. Now we can rack up a
score of two Dorsai Commanders before your soldiers carry what's left of us off to the morgue; and St.
Marie can see that even you people can be handled by the Blue Front"

We could not seelan's face; but he said nothing and apparently hislack of reaction wasirritating to the
big assassin, because he dropped his cheerful tone and leaned forward in his chair.

"Don't you understand, Graeme?' he said. "We've lived and died for the Blue Front, al three of us—for
the one palitica parry with the strength and guts to save our world. We're dead men no matter what we
do. Did you think we don't know that? Y ou think we don't know what would happen to usif we were
idiots enough to surrender the way you said? Y our men would tear us gpart; and if there was anything left
of us after that, the government's law would try us and then shoot us. We only let you in here so that we
could lay you out like your twin brother, before we were laid out oursalves. Don't you follow me, man?
Y ou waked into our hands herellike afly into atrap, never redizing.”

"l redized," said lan.
The big man scowled at him and the muzzle of the hest rifle he held in one thick hand, came up.

"What do you mean?' he demanded. "Whatever you think you've got up your deeveisn't going to save
you. Why would you come in here, knowing what we'd do?’

"The Dorsa are professond soldiers,” sad lan'svoice, camly. "Welive and survive by our reputation.
Without that reputation none of us could earn our living. And the reputation of the Dorsai in genera isthe
sum of the reputations of itsindividual men and women. So Fidld Commander Kensie Graeme's
professiond reputation isathing of value, to be guarded even after hisdegth. | camein for that reason.”

The big man's eyes narrowed. He was doing dl the talking and his two companions seemed content to
leaveit that way.

"A reputation'sworth dying for?' he said.

"I've been ready to diefor minefor eighteen years," said lan'svoice, quietly. "Today's no different than
yesterday."

"And you camein here—" the big man's voice broke off on asnort. "1 don't believeit. Watch him, you
two!"

"Believeor not," said lan. "1 camein here, just as| told you, to see that the professional reputation of
Held Commander Graeme was protected from events which might tarnish it. Y ou'll notice—" hishead
moved dightly asif indicating something behind him and out of our sight, "'I've turned on your annunciator
screen, so that outside the door they can see what's going onin here.”

The eyes of the three men jerked upwards to stare at the screen ingde the suite, somewhere over lan's
head. There was ablur of motion that was lan's tanned body flying through the air, a sound of something
smashing and the screen went blank again.

We outside were lft blind once more, standing in the hallway, staring at the unresponsive screen and
door. Pel, who had stepped up next to me, moved toward the door itself

"Stay!" sngpped Charley.



The single sharp tone was like acommand given to some domestic beast. Pel flinched at the tone, but
stopped—and in that moment the door before us disintegrated to the roar of an explosion in the room.

"Comeon!" | ydled, and flung mysdlf through the now-open doorway.

It was like diving into acentrifuge filled with whirling bodies. | ducked to avoid the flying form of one of
the men | had seen in the screen, but hisleg dammed my head, and | went redling, half-dazed and
disoriented, into the very heart of the tumult. It wasdl ablur of action. | had a scrambled impression of
explosions, of fire-beamslancing around me—and somehow inthe midst of it al, the towering, brown
body of 1an moving with the certainty and deadliness of a panther. All those he touched went down; and
al who went down, stayed down.

Then it was over. | steadied mysdlf with one hand against a haf-burned wall and redlized that only lan
and myself were on our feet in that room. Not one of the other Dorsai had followed mein. On thefloor,
the three assassins lay till. One had his neck broken. Across the room a second man lay obviousy dead,
but with no obvious sign of the damage that had ended hislife. The big man, the ex-wrestler, had theright
sdeof hisforehead crushed in, asif by aclub.

Looking up from the three bodies, | saw | was now aonein the room. | turned back into the corridor,
and found there only Pel and Charley. 1an and the other Dorsal were aready gone.

"Wheréslan?' | asked Charley. My voice came out thickly, like the voice of adightly drunken man.

"Leave him done” said Charley. "Y ou don't need him, now. Those are the assassins there; and the
enlisted men have aready been notified and pulled back from their search of Blauvain. What moreis
needed?'

| pulled mysdlf together; and remembered | was a policeman.
"I've got to know exactly what happened,” | said. "I've got to know if it was self-defense, or..."

The words died on my tongue. To accuse a naked man of anything elsein the death of three heavily
armed individuals who had threatened hislife, as| had just heard them do over the annunciator, was
ridiculous

"No," said Charley. "Thiswas done during aperiod of martia law in Blauvain. Y our officewill receivea
report from our command about it; but actually it's not even something within your authority.”

Some of the tension that had been in him earlier seemed to leak out of him, then. He half-smiled and
became more like the friendly officer | had known before Kensie's degth.

"But that martia law isabout to be withdrawn,” he said. "Maybe you'll want to get on the phone and start
getting your own people out hereto tidy up the details.”

—And he stood aside to let me go.

Oneday later, and the professional soldiers of the Exotic Expeditionary Force showed their affection for
Kensein adifferent fashion.

Hisbody had been laid in Sate for apublic review in the open, main floor lobby of the Blauvain City
Government building. Beginning in the grey dawn and through the cloudless day—the sort of hard, bright
day that seemsimpatient with those who will not bury their dead and get on to further things—the
mercenariesfiled past the casket holding Kense, visble at foil length in dress uniform under the
transparent cover. Each one as he passed touched the casket lightly with hisfingertips, or said aword to



the dead man, or both. There were over ten thousand soldiers passing, one a atime. They were
unarmed, in field uniforms and their line seemed endless.

But that was not the end of it. The civilians of Blauvain had formed aong either side of the street down
which the line of troopswound on itsway to the place where Kense lay waiting for them. Thecivilians
had formed in the face of Strict police orders againgt doing any such thing; and my men could not drive
them away. The Situation could not have offered a better opportunity for the Blue Front to cause trouble.
One hegt grenade tossed into that line of dowly moving, unarmed soldiers, for example... But nothing

happened.

By the time noon came and went without incident, | was ready to make a guess why not. It was because
there was something in the mood of the civilian crowd itsdlf that forbade terrorism, here and now. Any
Blue Front activigs trying such a thing would have been smothered by the very civiliansaround themin
whose name they were doing it.

Something of awe and pity, and dmost of envy, seemed to be stirring the souls of the Blauvain people;
those same people of mine who had huddled in their houses twenty hours before, in undiluted fear of the
very men now lined up before them and moving dowly to the City Government building. Once more, asl
stood on a ba cony above the lobby holding the casket, | felt those winds of vast movement | had sensed
first for amoment in lan's office, the winds of those forces of which Padmahad spokento me. The
Blauvain people were different today and showed the difference. Kens€'s death had changed them.

Then, something more happened. Asthe last of the soldiers passed, Blauvain civiliansbeganto fdl in
behind them, extending the line. By mid-afternoon, the last soldier had gone by and thefirst figurein
civilian clothes passed the casket, neither touching it nor speaking to it, but pausing to look with an
unusua, dmost shy curiosity upon the face of the body ingde, in the name of which so much might have
happened.

Already, behind that one man, theline of civilianswas hdf again aslong astheline of soldiers had been.

It was nearly midnight, long past the time when it had been planned to shut the gates of the lobby, when
the last of the civilians had gone and the casket could be transferred to aroom at Expeditionary
Headquarters from which it would be shipped back to the Dorsai. This business of shipping abody home
happened seldom, even in the case of mercenaries of the highest rank; but there had never been any
doubt that it would happen in the case of Kensie. The enlisted men and officers of his command had
contributed the extra funds necessary for the shipment. —lan, when histime came, would undoubtedly
be buried in the earth of whatever world on which hefdl. Only if he happened to be at home when the
time came, would that earth be soil of the Dorsai. But Kensie had been—Kense.

"Do you know what's been suggested to me?* asked Moro, as he, Pel and |, along with severd of the
Expedition’'s senior officers—Charley ap Morgan among them—stood watching Kensie's casket being
brought into the room at Expedition HQ, "There's aproposa to get the city government to put up a
gatue of him, herein Blauvain. A satue of Kensie."

Neither Pel nor | answered. We stood watching the placing of the casket. For dl its massve appearance,
four men handled it and the body within easily. The gpparently thick metal of its Sdeswere actudly
hollow to reduce shipping weight. The soldiers settled it, took off the transparent weather cover and
carried it out. The body of Kensielay aone, uncovered; the profile of hisface, seen from wherewe
stood, quiet and il againgt the light pink cloth of the casket'slining. The senior officerswho were with us
and who had not been in the line of soldiersfiling through the lobby, now began to go into the room, one
at atimeto stand for asecond at the casket before coming out again.



"It'swhat we never had on St. Marie" said Pdl, after along moment. He was a different man since
Padma had talked to him. " A leader. Someone to love and follow. Now that our people have seen there
issuch athing, they want something likeit for themsalves."

Helooked up at Charley ap Morgan, who was just coming back out of the room.

"You Dorsai changed us" Pdl said.

"Did we?" said Charley, stopping. "How do you fed about lan now, Pel?"

"lan?" Pl frowned. "We'retalking about Kense. lan's juss—what he dwayswas."

"What you al never understood,” said Charley, looking from oneto the other of us.
"lan'sagood man," said Pdl. "'l don't argue with that. But ther€ll never be another Kensie™

"Therell never be another 1an,” said Charley. "He and Kense made up one person. That's what none of
you ever understood. Now half of 1an isgone, into the grave.”

Pdl shook his head dowly.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "l can't believethat. | can't believe lan ever needed anyone—even Kensie. He's
never risked anything, so how could he lose anything? After Kensi€'s death he did nothing but sit on his
spine hereingsting that he couldn't risk Kens€s reputation by doing anything—until eventsforced his
hand. That's not the action of aman who'slost the better half of himsdlf*

"I didn't say better half," said Charley, "1 only said half—and just haf isenough. Stop and try to fed for a
moment what it would be like. Stop for a second and feel how it would beif you -were amputated down
the middle—if thelife that was closest to you was wrenched away, shot down in the street by a handful
of self-deluded, crackpot revolutionaries from aworld you'd come to rescue. Supposeit waslike that for
you, how would you fed?"

Pd had gone alittle pale as Charley talked. When he answered his voice had adight echo of the
difference and youngnessit had had after Padma had talked to him.

"l guess..." hesad very dowly, and ran off into Slence.

"Yes?' said Charley. "Now you're beginning to understand, to feel aslan feds. Supposeyou fed likethis
and just outside the city where the nsof your brother are hiding there are six battalions of

seasoned soldiers who can turn that same city—who can hardly be held back from turning that city—into
another Rochmont, at one word from you. Tell me, isit easy, or isit hard, not to say that one word that
will turn them loose?!

"It would be..." Thewords seemed dragged from Pdl, "hard..."
"Yes" sad Charley, grimly, "asit was hard for lan.”
"Then why did he doit?' demanded Pdl.

"Hetold youwhy," said Charley. "Hedid it to protect his brother's military reputation, so that not even
after his death should Kensie Graeme's name be an excuse for anything but the highest and best of
military conduct.”

"But Kensewas dead. He couldn't hurt his own reputation!”



"Histroops could,” said Charley. "His troops wanted someone to pay for Kensie's death. They wanted
to leave amonument to Kensie and their grief for him, aslong-lasting a monument as Rochmont has been
to Jacques Chretian. Therewas only one way to satisfy them, and that wasif lan himsdlf acted for
them—astheir agent—in dealing with the ns. Because nobody could deny that Kens€'s brother
had the greatest right of dl to represent al those who had lost with Kensie's death.”

"Y ou're talking about the fact that lan killed the men, persondly,” said Moro. "But there was no way he
could know held come faceto face—"

He stopped, halted by the thin, faint smile on Charley'sface.

"lan was our Battle Op, our drategist,” said Charley. "Just as Kensie was Field Commander, our
tactician. Do you think that a strategist of lan's ability couldn't lay a plan that would bring him face to face,
aone, with the assassns once they were located?'

"What if they hadn't been located?’ | asked. "What if | hadn't found out about Pel, and Pel hadn't told us
what he knew?'

Charley shook his head.

"l don't know," he said. " Somehow lan must have known thisway would work—or he would have done
it differently. For some reason he counted on help from you, Tom."

"Me!" | sad. "What makesyou say that?'

"Hetold me so." Charley looked at me strangely. ™Y ou know, many people thought that because they
didn't understand lan, that 1an didn't understand them. Actudly, he understands other people unusually
well. | think he saw something in you, Tom, he could rely on. And he wasright, wasn't he?'

Once more, thewinds | had felt—of the forces of which Padma had spoken, blew through me, chilling
and enlightening me. lan had felt those winds aswell as | had—and understood them better. | could see
theinevitability of it now. There had been only one pull on the many threads entangled in the fabric of
events here; and that pull had been through meto lan.

"When he went to that suite wherethe nswere holed up,” said Charley, "heintendedtogointo
them done, and unarmed. And when he killed them with his bare hands, he did what every maninthe
Expeditionary force wanted to do. So, when that was done, the anger of the troops was
lightning-rodded. Through lan, they dl had their revenge; and then they were free. Free just to mourn for
Kense asthey're doing today. So Blauvain escaped; and the Dorsai reputation has escaped stain, and
the state of affairs between the inhabited worlds hasn't been upset by an incident here on St. Marie that
could make enemies out of worlds, like the Exotic and the Dorsai, and St. Marie, who should al be
friends”

He stopped talking. It had been along speech for Charley; and none of us could think of anything to say.
Thelast of the senior officers, al except 1an, had gone past us now, in and out of the room, and the
casket was alone. Then Pel spoke.

"I'm sorry," he said, and he sounded sorry. "But even if what you say isdl true, it only proveswhat |
aways said about 1an. Kensie had two mens fedlings, but lan hasn't any. He'sice and water with no
blood in him. He couldn't bleed if he wanted to. Don't tell me any man torn apart emotionaly by histwin
brother's death could sit down and plan to handle asituation so cold-bloodedly and efficiently.”

"People don't aways bleed on the outside where you can see—" Charley broke off, turning his head.



We looked where he was looking, down the corridor behind us, and saw 1an coming, tall and done. He
strode up to us, nodded briefly at us, and went past into the room. We saw him walk to the side of the
casket.

He did not spesk to Kensig, or touch the casket gently as the soldiers passing through the lobby had
done. Ingtead he closed his big hands, those hands that had killed three armed men, dmost casudly on
the edge of it, and looked down into the face of his dead brother.

Twin face gazed to twin face, the living and the dead. Under the lights of the room, with the motionless
towering figure of lan, it was asif both wereliving, or both were dead—so little difference there wasto
be seen between them. Only, Kensie's eyes were closed and lan's opened; Kensi€ dept while lan
waked. And the oneness of the two of them was so solid and evident athing, there in that room, that it
stopped the breath in my chest.

For perhaps aminute or two lan stood without moving. Hisface did not change. Then helifted his gaze,
let go of the casket and turned about. He came walking toward us, out of the room, hishands at his
sdes, thefingers curled into hispams.

"Gentlemen," he said, nodding to us as he passed, and went down the corridor until aturnin it took him
out of Sght.

Charley left us and went softly back into the room. He stood a moment there, then turned and called to
us

"Pd," hesad, "come here.”
Pd came; and the rest of us after him.
"I told you," Charley said to Pdl, "some people don't bleed on the outsde where you can seeit.”

He moved away from the casket and we looked at it. On its edge were the two areas where lan had laid
hold of it with his hands while he stood |ooking down at his dead brother. There was no mistaking the
places, for a both of them, the hollow metal side had been bent in on itself and crushed with the strength
of agrip that was hard to imagine. Below the crushed areas, the cloth lining of the casket was also
crumpled and rent; and where each fingertip had pressed, the fabric was torn and marked with adark
gtain of blood.

EPILOGUE

"...S0," sad the third Amanda, at last, "you see how it really was."

Hal Mayne nodded. He lifted his head suddenly to see her staring penetratingly at him.
"Or," she said, "do you see something more than | see, even in this?"

He opened his mouth to deny that, and found he could not.

"Maybe," he said. Loneliness and a need to explain himself swept through him without warning,
like a heavy tide. "You've got to understand I'm a poet. I... | handle things all thetime | don't
understand. I'm almost like someone in total darkness, feeling things, sensing things, but never
seeing shapes | can describe to other people.”

She breathed slowly, in and out.



"S0," she said, "there was something more to this interest of yours in the ap Morgans and the
Graemes, all along."

"Yes ... no!" he said, almost explosively. "You
still don't understand. | can't prove anything, but | can feel... connections.”

His hands moved, reached out almost asif by their own wills, to grasp at the empty air in front of
him.

"Connections," he said, "between the past and the present. Between Cletus and Dond and many
others, not related at all. Connections between you and the other two Amandas, and between the
ap Morgans and the Graemes—and between all these things and the movement of the Splinter
Culture cross-breeds—the New Kind, as they're calling themselves now—and the rest of the
human race on all the worlds. I'm Jumbling in the dark, but I'm getting there... | can feel myself
getting there!"

She had relaxed. She till watched him, but no longer accusingly.
"So that's why you have to head back now, to Earth and the Final Encyclopedia,” she said.

"Yes." Helooked at her starkly. "I had to leave to save my life. But now, | have to go back.
Everything on Coby, on Harmony, even everything here, keeps pointing me back there."

Hereached for her hand. She let himtake it, but without returning the pressure of hisfingers.

"Amanda," he said urgently. "Come back with me. | don't mean just because | want you with me.
| mean because that's where all things are finally coming together. That'swhere it all ends—or
starts. You should be there—just as | have to be there. Amanda, come with me."

She sat still for a moment, then her eyes went past him. Gently, she withdrew her hand from his.

"If you're right, then | will come," she said. "But not now, Hal. Not now. In my own good time."



