THE KING! THE KING!
The Immortals attacked. Everard's ax clanged against metal, darted in and smashed a knuckle. A blow
whistled toward his head. He ducked behind a column; chips flew. An opening...sword and ax rattled

together. Everard tried to close in ...a clinch with the Chiliarch would keep the Persians from throwing

their weapons, but they were circling to get at his rear. Judas, this might be the end of one more
Patrolman ....

"Halt! The King comes! Fall on your faces! The King! The King!" the herald bellowed.

Cyrus the Great's voice rang through the sudden silence. "What is this? Where is the stranger who called
on me?"

Everard stood up and murmured: "Hi, Keith."

To Kenny Cray—
who'll tell me that I did wrong—
and to Gloria,
who knows better
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V DELENDA EST

OF TIME AND THE ROVER
(Afterword by Sandra Miesel)

TIME PATROL
1

MEN WANTED-21-40, pref. single, mil. or tech. exp., good physique, for high-pay work with
foreign travel. Engineering Studies Co., 305 E.45, 9-12 & 2-6.

"The work is, you understand, somewhat unusual," said Mr. Gordon. "And confidential. I trust you can
keep a secret?"

"Normally," said Manse Everard. "Depends on what the secret is, of course."

Mr. Gordon smiled. It was a curious smile, a closed curve of his lips which was not quite like any
Everard had seen before. He spoke easy colloquial General American, and wore an undis tinguished
business suit, but there was a foreignness over him which was more than dark complexion beardless
cheeks, and the incongruity of Mongolian eyes above a thin Caucasian nose. It was hard to place.

"We're not spies, if that's what you're thinking," he said.

Everard grinned. "Sorry. Please don't think I've gone as hysterical as the rest of the country. I've never
had access to confidential data anyway. But your ad mentioned overseas operations, and the way things
are—I'd like to keep my passport, you understand."”

He was a big man, with blocky shoulders and a slightly battered face under crew-cut brown hair. His
papers lay before him: Army discharge, the record of work in several places as a mechanical engineer.
Mr. Gordon had seemed barely to glance at them.

The office was ordinary, a desk and a couple of chairs, a filing cabinet, and a door leading off in the rear.
A window opened on the banging traffic of New York, six stories down.

"Independent spirit," said the man behind the desk. "I like that. So many of them come cringing in, as if
they'd be grateful for a kick. Of course, with your background you aren't desperate yet. You can still get
work, even in ... ah, I believe the current term is a rolling readjustment."

"I was interested," said Everard. "I've worked abroad, as you can see, and would like to travel again.
But frankly, [ still don't have the faintest idea what your outfit does."

"We do a good many things," said Mr. Gordon. "Let me see ... you've been in combat. France and

Germany." Everard blinked; his papers had included a record of medals, but he'd have sworn the man
hadn't had time to read them. "Um ... would you mind grasping those knobs on the arms of your chair?
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Thank you. Now, how do you react to physical danger?"
Everard bristled. "Look here—"

Mr. Gordon's eyes flicked to an instrument on his desk: it was merely a box with an indicator needle and
a couple of dials. "Never mind. What are your views on internationalism?"

"Say, now—"
"Communism? Fascism? Women? Y our personal ambitions? ... That's all. You don't have to answer."
"What the devil is this, anyway?" snapped Everard.

"A bit of psychological testing. Forget it. I've no interest in your opinions except as they reflect basic
emotional orientation." Mr. Gordon leaned back, making a bridge of his fingers. "Very promising so far.
Now, here's the setup. We're doing work which is, as I've told you, highly confi dential. We ... ah ...
we're planning to spring a surprise on our competitors." He chuckled. "Go ahead and report me to the
FBI if you wish. We've already been investigated and have a clean bill of health. You'll find that we really
do carry on world-wide financial and engineering operations. But there's another aspect of the job, and
that's the one we want men for. I'll pay you one hundred dollars to go in the back room and take a set of
tests. It'll last about three hours. If you don't pass, that's the end of it. If you do, we'll sign you on, tell you
the facts, and start you training. Are you game?"

Everard hesitated. He had a feeling of being rushed. There was more to this enterprise than an office and
one bland stranger. Still.. ..

Decision. "I'll sign onafter you've told me what it's all about."

"As you wish," shrugged Mr. Gordon. "Suit yourself. The tests will say whether you're going to or not,
you know. We use some very advanced techniques."

That, at least, was entirely true. Everard knew a little something about modern psychology:
encephalographs, association tests, the Minnesota profile. He did not recognize any of the hooded
machines that hummed and blinked around him. The questions which the assistant—a white-skinned,
completely hairless man of indeterminate age, with a heavy accent and no facial expression—fired at him
seemed irrelevant to anything. And what was the metal cap he was supposed to wear on his head? Into
what did the wires from it lead?

He stole glances at the meter faces, but the letters and numerals were like nothing he had seen before.
Not English, French, Russian, Greek, Chinese, anything belonging to 1954A.D. Perhaps he was already
beginning to realize the truth, even then.

A curious self-knowledge grew in him as the tests proceeded. Manson Emmert Everard, age 30,
onetime lieutenant in the U.S. Army Engineers; design and production experience in America, Sweden,
Arabia; still a bachelor, though with increasingly wistful thoughts about his married friends; no current girl,
no close ties of any kind; a bit of a bibliophile; a dogged poker player; fond ness for sailboats and horses
and rifles; a camper and fisherman on his vacations. He had known it all, of course, but only as isolated
shards of fact. It was peculiar, this sudden sensing of himself as an integrated organism, this realization
that each characteristic was a single inevitable facet of an over-all pattern.

He came out exhausted and wringing wet. Mr. Gordon offered him a cigarette and swept eyes rapidly
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over a series of coded sheets which the assistant gave him. Now and then he muttered a phrase: "...
Zeth-20 cortical ... undifferentiated evaluation here ... psychic reaction to anti toxin ... weakness in
central coordination...." He had slipped into an accent, a lilt and a treatment of vowels which were like
nothing Everard had heard in a long experience of the ways in which the English language can be
mangled.

It was half an hour before he looked up again. Everard was getting restless, a faint anger stirring at this
cavalier treatment, but interest kept him sitting quietly. Mr. Gordon flashed improbably white teeth in a
broad, satisfied grin. "Ah. At last. Do you know, I've had to reject twenty-four candidates already? But
you'll do. You'll definitely do."

"Do for what?" Everard leaned forward, con scious of his pulse picking up.
"The Patrol. You're going to be a kind of police man."

"Yeh? Where?"

"Everywhere. And everywhen. Brace yourself, this is going to be a shock.

"You see, our company, while legitimate enough, is only a front and a source of funds. Our real business
is patrolling time."

2

The Academy was in the American West. It was also in the Oligocene period, a warm age of forests
and grasslands when man's ratty ancestors scuttled away from the tread of giant mammals. It had been
built a thousand years ago; it would be maintained for half a million—Ilong enough to graduate as many as
the Time Patrol would re quire—and then be carefully demolished so that no trace would remain. Later
the glaciers would come, and there would be men, and in the year 19352A.D. (the 784 1st year of the
Morennian Triumph), these men would find a way to travel through time and return to the Oligocene to
establish the Academy.

It was a complex of long, low buildings, smooth curves and shifting colors, spreading over a greensward
between enormous ancient trees. Beyond it, hills and woods rolled off to a great brown river, and at night
you could sometimes hear the bellowing of titanotheres or the distant squall of a sabertooth.

Everard stepped out of the time shuttle—a big, featureless metal box—with a dryness in his throat. It felt
like his first day in the Army, twelve years ago—or fifteen to twenty million years in the future, if you
preferred—lonely and helpless, and wishing desperately for some honorable way to go home. It was a
small comfort to see the other shuttles, discharging a total of fifty-odd young men and women. The
recruits moved slowly to gether, forming an awkward clump. They didn't speak at first, but stood staring
at each other. Everard recognized a Hoover collar and a bowler; the styles of dress and hairdo moved up
through 1954 and on. Where was she from, the girl with the iridescent, close-fitting culottes and the green
lipstick and the fantastically waved yellow hair? No ... when?

A man of about twenty-five happened to stand beside him: obviously British, from the threadbare
tweeds and the long, thin face. He seemed to be hiding a truculent bitterness under his mannered exterior.
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"Hello," said Everard. "Might as well get acquainted." He gave his name and origin.

"Charles Whitcomb, London, 1947," said the other shyly. "I was just demobbed—R.A.F.—and this
looked like a good chance. Now I wonder."

"It may be," said Everard, thinking of the salary. Fifteen thousand a year to start with! How did they
figure years, though? Must be in terms of one's actual duration-sense.

A man strolled in their direction. He was a slender young fellow in a skin-tight gray uniform with a
deep-blue cloak which seemed to twinkle, as if it had stars sewn in. His face was pleasant, smiling, and
he spoke genially with a neutral accent: "Hello, there! Welcome to the Academy. I take it you all know
English?" Everard noticed a man in the shabby remnants of a German uniform, and a Hindu, and others
who were probably from several foreign countries.

"We'll use English, then, till you've all learned Temporal." The man lounged easily, hands on his hips. "My
name is Dard Kelm. I was born in— let me see—9573 Christian reckoning, but I've made a specialty of
your period. Which, by the way, extends from 1850 to 2000, though you're all from some in-between
years. I'm your official wailing wall, if something goes wrong.

"This place is run along different lines from what you've probably been expecting. We don't turn out men
en masse, so the elaborate discipline of a classroom or an army is not required. Each of you will have
individual as well as general instruc tion. We don't need to punish failure in studies, because the
preliminary tests have guaranteed there won't be any and made the chance of failure on the job small.
Each of you has a high maturity rating in terms of your particular cultures. How ever, the variation in
aptitudes means that if we're to develop each individual to the fullest, there must be personal guidance.

"There's little formality here beyond normal courtesy. You'll have chances for recreation as well as study.
We never expect more of you than you can give. I might add that the hunting and fishing are still pretty
good even in this neigh borhood, and if you fly just a few hundred miles they're fantastic.

"Now, if there aren't any questions, please follow me and I'll get you settled."

Dard Kelm demonstrated the gadgets in a typical room. They were the sort you would have expected
by, say, 2000A.D .: unobtrusive furniture readily adjusted to a perfect fit, refresher cabinets, screens
which could draw on a huge library of recorded sight and sound for entertain ment. Nothing too
advanced, as yet. Each cadet had his own room in the "dormitory" building; meals were in a central
refectory, but arrange ments could be made for private parties. Everard felt the tension easing within him.

A welcoming banquet was held. The courses were familiar but the silent machines which rolled up to

serve them were not. There was wine, beer, an ample supply of tobacco. Maybe something had been
slipped into the food, for Everard felt as euphoric as the others. He ended up beating out boogie on a
piano while half'a dozen people made the air hideous with attempts at song.

Only Charles Whitcomb held back. Sipping a moody glass over in a corner by himself, Dard Kelm was
tactful and did not try to force him into joining.

Everard decided he was going to like it. But the work and the organization and the purpose were still
shadows.
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"Time travel was discovered at a period when the Chorite Heresiarchy was breaking up," said Kelm, in
the lecture hall. "You'll study the details later; for now, take my word that it was a turbulent age, when
commercial and genetic rivalry was a tooth-and-claw matter between giant combines; anything went, and
the various govern ments were pawns in a galactic game. The time effect was the by-product of a search
for a means of instantaneous transportation, which some of you will realize requires infinitely
discontinuous functions for its mathematical description ... as does travel into the past. I won't go into the
theory of it—you'll get some of that in the physics classes—but merely state that it involves the concept
of infinite-valued relationships in a continuum of 4N dimensions, where N is the total number of particles
in the universe.

"Naturally, the group which discovered this, the Nine, were aware of the possibilities. Not only
commercial— trading, mining, and other enterprises you can readily imagine—but the chance of striking a
death-blow at their enemies. You see, time is variable; the past can be changed—"

"Question!" It was the girl from 1972, Elizabeth Gray, who was a rising young physicist in her own
period.

"Yes?" said Kelm politely.

"I think you're describing a logically impossible situation. I'll grant the possibility of time travel, seeing that
we're here, but an event cannot both/ave happened andnot happened. That's self-contradictory."

"Only if you insist on a logic which is not Aleph-sub-Aleph-valued," said Kelm. "What happens is like
this: suppose I went back in time and pre vented your father from meeting your mother. You would
never have been born. That portion of universal history would read differently; it would always have been
different, though I would retain memory of the 'original' state of affairs."

"Well, how about doing the same to yourself?" asked Elizabeth. "Would you cease existing?"

"No, because I would belong to the section of history prior to my own intervention. Let's apply it to you.
If you went back to, I would guess, 1946, and worked to prevent your parents' marriage in 1947, you
would still have existed in that year; you would not go out of existence just because you had influenced
events. The same would apply even if you had only been in 1946 one microsecond before shooting the
man who would otherwise have become your father."

"But then I'd exist without—without an origin!" she protested. "I'd have life, and memories, and ...
everything ... thoughnothing had produced them."

Kelm shrugged. "What of it? You insist that the causal law, or strictly speaking the
conservation-of-energy law, involve only continuous functions. Actually, discontinuity is entirely possible."

He laughed and leaned on the lectern. "Of course, there are impossibilities," he said. "You could not be
your own mother, for instance, because of sheer genetics. If you went back and married your former
father, the children would be different, none of them you, because each would have only half your
chromosomes."

Clearing his throat: "Let's not stray from the subject. You'll learn the details in other classes. I'm only
giving you a general background. To con tinue: the Nine saw the possibility of going back in time and
preventing their enemies from ever having gotten started, even from ever being born. But then the
Danellians appeared."
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For the first time, his casual, half-humorous air dropped, and he stood there as a man in the presence of
the unknowable. He spoke quietly: "The Danellians are part of the future— our future, more than a million
years ahead of me. Man has evolved into something ... impossible to describe. You'll probably never
meet a Danellian. If you ever should, it will be ... rather a shock. They aren't malignant—nor
benevolent—they are as far beyond anything we can know or feel as we are beyond those insectivores
who are going to be our ancestors. It isn't good to meet that sort of thing face to face.

"They were simply concerned with protecting their own existence. Time travel was old when they
emerged, there had been uncountable oppor tunities for the foolish and the greedy and the mad to go
back and turn history inside out. They did not wish to forbid the travel—it was part of the complex which
had led to them—but they had to regulate it. The Nine were prevented from carry ing out their schemes.
And the Patrol was set up to police the time lanes.

"Your work will be mostly within your own eras, unless you graduate to unattached status. You will live,
on the whole, ordinary lives, family and friends as usual; the secret part of those lives will have the
satisfactions of good pay, protection, occasional vacations in some very interesting places, supremely
worthwhile work. But you will always be on call. Sometimes you will help time travelers who have gotten
into difficulties, one way or another. Sometimes you will work on missions, the apprehension of would-be
political or military or economic conquistadors. Sometimes the Patrol will accept damage as done, and
work instead to set up counteracting influ ences in later periods which will swing history back to the
desired track.

"I wish all of you luck."

The first part of instruction was physical and psychological. Everard had never realized how his own life
had crippled him, in body and mind; he was only half the man he could be. It came hard, but in the end it
was a joy to feel the utterly con trolled power of muscles, the emotions which had grown deeper for
being disciplined, the swiftness and precision of conscious thought.

Somewhere along the line he was thoroughly conditioned against revealing anything about the Patrol,
even hinting at its existence, to any un authorized person. It was simply impossible for him to do so,
under any influence; as impossible as jumping to the moon. He also learned the ins and outs of his
twentieth-century publicpersona.

Temporal, the artificial language with which Patrolmen from all ages could communicate without being
understood by strangers, was a miracle of logically organized expressiveness.

He thought he knew something about combat, but he had to learn the tricks and the weapons of fifty
thousand years, all the way from a Bronze Age rapier to a cyclic blast which could annihilate a continent.
Returned to his own era, he would be given a limited arsenal, but he might be called into other periods
and overt anachronism was rarely permissible.

There was the study of history, science, arts and philosophies, fine details of dialect and mannerism.
These last were only for the 1850-1975 period; if he had occasion to go elsewhere he would pick up
special instruction from a hypnotic conditioner. It was such machines that made it possible to complete
his training in three months.

He learned the organization of the Patrol. Up "ahead" lay the mystery which was Danellian civilization,
but there was little direct contact with it. The Patrol was set up in semimilitary fashion, with ranks, though
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without special formalities. History was divided into milieus, with a head office located in a major city for
a selected twenty-year period (disguised by some ostensible activity such as commerce) and various
branch offices. For his time, there were three milieus: the Western world, headquarters in London;
Russia, in Moscow; Asia, in Peiping; each in the easygoing years 1890-1910, when concealment was
less dif ficult than in later decades, when there were smaller offices such as Gordon's. An ordinary
attached agent lived as usual in his own time, often with an authentic job. Communication be tween years
was by tiny robot shuttles or by courier, with automatic shunts to keep such messages from piling up at
one instant.

The entire organization was so vast that he could not really appreciate the fact. He had entered
something new and exciting, that was all he truly grasped with all layers of consciousness ... as yet.

He found his instructors friendly, ready to gab. The grizzled veteran who taught him to handle spaceships
had fought in the Martian war of 3890. "You boys catch on fairly quick," he said. "It's hell, though,
teaching pre-industrial people. We've quit even trying to give them more than the rudi ments. Had a
Roman here once—Caesar's time— fairly bright boy, too, but he never got it through his head that a
machine can't be treated like a horse. As for the Babylonians, time travel just wasn't in their
world-picture. We had to give them a battle-of-the-gods routine."

"What routine are you giving us?" asked Whitcomb.
The spaceman regarded him narrowly. "The truth," he said at last. "As much of it as you can take."
"How did you get into this job?"

"Oh ... I was shot up off Jupiter. Not much left of me. They picked me up, built me a new body— since
none of my people were alive, and I was pre sumed dead, there didn't seem much point in going back
home. No fun living under the Guidance Corps. So I took this position here. Good company, easy living,
and furloughs in a lot of eras." The spaceman grinned. "Wait till you've been to the decadent stage of the
Third Matriarchy! You don't know what fun is."

Everard said nothing. He was too captured by the spectacle of Earth, rolling enormous against the stars.

He made friends with his fellow cadets. They were a congenial bunch—naturally, with the same type
being picked for Patrollers, bold and intelli gent minds. There were a couple of romances. NoPortrait of
Jenny stuff; marriage was entirely possible, with the couple picking some year in which to set up
housekeeping. He himself liked the girls, but kept his head.

Oddly, it was the silent and morose Whitcomb with whom he struck up the closest friendship. There was
something appealing about the English man; he was so cultured, such a thoroughly good fellow, and still
somehow lost.

They were out riding one day, on horses whose remote ancestors scampered before their gigantic
descendants. Everard had a rifle, in the hope of bagging a shovel-tusker he had seen. Both wore
Academy uniform, light grays which were cool and silky under the hot yellow sun.

"I wonder we're allowed to hunt," remarked the American. "Suppose I shoot a sabertooth—in Asia, I
suppose—which was originally slated to eat one of those prehuman insectivores. Won't that change the

whole future?"

"No," said Whitcomb. He had progressed faster in studying the theory of time travel. "You see, it's
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rather as if the continuum were a mesh of tough rubber bands. It isn't easy to distort it; the tendency is
always for it to snap back to its, uh, 'former' shape. One individual insectivore doesn't matter, it's the total
genetic pool of their species which led to man.

"Likewise, if T killed a sheep in the Middle Ages, I wouldn't wipe out all its later descendants, maybe all
the sheep there were by 1940. Rather, those would still be there, unchanged down to their very genes in
spite of a different ancestry, because over so long a period of time all the sheep, or men, are descendants
ofall the earlier sheep or men. Compensation don't you see; somewhere along the line, some other
ancestor supplies the genes you thought you had eliminated.

"In the same way . .. oh, suppose I went back and prevented Booth from killing Lincoln. Unless I took
very elaborate precautions, it would probably happen that someone else did the shooting and Booth got
blamed anyway.

"That resilience of time is the reason travel is permitted at all. If you want to change things, you have to
go about it just right and work very hard, usually."

His mouth twisted. "Indoctrination! We're told again and again that ifwe interfere, there's going to be
punishment for us. I'm not allowed to go back and shoot that ruddy bastard Hitler in his cradle. I'm
supposed to let him grow up as he did, and start the war, and kill my girl."

Everard rode quietly for a while. The only noise was the squeak of saddle leather and the rustle of long
grass. "Oh," he said at last. "I'm sorry. Want to talk about it?"

"Yes. I do. But there isn't much. She was in the W.A.A.F.—Mary Nelson—we were going to get
married after the war. She was in London in '44. November seventeenth, I'll never forget that date. The
V-bombs got her. She'd gone over to a neighbor's house in Streatham—was on furlough you see, staying
with her mother. That house was blown up; her own home wasn't scratched."

Whitcomb's cheeks were bloodless. He stared emptily before him. "It's going to be jolly hard not to ...
not to go back, just a few years, and see her at the very least. Only see her again .... No! I don't dare."

Everard laid a hand on the man's shoulder, awk wardly, and they rode on in silence.

The class moved ahead, each at his own pace, but there was enough compensationso that all graduated
together: a brief ceremony followed by a huge party and many maudlin arrangements for later reunions.
Then each went back to the same year he had come from: the same hour.

Everard accepted Gordon's congratulations, got a list of contemporary agents (several of them holding
jobs in places like military intelligence), and returned to his apartment. Later he might find work arranged
for him in some sensitive listening post, but his present assignment—for income-tax purposes, "special
consultant to Engineering Studies Co."—was only to read a dozen papers a day for the indications of
time travel he had been taught to spot, and hold himself ready for a call. As it happened, he made his
own first job.

3

It was a peculiar feeling to read the headlines and know, more or less, what was coming next. It took the
edge off, but added a sadness, for this was a tragic era. He could sympathize with Whitcomb's desire to
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go back and change history.

Only, of course, one man was too limited. He could not change it for the better, except by some freak;
most likely he would bungle everything. Go back and kill Hitler and the Japanese and Soviet
leaders—maybe someone shrewder would take their place. Maybe atomic energy would lie fallow, and
the glorious flowering of the Venusian Renais sance never happen. The devil we know....

He looked out of his window. Lights flamed against a hectic sky; the street crawled with auto mobiles
and a hurrying, faceless crowd; he could not see the towers of Manhattan from here, but he knew they
reared arrogant toward the clouds. And it was all one swirl on a river that swept from the peaceful
prehuman landscape where he had been to the unimaginable Danellian future. How many billions and
trillions of human creatures lived, laughed, wept, worked, hoped, and died in its currents!

Well .... He sighed, stoked his pipe, and turned back. A long walk had not made him less restless; his
mind and body were impatient for something to do. But it was late and .... He went over to the
bookshelf, picked out a volume more or less at random, and started to read. It was a collection of
Victorian and Edwardian stories.

A passing reference struck him. Something about a tragedy at Addleton and the singular con tents of an
ancient British barrow. Nothing more. Hm. Time travel? He smiled to himself.

Still....
No,he thought.This is crazy.

It wouldn't do any harm to check up, though. The incident was mentioned as occurring in the year 1894,
in England. He could get out back files of the London7imes. Nothing else to do.... Probably that was
why he was stuck with his dull newspaper assignment: so that his mind, grown nervous from boredom,
would prowl into every conceivable corner.

He was on the steps of the public library as it opened.

The account was there, dated June 25, 1894, and several days following. Addleton was a village in
Kent, distinguished chiefly by a Jacobean estate belonging to Lord Wyndham and a barrow of unknown
age. The nobleman, an enthusiastic amateur archeologist, had been excavating it, to gether with one
James Rotherhithe, an expert from the British Museum who happened to be a relative. Lord Wyndham
had uncovered a rather meager burial chamber: a few artifacts nearly rusted and rotted away, bones of
men and horses. There was also a chest in surprisingly good con dition, containing ingots of an unknown
metal presumed to be a lead or silver alloy. He fell deathly ill, with symptoms of a peculiarly lethal
poisoning; Rotherhithe, who had barely looked into the casket, was not affected, and circum stantial
evidence suggested that he had slipped the nobleman a dose of some obscure Asiatic con coction.
Scotland Yard arrested the man when Lord Wyndham died, on the twenty-fifth. Rotherhithe's family
engaged the services of a well-known private detective, who was able to show, by most ingenious
reasoning, followed by tests on animals, that the accused was innocent and that a "deadly emanation"
from the chest was responsible. Box and contents had been thrown into the English Channel.
Congratulations all around. Fadeout to happy ending.

Everard sat quietly in the long, hushed room. The story didn't tell enough. But it was highly suggestive, to
say the least.

Then why hadn't the Victorian office of the Patrol investigated? Or had they? Probably. They wouldn't
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advertise their results, of course.
Still, he'd better send a memorandum.

Returning to his apartment, he took one of the little message shuttles given him, laid a report in it, and set
the control studs for the London office, June 25, 1894. When he pushed the final button the box vanished
with a small whoosh of air rush ing in where it had been.

It returned in a few minutes. Everard opened it and took out a sheet of foolscap covered with neat
typing—yes, the typewriter had been invented by then, of course. He scanned it with the swiftness he had
learned.

"Dear Sir:

"In reply to yrs. of September 6, 1954, beg to acknowledge receipt and would commend your diligence.
The affair has only just begun at this end, and we are much occupied at present with preventing
assassination of Her Majesty, as well as with the Balkan Question, the deplorable opium trade with
China, &c. While we can, of course, settle current business and then return to this, it is well to avoid
curiosa such as being in two places at once, which might be noticed. Would therefore much appreciate it
if you and some qualified British agent would come to our assistance. Unless we hear otherwise, we shall
expect you at 14-B, Old Osborne Road, on June 26, 1894, at 12 midnight. Believe me, Sir, yr. humble
& obt. svt.,

J. Mainwethering"
There followed a note of the spatio-temporal co ordinates, incongruous under all that floridness.

Everard called up Gordon, got an okay, and arranged to pick up a time hopper at the "company's"
warehouse. Then he shot a note to Charlie Whitcomb in 1947, got a one-word reply— "Surely"—and
went off to get his machine.

It was reminiscent of a motorcycle without wheels or handlebars. There were two saddles and an
antigravity propulsion unit. Everard set the dials for Whitcomb's era, touched the main button, and found
himself in another warehouse.

London, 1947. He sat for a moment, reflecting that at this instant he himself, seven years younger, was
attending college back in the States. Then Whitcomb shouldered past the watchman and took his hand.
"Good to see you again, old chap," he said. His haggard face lit up in the curiously charming smile which
Everard had come to know. "And so Victoria, eh?"

"Reckon so. Jump on." Everard reset. This time he would emerge in an office. A very private inner
office.

It blinked into existence around him. There was an unexpectedly heavy effect to the oak furniture, the
thick carpet, the flaring gas mantles. Electric lights were available, but Dalhousie & Roberts was a solid,
conservative import house. Mainwethering himself got out of a chair and came to greet them: a large and
pompous man with bushy side whiskers and a monocle. But he had also an air of strength, and an Oxford
accent so cultivated that Everard could hardly understand it.

"Good evening, gentlemen. Pleasant journey, I trust? Oh, yes ... sorry ... you gentlemen are new to the
business, eh, what? Always a bit disconcert ing at first. [ remember how shocked I was on a visit to the
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twenty-first century. Not British at all .... Only ares naturae, though, only another facet of an always
surprising universe, eh? You must excuse my lack of hospitality, but we really are frightfully busy. Fanatic
German up in 1917 learned the time-travel secret from an unwary anthropologist, stole a machine, has
come to London to assassinate Her Majesty. We're having the devil's own time finding him."

"Will you?" asked Whitcomb.

"Oh, yes. But deuced hard work, gentlemen, especially when we must operate secretly. I'd like to
engage a private inquiry agent, but the only worthwhile one is entirely too clever. He operates on the
principle that when one has eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be
the truth. And time trafficking may not be too improbable for him."

"T'll bet he's the same man who's working on the Addleton case, or will be tomorrow," said Everard.
"That isn't important; we know he'll prove Rotherhithe's innocence. What matters is the strong probability
that there's been hanky-panky going on back in ancient British times."

"Saxon, you mean," corrected Whitcomb, who had checked on the data himself. "Good many people
confuse British and Saxons."

"Almost as many as confuse Saxons and Jutes," said Mainwethering blandly. "Kent was invaded from
Jutland, [ understand ... Ah. Hm. Clothes here, gentlemen. And funds. And papers, all pre pared for
you. I sometimes think you field agents don't appreciate how much work we have to do in the offices for
even the smallest operation. Haw! Pardon. Have you a plan of campaign?"

"Yes." Everard began stripping off his twentieth-century garments. "I think so. We both know enough
about the Victorian era to get by. I'll have to remain American, though ... yes, I see you put that in my
papers."

Mainwethering looked mournful. "If the barrow incident has gotten into a famous piece of liter ature as
you say, we will be getting a hundred memoranda about it. Yours happened to come first. Two others
have arrived since, from 1923 and 1960. Dear me, how I wish I were allowed a robot secretary!"

Everard struggled with the awkward suit. It fitted him well enough, his measurements were on file in this
office, but he hadn't appreciated the relative comfort of his own fashions before. Damn that waistcoat!
"Look here," he said, "this busi ness may be quite harmless. In fact, since we're here now, it must have
been harmless. Eh?"

"As of now," said Mainwethering. "But consider. You two gentlemen go back to Jutish times and find the
marauder. But you fail. Per haps he shoots you before you can shoot him; per haps he waylays those we
send after you. Then he goes on to establish an industrial revolution or whatever he's after. History
changes. You, being back there before the change-point, still exist... if only as cadavers ... but we up
here have never been. This conversation never took place. As Horace puts it—"

"Never mind!" laughed Whitcomb. "We'll investigate the barrow first, in this year, then pop back here
and decide what's next." He bent over and began transferring equipment from a twentieth-century
suitcase to a Gladstonian mon strosity of flowered cloth. A couple of guns, some physical and chemical
apparatus which his own age had not invented, a tiny radio with which to call up the office in case of
trouble.

Mainwethering consulted his Bradshaw. "You can get the 8:23 out of Charing Cross tomorrow
morning," he said. "Allow half an hour to get from here to the station."
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"Okay." Everard and Whitcomb remounted their hopper and vanished. Mainwethering sighed, yawned,
left instructions with his clerk, and went home. At 7:45 a.m. the clerk was there when the hopper
materialized.

4

This was the first moment that the reality of time travel struck home to Everard. He had known it with
the top of his mind, been duly impressed, but it was, for his emotions, merely exotic. Now, clopping
through a London he did not know in a hansom cab (not a tourist-trap anachronism, but a working
machine, dusty and battered), smelling an air which held more smoke than a twentieth-century city but no
gasoline fumes, seeing the crowds which milled past—gen tlemen in bowlers and top hats, sooty navvies,
long-skirted women, and not actors but real, talk ing, perspiring, laughing and somber human beings off
on real business—it hit him with full force that he washere. At this moment his mother had not been born,
his grandparents were young couples just getting settled to harness, Grover Cleveland was President of
the United States and Victoria was Queen of England, Kipling was writing and the last Indian uprisings in
America yet to come .... It was like a blow on the head.

Whitcomb took it more calmly, but his eyes were never still as he watched this day of England's glory. "I
begin to understand," he mur mured. "They never have agreed whether this was a period of unnatural,
stuffy convention and thinly veneered brutality, or the last flower of Western civilization before it started
going to seed. Just seeing these people makes me realize; it was everything they have said about it, good
and bad, because it wasn't a simple thing happening to everyone, but millions of individual lives."

"Sure," said Everard. "That must be true of every age."

The train was almost familiar, not very different from the carriages of British railways anno 1954, which
gave Whitcomb occasion for sardonic remarks about inviolable traditions. In a couple of hours it let them
off at a sleepy village station among carefully tended flower gardens, where they engaged a buggy to
drive them to the Wyndham estate.

A polite constable admitted them after a few questions. They were passing themselves off as
archeologists, Everard from America and Whitcomb from Australia, who had been quite anxious to meet
Lord Wyndham and were shocked by his tragic end. Mainwethering, who seemed to have tentacles
everywhere, had supplied them with letters of introduction from a well-known authority at the British
Museum. The inspector from Scotland Yard agreed to let them look at the barrow—"the case is solved,
gentlemen, there are no more clues, even if my colleague does not agree, hah, hah!" The private agent
smiled sourly and watched them with a narrow eye as they approached the mound; he was tall, thin,
hawk-faced, and accompanied by a burly, mustached fellow with a limp who seemeda kind of
amanuensis.

The barrow was long and high, covered with grass save where a raw scar showed excavation to the
funeral chamber. This had been lined with rough-hewn timbers but had long ago collapsed; fragments of
what had been wood still lay on the dirt. "The newspapers mentioned something about a metal casket,"
said Everard. "I wonder if we might have a look at it too?"

The inspector nodded agreeably and led them off to an outbuilding where the major finds were laid forth
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on a table. Except for the box, they were only fragments of corroded metal and crumbled bone.

"Hm," said Whitcomb. His gaze was thoughtful on the sleek, bare face of the small chest. It shim mered
bluely, some time-proof alloy yet to be dis covered. "Most unusual. Not primitive at all. You'd almost
think it had been machined, eh?"

Everard approached it warily. He had a pretty good idea of what was inside, and all the caution about
such matters natural to a citizen of thesoi-disant Atomic Age. Pulling a counter out of his bag, he aimed it
at the box. Its needle wavered, not much but....

"Interesting item there," said the inspector. "May I ask what it is?"

"An experimental electroscope," lied Everard. Carefully, he threw back the lid and held the counter
above the box.

God! There was enough radioactivity inside to kill a man in a day! He had just a glimpse of heavy,
dull-shining ingots before he slammed the lid down again. "Be careful with that stuff," he said shakily.
Praise heaven; whoever carried that devil's load had come from an age when they knew how to block off
radiation!

The private detective had come up behind them, noiselessly. A hunter's look grew on his keen face. "So
you recognized the contents, sir?" he asked quietly.

"Yes. I think so." Everard remembered that Becquerel would not discover radioactivity for almost two
years; even X rays were still more than a year in the future. He had to be cautious. "That is ... in Indian
territory I've heard stories about an ore like this which is poisonous—"

"Mostinteresting." The detective began to stuff a big-bowled pipe. "Like mercury vapor, what?"
"So Rotherhithe placed that box in the grave, did he?" muttered the inspector.

"Don't be ridiculous!" snapped the detective. "I have three lines of conclusive proof that Rother hithe is
entirely innocent. What puzzled me was the actual cause of his lordship's death. But if; as this gentleman
says, there happened to be a deadly poison buried in that mound ... to discourage grave-robbers? I
wonder, though, how the old Saxons came by an American mineral. Perhaps there is something to these
theories about early Phoenician voyages across the Atlantic. I have done a little research on a notion of
mine that there are Chaldean elements in the Cymric language, and this seems to bear me out."

Everard felt guilty about what he was doing to the science of archeology. Oh, well, this box was going to
be dumped in the Channel and forgotten. He and Whitcomb made an excuse to leave as soon as
possible.

On the way back to London, when they were safely alone in their compartment, the English man took
out a moldering fragment of wood. "Slipped this into my pocket at the barrow," he said. "It'll help us date
the thing. Hand me that radiocarbon counter, will you?" He popped the wood into the device, turned
some knobs, and read off the answer. "One thousand, four hundred and thirty years, plus or minus about
ten. The mound went up around ... um ... 464A.D. , then, when the Jutes were just getting established in
Kent."

"If those ingots are still that hellish after so long," murmured Everard, "I wonder what they were like
originally? Hard to see how you could have that much activity with such a long half-life, but then, up in the
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future they can do things with the atom my period hasn't dreamed of."

Turning in their report to Mainwethering, they spent a day sight-seeing while he sent messages across
time and activated the great machine of the Patrol. Everard was interested in Victorian London, almost
captivated in spite of the grime and poverty. Whitcomb got a faraway look in his eyes. "I'd liked to have
lived here," he said.

"Yeah? With their medicine and dentistry?"
"And no bombs falling." Whitcomb's answer held a defiance.

Mainwethering had arrangements made when they returned to his office. Puffing a cigar, he strode up
and down, pudgy hands clasped behind his tailcoat, and rattled off the story.

"Metal been identified with high probability. Isotopic fuel from aroundthe thirtieth century. Checkup
reveals that a merchant from the Ing Empire was visiting year 2987 to barter his raw materials for their
synthrope, secret of which had been lost in the Interregnum. Naturally, he took precautions, tried to pass
himself off as a trader from the Saturnian System, but nevertheless dis appeared. So did his time shuttle.
Presumably someone in 2987 found out what he was and murdered him for his machine. Patrol notified,
but no trace of machine. Finally recovered from fifth-century England by two Patrolmen named, haw!
Everard and Whitcomb."

"If we've already succeeded, why bother?" grinned the American.

Mainwethering looked shocked. "But my dear fellow! You have not already succeeded. The job is yet
to do, in terms of your and my duration-sense. And please do not take success for granted merely
because history records it. Time is not rigid; man has free will. If you fail, history will change and will not
ever have recorded your success; I will not have told you about it. That is undoubtedly what happened, if
I may use the term 'happened,' in the few cases where the Patrol has a record of failure. Those cases are
still being worked on, and if success is achieved at last, history will be changed and there will 'always'
have been success.Tempus non nascitur, fit, if I may indulge in a slight parody."

"All right, all right, [ was only joking," said Everard. "Let's get going. Tempus fugit.” He added an extra
"g" with malice aforethought, and Mainwethering winced.

It turned out that even the Patrol knew little about the dark period when the Romans had left Britain, the
Romano-British civilization was crumbling, and the British were moving in. It had never seemed an
important one. The office at London, 1000A.D. , sent up what material it had, together with suits of
clothes that would get by. Everard and Whitcomb spent an hour unconscious under the hypnotic
educators, to emerge with fluency in Latin and in several Saxon and Jutish dialects, and with a fair
knowledge of the mores.

The clothes were awkward: trousers, shirts, and coats of rough wool, leather cloaks, an interminable
collection of thongs and laces. Long flaxen wigs covered modern haircuts; a clean shave would pass
unnoticed, even in the fifth century. Whitcomb carried an ax, Everard a sword, both made to measure of
high-carbon steel, but put more reliance on the little twenty-sixth-century sonic stun guns stuck under
their coats. Armor had not been included, but the time hopper had a pair of motorcycle crash helmets in
one saddlebag: these would not attract much attention in an age of homemade equipment, and were a
good deal stronger and more comfortable than the real thing. They also stowed away a picnic lunch and
some earthenware jugs full of good Victorian ale.
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"Excellent." Mainwethering pulled a watch out of his pocket and consulted it. "I shall expect you back
here at... shall we say four o'clock? I will have some armed guards on hand, in case you have a prisoner
along, and we can go out to tea after ward." He shook their hands. "Good hunting!"

Everard swung onto the time hopper, set the controls for 464A.D. at Addleton Barrow, a summer
midnight, and threw the switch.

5

There was a full moon. Under it, the land lay big and lonely, with a darkness of forest blocking out the
horizon. Somewhere a wolf howled. The mound was there yet; they had come late.

Rising on the antigravity unit, they peered across a dense, shadowy wood. A thorp lay about a mile from
the barrow, one hall of hewn timber and a cluster of smaller buildings around a courtyard. In the
drenching moonlight, it was very quiet.

"Cultivated fields," observed Whitcomb. His voice was hushed in the stillness. "The Jutes and Saxons
were mostly yeomen, you know, who came here looking for land. Imagine the Britons were pretty well
cleared out of this area some years ago."

"We've got to find out about that burial," said Everard. "Shall we go back and locate the moment the
grave was made? No, it might be safer to inquire now, at a later date when whatever excite ment there
was has died down. Say tomorrow morning."

Whitcomb nodded, and Everard brought the hopper down into the concealment of a thicket and jumped
up five hours. The sun was blinding in the northeast, dew glistened on the long grass, and the birds were
making an unholy racket. Dismounting, the agents sent the hopper shooting up at fantastic velocity, to
hover ten miles above-ground and come to them when called on a midget radio built into their helmets.

They approached the thorp openly, whacking off the savage-looking dogs which came snarling at them
with the flat of sword and ax. Entering the courtyard, they found it unpaved but richly carpeted with mud
and manure. A couple of naked, tow-headed children gaped at them from a hut of earth and wattles. A
girl who was sitting outside milking a scrubby little cow let out a small shriek; a thick-built, low-browed
farmhand swill ing the pigs grabbed for a spear. Wrinkling his nose, Everard wished that some of the
"Noble Nordic" enthusiasts of his century could visit this one.

A gray-bearded man with an ax in his hand ap peared in the hall entrance. Like everyone else of this
period, he was several inches shorter than the twentieth-century average. He studied them warily before
wishing them good morning.

Everard smiled politely. "I hight Uffa Hundingsson, and my brother is Knubbi," he said. "We are
merchants from Jutland, come hither to trade at Canterbury." (He gave it the present name,
Cant-wara-byrig.) "Wandering from the place where our ship is beached, we lost our way, and after
fumbling about all night found your home."

"I hight Wulfnoth, son of Aelfred," said the yeo man. "Enter and break your fast with us."
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The hall was big and dim and smoky, full of a chattering crowd: Wulfnoth's children, their spouses and
children, dependent carls andt/eir wives and children and grandchildren. Breakfast consisted of great
wooden trenchers of half-cooked pork, washed down by horns of thin sour beer. It was not hard to get
a conversation going; these people were as gossipy as isolated yokels anywhere. The trouble was with
inventing plausible accounts of what was going on in Jutland. Once or twice Wulfnoth, who was no fool,
caught them in some mistake, but Everard said firmly: ""You have heard a falsehood. News takes strange
forms when it crosses the sea." He was surprised to learn how much contact there still was with the old
countries. But the talk of weather and crops was not very different from the kind he knew in the twentieth
century Middle West,

Only later was he able to slip in a question about the barrow. Wulfnoth frowned, and his plump,
toothless wife hastily made a protective sign toward a rude wooden idol. "It is not good to speak of such
things," muttered the Jute. "I would the wizard had not been buried on my land. But he was close to my
father, who died last year and would hear of naught else."

"Wizard?" Whitcomb pricked up his ears. "What tale is this?"

"Well, you may as well know," grumbled Wulf noth. "He was a stranger hight Stane, who appear ed in
Canterbury some six years ago. He must have been from far away, for he spoke not the English or British
tongues, but King Hengist guested him and eftsoons he learned. He gave the king strange but goodly
gifts, and was a crafty redesman, on whom the king came more and more to lean. None dared cross him,
for he had a wand which threw thunderbolts and had been seen to cleave rocks and once, in battle with
the Britons, burn men down. There are those who thought he was Woden, but that cannot be since he
died."

"Ah, so." Everard felt a tingle of eagerness. ""And what did he whilst yet he lived?"

"Oh ... he gave the king wise redes, as [ have said. It was his thought that we of Kent should cease
thrusting back the Britons and calling in ever more of our kinsmen from the old country; rather, we should
make peace with the natives. He thought that with our strength and their Roman learning, we could
together shape a mighty realm. He may have been right, though I for one see little use in all these books
and baths, to say naught of that weird cross-god they have.... Well, anyhow, he was slain by unknowns
three years ago, and buried here with sacrifices and such of his posses sions as his foes had not reaved.
We give him an offering twice a year, and I must say his ghost has not made trouble for us. But still am I
somewhat uneasy about it."

"Three years, eh?" breathed Whitcomb. "I see ...."

It took a good hour to break away, and Wulfnoth insisted on sending a boy along to guide them to the
river. Everard, who didn't feel like walking that far, grinned and called down the hopper. As he and
Whitcomb mounted it, he said gravely to the bulging-eyed lad: "Know that thou hast guested Woden and
Thunor, who will hereafter guard thy folk from harm." Then he jumped three years back in time.

"Now comes the rough part," he said, peering out of the thicket at the nighted thorp. The mound was not
there now, the wizard Stane was still alive. "It's easy enough to put on a magic show for a kid, but we've
got to extract this character from the middle of a big, tough town where he's the king's right-hand man.
And he has a blast-ray."

"Apparently we succeeded—or will succeed," said Whitcomb.

"Nope. It's not irrevocable, you know. If we fail, Wulfnoth will be telling us a different story three years
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from now, probably that Stane is there—he may kill us twice! And England, pulled out of the Dark Ages
into a neoclassical culture, won't evolve into anything you'd recognize by 1894.... I wonder what Stane's
game is."

He lifted the hopper and sent it through the sky toward Canterbury. A night wind whistled darkly past
his face. Presently the town loomed near, and he grounded in a copse. The moon was white on the
half-ruined Roman walls of ancient Durovernum, dappled black on the newer earth and wood of the
Jutish repairs. Nobody would get in after sunset.

Again the hopper brought them to daytime— near noon—and was sent skyward. His breakfast, two
hours ago and three years in the future, felt soggy as Everard led the way onto a crumbling Roman road
and toward the city. There was a goodly traffic, mostly farmers driving creaky ox carts of produce in to
market. A pair of vicious-looking guards halted them at the gate and demanded their business. This time
they were the agents of a trader on Thanet who had sent them to interview various artisans here. The
hoodlums looked surly till Whitcomb slipped them a couple of Roman coins; then the spears went down
and they were waved past.

The city brawled and bustled around them, though again it was the ripe smell which impressed Everard
most. Among the jostling Jutes, he spotted an occasional Romano-Briton, disdainfully picking a way
through the muck and pulling his shabby tunic clear of contact with these savages. It would have been
funny if it weren't pathetic.

There was an extraordinarily dirty inn filling the moss-grown ruins of what had been a rich man's town
house. Everard and Whitcomb found that their money was of high value here where trade was principally
in kind. By standing a few rounds of drinks, they got all the information they wanted. King Hengist's hall
was near the middle of town ... not really a hall, an old building which had been deplorably prettied up
under the direction of that outlander Stane ... not that our good and doughty king is any pantywaist, don't
get me wrong, stranger ... why, only last month ... oh, yes, Stane! He lived in the house right next to it.
Strange fellow, some said he was a god ... he certainly had an eye for the girls ... Yes, they said he was
behind all this peace-talk with the Britons. More and more of those slickers coming in every day, it's
getting so an honest man can't let a little blood without.. .. Of course, Stane is very wise, [ wouldn't say
anything against him, understand, after all, he can throw lightning. ...

"So what do we do?" asked Whitcomb, back in their own room. "Go on in and arrest him?"

"No, I doubt if that's possible," said Everard cautiously. "I've got a sort of a plan, but it depends on
guessing what he really intends. Let's see if we can't get an audience." As he got off the straw tick which
served for a bed, he was scratch ing. "Damn! What this period needs isn't literacy but flea powder!"

The house had been carefully renovated, its white, porticoed facade almost painfully clean against the
grubbiness around it. Two guards lounged on the stairs, snapping to alertness as the agents approached.
Everard fed them money and a story about being a visitor who had news that would surely interest the
great wizard. "Tell him, 'Man from tomorrow.' 'Tis a password. Got it?"

"It makes not sense," complained the guard.

"Passwords need not make sense," said Everard with hauteur.

The Jute clanked off, shaking his head dolefully. All these newfangled notions!

"Are you sure this is wise?" asked Whitcomb. "He'll be on the alert now, you know."
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"I also know a VIP isn't going to waste time on just any stranger. This business is urgent, man! So far, he
hasn't accomplished anything permanent, not even enough to become a lasting legend. But if Hengist
should make a genuine union with the Britons...."

The guard returned, grunted something, and led them up the stairs and across the peristyle. Beyond was
the atrium, a good-sized room where modern bearskin rugs jarred with chipped marble and faded
mosaics. A man stood waiting before a rude wooden couch. As they entered, he raised his hand, and
Everard saw the slim barrel of a thirtieth-century blast-ray.

"Keep your hands in sight and well away from your sides," said the man gently, "Otherwise I shall belike
have to smite you with a thunderbolt."

Whitcomb sucked in a sharp, dismayed breath, but Everard had been rather expecting this. Even so,
there was a cold knot in his stomach.

The wizard Stane was a small man, dressed in a fine embroidered tunic which must have come from
some British villa. His body was lithe, his head large, with a face of rather engaging ugliness under a
shock of black hair. A grin of tension bent his lips.

"Search them, Eadgar," he ordered. "Take out aught they may bear in their clothing."

The Jute's frisking was clumsy, but he found the stunners and tossed them to the floor. "Thou mayst go,"
said Stane.

"Is there no danger from them, my lord?" asked the soldier.

Stane grinned wider. "With this in my hand? Nay, go." Eadgar shambled out.Az least we still have
sword and ax, thought Everard.But they're not much use with that thing looking at us.

"So you come from tomorrow," murmured Stane. A sudden film of sweat glistened on his forehead. "I
wondered about that. Speak you the later English tongue?"

Whitcomb opened his mouth, but Everard, improvising with his life at wager, beat him to the draw.
"What tongue mean you?"

"Thus-wise." Stane broke into an English which had a peculiar accent but was recognizable to
twentieth-century ears: "Ih want know where an' when y're from, what y'r 'tentions air, an' all else.
Gimme d' facts 'r [h'll burn y' doon."

Everard shook his head. "Nay," he answered in Jutish. "I understand you not." Whitcomb threw him a
glance and then subsided, ready to follow the American's lead. Everard's mind raced; under the
brassiness of desperation, he knew that death waited for his first mistake. "In our day we talked thus ...."
And he reeled off a paragraph of Mexican-Spanish chatter, garbling it as much as he dared.

"So ... a Latin tongue!" Stane's eyes glittered. The blaster shook in his hand."When be you from?"

"The twentieth century after Christ, and our land hight Lyonesse. It lies across the western ocean—"
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"America!" It was a gasp. "Was it ever called America?"

"No. I wot not what you speak of."

Stane shuddered uncontrollably. Mastering himself: "Know you the Roman tongue?"
Everard nodded.

Stane laughed nervously. "Then let us speak that. If you know how sick I am of this local hog-language
.... " His Latin was a little broken, obviously he had picked it up in this century, but fluent enough. He
waved the blaster. "Pardon my discourtesy. But I have to be careful."

"Naturally," said Everard. "Ah ... my name is Mencius, and my friend is Iuvenalis. We came from the
future, as you have guessed; we are historians, and time travel has just been invented."

"Properly speaking, I am Rozher Schtein, from the year2987. Have you ... heard of me?"

"Who else?" said Everard. "We came back look ing for this mysterious Stane who seemed to be one of
the crucial figures of history. We suspected he might have been a time traveler,peregrinator temporis,
that is. Now we know."

"Three years," Schtein began pacing feverishly, the blaster swinging in his hand; but he was too far off for
a sudden leap. "Three years I have been here. If you knew how often I have lain awake, wondering if |
would succeed .... Tell me, is your world united?"

"The world and the planets," said Everard. "They have been for a long time." Inwardly, he shivered. His
life hung on his ability to guess what Schtein's plans were.

"And you are a free people?"

"We are. That is to say, the Emperor presides, but the Senate makes the laws and it is elected by the
people.”

There was an almost holy look on the gnomish face, transfiguring it. "As I dreamed," whispered Schtein.
"Thank you."

"So you came back from your period to... create history?"
"No," said Schtein. "To change it."

Words tumbled out of him, as if he had wished to speak and dared not for many years: "I was a historian
too. By chance I met a man who claimed to be a merchant from the Saturnian moons, but since I had
lived there once, I saw through the fraud. Investigating, I learned the truth. He was a time traveler from
the very far future.

"Y ou must understand, the age I lived in was a terrible one, and as a psychographic historian I realized
that the war, poverty, and tyranny which cursed us were not due to any innate evil in man, but to simple
cause and effect. Machine technology had risen in a world divided against itself, and war grew to be an
ever larger and more destructive enterprise. There had been periods of peace, even fairly long ones; but
the disease was too deep-rooted, conflict was a part of our very civilization. My family had been wiped
out in a Venusian raid, I had nothing to lose. I took the time machine after ... disposing ... of its owner.
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"The great mistake, I thought, had been made back in the Dark Ages. Rome had united a vast empire in
peace, and out of peace justice can always arise. But Rome exhausted herself in the effort, and was now
falling apart. The barbarians coming in were vigorous, they could do much, but they were quickly
corrupted.

"But here is England. It has been isolated from the rotting fabric of Roman society. The Germanics are
entering, filthy oafs but strong and willing to learn. In my history, they simply wiped out British civilization
and then, being intellectu ally helpless, were swallowed up by the new—and evil—civilization called
Western. | want to see something better happen.

"It hasn't been easy. You would be surprised how hard it is to survive in a different age until you know
your way around, even if you have modern weapons and interesting gifts for the king. But [ have
Hengist's respect now, and increasingly more of the confidence of the Britons. I can unite the two
peoples in a mutual war on the Picts. England will be one kingdom, with Saxon strength and Roman
learning, powerful enough to stand off all invaders. Christianity is inevitable, of course, but I will see to it
that it is the right kind of Christianity, one which will educate and civilize men without shackling their
minds.

"Eventually England will be in a position to start taking over on the Continent. Finally, one world. I will
stay here long enough to get the anti-Pictish union started, then vanish with a promise to return later. If 1
reappear at, say, fifty-year intervals for the next several centuries, I will be a legend, a god, who can
make sure they stay on the right track."

"T have read much about St. Stanius," said Everard slowly.

"And I won!" cried Schtein. "I gave peace to the world." Tears were on his cheeks.

Everard moved closer. Schtein pointed the blast-ray at his belly, not yet quite trusting him. Everard
circled casually, and Schtein swiveled to keep him covered. But the man was too agitated by the seeming
proof of his own success to remember Whitcomb. Everard threw a look over his shoulder at the
Englishman.

Whitcomb hurled his ax. Everard dove for the floor. Schtein screamed, and the blast-ray sizzled. The ax
had cloven his shoulder. Whitcomb sprang, getting a grip on his gun hand. Schtein howled, struggling to

force the blaster around. Everard jumped up to help. There was a moment of con fusion.

Then the blaster went off again and Schtein was suddenly a dead weight in their arms. Blood drenched
their coats from the hideous opening in his chest.

The two guards came running in. Everard snatched his stunner off the floor and thumbed the ratchet up
to full intensity. A flung spear grazed his arm. He fired twice, and the burly forms crashed. They'd be out

for hours.

Crouching a moment, Everard listened. A feminine scream sounded from the inner chambers, but no one
was entering at the door. "I guess we've carried it oft," he panted.

"Yes." Whitcomb looked dully at the corpse sprawled before him. It seemed pathetically small.

"I didn't mean for him to die," said Everard. "But time is ... tough. It was written, I suppose."
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"Better this way than a Patrol court and the exile planet," said Whitcomb.
"Technically, at least, he was a thief and a murderer," said Everard. "But it was a great dream he had."

"And we upset it."

"History might have upset it. Probably would have. One man just isn't powerful enough, or wise enough.

I think most human misery is due to well-meaning fanatics like him."

"So we just fold our hands and take what comes."

"Think of all your friends, up in 1947. They'd never even have existed."
Whitcomb took off his cloak and tried to wipe the blood from his clothes.

"Let's get going," said Everard. He trotted through the rear portal. A frightened concubine watched him
with large eyes.

He had to blast the lock off an inner door. The room beyond held an Ing-model time shuttle, a few
boxes with weapons and supplies, some books. Everard loaded it all into the machine except the fuel
chest. That had to be left, so that up in the future he would learn of this and come back to stop the man
who would be God.

"Suppose you take this to the warehouse in 1894," he said. "I'll ride our hopper back and meet you at
the office."

Whitcomb gave him a long stare. The man's face was drawn. Even as Everard watched him, it stiffened
with resolution.

"All right, old chap," said the Englishman. He smiled, almost wistfully, and clasped Everard's hand. "So
long. Good luck."

Everard stared after him as he entered the great steel cylinder. That was an odd thing to say, when
they'd be having tea up in 1894 in a couple of hours.

Worry nagged him as he went out of the build ing and mingled with the crowd. Charlie was a peculiar
cuss. Well....

No one interfered with him as he left the city and entered the thicket beyond. He called the time hopper
back down and, in spite of the need for haste lest someone come to see what kind of bird had landed,
cracked a jug of ale. He needed it badly. Then he took a last look at Old England and jumped up to
1894.

Mainwethering and his guards were there as promised. The officer looked alarmed at the sight of one
man arriving with blood clotting across his garments, but Everard gave him a reassuring report.

It took a while to wash up, change clothes, and deliver a full account to the secretary. By then,
Whitcomb should have arrived in a hansom, but there was no sign of him. Mainwethering called the
warehouse on the radio, and turned back with a frown. "He hasn't come yet," he said. "Could something
have gone wrong?"
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"Hardly. Those machines are foolproof." Everard gnawed his lip. "I don't know what the matter is.
Maybe he misunderstood and went up to 1947 instead."

An exchange of notes revealed that Whitcomb had not reported in at that end either. Everard and
Mainwethering went out for their tea. There was still no trace of Whitcomb when they got back.

"I had best inform the field agency," said Main wethering. "Eh, what? They should be able to find him."

"No. Wait." Everard stood for a moment, think ing. The idea had been germinating in him for some time.
It was dreadful.

"Have you a notion?"

"Yes. Sort of." Everard began shucking his Vic torian suit. His hands trembled. "Get my
twentieth-century clothes, will you? I may be able to find him by myself."

"The Patrol will want a preliminary report of your idea and intentions," reminded Mainwethering.

"To hell with the Patrol," said Everard.

6

London, 1944. The early winter night had fallen, and a thin cold wind blew down streets which were
gulfs of darkness. Somewhere came thecrump of an explosion, and a fire was burning, great red banners
flapping above the roofs.

Everard left his hopper on the sidewalk—no body was out when the V-bombs were falling—and
groped slowly through the murk. November seventeenth; his trained memory had called up the date for
him. Mary Nelson had died this day.

He found a public phone booth on the corner and looked in the directory. There were a lot of Nelsons,
but only one Mary listed for the Streatham area. That would be the mother, of course. He had to guess
that the daughter would have the same first name. Nor did he know the time at which the bomb had
struck, but there were ways to learn that.

Fire and thunder roared at him as he came out. He flung himself on his belly while glass whistled where
he had been. November seventeenth, 1944. The younger Manse Everard, lieutenant in the United States
Army Engineers, was somewhere across the Channel, near the German guns. He couldn't recall exactly
where, just then, and did not stop to make the effort. It didn't matter. He knew he was going to survive
that danger.

The new blaze was a-dance behind him as he ran for his machine. He jumped aboard and took off into
the air. High above London, he saw only a vast darkness spotted with flame. Walpurgisnacht, and all hell
let loose on earth!

He remembered Streatham well, a dreary stretch of brick inhabited by little clerks and greengrocers and
mechanics, the very petite bourgeoisie who had stood up and fought the power which conquered Europe
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to a standstill. There had been a girl living there, back in 1943 .... Eventually she married someone else.

Skimming low, he tried to find the address. A volcano erupted not far off. His mount staggered in the air,
he almost lost his seat.Hurrying toward the place, he saw a house tumbled and smashed and flaming,. It
was only three blocks from the Nelson home. He was too late.

No! He checked the time—just 10:30—and jump ed back two hours. It was still night, but the slain
house stood solid in the gloom. For a second he wanted to warn those inside. But no. All over the world,
people were dying. He was not Schtein, to take history on his shoulders.

He grinned wryly, dismounted, and walked through the gate. He was not a damned Danellian either. He
knocked on the door, and it opened. A middle-aged woman looked at him through the murk, and he
realized it was odd to see an Ameri can in civilian clothes here.

"Excuse me," he said. "Do you know Miss Mary Nelson?"

"Why, yes." Hesitation."She lives nearby. She's coming over soon. Are you a friend?"

n

Everard nodded. "She sent me here with a message for you, Mrs.... ah. ...
"Enderby."

"Oh, yes, Mrs. Enderby. I'm terribly forgetful. Look, Miss Nelson wanted me to say she's very sorry but
she can't come. However, she wants you and your entire family over at 10:30."

"All of us, sir? But the children—"

"By all means, the children too. Every one of you. She has a very special surprise arranged, something
she can only show you then. All of you have to be there."

"Well... all right, sir, if she says so."

"All of you at 10:30, without fail. I'll see you then, Mrs. Enderby." Everard nodded and walked back to
the street.

He had done what he could. Next was the Nelson house. He rode his hopper three blocks down,
parked it in the gloom of an alley, and walked up to the house. He was guilty too now, as guilty as
Schtein. He wondered what the exile planet was like.

There was no sign of the Ing shuttle, and it was too big to conceal. So Charlie hadn't arrived yet. He'd
have to play by ear till then.

As he knocked on the door, he wondered what his saving of the Enderby family would mean. Those
children would grow up, have children of their own: quite insignificant middle-class Englishmen, no doubt,
but somewhere in the centuries to come an important man would be born or fail to be born. Of course,
time was not very inflexible. Except in rare cases, the precise ancestry didn't matter, only the broad pool
of human genes and human society did. Still, this might be one of those rare cases.

A young woman opened the door for him. She was a pretty little girl, not spectacular but nice looking in
her trim uniform. "Miss Nelson?"
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"Yes?"

"My name is Everard. I'm a friend of Charlie Whitcomb. May I come in? I have a rather surpris ing bit
of news for you."

"T was about to go out," she said apologetically.
"No, you weren't." Wrong line; she was stiffen ing with indignation. "Sorry. Please, may I ex plain?"

She led him into a drab and cluttered parlor. "Won't you sit down, Mr. Everard? Please don't talk too
loudly. The family are all asleep. They get up early."

Everard made himself comfortable. Mary perched on the edge of the sofa, watching him with large eyes.
He wondered if Wulfnoth and Eadgar were among her ancestors. Yes ... un doubtedly they were, after
all these centuries. Maybe Schtein was too.

"Are you in the Air Force?" she asked. "Is that how you met Charlie?"

"No. I'm in Intelligence, which is the reason for this mufti. May I ask when you last saw him?"

"Oh, weeks ago. He's stationed in France just now. I hope this war will soon be over. So silly of them to
keep on when they must know they're finished, isn't it?" She cocked her head curiously. "But what is this
news you have?"

"T'll come to it in a moment." He began to ramble as much as he dared, talking of conditions across the
Channel. It was strange to sit con versing with a ghost. And his conditioning prevented him from telling
the truth. He wanted to, but when he tried his tongue froze up on him.

"... and what it costs to get a bottle of red-ink ordinaire—"

"Please," she interrupted impatiently. "Would you mind coming to the point? I do have an en gagement
for tonight."

"Oh, sorry. Very sorry, I'm sure. You see, it's this way—"

A knock at the door saved him. "Excuse me," she murmured, and went out past the blackout drapes to
open it. Everard padded after her.

She stepped back with a small shriek.”"Charlie!"

Whitcomb pressed her to him, heedless of the blood still wet on his Jutish clothes. Everard came into the
hall. The Englishman stared with a kind of horror. "You

He snatched for his stunner, but Everard's was already out. "Don't be a fool," said the American. "I'm
your friend. I want to help you. What crazy scheme did you have, anyway?"

"[... keep her here ... keep her from going to—"
"And do you thinkz/ey haven't got means of spotting you?" Everard slipped into Temporal, the only

possible language in Mary's frightened presence. "When I left Mainwethering, he was getting damn
suspicious. Unless we do this right, every unit of the Patrol is going to be alerted. The error will be
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rectified, probably by killing her. You'll go to exile."
"L. ..." Whitcomb gulped. His face was a mask of fear. "You ... would you let her go ahead and die?"
"No. But this has to be done more carefully."
"We'll escape ... find some period away from everything ... go back to the dinosaur age, if we must."

Mary slipped free of him. Her mouth was pulled open, ready to scream. "Shut up!" said Everard to her.
"Your life is in danger, and we're trying to save you. If you don't trust me, trust Charlie."

Turning back to the man, he went on in Temporal: "Look, fellow, there isn't any place or any time you
can hide in. Mary Nelson died tonight. That's history. She wasn't around in 1947. That's history. I've
already got myself in Dutch: the family she was going to visit will be out of their home when the bomb hits
it. If you try to run away with her, you'll be found. It's pure luck that a Patrol unit hasn't already arrived."

Whitcomb fought for steadiness. "Suppose I jump up to 1948 with her. How do you know she hasn't
suddenly reappeared in 1948? Maybe that's history too."

"Man, youcan't. Try it. Go on, tell her you're going to hop her four years into the future."
Whitcomb groaned. "A giveaway—and I'm con ditioned—"

"Yeh. You have barely enough latitude to appear this way before her, but talking to her, you'll have to lie
out of it because you can't help yourself. Anyway, how would you explain her? If she stays Mary Nelson,
she's a deserter from the W.A.A.F. If she takes another name, where's her birth certificate, her school
record, her ration book, any of those bits of paper these twentieth-century governments worship so
devoutly? It's hopeless, son."

"Then what can we do?"

"Face the Patrol and slug it out. Wait here a minute." There was a cold calm over Everard, no time to be
afraid or to wonder at his own behavior.

Returning to the street, he located his hopper and set it to emerge five years in the future, at high noon in
Piccadilly Circus. He slapped down the main switch, saw the machine vanish, and went back inside.
Mary was in Whitcomb's arms, shuddering and weeping. The poor, damned babes in the woods!

"Okay." Everard led them back to the parlor and sat down with his gun ready. "Now we wait some
more."

It didn't take long. A hopper appeared, with two men in Patrol gray aboard. There were weapons in
their hands. Everard cut them down with a low-powered stun beam. "Help me tie 'em up, Charlie," he
said.

Mary huddled voiceless in a corner.

When the men awoke, Everard stood over them with a bleak smile. "What are we charged with, boys?"
he asked in Temporal.

"I think you know," said one of the prisoners calmly. "The main office had us trace you. Check ing up
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next week, we found that you had evacuated a family scheduled to be bombed. Whitcomb's record
suggested you had then come here, to help him save this woman who was supposed to die tonight. Better
let us go or it will be the worse for you."

"I have not changed history," said Everard.

"The Danellians are still up there, aren't they?"

"Yes, of course, but—"

"How did you know the Enderby family was supposed to die?"

"Their house was struck, and they said they had only left it because—"

"Ah, but the point is they did leave it. That's written. Now it's you who wants to change the past."

"But this woman here—"

"Are you sure there wasn't a Mary Nelson who, let us say, settled in London in 1850 and died of old
age about 1900?7"

The lean face grinned. "You're trying hard, aren't you? It won't work. You can't fight the entire Patrol."

"Can't I, though? I can leave you here to be found by the Enderbys. I've set my hopper to emerge in
public at an instant known only to myself. What's that going to do to history?"

"The Patrol will take corrective measures ... as you did back in the fifth century."
"Perhaps! I can make it a lot easier for them, though, if they'll hear my appeal. I want a Danellian."

"What?"

"You heard me," said Everard. "If necessary, I'll mount that hopper of yours and ride a million years up.
I'll point out to them personally how much simpler it'll be if they give us a break."

That will not be necessary.
Everard spun around with a gasp. The stunner fell from his hand.

He could not look at the shape which blazed before his eyes. There was a dry sobbing in his throat as he
backed away,

Your appeal has been considered,said the soundless voice./t was known and weighed ages before
you were born. But you were still a neces sary link in the chain of time. If you had failed tonight,
there would not be mercy.

To us, it was a matter of record that one Charles and Mary Whitcomb lived in Victoria's England.
It was also a matter of record that Mary Nelson died with the family she was visiting in 1944, and
that Charles Whitcomb had lived a bachelor and finally been killed on active duty with the Patrol.
The dis crepancy was noted, and as even the smallest para dox is a dangerous weakness in the
spacetime fabric, it had to be rectified by eliminating one or the other fact from ever having
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existed. You have decided which it will be.

Everard knew, somewhere in his shaking brain, that the Patrolmen were suddenly free. He knew that his
hopper had been ... was being ... would be snatched invisibly away the instant it material ized. He knew
that history now read: W.A.A.F. Mary Nelson missing, presumed killed by bomb near the home of the
Enderby family, who had all been at her house when their own was destroyed; Charles Whitcomb
disappearing in 1947, presumed accidentally drowned. He knew that Mary was given the truth,
conditioned against ever revealing it, and sent back with Charlie to 1850. He knew they would make
their middle-class way through life, never feeling quite at home in Victoria's reign, that Charlie would
often have wistful thoughts of what he had been in the Patrol ... and then turn to his wife and children and
decide it had not been such a great sacrifice after all.

That much he knew, and then the Danellian was gone. As the whirling darkness in his head sub sided
and he looked with clearing eyes at the two Patrolmen, he did not know what his own destiny was.

"Come on," said the first man. "Let's get out of here before somebody wakes up. We'll give you a lift
back to your year. 1954, isn't it?"

"And then what?" asked Everard.

The Patrolman shrugged. Under his casual manner lay the shock which had seized him in the Danellian's
presence. "Report to your sector chief. You've shown yourself obviously unfit for steady work."

"So . .. just cashiered, huh?"

"You needn't be so dramatic. Did you think this case was the only one of its kind in a million years of
Patrol,work? There's a regular procedure for it.

"You'll want more training, of course. Your type of personality goes best with Unattached status—any
age, any place, wherever and whenever you may be needed. I think you'll like it."

Everard climbed weakly aboard the hopper. And when he got off again, a decade had passed.

BRAVE TO BE A KING
1
On an evening in mid-twentieth century New York, Manse Everard had changed into a thread bare
lounging outfit and was mixing himself a drink. The doorbell interrupted. He swore at it. A tiring several

days lay behind him and he wanted no other company than the lost narratives of Dr. Watson.

Well, maybe this character could be gotten rid of. He slippered across his apartment and opened the
door, his expression mutinous. "Hello," he said coldly.

And then, all at once, it was as if he were aboard some early spaceship which had just entered free fall;
he stood weightless and helpless in a blaze of stars.
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"Oh," he said. "I didn't know Come in."

Cynthia Denison paused a moment, looking past him to the bar. He had hung two crossed spears and a
horse-plumed helmet from the Achaean Bronze Age over it. They were dark and shining and incredibly
beautiful. She tried to speak with steadiness, but failed. "Could I have a drink, Manse? Right away?"

"Of course." He clamped his mouth shut and helped her off with her coat. She closed the door and sat
down on a Swedish modern couch as clean and functional as the Homeric weapons. Her hands fumbled

with her purse, getting out cigarettes. For a time she did not look at him, nor he at her.

"Do you still drink Irish on the rocks?" he asked. His words seemed to come from far away, and his
body was awkward among bottles and glasses, forgetting how the Time Patrol had trained it.

"Yes," she said. "So you do remember." Her lighter snapped, unexpectedly loud in the room.
"It's been just a few months," he said, for lack of other phrases.

"Entropic time. Regular, untampered-with, twenty-four-hours-to-the-day time." She blew a cloud of
smoke and stared at it. "Not much more than that for me. I've been in now almost con tinuously since

my, my wedding. Just eight and a half months of my personal, biological, lifeline time since Keith and I.....

But how long has it been for you, Manse? How many years have you rung up, in how many different
epochs, since you were Keith's best man?"

She had always had a rather high and thin voice. It was the only flaw he had ever found in her, unless

you counted her being so small—barely five feet. So she could never put much expression into her tones.

But he could hear that she was staving off a scream.

He gave her a drink. "Down the hatch," he said. "All of it." She obeyed, strangling a little. He got her a
refill and completed his own Scotch and soda. Then he drew up a chair and took pipe and tobacco from
the depths of his moth-eaten smoking jacket. His hands still shook, but so faintly he didn't think she
would notice. It had been wise of her not to blurt whatever news she carried; they both needed a chance
to get back their control.

Now he even dared to look straight at her, She hadn't changed. Her figure was almost perfect in a
delicate way, as the black dress emphasized. Sun light-colored hair fell to her shoulders; the eyes were
blue and enormous, under arched brows, in a tip-tilted face with the lips always just a little parted. She
hadn't enough makeup for him to tell for sure if she had cried lately. But she looked very near to it.

Everard became busy filling his pipe. "Okay, Cyn," he said. "Want to tell me?"

She shivered. Finally she got out: "Keith. He's disappeared."”

"Huh?" Everard sat up straight. "On a mission?"

"Yes. Where else? Ancient Iran. He went back there and never returned. That was a week ago." She
set her glass down on the couch arm and twisted her fingers together. "The Patrol searched, of course. I
just heard the results today. They can't find him. They can't even find out what happened to him."

"Judas," whispered Everard.

"Keith always ... always thought of you as his best friend," she said frantically. "You wouldn't believe
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how often he spoke of you. Honestly, Manse, I know we've neglected you, but you never seemed to be
inand. ..."

"Of course," he said. "How childish do you think I am? I was busy. And after all, you two were newly
married."

After I introduced you, that night beneath Mauna Loa and the moon. The Time Patrol doesn't
bother with snobbishness. A youngster like Cynthia Cunningham, a mere clerk fresh out of the
Academy and Attached to her own century, is quite free to see a ranking veteran... like myself, for
instance... as often as they both wish, off duty. There is no reason why he should not use his skill
at disguise to take her waltzing in Strauss' Vienna or to the theater in Shakespeare's London—as
well as exploring funny little bars in Tom Lehrer's New York or playing tag in the sun and surf of
Hawaii a thousand years before the canoe men arrived. And a fellow member of the Patrol is
equally free to join them both. And later to marry her. Sure.

Everard got his pipe going. When his face was screened with smoke, he said: "Begin at the begin ning.
I've been out of touch with you for—two or three years of my own lifeline time—so I'm not certain
precisely what Keith was working on."

"That long?" she asked wonderingly. "You never even spent your furloughs in this decade? We did want
you to come visit us."

"Quit apologizing!" he snapped. "I could have dropped in if I'd wished." The elfin face looked as if he
had slapped it. He backed up, appalled. "I'm sorry. Naturally I wanted to. But as [ said ... we
Unattached agents are so damned busy, hopping around in all space-time like fleas on a griddle .... Oh,
hell," he tried to smile, "you know me, Cyn, tactless, but it doesn't mean anything. I originated a chimaera
legend all by myself, back in Classic Greece. [ was known as thedilaiopod, a curious monster with two
left feet, both in its mouth."

She returned a dutiful quirk of lips and picked up her cigarette from the ashtray. "I'm still just a clerk in
Engineering Studies," she said. "But it puts me in close contact with all the other offices in this entire
milieu, including headquarters. So I know exactly what's been done about Keith. .. and it isn't enough!
They're just abandoning him! Manse, if you won't help him Keith is dead!"

She stopped, shakily. To give them both a little more time, Everard reviewed the career of Keith
Denison.

Born Cambridge, Mass., 1927, to a moderately wealthy family. Ph.D. in archeology with a

dis tinguished thesis at the age of twenty-three, after having also taken a collegiate boxing champion ship
and crossed the Atlantic in a thirty-foot ketch. Drafted in 1950, served in Korea with a bravery which
would have earned him some fame in a more popular war. Yet you had to know him quite a while before
you learned any of this. He spoke, with a gift of dry humor, about impersonal things, until there was work
to be done. Then, without needless fuss, he did it.Sure, thought Everard,the best man got the girl.
Keith could've made Un attached easily, if he'd cared to. But he had roots here that I didn't. More
stable, I guess.

Discharged and at loose ends in 1952, Denison was contacted by a Patrol agent and recruited. He had
accepted the fact of time travel more readily than most. His mind was supple and, after all, he was an
archeologist. Once trained, he found a happy coincidence of his own interests and the needs of the
Patrol; he became a Specialist, East Indo-European Protohistory, and in many ways a more important
man than Everard.
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For the Unattached officer might rove up and down the time lanes, rescuing the distressed and arresting
the lawbreaker and keeping the fabric of human destiny secure. But how could he tell what he was doing
withouta record? Ages before the first hieroglyphics there had been wars and wanderings, discoveries
and achievements, whose consequences reached through all the continuum. The Patrol had to know
them. Charting their course was a job for the Specialist ratings.

Besides all of which, Keith was a friend of mine.

Everard took the pipe from his mouth. "Okay, Cynthia," he said. "Tell me what did happen."

2

The little voice was almost dry now, so rigidly had she harnessed herself. "He was tracing the migrations
of the different Aryan clans. They're very obscure, you know. You have to start at a point when the
history is known for certain, and work backward. So on this last job, Keith was going to Iran in the year
558B.C. That was near the close of the Median period, he said. He'd make inquiries among the people,
learn their own traditions, and then afterward check back at a still earlier point, and so on .... But you
must know all about this, Manse. You helped him once, before we met. He often spoke about that."

"Oh, I just went along in case of trouble," shrugged Everard. "He was studying the prehistoric trek of a
certain band from the Don over the Hindu Kush. We told their chief we were passing hunters, claimed
hospitality, and accompanied the wagon train for a few weeks. It was fun."

He remembered steppes and enormous skies, a windy gallop after antelope and a feast by camp-fires
and a certain girl whose hair had held the bittersweet of woodsmoke. For a while he wished he could
have lived and died as one of those tribesmen.

"Keith went back alone this time," continued Cynthia. "They're always so shorthanded in his branch, in
the entire Patrol, I suppose. So many thousands of years to watch and so few man-life times to do it
with. He'd gone alone before. I was always afraid to let him, but he said ... dressed as a wandering
shepherd with nothing worth steal ing ... he'd be safer in the Iranian highlands than crossing Broadway.
Only this time he wasn't!"

"I take it, then," said Everard quickly, "he left— a week ago, did you say?—intending to get his
information, report it to the clearinghouse of his specialty, and come back to the same day here as he'd

left you."Because only a blind buckethead would let more of your lifespan pass without being there
himself. "But he didn't."

"Yes." She lit another cigarette from the butt of the first. "I got worried right away. I asked the boss
about it. He obliged me by querying himself a week ahead—today—and got the answer that Keith had
not returned. The information clearing house said he never came to them. So we checked with Records
in milieu headquarters. Their answer was ... was ... Keith never did come back and no trace of him was
ever found."

Everard nodded with great care. "Then, of course, the search was ordered which MHQ has a record
Of n
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Mutable time made for a lot of paradoxes, he re flected for the thousandth occasion.

In the case of a missing man, you were not re quired to search for him just because a record somewhere
said you had done so. But how else would you stand a chance of finding him? Youmight possibly go
back and thereby change events so that you did find him after all—in which case the report you filed
would "always" have recorded your success, and you alone would know the "former" truth.

It could get very messed up. No wonder the Patrol was fussy, even about small changes which would
not affect the main pattern.

"Our office notified the boys in the Old Iranian milieu, who sent a party to investigate the spot," foretold
Everard. "They only knew the approximate site at which Keith had intended to materialize, didn't they? |
mean, since he couldn't know exactly where he'd be able to hide the scooter, he didn't file precise
coordinates." Cynthia nodded. "But what I don't understand is, why didn't they find the machine
afterward? Whatever happened to Keith, the scooter would still be somewhere around, in some cave or
what ever. The Patrol has detectors. They should have been able to track down the scooter, at least, and
then work backwards from it to locate Keith."

She drew on her cigarette with a violence that caved in her cheeks. "They tried," she said. "But I'm told
it's a wild, rugged country, hard to search. Nothing turned up. They couldn't find a trace. They might
have, if they'd looked very, very hard—made a mile-by-mile, hour-by-hour search. But they didn't dare.
You see, that particular milieu is critical. Mr. Gordon showed me the analysis. I couldn't follow all those
symbols, but he said it was a very dangerous century to tamper with."

Everard closed one large hand on the bowl of his pipe. Its warmth was somehow comforting. Critical
eras gave him the willies.

"I see," he said. "They couldn't search as thoroughly as they wanted, because it might dis turb too many
of the local yokels, which might make them act differently when the big crisis came. Uh-huh. But how
about making inquiries in disguise, among the people?"

"Several Patrol experts did. They tried that for weeks, Persian time. And the natives never even gave
them a hint. Those tribes are so wild and suspicious ... maybe they feared our agents were spies from the
Median king, I understand they didn't like his rule .... No. The Patrol couldn't find a trace. And anyhow,
there's no reason to think the pattern was affected. They believe Keith was murdered and his scooter
vanished somehow. And what difference—" Cynthia sprang to her feet. Suddenly she yelled—"What
difference does one more skeleton in one more gully make?"

Everard rose too, she came into his arms and he let her have it out. For himself, he had never thought it
would be this bad. He had stopped remembering her, except maybe ten times a day, but now she came

to him and the forgetting would have to be done all over again.

"Can't they go back locally?" she pleaded. "Can't somebody hop back a week from now, just to tell him
not to go, is that so much to ask? What kind of monsters made that law against it?"

"Ordinary men did," said Everard. "If we once started doubling back to tinker with our personal pasts,
we'd soon get so tangled up that none of us would exist."

"But in a million years or more—there must be exceptions!"
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Everard didn't answer. He knew that there were. He knew also that Keith Denison's case wouldn't be
one of them. The Patrol was not staffed by saints, but its people dared not corrupt their own law for their
own ends. You took your losses like any other corps, and raised a glass to the memory of your dead,
and you did not travel back to look upon them again while they had lived.

Presently Cynthia left him, returned to her drink and tossed it down. The yellow locks swirled past her
face as she did. "I'm sorry," she said. She got out a handkerchief and wiped her eyes. "I didn't mean to
bawl."

"It's okay."

She stared at the floor. "You could try to help Keith. The regular agents have given up, but you could
try.ﬂ

It was an appeal from which he had no recourse. "I could," he told her. "I might not succeed. The
existing records show that, if I tried, I failed. And any alteration of space-time is frowned on, even a
trivial one like this."

"It isn't trivial to Keith," she said.

"You know, Cyn," he murmured, "you're one of the few women that ever lived who'd have phrased it
that way. Most would have said, It isn't trivial to me."

Her eyes captured his, and for a moment she stood very quiet. Then, whispering:

"I'm sorry, Manse. I didn't realize. ... I thought, what with all the time that's gone past for you, you would
have—"

"What are you talking about?" he defended himself.

"Can't the Patrol psychs do anything for you?" she asked. Her head drooped again. "I mean, if they can
condition us so we just simply can't tell anyone unauthorized that time travel exists ... I should think it
would also be possible to, to con dition a person out of—"

"Skip it," said Everard roughly.

He gnawed his pipestem a while. "Okay," he said at last. "I've an idea or two of my own that may not
have been tried. If Keith can be rescued in any way, you'll get him back before tomorrow noon."

"Could you time-hop me up to that moment, Manse?" She was beginning to tremble.

"I could," he said, "but I won't. One way or another, you'll need to be rested tomorrow. I'll take you
home now and see that you swallow a sleepy pill. And then I'll come back here and think about the
situation." He twisted his mouth into a sort of grin. "Cut out that shimmy, huh? I told you I had to think."

"Manse ...." Her hands closed about his.

He knew a sudden hope for which he cursed himself.
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3

In the fall of the year 542B.C. , a solitary man came down out of the mountains and into the valley of the
Kur. He rode a handsome chestnut gelding, bigger even than most cavalry horses, which might elsewhere
have been an invitation to bandits; but the Great King had given so much law to his dominions that it was
said a virgin with a sack of gold could walk unmolested across all Persia. It was one reason Manse
Everard had chosen to hop to this date, sixteen years after Keith Denison's destination.

Another motive was to arrive long after any ex citement which the time traveler had conceivably
produced in 558 had died away. Whatever the truth about Keith's fate, it might be more approachable
from the rear; at least, straight forward methods had failed.

Finally, according to the Achaemenid Milieu office, autumn 542 happened to be the first season of
relative tranquility since the disappearance. The years 558-553 had been tense ones when the Persian
king of Anshan, Kuru-sh (he whom the future knew as Koresh and Cyrus), was more and more at odds
with his Median overlord Astyages. Then came three years when Cyrus revolted, civil war racked the
empire, and the Persians finally overcame their northerly neighbors. But Cyrus was scarcely victorious
before he must face counteruprisings, as well as Turanian incursions; he spent four years putting down
that trouble and extending his rule eastward. This alarmed his fellow monarchs: Babylon, Egypt, Lydia,
and Sparta formed a coalition to destroy him, with King Croesus of Lydia leading an invasion in 546. The
Lydians were broken and annexed, but they revolted and had to be broken all over again; the
troublesome Greek colonies of lonia, Caria, and Lycia must be settled with; and while his generals did all
this in the west, Cyrus himself must war in the east, forcing back the savage horsemen who would
otherwise burn his cities.

Now there was a breathing spell. Cilicia would yield without a fight, seeing that Persia's other conquests
were governed with a humanity and a tolerance of local custom such as the world had not known before.
Cyrus would leave the eastern marches to his nobles, and devote himself to consolidating what he had
won. Not until 539 would the war with Babylon be taken up again and Mesopotamia acquired. And then
Cyrus would have another time of peace, until the wild men grew too strong beyond the Aral Sea and the
King rode forth against them to his death.

Manse Everard entered Pasargadae as if into a springtime of hope.

Not that any actual era lends itself to such flowery metaphors. He jogged through miles where peasants
bent with sickles, loading creaky unpainted oxcarts, and dust smoked off the stubble fields into his eyes.
Ragged children sucked their thumbs outside windowless mud huts and stared at him. A chicken
squawked back and forth on the highway until the galloping royal messenger who had alarmed it was
past and the chicken dead. A squad of lancers trotting by were costumed picturesquely enough, baggy
pants and scaly armor, spiked or plumed helmets, gaily striped cloaks; but they were also dusty, sweaty,
and swapping foul jokes. Behind adobe walls the aristocrats possessed large houses with very beau tiful
gardens, but an economy like this would not support many such estates. Pasargadae was 90 per cent an
Oriental town of twisted slimy streets be tween faceless hovels, greasy headcloths and dingy robes,
screaming merchants in the bazaars, beggars displaying their sores, traders leading strings of battered
camels and overloaded donkeys, dogs raiding oftal heaps, tavern music like a cat in a washing machine,
men who wind-milled their arms and screamed curses—what ever started this yarn about the inscrutable
East?

"Alms, lord. Alms, for the love of Light! Alms, and Mithras will smile upon you! ..."
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"Behold, sir! By my father's beard I swear that never was there finer work from a more skilled hand than
this bridle which I offer to you, most fortunate of men, for the ridiculous sum of..."

"This way, master, this way, only four houses down to the finest sarai in all Persia—no, in all the world.
Our pallets are stuffed with swan's down, my father serves wine fit for a Devi, my mother cooks a pilau
whose fame has spread to the ends of the earth, and my sisters are three moons of delight available for a
mere...."

Everard ignored the childish runners who clamored at his sides. One of them tugged his ankle, he swore
and kicked and the boy grinned without shame. The man hoped to avoid staying at an inn; the Persians
were cleaner than most folk in this age, but there would still be insect life.

He tried not to feel defenseless. Ordinarily a Patrolman could have an ace in the hole: say, a
thirtieth-century stun pistol beneath his coat and a midget radio to call the hidden space-time anti-gravity
scooter to him. But not when he might be frisked. Everard wore a Greek outfit; tunic and sandals and
long wool cloak, sword at waist, helmet and shield hung at the horse's crupper, and that was it; only the
steel was anachronistic. He could turn to no local branch office if he got into trouble, for this relatively
poor and turbulent transition epoch attracted no Temporal commerce; the nearest Patrol unit was milieu
HQ in Persepolis, a generation futureward.

The streets widened as he pushed on, bazaars thinned out and houses grew larger. At last he emerged in
a square enclosed by four mansions. He could see pruned trees above their outer walls. Guards, lean
lightly armed youths, squatted beneath on their heels because standing at atten tion had not yet been
invented. But they rose, nocking wary arrows, as Everard approached. He might simply have crossed the
plaza, but he veered and hailed a fellow who looked like a captain.

"Greetings, sir, may the sun fall bright upon you." The Persian which he had learned in an hour under
hypno flowed readily off his tongue. "I seek hospitality from some great man who may care to hear my
poor tales of foreign travel."

"May your days be many," said the guard. Everard remembered that he must not offer baksheesh: these
Persians of Cyrus's own clans were a proud hardy folk, hunters, herdsmen, and warriors. All spoke with
the dignified politeness common to their type throughout history. "I serve Croesus the Lydian, servant of
the Great King. He will not refuse his roof to—"

"Meander from Athens," supplied Everard. It was an alias which would explain his large bones, light
complexion, and short hair. He had, though, been forced to stick a realistic Van Dyke effect on his chin.
Herodotus was not the first Greek globe trotter, so an Athenian would not be inconven iently outre. At
the same time, half a century before Marathon, Europeans were still uncommon enough here to excite
mterest.

A slave was called, who got hold of the majordomo, who sent another slave, who invited the stranger
through the gate. The garden beyond was as cool and green as hoped; there was no fear that anything
would be stolen from his baggage in this household; the food and drink should be good; and Croesus
himself would certainly interview the guest at length. We're playing in luck, lad, Everard assured himself,
and accepted a hot bath, fragrant oils, fresh clothing, dates and wine brought to his austerely furnished
room, a couch and a pleasant view. He only missed a cigar.

Of attainable things, that is.
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To be sure, if Keith had unamendably died. ...

"Hell and purple frogs," muttered Everard. "Cut that out, will you?"

4

After sunset it grew chilly. Lamps were lit with much ceremony, fire being sacred, and braziers were
blown up. A slave prostrated himself to announce that dinner was served. Everard accompanied him
down a long hall where vigorous murals showed the Sun and the Bull of Mithras, past a couple of
spearmen, and into a small chamber brightly lit, sweet with incense and lavish with carpeting. Two
couches were drawn up in the Hellenic manner at a table covered with un-Hellenic dishes of silver and
gold; slave waiters hovered in the background and Chinese-sounding music twanged from an inner door.

Croesus of Lydia nodded graciously. He had been handsome once, with regular features, but seemed to
have aged a lot in the few years since his wealth and power were proverbial. Grizzled of beard and with
long hair, he was dressed in a Grecian chlamys but wore rouge in the Persian manner. "Rejoice, Meander
of Athens," he said in Greek, and lifted his face.

Everard kissed his cheek as indicated. It was nice of Croesus thus to imply that Meander's rank was but
little inferior to his own, even if Croesus had been eating garlic. "Rejoice, master. I thank you for your
kindness."

"This solitary meal was not to demean you," said the ex-king. "I only thought.... " He hesitated. "I have
always considered myself near kin to the Greeks, and we could talk seriously—"

"My lord honors me beyond my worth." They went through various rituals and finally got to the food.
Everard spun out a prepared yarn about his travels; now and then Croesus would ask a discon certingly
sharp question, but a Patrolman soon learned how to evade that kind.

"Indeed times are changing, you are fortunate in coming at the very dawn of a new age," said Croesus.
"Never has the world known a more glorious King than," etc., etc., doubtless for the benefit of any
retainers who doubled as royal spies. Though it happened to be true.

"The very gods have favored our King," went on Croesus. "Had I known how they sheltered him— for
truth, I mean, not for the mere fable which I believed it was—I should never have dared oppose myself
to him. For it cannot be doubted, he is a Chosen One."

Everard maintained his Greek character by watering the wine and wishing he had picked some less
temperate nationality. "What is that tale, my lord?" he asked. "I knew only that the Great King was the
son of Cambyses, who held this province as a vassal of Median Astyages. Is there more?"

Croesus leaned forward. In the uncertain light, his eyes held a curious bright look, a Dionysian blend of
terror and enthusiasm which Everard's age had long forgotten. "Hear, and bring the ac count to your
countrymen," he said. "Astyages wed his daughter Mandane to Cambyses, for he knew that the Persians
were restless under his own heavy yoke and he wished to tie their leaders to his house. But Cambyses
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became ill and weak. If he died and his infant son Cyrus succeeded in Anshan, there would be a
troublesome regency of Persian nobles not bound to Astyages. Dreams also warned the Median king that
Cyrus would be the death of his dominion.

"Thereafter Astyages ordered his kinsman, the King's Eye Aurvagaush [Croesus rendered the name
Harpagus, as he Hellenized all local names], to do away with the prince. Harpagus took the child despite
Queen Mandane's protests; Cambyses lay too sick to help her, nor could Persia in any case revolt
without preparation. But Harpagus could not bring himself to the deed. He exchanged the prince for the
stillborn child of a herdsman in the mountains, whom he swore to secrecy. The dead baby was wrapped
in royal clothes and left on a hillside; presently officials of the Median court were summoned to witness
that it had been exposed, and buried it. Our lord Cyrus grew up as a herdsman.

"Cambyses lived for twenty years more without begetting other sons, not strong enough in his own
person to avenge the first-born. But at last he was plainly dying, with no successor whom the Persians
would feel obliged to obey. Again Astyages feared trouble. At this time Cyrus came forth, his identity
being made known through various signs. Astyages, regretting what had gone before, welcomed him and
confirmed him as Cambyses' heir.

"Cyrus remained a vassal for five years, but found the tyranny of the Medes ever more odious. Harpagus
in Ecbatana had also a dreadful thing to avenge: as punishment for his disobedience in the matter of
Cyrus, Astyages made Harpagus eat his own son. So Harpagus conspired with certain Median nobles.
They chose Cyrus as their leader, Persia revolted, and after three years of war Cyrus made himself the
master of the two peoples. Since then, of course, he has added many others. When ever did the gods
show their will more plainly?"

Everard lay quiet on the couch for a little. He heard autumn leaves rustle dryly in the garden, under a
cold wind.

"This is true, and no fanciful gossip?" he asked.

"I have confirmed it often enough since I joined the Persian court. The King himself has vouched for it to
me, as well as Harpagus and others who were directly concerned."

The Lydian could not be lying if he cited his ruler's testimony: the upper-class Persians were fanatics
about truthfulness. And yet Everard had heard nothing so incredible in all his Patrol career. For it was the
story which Herodotus recorded—with a few modifications to be found in theShah Nameh —and
anybody could spot that as a typical hero myth. Essentially the same yarn had been told about Moses,
Romulus, Sigurd, a hundred great men. There was no reason to believe it held any fact, no reason to
doubt that Cyrus had been raised in a perfectly normal manner at his father's house, had succeeded by
plain right of birth and revolted for the usual reasons.

Only, this tall tale was sworn to by eyewit nesses!

There was a mystery here. It brought Everard back to his purpose. After appropriate marveling

remarks, he led the conversation until he could say: "I have heard rumors that sixteen years ago a stranger
entered Pasargadae, clad as a poor shep herd but in truth a mage who did miracles. He may have died
here. Does my gracious host know any thing of it?"

He waited then, tensed. He was playing a hunch, that Keith Denison had not been murdered by some

hillbilly, fallen off a cliff and broken his neck, or come to grief in any such way. Because in that case, the
scooter should still have been around when the Patrol searched. They might have gridded the area too
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loosely to find Denison himself, but how could their detectors miss a time hopper?

So, Everard thought, something more compli cated had happened. And if Keith survived at all, he would
have come down here to civilization.

"Sixteen years ago?" Croesus tugged his beard. "I was not here then. And surely in any case the land
would have been full of portents, for that was when Cyrus left the mountains and took his rightful crown
of Anshan. No, Meander, I know nothing of it.

"I have been anxious to find this person," said Everard, "because an oracle," etc., etc.

"You can inquire among the servants and towns people," suggested Croesus. "I will ask at court on your
behalf. You will stay here awhile, will you not? Perhaps the King himself will wish to see you; he is
always interested in foreigners."

The conversation broke up soon after. Croesus explained with a rather sour smile that the Persians
believed in early to bed, early to rise, and he must be at the royal palace by dawn. A slave conducted
Everard back to his room, where he found a good-looking girl waiting with an expec tant smile. He
hesitated a moment, remembering a time twenty-four hundred years hence. But—the hell with that. A
man had to take whatever the gods offered him, and they were a miserly lot.

5

It was not long after sunrise when a troop reined up in the plaza and shouted for Meander the Athenian.
Everard left his breakfast to go out and stare up a gray stallion into the hard, hairy hawk-face of a captain
of those guards called the Immortals. The men made a backdrop of restless horses, cloaks and plumes
blowing, metal jingling and leather squeaking, the young sun ablaze on polished mail.

"You are summoned by the Chiliarch," rapped the officer. The title he actually used was Persian:
commander of the guard and grand vizier of the empire.

Everard stood for a moment, weighing the situ ation. His muscles tightened. This was not a very cordial
invitation. But he could scarcely plead a previous engagement.

"I hear and obey," he said. "Let me but fetch a small gift from my baggage, in token of the honor paid
me."

"The Chiliarch said you were to come at once. Here is a horse."

An archer sentry offered cupped hands, but Everard pulled himself into the saddle without help, a trick it
was useful to know in eras before stirrups were introduced. The captain nodded a harsh approval,
whirled his mount, and led at a gallop off the plaza and up a wide avenue lined with sphinxes and the
homes of the great. This was not as heavily trafficked as thebazaar streets, but there were enough riders,
chariots, litters, and pedestrians scrambling out of the way. The Immortals stopped for no man. They
roared through palace gates, flung open before them. Gravel spurted under hoofs, they tore around a
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lawn where fountains sparkled, and clanged to a stop outside the west wing.

The palace, gaudily painted brick, stood on a wide platform with several lesser buildings. The captain
himself sprang down, gestured curtly, and strode up a marble staircase. Everard followed, hemmed in by
warriors who had taken the light battle axes from their saddlebows for his benefit. The party went among
household slaves, robed and turbaned and flat on their faces, through a red and yellow colonnade, down
a mosaic hall whose beauty Everard was in no mood to appreciate, and so past a squad of guards into a
room where slender columns upheld a peacock dome and the fragrance of late-blooming roses entered
through arched windows.

There the Immortals made obeisance. What's good enough for them is good enough for you, son,
thought Everard, and kissed the Persian carpet. The man on the couch nodded. "Rise and attend," he
said. "Fetch a cushion for the Greek." The soldiers took their stance by him. A Nubian bustled forth with
a pillow, which he laid on the floor beneath his master's seat. Everard sat down on it, cross-legged. His
mouth felt dry.

The Chiliarch, whom he remembered Croesus identifying as Harpagus, leaned forward. Against the tiger
skin on the couch and the gorgeous red robe on his own gaunt frame, the Mede showed as an aging man,
his shoulder-length hair the color of iron and his dark craggy-nosed face sunken into a mesh of wrinkles.
But shrewd eyes considered the newcomer.

"Well," he said, his Persian having the rough accent of a North Iranian, "so you are the man from Athens.
The noble Croesus spoke of your advent this morning and mentioned some inquiries you were making.
Since the safety of the state may be involved, I would know just what it is you seek." He stroked his
beard with a jewel-flash ing hand and smiled frostily. "It may even be, if your search is harmless, that I
can help it."

He had been careful not to employ the usual formulas of greeting, to offer refreshment, or otherwise give
Meander the quasi-sacred status of guest. This was an interrogation. "Lord, what is it you wish to
know?" asked Everard. He could well imagine, and it was a troublous anticipation.

"You sought a mage in shepherd guise, who entered Pasargadae sixteen summers ago and did miracles."
The voice was ugly with tension. "Why is this and what more have you heard of such matters? Do not
pause to invent a lie—speak!"

"Great lord," said Everard, "the oracle at Delphi told me I should mend my fortunes if I learned the fate
of a herdsman who entered the Persian capital in, er, the third year of the first tyranny of Pisistratus.
More than that I have never known. My lord is aware how dark are the oracular sayings."

"Hm, hm." Fear touched the lean countenance and Harpagus drew the sign of the cross, which was a
Mithraic sun-symbol. Then, roughly: "What have you discovered so far?"

"Nothing, great lord. No one could tell—"

"You lie!" snarled Harpagus. "All Greeks are liars. Have a care, for you touch on unholy matters. Who
else have you spoken to?"

Everard saw a nervous tic lift the Chiliarch's mouth. His own stomach was a cold jump in him. He had
stumbled on something which Harpagus had thought safety buried, something so big that the risk of a
clash with Croesus, who was duty bound to protect a guest, became nothing. And the most reliable gag
ever invented was a snicker snee ... after rack and pincers had extracted pre cisely what the stranger
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knew ....But what the blue hell do I know?

"None, my lord," he husked. "None but the oracle, and the Sun God whose voice the oracle is, and who
sent me here, has heard of this before last night."

Harpagus sucked in a sharp breath, taken aback by the invocation. But then, almost visibly squar ing his
shoulders: "We have only your word, the word of a Greek, that you were told by an oracle— that you
did not spy out state secrets. Or even if the God did indeed send you here, it may as well have been to
destroy you for your sins. We shall ask further about this." He nodded at the captain. "Take him below.
In the King's name."

The King!

It blazed upon Everard. He jumped to his feet. "Yes, the King!" he shouted. "The God told me ... there
would be a sign ... and then I should bear his word to the Persian King!"

"Seize him!" yelled Harpagus.

The guardsmen whirled to obey. Everard sprang back, yelling for King Cyrus as loudly as he could. Let
them arrest him. Word would be carried to the throne and .. .. Two men hemmed him against the wall,
their axes raised. Others pressed behind them. Over their helmets, he saw Harpagus leap up on the
couch.

"Take him out and behead him!" ordered the Mede.
"My lord," protested the captain, "he called upon the King."
"To cast a spell! I know him now, the son of Zohak and agent of Ahriman! Kill him!"

"No, wait," cried Everard, "wait, can you not see, it is this traitor who would keep me from telling the
King.... Let go, you sod!"

A hand closed on his right arm. He had been prepared to sit a few hours in jail, till the big boss heard of
the affair and bailed him out, but matters were a bit more urgent after all. He threw a left hook which
ended in a squelching of nose. The guardsman staggered back. Everard plucked the ax from his hand,
spun about, and parried the blow of the warrior on his left.

The Immortals attacked. Everard's ax clanged against metal, darted in and smashed a knuckle. He
outreached most of these people. But he hadn't a cellophane snowball's chance in hell of standing them
off. A blow whistled toward his head. He ducked behind a column; chips flew. An opening— he
stiff-armed one man, hopped over the clashing mailclad form as it fell, and got onto open floor under the
dome. Harpagus scuttled up, drawing a saber from beneath his robe; the old bastard was brave enough.
Everard twirled to meet him, so that the Chiliarch was between him and the guards. Ax and sword rattled
together. Everard tried to close in... a clinch would keep the Persians from throwing their weapons at
him, but they were circling to get at his rear. Judas, this might be the end of one more Patrolman ....

"Halt! Fall on your faces! The King comes!"
Three times it was blared. The guardsmen froze in their tracks, stared at the gigantic scarlet-robed

person who stood bellowing in the doorway, and hit the rug. Harpagus dropped his sword. Everard
almost brained him; then, remembering, and hear ing the hurried tramp of warriors in the hall, let go his
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own weapon. For a moment he and the Chiliarch panted into each other's faces.
"So ... he got word ... and came ... at once," gasped Everard.

The Mede crouched like a cat and hissed back: "Have a care, then! I will be watching you. If you poison
his mind there will be poison for you, or a dagger "

"The King! The King!" bellowed the herald.

Everard joined Harpagus on the floor.

A band of Immortals trotted into the room and made an alley to the couch. A chamberlain dashed to
throw a special tapestry over it. Then Cyrus himself entered, robe billowing around long muscular strides.
A few courtiers followed, leathery men privileged to bear arms in the royal presence, and a slave M.C.
wringing his hands in their wake at not having been given time to spread a carpet or summon musicians.

The King's voice rang through the silence: "What is this? Where is the stranger who called on me?"

Everard risked a peek. Cyrus was tall, broad of shoulder and slim of body, older-looking than Croesus'
account suggested—he was forty-seven years old, Everard knew with a shudder—but kept supple by
sixteen years of war and the chase. He had a narrow dark countenance with hazel eyes, a sword scar on
the left cheekbone, a straight nose and full lips. His black hair, faintly grizzled, was brushed back and his
beard trimmed more closely than was Persian custom. He was dressed as plainly as his status allowed.

"Where is the stranger whom the slave ran to tell me of?"

"T am he, Great King," said Everard.

"Arise. Declare your name."

Everard stood up and murmured: "Hi, Keith."

6

Vines rioted about a marble pergola. They almost hid the archers who ringed it. Keith Denison slumped
on a bench, stared at leaf shadows dappled onto the floor, and said wryly, "At least we can keep our talk
private. The English language hasn't been invented yet."

After a moment he continued, with a rusty accent: "Sometimes ['ve thought that was the hardest thing to
take about this situation, never having a minute to myself. The best I can do is throw everybody out of the
room I'm in; but they stick around just beyond the door, under the windows, guarding, listening. I hope
their dear loyal souls fry."

"Privacy hasn't been invented yet either," Everard reminded him. "And VIP's like you never did have
much, in all history."
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Denison raised a tired visage. "I keep wanting to ask how Cynthia is," he said, "but of course for her it
has been—will be—not so long. A week, per haps. Did you by any chance bring some cigarettes?"

"Left 'em in the scooter," said Everard. "I figured I'd have trouble enough without explain ing that away.
I never expected to find you run ning this whole shebang."

"I didn't myself." Denison shrugged. "It was the damnedest fantastic thing. The time paradoxes—"
"So what did happen?"

Denison rubbed his eyes and sighed. "I got myself caught in the local gears. You know, some times
everything that went before seems unreal to me, like a dream. Were there ever such things as
Christendom, contrapuntal music, or the Bill of Rights? Not to mention all the people I knew. You
yourself don't belong here, Manse, I keep expecting to wake up .... Well, let me think back.

"Do you know what the situation was? The Medes and the Persians are pretty near kin, racially and
culturally, but the Medes were top dog then, and they'd picked up a lot of habits from the Assyrians
which didn't sit so well in the Persian viewpoint. We're ranchers and freehold farmers, mostly, and of
course it isn't right that we should be vassals—" Denison blinked. "Hey, there I go again! What do |
mean 'we?' Anyhow, Persia was restless. King Astyages of Media had ordered the murder of little Prince
Cyrus twenty years before, but now he regretted it, because Cyrus's father was dying and the dispute
over succession could touch off a civil war.

"Well, I appeared in the mountains. I had to scout a little bit in both space and time—hopping through a
few days and several miles—to find a good hiding place for my scooter. That's why the Patrol couldn't
locate it afterward ... part of the reason. You see, I did finally park it in a cave and set out on foot, but
right away I came to grief. A Median army was bound through that region to discourage the Persians
from making trouble. One of their scouts saw me emerge, checked my back trail—first thing I knew, I'd
been seized and their officer was grilling me about what that gadget was I had in the cave. His men took
me for a magician of some kind and were in considerable awe, but more afraid of showing fear than they
were of me. Naturally, the word ran like a brushfire through the ranks and across the countryside. Soon
all the area knew that a stranger had appeared under re markable circumstances.

"Their general was Harpagus himself, as smart and tough-minded a devil as the world has ever seen. He
thought I could be used. He ordered me to make my brazen horse perform, but I wasn't allowed to
mount it. However, I did get a chance to kick it into time-drive. That's why the search party didn't find
the thing. It was only a few hours in this century, then it probably went clear back to the Beginning."

"Good work," said Everard.

"Oh, I knew the orders forbidding that degree of anachronism." Denison's lips twisted. "But I also
expected the Patrol to rescue me. If I'd known they wouldn't, I'm not so sure I'd have stayed a good
self-sacrificing Patrolman. I might have hung on to my scooter, and played Harpagus' game till a chance
came to escape on my own."

Everard looked at him a moment, somberly. Keith had changed, he thought: not just in age, but the years
among aliens had marked him more deeply then he knew. "If you risked altering the future," he said, "you

risked Cynthia's existence."

"Yes. Yes, true. I remember thinking of that ... at the time .... How long ago it seems!"
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Denison leaned forward, elbows on knees, staring into the pergola screen. His words con tinued, flat.
"Harpagus spit rivets, of course. I thought for a while he was going to kill me. I was carried off, trussed
up like butcher's meat. But as I told you, there were already rumors about me, which were losing nothing
in repetition. Harpagus saw a still better chance. He gave me a choice, string along with him or have my
throat cut. What else could I do? It wasn't even a matter of hazard ing an alteration; I soon saw I was
playing a role which history hada/ready written.

"You see, Harpagus bribed a herdsman to support his tale, and produced me as Cyrus, son of
Cambyses."

Everard nodded, unsurprised. "What's in it for him?" he asked.

"At the time, he only wanted to bolster the Median rule. A king in Anshan under his thumb would have

to be loyal to Astyages, and thereby help keep all the Persians in line. I was rushed along, too bewildered
to do more than follow his lead, still hoping minute by minute for a Patrol hopper to appear and get me
out of the mess. The truth fetish of all these Iranian aristocrats helped us a lot—few of them suspected |
perjured myself in swearing [ was Cyrus, though I imagine Astyages quietly ignored the discrepancies.
And he put Harpagus in his place by punishing him in an especially gruesome way for not having done
away with Cyrus as ordered—even if Cyrus turned out to be useful now—and of course the double
irony was that Harpagus really had followed orders, two decades before!

"As for me, in the course of five years I got more and more sickened by Astyages myself. Now,
look ing back, I see he wasn't really such a hound from hell, just a typical Oriental monarch of the ancient
world, but that's kind of hard to appreciate when you're forced to watch a man being racked.

"So Harpagus, wanting revenge, engineered a revolt, and I accepted the leadership of it which he offered
me." Denison grinned crookedly. "After all, I was Cyrus the Great, with a destiny to play out. We had a
rough time at first, the Medes clobbered us again and again, but you know, Manse, I found myself
enjoying it. Not like that wretched twentieth-century business of sitting in a foxhole wondering if the
enemy barrage will ever let up. Oh, war is miserable enough here, especially if you're a buck private
when disease breaks out, as it always does. But when you fight, by God, you fight, with your own hands!
And I even found a talent for that sort of thing. We've pulled some gorgeous stunts." Everard watched life
flow back into him: "Like the time the Lydian cavalry had us outnumbered. We sent our baggage camels
in the van, with the infantry behind and horse last. Croesus' nags got a whiff of the camels and
stampeded. For all I know, they're running yet. We mopped him up!"

He jarred to silence, stared awhile into Everard's eyes, and bit his lip. "Sorry. I keep forgetting. Now
and then I remember I was not a killer at home—after a battle, when I see the dead scattered around,
and worst of all the wounded. But I couldn't help it, Manse! I've had to fight! First there was the revolt. If
I 'hadn't played along with Harpagus, how long do you think I'd have lasted, personally? And then there's
been the realm itself. I didn't ask the Lydians to invade us, or the eastern barbarians. Have you ever seen
a town sacked by Turanians, Manse? It's them or us, and whenwe conquer somebody we don't march
them off in chains, they keep their own lands and customs and .... For Mithras' sake, Manse, could I do
anything else?"'

Everard sat listening to the garden rustle under a breeze. At last: "No. [ understand. I hope it hasn't been
too lonesome."

"I got used to it," said Denison carefully. "Harpagus is an acquired taste, but interesting. Croesus turned
out to be a very decent fellow. Kobad the Mage has some original thoughts, and he's the only man alive
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who dares beat me at chess. And there's the feasting, and hunting, and women...." He gave the other a
defiant look. "Yeah. What else would you have me do?"

"Nothing," said Everard. "Sixteen years is a long time."

"Cassandane, my chief wife, is worth a lot of the trouble I've had. Though Cynthia—God in heaven,
Manse!" Denison stood up and laid hands on Everard's shoulders. The fingers closed with bruising
strength; they had held ax, bow, and bridle for a decade and a half. The King of the Persians shouted
aloud:

"How are you going to get me out of here?"

7

Everard rose too, walked to the floor's edge and stared through lacy stonework, thumbs hooked in his
belt and head lowered.

"I don't see how," he answered.

Denison smote a fist into one palm. "I've been afraid of that. Year by year I've grown more afraid that if
the Patrol ever finds me it'll.... You've got to help."

"I tell you, I can't!" Everard's voice cracked. He did not turn around. "Think it over. You must have
done so already. You're not some lousy little barbarian chief whose career won't make a lot of difference
a hundred years from now. You're Cyrus, the founder of the Persian Empire, a key figure in a key milieu.
If Cyrus goes, so does the whole future! There won't have been any twentieth-century with Cynthia in it."

"Are you certain?" pleaded the man at his back.

"I boned up on the facts before hopping here," said Everard through clenched jaws. "Stop kidding
yourself. We're prejudiced against the Persians because at one time they were the enemies of Greece,
and we happen to get some of the more conspicuous features of our own culture from Hellenic sources.
But the Persians are at least as important!

"You've watched it happen. Sure, they're pretty brutal by your standards: the whole era is, including the
Greeks. And they're not democratic, but you can't blame them for not making a European invention
outside their whole mental horizon. What counts is this:

"Persia was the first conquering power which made an effort to respect and conciliate the people it took
over; which obeyed its own laws; which pacified enough territory to open steady contact with the Far
East; which created a viable world-religion, Zoroastrianism, not limited to any one race or locality.
Maybe you don't know how much Christian belief and ritual is of Mithraic origin, but believe me, it's
plenty. Not to mention Judaism, which you, Cyrus the Great, are person ally going to rescue.
Remember? You'll take over Babylon and allow those Jews who've kept their identity to return home;
without you, they'd be swallowed up and lost in the general ruck as the ten other tribes already have
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been.

"Even when it gets decadent, the Persian Empire will be a matrix for civilization. What were most of
Alexander's conquests but just taking over Persian territory? And that spread Hellenism through the
known world! And there'll be Persian successor states: Pontus, Parthia, the Persia of Firduzi and Omar
and Hafiz, the Iran we know and the Iran of a future beyond the twentieth-century .... "

Everard turned on his heel. "If you quit," he said, "I can imagine them still building ziggurats and reading
entrails—and running through the woods up in Europe, with America undiscovered —three thousand
years from now!"

Denison sagged. "Yeah," he answered. "I thought so."

He paced awhile, hands behind his back. The dark face looked older each minute. "Thirteen more
years," he murmured, almost to himself. "In thirteen years I'll fall in battle against the nomads. I don't
know exactly how. One way or another, circumstances will force me to it. Why not? They're forced me
into everything else I've done, willy-nilly... in spite of everything I can do to train him, I know my own
son Cambyses will turn out to be a sadistic incompetent and it will take Darius to save the

empire—God!" He covered his face with a flowing sleeve. "Excuse me. I do despise self-pity, but I can't
help this."

Everard sat down, avoiding the sight. He heard how the breath rattled in Denison's lungs.

Finally the King poured wine into two chalices, joined Everard on the bench and said in a dry tone:
"Sorry. I'm okay now. And I haven't given up yet."

"I can refer your problem to headquarters," said Everard with a touch of sarcasm.

Denison echoed it: "Thanks, little chum. I remember their attitude well enough. We're expendable.
They'll interdict the entire lifetime of Cyrus to visitors, just so I won't be tempted, and send me a nice
message. They will point out that I'm the absolute monarch of a civilized people, with palaces, slaves,
vintages, chefs, entertainers, concubines, and hunting grounds at my disposal in unlimited quantities, so
what am I complaining about? No, Manse, this is something you and I will have to work out between us."

Everard clenched his fists till he felt the nails bite into the palms. "You're putting me in a hell of a spot,
Keith," he said.

"I'm only asking you to think on the problem— and Ahriman damn