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IVORY, AND APES, AND PEACOCKS

While Solomonwasin dl hisglory and the Temple was a-building, Manse Everard cameto Tyre of the
purple. Almost at once, hewasin peril of hislife.

That mattered littlein itsalf. An agent of the Time Patrol was expendable, the more so if he or she
enjoyed the godlike status of Unattached. Those whom Everard sought could destroy an entire redlity.
He had cometo help rescueit.

One afternoon, 950 B.C., the ship that bore him approached his destination. The weather was warm,
nearly windless. Sall furled, the vessdl moved under manpower, creak and splash of sweeps, drumbest of
acoxswain posted near the sailors who had the twin steering oars. Around the broad seventy-foot hull,
wavelets glittered blue, chuckled, swirled. Farther out, dazzlement off the water blurred sight of other
craft upon it. They were numerous, ranging from lean warshipsto tublike rowboats. Most were
Phoenician, though many hailed from different city-states of that society. Some were quite foreign,
Philistine, Assyrian, Achaean, or stranger yet; trade through the known world flowed in and out of Tyre.

"Wadll, Eborix," said Captain Mago genidly, "there you have her, queen of the sealike | told you sheis,
eh?What d'you think of my town?"

He stood in the bows with his passenger, just behind afishtail ornament that curled upward and aft
toward its mate at the stern. Lashed to that figurehead and to the latticework railswhich ran down either
sdewasaclay jar ashig ashimsdlf. The oil was still within it; there had been no need to calm any
billows, as easily asthe voyage from Sicily had gone.

Everard glanced down at the skipper. Mago was atypical Phoenician, dender, swarthy, hooknosed,
eyeslarge and a bit dant, cheekbones high; neatly bearded, he wore ared-and-yellow kaftan, conical
hat, sandals. The Patrolman towered over him. Since he would be conspicuous whatever guise he
assumed, Everard took the part of a Celt from central Europe, complete with breeches, tunic, bronze
sword, and sweeping mustache.

"A grand sght, indeed, indeed," hereplied in adiplomatic, heavily accented voice. The eectro-cram he
had taken, uptimein his native America, could have given him flawless Punic, but that wouldn't have fitted
his character; he settled for fluency. "Daunting, dmogt, to asmple backwoodsman.”

His gaze went forward again. Truly, initsway Tyre was asimpressive as New Y ork-perhaps more,
when you recaled how much King Hiram had accomplished in how short a span, with only the resources
of an Iron Agethat was not yet very old.



Starboard the mainland rose toward the Lebanon Mountains. It was summer-tawny, save where
orchards and woodlots spotted it with green or villages nestled. The appearance wasricher, moreinviting
than when Everard had seen it on hisfuture travels, before he joined the Petrol.

Usu, the origina city, lay along the shore. Except for itsSize, it was representative of the milieu, adobe
buildings blocky and flat-roofed, streets narrow and twisty, afew vivid faBades indicating temple or
paace. Battlemented walls and towers ringed three sdes of it. Along the docks, gates between
warehouses et those double as defenses. An aqueduct ran in from heights beyond Everard's view.

The new city, Tyreitself-Sor to its dwellers, meaning "Rocks' -was on an idand half amile offshore,
Rather, it covered what had been two skerries until men filled in between and around them. Later they
dug acana gtraight through, from north to south, and flung out jetties and breskwaters to make this
whole region an incomparable haven. With a burgeoning population and a bustling commerce thus
crowded together, houses climbed upward, story upon story until they loomed over the guardian walls
like small skyscrapers. They seemed to beless often of brick than of stone and cedarwood. Where earth
and plaster had been used, frescos or inlaid shells ornamented them. On the eastward side, Everard
glimpsead a huge and noble structure which the king had had built not for himself but for civic uses.
Mago's ship was bound for the outer or southern port, the Egyptian Harbor ashe called it. Itspiers
bustled, men loading, unloading, fetching, bearing off, repairing, outfitting, dickering, arguing, chaffering, a
tumble and chaos that somehow got its jobs done. Dock wallopers, donkey drivers, and other laborers,
like the seamen on this cargo-cluttered deck, wore merely loincloths, or kaftans faded and patched. But
plenty of brighter garments were in sight, some flaunting the costly colorsthat were produced here.
Occasiona women passed among the men, and Everard's preliminary education told him that they
weren't al hookers. Sound rolled out to meet him, talk, laughter, shouts, braying, neighing, footfdls,
hoof-bests, hammerbegts, groan of whedsand cranes, twanging music. The vitdity waswell-nigh
overwheming.

Not that thiswas any prettified scenein an Arabian Nights movie. Already he made out beggars crippled,
blind, starveling; he saw alash touch up adave who toiled too dowly; beasts of burden fared worse. The
smdls of the ancient East roiled forth, smoke, dung, offa, swest, aswell astar, spices, and savory
roastings. Added to them was astench of dyeworks and murex-shell middens on the mainland; but sailing
along the coast and camping ashore every night, he had gotten used to that by now.

Hedidn't take the drawbacks to heart. Hisfarings through history had cured him of fastidiousness and
case-hardened him to the cruelties of man and nature - somewhat. For their era, these Canaaniteswere
an enlightened and happy people. In fact, they were more so than most of humanity almost everywhere
and every when.

Histask wasto keep them that way.

Mago hauled his attention back. "Aye, there are those who'd shamelesdy swindle an innocent newcomer.
| don't want that to happen to you, Eborix, my friend. I've grown to like you aswe traveled, and | want
you to think well of my town. Let me show you to an inn that a brother-in-law of mine has -brother of my
junior wife, heis. Hell give you aclean doss and safe storage for your valuables a afair exchange.”

"It'sthankful toyou | am," Everard replied, "but my thought was I'd seek out that landsman I've
bespoken. Remember, ‘twas his presence emboldened meto fare hither." He smiled. "Sure, and if he's
died or moved away or whatever, glad I'll be to take your offer.” That was mere politeness. The
impression he had gathered aong the way was that Mago was as cheerfully rapacious as any other
merchant adventurer, and hoped to get him plucked.

The captain regarded him for amoment. Everard counted as big in his own era, which made him gigantic



here. A dented nose in the heavy features added to the impression of toughness, while blue eyesand
dark-brown hair bespoke the wild North. One had better not push Eborix too hard.

At the same time, the Cdltic personawas no great wonder in this cosmopolitan place. Not only did
amber come from the Bdltic littord; tin from Iberia, condiments from Arabia, hardwoods from Africa,
occasond wares from farther ill: men did.

Engaging passage, Eborix had told of leaving his mountainous homeland because of losing out in afeud,
to seek hisfortunein the South. Wandering, he had hunted or worked for his keep, when he didn't
receive hospitdity in return for histales. Hefetched up among the Umbrians of Italy, who were akin to
him. (The Celtswould not begin overrunning Europe, clear to the Atlantic, for another three centuries or
30, when they had become familiar with iron; but already some had won territory far from the Danube
Valley that was the cradle of their race.) One of them, who had served as a mercenary, described
opportunitiesin Canaan and taught Eborix the Punic tongue. Thisinduced the latter to seek abay in Sicily
where Phoenician traders regularly caled and buy passage with goods he had acquired. A man from his
area of birth was said to beliving in Tyre, after an adventurous career of hisown, and probably willing to
steer acompatriot in aprofitable direction.

Thislineof bull, carefully devised by Patrol specidigts, did morethan dakelocd curiosity. It made
Everard'strip safe. Had they supposed the foreigner to be awaif with no connections, Mago and the
crew might have been tempted to set upon him while he dept, bind him, and sell him for adave. Aswas,
the journey had been interesting, yes, rather fun. Everard had cometo like theserascals.

That doubled hiswish to save them from ruin.

The Tyrian 9ghed. "Asyou wish," he said. "If you do need me, my homeison the Street of Anat's
Temple, near the Sidonian Harbor." He brightened. "1n any case, do come look me up, you and your
host. He's in the amber trade, you mentioned? Maybe we can work out alittle ded of somekind. . . .
Now, stand aside. I've got to bring usin." He shouted profane commands.

Deftly, the sailorslaid their vessel dong aquay, got it secured, put out a gangplank. Folk swarmed close,
ydling for news, crying for stevedore work, chanting the praises of their wares or of their masters

busi ness establishments. None boarded, however. That prerogative belonged initidly to the customs
officer. A guard, helmeted, scale-mailed, armed with spear and shortsword, went before him, pushing a
way through the crowd, leaving awake of fairly good-natured curses. At the officer's back trotted a
secretary, who bore a stylus and waxed tabl et.

Everard went below decks and fetched his baggage, which he had stowed among the blocks of Italian
marble that were the ship's principa cargo. The officer required him to open the two lesther sacks.
Nothing surprising was in them. Thewhole purpose of traveling al the way from Sicily, instead of
time-hopping directly here, wasto pass the Patrolman off aswhat he claimed to be. It waswell-nigh
certain that the enemy was keeping watch on events, as they neared the moment of catastrophe.

"Y ou can provide for yoursdf awhile, a least.” The Phoenician officia nodded his grizzled head when
Everard displayed some smdl ingots of bronze. Coinage would not be invented for_severa centuries, but
the metal could be siwapped for whatever he wanted. "Y ou must understand that we cannot let in one
who might fedl he hasto turn robber. Infact - " He looked dubioudly at the barbarian sword. "What is

your purposein coming?'

"To find honest work, sir, asit might be a caravan guard. I'll be seeking out Conor the amber factor." The
existence of that resident Celt had been amajor reason for Everard's adoption of his specific disguise.
The chief of thelocd Petrol base had suggested it.



The Tyrian reached adecision. "Very well, you may go ashore, your wegpon too. Remember that we
crucify thieves, bandits, and murderers. If you fail to get other work, seek out Ithobaad's hiring house,
near the Hall of the Suffetes. He can dways find something in the way of day labor for ahusky fellow like
you. Good luck."

He returned to dedling with Mago. Everard lingered, awaiting a chance to bid the captain farewell.
Discussion went quickly, aimost informally, and the tax to be paid in kind would be modest. Thisrace of
businessmen had no use for the ponderous bureaucracy of Egypt or Mesopotamia.

Having said what he wanted to, Everard picked up his bags by the cords around them and went ashore.
The crowd surged about him, staring, chattering. At first he was amazed; after a couple of tentative
approaches, nobody begged alms or beset him to buy trinkets. Could this be the Near East?

He recalled the absence of money. A newcomer wouldn't likely have anything corresponding to small
change. Usudly you made a bargain with an innkeeper, food and lodging for so-and-so much of the
metal, or whatever else of value, you carried. For lesser purchases, you sawed a piece off an ingat,
unless some different trade was arranged. (Everard's fund included amber and nacre beads.) Sometimes
you cdled in abroker, who made your transaction part of acomplicated one involving severa other
individuds. If you fdt charitable, you'd carry around alittle grain or dried fruit and drop it in the bowls of
theindigent.

Everard soon left most of the people behind. They were mainly interested in the crew. A few idle
curiosity-seekers, and many stares, trailed him. He strode over the quay toward an open gate.

A hand plucked his deeve. Startled enough to miss a step, he looked down.

A brown-skinned boy grinned back. He was sixteen or so, to judge from the fuzz on his cheeks, though
small and scrawny even by loca standards. Nonetheless, he moved lithdly, barefoot, clad only ina
ragged and begrimed kilt at which hung apouch. Curly black hair fell in aqueue behind a sharp-nosed,
sharp-chinned face. His smile and his eyes- big, long-lashed Levantine eyes - were brilliant.

"Hail, gr, hail to you!" he greeted. "Life, hedth, and strength be yours! Welcometo Tyrel Wherewould
you go, sir, and what can | do for you?'

Hedidn't burble, but spoke very clearly, in hopesthe stranger would understand. When he got a
response in his own language, he jJumped for joy. "What do you want, lad?"

"Why, gir, to be your guide, your advisor, your helper, and, yes, your guardian. Alas, our otherwisefair
city isafflicted with scoundrels who like nothing better than to prey on innocent newcomers. If they do
not outright stedl everything you have, thefirst time you blink, they'll at least wish the most worthlesstrash
onyou, a acost which'll leave you paupered dmost asfast - "

The boy broke off. He had spied a seedy-looking young man approach. At once he sped to intercept,
windmilling hisfigts, ydling too quickly and shrilly for Everard to catch more than afew words. -
louse-bitten jacka! ... | saw himfirg. . . . Begoneto the latrine that spawned you - *

The young man gtiffened. He reached for aknife hung at his shoulder. Hardly had he moved before the
gripling snatched ading from his pouch and arock to load it. He crouched, leered, swung the lesther
strap to and fro. The man spat, said something nasty, turned on his hedl, and stalked off. Laughter barked
from such passersby as had paid attention.

The boy laughed too, gleefully, loping back to Everard. "Now that, Sir, was a prime example of what |
meant,” he crowed. "I know yon villain well. He'sarunner for hisfather-maybe hisfather -who keepsthe



inn a the Sign of the Blue Squid. There you'd be lucky to get arotten piece of goat'stail for your dinner,
the single wench isashambling farm of diseases, the pallets hang together only because the bedbugs hold
hands, and as for the wine, why, | think the wench must have infected somebody's horse. Y ou'd soon be
too sick to notice that grandsire of athousand hyenas when he plundered your baggage, and if you
sought to complain, held swear by every god in the universe that you gambled it away. Little does he fear
hdll after thisworld isrid of him; he knowsthey'd never demean themsdvesthere by letting himin. That is
what I've saved you from, great lord.”

Everard fdt agrintug at hislips. "Wdl, son, you might be stretching thingsjust atrifle” he said.

The boy smote histhin breast. "No more than needful to give your magnificence the proper impression.
Surely you are aman of the widest experience, ajudge of the best aswell as a generous rewarder of
faithful service. Come, let me bring you to lodgings, or whatever else you may desire, and then seefor
yourself whether or not Pummairam hasled you aright.”

Everard nodded. The map of Tyrewas engraved in his memory; he had no need of aguide. However, it
would be natural for ayoke to engage one. Also, this kid would keep others from pestering him, and
might give him afew useful tips.

"Very well, lead mewhither | would go. Y our nameis Pummairam?'

"Yes, gr." Since the youth didn't mention hisfather, as was customary, he probably didn't know who that
had been. "May | ask how my noble master should be addressed by his humble servant?’

"Notitle. I am Eborix, son of Mannoch, from a country beyond the Achaeans." With none of Mago's
folk listening, the Patrolman could add: "Hewhom | seek is Zakarbad of Sidon, who dedlsfor hiskinin
thiscity." That meant Zakarbaa represented hisfamily firm among the Tyrians, and handled its affairs
herein between vigts by itsships. "I've heard tell his houseis on, uh, the Street of the Chandlers. Can
you be showing me theway?'

"Indeed, indeed.” Pummairam took Everard's bags. "Only deign to accompany me."

Actudly, it wasn't hard to get around. Asa planned city, rather than one which had grown organicaly
through centuries, Tyrewas laid out more or less on agridiron pattern. The thoroughfares were paved,
guttered, and reasonably wide, considering how short of acreage theidand was. They lacked sdewalks,
but that didn't matter, because except for afew trunk routes, beasts of burden were not alowed on them
outsde the wharf areas; nor did people dump stuff on them. They aso lacked signs, of course, but that
didn't matter either, snce amost anybody would have been glad to give directionsfor the sake of some
words with an outlander and perhaps a dedl to propose.

Wallsrose sheer to right and left, mostly win-dowless, enclosing the inward-looking houses that would
prevail in Mediterranean countries for millenniato come. They shut off breezes and radiated back the
heet of the sun. Noise echoed off them, odorsrolled thick between. Y et Everard found himself enjoying
the place. Still more than at the waterfront, crowds moved, jostled, gestured, laughed, talked at
machine-gun speed, chanted, clamored. Porters beneath their yokes, litter-bearers conveying the
occasiona wedlthy burgher, forced away among sailors, artisans, vendors, laborers, housewives,
entertainers, mainland farmers and shepherds, foreigners from end to end of the Midworld Sea, every
variety and condition of life. If most clotheswere of dull hue, many were gaudy, and none seemed to
cover abody that was not overflowing with energy.

Booths lined the wals. Everard couldn't resist lingering now and then, to look a what they offered. That
did not include the famous purple dye; it was too expensive, sought after by gar-mentmakers
everywhere, destined to become the traditional color of royalty. But there was no dearth of bright fabrics,



draperies, rugs. Glassware abounded, anything from beads to beakers; it was another specidty of the
Phoenicians, their own invention. Jewelry and figurines, often carved inivory or cast in precious metds,
were excdlent; this culture originated little or nothing artistic, but copied freely and skillfully. Amulets,
charms, gewgaws, food, drink, utensils, wegpons, instruments, games, toys, endlessness -

Everard remembered how the Bible gloated (would gloat) over the wedth of Solomon, and whence he
got it. "For the king had at sea a navy of Tharshish with the navy of Hiram: once in three years
came the navy of Tharshish, bringing gold, and silver, ivory, and apes, and peacocks. - "

Pummairam was quick to switch off conversations with shopkeepers and start Everard onward. "Let me
show my master where the realy good stuff is." Doubtless that meant acommission for Pummairam, but
what the hell, the youngster had to live somehow, and didn't seem ever to have lived terribly well.

For awhile they followed the cand. To abawdy chant, sailors towed aladen ship dong. Its officers
stood on deck, wrapped in the dignity that behooved businessmen. The Phoenician bourgeoisie tended to
be asober lot... except in- their religion, some of whose rites were orgiastic enough to compensate.

The Street of the Chandlersled off from thiswaterway. It wasfairly long, being hemmed in by massive
buildings that were warehouses aswell as offices and homes. It was qui€t, too, despite itsfar end giving
on athronged avenue; no shops crouched againgt the high, hot walls, and few people werein sight.
Captains and shipowners came here for supplies, merchants came to negotiate, and, yes, two monoliths
flanked the entrance of asmall temple dedicated to Tanith, Our Lady of the Waves. Severd little children
who must belong to resident families - boys and girls together, naked or nearly so - darted about at play
while agaunt, excited mongrel dog barked.

A beggar sat, knees drawn up, by the shady entrance to an aley. His bowl rested at his bare feet. A
kaftan muffled his body and a cowl obscured hisface. Everard did see the rag tied over the eyes. Poor,
blind devil; ophthal miawas among the countless damnations that made the ancient world not so
glamorous after all. . . . Pummairam darted past the fellow, to overtake aman in a priestly robe who was
leaving the temple. "Hoy, g, your reverence, if you please," he caled, "which isthe door of Zakarbaal
the Sidonian? My master condescendsto visit him -" Everard, who aready knew the answer, lengthened
hisstrideto follow.

The beggar rose. Hisleft hand plucked away his bandage, to reveal alean, thick-bearded visage and a
pair of eyesthat had surely been watching through the cloth. From that flowing deeve, hisright hand
drew something that gleamed.

A pigol!

Reflex flung Everard asde. Pain whipped through his own left shoulder. Sonic gun, he redlized, from
futureward of his home era, soundless, recoilless. If that invisible beam got himin the head or heart, hed
be dead, and never amark upon him.

No placeto go but forward. "Haaal" he roared, and plunged zigzag to the attack. His sword hissed forth.
The other grinned, drifted back, took careful am.

A smack! resounded. The assassin lurched, yelled, dropped hisweapon, grabbed at hisribs.
Pummairam'’s spent dingstone clattered over the cobbles.

Children scattered, screaming. The priest returned prudently through histemple door. The stranger
whirled and ran. He vanished down the lane. Everard wastoo dow. Hisinjury wasn't serious, but for the
moment it hurt abominably. Half dazed, he stopped at the aley mouth, stared down the emptiness before



him, panted, and rasped in English, "He's escaped. Oh, God damn it, anyway."

Pummairam darted to him. Anxious hands played over the Patrolman'sform. " Are you wounded, my
master? Can your servant help? Ah, woe, woe, I'd no time for a proper windup, nor to aimright, elsel'd
have spattered the evildoer's brains for yon dog to lick up.”

"You...didmighty wel ... just the same." Everard drew shuddering bresths. Strength and steadiness
began to return, agony to recede. He was till dive. That was miracle enough for one day.

He had work to do, though, and urgent it was. Having obtained the gun, helaid ahand on Pummairam's
shoulder and made their gazes meet. "What did you see, lad? What d'you think happened thiswhile?’

"Why, | -I -" Ferret-fast, the youth collected hiswits. "It seemed to me that the beggar, though such he
scarcdy was, threatened my lord'slife with some talisman whose magic did inflict harm. May the gods
pour abominations on the head of him who would have extinguished the light of the universe! Y,
naturaly, hiswickedness could not prevail against the valor of my master -" the voice dropped to a
confidential whisper: "- whose secrets are assuredly locked away safe in the bosom of hisworshipful

"Good," Everard grunted. " Sure, and these be matters about which common folk should never daretalk,
lest they be stricken with palsy, deafness, and emerods. Y ou've donewell, Pum.” Saved my life,
probably, he thought, and stooped to untie the cord on afallen bag. "Here, small reward it is, but this
ingot ought to buy you something you'd like. And now, before the brannigan started, you did learn which
isthe house | want, did you not?'

Undernegth the business of the minute, fading pain and shock from the assault, exhilaration of survivd,
grimnessrose. After al his elaborate precautions, within an hour of arriva, his cover was blown. The
enemy had not only had Patrol headquarters staked out, somehow their agent had instantly seen that it
was no ordinary wanderer come into this street, and had not hesitated a second before trying to kill him.

Thiswasahairy mission for sure. And more was at stake than Everard liked to think about - first the
exigence of Tyre, later the destiny of the world.

Zakarbaa closed the door to hisinner chambers and latched it. Turning around, he held out hishand in
the manner of Western civilization. "Welcome," he said in Tempord, the Patrol language. "My name, you
may remember, isChaim Zorach. May | present my wife Yadl?'

They were both of Levantine appearance and in Canaanite garb, but here, shut away from office staff and
household servants, their entire bearing changed, posture, gait, facia expressons, tone of voice. Everard
would have recognized them as being of the twentieth century even if he had not beentold. The
atmosphere was as refreshing to him as awind off the sea.

Heintroduced himsdf. "I am the Unattached agent you sent for," he added.

Yadl Zorach'seyeswidened. "Oh! An honor. You. . . you are thefirst such | have met. The others
who've been investigating, they are just technicians.”

Everard grimaced. "Don't be too awe-struck. I'm afraid | haven't made much of ashowing so far.”

He described hisjourney and the contretemps at its end. She offered him some painkiller, but he said he
was pretty well over hurting, and her husband thereupon produced what was better anyway, a bottle of
Scotch. Presently they were seated at their ease.

The chairs were comfortable, not unlike those of home-aluxury in thismilieu, but then, Zakarbaal was



supposed to be awealthy man, with access to every kind of imported goods. Otherwise the apartment
was augtere by future standards, though frescos, draperies, lamps, furnishings were tasteful .

It was cool and dim; awindow opening on asmal cloister garden had been curtained againgt the heat of
the day.

"Why don't we relax awhile and get acquainted before we buckle down to duty?' Everard suggested.
Zorach scowled. ™Y ou can do that right after you amost got killed?

Hiswife amiled. "I think he might need to al the more, dear,” she murmured. "We too. The menace can
wait alittlelonger. It's been waiting, hasn't it?"

From the pouch &t his belt, Everard drew anachronisms he had permitted himself, hitherto used only in
solitude: pipe, tobacco, lighter. Zorach's tension eased atrifle, he chuckled and fetched cigarettes out of a
locked coffer which held various such comforts. Hislanguage changed to Brooklyn-accented English:

"Y ou're American, arent you, Agent Everard?”

"Yes. Recruited in 1954." How many years of hislifespan had passed "since” he answered an ad, took
certain tests, and learned of an organization that guarded atraffic through the epochs? He hadn't added
them up lately. It didn't matter much, when he and hisfellows were the beneficiaries of atreatment that
kept them unaging. "Uh, | thought you two were Isradlis.”

"Weare," Zorach explained. "Infact, Yad'sa sabra. Me, though, | didn't immigratetill I'd been doing
archaeology there for a spell and had met her. That wasin 1971. We got recruited into the Peatrol four
yearslater."

"How'd that happen, if | may ask?"

"We were approached, sounded out, findly told the truth. Naturaly, we jumped at the chance. The
work's often hard and lonesome - twice aslonesome, in away, when were home on furlough and can't
tell our old friends and colleagues what we've been up to - but it'stotally fascinating.” Zorach winced. His
words became a near mumble. "Also, well, this post is specid for us. We don't just maintain a base and
its cover business, we manage to help local people now and then. Or wetry to, as much aswe can
without causing anybody to suspect there's anything peculiar about us. That makes up, somehow, alittle
bit, for ... for what our countrymen will do hereabouts, far uptime.

Everard nodded. The pattern was familiar to him. Most field agents were specidists like these, passing
their careersinasingle milieu. They had to be, if they wereto learn it thoroughly enough to serve the
Patrol's purposes. What ahelp it would be to have native-born personnel! But such were very rare
before the eighteenth century A.D., or still later in most parts of the world. How could a person who
hadn't grown up in ascientific-industrial society even grasp the idea of automatic machinery, let done
vehiclesthat jumped in ablink from place to place and year to year? An occasiona genius, of course;
however, most identifiable geniuses carved nichesfor themselvesin history, and you didn't dare tell them
thefactsfor fear of making changes. . . .

"Yeah," Everard said. "In away, afree operative like me hasit easier. Husband-and-wife teams, or
women generdly - Not to pry, but what do you do about children?’

"Oh, we havetwo at homein Td Aviv," Yad Zorach answered. "We time our returns so we've never
been gone from them for more than afew days of their lives." She sighed. "It is Strange, of course, when
to us months have passed.” Brightening: "Well, when they're of age, they're going to join the outfit too.
Our regiond recruiter has examined them aready and decided they'll be fine materid.”



If not, Everard thought, could you stand it, watching them grow old, suffer the horrors that will
come, finally die, while you are till young of body? Such a prospect had made him shy away from
marriage, more than once.

"I think Agent Everard means children herein Tyre" Chaim Zorach said. "Before traveling from Sidon -
wetook ship, like you, because we were going to become moderately conspicuous - we quietly bought a
couple of infants from adave deder, took them along, and have been passing them off asours. They'll
have lives as good as we can arrange.”" Unspoken was the likelihood that servants had the actud raising
of those two; their foster parents would not dare invest much love in them. "That kegps usfrom
appearing somehow unnaturd. If my wifeswomb has since closed, why, it'sacommon misfortune. | do
get twitted about not taking a second wife or at least aconcubine, but on the whole, Phoenicians mind
their own business pretty well."

"You likethem, then?' Everard inquired.

"Oh, yes, by and large, we do. We have excdlent friends among them. We'd better - asimportant a
nexusasthisis"

Everard frowned and puffed hard on his pipe. The bowl had grown consolingly warmin his clasp, aglow
likeatiny hearthfire. Y ou think that's correct?'

The Zorachswere surprised. "Of coursel” Yael said. "We know it is. Didn't they explain to you?'

Everard chose hiswords with care. "Y es and no. After 1'd been asked to look into this matter, and
agreed, | got myself crammed full of information about the milieu. In away, too full; it became hard to see
the forest for the trees. However, my experience has been that | do best to avoid grand generalizationsin
advance of amission. It could get hard to see the treesfor the forest, so to spesk. My ideawas, oncel'd
been dropped off in Sicily and taken ship for Tyre, I'd have leisure to digest the information and form my
own ideas. But that didn't quite work out, because the captain and crew were infernally curious about

me; my mental energy went into answering their questions, which were often sharp, without | etting any cat
out of the bag." He paused. "To be sure, the role of Phoeniciain general, and Tyrein particular, in Jewish
history - that's obvious."

On the kingdom that David had cobbled together out of Israel, Judah, and Jerusalem, this city soon
became the main civilizing influence, its principa trading partner and window on the outside world. Now
Solomon continued his father's friendship with Hiram. The Tyrians were supplying most of the materias
and nearly dl the skilled hands for the building of the Temple, aswell as Sructureslessfamous. They
would embark on joint exploratory and commercid ventures with the Hebrews. They would advance an
immengty of goodsto Solomon, adebt which he could only pay off by ceding them a score of hisvillages
... with whatever subtle long-range consequences that had.

The subtleties went deeper, though. Phoenician customs, thoughts, beliefs permeated the neighboring
realm, for good or ill; Solomon himsalf made sacrificesto gods of theirs. Y ahweh would not redlly be the
sole Lord of the Jews until the Babylonian Captivity forced them to it, asameans of preserving an
identity thet ten of their tribes had dready lost. Before then, King Ahab of Isradl would have taken the
Tyrian princess Jezebd as his queen. Their evil memory was undeserved; the policy of foreign aliance
and domestic rdligious tolerance which they stroveto carry out might well have saved the country from its
eventud destruction. Unfortunately, they collided with fanaticd Elijah - "the mad mullah from the
mountains of Gilead,” Trevor-Roper would cal him. And yet, had not Phoenician paganism spurred them
to fury, would the prophets have wrought that faith which was to endure for thousands of years and
remake the world?



"Oh, yes" Chaim said. "The Holy Land's aswarm with visitors. Jerusdem Baseis chronicaly swamped,
trying to regulate the traffic. We get alot fewer here, modtly scientists from different eras, tradersin
artwork and thelike, the occasional rich tourist. Nevertheless, Sr, | maintain that this place, Tyre, isthe
rea nexus of theera" Harshly: "And our opponents seem to have reached the same conclusion, right?*

The starkness took hold of Everard. Precisdy because the fame of Jerusdem, in future eyes,
overshadowed that of Tyre, this station was still worse undermanned than mogt; therefore it was terribly
vulnerable; and if indeed it was aroot of the morrow, and that root was cut away -

The facts passed before him asvividly asif he had never known them before.

When humans built their first time machine, long after Everard's home century, the Danellian supermen
had arrived from farther yet, to organize the police force of the temporal lanes. It would gather
knowledge, furnish guidance, aid the distressed, curb the wrongdoer; but these benevolenceswere
incidentd to itsred function, which wasto preserve the Dandlians. A man has not lost free will merdly
because he has gone into the past. He can affect the course of events as much as ever. True, they have
their momentum, and it is enormous. Minor fluctuations soon even out. For instance, whether acertain
ordinary individua haslived long or died young, flourished or not, will make no noticegble difference
severd generationslater. Unlessthat individual was, say, Shamaneser or Genghis Khan or Oliver
Cromwell or V. I. Lenin; Gautama Buddha or Kung Fu-Tze or Paul of Tarsus or Muhammad ibn
Abddllah; Arigtotle or Galileo or Newton or Einstein-Change anything like that, traveler from tomorrow,
and you will sill be whereyou are, but the people who brought you forth do not exig, they never did, itis
an entirely other Earth up ahead, and you and your memories bespeak the uncausdity, the ultimate chaos,
which lairs benesth the cosmos.

Before now, along hisown world line, Everard had had to stop the reckless and the ignorant before they
worked that kind of havoc. They weren't too common; after al, the societies which possessed time travel
screened thelr emissaries pretty carefully asarule. However, in the course of amillion years or more,
mistakes were bound to happen.

So were crimes.
Everard spoke dowly: "Before going into detail about that gang and its operation -"
"What pitiful few detaillswe have," Chaim Zorach muttered.

"- I'd like someidea of what their reasoning was. Why did they pick Tyrefor thevictim? Asde fromits
relaionship to the Jews, that is"

"Well," Zorach began, "for openers, consder palitical eventsfutureward of today. Hiram's become the
most powerful king in Canaan, and that strength will outlive him. Tyrewill stand off the Assyrianswhen
they come, with everything that that implies. It'll push sesborne trade asfar as Britain. 1t'll found colonies,
the main one being Carthage." (Everard's mouth tightened. He had cause to know, far too well, how
much Carthage mattered in history.) "1t'll submit to the Persans, but fairly willingly, and among other
things provide most of their fleet when they attack Greece. That effort will fail, of course, but imagine
how the world might have goneif the Greeks had not faced that particular challenge. Eventudly Tyrewill
fal to Alexander the Great, but only after asiege of months - adelay in his progressthat dso has

incal culable consequences.

"Meanwhile, more basicdly, astheleading Phoenician state, it will bein the forefront of soreading
Phoenician ideas abroad. Y es, to the Greeks themsalves. There are religious concepts - Aphrodite,
Adonis, Herakles, and other figures originate as Phoenician divinities. Therés the aphabet, aPhoenician
invention. Theresthe knowledge of Europe, Africa, Asathat Phoenician navigatorswill bring back.



Theresthe progressin shipbuilding and seamanship.”

Enthusiasm kindled in histone: "Above everything e se, I'd say, there's the origin of democracy, of the
worth and rights of theindividua. Not that the Phoenicians have any such theories; philosophy, like art,
never will be astrong point of theirs. Just the same, the merchant adventurer - explorer or entrepreneur -
he'stheir ideal, aman out on hisown, deciding for himself. Here & home, Hiram's no traditional Egyptian
or Orienta god-king. Heinherited hisjob, true, but essentidly he presides over the suffetes -the
magnates, who must approve every important thing he does. Tyreisactudly quite abit like the medieva
Vendian republicinitsheyday.

"We don't have the scientific personne to trace the process out step by step, no. But I'm convinced that
the Greeks developed their democratic ingtitutions under strong Phoenician influence, mainly Tyrian - and
wherewill your country or mine get those ideas from, if not the Greeks?"

Zorach'sfigt smote the arm of his chair. His other hand brought the whisky to hislipsfor along and fiery
gulp. "That'swhat those devils have learned!" he exclaimed. "They're holding Tyre up for ransom because
that's how to put the future of the whole human race at gunpoint!”

Having broken out a holocube, he showed Everard what would happen, ayear hence.

He had taken pictures with a sort of minicamera, actually amolecular recorder from the twenty-second
century, disguised asagem on aring. ("Had" was the ludicrous single way to expressin English how he
doubled back and forth in time. The Temporal grammar included appropriate tenses,) Granted, hewas
not a priest or acolyte, but as alayman who made generous donations so that the goddess would favor
his ventures, he had access.

The explosion took place (would take place) dong this very direet, in thelittle temple of Tanith.
Occurring at night, it didn't hurt anybody, but it wrecked the inner sanctum. Rotating the view, Everard
studied cracked and blackened walls, shattered dtar and idol, strewn relics and treasures, twisted scraps
of metal. Horror-numbed hierophants sought to placate the divine wrath with prayers and offerings, on
the gte and everywhere el se in town that was sacred.

The Patrolman selected a volume of space within the scene and magnified. The bomb had fragmented its
carrier, but there was no mistaking the pieces. A standard two-seat hopper, such as plied the time lanes
in untold thousands, had materidized, and instantly erupted.

"| collected some dust and char when nobody was looking, and sent it uptime for analysis," Zorach said.
"Thelab reported the explosive had been chemical - fulgurite-B, the nameis.”

Everard nodded. "1 know that stuff. In common use for arather long period, starting awhile after the
origin span of usthree. Therefore easy to obtain in quantity, untraceably - ahdl of alot easier than nuke
isotopes. Wouldn't need alarge amount to do this much damage, ether....I suppose you've had no luck
intercepting the machine?'

Zorach shook hishead. "No. Or rather, the Patrol officers haven't. They went downtime of the event,
planted instruments of every kind that could be concealed, but - Everything happenstoo fagt.”

Everard rubbed his chin. The subble felt dmost slky; abronze razor and alack of soap didn't make for
aclose shave. He thought vaguely that he would have welcomed some scratchiness, 'or anything else
familiar.



What had happened was plain enough. The vehicle had been unmanned, autopiloted, sent from some
unknown point of space-time. Startoff had activated the detonator, so that the bomb arrived exploding.
Though Patrol agents could pinpoint the instant, they could do nothing to head off the occurrence.

Could atechnology advanced beyond theirs do so - Dandllian, even? Everard imagined a device planted
in advance of the moment, generating aforcefield which contained the violence when it smote. Well, this
had not happened, therefore it might be aphysical impossihility. Likelier, though, the Dandllians stayed
their hand because the harm had been done - the saboteurs could try again - al by itself, such a
cat-and-mouse game might warp the continuum beyond healing - He shivered and asked roughly: "What
explanation will the Tyrians themsdaves come up with?’

"Nothing dogmetic," Y ael Zorach replied. "They don't have our kind of Weltanschauung, remember. To
them, theworld isn't entirely governed by laws of nature, it's capricious, changeable, magicd.”

And they're fundamentally right, aren't they? The chill struck deeper into Everard.

"When nothing else of the kind occurs, excitement will die down," she went on. "The chroniclesthat
record the incident will belogt; besides, Phoenicians aren't especialy given to writing chronicles. They!ll
think that somebody did something wrong that provoked a thunderbolt from heaven. Not necessarily any
human; it could have been aquarrel among the gods. Therefore nobody will become ascapegoat. After a
generation or two, the incident will be forgotten, except perhaps asabit of folklore.”

Chaim Zorach fairly snarled: "That'sif the extortionists don't do more and worse."
"Y eah, let's see their ransom note," Everard requested.
"I have acopy only. Theorigina went uptime for study."

"Oh, sure, | know. I've read the lab report. Sepiaink on a papyrus scroll, no clue there. Found at your
door, probably dropped from another unmanned hopper that just flitted through.”

"Certainly dropped in that way," Zorach reminded him. "The agents who camein set up insrumentsfor
that night, and detected the machine. It was present for about amillisecond. They might havetried to
capture it, but what would have been the use? It was bound to be devoid of clues. And in any case, the
effort would have entailed making aracket that could have brought the neighbors out to see what was

goingon”

He fetched the document for Everard to examine. The Patrolman had pored over atranscript as part of
his briefing, but hoped that sight of the actual hand would suggest something, anything to him.

The words had been formed with acontemporary reed pen, rather skillfully used. (Thisimplied that the
writer waswell versed in the milieu, but that was obvious aready.) They were printed, not cursive,
though certain flamboyant flourishes gppeared. The language was Tempord.

"To the Time Petrol from the Committee for Aggrandizement, greeting.” At least there was none of the
cant about being a people'sarmy of nationd liberation, such as nauseated Everard in the later part of his
home century. These fellows were frank bandits. Unless, of course, they pretended to be, in order to
cover their tracks the more thoroughly. . . .

"Having witnessed the consegquences when one small bomb was ddlivered to a carefully chosen location
in Tyre, you are invited to contemplate the results of a barrage throughout the city.”

Once more, heavily, Everard nodded. His opponents were shrewd. A threst to kill or kidnap individuals
- say, King Hiram himsdlf - would have been nugatory, if not empty. The Patrol would mount guard on



any such person. If somehow an attack succeeded, the Patrol would go back in time and arrange for the
victim to be e sewhere a the moment of the assault; it would make the event "unhappen.” Granted, that
involved risks which the outfit hated to take, and at best would require alot of work to make sure that
the future did not get dtered by the rescue operation itself. Neverthel ess, the Patrol could and would act.

But how did you move awholeidandful of buildingsto safety? Y ou could, perhaps, evacuate the
population. Thetown would remain. It wasn't physicaly large, after dl, no matter how largeit loomedin
history - about 25,000 people crowded into about 140 acres. A few tons of high explosivewould leave
itin ruins. The devastation needn't even betotal. After such aterrifying manifestation of supernatura fury,
no one would come back here. Tyrewould crumble avay, aghost town, while al the centuriesand
millennia, dl the human beings and their lives and civilizations, which it had helped bring into existence.. . .
those would be less than ghosts.

Everard shivered anew. Don't tell me there is no such thing as absolute evil, hethought. These
creatures - He forced himsdlf to read on:

" - The price of our forbearanceis quite reasonable, merely alittle information. We desire the data
necessary for the congtruction of a Trazon matter transmuter - "

When that device was being developed, during the Third Technologica Renaissance, the Petrol had
covertly manifested itsdlf to the creators, though they lived downtime of its own founding. Forever
afterward, its use - the very knowledge of its existence, | et done the manner of its making - had been
severdly redtricted. True, the ability to convert any material object, beit just aheap of dirt, into any other,
beit ajewd or amachine or aliving body, could have spelled unlimited wealth for the entire species. The
trouble was, you could as easily produce unlimited amounts of wegpons, or poisons, or radioactive
atoms. ...

"-Youwill broadcast the dataiin digital form from Palo Alto, California, United States of America,
throughout the 24 hours of Friday 13 June 1980. The waveband to employ . . . the digital code. . . .
Y our receipt will be the continued redlity of your timeline. -"

That was smart, too. The message wasn't one that would be picked up accidentaly by some native, yet
electronic activity in the Silicon Valey areawas so greet asto rule out any possibility of tracking down a
recaiver.

"- Wewill not use the device upon the planet Earth. Therefore the Time Patrol need not fear that it is
compromising its Prime Directive by this helpfulnessto us. On the contrary, you have no other way to
preserve yoursalves, do you?

"Our compliments, and our expectations.”
No sgnature,

"The broadcast won't be made, will it?" Y ael asked low. In the shadows of the room, her eyes glimmered
enormous. She has children uptime, Everard remembered. They would vanish with their world.

"No," hesaid.

"And yet our redity remaind” burst from Chaim. "Y ou came here, out of it, Starting uptime of 1980. So
we must have caught the criminals.”

Everard's Sigh seemed to leave atrack of pain through his breast. Y ou know better than that,” he said
tonelesdy. "The quantum nature of the continuum - If Tyre explodes, why, here well be, but our



ancestors, your kids, everything we knew, they wont. It be awhole different history. Whether whatever
isleft of the Patrol can restoreit - somehow head off the disaster - that's problematical. I'd cdll it
unlikely."

"But what would the criminals have gained, then?' The question was raw, almost a screech.

Everard shrugged. "A certain wild satisfaction, | guess. The temptation to play God dinks around in the
best of us, doesn't it? And the temptation to play Satan isn't unrelated. Besides, they'd be careful to lurk
downtime of the destruction; they'd stay existent. They'd have agood chance of making themselves
overlords of afuture where nothing but bits and pieces of the Patrol were left to opposethem. Or at a
minimum, they'd havealot of funtrying."

Sometimes | myself have chafed at the restrictions on me. "Ah, Love! could thou and | with Fate
conspire To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire-"

"Besides," he added, " conceivably the Danellianswill countermand the decision and order usto release
the secret. | could return hometo find that feature of my world wasn't the same any longer. A trivid
variation asfar asthe twentieth century is concerned, affecting nothing noticeable.”

"But later centuries?’ the woman gasped.

"Y eah. Weve only the gang'sword that it'll confine its attentions to planetsin the far future and beyond
the Solar System. I'll bet whatever you like that that word isworthless. Given the capabilities of the
transmuter, why shouldn't they play fast and loose with Earth? 1t'1l dways be the human globe, and |
don't see how the Patrol can stop them.”

"Who arethey?' Chaim whispered. "Have you any idea?'

Everard drank whisky and smoke, asif warmth could seep through histongue into his spirit. "Too early
to say, on my persond world line.... or yours, hm? Plain to see, they're from far uptime, though short of
the Eraof Onenessthat precedes the Dandllians. In the course of many millennia, information about the
transmuter was bound to leak out - enough to give somebody aclear notion of the thing and of what he
might do with it. Certainly he and his buddies are rootless desperados; they don't give adamn that their
action threatensto eliminate the society that begot them, and everybody living in it whom they ever knew.
But | don't think they are, say, Neldorians. This operation istoo sophisticated. The enemy's got to have
spent alot of lifespan, alot of effort, getting to know the Phoenician milieu well and establishing that it is
infact anexus.

"The organizing brain must be of geniuslevd. But with atouch of childishness - did you notice that Friday
the thirteenth date? Likewise, performing the sabotage practically next door to you. The M.O. - and my
being recognized as a Patrolman-those do suggest - Merau Varagan?”

"Who?'

Everard didn't reply. He went on mumbling, mostly to himsdlf: "Could be, could be. Not that that's much
help. The gang did its homework, downtime of today, surely - yes, they'd want an informational baseline
covering quite afew years. And this post is undermanned. The whole goddamn Petrol is." Regardless of
agents longevity. Sooner or later, something or other will get each and every one of us. And we
don't go back to cancel the deaths of our comrades, nor to see them again while they lived,
because that could start an eddy in time, which might grow into a maelstrom; or if not, it would at
least rack ustoo cruelly. "We can detect time vehicles arriving and departing, if we know where and
when to aim our instruments. That may be how the gang discovered thisis Patrol HQ, if they didn't learn
it routinely in the guise of honest vigitors. Or they could have entered this era € sewhere and come by



ordinary transportation, looking like any of countlesslegitimate contemporary people, the sameway |
tried to.

"We can't ransack every bit of local space-time. We haven't the manpower, nor dare werisk the
disruption that so much activity of ours could cause. No, Chaim, Y agl, we've got to find oursalves some
clues, to narrow down our search. But how? Wheredo | art?

His disguise being penetrated, Everard accepted the Zorachs offer of aguestroom. HeEd be more
comfortable here than in an inn, and handier to whatever gadgets he might need. However, hed also be
cut off from thered life of the city.

"I'll arrange an interview with the king for you," his host promised. *No difficulty; hesabrilliant man,
bound to be interested in an exatic like you." He chuckled. "Therefore it will be very natural for
Zakarbaa the Sidonian, who needsto cultivate the friendship of the Tyrians, to inform him of achance
mesting with you."

"That'sfine" Everard replied, "and I'll enjoy paying the call. Maybe he can even be some help to us.
Meanwhile, uh, we've got severd hours of daylight left. | think I'll stroll around town, start getting the fedl
of it, pick up ascent if I'm lucky."

Zorach scowled. ™Y ou might be what's picked up. Thekiller is skulking yet, I'm sure.”

Everard shrugged. "A chance | take; and could be him that comesto grief. Lend me agun, please.
Sonic.”

He st the wegpon to stun, not day. A live prisoner was at the top of his birthday list. Since the enemy
would be aware of that, he didn't really expect another attempt on him - today, at any rate.

"Take ablagter, too," Zorach urged. "I wouldn't put it past them to come after you from the air. Bring a
hopper to an instant where you are, hover on antigravity, and potshoot, hm? They don't have our
motivation to Say incongpicuous.”

Everard holstered the energy gun opposite the other. Any Phoenician who noticed would take them for
charms or something of the kind, and besides, held let acloak fal over them. "I scarcely think 1'd be
worth that much effort and risk,” he said.

"Y ou were worth trying for earlier, weren't you? How did that guy know you for an agent, anyway?"

"He may have had a description. Merau Varagan would redize that just afew Unattached operatives, me
among them, were likely choicesfor this assgnment. Which inclines me more and moreto think heis
behind the plat. If I'm right, we've got amean and dippery opponent.”

"Stay in public view," Y ael Zorach pleaded. "Be sureto get back before dark. Violent crimeisrare here,
but there are no lights, the streets grow nearly deserted, you'd become easy prey."

Everard imagined himsdf hunting his hunter through the night, but decided not to attempt provoking such
adtuation unless he became desperate. "Okay, I'll return for dinner. I'm interested in what Tyrian food is
like -ashore, not ship rations."

She mustered asmile. "Not awfully good, I'm afraid. The natives aren't sensudists. However, I've taught
our cook severa uptimerecipes. Do you like gefilte fish for an appetizer?”



Shadows had lengthened and air cooled somewhat when Everard stepped forth. Traffic bustled dong the
street crossing Chandlers, though no more than earlier. Situated on the water, Tyre and Usu were
generdly free of the extreme midday hesat that dictated asiestain many countries, and no true Phoenician
would waste hours adeep in which he might turn a profit.

"Magter!" warbled ajoyful voice.

Why, it's my little wharf rat. "Hail, uh, Pum-mairam,” Everard said. The boy bounced up from his
squat. "What are you waiting for?"

The dight brown form bowed low, abeit eyes and lips held as much merriment as reverence. "What but
the fervently prayed-for hopethat | might again be of serviceto hisluminosity?*

Everard stopped and scratched his head. The kid had been amighty quick, had possibly saved his
bacon, but - "Well, I'm sorry, but I've no further need of help.”

"Oh, gr, you jest. See how | laugh, delighted by your wit! A guide, an introducer, awarder off of rogues
and . . . certain worse persons - surely alord of your magnanimity will not deny apoor sprig the glory of
his presence, the benefit of hiswisdom, the never-to-be-forgotten memory in after years of having trotted
a hisaugust hedls”

While the words were sycophantic, that was conventiond in this society, and the tone was anything but.
Pummairam was having fun, Everard saw. Doubtless he was curious, too, aswell as eager to earn more.
Hefairly quivered where he sood looking straight up at the huge man.

Everard made hisdecision. ™Y ou win, you rogue,” he said, and grinned when Pummairam whooped and
danced. It wasn't abad ideato have such an attendant, anyway. Wasn't his purpose to get to know the
city, rather than merely its Sights?"Now tell mewhat it isyou are thinking you can do for me."

The boy poised, cocked hishead, laid finger to chin. "That depends upon what my master's desire may
be. If business, what kind and with whom? If pleasure, likewise. My lord has but to speak.”

"Hm-m. ..." Well, why not level with him, to the extent that is allowable? If he proves
unsatisfactory, | can always fire him, though | expect he'd cling like a tick. "Then hear me, Pum. |
do have weighty mattersto handlein Tyre. Y es, they may well concern the suffetes and the king's sdif.

Y ou saw how amagician tried to siop me. Aye, you aided me against him. That may happen anew, and |
not so lucky next time. It'sbarred | am from saying more about that. Y et | think you'll understand my
need to learn agreat deal, to meet people of many kinds. What would you suggest? A tavern, maybe,
and | buying drinksfor the house?"

Pum's quicksilver mood froze to seriousness. He frowned and stared into space for afew heartbests,
before he snapped hisfingers and cackled. "Ah, indeed! Well, excellent master, | can recommend no
better beginning than avigt to the High Temple of Asherat.”

"Hey?' Sartled, Everard flipped through the information planted in hisbrain. Asherat, whom the Bible
would call Astarte, was the consort of Melgart, the patron god of Tyre - Baal-Méelek-Qart-Sor. . . . She
wasamighty figurein her own right, goddess of fruitfulnessin man, beast, and land, afemaewarrior who
had once dared hdll itsdlf to recal her lover from the deed, a sea queen of whom Tanith might be smply
an avatar . . . yes, shewas |shtar in Babylon, and she would enter the Grecian world as Aphrodite. . . .

"Why, the vast learning of my lord surely includesthe fact that it would be foolish for avisitor, most
especidly avistor asimportant as he, not to pay homage to her, that she may smile upon hisenterprise.
Truly, if the priests heard of such an omission, they would set themselves against you. That has, indeed,



caused difficultieswith some of the emissaries from Jerusalem. Also, isit not agood deed to release a
lady from bondage and yearning?' Pum leered, winked, and nudged Everard. "Besidesbeing a
pleasurable romp."

The Patrolman remembered. For amoment, he was taken aback. Like most other Semites of thisera,
the Phoenicians required that every freeborn woman sacrifice her virginity in the fane of the goddess, asa
sacred progtitute. Not until aman had paid for her favor might she marry. The custom was not lewd in
origin, it traced back to Stone Age fertility ritesand fears. To be sure, it dso attracted profitable pilgrims
and foreign vigtors.

"I trust my lord'sfolk do not forbid such an act?" the boy inquired anxioudly.
"Well. ... They donot."

"Good!" Pum took Everard by the elbow and steered him off. "If my lord will alow his servant to
accompany him, quitelikely | shall recognize someone whom he would find it useful thusto get
acquainted with. In al abasement, let me say that | do get around and | do keep eyes and ears open.
They are utterly at the service of my magter.”

Everard grinned, on one side of his mouth, and strode dong. Why shouldn't he? To be honest with
himsdlf, after his seavoyage he fet damnably horny; and it wastrue, patronizing the holy whorehouse
was, in thismilieu, not an exploitation but a kindness, and he might even get somelead in hismission. . . .

First I'd better try to find out how reliable my guideis. "Tdl me something about yoursdf, Pum. We
may betogether for, well, severa daysif not more."

They came out on the avenue and threaded their way through jostling, shouting, odorous throngs. “There
islittletotell, greet lord. The annas of the poor are short and smple.” That coincidence startled Everard
too. Then, as Pum talked, he redized that the phrase wasfasein this case.

Father unknown, presumably one of the sailors and laborers who frequented a certain low-life hostel
while Tyrewas under construction and had the wherewitha to enjoy its serving wench, Pumwasapupin
alitter, raised catch-as-catch-can, a scavenger from the time he could walk and, Everard suspected, a
thief, and whatever dse might get him the local equivaent of abuck. Nonethel ess, early on he had
become an acolyte at a dockside temple of the comparatively unimportant god Baal Hammon. (Everard
harked back to tumbledown churchesin the dums of twentieth-century America.) Its priest had been a
learned man once, now gentle and drunken; Pum had garnered considerable vocabulary and other
knowledge from him, like asquirrel garnering acornsin awood, until he died. His more respectable
successor kicked the raffish postulant out. Despite that, Pum went on to make awide circle of

acquai ntances, which reached into the pdace itsdlf. Roya servants came down to the waterfront in
search of chegp fun. . .. Still too young to assume any kind of leadership, hewaswangling aliving
however he could. His surviva to date was no mean accomplishment.

Yes, Everard thought, / may have lucked out, just a little.

The temples of Megart and Asherat confronted each other across abusy square near the middle of
town. Theformer wasthelarger, but the latter was amply impressive. A porch of many columns, with
elaborate capitals and gaudy paint, gave on aflagged courtyard wherein stood a gresat brass basin of
water for ritua cleansing. The house rose along the farther side of the enclosure, its squareness relieved
by stone facing, marble, granite, jasper. Two pillars flanked the doorway, overtopping the roof and
shining. (In Solomon's Temple, which copied Tyrian design, these would be named Jachin and Boaz.)



Within, Everard knew, was amain chamber for worshippers, and beyond it the sanctuary.

Some of the forum crowd had spilled into the court and stood about in little groups. The men among
them, he guessed, smply wanted aquiet place to discuss business or whatever. WWomen outnumbered
them-housewives for the most part, often balancing loads on their scarved heads, taking a break from
marketing to make abrief devotion and indulgein abit of gossip. While the attendants of the goddess
were mae, here femaes were dways welcome.

Staresfollowed Everard as Pum urged him toward the temple. He began to fedl salf-conscious, even
abashed. A priest sat at atable, in the shade behind the open door. Except for arainbow-colored robe
and aphallic slver pendant, he looked no different from alayman, hishair and beard well-trimmed, his
featuresaguiline and lively.

Pum halted before him and said importantly, " Greeting, holy one. My master and | wish to honor Our
Lady of Nuptids."

The priest signed ablessing. "Praises be. A foreigner confers double fortune. Interest gleamed in his
eyes. "Whence come you, worthy stranger?”

"From north across the waters,” Everard replied.

"Yes, yes, that's clear, but it'savast and unknown territory. Might you be from aland of the Sea Peoples
themsalves?' The priest waved at a stool like that which he occupied. "Pray be seated, noble sir, take
your ease for awhile, let me pour you acup of wine."

Pum jittered about for several minutesin an agony of frustration, before he hunkered down under a
column and sulked. Everard and the priest conversed for dmost an hour. Others drifted up to listen and
joinin.

It could easily have lasted dl day. Everard wasfinding out alot. Probably none of it was germaneto his
mission, but you never knew, and anyway, he enjoyed the gab session. What brought him back to earth
was mention of the sun. It had dropped below the porch roof. He remembered Y agl Zorach'swarning,
and cleared histhroat.

"Och, how | regret it, my friends, but time passes and | must soon begone. If we arefirst to pay our
respects -"

Pum brightened. The priest laughed. "Aye," he said, "after so long afaring, the fire of Asherat must burn
hotly. Wéll, now, the free-will donation ishalf asheke of slver or itsvauein goods. Of course, men of
wedlth and rank are wont to give more."

Everard paid over agenerous chunk of metal. The priest repeated his blessing and gave him and Pum
each asmdl ivory disc, rather explicitly engraved. "Go in, my sons, seek whom you will do good, cast
theseintheir laps. Ah.. . . you understand, do you not, great Eborix, that you are to take your chosen
one off the sacred premises? Tomorrow she will return the token and receive the benison. If you have no
place of your own nigh to here, then my kinsman Hanno rents clean rooms et amodest rate, in hisinn just
down the Street of the Date Sdllers. ..."

Pum fairly zoomed indde. Everard followed with what he hoped was more dignity. Histakmates cdled
raunchy good wishes. That was part of the ceremony, the magic.

The chamber waslarge, its gloom not much relieved by oil lamps. They picked out intricate muras, gold
leaf, inset semiprecious stones. At the far end shimmered a gilt image of the goddess, amsheld out ina



compassion which somehow came through the rather primitive scul pturing. Everard sensed fragrances,
myrrh and sandal-wood, and an irregular undertone of rustles and whispers.

As his pupils widened, he discerned the women. Perhaps a hundred altogether, they sat on stools,
crowded aong thewalsto right and left. Their garb ranged from fine linen to ragged wool. Some
dumped, some stared blankly, some made gestures of invitation as bold as the rules permitted, most
looked timidly and wistfully at the men who strolled by them. Those visitors were few, at this hour of an
ordinary day. Everard thought he identified three or four mariners on shore leave, afat merchant, a
couple of young bucks. Their deportment was reasonably polite; it was a church here.

His pulses pounded. Damnation, hethought, irritated, why am | making such a production in my
head? I've been with enough women before.

Sadness touched him. Only two virgins, though.

He waked aong, watching, wondering, avoiding glances. Pum sought him and tugged hisdeeve.
"Radiant magter,” the youth hissed, "your servant may have found that which you require.”

"Huh?' Everard let his attendant drag him out to the center of the room, where they could murmur
unheard.

"My lord understands that this child of poverty could never hitherto enter these precincts,” spilled from
Pum. "Y e, as| said earlier, | do have acquaintanceship reaching into theroya paaceitsdf. | know of a
lady who has come each time her duties and the moon allow, to wait and wait, these past three years.
Sheis Saral, daughter of shepherd folk in the hills. Through an uncle in the guard, she got apost in the
king's household, at first only asascullery maid, but now working closaly with the chief seward. And she
is here today. Since my master wishes to make contacts of that sort -"

Bemused, Everard followed his guide. When they hated, he gulped. The woman who, low-voiced,
responded to Pum's greeting, was squat, big-nosed - he decided to think of her as homely - and verging
on spingterhood. But the gaze she lifted to the Patrolman was bright and unafraid. "Would you like to
release me?' she asked quietly. "I would pray for you for therest of my life.”

Before he could change his mind, he pitched histoken onto her skirt.

Pum had found himself a beauty, arrived this same day and engaged to the scion of aprominent family.
She was dismayed when such aragamuffin picked her. Well, that was her problem. And perhaps histoo,
though Everard doubted it.

Theroomsin Hanno'sinn weretiny, equipped with straw mattresses and little else. Slit windows, giving
on theinner court, admitted atrickle of evening light, also smoke, street and kitchen smells, chatter,
plaintiveness of abone flute. Everard drew the reed curtain that served as adoor and turned to his
companion.

She knelt before him asif huddling into her garments. "I do not know your name or your country, Sir," she
sad, low and not quite steedily. "Do you careto tell your handmaiden?!

"Why, sure." He gave her hisdias. "And you are Sarai from Rasil Ayin?'

"Did the beggar boy send my lord to me?" She bowed her head. "No, forgive me, | meant no insolence, |
was thoughtless.”



He ventured to push back her scarf and stroke her hair. Though coarse, it was abundant, her best
physical feature. "No offense taken. See here, shal we get to know each other abit? What would you
say to acup or two of wine before - Well, what would you say?"

She gasped, astounded. He went out, found the landlord, made the provision.

Presently, asthey sat Sde by side on the floor with hisarm around her shoulders, she wastaking fredly.
Phoenicians had scant concept of persond privacy. Also, while their women got more respect and
independence than those of most societies, fill, alittle consderation on aman's part went along ways.

"- no, no betrothal yet for me, Eborix. | cameto the city because my father is poor, with many other
children to provide for, and it did not seem anybody in our tribe would ever ask my hand for his son.

Y ou wouldn't possibly know of someone?' He himself, who would take her maidenhead, was debarred.
In fact, her question bent the law that forbade prearrangement, asfor example with afriend. "1 have won
gtanding in the paace, in truth if not in name. 1 wield some small power among servants, purveyors,
entertainers. | have scraped together adowry for myself, not large, but ... but it may be the goddess will
smileon meét lag, after | have made this oblation -"

"I'm sorry," he answered in compassion. "'I'm astranger here.”

He understood, or supposed he did. She wanted desperately to get married: lessto have ahusbhand and
put an end to the barely velled scorn and suspicion in which the unwedded were held, than to have
children. Among these people, few fates were more terrible than to die childless, to go doubly into the
grave. . . . Her defenses broke apart and she wept against his breast.

Thelight wasfailing. Everard decided to forget Y ael'sfears (and - a chuckle - Pum's exasperation) and
take histime, treat Sarai like ahuman being smply because that was what shein fact was, wait for
darkness and then use hisimagination. Afterward held see her back to her quarters.

The Zorachswere mainly upset because of the anxiety their guest caused them, not returning until well
past sunset. He didn't tell them what he had been doing, nor did they press him about it. After all, they
were agentsin place, able persons who coped with adifficult job often full of surprises, but they were not
detectives.

Everard did fed obliged to gpologize for poiling their supper. That was to have been an unusud treet.
Normdly the main med of theday occurred about midafternoon, and folk had little more than asnack in
the evening. A reason for this was the dimness of lamplight, which made it troublesome to prepare
anything daborate.

Nonetheless, the technical accomplishments of the Phoenicians deserved admiration. Over breskfast,
which was also asparse med, lentils cooked with leeks and accompanied by hardtack, Chaim mentioned
the waterworks. Rain-catching cisterns were helpful but insufficient. Hiram didn't want Tyre dependent

on boats from Usu, nor linked to the mainland by an extended aqueduct that could serve an enemy asa
bridge. Like the Sidonians before him, he had aproject in train that would draw fresh water from springs
benesath the sea.

And then, of course, there was the skill, the accumulated knowledge and ingenuity, behind dyeworks and
glassworks, not to mention shipslessfrail than they looked, sincein the future they would ply asfar as
Britain. . ..

"The Purple Empire, somebody in our century called Phoenicia," Everard mused. "Almost makes me



wonder if Merau Varagan has athing for that color. Didn't W. H. Hudson call Uruguay the Purple
Land?' Hislaugh clanked. "No, I'm being foolish. The murex dyes generaly have more red than bluein
them. Besides, Varagan was doing his dirty work alot farther north than Uruguay when we collided
‘earlier.’ And so far I've no proof he'sinvolved in this case; only ahunch.”

"What happened?* asked Y agl. Her glance sought him across the table, through sunlight that dantedina
doorway open to the garden court.

"No matter now."

"Areyou certain?' Cham perssted. "Conceivably your experience will cal something to our mindsthat
will beaclue. Anyhow, we do get starved for outsde newsin apost likethis."

"Especidly adventures aswonderful asyours" Y ad added.

Everard smiled wryly. "To quote sill another writer, adventureis somebody € se having ahell of atough
time athousand milesaway," he said. "And when the stakes are high, like here, that redlly makesa
Stuation fed bad." He paused. "Wdll, no reason not to spin you the yarn, though in very sketchy form,
because the background's complicated. Uh, if aservant isn't going to comein soon, I'd liketo light my
pipe. Andisany of that lovely clandestine coffeeleft in the pot?”

- He sttled himsdlf, rolled smoke across histongue, let the risng warmth of the day bake his bones after
the night's nippiness. "My mission wasto South America, the Colombiaregion, late in the year 1826.
Under Simon Bolivar's leadership, the patriots had cast off Spanish rule, but they sill had plenty troubles
of their own. That included worries about the Liberator himsalf. Hed put through a congtitution for
Boliviathat gave him extraordinary powers aslifetime president; was he going to turn into a Napoleon
and bring dl the new republics under hished? The military commander in Venezuela, which wasthen a
part of Colombia, or New Granadaasit caled itsalf-he revolted. Not that this Jose Paez was such an
atruigt; aharsh bastard, in fact.

"Oh, never mind details. | don't remember them well myself any more. Essentialy, Bolivar, who wasa
Venezudan by birth, made amarch from Limato Bogota. Only took him a couple of months, which was
fast in those days over that terrain. Arriving, he assumed martid-law presidentia powers, and moved on
into Venezudaagaingt Paez. Bloodshed was becoming heavy there.

"Meanwhile Petrol agents, monitoring the history, turned up indicationsthat al was not kosher. (Um-m,
pardon me.) Bolivar wasn't behaving quite like the sdfless humanitarian that his biographers, by and
large, described. HEd acquired afriend from . . . somewhere. . . whom he trusted. This man's advice
had, on occasion, been brilliant. Y et it seemed asif he might be turning into Bolivar's evil genius. And the
biographies never mentioned him. . . .

"l was among the Unattached operatives dispatched to investigate. Thiswas because |, before ever
hearing of the Patrol, had kicked around some in those boonies. That gave me adight specid sensefor
what to do. | could never pass mysdlf off asalLatin American, but | could beaY ankee soldier of
fortune, in part starry-eyed over the liberation, in part hoping somehow to cashinon it - and, mainly,
though macho enough, free of the kind of arrogance that would have put those proud people off.

"It'salong and generdly tedious Story. Believe me, my friends, 99 percent of an operation in the field
amountsto patient collection of dull and usudly irrdevant facts, in between interminable periods of
hurry-up-and-wait. Let's say that, aided by agood deal of luck, | managed to infiltrate, make my
connections, pass out my bribes, gather my informers and my evidence. At last there was no reasonable
doubt. Thisobscurdly originating Blasco Lopez had to be from the future.



"| called in our troops and we raided the house where he was staying in Bogota. Most of those we
collared were harmlesslocal people, hired as servants, though what they had to tell proved useful.
Lopez's mistress, accompanying him, turned out to be his associate. Shetold usalot more, in exchange
for comfortable accommodations when shed go to the exile planet. But the ringleader himsdlf had broken

free and escaped.

"One man on horseback, headed for the Cordillera Orienta that rises beyond the town - one man like ten
thousand genuine Creoles - we couldn't go after him on time hoppers. The search could too damn easily
get too damn noticeable. Who knew what effect that might have? The conspirators had aready made the
timestream ungtable....

"| grabbed ahorse, acouple of remounts, some jerky and vitamin pillsfor myself, and set off in pursuit.”

Wind boomed hollowly down the mountainside. Grass and low, scattered shrubs trembled benesth its
chill. Up ahead, they gave way to naked rock. Right, left, behind, peaks reared into a blue bleakness. A
condor whedled huge, on watch for any death. Snowfields on the heights above glowed beneath a
declining sun.

A musket cracked. At its distance, the noise it made wastiny, though echoes flew. Everard heard the
bullet buzz. Close! He hunched down in the saddle and spurred his steed onward.

Varagan can't really expect to drop me at this range, passed through him. What, then? Does he
hope I'll slow down? If so, if he gains a little on me, what use is that to him? What goal has he
got?

Hisenemy ill led him by haf amile, but Everard could see how yonder animd lurched dong, exhausted.
To get on Varagan'strail had taken some while, going from this peon to that sheepherder and asking if a
man of the given description had ridden by. However, Varagan had only the single horse, which he must
gpareif it was not to collapse under him. After Everard found the traces, awilderness-trained eye had
readily been able to follow them, and the pace of the hunt picked up.

It was a so known that Varagan had fled bearing no more than amuzzle-loader. Hed been spending
powder and balls pretty freely ever since the Patrolman hovein view. Since hewas afast recharger and
an excdlent shat, it did haveits delaying effect. But what refuge wasin these wastes? VV aragan appeared
to be making for aparticular crag. It was conspicuous, not only high but its shape suggestive of acastle
tower. It was no fortress, though. If Varagan took shelter behind it, Everard could use the blaster he
carried to bring the rock molten down upon his head.

Maybe Varagan wasn't aware the agent had such awespon. Impossible. Varagan was amongter, yes,
but not afoal.

Everard pulled down his hatbrim and drew his poncho tight against the wind. He didn't reach for the
blagter, no point in that yet, but asif by instinct, hisleft hand dropped to the flintlock pistol and saber at
his hip. They were mainly part of his costume, intended to make him an authority figure to the inhabitants,
but there was an odd comfort in their massiveness.

Having reined in to shoot, Varagan continued straight on uphill, thistime without lingering to reload.
Everard brought his own horse from trot to canter and closed the gap further. He kept dert - not tensed,
but dert against contingencies, ready to swing asde or even jump down behind the beast. Nothing
happened, just that lonesome trek on through the cold. Could Varagan have fired hislast ammunition?
Have a care, Manse, old son. The sparse apine grass ended, save for tufts between boulders, and rock



rang beneath hoofs.

Varagan halted near the crag and sat waiting. The musket was sheathed and his hands rested empty on
the saddlebow. His horse quivered and swayed, neck a-droop, utterly blown, lather swept freezingly off
its hide and out of its mane.

Everard took forth his energy gun and clattered nigh. Behind him, aremount whickered. Still Varagan
waited.

Everard stopped three yards off. "Merau Varagan, you are under arrest by the Time Peatrol," hecdledin
Tempord.

The other smiled. "Y ou have the advantage of me," he replied in a soft tone that, somehow, carried.
"May | request the honor of learning your name and provenance?’

"Uh. .. Manson Everard, Unattached, born in the United States of America about a hundred years
uptime. No matter. Y ou're coming back with me. Hold on while | cal ahopper. | warnyou, a the least
suspicion you're about to try something, I'll shoot. Y ou're too dangerous for me to be squeamish.”

Varagan made a gentle gesture. "Really? How much do you know about me, Agent Everard, or think
you know, to judtify thisviolent an attitude?'

"Wdl, when aman takes potshots a me, | reckon he's not avery nice person.”

"Might | perhaps have believed you were a bandit, of the sort who haunt these uplands? What crimeam |
dleged to have committed?!

Everard's free hand paused on itsway to get out the little communicator in his pocket. For amoment,
eerily fascinated, he stared through the wind at his prisoner.

Merau Varagan seemed taller than he actually was, as straight as he held his athletic frame. Black hair
tossed around a skin whose whiteness the sun and the weather had not tinged at al. There was no sign of
beard. The face might have been ayoung Caesar's, wereit not too finely chisded. The eyeswerelarge
and green, the smiling lips cherry-red. His clothes, down to the boots, were silver-trimmed black, like the
cape that flapped about his shoulders. Seen against the turreted crag, he made Everard remember
Dracula

Y et hisvoice remained mild: "Evidently your colleagues have extracted information from mine. | daresay
you have been in touch with them as you fared. Thus you know our names and somewhat of our origin -

Thirty-first millennium. Outlaws after the failure of the Exaltationists to cast off the weight of a
civilization grown older than the Old Stone Age was to me. During their moment of power, they
possessed themsel ves of time machines. Their genetic heritage -

Nietzsche might have understood them. | never will.
"- But what do you truly know of our purpose here?’

"Y ou were going to change events," Everard retorted. "We barely forestalled you. At that, our corps has
alot of tricky restoration work ahead. Why did you do it? How could you be so0 ... s0 selfish?”

"I think 'egoigtic' might be a better word," Varagan gibed. "The ascendancy of the ego, the unconfined
will - But think. Would it have been dtogether bad if Simon Bolivar had founded atrue empirein



Hispanic America, rather than agaggle of quarrelsome successor states? It would have been enlightened,
progressive. Imagine how much suffering and death would have been averted.”

"Come off that!" Everard felt anger rise and rise within himself. ™Y ou must know better. It'simpossible.
Bolivar hasn't the cadre, the communications, the support. If hesahero to many, he's at least got many
othersfurious with him: like the Peruvians, after he detached Bolivia. Hell cry on his desthbed that he
‘plowed the sedl in Al hiseffortsto build a stable society.

"If you meant it about unifying even part of the continent, you'd havetried earlier and dsawhere.”
"Indeed?"

"Yes. The only chance. I've studied the Situation. In 1821 San Martin was negotiating with the Spanish in
Peru, and playing with theidea of setting up amonarchy under somebody like Don Carlos, King
Ferdinand's brother. It could have included the territories of Boliviaand Ecuador, maybe later Chile and
Argentina, because it would have had the advantages Bolivar'sinner spherelacks. But why am | telling
you this, you bastard, except to prove | know you're lying? Y ou must have done your own homework."

"What then do you suppose my red objective was?'

"Obvious. To make Bolivar overreach himself. He's an idedlist, adreamer, aswell asawarrior. If he
pushestoo hard, everything hereabouts will break up in achaosthat could well spread to the rest of
South America. And there would be your chance for seizing power!"

Varagan shrugged, as awere-cat might have shrugged. "Concede me thismuch," he said, "that such an
empirewould have had a certain dark magnificence.”

The hopper flashed into being and hovered twenty feet doft. Itsrider grinned and aimed the firearm he
carried. From the saddle of hishorse, Merau Varagan waved at histime-traveling sdif.

Everard never quite knew what happened next. Somehow he made it out of the stirrups and onto the
ground. His horse screamed as an energy bolt struck. Smoke and a stench of seared flesh spurted forth.
Evenwhilethedain anima crumpled, Everard shot back from behind it.

The enemy hopper must veer. Everard skipped clear of the faling mass and maintained fire, upward and
Sdeways. Varagan legped from his own horse, behind the rock. Lightnings blazed and crackled.
Everard'sfree hand yanked forth his communicator and thumbed the Mayday spot.

The vehicle dropped, rearward of the crag. Displaced air made a popping noise. Wind blew away the
ginging ozone.

A Patrol machine appeared. It wastoo late. Merau Varagan had dready borne his earlier self away to an
unknowable point of space-time.

Everard nodded heavily. "Y eah," hefinished, "that was his scheme, and it worked, God damn it. Reach
an obvious landmark and note the time on hiswatch. That meant hed know, later dong hisworld line,
where-when to go, in mounting his rescue operation.”

The Zorachswere gppalled. "But, but acasua loop of that sort,” Chaim slammered, "didn't he have any
idea of the dangers?'

"Doubtless he did, including the possibility that he would make himsdlf never have existed," Everard



replied. "But then, he'd been quite prepared to wipe out an entire future, in favor of ahistory where he
could have ridden high. He'stotally fearless, the ultimate desperado. That was built into the genes of the
Exdtationigt princes.”

Hesghed. "They lack loydty, dso. Varagan, and whatever associates he had |eft, made no attempt to
save those we'd captured. They just vanished. Weve been wary of their reappearance ever 'since then,’
and this new caper does bear smilaritiesto that one. But of course - time loop hazard again - | can't go
read whatever report I'll havefiled at the conclusion of the present affair. If it hasaconclusion, and if |
don't."

Y ad patted hishand. "I'm sure you'll prevail, Manse" she said. "What happened next in South America?”

"Oh, once the bad counsdl, which he hadn't recognized was bad - once that stopped, Bolivar went back
to hisnaturd ways," Everard told them. "He made a peaceful settlement with Paez and issued agenerd
amnesty. More troubles broke out later, but he handled them capably and humanely, too, while fostering
both the interests and the culture of his people. When he died, most of the great wedlth he'd inherited was
gone, because held never taken a centavo of public money for himsdlf. A good ruler, one of the few that
humankind will ever know.

"So'sHiram, | gather - and now hisruleisthreatened likewise, by whatever devil isloosein theworld."

When Everard emerged, sure enough, there was Pum waiting. The boy skipped to meet him.

"Where would my glorious master go today?' he caroled. "Let his servant conduct him whithersoever he
wills. Perhapsto visit Conor the amber factor?”

"Huh?' In dight shock, the Patrolman goggled at the native. "What makes you think 1've aught to do with
... any such person?"'

Pum returned alook whose deference failed to mask its shrewdness. "Did not my lord declare thiswas
hisintention, while aboard Mago's ship?'

"How do you know that?" Everard barked.

"Why, | sought out men of the crew, engaged them in talk, lured forth their memories. Not that your
humble servant would pry into that which he should not hear. If | have transgressed, | abase mysdlf and
beg forgiveness. My aim was merdly to learn more of my magter's plansin order that | might think how
best to assist them." Pum beamed in undiminished cockiness.

"Oh. | see." Everard tugged his mustache and peered around. Nobody else wasin earshot. "Well, then,
know that that was a pretense. My true businessis different.” As you must have guessed already, from
the fact of my going straight to Zakarbaal and lodging with him, he added sllently. Thiswasfar
from thefirst time that experience reminded him that peoplein any given eracould beintringcdly as
sharp as anybody futureward of them.

"Ah, indeed! Business of the greatest moment, assuredly. The lips of my master's servant are sedled.”

"Understand that my aimsarein no way hogtile. Sidonisfriendly to Tyre. Let'ssay I'minvolvedinan
effort to organize alarge joint venture.”

"To increase trade with my master's people? Ah, but then you do want to visit your countryman Conor,
no?'



"I do not!" Everard redlized he had shouted. He curbed histemper. "Conor isnot my countryman, not in
the way that Mago isyours. My folk have no single country. Aye, most likely Conor and | would not be
understanding each other'slanguages.”

That was more than likely. Everard had too much intellectual baggage to carry as was, information about
Phoenicia, to pile on a heap about the Celts. The eectronic educator had smply taught him enough to
pass for one among outsiders who didn't know them intimately - he hoped.

"What I'vein mind," he said, "isjust to stroll about the city today, whilst Zakarbad seeksto get mean
audience with theking." He amiled. "Sure, and for this| could well put mysdlf in your hands, lad.”

Pum's laughter pedled. He clapped his pdmstogether. "Ah, my lord iswise! Come evening, let him deem
whether or not hewas led to pleasure and, yes, knowledge such as he seeks, and perhaps he ... will in
his magnanimity seefit to bestow largesse on hisguide.”

Everard grinned. "Give me the grand tour, then.”

Pum assumed shyness. "May wefirst seek the Street of the Tailors? Y esterday | took it upon myself to
order new garb that should be ready now. The cost will bear hard on a poor youth, despite the
munificence his master has dready shown, for | must pay for speed aswell asfine materid. Yet it isnot
fitting that agreet lord's attendant should go in ragslike these."

Everard groaned, though he didn't redly mind. "I catch your drift. Och, how | do! 'Tisunsuited to my
dignity that you buy your own garments. Well, let'sgo, and 'tis | will be standing you your coat of many
colors.

Hiram did not quite resemble his average subject. He wastdler, lighter-complexioned, hair and beard
reddish, eyes gray, nose straight. His appearance recalled the Sea Peoples - that buccaneer horde of
displaced Cretans and European barbarians, some of them from the far North, who raided Egypt a
couple of centuries before, and eventually became the principa ancestors of the Philistines. A lesser
number, ending up in Lebanon and Syria, interbred with certain Bedouin types who were themselves
getting interested in nautical things. From that cross arose the Phoenicians. The invader blood still showed
intheir aristocrats.

Solomon's pdace, of which the Bible was to boast, would when finished be a cut-rate imitation of the
house in which Hiram dready dwelt. The king himsdlf, though, usudly went smply clad, inawhitelinen
kaftan with purpletrim, dippers of fineleather, agold headband and amassive ruby ring to Sgnify
royaty. His manner, likewise, was direct and unaffected. Middle-aged, he looked younger, and his vigor
remained unabated.

He and Everard sat in aroom broad, gracious, and airy, that opened on acloister garden and fish pond.
The carpet was of straw, but dyed in fine patterns. Frescos on the plaster walls had been done by an
artist imported from Babylonia, depicting arbors, flowers, and winged chimeras. A low table between the
men was of ebony inlaid with mother-of-pearl. It held unwatered winein glass cups, and dishes of fruit,
bread, cheese, sweets. A pretty girl in adigphanous gown knelt nearby and strummed alyre. Two
manservants awaited ordersin the background.

"Y ou are being right mysterious, Eborix," murmured Hiram.

"Sure, and 'tis not my wish to withhold aught from your highness" Everard replied carefully. A word of
command could bring in guardsmen to kill him. No, that was unlikely; aguest was sacred. But if he



offended the king, hiswhole mission was compromised. "Aye, vague | am about certain things, but only
because my knowledge of them isdight. Nor would | risk laying basd ess charges againgt anyone, should
my information provein error.”

Hiram bridged hisfingers and frowned. "Still, you claim to bear word of danger-word which contradicts
what you have said esawhere. Y ou are scarcely the bluff warrior you pass yoursdf off as."

Everard congructed asmile. "My lord in his wisdom knowswell that an unlettered tribesman is not
necessarily afool. To him | admit having, ah, earlier shaded the truth awee bit. Twas because | had to,
even asany Tyrian tradesman does in the normal course of business. Isthat not so?"

Hiram laughed and relaxed. "Say on. If you are arogue, you are a least an interesting one.”

Patrol psychologists had invested considerable thought in Everard's yarn. There was no way for it to be
immediately convincing, nor wasthat desirable; the king should not be slampeded into actions that might
change known higtory. Y et the tale must be sufficiently plausible that he would cooperatein the
investigation which was Everard's red purpose.

"Know, then, O lord, that my father was a chieftain in amountain land far over thewaves-" the Halltatt
region” of Audtria

Eborix went on to relate how various Celts who had been among the Sea Peoples fled back there after
the shattering defeat which Rameses 111 inflicted on those quasi-vikingsin 1149 B.C. Their descendants
had maintained tenuous connection, mostly aong the amber route, with the descendants of kinsmen who
settled in Canaan by leave of victorious Pharaoh. Old ambitions were unfor-gotten; Celts have always
had along racid memory. Tak went on about reviving the great Mediterranean push. That dream
strengthened as wave after wave of barbarians came down into Greece, over the wreckage of
Mycenaean civilization, and chaos spread through the Adriatic and far into Anatolia.

Eborix knew of spieswho had aso served as emissariesto the kings of the Philistine city-states. Tyre's
amicability toward the Jews did not exactly endear it to the Philistines; and of course the riches of
Phoenicia provided ever more temptation. Schemes devel oped fitfully, dowly, over aperiod of
generations. Eborix himsalf was not sure how far dong arrangements might be, to bring south an army of
Cdtic adventurers.

To Hiram he admitted frankly that he would have considered joining such atroop, his hand-fast men at
his back. However, afeud between clans had ended in the overthrow and daying of hisfather. Eborix
had barely escaped dive. Wanting revenge as much as he wanted to mend hisfortunes, he made the trek
hither. A Tyre grateful for hiswarning might, if nothing else, give him the meansto hire soldiers of hisown
and bring them hometo reingtate him.

"Y ou offer me no proof,” said the king dowly, "naught but your naked word."

Everard nodded. "My lord sees clearly as Ra, the Falcon of Egypt. Did | not agree beforehand that |
could be mistaken, that there may in truth be no real menace, just the scutterings and chat-terings of
vainglorious gpes? Nonetheless | do urge that my lord have the matter looked into as closely as may be,
for safety’'s sake. In that effort, 'tis| his servant that could be of help. Not only do | know my folk and
their ways, but in wandering acrosstheir continent | met many different tribes, aye, and civilized nations
too. | might therefore be a better hound than most, upon this particular scent.”

Hiram tugged his beard. "Perhaps. Such a conspiracy must needs involve more than afew wild
mountaineers and Philistine magnates. Men of severd origins - But foreigners come and go like vagrant
breezes. Who shall track the wind?'



Everard's heart dugged. Here was the moment toward which he had striven. ™Y our highness, I've thought
much upon this, and the gods have sent me some idess. I'm thinking we should first search not for
common merchants, skippers, and seamen, but for strangers from lands which Tyrians have seldom or
never visited, strangers who ask questions that often do not pertain to trade, or even to ordinary
inquisitiveness. They would be inserting themselvesinto high placesaswell aslow, seekingtolearn
everything. Doesmy lord recall any such?"

Hiram shook his head. "No, none unaccountable like that. And | would have heard about them and
wanted to see them. My followers are aware of how | dways hunger for new knowledge, fresh news.”
He chuckled. "Aswitnessthe fact | waswilling to receiveyou.”

Everard swallowed his disappointment. It tasted sour. But | shouldn't have imagined the enemy would
be openly active now, this close to the time when he's going to strike. He'd know the Patrol would
be busy. No, he'd do his preliminary research, acquire his detailed information about Phoenicia
and its vulnerabilities, earlier. Maybe quite a bit earlier.

"My lord," he said, "if thereisindeed amenace, it must have been along whilein the egg. Dare | ask
your highnessto think back? The king in his omniscience might recollect something from years agone.”

Hiram lowered his gaze and concentrated. Swest prickled Everard's skin. Heforced himsdf to St till.
Findly, softly, he heard:

"Well, latein thereign of my illustrious father King Abibadl. . . yes.... he had certain guestsfor aspell,
about whom rumors flew. They were not of any land familiar to us. . . . Seekers of wisdom from the Far
Eadt, they said. . . . What was the name of their country? Shee-an? No, belike not." Hiram sighed.
"Memory fades. Epecialy memory of mere words."

"My lord did not meet them himsdlf, then?' "No, | was gone, spending some yearsin travel through our
hinterlands and abroad, so asto prepare mysalf for the throne. And now Abibaal degpswith hisfathers.
As, | fear, do well-nigh al who may have encountered those men.”

Everard suppressed asigh of his own and struggled to ease off. The lead was fog-tenuous, if it wasa
lead. But what could he expect? The enemy wouldn't have |l eft engraved announcements.

Nobody here kept journals or saved letters, nor did anybody number yearsin the manner of later
civilizations. Everard would not be ableto learn precisdy when Abibaa entertained his curious visitors.
The Patrolman would be lucky to find one or two individuas who remembered them well. Hiram had
reigned for two decades now, and life expectancy was not gredt.

I've got to try, though. It's the single lonely clue I've turned up. Or elseit's a fal se scent, of course.
Those could have been legitimate contemporaries - explorers from Chou Dynasty China, maybe.

He cleared histhroat. "Does my lord grant permission for his servant to ask questions, in theroyd
household aswell asin the city? I'm thinking that humble folk might speek alittle more free and open
before aplain fellow like me, than they would in the awe of his highness presence.”

Hiram smiled. "For aplain fellow, Eborix, you've asmooth tongue. But - yes, you may try. Abide for a
while as my guest, with your young footman whom | noticed outside. Well tak further. If nothing else,
you are afanciful talker."

A page conducted Everard and Pum through corridorsto their quarters, as evening closed in. "The noble



vigtor will dinewith the guards officers and men of like rank, unless heis bidden to theroya board," he
explained obsequioudy. "His attendant is welcome at the freeborn servants mess. If aught be desired, let
him only inform abutler or eward; his highness generosity knows no bounds.”

Everard resolved not to try that generosity too far. The household seemed more status-conscious than
Tyrians generaly were - no doubt the presence of many out-and-out daves reinforced that - but Hiram
was probably not above thrift.

Y et when the Patrolman reached his room, he found that the king was athoughtful host. Hiram must have
issued orders after their discussion, while the newcomers were shown the sights of the palace and given a

light supper.

The chamber was large, wdll-furnished, lit by severd lamps. A window, which could be shuttered,
overlooked a court where flowers and pomegranates grew. Doors were solid wood on bronze hinges.
The interior one stood open on an adjacent cubicle, sufficient for astraw tick and a pot, where Pum
would deep.

Everard halted. Lamplight fell soft over carpet, draperies, chairs, atable, a cedar chest, adouble, bed.
Shadows gtirred as a young woman rose and genuflected.

"Does my lord wish more?' asked the page. "If not, let thislowly person bid him agood night." He
bowed and departed.

Bresth hissed between Pum'steeth. "Magter, she's beautiful!”
Everard's cheeks smoldered. "Uh-huh. Goodnight to you, too, lad.”
"Noblesr-"

"Goodnight, | said.”

Pum rolled eyestoward the ceiling, shrugged el aborately, and trudged to his kennel. The door dammed
behind him.

"Stand straight, my dear,” Everard mumbled. "Don't be afraid. I'd never hurt you."

The woman obeyed, arms crossed over bosom and head meekly lowered. Shewastall for thismilieu,
dender, stacked. The wispy gown decked afair skin. The hair knotted loosely at her nape was
ruddy-brown. Feeling amost diffident, he laid afinger beneath her chin. Shelifted aface that was
blue-eyed, pert-nosed, full-lipped, piquantly freckled.

"Who are you?' hewondered. Histhroat felt tight.

"Y our handmaiden sent to attend you, lord.” Her words bore alilting foreign accent. "What is your
pleasure?’

"l ... 1 asked who you are. Y our name, your people.”

"They cdl me Pleshti, magter.”

"Because they can't pronounce your real name. I'll be bound, or won't bother to. What isit?!
She swadlowed. Tears glimmered. "'l was Bron-wen once," she whispered.

Everard nodded to himsdf. Glancing around, he saw ajug of wine aswell aswater on thetable, plusa



beaker and abowl of fruit. He took her hand. It lay smal and tender in his. "Come," he said, "let's sit
down, take refreshment, get acquainted. Well shareyon glass.”

She shuddered and haf shrank away. Sadness touched him afresh, though he achieved asmile. "Don't be
afraid, Bronwen. I'm not leading up to anything that could hurt you. | smply wish usto be friends. You
see, macushla, | think you're of my folk."

She fought off the weeping, squared her shoulders, and gulped, "My lord is, isg-godlike in hiskindness.
How shdl | ever thank him?"

Everard led her to the table, got her seated, and poured. Before long her story came forth.

It was dl too ordinary. Though her concepts of geography were vague, he deduced that she belonged to
a Cdltic tribe which had migrated south from the Danubian Urheimat. Herswas avillage at the head of
the Adriatic Sea, and she had been the daughter of awell-to-do yeoman, as Bronze Age primitives
reckoned prosperity.

She hadn't counted birthdays before nor years after, but he figured she was about thirteen when the
Tyrians came, about a decade ago. They werein asingle ship, boldly questing north in search of new
trade possibilities. They camped on the shore and dickered in sign language. Evidently they decided there
was nothing worth coming back for, because when they |eft, they kidnapped severa children who had
wandered near to look at the marvelous foreigners. Bronwen was among them.

The Tyrians hadn't raped their female captives, nor mistrested any of either sex more than they found
necessary. A virgin in sound condition was worth too much on the dave market. Everard admitted that he
couldn't even cdl the sallors evil. They had just done what came naturally in the ancient world, and most
subsequent history for that matter.

Bronwen lucked out, everything considered. She was acquired for the palace: not the royd harem,
though the king had had her unofficidly afew times, but for him to lend to such house guests as hewould
favor. Men were seldom deliberately crud to her. The pain that never ended lay in being captive among
diens.

That, and her children. She had borne four over the years, of whom two died in infancy - agood record,
especidly when they hadn't cost her much in theway of teeth or hedlth. The surviving pair were till small.
The girl would probably become a concubine too when she reached puberty, unless she was passed on
to abrothel. (Save women did not get deflowered as ardligiousrite. Who cared about their fortunesin
later life?) The boy would probably be castrated at that age, since his upbringing at court would have
made him apotentia harem attendant.

Asfor Bronwen, when she lost her looks sheld be assigned to labor. Not having been trained in skills
such asweaving, sheld likeliest end in the scullery or at aquern.

Everard had to coax dl thisout of her, piece by harsh little piece. She didn't lament nor beg. Her fate was
what it was. He remembered aline Thucydides would pen centuries hence, about the disastrous Athenian
military expedition whose last members ended their daysin the mines of Sicily. "Having done what men
could, they suffered what men mugt.”

And women. Especidly women. He wondered if, way down inside, he had Bronwen's courage. He
doubted it.

About himsdf he was short-spoken. After avoiding one Celt and then getting another thrust upon him, so
to speak, hefelt he'd better play very closeto hisvest.



Nonetheless, &t last shelooked at him, flushed, aglow, and said in adightly wine-durred voice, "Oh,
Eborix -" He couldn't follow the rest.

"| fear my tongueistoo unlike yours, my dear,” he sad.

She returned to Punic: "Eborix, how generous of Asherat that she brought meto you for, for whatever
time she grants. How wonderful. Now come, sweet lord, let your handmaiden give you back some of the
joy -" Sherose, came around the table, cast her warmth and supplenessinto hislap.

He had aready consulted his conscience. If he didn't do what everybody expected, word was bound to
reach the king. Hiram might well take umbrage, or wonder what was wrong with his guest. Bronwen
hersalf would be hurt, bewildered; she might get in trouble. Besides, she waslovely, and hed been much
deprived. Poor Sarai scarcely counted.

He gathered Bronwen to him.

Intelligent, observant, sensitive, she had well learned how to please aman. He hadn't figured on more
than once, but she changed his mind about that, more than once. Her own ardor didn't seem faked,
either. Well, hewas probably the first man who had ever tried to please her. After the second round, she
whispered brokenly into hisear: "I've. . . borneno further . . . these past three years. How | am praying
the goddess will open my womb for you, Eborix, Eborix -"

Hedidn't remind her that any such child would be adave dso.

Y et before they dept she murmured something e se, which he thought she might well not havelet dip if
shewerefully awake: "We have been one flesh tonight, my lord, and may we be so often again. But
know that | know we are not of one people.”

"What?' Aniciness stabbed him. He sat bolt upright.

She snuggled close. "Lie down, my heart. Never, never will | betray you. But ... | remember enough
things from home, small things, and | do not believe Geyilsin the mountains can be that different from
Geyilshy the sea. . . . Hush, hush, your secret is safe. Why should Bronwen Brannoch's daughter betray
the only person here who ever cared about her? Slegp, my nameessdarling, deep well in my arms.”

At dawn a servant roused Everard - gpologizing, flattering adl the while - and took him away to a hot
bath. Soap was for the future, but a sponge and a pumice stone scrubbed his skin, and afterward the
servant gave him arubdown with fragrant oil and a deft shave. He met the guards officers, then, for a
mesger breskfast and lively conversation.

"I'm going off duty today," proposed aman among them. "What say we ferry over to Usy, friend Eborix?
I'll show you around. Later, if daylight remains, we can go for aride outsde thewalls." Everard wasn't
sure whether that would be on donkeyback or, more swiftly if less comfortably, in awar chariot. To
date, horses were dmost dways draught animals, too vauable for any purposes but combat and pomp.

"Many thanks," the Patrolman answered. "Firgt, though, 1've need to see awoman called Sarai. She
worksin the steward's department.”

Browslifted. "What," scoffed asoldier, "do you Northerners prefer grubby housekeepersto theking's
choice?'

What a gossipy village the palace is, Everard thought. 1'd better restore my reputation fast. He sat



straight, cast acold ook acrossthe table, and growled, "I am present at the king's behest, to conduct
inquiries that are no concern of anybody elsg's. Isthat clear, gossoon?”

"Oh, yes, oh, yes! | did but jest, noble gr. Wait, I'll go find somebody who'll know where sheis.” The
man scrambled from his bench.

Guided to an offsde room, Everard had afew minutes done. He spent them reflecting upon his sense of
urgency. Theoretically, he had as much time as he wanted; if need be, he could always double back,
provided he took care to keep people from seeing him next to himsdlf. In practice, that entailed risks
acceptable only in the worst emergencies. Besides the chance of arting acausa, loop that might expand
out of contral, there was the possibility of something going wrong in the mundane course of events. The
likelihood of that would increase as the operation grew more long-drawn™ and complex. Then too, he
had a natural impatience to get on with hisjob, completeit, nail down the existence of the world that

begot him.

A dumpy figure parted the door curtain. Sarai knelt before him. "Y our adorer awaits her lord's bidding,"
shesadinadightly uneven voice.

"Rise," Everard told her. "Be at ease. | want no more than to ask a question or two of you."

Her eydidsfluttered. She blushed to the end of her large nose. "Whatever my lord commands, she who
owes him so much shdl griveto fulfill.”

He understood she was being neither davish nor coquettish. She neither invited nor expected
forwardness on his part. Once she had made her sacrifice to the goddess, a pious Phoenician woman
sayed chaste. Saral was Smply, humbly grateful to him. He felt touched.

"Beat ease," he repeated. "L et your mind roam free. On behaf of the king, | seek knowledge of certain
men who once visited hisfather, late in thelife of glorious Abibad."

Her gaze widened. "Madter, | can scarcely have been born.”

"I know. But what of older attendants? Y ou must know everybody on the staff. A few might remain who
served in those days. Would you inquire among them?'

She touched brow, lips, bosom, the sign of obedience. "Since my lord willsit."

He passaed on what scant information he had. It disturbed her. "I fear- | fear naught will come of this" she
sad. "My lord must have seen how much we make of foreigners. If any were as peculiar asthat, the
servants would talk about them for therest of their days." She smiled wryly. "After al, we've no great
store of newness, we menials within the palace walls. We chew our gossip over and over again. | think |
would have heard about those men, were anybody |eft who remembered them.”

Everard cursed to himself in severa languages. Looks like I'll have to go back to Usu in person,
twenty-odd years ago, and scratch around - regardless of the danger of my machine getting
detected by the enemy and alerting him, or me getting killed. "Well," he said, strained, "ask anyway,
will you? If you learn nothing, that won't be your fault.”

"No," she breathed, "but it will be my sorrow, kind lord." She knelt again before she departed.

Everard went to join his acquaintance. He had no real hope of discovering a clue on the mainland today,
but the jaunt should work some tension out of him.



The sun waslow when they came back to theidand. A thin mist lay over the sea, diffusing light, making
the high wals of Tyre golden, not dtogether red, like an even castle that might at any moment glimmer
away into nothingness. Landing, Everard found that most dwellers had gone home. The soldier, who had
afamily, bade farewell, and the Patrolman made hisway to the palace through streetsthat, after their
daytime bustle, seemed ghostly.

A dark shape stood beside the roya porch, ignored by the sentries. Those climbed to their feet and
hefted their spears as Everard approached, prepared to check hisidentity. Standing at attention had
never been thought of. The woman scuttled to intercept him. As she bent the knee, he recognized Sarai.

His heart sorang. "What do you want?"' ripped from him.

"Lord, | have been awaiting your return much of thisday, for it ssemed you were anxious to get whatever
word | might bear."

She must have delegated her regular duties. The street had been hot, hour after hour. "You. . . have
found something?'

"Perhaps, master; perhaps a scrap. Would it were more.”
"Speak, for - for Melgart's sake!”

"For yours, lord, yours, since you did ask this of your servant.” Sarai drew bregth. Her gaze met his, and
stayed. Her tone became strong, matter-of-fact:

"Asl| feared, of those few retainers who are old enough, none had the knowledge you seek. They had
not yet entered service, or if they had, they worked elsawhere for King Abibaal than at the pdace- ona
farm or asummer estate or some such place. At best, aman or two said he might have heard alittle talk
once; but what he remembered about that was no more than what my lord had aready conveyed to me.
| despaired, until 1 thought to seek ashrine of Asherat. | prayed that she be gracious unto you who had
served her through me, when for so long no other man would. And lo, she answered. Praises be unto
her. | recdled that an under-groom named Jantin-hamu has afather dive, who was formerly on the
steward's staff. | sought Jantin-hamu out, and he brought me to Bomilcar, and, aye, Bomilcar cantell
about those strangers.”

"Why, that, that is splendid,” he blurted. "I don't believe | myself could ever have done what you did. |
wouldn't have known."

"Now | pray that thismay proveto bein truth helpful to my lord,” she said mutedly, "he who was good to
an ugly hill-woman. Come, | will guideyou."

Infilid piety, Jantin-hamu gave hisfather a place in the one-room gpartment he shared with hiswifeand a
couple of children till dependent on them. A singlelamp picked out, through monstrous shadows, the
straw pallets, stoals, clay jugs, brazier that were about al the furniture. The woman cooked in akitchen
shared with other tenants, then brought the food, here to et; the air was close and greasy. Everybody
else squatted, staring, while Everard interrogated Bomilcar.

The old man was bald except for white remnants of beard, toothless, haf deaf, gnarled and crippled by
arthritis, eyesturned milky by cataracts. (His chronological age must be about sixty. So much for the
back-to-nature crowd in twentieth-century America.) He hunched on astool, hands weskly clasped
around a stick. His mind worked, though - reached forth out of the ruin where it was trapped like a plant
reaching for sunlight.



"Aye, aye, they come and stand before me as | speak, asif 'twere yesterday. Could | but remember that
well what happened in the real yesterday. Well, nothing did, nothing ever doesany more. . . . "Seven,
they were, who said they had come on a ship from the Hittite coast. Now young Matinbaal got curious,
he did, and went down and asked around, and never found a skipper who'd carried any such
passengers. Well, maybe 'twas a ship that went right onward, toward Philistiaor Egypt. . . . Snim they
caled themselves, and told of faring thousands upon thousands of |eagues from the Sunrise Lands, that
they might bring home an account of the world to their king. They spoke fair Punic, albeit with an accent
likenonedsel ever heard. . . . Tdler than mogt, well-built; they walked like wildcats, and were as
mannerly and, | guessed, as dangerousif aroused. No beards; ‘twasn't that they shaved, their faces were
hairless, like women's. Not eunuchs, however, no, the wenches lent ‘em were soon sitting down careful,
heh, heh. Their eyeswerelight, their skinswhiter even than ayellow-haired Achaean's, but their sraight
locks were raven-black. . . . Ever therewas an air of wizardry about them, and | heard tales of eldritch
things they'd shown the king. Be that asit may, they did no harm, they were only curious, oh, how
curious about every least thing in Usu, and about the plans that were then being drawn up for Tyre. They
won the king's heart; he commanded they see and hear whatever they liked, though it be the degpest
secrets of asanctuary or amerchant house. ... | did often wonder, afterward, if this was what provoked
the gods againgt them.”

Judas priest! dashed through Everard. That's almost got to be my enemies. Yes, them,
Exalta-tionists, Varagan's gang. "Snim"- Chinese? A red herring, in case the Patrol stumbled
onto their trail? No, | suspect not, | think probably they just used that alias so asto have a
readymade story to hand Abibaal and his court. For they didn't bother to disguise their
appearance. Asin South America, Varagan must have felt sure his cleverness would be too much
for the plodding Patrol. Which it might well have been, except for Sarai.

Not that I'm very far along on the trail yet.
"What became of them?' he demanded..

"Ah, that was a pity, unless it was punishment for something wrong they did, like maybe poking into a
Holy of Holies"" Bomilcar clicked histongue and wagged his head. " After severa weeks, they asked
leaveto go. Twaslatein the season, most shipswere aready put away for the winter, but againgt advice
they offered arich payment for passage to Cyprus, and got a daring skipper to agree. | went down to the
wharf mysdlf to watch them depart, | did. A cold, blustery day, ‘twas. | watched that ship dwindle away
under the racing cloudstill she vanished in the brume, and something made me stop by the temple of
Tanith on my way back and put oil in alamp - not for them, understand, but for al poor mariners, on
whom rests the well-being of Tyre."

Everard restrained himself from shaking that withered frame. "And then? Anything?'

"Aye, my feding wasright. My fedings have dways been right, haven't they, Jantin-hamu? Always. |
should've been a priest, but too many boys were trying for what few acolytes berthstherewere. . . . Ah,
yes. That day agae sprang up. The ship foundered. Everybody lost. | heard about that, | did, because
we naturaly wanted to know what'd happened to those strangers. Her figurehead and some other bits
and pieces drifted onto the rocks where this city now is."

"But - walit, gaffer - are you sure everybody drowned?’

"No, | suppose | couldn't swear to that, no. | suppose a man or two could've clung to aplank and been
borne ashore likewise. They'd've made landfall e sewhere and trudged home unremarked. Who in the
palace cares about acommon sailor? Certain is, the ship waslost, and the Sinim - for if they'd returned,
we'd know, wouldn't we, now?' Everard's mind whirred. Time travelers might well have arrived here



by machine, directly. The Patrol base, with instruments to detect it, wasn't yet established. (We
can't man every instant of the millennia. At best, at need, we send agents back and forth within a
milieu, out of those stations we do keep.) If they weren't to cause a sensation that would endure,
though, they would have to depart in contemporary wise, by land or sea. But surely, before
embarking, they'd have checked out what the weather was going to be like. Shipsin this age
practically never sail during the winter; they're too fragile.

Could this be a fal se scent regardless? Bomilcar's memory may not be as clear as he claims. And
the visitors could have been from one of those odd, short-lived little civilizations that history and
archaeology afterward lost sight of, and time-traveling scientists discover mainly by accident. For
instance, a city-state off in the Anatolian mountains somewhere, which'd learned things from the
Hittites, and whose aristocracy is so inbred that its members have a unique physiognomy -

On the other hand, of course, this could be the real means of breaking the trail, this shipwreck.
That would explain why enemy agents didn't trouble to make themselves look Chinese.

How to find out, before Tyre explodes?
"When did this happen, Bomilcar?' he asked as gently ashe was able.

"Why, | told you," the old man said. "Back in the days of King Abibaal, when | worked for his steward in
the palacein Usu."

Everard fdt acutely, annoyingly conscious of the family around and their eyes. He heard them bregathe.
The lamp guttered, shadows thickened, the air was cooling fast. "Could you tell me more closely?* he
pursued. "Do you recall which year of Abibad'sreign it was?'

"No. No. Nor anything else specia. Let methink. . . . Wasit two years, or three, after Captain Rib-adi
brought back such atreasure trove from - from - where was it? Somewhere beyond Tharshish. . . . No,
wasn't that later?. . . My first wife died in childbed awhile afterward, that | remember, but 'twas severd
years before | could arrange a second marriage, and meanwhile | had to make do with harlots, heh, heh.
... With the abruptness of the aged, Bomilcar's mood changed. Tearstrickled forth. "And my second
wife, my Batbaal, she died too, of afever. . .. Crazed, shewas, didn't know me any longer. . . . Don't
plague me, my lord, don't plague me, leave mein peace and darkness and the gods will blessyou."

I'll get nothing further here. What did | get? Maybe nothing.

Before he went, Everard made Jantin-hamu a present of meta which should alow the family to livein
more comfort. The ancient world had some few advantages over his; it wasfree of gift and income taxes.

A couple of hours past sunset, Everard returned to the palace. That waslatein local eyes. The sentries
raised rushlights, squinted at him, and summoned their officer. When Eborix had been identified, they let
him in with gpologies. Hisindulgent laugh was better than alarge tip would have been.

Hedidn' redly fed like laughing. Lips gonetight, he followed alamp bearer to hisroom.

Bronwen lay adeep. A single flame still burned. He undressed and stood for aminute or threelooking
down at her through the flickery dimness. Unbound, her hair glowed across the pillow. One arm, out of
the blanket, didn't quite cover abare young breast. It was her face he regarded, though. How innocent
shelooked, childlike, woundable even now, even after everything she had endured.

If only. No. We may be a little bit in love already. But no possible way could it last, could we ever



really live together, unless as a mere pair of bodies. Too much time sunders us.
What shall become of her?

He started to get into bed, intending smply dumber. Sheroused. Saveslearn to deep dertly. He saw
joy blossomin her. "My lord! Welcome, athousand welcomes!™

They held each other close. Just the same, he found he wanted to talk with her. "How did your day go?'
he asked into the warmth where her jaw met her ear.

"What?1 - O master -" She was surprised that he would ask. "Why, it was pleasant, surely because your
dear magic lingered. Y our servant Pummairam and | chatted along while" Shegiggled. "Hesan
engaging scoundrel, isn't he? Some of his questions struck too near the bone, but have no fear, my lord;
those | refused to answer, and he backed off at once. Later | sallied forth, leaving word where | could be
found should my lord return, and spent the afternoon in the nursery where my children are. They are such
darlings.” She didn't venture to inquireif hewould care to meet them.

"Hm." A thought nudged Everard. "What did Pum do meanwhile?’ | can't see him sitting idle all day,
that squirrel.

"I know not. Well, I glimpsed him twice, on his errands down the corridors, but took it for given that my
lord must have commanded -My lord?" Alarmed, she sat traight as Everard |eft the bed. He flung open
the door to the cubicle. It stood empty. What in hell was Pum up to?

Perhaps nothing much. Y et a servant who got into mischief might cause trouble for his master. Standing
there in abrown study, the floor cold benesth hisfeet, Everard grew aware of arms around hiswaist, and
acheek stroking across his shoulderblades, and avoice that crooned: "Is my lord overly weary? If so, let
his handmaiden sing him alullaby from her homeland. But if not -"

To hell with my worries. They'll keep. Everard turned his attention €l sewhere, and himself.

The boy was still missing when the man awoke. Discreet questions revealed that he had spent hoursthe
day before, talking with various members of the staff. They agreed he wasinquisitive and amusing. Findly
he had gone out, and no one had seen him since.

Probably he got restless and flitted off to spend what 1've given him in the wineshops and
cat-houses. Too bad. In spite of his scapegrace style, | thought he was basically reliable, and
meant to do something or other that'd give him a chance at a better life. Never mind. |'ve Patrol
business on hand.

Everard excused himsdlf from further activities and went doneinto the city. Asahireling admitted him to
the house of Zakarbaal, Y agl Zorach appeared. Phoenician dress and hairdo became her charmingly
wdll, but he was too preoccupied to appreciateit. The same strain showed on her features. "Thisway,"
she said, unwontedly curt, and led him to the inner chambers.

Her husband sat in conference with a craggy-faced, bushy-bearded man whose costume varied in
numerous ways from loca maedress. "Oh, Manse," Chaim exclamed. "What ardlief. | wondered if
we'd have to send for you, or what." He switched to Temporad: "Agent Manson Everard, Unattached, let
me present Epsilon Korten, director of Jerusalem Base."

The other man rosein afuture-military fashion and snapped asdute. "An honor, Sr," he said.
Nonetheless, his rank was not much below Ever-ard's. He was responsible for temporal activities



throughout the Hebrew lands, between the birth of David and the fall of Judah. Tyre might be more
important in secular history, but it would never draw atenth of the visitors from uptime that Jerusalem and
itsenvirons did. The position he held told Everard immediately that he was both aman of action and a
scholar of profundity.

"I'll have Hanai bring in refreshments, and then tell the household to stay out of here and not let anybody
in," Yael proposed.

Everard and Korten spent those minutes getting an acquaintance started. The latter wasbornin
twenty-ninth century New Edom on Mars. While he didn't brag, Everard gathered that his computer
analyses of early Semitic texts had joined his exploits as a spaceman in the Second Asteroid War to
attract Patrol recruiters. They sounded him out, got him to take tests which proved him trustworthy,
reved ed the existence of the organization, accepted his enlistment, trained him - the usua procedure.
What was less usud was hisleve of competence. In many ways, hisjob was more demanding than
Everard's.

"Y ou'll understand that this Stuation is especiadly aarming to my office," he said when the foursome had
settled down by themsalves. "If Tyreis destroyed, Europe may take decades to show any mgor effects,
the rest of theworld centuries - millennia, in the Americas or Austrdasia. But it will be animmediate
catastrophe for Solomon's kingdom. Lacking Hiram's support and the prestige it confers, he probably
can't hold histribes together long; and without Tyre at their backs, the Philistines won't be dow to seek
revenge. Judaism, Y ahwistic monotheism, isnew and frail, still half pagan. My extrapolation isthat it
won't survive either. Y ahweh will sink to being one more character in a crude and mutable pantheon.”
"And there goesagood dedl of Classica civilization," Everard added. " Judaism influenced philosophy as
well as events among both the Alexandrine Greeks and the Romans. Obvioudy, no Chridtianity, therefore
no Western civilization, or Byzantine, or any of their successors. No telling what will ariseinstead.” He
thought of another atered world, which he had helped abort, and awound twinged that he would bear
throughout hislife,

"Yes, of course,” said Korten impatiently. "The point is, granted that the resources of the Patrol are finite
- and, yes, spread terribly thin over acontinuum that has many nexuses as critica asthisone- | dontt
believe it should concentrate dl available effort on rescuing Tyre. If that happens, and wefall, everything
islogt; the chances of our being ableto restore the origina world become vanishingly smal. No, let us
establish astrong standby - personnel, organization, plans - in Jerusalem, ready to minimize the effects
there. The less that Solomon's kingdom suffers, the less powerful the change vortex will be. That should
give usmorelikelihood of damping it out atogether.”

"Do you mean to, to write Tyre off?" Y ael asked, dismayed.
"No, certainly not. But | do want usto have some insurance againgt itsloss.”
"That initsdlf isplaying fast and loose with higtory.” Chaim's tone trembled.

"I know. But extreme situations call for extreme measures. | came herefirgt to discussit with you, but
please be advised that | intend to pressfor this policy in the highest echelons.” Korten turned to Everard.
"Sir, | regret the need to reduce further the dender resources you have at your command, but my
judgment isthat we mugt.”

"They aren't dender," the American grumbled, "they're downright emaciated.” Following the
preliminary legwork, what has the Patrol got here other than me?

Does that mean the Danellians know I'll succeed? Or does it mean they'll agree with Korten -
even, that Tyreis"already" doomed? If 1 fail - if | die-



He straightened, reached into his pouch for pipe and tobacco, and said: "My lady and gentlemen, this
could too easly turn into a shouting match. Let'stak it over like reasonable people. The beginning of that
isto assemble what hard facts we have, and look at them. Not that I've collected many so far.”

The debate went on for hours. It was afternoon before Y adl suggested they break for food. " Thanks,"
Everard said, "but | think 1'd better get back to the palace. Otherwise Hiram might suspect I'm loafing, a
hisexpense. I'll check in again tomorrow, okay?"

Thetruth was that he had no appetite for the usua heavy meal of the day, roast lamb or whatever ese it
would be. Hed rather get adab of bread and ahunk of goat cheese a some foodstall, while hetried to
sort out this new problem. (Thank technology again. Without the gene-tailored protective microbesthe
Petrol medics had implanted in him, he'd never have dared touch local stuff that wasn't cooked dead.
And vaccinations againgt every sort of disease that came and went through the ages would long since
have overloaded hisimmune system.)

Twentieth-century style, he shook hands al around. Korten might be wrong, or he might not be, but he
was pleasant, able, and well-intentioned. Everard went forth into astreet that brooded and smmered
beneath the sun.

Pum waited. He rose less exuberantly than before. An odd gravity was on the thin young face. "Madter,"”
he breathed, "can we talk unheard?’

They found themselves atavern where they were the only customers. In actudity, it was alean-to roof
shading asmdl areaon which cushionslay; you sat cross-legged, and the landlord fetched clay goblets of
wine from insde hishome. Everard paid him in beeds, after desultory haggling. Foot traffic swarmed and
babbled up and down the street on which the shop intruded, but at this hour men were generaly busied.
They'd relax here, those who could afford to, when cooling shadows had fallen between the walls.

Everard spped the thin, sour drink and grimaced. In his opinion, nobody understood wine before about
the seventeenth century A.D. Beer wasworse. No matter. " Speak, son," he said. "And you needn't
waste bregth or time caling me the radiance of the universe and offering to lie down for meto wipe my
feet on. What have you been doing?'

Pum gulped, shivered, leaned forward. "O lord of mine," he began, and hisvoice broke in an adolescent
sguesk, "your underling has dared take much upon his head. Upbraid me, beat me, have me whipped,
whatever your will may be, if | have transgressed. But never, | beg, never think | have sought anything
but your welfare. My solewish isto serve you asfar asmy poor abilitiesalow.”

A brief grin flashed. ™Y ou see, you pay sowdl!"

Soberness returned: "Y ou are a strong man, aman of great powers, in whose service | may hopeto
flourish. Now for that, | must prove myself worthy. Any lout can carry your baggage or lead youto a
pleasure house. What can Pum-mairam do, over and above this, that my lord will wishtokeegphimasa
retainer? Well, what does my lord require? What does he need?

"Madter, it pleases you to pose as arude tribesman, but from the very first | had afedling there was far
more to you. Of course you would not confide in a chance-met guttersnipe. So, without knowledge of
you, how could | tell what use | might be?"

Yeah, Everard thought, in his kind of hand-to-mouth existence, he had to develop a pretty keen
intuition, or else go under. He kept histone mild: "I am not angry. But tell me what you did."

Pum's big, russet-hued eyes met his and stayed, almost as equal to equd. "1 made bold to query others



about my magter. Always carefully, never letting out what my purpose was or, in sooth, letting the person
suspect what he or she revealed. As proof of this, has anyone seemed to doubt my lord?"

"M-m.... no ... not any morethan | could expect. Who did you tak with?'

"Well, the lovely Pleshti -Bo-ron-u-wen, for agtart.” Pum lifted apalm. "Master! She said never aword
you would not have approved. | read her face, her movements, while | asked certain questions. No
more. She refused me answers, now and then, hersalf, and those refusals told me something too. And her
body does not know how to keep secrets. Isthat her fault?”

"No." Also, | wouldn't be surprised but what you reopened your door a crack that night and
eavesdropped. Never mind. 1 don't want to know.

"Thus| learned you are not of the. . . the Geyil folk, isthat their name? It was no surprise. | had aready
guessed as much. Y ou see, dthough | am sure my madter isterrible in battle, heisasforbearing with
women as amother with her child. Would a half-savage wanderer be?"

Everard laughed ruefully. Touche! On previous missions, held sometimes heard remarks about hislack of
normal callousness, but nobody ese had drawn conclusonsfromiit.

Encouraged, Pum hurried on: "I shan't weary my lord with details. Menias are dways watching the
mighty, and love to gossip about them. | may have deceived Saral the housekeeper atiny bit. Since | was
your footman, she saw no reason to bid me begone. Not that | asked her very much directly. That would
have been both foolish and unnecessary. | was content to get mysdlf steered toward the dwelling of
Jantin-hamu, where they were agog over their visitor yesterday eventide. Thusdid | get ahint of what itis
my lord seeks."

He puffed himself up. "That, resplendent master, was what his servant required. | hied mysdlf down to the
docks and started gadding about. Lo!"

A billow passed through Everard. "What did you find?" he nearly yelled.
"What," Pum declaimed, "but a man who lived through the shipwreck and ondaught of demons?”

Gisgo appeared to be in hismid-forties, short but wiry, hisweathered nutcracker face full of life. Over
the years, he had risen from deckhand to coxswain, a skilled and well-rewarded post. Over the years,
too, his cronies had tired of hearing about his remarkable experience. They took it for just another tall

tele, anyway.

Everard appreciated what afantastic piece of detective work Pum had done, tracing the man down by
getting salorsin wineshops to talk about who told what kind of yarns. He himsdlf could never have
managed it; they'd have been too leery of such an outsider, who moreover wasaroya guest. Like

sens ble people throughout history, the average Phoenician wanted aslittle to do with his government as

possible.

It had been alucky break that Gisgo was homein voyaging season. However, he had attained enough
seniority and saved enough wedth that he need no more join long expeditions, hazardous and
uncomfortable. His ship was on the Egypt run, and took layovers between passages.

In his neet fifth-floor gpartment, his two wives brought refreshments while he lolled back and spouted at
his guests. A window gave on a court between tenements. The view was of clay walls and laundry strung
on lines between. Y et sunlight came in dongside an eddy of breeze, to touch souvenirs of many atrip - a



miniature Babylonian cherub, asyrinx from Greece, afaence hippopotamus from the Nile, an Iberian
juju, aleaf-shaped bronze dagger from the North. . . . Everard had made a substantial golden gift, and
the mariner waxed expansve.

"Aye" Giggo sad, "that was an edritch journey, 'twas. Bad time of year, equinox drawing nigh, and
those there Sinim from who knows where, carrying misfortune in their bones for aught we knew. But we
were young, the whole crew of us, from the captain on down; we reckoned on wintering in Cyprus,
where the wines are strong and the girls are sweet; those Sinim, they'd pay well, they would. For that
kind of metal, we were ready to give thefig to death and hell. I've since grown wiser, but won't clam I'm
gladder, no, no. I'm still spry, but | fed the teeth gnawing, and believe me, my friends, it was better to be

young."

He signed himsdlf. "The poor lads who went down, may their shades rest peaceful . With aglance at
Pum: "One of them looked like you, younker. Gave me astart, you did, when first we met. Adiyaton,
wasthat hisname? Aye, | think so. Maybe he was your grandsire?'

The boy gestured ignorance. He had no way of knowing.

"I've made my offeringsfor the lot of them, | have," Gisgo went on, "aswell asin thanksfor my own
ddiverance. Always stand by your friends and pay your debts, then the godswill help you in your need.

They surely helped me.

"The Cyprusrunistricky at best. Can't make camp; it's overnight on the open sea, sometimes for days
onendif thewind'sfoul. Thistime - ah, thistime! Scarce were we beyond sight of land when the gde
struck, and little did it avail usto spread oil on those waters. Out oars and keep her head to the waves, it
was, till breath failed and sinews cracked but we must row regardless. Black asapig's bowels, it was,
and howling and lashing and rolling and pitching while the sdt crusted my eyes and stung the cracksin my
lips - and how to keep stroke when we couldn't hear the cox's drum through the wind?

"But on the midships catwalk | saw the chief of the Sinim, cloak flapping about him, faced sraight into the
blagt, and laughing, laughing!

"l don't know whether he was bold, or landlubber-ignorant of the danger, or wiser than | then wasin the
ways of the sea. Afterward I've harked back, in the light of much hard-won knowledge, and decided that
with any luck we could have ridden out the orm. That was awell-found ship, and her officers knew
their trade. However, the gods, or the demons, would haveit otherwise.

"For suddenly, crack and blaze! The brightness blinded me. | lost hold of my oar, like most of usdid.
Somehow | fumbled out and got agrip on it again beforeit did away between the tholes. That may have
saved my sight, because | wasn't looking up when the second bolt smote.

"Aye, we'd been hit by lightning. Twice. I'd heard no thunder, but maybe the roar of the waves and
shriek of thewind covered that. When the dazze began to clear from my eyes, | saw the mast aflame
like atorch. The hull was dashed and weakened. | felt the seashiver my skull, and my arse, too, asit
broke the ship gpart under me. "That scarce seemed to matter right away. For by that fitful, ragged light |
glimpsed thingsin heaven, like yonder winged bull but huge asredl oxen and ashine asif cast iniron. Men
were astride them. They swooped downward -

"Then everything went to pieces. | found mysdlf in the water, clutching my oar. A couple other menin my
sght had got hold of flotsam aso. But the fury wasn't done with us. A lightning bolt struck down, straight

into poor Hurum-abi, my drinking friend since | was akid. He must've been killed right off. Me, | ducked
below and held my bresth aslong's | could.



"When | must needs bring my nose up for air, | seemed to be aonein the sea. But overhead wasa
swarm of those dragons or chariots or whatever they were, a-dart through the wind. Flame raged
between them. | went under again.

"| think they were soon gone to wherever in the Beyond they'd come from, but | wastoo busy staying
aliveto pay any more heed. Finaly | madeit to land. What had happened seemed unred, likeamad
dream. Maybeit was. | don't know. What | do know isthat I'm the single man on that ship who ever
came back. Praise Tanith, eh, girls?' Undaunted by memory, Gisgo pinched the bottom of his nearest
wife

M ore reminiscence followed, which took a couple of hoursto disentangle. Findly Everard could ask, his
tongue dry despite thewine: "Do you remember just when thiswas? How many years ago?'

"Why, surel do, sure | do,” Gisgo answered. "An even one score and Six years, come fifteen days
before thefal equinox, or pretty near to that."

Hewaved ahand. "How do | know, you wonder? Wedll, it's like the Egyptian priests, that keep such a
close caendar because their river floods and falls every year. A seaman who doesn't take care, he's not
likely to get old. Did you know that beyond the Pillars of Megart the searises and fdlslike the Nile, but
twice aday? Y ou'd better watch those times sharp, if you'd farein those parts.

"But the Sinim, they were what really drove the idea home in this head. There | was, attendant on my
captain while they bargained with him for passage, and they kept talking about exactly which day we'd
depart -talking him into it, you understand. | listened, and | thought what gains might liein that kind of
remembering, and told myself I'd make apoint of it. Back then, | couldn't read or write, but what | could
do was mark whatever special things happened each year, and keep those happeningsin order and count
back over them when | needed to. So thiswasthe year in between a venture to the Red Cliff Shoresand
the year when | caught the Babylonian disease -"

Everard and Pum emerged and began walking from the Sidonian Harbor quarter, down a Street of the
Ropemakers now filling with dusk and quietness, toward the palace.

"My lord gathers hisforces, | see" murmured the boy after awhile.
The Patrolman nodded absently. His mind wasin astorm of itsown.

Varagan's procedure seemed clear to him. (Everard felt well-nigh certain it was Merau Varagan,
perpetrating afresh enormity.) From wherever in space-time his hideout was, he and haf adozen of his
confederates had sought the Usu area, twenty-six years ago. Others must have carried them on hoppers,
which let them off and immediately returned. The Petrol couldn't hope to caich the vehiclesin that brief an
interlude, when the exact place and moment were unknown. Varagan's band had gone afoot into town
and ingratiated themsaves with King Abibadl.

They must have donethis after bombing the temple, leaving the ransom note, and probably making the
attempt on Everard - after, that is, in terms of their world lines, their continuity of experience. It would not
have been hard to pick such atarget, or even plant such an n. Scientists studying Tyre had written
books which were readily avalable. The preliminary mischief would give Varagan anideaasto the
feashility of hisentire scheme. Having decided that it would be worth a substantia investment of lifepan
and effort, he thereupon sought the detailed knowledge, the kind that seldom getsinto books, which he
would need in order to do areally thorough job of wrecking this society.



When they had learned as much at the court of Abibaal asthey felt was called for, Varagan and his
followers|eft town in conventiona wise, o as not to engender stories among the people that would
spread and persst and eventudly give the Patrol alead. For the same reason, the dying out of public
interest in them, they wanted it thought that they had perished.

Hence their departure date, on which they had ingsted; a scouting flight had revedled that a storm would
suddenly risewithin hours. Those of the gang who were to pick them up had fired energy beamsto
destroy the ship and kill the witnesses. Had they not chanced to miss Gisgo, they would have covered
their tracks amost completdly. In fact, without Sarai's assistance, Everard would most likely never have
heard of those Sinim who were unfortunately lost at sea.

From his base, Varagan had "aready" dispatched agentsto keep an eye on Patrol HQ in Tyre, asthe
time of hisdemondtration attack drew near. If such agunman succeeded in recognizing and killing one or
more of the scarce, valued Unattached officers, excellent! 1t would increase the probability of the
Exaltationists getting what they wanted - whether that be the matter transmuter or the destruction of the
Dand-lian future. Everard didn't think Varagan cared which. Either would gratify his power hunger and
Schadenfreude.

Wi, but Everard had found the spoor. He could loose the hounds of the Patrol - Can 1?

He gnawed his Cdtic mustache and thought irrdlevantly how glad held be to mow the damned fungus off,
once this operation was finished. Will it be?

Outnumbered, outgunned, Varagan was not necessarily outsmarted. His scheme had abuilt-in fall-safe
that might be impossible to break.

The trouble was, the Phoeni cians possessed neither clocks nor accurate navigation instruments. Gisgo
didn't know, any closer than aweek or two, when his ship suffered disaster; nor did he know, any closer
than fifty miles or so, where it had been at the time. Therefore Everard didn't.

Of course, the Patrol could easily ascertain the date, and the course for Cyprus was known. But anything
more precise required keeping watch from the air nearby, didn't it? And the enemy must have detectors
which would warn him of that. The pilots who were to scuttle the ship and take away Vara-gan's group
could arrive prepared for adogfight. They wouldn't need but afew minutesto carry out their mission,
then they'd be untraceably gone.

Worse, they might cancel the mission dtogether. They could wait for amore favorable ingtant to recover
their associates - or, worse yet, do it at an earlier time, before the ship ever sailed. In either case, Gisgo
would not have (had) the experience which Everard had just heard him relate. Thetrail that the Patrolman
had so painfully uncovered would never have existed. Probably the long-range consequencesto history
would betrivid, but there was no guarantee of that, once you started monkeying around with events.

For the same reasons, certain nullification of clues and possible upheava in the continuum, the Patrol
could not anticipate Varagan's plan. It dared not, for instance, swoop down on the ship and arrest the
passengers before the gale and the Exaltationists struck.

Looks like the only way we can proceed is to appear exactly where they are, within that time-slot
of five minutes or less when theriders carry out their dirty work. But how are we to pinpoint it
without alerting them?

"l think," said Pum, "my lord intends to do bettle, in astrange resllm where wizards are hisfoes."

Am | that transparent to him? "Yes, it may be," Everard replied. "I'll first recompense you well, for



you've been aright-hand man to me."
Theyouth plucked hisdeeve. "Lord," heimplored, "let your servant follow you."
Astounded, Everard stopped in mid-gtride. "Huh?"

"I would not be parted from my master!" cried Pum. Tears gleamed in his eyes and down his
cheekbones. "Better death at his Side - aye, better the demons cast me down to hell - than return to that
cockroach life you raised me from. Teach mewhat | should do. Y ou know | learn fast. | shall not be
afraid. Y ou have made meinto aman!”

By God, | do believe that for once his passion is perfectly genuine.

It's out of the question, of course. 1Sit? Everard stood thunderstruck. Pum danced before him,
laughing and weeping. "My lord will doit, my lord will take me!™

And maybe, maybe, after thisisall over, if he's survived - maybe we'll have gained something very
precious.

"Thedanger will begrest,” Everard said dowly. "Moreover, | await things and happenings from which
hardy warriorswould flee, screaming. And earlier, you'll have to acquire knowledge which, most of the
wise men in thisworld could not even understand, wereit told them.”

"Try me, my lord," answered Pum. A sudden cam had come upon him.
"l will! Let'sgo!" Everard strode so fast that the youth must trot to keep up.

Basic indoctrination would take days, assuming Pum could handleit. That was okay, though. It would
take awhile anyway to collect the necessary intelligence and organi ze atask force. Besides, meanwhile
there would be Bronwen. Everard couldn't tell if he himself would live through the conflict. Let him first
receive whatever joy came hisway, and try to give it back.

Captain Badram was reluctant. "Why should | enroll your son?" he demanded. "I've afull crew aready,
including two agpprentices. Thisoneisalandlubber born, smdl, and scrawny.”

"He's stronger than he seems,” replied the man who called himsdf Adiyaton'sfather. (A quarter century
hence, hewould call himself Zakarbad.) "Y oull find him clever and willing. Asfor experience, everybody
begins with none, true? See here, sir. I'm anxious for him to get into atrading career. For the sake of that,
I'll be happy to ... make it worth your while persondly.”

"Well, now." Baaram smiled and stroked his beard. "That's different. What amount of tuition had you in
mind?'

Adiyaton (who, aquarter century hence, would have no precautionary need not to call himsdlf
Pummairam) looked glesful. Inwardly, he shivered, for he gazed upon aman who must soon die.

From where the Patrol squadron waited, high in heaven, the storm was a blue-black mountain range
crouched on the northern horizon. Elsawhere the seareached argent and sapphire across the curve of the
planet, save where idands broke the sheen and, eastward, the Syrian coast made adarkling line. Low in
the west, the sun shone as cold as the blue around it. Wind whittered in Everard's ears.

On thefront saddle of histime hopper, he huddled into a parka. The rear seat was empty, like those of
about "hdf the two-score vehicles that shared the sky with him. Their pilots hoped to transport prisoners.



The rest were guncraft, eggs of armor wherein firewaited to hatch. Light clanged off metdl.

Dam! Everard thought. I'm freezing. How much longer? Has something gone wrong? Did Pum
betray himself to the enemy, or has his equipment failed, or what?

A receiver dia secured to the steering bar beeped and winked red. Breath exploded out of him, white
vapor that the wind strewed and swallowed. Despite his years as a hunter of men, he must gulp before he
could snap into histhroat mike: "Signa received by commander. Triangulation stations, report.”

Down ahead, in wrack and spindrift, the enemy band had appeared. They had commenced their evil
labors. But Pum had reached inside his garb and pressed the button on aminiature radio transmitter.

Radio. The Exatationists wouldn't anticipate something that primitive. Everard hoped.

Now, Pum, boy, are you able to find shelter, protect yourself, the way you were told to? Fear lad
fingers around the Patrolman's gullet. He'd doubtless begotten sons, here and there through the ages, but
thiswas the closest he had ever come to having one.

Words crackled in his earphones. Numbers followed. Instruments a hundred miles apart had precisely
found the bel eaguered ship. Clocks had aready recorded the first split second of reception. "Okay,"
Everard said. "Compute spatial coordinates for each vehicle according to our strategy. Troopers, stand
by for ingtructions.”

That required severa minutes. Hefdt achilly peace weling up within him. His unit was committed. At
this exact moment, it wasin battle yonder. Let that happen which the Norns willed.

The data came crisply. "Everybody set?' he called. "Advance!”

He himsdf verniered controls and flipped the main drive toggle. His machine sprang forward through
space, backward through time, to the moment when Pum had hailed it.

Wind raved. The hopper rocked and yawed in its antigrav field. Fifty yards below, black in thisgloom,
waves roared. The spume blown off them was deet-colored. Everard saw by the light of a greet torch
someways off. A resnous mast, fanned by the storm, burned fiercely. Tarry, flaming pieces of the ship
were quenched in steam as it broke apart.

Everard tugged down his optica amplifiers. Vison became stark. It showed him that his command had
arrived correctly, so asto englobe the half-dozen enemy vehicles everywhere above the billows.

It had not come soon enough to prevent them from starting their butchery. They had done that on the
instant of their own appearance. Not knowing where any one of them would be, but knowing that each
was lethaly well-armed, Everard had perforce caused his group to show up at a distance where it could
assessthe situation before the killers noticed it.

They would, in aheartbeat or two. "Attack!" Everard roared needlesdly. His steed hurtled forward.

A blue-white hell-beam speared through murk. Zigzagging as he flew, hefdt it misshim by inches: heet,
sting of ozone, crack of air. He didn't seeit, for his goggles had automatically stopped down aglare that
would have blinded.

Nor did he shoot back, though he drew his blaster. That wasn't his business. Heaven was aready lurid
with such lightnings. The watersreflected them asif aso &fire.

There was no good way to seize any enemy pilots. Everard's gunners had ordersto kill, at once, before



the reaversredized how outnumbered they were and skipped off into space-time. The job of the
single-riding Patrolmen was to capture those spies who had been aboard the ship.

He didn't expect hed find them clinging to the sections of hull that siwvung to and fro in the swellsand
disntegrated. Men would check those, of course, just in case. But likeliest the travel ers were afl oat by
themsaves. They'd surely taken the precaution of wearing cartridge-inflatable life jackets under their
contemporary kaftans.

Pum could not risk doing s0. As a crewboy, held have looked wrong in much more than aloincloth. It
served to conced histranamitter, but nothing else. Everard had made certain he learned to swim.

Few Punic sailors could. Everard glimpsed one who gripped aplank. Almost, he went to the rescue. But
no, he mustn't. Baalram and his mariners had gone under - except for Gisgo, whose surviva reveded
itself to be no accident. The Patrol had pounced in time to save him from being hunted down ashe
drifted; and he had the strength to keep hold of his heavy sweep till it washed ashore. Therest, his
shipmates, hisfriends - they died and their kin mourned them, aswould be the fate of seafarersfor the
next several thousand years. . . and afterward spacefarers, timefarers....At least these men perished so
that their people, and untold billions of peoplein the future, might live.

It was a bleak consolation.

Everard's reheightened vision brought him sight of another head, unmistakable, yes, aman who bobbed
about free as a cork - an enemy to take. He swung low. The man looked up out of froth and turmail.
Madignancy wrenched a his mouth. A hand rose from the water. It carried an energy pistal.

Everard was quicker to shoot. A thin beam stabbed. The man's scream waslost inthe gale. Likewise
was hisweapon. He gaped at seared flesh and naked bone on that wridt.

Here Everard felt no pity. But he had not wanted to day, in this encounter. Live captives, under painless,
harmless, absol ute psychointerrogation, could direct the Patrol to the lairs of dl sorts of interesting
villainies

Everard lowered hisvehicle. Its motor throbbed, holding it in place against the waves that crashed over
it, the wind that tore and hooted and chilled. Hislegs clenched tight on the frame. He leaned from his
saddle, got a hold on the semiconscious man, lifted him and laid him acrossthe bow. Okay, let's get
some altitude!

It was sheer chance, but not the less satisfying, that he, Manse Everard, turned out to be the Patrol agent
who clapped hands on Merau Varagan.

The squadron sought a quiet place, to make assessment before it went uptime. Its choicewas an
uninhabited Aegean idet. White dliffsrose out of cerulean waters, whose cam was stirred only by glitter
of sunlight and foam. Gullsflew equaly lucent, and mewed through the lulling of the breeze. Shrubsthrust
forth among boulders. Warmth baked pungencies out of their leaves. Far and far away, a sail passed by.
It could have been driving the ship of Odysseus.

The constables held conference. They had suffered no harm apart from afew wounds. For those,
analgesics and antishock medications were directly available, and later hospital trestment would restore
whatever had been lost. They had shot down four Exatationist vehicles; three got away, but would be
hunted, would be hunted. They had taken afull complement of captives.



One of the Patrolmen, homing on the transmitter, had plucked Pummairam from the sea.

"Good show!" Everard bawled, and hugged the boy to him.

They sat on abench at the Egyptian Harbor. It was as private a Spot as any, since everyone roundabout
was too busy to eavesdrop; and soon the pulse of Tyre would beat no morefor either of them. They did
draw stares. In honor of the occasion, which had included various recrestions around town, Everard had
bought them both kaftans of the finest linen and most beautiful dye, fit for the kingsthey felt themsdvesto
be. He didn't care about the clothing, except that it would make duly impressive hisfarewell at Hiram's
court, but Pum was ecstetic.

The quay resounded - dap of feet, thud of hoofs, cresk of whedls, rumble of rolled barrels. A cargo was
infrom Ophir, by way of Sinai, and stevedores were unloading its costly baes. Sweat beneath the sun
made their muscled bodies shine. Sailorslounged in anearby lean-to tavern, where agirl danced to music
of flute and tabor; they drank, gambled, laughed, boasted, swapped yarns of countries beyond and
beyond. A vendor sang the praises of the sweetmeats on histray. A donkey cart passed laden. A priest
of Megart, in gorgeous robes, talked with an austere foreigner who served Osiris. A couple of
red-haired Achaeans swaggered piratically by. A long-bearded warrior from Jerusalem and a bodyguard
for avigting Philistine dignitary exchanged glares, but the peace of Hiram stayed their swords. A black
man in leopard skin and ostrich plumes drew a swarm of Phoenician urchins. An Assyrian walked
weightily, holding his staff like aspear. An Anatolian and a blond man from the North of Europereded
armin arm, beerful and cheerful. . . . Theair smelled of dyeworks, dung, smoke, tar, but dso of
sandal-wood, myrrh, spice, and salt spray.

It would dieat lagt, al of this, centuries hence, as everything must die; but first, how mightily would it
have lived! How rich would beits heritage!

"Yes" Everard said, "1 don't want you to get above yourself -" He chuckled, "- though are you ever
below yoursdlf? Still, Pum, you're aremarkable find. We didn't smply rescue Tyre, we won you."

A trifle more hesitant than usua, the youngster stared before him. ™Y ou explained that, lord, when
teaching me. That hardly anybody in this age of the world is able to imagine travel through time and the
marvels of tomorrow. It isno useto tell them, they merely get bewildered and frightened.” He cradled his
downy chin. "Maybe | am different because | was aways on my own, never cast into amold and let
harden." Happily: "Then | praise the gods, or whatever they were, that kicked meinto such alife. It
prepared me for anew life with my magter.”

"Well, no, not redly that," Everard replied. "We won't see each other often again, you and |."
"What?" exclaimed Pum, gtricken. "Why? Has your servant offended you, O my lord?"

"Not inany way." Everard patted the thin shoulder beside him. "On the contrary. But mineisaroving
commission. What we want you for isan agent in place, herein your home country, which you know in
and out asaforeigner like me - or Chaim and Y ael Zorach - never can. Don't worry. It will be a colorful
task, and require as much of you asyou can give."

Pum gusted asigh. His smile flashed white. "Wéll, that will do, master! In truth, | was alittle daunted at
the thought of faring aways among diens." Histone dropped. "Will you ever come vist me?’

"Sure, onceinawhile. Or if you like, you can join mein assorted interesting future locales when you take
your furloughs. We Patrollers work hard, and sometimes dangeroudy, but we have our fun." Everard



paused, then went on: "Of coursg, first you need training, education, every kind of knowledge and kill
you lack. You'll go to the Academy, esewhere in space and time. There you'll spend years, and they
won't be easy years - though | believe on the whole you'll revel in them. At last you'l return to this same
year in Tyre, aye, this same month, and take up your duties.”

"I will befull-grown?"

"Right. Infact, they'll put quite abit of height and weight on you, aswell asinformation into you. Youll
need anew identity, but that won't be hard to arrange. The same name will serve; it's common enough.
Y ou'll be Pummairam the sailor, who shipped out years before as ayouthful deckhand, won afortunein
trade goods, and is ready to buy a ship and organize his own ventures. Y ou won't be especially
conspicuous, that would defeat our purpose, but you'll be a prosperous and well-regarded subject of
King Hiram."

The boy clasped hands together. "L ord, your benevolence overwhelms his servant.”

"It isn't done with doing that," Everard answered. "'l have discretionary authority in acaselikethis, you
know, and | am going to make certain arrangements on your behalf. Y ou can't passfor arespectable
man when you settle down unlessyou get married. Very wdl, you'll marry Sara.”

Pum sgueaked. His gaze upon the Patrolman was dismayed.

Everard laughed. "Oh, come!" he said. " She may not be any beauity, but she's not hideous either; we owe
her much; and she'sloyd, intelligent, versed in the ways of the palace, lots of useful stuff. True, shelll
never know who you redly are. Shell just be the wife of Captain Pummairam and mother of his children.
If any questionsarisein her mind, | think shell betoo wiseto ask them." Sternly: ™Y ou will be good to
her. Do you hear?"

"Well - ah, well - " Pum's attention strayed to the dancing girl. Phoenician maeslived by the double
standard, and Tyre held more than its share of joyhouses. "Yes, Sir."

Everard dapped the other's knee. "' read your mind, son. However, you may find you're not so
interested in roaming. For asecond wife, what would you say to Bronwen?'

It was apleasure to watch Pum being flabbergasted.

Everard grew serious. "Before leaving,” he explained, "1 mean to give Hiram a gift, not the sort of present
that's customary but something spectacular, like agold ingot. The Petrol has unlimited wedth and a

rel axed attitude toward requisitions. For the sake of hishonor, Hiram can refuse me nothing in histurn. I'll
ask for hisdave Bronwen and her children. When they are mine, I'll formally manumit them and furnish
her adowry.

"I've sounded her out. If she can have freedom in Tyre, she doesn't really want to go back to her
homeland and share awattle-and-daub hut with ten or fifteen fellow tribesfolk. But to stay here, she must
have ahusband for herself, a stepfather for her kids. How about you?'

"l -would | - might she-" The blood came and went through Pum's face.
Everard nodded. "I promised I'd find her a decent man.”

She was wistful. Still, practicality takes precedence over romance in thisera, asit doesin most. It
may be hard on himlater, seeing his family grow old while he only fakes it. But what with his
missions through time, he'll have them for many decades of his life; and he's not brought up to the
American kind of sensitivity, after all. It should go reasonably well. No doubt the women will



become friends, and league to quietly rule Captain Pummairam's roost for him.
"Then . .. oh, my lord!" The youth legped to hisfeet and pranced.

"Easy, easy." Everard grinned. "On your caendar, remember, you've yearsto go before you're
established. Why delay? Seek the house of Zakar-baal and report to the Zorachs. They'll get you
Sarted.”

For my part. . . well, it'll take me a few days yet to wind up my stay at the palace in graceful and
plausible fashion. Meanwhile, Bronwen and | - Everard sSghed, with awistfulness of hisown.

Pum was gone. Feet flying, kaftan flapping, the purple wharf rat sped to the destiny he would make for
himsdf.

THE SORROW OF ODIN THE
GOTH

"Then | heard avoicein theworld: 'O woe
for the broken troth, And the heavy Need of the Niblungs, and
the Sorrow of Odin the Goth!" "

- William Morris, Sgurd the Volsung

372

Wind gusted out of twilight as the door opened. Fires burning down the length of the hdl flared in their
trenches; flames wavered and streamed from stone lamps, smoke roiled bitter back from the roof-holes
that should have let it out. The sudden brightness gleamed off spearheads, ax-heads, swordguards, shield
bosses, where weapons rested near the entry. Men, crowding the great room, grew till and watchful, as
did thewomen who had been bringing them horns of ale. It was the gods carved on the pillars that
seemed to move amidst unrestful shadows, one-handed Father Tiwaz, Donar of the Ax, the Twin
Horsemen - they, and the beasts and heroes and entwining branches graven into the wainscot. \Whoo-00
said thewind, anoise as cold asitsalf.

Hathawulf and Solbern trod through. Their mother Ulrica strode between them, and the look upon her
face was no less terrible than the look on theirs. The three of them halted for a heartbesat or two, along
time for those who awaited their word. Then Solbern shut the door while Hathawulf stepped forward and
raised hisright arm. Silence clamped down on the hdll, save for the crackling of fires and seething of
breath.



Y et it was Alawin who spoke firgt. Rising from his bench, hisdim frame aguiver, he cried, " So well take
revenge!" Hisvoice cracked; he had but fifteen winters.

Thewarrior besde him hauled at hisdeeve and growled, "Sit. It isfor thelord to tell us." Alawin gulped,
glared, obeyed.

A smile of sorts brought forth teeth in Hathawulf's yellow beard. He had been in the world nine years
longer than yon haf-brother, four years more than hisfull brother Solbern, but he seemed older, and not
only because of height, wide shoulders, wildcat gait; leadership had been hisfor thelast five of those
years, after hisfather Tharasmund's death, and hastened the growth of his soul. There were those who
whispered that Ulrica kept too strong agrip on him, but any who gquestioned his manhood would have
hed to meet him in afight and been unlikely to walk away fromit.

"Yes," he said, without loudness, neverthel ess heard from end to end of the building. "Bring forth the
wine, wenches, drink well, al my men, make love to your wives, break out your war-gear; friendswho
have come hither offering help, take my deepest thanks: for tomorrow dawn werideto day my sster's
murderer.”

"Ermanaric,” uttered Solbern. He was shorter and darker than Hathawulf, more given to tending hisfarm
and to shaping things with his hands than to war or the chase; but he spat forth the name asiif it had been
afoulnessin hismouth.

A dgh, rather than agasp, ran around the throng, though some of the women shrank back, or moved
closer to hushands, brothers, fathers, youths whom they might have married someday. A few thanes
growled, dmost gladly, deep in their throats. Grimness came upon others.

Among the latter was Liuderis, who had quelled Alawin. He stood up on his bench, so asto be seen
above heads. A stout, grizzled, scarred fellow, formerly Tharasmund's trustiest man, he asked heavily:
"Y ou would fare againg the king, to whom you gave your oath?"

"That oath became worthless when he had Swanhild trodden beneath the hoofs of horses," answered
Hathawulf.

"Y et he says Randwar plotted his death.”

"He sayd" Ulricashouted. She staked forth until what light there wasflickered more fully acrossher: a
big woman, her coiled braids haf gray and half till ruddy around aface whose lines had frozen into the
sternness of Weard hersdlf. Costly furstrimmed Ulricas cloak; the gown beneath was of Eastland silk;
amber from the Northlands glowed around her neck: for she was the daughter of aking, who had
married into the god-descended house of Tharasmund.

She hdted, fists clenched, and flung at Liuderis and the rest: "Well might Randwar the Red have sought to
overthrow Ermanaric. Too long have the Goths suffered from that hound. Yes, | cal him hound,
Ermanaric, unfit to live. Tell me not how he made us mighty and his sway reachesfrom the Baltic Seato
the Black. Itis his sway, not ours, and it will not outlast him. Tell yoursaves, rather, of scot well-nigh
ruinous to pay, of wives and maidens dishonored, of lands unrightfully seized and folk driven from their
homes, of men hewn down or burned in their surrounded dwellings merely because they dared speak
againg his deeds. Remember how he dew his nephews and their familieswhen he did not get their
treasure. Think how he had Randwar hanged, on nothing more than the word of Sibicho Mann-frithsson
- Sihicho, that viper forever hissng in theking's ear. And ask yoursalvesthis. Even if Randwar had
indeed become Ermanaric's foe, betrayed before he could strike to avenge outrage upon hiskin - even if
this be so, why should Swanhild dietoo? Shewas only hiswife." Ulricadrew breath. " She was dso the
daughter of Tharasmund and mysdlf, the Sster of your chief Hathawulf and of Solbern hisbrother. They,



who sprang from Wodan, shall send Ermanaric below to be her dave.”

"Y ou talked to your sonsadonefor haf aday, my lady,” said Liuderis. "How much of thisisyour will, not
theirs?'

Hathawulf brought hand to sword. ™Y ou overspesk yoursdlf," he snapped.
"I meant noill -" thewarrior began.

"Theearthistearful with the blood of Swanhild thefair,” said Ulrica. "Will it bear for us ever again, if we
do not wash it with the blood of her murderer?”

Solbern stayed more cam: "Y ou Teurings know well how trouble has been waxing for years between the
king and our tribe. Why else did you raly to us when you heard what happened? Do you not all think
that belike this deed of hiswas doneto test our mettle? If we sit quietly at our hearths - if Heorot takes
whatever weregild he might deign to offer - hewill know heisfreeto crush us atogether.”

Liuderis nodded, folded arms across breast, and answered steadily, "Well, you shdl not fare to battle
without my sons and me, while this old head remains above ground. | did but wonder if you and
Hathawulf are being rash. Ermanaric is strong indeed. Would it not be better if we bide our time, make
quite ready, gather men of neighbor tribes, before we strike?’

Hathawulf smiled afresh, alittle more warmly than erstwhile. "We thought about thet,” he said in aleve
tone. "If we give ourselvestime, we give the king time, too. Nor do | believe we can raise very many
pears againgt him. Not while the Huns prowl the marches, vassd folk are sullen about paying tribute,

and the Romans might see, in awar of Goth upon Goth, a chance to enter and lay al beneath them.
Besides, Ermanaric will not st idle long before he moves to humble the Teurings. No, we must attack
now, before he awaits us - catch him unawares, overwhelm his guardsmen - they do not much outnumber
you who are here - day Ermanaric in one quick, clean blow, and afterward call afolkmoot to pick anew
king who shdl be righteous.

Liuderis nodded again. "1 have spoken my mind, you have spoken yours. Now let us have an end of
gpeaking. Tomorrow weride." He sat down.

"Itisarik," Ulricasaid. "Theseare my last living sons, and maybe they fareto their deaths. That isas
Weard wills, who sets the doom of gods and men alike. But rather would | have my sonsdie boldly than
kned to their sster's murderer. No luck would come of that."

Y oung Alawin legped anew to hisfeet on the bench. His knife flashed forth. "Wewon't diel" he shouted.
"Ermanaric will, and Hathawulf will be king of the Ostrogothd!™

A dow roar, like an incoming tide, lifted from the men.

Solbern the sober walked down the hall. The crowd made way for him. Strewn rushes rustled and the
clay floor thudded benegth his boots. "Did | hear you say ‘we?" he asked through the rumbling. “No,
you're aboy. Y ou stay home."

The downy cheeks reddened. "1 am man enough to fight for my housel" Alawin shrilled.
Ulrica gtiffened where she stood. Crudty lashed from her: " 'Y our' house, by-blow?"

The growing din died away. Men traded uneasy stares. It did not bode well, such an unleashing of olden
hatred at such an hour asthis. Alawin's mother Erelievahad not merely been aleman of Tharasmund's,
she had become the one woman for whom he redlly cared, and Ulrica had gloated dmost openly when



every child that Erdlieva bore him, savefor thisfirstborn, died smdl. After the chieftain himself went
down hell-road, friends of hers had gotten her hagtily married off to ayeoman who lived far from the hdll.
Alawin stayed, the seemly thing for alord's son to do, but Ulricawas dways stinging him.

Eyes clashed through smoke and shadow-haunted firdlight. 'Y es, my house," Alawin called, "and
Swanhild m-m-my sigter too." His stammer made him bite hislip for shame.

"Easy, easy." Hathawulf raised hisarm again. "Y ou have theright, lad, and do well to clamit. Yes, ride
with us, come dawn." His glance defied Ulrica. She twisted her mouth but said naught. Everybody
guessed she was hoping the stripling would be killed.

Hathawulf strode toward the high seat at the middle of the hall. Hiswords rang: “"No more bickering!
Well be merry thiseventide. But first, Andaug -" thisto hiswife - "come gt beside me, and together well
drink the beaker of Wodan."

Feet slamped, fists pounded wood, kniveslifted like torches. The women themselves began to yell with
themen: "Hall, hall, hail!"

The door flew open.

Dusk had degpened fast, when autumn was on hand, so that the newcomer stood in the middle of
blackness. Wind flapped the edges of hisblue cloak, flung afew dead leavesin past him, whistled and
chilled dong the room. Folk turned to see who had come, drew a sharp breath, and those who had been
seated now scrambled to stand. It was the Wanderer.

Talest he ssood among them, holding his spear more like a staff than awegpon, asif he had no need of
iron. A broad-brimmed hat shaded hisface, but not the wolf-gray hair and beard, nor the gleam of his
gaze. Few of them here had ever seen him before, most had never happened to be nigh when he made
his seldom showings; but none failed to know the forefather of the Teuring headmen.

Ulricawasfirg to muster hardihood. " Greeting, Wanderer, and welcome," she said. ™Y ou honor our
roof. Come, take the high seet, and | will bring you ahorn of wine."

"No, agoblet, a Roman goblet, the best we have," said Solbern.

Hathawulf came back to the door, squared his shoulders, and stood before the Elder. "Y ou know what is
afoot," he said. "What word have you for us?"

"This," answered the Wanderer. His voice was deep, and did not sound like the southern Goths, or like
any'swhom they had met. Men supposed his mother tongue was the tongue of the gods. Tonight it fell
heavily, asif grief weighted it. "Y ou are bound upon vengeance, Hathawulf and Solbern, and that stands
not to be dtered; itisthe will of Weard. But Alawin shall not go with you." The youth shrank back,
whitening. A near sob broke harsh from histhroat.

The Wanderer'slook ranged down the hdl to lay hold upon him. "Thisis needful,” he went on, word by
dow word. "1 lay no dur on you when | say that you are only half-grown, and would die bravely but
uselessy. All who are men havefirst been boys. No, | tell you instead that yours shall be another task,
more hard and strange than vengeance, for the welfare of that kindred which sprang from your father's
father's mother Jorith -" did histone waver theleast hit? - "and myself. Abide, Alawin. Y our timewill
come soon enough.”

"It...shdl bedone... asyou will," lord," said Hathawulf out of a stiffened gullet. "But what doesthis
mean . . . for those of uswho ride forth?"



The Wanderer regarded for him for awhile that grew very sill before answering: ™Y ou do not wish to
know. Be the word good or ill, you do not wish to know."

Alawin sank to his bench, laid head in hands, and shuddered.

"Farewell," said the Wanderer. His cloak swirled, his spear swung about, the door shut, he was gone.

1935

| didn't change clothestill my vehicle had brought me across space-time. Then, in aPatrol base which
masgueraded as awarehouse, | shed the garb of the Dnieper basin, late fourth century, and donned that
of the United States, middle twentieth century.

The basic patterns, shirts and trousers for men, gowns for women, were the same. Differences of detall
were countless. Despite its coarse fabrics, the Gothic outfit was more comfortable than atie and jacket. |
stowed it in the baggage box of my hopper, along with such specia items asthe little gadget I'd used to
ligten in, from outside, on the proceedingsin the hall of the Teuring sachem. Since my spear wouldntt fit, |
left it strapped to the Side of the machine. | wouldn't be going anyplace on that except back to the milieu
where such weapons belonged.

The officer on duty today wasin his early twenties - young by current sandards; in most eras hedd long
since have been an established family man - and somewhat in awe of me. True, my status as a member of
the Time Patrol was amost as much atechnicality ashis. | had no part in policing the spatiotempora
lanes, rescuing travelersin distress, or anything glamorous like that. | was merely ascientist of sorts;
"scholar" was probably more accurate. However, | did make trips on my own, which he was not
qudified to do.

He peered at me as | emerged from the hangar to the nondescript office, dlegedly of a construction
company, which was our front in thistown during these years. "Welcome home, Mr. Harness," he said.
"Uh, you had a pretty rough go-around, didn't you?"

"What makesyou think s0?" | replied automatically.
"Y our expression, Sir. Theway youwalk."

" wasin no danger,” | rapped. Not caring to talk about it, except to Laurie and maybe not her either for
awhile, | brushed past him and stepped out onto the Street.

Hereadsoit wasfdl, thekind of crigp and brilliant day New Y ork often enjoyed until it became
uninhabitable; this year chanced to be the one before | was born. Masonry and glass gleamed higher than
high, up into a bluenesswhere afew bits of cloud scudded along on the breeze that gave meits cool kiss.
Carswere not so many that they put more than atang into it, less than the aroma of the roast chestnut
cartsthat were beginning to come out of etivation. | went over to Fifth Avenue and waked uptown past
glamorous shops, among some of the most beautiful women in the world, aswell as people from dl the
rich diversity of our planet.

My hope was that by going afoot to my place, I'd work out part of the tension and misery in me. The city
could not only stimulate, it could hed, right? Thiswas where Laurie and | had chosen to dwell, we who
could have settled practically anywhere in the past or the future,



No, of coursethat isn't quite correct. Like most couples, we wanted anest in reasonably familiar
surroundings, where we didn't have to learn everything from scratch and stay aways on guard. The'30's
wereamarvelous milieu if you were awhite American, in good hedlth and with money. What amenities
were lacking, such asair conditioning, could be unobtrusively ingtaled, not to be used when you had
vigtors who would never know that time travelers exist. Granted, the Roosevelt gang was in charge, but
the conversion of the Republic to the Corporate State was not very far along asyet and didn't affect
Lauriesand my private lives; the outright disintegration of this society wouldn't become afast and
obvious processtill (my opinion) after the 1964 election.

In the Middle West, where my mother was now carrying me, we'd have had to be annoyingly
circumspect. But most New Y orkers were tolerant, or at least incurious. A beard down to my chest, and
shoulder-length hair which I'd pulled into a queue while a the base, didn't draw many stares, nor more
than afew cries of "Beaver!" from little boys. To our landlord, our neighbors, and other contemporaries,
we were aretired professor of Germanic philology and hiswife, our odditiesto be expected. It was no
lie, either, asfar asit went. Therefore my walk should have eased me somewhat, restored that
perspective which Patrol agents must have, lest certain of the things they witness drive them mad. We
must understand that what Pascal said istrue of every human being in the whole of space-time, ourselves
included: "The last act istragic, however pleasant dl the comedy of the other acts. A little earth on our
heads, and al isdone with forever.” - understand it in our bones, so that we can livewith it calmly if not
serendy. Why, those Goths of mine were getting off lightly compared to, say, millions of European Jews
and Gypsies, lessthan ten yearsfutureward, or millions of Russans at this very moment.

It was no good. They were my Goths. Their ghosts crowded around metill street, buildings, flesh and
blood became the unred, the half-remembered dream.

Blindly, I hastened my steps, toward whatever sanctuary Laurie could give.

We occupied ahuge flat overlooking Central Park, where we liked to stroll on mild nights. The doorman
at the gpartment need not double as an armed guard. | hurt him today by the curtnesswith which |
returned his greeting, and redlized it when in the eevator, but then my regret wastoo late. To jump back
through time and change the incident would have violated the Prime Directive of the Patrol. Not that
something that trivia would have threatened the continuum; it'sflexible within limits, and the effects of
dterations usudly damp out fast. Indeed, there's an interesting metaphysica question about the extent to
which time travelers discover the past, versus the extent to which they createit. Schrodinger's cat lurksin
history aswell asinitsbox. Y et the Patrol existsin order to assure that tempora traffic does not abort
that scheme of eventswhich will at last bring forth the Danellian superhu-mans who founded the Petrol
when, in their own remote past, ordinary men learned how to travel temporally.

My thoughts had fled into thisfamiliar territory while | stood caged in the eevator. It made the ghosts
more distant, less clamorous. Nevertheless, when | let mysdf into our home, they followed.

A smdl| of turpentine drifted amidst the books which lined the living room. Laurie was winning somewhat
of aname asapainter, herein the 1930's when she was no longer the preoccupied faculty wife she had
been later in our century. Offered ajob in the Patrol, she had declined; she lacked the physical strength
that afield agent - mae or, especialy, female - was bound to need upon occasion, while routine clerical
or reference work didn't interest her. To be sure, weld shared vacations in mighty exotic milieus.

She heard me enter and ran from her studio to meet me. The sight lifted my spiritsatiny bit. In spattered
smock, red hair tucked under akerchief, she was still dender, supple, and handsome. The lines around
her green eyes were too fine to notice until she got near enough to embrace me.

Our local acquaintances tended to envy me a wife who, besides being ddlightful, wasfar younger than



mysdlf. Infact, the differencein birthdatesisamere six years. | wasin my mid-forties, and prematurely
gray, when the Patrol recruited me, whereas she had kept most of her youthful looks. The antithanatic
treatment that our organization provideswill arrest the aging process but not reverse its effects.

Besdes, she spent most of her lifein ordinary time, sixty secondsto the minute. Asafield agent, 1'd go
through days, weeks, or months between saying goodbye to her in the morning and returning for dinner
-an interlude during which she could pursue her career without me underfoot. My cumulative age was
approaching ahundred years.

Sometimesit fdt like athousand. That showed.

"Hi, there, Carl, darling!" Her lips pulsed against mine. | drew her close. If adab of paint got onto my
suit, what the hell? Then she stepped back, took both my hands, and sent her gaze across me and into
me

Her voice dropped low: "It's hurt you, thistrip.”
"I knew it would," | answered out of my weariness.
"But you didn't know how much. . . . Were you gone long?'

"No. Tel you about it in awhile, the details. | waslucky, though. Hit akey point, did what | needed to
do, and got out again. A few hours of observation from concealment, afew minutes of action, and fini."

"l suppose you might call it luck. Must you return soon?"

"Inthat era, yes, quite soon. But | want awhile hereto - to rest, get over what | saw was about to
happen. . . . Can you stand me around, brooding at you, for aweek or two?'

"Sweetheart." She came back to me.

"I have to work up my notesanyway," | said into her ear, ""but evenings we can go out to dinner, the
theater, have fun together.”

"Oh, I hopeyou'l be ableto have fun. Don't pretend for my sake.”

"Later, thingswill beeader,” | assured us. "I'll Ssmply be carrying out my origina mission, recording the
stories and songs they'll make about this. It'sjudt. . . I've got to get through the redlity first.”

"Mugt you?'
"Yes. Not for scholarly purposes, no, | guess not. But those are my people. They are.”
She hugged metighter. She knew.

What she did not know, | thought in an uprush of pain - what | hoped to God she did not know - was
why | cared so gresatly about yonder descendants of mine. Laurie wasn't jealous. She'd never begrudged
the while that Jorith and | had had. Laughing, sheld said it deprived her of nothing, whileit gave mea
position in the community | was studying which might well be unigue in the annas of my profession.
Afterward she'd done her best to console me.

What | could not bring mysdlf to tell her wasthat Jorith was not smply a close friend who happened to
be awoman. | could not say to her that | had loved one who lay dust these sixteen hundred years as
much as| loved her, and 4till did, and maybe always would.



300

The home of Winnithar the Wisentdayer sood on a bluff above the River Vidula. It wasathorp, haf a
dozen houses clustered around a hall, with barns, sheds, cookhouse, smithy, brewery, and other
workplaces nearby: for hisfamily had long dwelt here, and waxed great among the Teurings. Westward
reached meadows and croplands. Eastward, across the water, wilderness remained, though settlement
was encroaching heavily upon it asthetribe grew in numbers.

They might have logged off the woods atogether, save that more and more of them were moving away.
Thiswasatime of unrest. Not only were plundering warbands on the trail; whole folk were pulling up
stakes, and clashing when they met. Word drifted from afar that the Romans were often at each other's
throats too, while the mightiness which their forefathers had built crumbled. Asyet, few Northerners had
done anything bolder than to raid aong the Imperial borders. But the southlands just outside those
borders, warm, rich, scantily defended by their dwellers, beckoned many a Goth to come carve out a
new homefor himsdif.

Winnithar stayed where he was. However, that forced him to pass dmost as much of each year infighting
- especidly againgt Vandd's, though sometimes against Gothic tribes, Greutungs or Taifals - as he passed
infarming. As his sons neared manhood, they began to yearn e sawhere.

Thus matters stood when Carl arrived.

He came in winter, when hardly anybody traveled. On that account, men made strangers doubly
welcome, who broke the sameness of their lives.

At firgt, spying him a amilésreach, they took him for amere gangrel, since he fared lone and afoot.
Nonethelessthey knew their chief would want to see him.

He drew nigh, striding easily over the frozen ruts of the road, making astaff of his spear. His blue cloak
was the only color in that landscape of snow-decked fields, stark trees, dull sky. Hounds bayed and
growled a him; he showed no fear, and afterward the men came to understand that he could have
stricken those dead that attacked him. Today they called the beasts to hed and met the newcomer with
sudden respect - for it became plain that his garments were of the finest, and not the least way-stained,
while he himsdf was awesome. Tdler than the tallest here he loomed, lean but sSinewy, agraybeard as
lithe asayouth. What had those pale eyes of hisbehed?

A warrior went ahead to greet him. "1 hight Carl," he said when asked: nothing further. "Fain would |
guest you awhile." The Gothic words came readily from him, but their sound, and sometimes their order
or endings, were not of any didect known to the Teurings.

Winnithar had stayed in hishal. It would have been unseemly for him to gape like an underling. When
Carl entered, Winnithar said from hishigh seet, "Be welcomeif you comein peace and honesty. May
Father Tiwaz ward you and Mother Frijablessyou." - aswas the ancient custom of his house.

"My thanks," Carl answered. "That was kindly spoken to afdlow you may well think isabeggar. | am
not, and hope this gift will be found worthy.” He reached in the pouch at hisbelt and drew forth an
arm-ring which he handed over to Winni-thar. Gasps arose from those who had jostled close to watch,
for thering was heavy, of pure gold, cunningly wrought and set with gems.



The host kept his calmness, barely. "That isagift aking might have given. Share my seat, Carl.” It was
the place of honor. "Abidefor aslong as you wish." He clapped his hands. "Ho," he shouted, "bring
meed for our guest, and for methat | may drink hishedth!” To the swains, wenches, and children milling
about: "Back to your work, you. We can al hear whatever he choosesto tell us after the evening medl.
Now he's doubtlessweary."

Grumblingly, they heeded. "Why say you that?' Carl asked him.

"The nearest dwelling where you might have spent last night isa.goodly walk from this" Winnithar
replied.

"l wasat none," Carl said.
"What?'
"Y ou would be bound to find that out. | would not have you believel lied to you."

"But - " Winnithar peered a him, tugged his mustache, and said dowly: "Y ou are not of these parts; aye,
you must have fared far. Y et your garb is clean, though you carry no change of clothes, nor food or aught
elsethat atraveer should. Who are you, whence have you come, and . . . how?"

Carl'stone was mild, but those who listened heard what stedl underlay it. "There arethings | may not talk
about. | do give you my oath - may Donar'slightning smite meif it isfalse - that | am no outlaw, nor foe
to your kindred, nor a sort whom it would shame you to have beneath your roof."

"If honor demands that you keep certain secrets, none shdl pry," said Winnithar. "But you understand
that we cannot help wondering - " Clear to see was the rdlief with which he broke off and exclaimed:
"Ah, here comes the mead. That's my wife Salvalindiswho bears your horn to you, as befits aguest of
rank."

Carl hailed her courteoudy, though his gaze kept straying to the maiden at her side, who brought
Winnithar his draught. She was sweetly formed and moved like a deer; unbound hair streamed golden
past aface with fine bones, shyly smiling lips, eyesbig and the hue of summer heaven.

Savdindisnoticed. "Y ou meet our oldest child,” shetold Carl, "our daughter Jorith."

1980

After basic training at the Patrol Academy, | returned to Laurie on the same day as1'd Ieft her. I'd need a
spell to rest and readapt; it was rather ashock transferring from the Oligocene period to a Pennsylvania
college town. We must also set our mundane affairsin order. For my part, | should finish out the
academic year before resigning "to take a better-paying job abroad.” Laurie saw to the sale of our house
and the disposa of goods we didn't want to keep - wherever and whenever else we were going to
establish resdence.

It wrenched us, bidding goodbye to the friends of years. We promised to make occasonavists, but
knew that those would be few and far between, until they ceased entirely. The required lies were too
great agtrain. Aswas, we left an impression that my vaguely described new position was a cover for a
postinthe CIA.



Wl | had been warned at the beginning that a Time Patrol agent's life becomes a series of farewdls. |
had yet to learn what that really meant.

Wewere dill in the course of uprooting oursalveswhen | got aphone call. "Professor Farness? Thisis
Manse Everard, Unattached operative. | wonder if we could meet for atalk, like maybe thisweekend.”

My heart bounded. Unattached is about as high as you can get in the organization; throughout the million
or more yearsthat it guards, such personnel arerare. Normally amember, even if apolice officer, works
within asingle milieu, so that he or she can get to know it inside out, and as part of aclosely coordinated
team. The Unattached may go anyplace they choose and do virtualy anything they seefit, responsble
only to their consciences, their peers, and the Dandlians. "Uh, sure, certainly, ar,” | blurted. " Saturday
would befine. Do you want to come here? | guarantee you agood dinner.”

"Thanks, but I'd prefer it was my digs - thefirst time, anyway. Got my files and computer terminal and

things like that handy. Just the two of us, please. Don't worry about airline schedules. Find aspot, asit

might be your basement, where nobody will see. Y ou've been issued alocator, haven't you? . . . Okay,
read off the coordinates and call me back. I'll pick you up on my hopper.”

| found out later that that was characterigtic of him. Large, tough-looking, wielding more power than
Caesar or Genghis ever dreamed of, he was as comfortable as an old shoe.

Me on the saddle behind his, we skipped through space, rather than time, to the current Patrol basein
New Y ork City. From there we walked to the apartment he maintained. He didn't like dirt, disorder, and
danger any better than | did. However, hefelt he needed a pied-a-terre in the twentieth century, and had
grown used to these lodgings before decay had advanced overly far.

"l wasborn inyour statein 1924," he explained. "Entered the Patrol a agethirty. That'swhy | decided |
should be the guy who interviewed you. We have pretty much the same background; we ought to
understand each other.”

| took a steadying gulp of the whisky and soda held poured for us and said cautioudly, "I'm not too sure,
sr. Heard something about you at the school. Seemsyou led quite an adventurous life even before you
joined. And afterward - Me, I've been aquiet, stick-in-the-mud type.”

"Not redlly." Everard glanced at a sheet of notes he held. His left hand curled around a battered briar
pipe. Oncein awhile hed take a puff or asp. "Let's refresh my memory, shal we? Y ou didn't see
combat during your Army hitch, but that was because you served your two yearsin what we laughingly
cal peacetime. Y ou did, though, make top scores on the target range. Y ou've aways been an
outdoorsman, mountaineering, skiing, sailing, swimming. In college, you played footbal and won your
letter in spite of that lanky build. In grad school your hobbiesincluded fencing and archery. You've
traveled afair amount, not awaysto the safe and standard places. Yes, I'd call you adventurous enough
for our purposes. Possibly atad too adventurous. That's one thing I'm trying to sound you out about.”

Feding awkward, | glanced again around the room. On ahigh floor, it was an oasis of quiet and
cleanliness. Bookshelveslined the walls, save for three excellent picturesand apair of Bronze Age
spears. Else the only obvious souvenir was a polar bear rug that he had remarked was from tenth-century
Greenland.

"Y ou've been married twenty-three years, to the samelady," Everard remarked. "These days, that
indicates astable character.”

Therewas no sign of femininity here. To be sure, he might well keep awife, or wives, esawhen. "No
children,” Everard went on. "Hm, none of my business, but you do know, don't you, that if you want, our



medics can repair every cause of infertility this side of menopause? They can compensate for alate Sart
on pregnancies, too."

"Thanks," | said. "Falopian tubes- Yes, Laurieand | have discussed it. We may well take advantage
someday. But we don't think we'd be wise to begin parenthood and my new career smultaneoudy.” |
formed achuckle. "If amultaneity means anything to a Petroller.”

"A responsble attitude. | likethat." Everard nodded.

"Why thisreview, Sr?" | ventured. "'l wasn't invited to enlist merely on the strength of Herbert Ganz's
recommendation. Y our -people put me through awhole battery of far-future psych tests before they told
mewhat it meant.”

They'd called it a set of scientific experiments. I'd cooperated because Ganz had asked meto, asafavor
toafriend of his. It wasn't hisfidd; he wasin Germanic languages and literature, the same as me. Weld
met at aprofessiona gathering, become drinking buddies, and corresponded quite a bit. Hed admired
my paperson Deor and Widsith, I'd admired his on the Gothic Bible.

Naturaly, | did not know then that it was his. It was published in Berlinin 1853. Later he was recruited
into the Petrol, and eventudly he came uptime under an dias, in search of fresh talent for his undertaking.

Everard leaned back. Acrossthe pipe, his gaze probed at me. "Well," he said, "the machinestold us you
and your wife are trustworthy, and would both be ddlighted by the truth. What they could not measure
was how competent you'd be in the job for which you were proposed. Excuse me, no insult intended.
Nobody isgood at everything, and these missonswill be tough, lonesome, delicate.” He paused. "Y es,
delicate. The Goths may be barbarians, but that doesn't mean they are stupid, or that they can't be hurt as
badly asyou or me."

"l understand,” | said. "But look, al you need do is read the reports I'll havefiled in my own persona
future. If the early accounts show me bungling, why, just tell meto stay home and become a book
researcher. The outfit needs those too, doesn't it?"

Everard sghed. "I have inquired, and been told you performed - will perform - will have performed -
satisfactorily. That isn't enough. Y ou don't redlize, because you haven't experienced it, how
overburdened the Patrol is, how ghastly thin we're spread across history. We can't examine every detal
of what afield agent does. That's especidly true when he or sheisn't acop like me, but ascientist like
you, exploring amilieu poorly chronicled or not chronicled at dl." He treated himsdlf to aswalow of his
drink. "That'swhy the Patrol does have a scientific branch. So it can get adightly better idea of what the
hell theevents are that it is supposed to keep cardesstime travelers from changing.”

"Would it make asgnificant difference, in asituation as obscure asthat?”

"It might. In due course, the Goths play an important role, don't they? Who knows what a happening
early on - avictory or adefeat, arescue or adesth, acertain individual getting born or not getting born -
who knowswhat effect that could have, asits results propagate through the generations?”

"But I'm not even concerned with red events, except indirectly,” | argued. "My objectiveisto help
recover various lost stories and poems, and unravel how they evolved and how they influenced later
works."

Everard grinned ruefully. "Y eah, | know. Ganz's big dedl. The Patrol has bought it becauseitisan
opening wedge, the single such wedge we've found, to getting the history of that milieu recorded.”



He knocked back his drink and rose. "How about another?* he proposed. "And then welll have lunch.
Meanwhile, | wish you'd tell me exactly what your project is.”

"Why, you must have talked to Herbert - to Professor Ganz," | said, astonished. "Uh, thanks, | would
likearefill."

"Sure," Everard said, pouring. "Retrieve Germanic literature of the Dark Ages. If literature isthe right
word for stuff that was originaly word of mouth, inilliterate societies. Mere chunks of it have survived on
paper, and scholars don't agree on how badly garbled those copies are. Ganz's working on the, um-m,
the Nibelung epic. What I'm vague about iswhere you fit in. That's a story from the Rhineland. Y ou want
to go gdlivanting solo away off in eastern Europe, in the fourth century.”

His manner did more than hiswhisky to put me at ease. "I hopeto track down the Ermanaric part,” | told
him. "It isn't properly integra, but aconnection did develop, and besides, it'sinteresting initsown right.”

"Ermanaric? Who dat?' Everard gave me my glass and settled himsdlf to listen.
"Maybe| better backtrack alittle," | said. "How familiar are you with the Nibelung-Volsung cycle?!

"Well, I've seen Wagner's Ring operas. And when | had a mission once in Scandinavia, toward the close
of theViking period, | heard ayarn about Sigurd, who killed the dragon and woke the Vakyrie and
afterward mucked everything up.”

"That'safraction of the whole story, gr.”
" 'Manse will do, Carl."
"Oh, uh, thanks. | fed honored." Not to grow fulsome, | hurried onin my best classroom style:

"Thelcdandic Volsungasaga was written down later than the German Nibelungenlied, but containsan
older, more primitive, and lengthier verson of the story. The Elder and the Younger Edda have some of
it too. Those are the sources that Wagner mainly borrowed from.

"You may recdl that Sigurd the VVolsung got tricked into marrying Gudrun the Gjuking instead of Brynhild
the Vakyrie, and thisled to jealousy between the women and at last to his getting killed. In German,
those persons are called Siegfried, Kriemhild of Burgundy, Brunhild of 1sengtein; and the pagan gods
don't gppear; but no matter now. According to both stories, Gudrun, or Kriemhild, later married aking
cdled Atli, or Etzel, who is none other than Attilathe Hun.

"Then the versonsredly diverge. In the Nibelun-genlied, Kriemhild lures her brothersto Etzel's court
and has them set on and destroyed, as her revenge for their murder of Siegfried. Theodoric the Gresat, the
Ostrogoth who took over Italy, getsinto that episode under the name of Dietrich of Bern, thoughin
historical fact he flourished ageneration later than Attila. A follower of his, Hildebrand, is so horrified at
Kriemhild'streachery and crudty that he days her. Hildebrand, by the way, has alegend of hisown, ina
ballad whose entirety Herb Ganz wantsto find, aswell asin derivative works. Y ou seewhat acat's
cradle of anachronismsthisis”

"Attilathe Hun, en?' Everard murmured. "Not avery nice man. But he operated in the middlefifth
century, when those bully boys were aready riding high in Europe. Y ou're going to the fourth.” "Correct.
Let me giveyou the Icdandic tale. Atli enticed Gudrun's brothers to him because he wanted the
Rhinegold. Shetried to warn them, but they came anyway under pledge of safe conduct. When they
wouldn't surrender the hoard or tell Atli whereit was, he had them put to death. Gudrun got even for
that. She butchered the sons she'd borne him and served them to him as ordinary food. Later she



stabbed him as he dept, set hishall afire, and left Hunland. With her she took Svanhild, her daughter by
Sgurd."

Everard frowned, concentrating. It couldn't be easy to keep track of these characters.

"Gudrun cameto the country of the Goths," | said. "There she married again and had two sons, Hamther
and Sorli. Theking of the Gothsis caled Jormunrek in the sagaand in the Eddie poems, but thereisno
doubt that he was Ermanaric, who isared if shadowy figure around the middle and late fourth century.
Accounts differ whether he married Svanhild and she was falsaly accused of infiddlity, or she married
somebody e se whom the king caught plotting against him and hanged. In either case, he had poor
Svanhild trampled to death by horses.

"By thistime, Gudrun's boys, Hamther and Sorli, were young men. She egged them on to kill Jormunrek
in vengeance for Svanhild. Along the way they met their half-brother Erp, who offered to accompany
them. They cut him down. The manuscripts are vague asto the reason why. My guessishe was their
father's child by a concubine and there was bad blood between them and him.

"They proceeded to Jormunrek's headquarters and the attack. They were two alone, but invulnerableto
sted, so they dew men right and I eft, reached the king, and wounded him severdly. Before they could
finish thejob, though, Hamther let dip that stones could hurt them. Or, according to the saga, Odin
suddenly appeared, in the guise of an old man with one eye, and betrayed thisinformation. Jormunrek
cdled to hisremaining warriors to stone the brothers, and that is how they died. There thetale ends.”

"Grim, hey?' said Everard. He pondered for aminute. "But it seems to me that whole last episode-
Gudrun in Gothland - must've been tacked on at a much later date. The anachronisms have gotten
completely out of hand.”

"Of course," | agreed. "That very commonly happensin folklore. An important story will attract lesser
onestoit. Evenintrifling ways. For instance, it wasn't W. C. Fieldswho said that a man who hates
children and dogs can't be al bad. It was somebody el se, | forget who, introducing Fields at a banquet.”

Everard laughed. "Don't tell me the Patrol should monitor Hollywood history!" He grew serious again. "If
that sanguinary little yarn doesn't redly belong in the Nibelung canon, why do you want to trace it? Why
does Ganz want you to?

"Well, it did reach Scandinavia, whereit did inspire acouple of pretty good poems - if those weren't just
redactions of something earlier - and did hook up to the Volsung saga. The connections, the whole
evolution, interest us. Also, Ermanaric gets mention esawhere - in certain Old English lays, for instance.
So hemust have figured in alot of legend and bardic work that was since forgotten. He was powerful in
his day, though apparently not avery nice man himsdf. Thelost Ermanaric cycle might well be as
important and brilliant as anything that has come down to us from the West and the North. It may have
influenced Germanic literature in scores of unsuspected ways.”

"Do you intend to go straight to his court? | wouldn't recommend that, Carl. Too many field agents get
killed because they got careless.”

"Oh, no. Something horrible happened, from which stories sorang and traveled far, even reaching into
historical chronicles. | think | can bracket when it happened, too, within about ten years. But | mean to
familiarize mysdlf thoroughly with the whole milieu before | venture into that episode.”

"Good. What isyour plan?’

"I'll take an dectronic cram in the Gothic language. | can read it dready, but want to speak it fluently,



though doubtless my accent will be odd. I'll so want acram on whét little is known about customs,
beliefs, et cetera. Thet'll be very little. The Ogtrogoths, if not the Visigoths, were till on the bare fringes
of Roman awareness. Surely they changed considerably before they moved west.

"So I'll begin well downtime of my target dates; somewhat arbitrarily, I'm thinking of 300 AD. I'll get
acquainted with people. Next I'll resppear at intervals and learn what's been going on in my absence. In
short, I'll keep track of events asthey march toward the event. When it findly comes, | shouldn't be
caught by surprise. Afterward I'll drop in here and there, from time to time, and listen to the poets and
storytellers, and get their words on a concealed recorder.”

Everard scowled. "Um-m, that kind of procedure - Well, we can discuss the possible complications.
Y ou'll move around afair amount geographically too, won't you?"

"Y es. According to what traditions of theirs got written down in the Roman Empire, the Goths originated
inwhat's now centra Sweden. | don't believe that numerous a breed could have come from that limited
an area, even dlowing for natural increase, but it may have furnished leaders and organization, the way
the Scandinavians did for the nascent Russian state in the ninth century.

"I'd say the bulk of the Goths started as dwellers

along the southern Baltic littoral. They were the easternmost of the Germanic peoples. Not that they were
ever asingle nation. By the time they reached western Europe, they were separated into the Ostrogoths,
who took over Itay, and the Visigoths, who took over Iberia. Gave those regionsfairly good
government, by the way, the best government they'd had for along while. Eventudly the invaderswere
overrunintheir turn, and vanished into the general populations.” "But earlier?”

"Higtorians make unclear mention of tribes. By 300 AD, Goths were firmly established dong the Vistula,
inthe middle of what's currently Poland. Before the end of that century, the Ostrogoths were in the
Ukraine and the Visigoths just north of the Danube, the Roman frontier. A great folk migration,
apparently, over the course of generations, because they seem at last to have abandoned the North
entirely; there, Savic tribes moved in. Ermanaric was an Ostrogoth, so that's the branch | mean to
follow."

"Ambitious" Everard said doubtfully. "And you anew chum.”

"I'll gain experience as| go along, uh, Manse. Y ou admitted yoursdlf, the Patrol is shorthanded.
Moreover, I'll be acquiring alot of that history which you want.”

He amiled. "Y ou should, at that." Rising: "Come on, finish your drink and let's go eat. Well need achange
of clothes, but it'll be worth thetrouble. | know aloca saloon, back in the 1890's, that setsout a
magnificent freelunch.”

300-302

Winter descended and then dowly, in surges of wind, snow, icy rain, drew back. For those who dwelt in
the thorp by the river, and soon for their neighbors, the dreariness of the season was lightened that year.
Carl abode among them.

At firgt the mystery surrounding him roused fear in many; but they came to see that he bore neither ill will
nor bad luck. The awe of him did not dwindle. Rather, it grew. From the beginning, Winnithar said that



for such aguest to deep on abench, like acommon thane, was unfitting, and turned a shut-bed over to
him. He offered Carl the pick of the thral women to warmiit, but the stranger made refusal, in mannerly
wise. He did accept food and drink, and he did bathe and seek the outhouse. However, the whisper
went about that maybe these things were not needful for him, save as ashow of being mortal.

Carl was soft-spoken and friendly, in a somewhat lofty way. He could laugh, crack ajoke, tell afunny
tale. He went forth afoot or ahorse, in company, to hunt or call on the nearer yeomen or join in offerings
to the Anses and in the feasting that followed. He took part in contests such as shooting or wrestling, until
it had become clear that no man could best him. When he played at knucklebones or board games, he
did not dways win, though the idea arose that this was because he chose not to make folk afraid of
witcheraft. He would talk to anybody, from Winnithar to the lowliest thral or littlest toddler, and listen
with care; indeed, he drew them out, and was kindly toward underlings and animds.

But asfor hisown inward sdlf, that remained hidden.

Thisdid not mean that he sat sullen. No, he made words and music come forth asparkle as none had
ever done before. Eager to hear songs, lays, Stories, saws, everything that went about, he gave
overflowing measurein return. For he seemed to know dl theworld, asif he had wandered it himsdf for
longer than alifetime.

Hetold of Rome, the mighty and troubled, of rtslord Diocletian, hiswars and his stern laws. He
answered questions about the new god, him of the Cross, of whom the Goths had heard a bit from
traders or from daves sold thisfar north. He told of the Romans grest foes, the Persians, and what
wonders they had wrought. Onward his words ranged, evening after evening - on southward to lands
where it was dways hot, and people had black skins, and beasts prowled that were akin to lynxes but
the size of bears. Other beasts did he show them, drawing picturesin charcoa on dabs of wood, and
they cried doud in their astonishment; set beside an € ephant, an aurochs or even atroll-steed was
nothing! Near the ends of the East, he said, lay arealm larger, older, more marvel ous than Rome or
Perga. Itsdwellers were of ahue like wan amber, and had eyes that appeared to be adant. Plagued by
wild tribes north of them, they had built awall aslong as amountain range, and had since then been
striking back out of that redoubt. Thiswas why the Huns had come west. They, who had broken the
Alans and were vexing the Goths, were only arabble in the danting gaze of Khitai. And al thisvastness
was not al therewas. If you traveled westward till you had crossed the Roman holding caled Gaul, you
would come to the World Sea of which you had heard fables, and if there you took ship - but craft such
asplied therivers were not big enough - and sailed on and on, you would find the home of the wise and
wedthy Mayas. . ..

Taes Carl dso had of men, women, and their deeds - Samson the strong, Deirdre the fair and unhappy,
Crockett the hunter. . . .

Jorith, daughter of Winnithar, forgot she was of age to be wedded. She would sit among the children on
thefloor, at Carl'sfeet, and hearken while her eyes caught firelight and became suns.

He was not steadily on hand. Often he would say he must be by himself, and stride off out of sight. Once
alad, brash but skilled a stalking, followed him unseen, unlessit was that Carl deigned not to heed him.
The boy came back white and ashudder, to ssammer forth that the graybeard had gone into Tiwaz's
Shaw. None went under those darkling pines save on Midwinter Eve, when three blood offerings -
horse, hound, and dave - were made so that the Binder of the Wolf would bid darkness and cold
begone. The boy's father flogged him, and thereafter nobody spoke openly of it. If the gods alowed it to
happen, best not ask into their reasons.

Carl would returnin afew days, freshly clothed and bearing gifts. Those were smal things, but beyond



price, beit aknife whose stedl held an edge uncommonly long, ascarf of lustrous foreign fabric, amirror
outdoing buffed brass or atill pond - the treasures arrived and arrived, until everybody of any standing,
man or woman, had gotten at least one. About this he said merely, "I know the makers."

Spring stole northward, snow melted, buds burst into leaf and flower, the river brawled in spate.
Homebound birdsfilled heaven with wings and clamor. Lambs, calves, foastottered across paddocks.
Folk came forth, blinking in sudden brightness; they aired out their houses, garments, and souls. The
Spring Queen drove Frijasimage from farm to farm to bless the plowing and sowing, while garlanded
youths and maidens danced around her oxcart. Longings quickened.

Carl went away till, but now he would be back on the same evening. More and more were he and Jorith
together. They would even stroll into woods, down blossoming lanes, over meadows, out of everybody
elsgsken. Shewalked asthough lost in dreams. Savalindis her mother scolded her about unseemliness -
did she care naught for her good name? - until Winnithar quelled hiswife. The chieftain was a shrewd
reckoner. Asfor Jorith's brothers, they glowed.

At length Salvdindistook her daughter aside. They sought an outbuilding where the household's women
met to weave and saw when there was no other work for them. There was now, so that these two were
doneinitsdimness. Savalindis put Jorith between herself and the broad, stone-weighted loom, asif to
trap her, and asked bluntly, "Have you been lessidle with that man Carl than you've become at home?
Has he had you?'

The maiden flushed, twisted fingers together, stared downward. "No," she breathed. "He can, whenever
he wants. How | wish hewould. But we've only held hands, kissed alittle, and - and -"

"And what?'

"Taked. Sung songs. Laughed. Been grave. Oh, mother, he's not aoof. With me, he's kinder and, and
sweeter than . . . than | knew aman could be. He talks to me as he would to somebody who can think,
not just beawife-"

Sdvdindis lipspinched. "1 never stopped thinking when | married. Y our father may see apowerful dly in
Carl. But | seein him aman without land or kin, belike awarlock but rootless, rootless. What gain can
our house have of linking with him? Goods, aye; knowledge; but what use are those when foemen
threaten? What would he leave to his sons? What would bind him to you after the freshnessis gone? Girl,
you're being afool."

Jorith clenched her figts, stamped her foot, and yelled through tears that were more of rage than woe:
"Hold your tongue, old crone!” At once she shrank back, as aghast as Sdvaindis.

"Y ou speak thusto your mother?' the latter said. "Aye, awarlock heis, who's cast aspell onyou. Throw
that brooch he gave you into theriver, do you hear?' Sheturned and |eft the room. Her skirts made an

angry rudling.
Jorith wegpt, but did not obey.
And soon everything changed.

On aday when rain blew like spears, while Donar's wagon boomed a oft and the flash of hisax blinded
heaven, aman galloped into the thorp. He sagged in the saddle, and his horse was near faling from
weariness. Neverthel ess he shook an arrow on high and shrilled to those who had come out through the
mud to meet him: "War! The Vanddsdraw nigh!"



Brought into the hall, he said before Winnithar: "My word isfrom my father, A&fli of Staghorn Dale. He
had it from aman of Dagdaif Nevittas-son, who fled the daughter at Elkford so asto carry warning. But
aready we at Aefli's had marked aruddiness on the skyline, where surely farmsteads were afire.”

"Two bands of them, then,” Winnithar muttered. "At least. Belike more. They're out early thisyear, and in
drength.”

"How could they leave their grounds untended in seeding time?" asked ason of his.

Winnithar gusted asigh. "They've bred more hands than they need for work. Besides, | hear of aKing
Hildaric, who's brought their clans beneath him. Thusthey can field greater hoststhan erstwhile, which
move faster and under a better plan than were able. Aye, could be Hildaric meansto rid these lands of
us, for the good of hisown overflowing realm.”

"What shal we do?' an iron-steady old warrior wanted to know.

"Gather the neighborhood men and go to meet as many others astime dlows, like A€fli's; if he hasn't
aready been overrun. At the Rock of the Twin Horsemen as aforetime, eh? It may be that, together,
well not hit aVandad troop too big for us.”

Carl stirred where he sat. "But what of your homes?' he asked. "Raiders could outflank you,
unbeknowngt, and fal on steadingslike yours." He left the rest unspoken: plunder, burning, womenin
their best years borne off, everybody e se cut down.

"Wemust risk that. Else well be whipped piecemed.” Winnithar grew slent. The longfireslegped and
flickered. Outside, wind hooted and rain dashed againgt walls. His gaze sought Carl's. "We have no
helmet or mail that would fit you. Maybe you can fetch gear for yoursdlf from™ wherever you get things.”

The outsder sat iff. Lines degpened in hisface.
Winnithar's shoulders dumped. "Wdll, thisis no fight of yours, isit?' hesghed. Y oureno Teuring."
"Carl, oh, Carl!" Jorith came out from among the women.

For awhile that reached onward, she and the gray man looked at each other. Then he shook himself,
turned to Winnithar, and said: "Fear not. I'll abide by my friends. But it must be in my own way, and you
must follow my redes, whether or not you understand them. Are you willing to that?"

Nobody cheered. A sound like the wind passed down the shadowy length of the hall.

Winnithar mustered heart. "Yes," hesaid. "Now let riders of ours take war-arrows around. But the rest
of usshdl feast."

- What happened in the next few weeks was never realy known. Men fared, pitched camp, fought, came
home afterward or did not. Those who did, which was most of them, often had wild talesto tell. They
spoke of a blue-cloaked spearman who rode through the sky on amount that was not a horse. They
spoke of dreadful monsters charging a Vandad ranks, and eerie lightsin the dark, and blind fear coming
upon the foe, until he cast hiswegpons from him and fled screaming. They spoke of somehow aways
finding aVanda gang before it had quite reached a Gothic thorp, and putting it to flight, making sheer
lack of loot cause clan after clan to give up and trek off. They spoke of victory.

Their chiefs could say dightly more. It was the Wanderer who had told them where to go, what to await,
how best to form array for battle. It was he who outsped the gale as he brought warning and summons,
he who got Greutung and Taifal and Amding help, he who overawed the haughty till they worked sde by



sde as he ordered.

These stories faded away in the course of the following lifetime or two. They were so strange. Rather,
they sank back among the older stories of their kind. Anses, Wanes, trolls, wizards, ghosts, had not such
beings again and again joined the quarrdls of men? What mattered was that for a half-score years, the
Goths aong the upper Vistulaknew peace. Let us get on with the harvest, said they: or whatever else
they wanted to do with their lives.

But Carl came back to Jorith asthe rescuer.

- He could not redlly wed her. He had no acknowledged kin. Y et men who could afford it had always
taken lemans, the Goths held that to be no shame, if the man provided well for woman and children.
Besdes, Carl wasno mere swain, thane, or king. Salvaindis herself brought Jorith to him, where he
waited in aflower-decked | oft-room, after afeast at which splendid gifts passed to and fro.

Winnithar had timber cut and ferried across the river, and agoodly house raised for the two. Carl wanted
some odd thingsin the building, such as abedroom by itsalf. There was also another room, kept locked
save when he went in aone. He was never there long, and no more did he go off to Tiwaz's Shaw.

Men said between themselves that he made far too much of Jorith. They were apt to swap |ooks, or
walk away from others, like some fuzz-cheeked boy and athrall girl. However . . . sheran her home well
enough, and anyway, who dared mock at him?

He himsdlf left most of ahusband's tasksto a steward. He did bring in the goods that the household
needed, or the wherewithal to trade for them. And he became a great trader. These years of peace were
not years of listlessness. No, they brought more chapmen than ever before, carrying amber, furs, honey,
tallow from the North, wine, glass, metalwork, cloth, fine pottery from the South and West. Ever eager
to meet somebody new, Carl guested passershby lavishly, and went to the fairs aswell asthe folkmoots.

In those moots he, who was not atribesman, only watched; but after the day's talk, things would get
lively around his booth.

Nonetheless, men wondered, and women too. Word trickled back that aman, gray but hale, whom
nobody formerly knew, was often seen among other Gothic tribes. . . .

It may be that those absences of hiswere the reason why Jorith was not at once with child; or it may be
that she was rather young, just Sixteen winters, when she cameto hisbed. A year had gone by before the
sgnswere unmistakable,

Although her sicknesses grew harsh, joy shone from her. Again his behavior was strange, for he seemed
to careless about his get” that she bore than about her own well-being. He even oversaw what she ate,
providing her with thingslike out-land fruits regardless of season though forbidding her asmuch st as
shewaswont to. She obeyed gladly, saying this showed he loved her.

Meanwhile life went on in the neighborhood, and degath. At the burials and grave-ales, nobody made bold
to speak freely with Carl; he was too close to the unknown. On the other hand, the heads of household
who had chosen him were taken aback when he refused the honor of being the man hereabouts who
would swive the next Spring Queen.

Remembering what € se he had done and was doing on their behalf, they got over thét.
Warmth; harvest; bleakness; rebirth; summer again; and Jorith was brought to her childbed.

Long was her toil. She suffered the pains bravely, but the women who attended her became very glum.



The eveswould not have liked it had aman seen her during that time. Bad enough how Carl had
demanded unheard-of cleanliness. They could only hope that he knew what he was about.

Hewaited it out in the main room of his house. When callers came, he had mead and drink set forth as
was right, but stayed curt in his speech.

When they |eft at nightfall, he did not deep but sat donein the dark until sunrise. Now and then the
midwife or ahd per would shuffle out to tel him how the birth was going. By thelight of the lamp she
bore, she saw how his glance sought the door he kept locked.

Latein the second day, the midwife found him among hisfriends. Slence fell upon them. Then that which
sheborein her armslet out awail - and Winnithar ashout. Carl rose, his nostrils white.

The woman knelt before him, unfolded the blanket, and on the earthen floor, & the father'sfeet, laid a
man-child, still bloody but lustily sprattling and crying. If Carl did not take the babe up onto hisknee, she
would carry it into the woods and leave it for the wolves. He never stopped to seeif aught might be
wrong with it. He snatched the wee form to him while he croaked, " Jorith, how fares Jorith?"

"Wesek," sad the midwife. "Go to her now if you will."

Carl gave her back his son and hastened to the bedroom. The women who were there stood aside. He
bent over Jorith. Shelay white, sweat-clammy, hollowed out. But when she saw her man, she reached
feebly upward and smiled the ghost of asmile. "Dagobert,” she whispered. That wasthe name, old in her
family, that she had wished for, werethisaboy.

"Dagobert, yes," Carl said low. Unseemly though it wasin sight of the rest, he bent to kiss her.

She lowered her lids and sank back onto the straw. "Thank you," came from her throat, barely to be
heard. "The son of agod.”

n NO_II

Suddenly Jorith shuddered. For amoment she clutched at her brow. Her eyes opened again. The pupils
were fixed and wide. She grew bonelesdy limp. Breath rattled in and out.

Carl straightened, whirled, and sped from the room. At the locked door, he took forth hiskey and went
ingde. It banged behind him.

Sdvaindis moved to her daughter'sside. "Sheisdying,” she said flatly. "Can hiswitchcraft save her?
Should it?"

The forbidden door swung back. Carl came out, and another. Heforgot to closeit. Men glimpsed athing
of metal. Some remembered what he had ridden who flew above the battlefields. They huddled close,
gripped amuletsor drew signsintheair.

Carl's companion was awoman, though clad in rainbow-shimmery breeks and tunic. Her countenance
was of akind never seen before - broad and high in the cheekbones like a Hun's, but short of nose,
coppery-golden of hue, benesth straight blue-black hair. She held abox by its handle.

The two dashed to the bedroom. "Out, out!" Carl roared, and chased the Gothic women before him like
|leaves before astorm.

Hefollowed them, and now remembered to shut the door on his steed. Turning around, he saw how
everybody stared a him, while they shrank away. "Be not afraid,” he said thickly. "No harmishere. |



have but fetched awise-woman to help Jorith."
For awhilethey dl sood in gtillness and gathering murk.

The stranger trod forth and beckoned to Carl. There was that about her which drew agroan from him.
He stumbled to her, and she led him by the elbow into the bedroom. Silence welled out of it.

After another while folk heard voices, hisfull of fury and anguish, hers cam and ruthless. Nobody
understood that tongue.

They returned. Carl's face looked aged. "Sheis sped,” hetold the others. "I have closed her eyes. Make
ready her burid and feast, Winnithar. | will be back for that.”

He and the wise-woman entered the secret room. From the midwife's arms, Dagobert howled.

2319

I'd flitted uptime to 1930's New Y ork, because | knew that base and its personndl. The young fellow on
duty tried to make afuss about regulations, but him | could browbest. He put through an emergency call
for atop-flight medic. It happened to be Kwei-fel Mendoza who had the opportunity to respond, though
wed never met. She asked no more questions than were needful before shejoined me on my hopper and
we were off to Gothland. Later, however, she wanted us both at her hospital, on the moon in the
twenty-fourth century. | wasin no shapeto protest.

She had me take a kettle-hot bath and sent me to bed. An electronic skullcap gave me many hours of
deep.

Eventudly | received clean clothes, something to eat (I didn't notice what), and guidance to her office.
Seated behind an enormous desk, she waved meto take achair. Neither of us spoke for a minute or
three.

Evading hers, my gaze shifted around. The artificia gravity that kept my weight as usud did nothing to
make the place homdike for me. Not that it wasn't quite beautiful, in itsfashion. The air bore atinge of
roses and new-mown hay. The carpet was a deep violet in which star-points twinkled. Subtle colors
swirled over thewals. A big window, if window it was, showed the grandeur of mountains, a
craterscape in the distance, heaven black but reigned over by an Earth nearly full. | lost mysdf inthe Sght
of that glorious white-swirled blueness. Jorith had lost hersdlf there, two thousand years ago.

"Well, Agent Farness,” Mendoza said at length in Tempord, the Patrol language, "how do you fed?"
"Dazed but clear-headed,” | muttered. "No. Like amurderer.”

"Y ou should certainly have left that child done.” | forced my attention toward her and replied, "She
wasn't achild. Not in her society, or in most throughout history. The relationship helped mealotin
getting the trust of the community, therefore in furthering my misson. Not that | was cold-blooded about
it, please believe me. Wewerein love."

"What has your wife to say on that subject? Or did you never tell her?"

My defense had |eft me too exhausted to resent what might €l se have seemed nosiness. "Yes, | did. | ...



asked her if shed mind. She thought it over and decided not. We'd spent our younger daysin the 1960's
and '70's, remember. . . . No, you'd scarcely have heard, but that was a period of revolution in sexua
mores.”

Mendoza smiled rather grimly. "Fashions come and go.”

"Wed stayed monogamous, my wifeand I, but more out of preference than principle. And look, | aways
kept vigting her. | love her, | redly do."

"And she doubtless reckoned it best to let you have your middle-aged fling," M endoza snapped.

That stung. "It wasn't! | tell you, I loved Jorith, the Gothic girl, | loved her too." Grief took me by the
throat. "Was there absolutely nothing you could do?’

Mendoza shook her head. Her hands rested quietly on the desk. Her tone softened. "1 told you aready.
I'll tell you in detail if you wish. The instruments - no matter how they work, but they showed an
aneurysm of the anterior cerebrd artery. It hadn't been bad enough to produce symptoms, but the stress
of along and difficult primiparous labor caused it to rupture. No kindnessto revive her, after such
extendve brain damage.”

"Y ou couldn't repair that?'

"Well, we could have brought the body uptime, restarted the heart and lungs, and used neuron cloning
techniques to produce a person that resembled her, but who would have had to learn dmost everything
over from the beginning. My corps does not do that sort of operation, Agent Farness. It isn't that we lack
compassion, it'ssmply that we have too many calls on usdready, to help Patrol personnel and their . . .
proper families. If ever we started making exceptions, we'd be svamped. Nor would you have gotten
your sweetheart back, you redlize. She would not have gotten hersdlf back.”

| rallied what force of will wasleft me. " Suppose we went downtime of her pregnancy,” | said. "We
could bring her here, fix that artery, blank her memories of the wholetrip, and return her to - live out a
hedthy life"

"That's your wishfulness speaking. The Patrol does not change what has been. It preservesit.”" | sank
deeper into my chair. Variable contours sought in vain to comfort me.

Mendoza relented. "But don't fed too much guilt, you," she said. "Y ou couldn't have known. If the girl
had married somebody else, as she surdly would have, the end would have been the same. | get the
impression you made her happier than most femaes of her era™

Her tone gathered strength: Y ou, though, you've given yourself awound that will take long to scar over.
It never will, unless you resst the supreme temptation -to kegp going back to her lifetime, seeing her,
being with her. That isforbidden, under severe pendties, and not only because of the risksit might pose
to the time-stream. Y ou'd wreck your spirit, even your mind. And we need you. Y our wife needsyou.”

"Yes" | achieved saying.

"Hard enough will be watching your descendants and hers endure what they must. | wonder if you should
not transfer entirely from your project.” "No. Please.”

"Why not?' sheflung at me. "Because| - | can't just abandon them - asif Jorith had lived and died for
nothing."

"That will be for your superiorsto decide. You'll get agtiff reprimand at the very least, as closeto the



black hole as you've orbited. Never again may you interfere to the degree you did." Mendoza paused,
glanced from me, stroked her chin, and murmured, "Unless certain actions prove necessary to restore
equilibrium. . .. But that isnot my province."

Her look returned to my misery. Abruptly she leaned forward over the desk, made areaching gesture,
andsad:

"Ligten, Carl Farness. I'm going to be asked for my opinion of your case. That'swhy | brought you here,
and why | want to keep you aweek or two - to get a better idea. But already - you're not unique, my
friend, in amillion years of Patrol operations! - aready I've begun to see you as a decent sort, who may
have blundered but largdly through inexperience.

"It happens, has happened, will happen, over and over. Isolation, in spite of furloughs at home and
liaisonswith prosaic fellow members like me. Bewilderment, in spite of advance preparation; culture
shock; human shock. Y ou witnessed what to you were wretchedness, poverty, squaor, ignorance,
needless tragedy - worse, calousness, brutdity, injustice, wanton mandaughter - Y ou couldn't encounter
that without it hurting you. Y ou had to assure yourself that your Goths were no worse than you are,
merely different; and you had to seek past that difference to the underlying identity; and then you had to
try to help, and if dong the way you suddenly found a door open on something dear and wonderful -

"Yes, inevitably, timetraveers, including Petrollers - many of them form ties. They perform actions, and
sometimes those are intimate. It doesn't normally pose athreat. What matters the precise, the obscure
and remote, ancestry of even akey figure? The continuum yields but rebounds. If its stress limits aren't
exceeded, why, the question becomes unanswerable, meaningless, whether such minor doings changethe
past, or have 'dways been apart of it.

"Do not fed too guilty, Farness," she ended, most quietly. "I would dso like to start you recovering from
that, and from your grief. Y ou are afield agent of the Time Peatral; thisis not the last mourning you will
ever havereason to do.”

302-330

Carl kept hisword. Stone-glent, he leaned on his spear and watched while her kinfolk laid Jorith in the
earth and heaped a barrow above her. Afterward he and her father honored her by an arva to which
they bade the whole neighborhood come, and which lasted three days. There he spoke only when
spoken to, though at those times polite enough in hislordly way. While he did not seek to dampen
anybody's merriment, that feast was quieter than mogt.

When guests had departed, and Carl sat done by his hearth save for Winnithar, he told the chieftain:
"Tomorrow | go too. Y ou will not see me often again.”

"Have you then done whatever you camefor?"
"No, not yet."

Winnithar did not ask what it was. Carl sghed and added: "Asfar asWeard dlows, | mean to watch
over your house. But that may not be so far."

At dawn he bade farewd | and strode off. Mistslay heavy and chill, soon hiding him from the sight of
men.



Inyearsthat followed, tales grew. Some thought they had glimpsed histall form by twilight, entering the
grave-mound asif by adoor. Others said no; he had led her away by the hand. Their memories of him
dowly lost humanness.

Dagobert's grandparents took the babein, found awet nurse, and raised him like their own. Despite his
uncanny begetting, he was not shunned nor let run wild. Instead, folk reckoned his friendship well worth
having, for he must be destined to mighty deeds - on which account, he should learn honor and seemly
ways, aswdll asthe skills of awarrior, hunter, and husbandman. Children of gods were not unheard of.
They became heroes, or women passing wise and fair, but were nonetheless mortal.

After three years, Carl came briefly caling. As he watched his son, he murmured, "How he does |ook
like hismother."

"Aye, intheface" Winnithar agreed, "but helll not lack manliness; that's already plain to see, Carl.”

None el se made bold any more to bespeak the Wanderer by that name - nor by the name they supposed
wasright. At drinking timethey did as he wished, saying forth what tales and verses they had lately

heard. He asked whence those sprang, and they could tell him of abard or two, whom he said hewould
visit. Hedid, later, and the makers reckoned themsalves lucky to have his notice. For his part, hetold
spellbinding things as of yore. However, now he was shortly gone again, not to return for years.

Meanwhile Dagobert grew apace, alad brisk, merry, handsome, and well-liked. He was but twelve
when he accompanied his haf-brothers, Winnithar's two oldest sons, on atrip south with acrew of
traders. They wintered there, and came back in spring brimful of wonders. Y es, yonder were landsfor
thetaking, rich, wide, watered by a Dnieper River that made this Vistula seem a brook. The northern
valeysthere were thickly wooded but farther south the countryside lay open, pastureland for herdsand
flocks, bride-like awaiting the farmer's plow. Whoever held it would also sit astride aflow of goods
through the Black Sea ports.

Asyet, not many Goths had moved thither. It was the westerly tribes that had made the redlly great trek,
into the lands north of the Danube. There they were a the Roman frontier, which meant a spate of barter.
On the bad side, should it come to war, the Romans remained formidable - especidly if they could put an
end to ther civil grife.

The Dnieper flowed safely far from the Empire. True, Heruls had come from the North and settled dong
the Azov shore: wild men, who would doubtless give trouble. Y et because they were such wolfish beings,
who scorned to wear mail or fight in ranks, they were less fearsome than the Vandals. Likewisetrue,
north and east of them laired the Huns, horsemen, stockbreeders, akin to trollsin their ugliness filth, and
bloodlust. They were said to be the direst warriorsin theworld. But the more glory in besting them if
they attacked; and a Gothic league could beat them, for they were split into clans and tribes, likelier to
fight each other than to raid farms and towns.

Dagobert was ablaze to be off, and his brothers eager. Winnithar urged caution. Let them learn more ere
making amove that could not be unmade. Besides, come the time, they should go not asafew families,
prey to reavers, but in force. It looked as though that would soon be possible.

For these were the days when Geberic of the Greutung tribe was drawing the eastern Goths together.
Some he fought and broke to hiswill, others he won over by talk, whether threst or promise. Among the
latter were the Teurings, who in Dagobert's fifteenth year hailed Geberic their king.

This meant that they paid scot to him, which was not heavy; sent men to fight for him when he wanted,
unlessit was the season of sowing or harvest; and heeded such laws as the Great Moot made for the
whole ream. In return, they need no longer beware of fellow. Goths who had joined him, but rather had



the help of these against common foes; trade bloomed; and they themselves had men at each year's Great
Moot, to speak and to vote.

Dagobert did well in the king'swars. In between, he would fare south, as a captain of guards for the
chapmen's bands. There he went around and |learned much.

Somehow, therare visits of hisfather waystook place when he was at home. The Wanderer gavehim
fine giftsand sage counsdl, but talk between them was awkward, for what can ayoung fellow say to one
likethat?

Dagobert did lead in making sacrifice at ashrine which Winnithar had built where the house formerly
stood in which the boy was born. That house Winnithar had burned, for her to have whose howe stood
behind it. Strangdly, at this haidom the Wanderer forbade bloodshed. Only first fruits of the earth might
be offered. The story arose that apples cast in the fire before the stone became the Apples of Life.

When Dagobert was full grown, Winnithar sought agood wife for him. This became Wau-burg, a
maiden strong and comely, daughter of Optaris at Staghorn Dale, who was the second most powerful
man among the Teurings. The Wanderer blessed the wedding by his presence.

He was a'so there when Waluburg bore her first child, aboy whom they named Tharasmund. In the same
year was born the first son of King Geberic that lived to manhood, Ermanaric.

Wauburg throve, giving her man hedthy children. Dagobert stayed unrestful, though; folk said that was
the blood of hisfather in him, and that he heard the wind at the edge of the world forever calling. When
he came back from his next trip south, he brought newsthat a Roman lord hight Constantine had finaly
put down hisrivals and become master of the whole Empire.

It may bethat thisfired Geberic, however forcefully the king had dready gone forth. He spent afew
more yearsrallying the East Goths; then he summoned them to follow him and make an end of the
Vandd pest.

Dagobert had by now decided he would indeed move south. The Wanderer had told him that that would
not be unwise; it was the fate of the Goths, and he might aswell be early and get a better pick of
holdings. He went about talking this over with yeomen great and small, for he knew his grandfather was
right about going in strength. Y et when the war arrow came, in honor he could not but heed. He rode off
at the head of better than a hundred men.

That was agrim struggle, ending in a battle which fattened wolves and ravens. There fell the Vanda King
Vismar. Theretoo died the older sons of Winnithar, who had hoped to be off with Dagobert. He himsalf
lived, not even badly wounded, and won ringing fame by his doughtiness. Some said that the Wanderer
had warded him on the field, spearing foemen, but this he denied. "My father wasthere, yes, to be with
me on the night before the last clash - naught else. We spoke of many and strange things. | asked him not
to demean me by doing my fighting for me, and he said that was not the will of Weard."

The upshot was that the Vandals were routed, overrun, and forced to depart their lands. After scouring
to and fro for severa years beyond the River Danube, dangerous but wretched, they besought the
Emperor Congtantine for leave to settlein hisrealm. Not loth to have fresh warriors guarding his
marches, helet them crossinto Pannonia

Meanwhile Dagobert found himself the leader of the Teurings, through his marriage, hisinheritance, and
the name he had won. He spent a time making them ready, and thereupon took them south.

Few stayed behind, so glittering was the hope. Among those who did were old Winnithar and Sdvaindis.



When the wagons had creaked away, the Wanderer sought those two out, one last time, and was kind to
them, for the sake of what had been and of her who dept by the River Vistula.

1980

Manse Everard was not the officer who raked me over the coas for my recklessness, and barely agreed
to let me continuein the mission - largely, he grumbled, at Herbert Ganz's urging, because there was
nobody to replace me. Everard had hisreasonsfor holding back. Those eventualy became evident, as
did the fact he'd been studying my reports.

Between the fourth century and the twentieth, 1'd passed about two years of persond lifespan sincelosing
Jorith. My grief had dwindled to wistfulness - if only she could have had more of thelife sheloved and
made lovely! - except oncein awhilewhen it rosein full force and struck again. In her quiet way, Laurie
had helped me toward acceptance. Never before had | understood in full what awonderful person she
was.

| was at home on furlough, New Y ork, 1932, when Everard called and asked for another conference.
"Just afew questions, acouple hours bullshooting,” he said, "and afterward we can go out on the town.
Y our wifetoo, of course. Ever see LolaMontez in her heyday? I've got tickets, Paris, 1843."

Winter had falen uptime. Snow tumbled past the windows of his gpartment, making a cave of white
dtillnessfor us. He gave me atoddy and inquired what | particularly liked in the way of music. We agreed
on akoto performance, by a player in medieva Japan whose name the chronicles have forgotten but who
wasthe finest that ever lived. Timetravel hasitsrewardsaswell asitspains.

Everard made a production of stuffing and lighting his pipe. Y ou never filed an account of your
relaionship to Jorith," he said in atone dmost casud. "It only came out in the course of the inquiry, after
you'd sent for Mendoza. Why?'

"ltwas. .. persona," | answered. "Didn't see that it was anybody el se's business. Oh, they cautioned us
about that sort of thing at the Academy, but regs don't actualy forbid it.”

Looking at his dark, bowed head, | had the eerie knowledge that he must have read everything | would
write. He knew my persona future as| did not - as| would not until | had been through it. Theruleis
very seldom waived that keegps an agent from learning his or her destiny; acausal loop isthe least
undesirable thing that could dl too easly result.

"Well, | don't aim to repeat a scolding you've already had,” Everard said. "In fact, between the two of us,
| fed that Coordinator Abdullah got needlessly stuffy. Operatives must have discretion, or they'd never
get their jobs done, and plenty of them have sailed closer to the wind than you did.”

He spent aminute kindling his tobacco before he went on, through the blue haze: "However, | would like
to ask you about a couple of details. More to get your reaction than on any deep philosophical grounds -
though | admit to being curious, too. Y ou see, on that basis, maybe | can give you afew useful
procedura suggestions. I'm not a scientist myself, but | have kicked around history, prehistory, and even
posthistory, quitealot.”

"You havethat,” | agreed with enormous respect. "Well, okay, for openers, the most obvious. Early on,
you intervened in awar between Goths and Vandds. How do you justify that?"



"| answered that question at theinquiry, Sr ... Manse. | knew better than to kill anybody, since my own
lifewasnever in jeopardy. | helped organize, | collected intelligence, | inspired fear in the enemy - flying
around on antigrav, throwing illusons, projecting subsonic beams. If anything, by making them panic, |
saved lives on both sides. But my essentid reason was that 1'd spent alot of effort - Petrol effort -
establishing abase in the society | was supposed to study, and the Vandal s threatened to destroy that
base" "Y ou weren't afraid of touching off achangein uptime events?"

"No. Oh, perhaps | should have thought it over more carefully, and gotten expert opinions, before acting.
But it did look like dmost atextbook case. That was merely alarge-scaleraid the Vandds were
mounting. Nowhere did history record it. The outcome either way wasinsgnificant. . . except to
individuds, certain of whom were important to my misson aswell asme. And asfor the lives of those
individuas - and the line of descent that | started mysdlf, back yonder - why, those are minor satistical
fluctuationsin the gene pool. They soon average out.”

Everard scowled. ™Y ou're giving me the standard arguments, Carl, same as you did the board of inquiry.
They got you off the hook there. But don't bother today. What I'm trying to make you know, not in your
forebrain but in your marrow, isthat redity never conformsvery well to the textbooks, and sometimesit
doesn't conform at dl.”

"I believe | am beginning to seethat.” My humility was genuine. "In thelivesI've been following
downtime. We have no right to take people over, do we?"'

Everard smiled, and | felt free to savor along draught from my glass. "Good. Let's drop generalities and
get into the details of what you're actualy after. For instance, you gave your Goths thingsthey'd never
have had without you. The physica presents are not to worry about; thosell rust or rot or be lost quickly
enough. But accounts of the world and storiesfrom foreign cultures.”

"I had to make mysdf interesting, didn't 1? Why e se should they recite old, familiar suff for me?”

"M-m, yeah, sure. But look, wouldn't whatever you told them get into their folklore, dter the very matter
you went to study?'

| dlowed mysdf achuckle. "No. Therel did have a psychosocid caculation run in advance, and used it
for aguide. Turns out that societies of thiskind have highly selective collective memories. Remember,
they'reilliterate, and they livein amenta world where marvels are commonplace.

What | said about, say, the Romans merely added detail to information they aready had from travelers,
and those details would shortly be garbled down to the genera noiseleve of their concepts of Rome. As
for more exotic materid, well, what was somebody like Cuchulainn but one more foredoomed hero, such
asthey'd heard scores of yarns about? What was the Han Empire but one more fabulous country beyond
the horizon? My immediate listeners were impressed; but afterward they passed it on to others, who
merged everything into their exigting sages.”

Everard nodded. "M-m-m-hm." He smoked for abit. Abruptly: "What about yoursef? Y ou're not a
clutch of words; you're a concrete and enigmatic person who keeps appearing among them. Y ou
proposeto do it for generations. Are you setting up in business asagod?”

That was the hard question, for which I'd spent considerable time preparing. | let another swallow of my
drink glow down my throat and warm my stomach before | replied, dowly: "Yes, I'm afraid so. Not that
| intended it or want it, but it does seem to have happened.”

Everard scarcely stirred. Lazily asalion, he drawled, "And you maintain that doesn't make ahistorica
difference?’



"l do. Please listen. I've never claimed to be agod, or demanded divine prerogatives, or anything like
that. Nor do | proposeto. It'sjust come about. In the nature of the case, | arrived alone, dressed like a
wayfarer but not like abum. | carried a spear because that's the normal weapon for aman on foot. Being
of the twentieth century, I'm taller than the average for the fourth, even among Nordic types. My hair and
beard are gray. | told stories, described distant places, and, yes, | did fly through the air and strike terror
into enemies -1t couldn't be helped. But | did not, repeat not establish anew god. | merdly fitted an image
they'd long worshipped, and in the course of time, ageneration or so, they cameto assume | must be
him"

"What's his name?"

"Wodan, among the Goths. Cognate to western German Wotan, English Woden, Frisan Wons, et
cetera. Thelate Scandinavian verson isbest known: Odin."

| was surprised to see Everard surprised. Well, of course the reports 1 filed with the guardian branch of
the Patrol were much less detailed than the notes | was compiling for Ganz. "Hm? Odin? But he was
one-eyed, and the boss god, which | gather you are nat. ... Or are you?"

"No." How soothing it wasto get back into lecture gear. ™Y ou're thinking of the Eddie, the Viking Odin.
But he belongsto adifferent era, centurieslater and hundreds of miles northwestward.

"For my Goths, the boss god, asyou put it, is Tiwaz. He goes straight back to the old Indo-European
pantheon, aong with the other Anses, as opposed to aborigina chthonic deitieslike the Wanes. The
Romansidentified Tiwaz with Mars, because he was the war god, but he was much else aswell.

"The Romans thought Donar, whom the Scandinavians called Thor, must be the same as Jupiter, because
he ruled over westher; but to the Goths, he was a son of Tiwaz. Likewise for Wodan, whom the Romans
identified with Mercury."

"So mythology evolved astime passed, en?' Everard prompted.

"Right," | said. "Tiwaz dwindled to the Tyr of Asgard. Little memory of him was left, except that it was he
who'd logt ahand in binding the Wolf that shal destroy the world. However, ‘tyr' asacommon nounisa
synonymin Old Norsefor 'god.’

"Meanwhile Wodan, or Odin, gained importance, till he becamethe father of therest. | think - though this
is something we have to investigate someday - | think that was because the Scandinavians grew
extremedy warlike. A psycho-pomp, who'd aso acquired shamanidtic traits through Finnish influence, was
anatura for acult among aristocratic warriors, he brought them to Vahalla At that, Odin was most
popular in Denmark and maybe Sweden. In Norway and its Icelandic colony, Thor loomed larger.”

"Fascinating.” Everard gusted asigh. "So much more to know than any of uswill ever livetolean. . ..
Wi, but tell me about your Wodan figurein fourth-century eastern Europe.”

"Hedtill hastwo eyes," | explained, "but he dready hasthe hat, the cloak, and the spear, whichisredly a
gaff. Y ou see, he'sthe Wanderer. That's why the Romans thought he must be Mercury under adifferent
name, same as they thought the Greek god Hermes must be. It al goes back to the earliest
Indo-European traditions. Y ou can find hints of it in India, Persa, the Cdtic and Savic myths - but those
last are even more poorly chronicled. Eventudly, my servicewill -

"Anyhow. Wodan-Mercury-Hermes is the Wanderer because he'sthe god of thewind. Thisleadsto his
becoming the patron of travelers and traders. Faring aswidely as he does, he must have learned a great
dedl, s0 he likewise becomes associated with wisdom, poetry . . . and magic. Those attributesjoin with



the idea of the dead riding on the night wind - they join to make him the Psycho-pomp, the conductor of
the dead down to the Afterworld.”

Everard blew asmokering. Hisgaze followed it, asif some symbol wereinitstwistings. "Y ou've gotten
latched onto a pretty strong figure, seems,” he said low.

"Yes" | agreed. "Repest, it was none of my intention. If anything, it complicates my mission without end.
And I'll certainly be careful. But ... it isamyth which aready existed. There were countless stories about
Wodan's appearances among men. That most were fable, while afew reflected eventsthat redly
happened - what difference doesit make?"

Everard drew hard on his pipe. "1 dunno. In spite of my study of this episode, asfar asit'sgone, | don't
know. Maybe nothing, no difference. And yet I've learned to be wary of archetypes. They have more
power than any sciencein history has measured. That'swhy I've been quizzing you like this, about stuff
that should be obviousto me. It isn't, down underneath.”

He did not so much shrug as shake his shoulders. "Wdll," he growled, "never mind the metaphysics. Let's
settle acouple of practica matters, and then get hold of your wife and my date and go havefun.”

337

Throughout that day, battle had raged. Again and again had the Huns dashed themselves over the Gothic
ranks, like ssorm-waves that break on a cliff. Their arrows darkened the sky ere lances|owered, banners
streamed, earth shook to the thunder of hoofs, and the horsemen charged. Fighters on foot, the Goths
stood fast in their arrays. Pikes danted forward, swords and axes and bills gleamed at the ready, bows
twanged and dingstones flew, horns brayed. When the shock came, deep-throated shouts made answer
to the yel ping Hunnish war-cries.

Theresfter it was hew, stab, pant, swest, kill, die. When men fell, feet aswell as hoofs crushed rib cages
and trampled flesh to red ruin. Iron dinned on helmets, rattled on ringmail, banged the wood of shields
and the hardened leather of breastplates. Horses wallowed and shrieked, throats pierced or hocks
hamstrung. Wounded men snarled and sought to thrust or grapple. Seldom was anybody sure whom he
hed struck or who had smitten him. Madnessfilled him, took him unto itself, whirled black through his
world.

Once had the Huns broken an enemy line. They yelled their glee asthey reined mounts around to butcher
from behind. But asif out of nowhere, afresh Gothic troop rolled upon them, and now it was they who
were trapped. Few escaped. Otherwise, Hunnish captains who saw a charge fail would sound the
retreat. Those riderswere wdll drilled; they pulled out of bowshot, and for awhile the hosts breathed
hard, daked thirst, cared for their hurt, glared across the ground between.

The sun sank westward, blood-red in agreenish heaven. Itslight glimmered on the river and on the wings
of carrion fowl awhed overhead. Shadows ran long down dopes of silvery grass, welled upward in
dales, turned clumps of trees black and shapeless. A breeze flitted cold across gore-muddied earth,
ruffled the hair of the corpsesthat lay in windrows, whistled asif to cal them hence.

Drumsthuttered. The Huns drew into squadrons. A last trumpet shrilled, and they made their last
ondaught.



Bone-weary though they were, the Goths cast it back, and resped men by the hundreds. Well and truly
had Dagobert sprung histrap. When first he heard of an invader army - daying, raping, looting, burning -
he cdled for hisfolk to gather benesth a single standard. Not only the Teurings, but kindred settlers
heeded. He lured the Huns into this hollow that led down to the Dnieper, where cavalry was cramped,
before hismain body poured over the ridges on either side and barred retrest.

Hissmall round shield lay gnawed to splinters. His helmet was battered, his mail ragged, sword blunt,
body asingle bruise. Y et he stood in the forefront of the Gothic center, and his banner flew above him.
When the attack came, he moved like awildcat.

A horse reared huge. He glimpsed the man in the saddle: short but broad, clad in stenchful skins beneeth
what armor he had, head shaven save for apigtail, thin beard braided in twain, big-nosed face made
hideous by patterned scars.

The Hun wielded a singlehand ax. Dagobert stepped aside while the hoofs crashed down. He struck, and
met the other weapon on itsway. Stedl rang. Sparks showered athwart dusk. Dagobert ewed his blade
around and raked it over therider'sthigh. That would have been a deadly dash had the edge till been
sharp. Aswas, blood runneled forth. The Hun yammered and smote anew. He hit the Gothic helmet full
on. Dagobert staggered. Heregained hisfeet - and his enemy was gone, swept off in the whirlwind of

gruggle

From another horse, suddenly there, alance struck forward. Dagobert, half dazed, took it between neck
and shoulder. The Hun saw him sink, and pressed ahead &t the hole opened in the Gothic line. From the
ground, Dagobert threw his sword. It hit the Hun's arm and shook |oose the spear. Dagobert's nearest
fellow hacked with abill. The Hun toppled. His body dragged from astirrup.

All a once, there was no fight. Broken, snatched by terror, those of the foe that lived fled. Not asahogt,
but each for himsdlf, they stampeded.

"After them,” Dagobert gasped where helay. "L et none go free - avenge our dead, make safety for our
land -" Weakly, he dapped the ankle of his standard bearer. The man bore the banner forward, and the
Gothsfollowed, daying and daying. Few indeed were the Huns that returned home.

Dagobert pawed at his neck. The point had gone in on the right. Blood pumped forth. The racket of war
moved off. Nearer were the cries of the crippled, man and horse, and of the ravens that circled low.
Thoseaso grew dimin hishearing. His eyes sought the last glimpse of sun.

Air shimmered and stirred. The Wanderer had arrived.

He dismounted from his ddritch steed, kndlt in the muck, sent hands across the wound in his son.
"Father," Dagobert whispered, agurgle through the blood that filled his mouth.

Anguish went over the face that he remembered as stern and aoof. "I cannot save - | may not - they
would not -" the Wanderer mumbled.

"Have...we...won?'

"Y es. WEll berid of the Hunsfor many ayear. Y our doing.”

The Goth smiled. "Good. Now take me away, father -"

Carl held Dagobert in hisarmstill death had come, and for along while afterward.



1933

"Oh, Laurig!"

"Hush, darling. It wasto be."

"My son, my son!"

"Comeclose. Don't be afraid to cry.”

"But hewas so young, Laurie.

"A man grown, just the same. Y ou won't forsake his children, your grandchildren. Will you?!

"No, never. Though what can | do? Tell mewhat | can do for them. They're doomed, Jorith's
d-d-descendants will die, | may not change that, how can 1 help them?"

"Well think about it later, dear. First, pleaserest, be quiet, deep.”

337-344

Tharasmund was in his thirteenth winter when hisfather Dagobert fell. Nonetheless, after they had buried
their leader in ahill-high barrow, the Teurings hailed the lad their chieftain. A Stripling hewas, but full of
promise, and they would have no other house than his over them.

Besdes, after the battle on the Dnieper, they awaited no danger in the morrow. That had been an dliance
of several Hunnish tribes which they smashed. The rest would not be hasty to move on Goths, nor would
the Heruls. Whatever warfare got waged would likeliest be afar, and not in defense but on behalf of King
Geberic. Tharasmund should have time in which to grow and learn. Moreover, would he not have the
favor and counsdl of Wodan?

Waluburg his mother married again, aman named Ansgar. He was of lesser station than she, but
well-to-do, able, not greedy for power. He and she ruled well over their holdings and gave good
leadership to their folk until Tharasmund came of age. If they stayed on thus somewhat beyond that yesr,
before withdrawing to live quietly, it was at hiswish. The restlessness of hislinewasin him too, and he
wanted freedom to travel.

Thiswaswell, for in those days many changes passed through the world. A chieftain must know them
before he could hope to deal with them.

Rome lay once more at peace with itsdlf, though before he died Congtantine had divided rule of the
Empire between East and West. For the Eastern seat of lordship he had chosen the city Byzantium,
renaming it after himsdlf. It waxed swiftly in Sze and wedth. After clashesin which they took adrubbing,
the Visgoths made treaty with Rome, and traffic became brisk across the River Danube.

Congtantine had declared Chrigt the single god of the state. Spokesmen for that faith went far and wide.
More and more of the West Goths hearkened. Those who stayed by Tiwaz and Frijamidliked that
greatly. Not only might the old gods grow angry and bring woe to a thankless people; to take the new



one opened away for Constantinople to win mastery, dowly but without ever asword being drawn. The
Chrigtians said this counted for less than sdvation; besides, from aworldly standpoint, it was better to be
in the Empire than out. Y ear by year, embitterment crept between the factions.

At their distance, the Ostrogoths were dow to become much aware of these matters. Christians among
them were mostly daves brought from western parts. Therewas a church at Olbia, but it was for the use
of Roman traders - wooden, small and shabby when set againgt the ancient marble temples, emptily
though those now echoed. However, as the trade grew, dwellersinland also began to meet Christians,
some of them priests. Here and there, free women took baptism, and afew men.

The Teuringswould have none of this. Their gods were doing well by them, asby al the East Goths.
Broad acres yielded riches; likewise did barter north and south, and their share of tribute paid by folk
whom the king had overcome.

Wauburg and Ansgar built anew hall that would be worthy of Dagobert's son. On theright bank of the
Dnieper it rose, upon aheight overlooking the river's gleam, ripple of wind through grass and croplands,
stands of timber where birds nested in flocks to becloud heaven. Carven dragons reared over its gables;
horns of elk and aurochs above the doors were gilded; pillars within bore theimages of gods - save for
Wodan, who had arichly bedecked halidom nearby. Outbuildings sprang up around it, and lesser homes,
until the thorp could dmost be called avillage. Life boomed about, men, women, children, horses,
hounds, wagons, weapons, sounds of talk, laughter, song, footfalls on cobblestones, hammer, saw,
whedls, fire, oaths, or now and then somebody weeping. A shed down by the water held a ship, when it
was not faring abroad, and the wharf often welcomed vessd s that plied the stream with their wonderful
cargoes.

Heorot, they named the hall, because the Wanderer, wryly smiling, had said that was the name of a
famous dwelling in the North. He came by every few years, for afew days at atime, to hear what there
was to hear.

Tharasmund grew up darker than hisfather, brown-haired, heavier of bone and features and soul. That
was not bad, thought the Teurings. Let him burn off hislust for adventure early, and gain knowledge ashe
did; then he ought to settle down and steer them soberly. They felt they were going to need a steadfast
man at their head. Stories had reached them of a king who was hauling the Huns together as Geberic had
done the Ostrogoths. Word from the northern mother country was that Geberic's son and likely heir,
Ermanaric, was acrud and overbearing sort. Moreover, the odds were that erelong the roya house
would move south, out of the swamps and damps, down to these sunny lands where the bulk of the
nation was now found. The Teurings wanted aleader who could stand up for their rights.

Thelast journey that Tharasmund made began when he was of seventeen winters, and lasted for three
years. It took him through the Black Seato Congtantinople itsalf. Thence his ship returned; that wasthe
only news hiskin had of him. Y et they did not fear - because the Wanderer had offered to accompany
his grandson throughout.

Afterward Tharasmund and his men had stories to brighten evenings for aslong asthey lived. Following
their stay in New Rome - marvel upon marvel, happening upon happening - they went overland, across
the province of Moesiaand thusto the Danube. Onitsfar side they settled down among the Visigoths for
ayear. The Wanderer had inssted on that, saying that Tharasmund must form friendships with them.

And indeed it came to pass that the youth met Ulrica, adaughter of King Athanaric. That mighty man il
offered to the old gods; and the Wanderer had sometimes appeared in hisrealm too. Hewas glad to
make an dliance with a chieftainly housein the East. Asfor the young ones, they got dong. Already
Ulricawas haughty and hard, but she bade fare to run her household well, bear sound children, and



uphold her manin hisdoings

Agreement was reached: Tharasmund would proceed home, gifts and pledges would go back and forth,
inayear or so his bride would cometo him.

The Wanderer stayed but asingle night at Heorot before he said farewel. Of him, Tharasmund and the
rest related little other than that he had led them wisdly, abeit he often disappeared for awhile. He was
too strange for them to chatter about.

Once, though, yearslater, when Erdlievalay at hissde, Tharasmund told her: "I opened my heart to him.
He wanted that, and heard me out, and somehow it was asif love and pain dwelt together behind his

eyes”

1858

Unlike mogt Patrol agents above the rank of routineer, Herbert Ganz had not abandoned hisformer
surroundings. Middle-aged when recruited, and a confirmed bachelor, he liked being Herr Professor at
the Friedrich Wilhelm University in Berlin. Asarule, he would come back from histimetripswithin five
minutes of departure to resume an orderly, dightly pompous academic existence. For that maitter, his
jaunts were seldom to anywhere but a superbly equipped office centuries uptime, and scarcely ever to
the early Germanic milieuswhich were hisfield of research. "They are unsuitable for a peaceful old
scholar,” he had said when | asked why. "And vice versa. | would make afool of mysdlf, earn contempt,
arouse suspicion, perhaps get killed. No, my usefulnessisin study, organization, andyss, hypothess. Let
me enjoy my lifein these decades that suit me. Too soon will they end. Y es, of course, before Western
civilization begins self-destruction in earnest, | must needs have aged my appearance, until | smulate my
death. . . . What next? Who knows? | will inquire. Perhaps| should smply start over el'sewhere: exempli
gratia, post-Napoleonic Bonn or Heidelberg.”

Hefdt it incumbent on him to give hospitaity to field operatives when they reported in person. For the
fifth timein my lifespan thusfar, heand | followed a gargantuan midday med by angp and astroll dong
Unter den Linden. We came back to his house through a summer twilight. Trees bresthed fragrance,
horsedrawn vehicles clop-clopped past, gentlemen raised their tall hatsto ladies of their acquaintance
whom they met, anightingale sang in arose garden. Occasiondly auniformed Prussian officer strode by,
but his shouldersdid not obvioudy carry thefuture,

The house was spacious, though books and bric-a-brac tended to disguise that fact. Ganz led meto the
library and rang for amaid, who entered arustle in black dress, white cap and apron. "We shdl have
coffee and cakes," he directed. "And, yes, put on the tray abottle of cognac, with glasses. Thereafter we
are not to be disturbed.”

When she had |eft on her errand, he lowered his portly form onto asofa. "Emmaisagood girl," he
remarked while he polished his pince-nez. Patrol medics could easily have corrected his eyebdlls, but
he'd have had trouble explaining why he no longer required lenses, and declared it made no particular
difference. "Of apoor peasant family - ach, they breed fast, but the nature of lifeisthat it overflows, not
true? | take an interest in her. Avuncular only, | assure you. Sheisto leave my servicein three years
because she marries afine young man. | will provide amodest dowry in the guise of awedding present,
and stand godfather to their firstborn.” Trouble crossed the ruddy, jowly visage. "She dies of tuberculosis
at the age of forty-one." He ran ahand over hisbare scalp. "I am alowed to do nothing about that except



provide some medicines that make her comfortable. We dare not mourn, we of the Patrol: certainly not
beforehand. | should save pity, sense of guilt, for my poor unwitting friends and colleagues, the brothers
Grimm. Emmaslifeis better than most of mankind will ever have known."

| made no reply. Our privacy being assured, | got more intent than necessary on setting up the apparatus
I'd brought in my luggage. (Here | passed for avisiting British scholar. 1'd practiced my accent. An
American would have been pestered with too many questions about Red Indians and davery.) While
Tharasmund and | were among the Visigoths, we'd met Ulfilas. I'd recorded that event, as| did al of
specid interest. Surdy Ganz would want alook at Congtantinopl€e's chief missonary, the Apostle to the
Goths, whose trandation of the Bible was virtualy the sole source of information about their language
which survived until timetravel cameaong.

The hologram sprang into being. Suddenly the room - chandelier, bookshelves, up-to-date furniture
which | knew as Empire, busts, framed etchings and oils, crockery, Chinese-motif wallpaper, maroon
drapes - became the mystery, darkness around a campfire. Y et | was not there, in my own skull: for it
was mysalf on whom | looked, and he was the Wanderer.

(The recorders are tiny, operating on the molecular level, self-directing asthey collect full sensory input.
Mine, one of severd | took along, was hidden in the spear that | had leaned againgt atree. Wanting to
encounter Ulfilasinformally, I'd laid out the route of my party to intercept that of his aswe both traveled
through what the Romans had known as Dacia before they withdrew from it, and | in my day knew as
Rumania. After mutua avowas of peaceful intentions, my Ostrogoths and his Byzantines pitched tents
and shared amed.)

Treeswalled the forest meadow in gloom. Flame-lit smoke rose to hide stars. An owl hooted, over and
over. The night was till mild, but dew had begun chilling the grass. Men sat cross-legged near the codls,
save for Ulfilasand me. He had stood up in his zedl, and | could not let myself be dominated before the
others. They stared, listened, furtively drew signs of Ax or Cross.

Despite his name - Wulfila, originally - he was short, thick-set, fleshy-nosed; for he took after
Cappadocian grandparents, carried off in the Gothic raid of 264. In accordance with the treaty of 332,
he had gone to Constantinople as both hostage and envoy. Eventudly he returned to the Visigoths as
missionary. The creed he preached was not that of the Nicean Council, but the austere doctrine of Arius,
which it had rgjected as heresy. Nonethel ess he moved in the vanguard of Christendom, the morrow.

"~ No, we should not merely trade stories of our farings," he said. "How can those be sundered from our
faiths?' Histone was soft and reasonable, but keen wasthe gaze he leveled at me. "Y ou are no ordinary
man, Carl. That | see plain upon you, and in the eyes of your followers. Let none take offenseif | wonder
whether you are entirdy human.”

"I am no evil demon," | said. Wasit truly melooming over him, lean, gray, cloaked, doomed and
resigned to foreknowledge - yon figure out of darkness and the wind? On this night, one and a half
thousand years after that night, | felt asif it were somebody € se, Wodan indeed, the forever homeless.

Ulfilas fervor burned at him: "Then you will not fear to debate.”

"What use, priest? Y ou know well that the Goths are not a people of the Book. They would offer to
Chrigt in hislands; they often do. But you never offer to Tiwaz in his"

"No, for God has forbidden that we bow down to any save him. It isonly God the Father who may be
worshipped. To the Son, let men give due reverence, yes, but the nature of Christ -" And Ulfilas was off
on asermon.



It was not arant. He knew better. He spoke camly, sensibly, even good-humoredly. He did not hesitate
to employ pagan imagery, nor did he try to lay more than agroundwork of ideas before he let
conversation go esawhere. | saw men of mine nodding thoughtfully. Arianism better fitted their traditions
and temperament than did a Catholicism of which they had no knowledge anyway. It would be the form
of Chrigtianity that al Gothsfindly took; and from thiswould spring centuries of trouble.

| had not made a particularly good showing. But then, how could | in honesty have argued for a
heathenism in which | had no belief and which | knew was going under? For that matter, how could | in
honesty have argued for Christ?

My eyes, 1858, sought Tharasmund. Much lingered in his young countenance of Jorith's dear fegtures. ..

- "And how goesthe literary research?' Ganz asked when my scene was done.

"Quitewdl." | escaped into facts. "New poems; linesin them that definitely look ancestrd to linesin
Widsith and Walt here. To be specific, Sncethe battle at Dnieper sde-" That hurt, but | brought forth
my notes and recordings, and plowed ahead.

344-347

In the same year that Tharasmund returned to Heorot and took up chieftainship over the Teurings,
Geberic diedinthe hdl of hisfathers, on apeak of the High Tatra. His son Ermanaric became king of the
Ostrogoths.

Latein the next year Ulrica, daughter of Visi-gothic Athanaric, cameto her betrothed Tharasmund, at the
head of agreat and rich retinue. Their marriage was afeast long remembered, aweek where food, drink,
gifts, games, merriment, and brags went unstinted for hundreds of guests.

Because his grandson had asked him to, the Wanderer himsdlf hallowed the pair, and by torchlight led
the bride to the loft where the groom awaited her.

There were those, not of the Teuring tribe, who muttered that Tharasmund seemed overweening, as
though he would fain be more than hisking's handfast man.

Shortly after the wedding he must hasten off. The Heruls were out and the marches aflame. To beet them
back and lay waste some of their own country became awinter's work. No sooner was it done but
Ermanaric sent word that he wanted al heads of tribes to meet with him in the motherland.

This proved worthwhile. Plans got hammered out for conquests and other things that needed doing.
Ermanaric shifted his court south to where the bulk of his people were. Besides many of his Greutungs,
thetriba chiefsand their warriors went along. It was a splendid trek, on which bards lavished words that
the Wanderer soon heard chanted.

Therefore Ulricawas late in becoming fruitful. However, after Tharasmund met her again, he soon filled
her belly for her, and mightily well. She said to her women that of course it would be aman-child, and
live to become as renowned as his forebears.

She gave him birth one winter night - some said easily, some said scornful of any pains. Heorot rejoiced.
The father sent word around that he would hold a naming feast.



Thiswas awelcome break in the season’'s murk, added to the Y uletide gatherings. People flocked thither.
Among them were men who thought it might be a chance to draw Tharasmund aside for aword or two.
They bore grudges againgt King Ermanaric.

The hal was bedight with evergreen boughs, weavings, burnished metal, Roman glass. Though day
reigned yet over snowfields outside, lamps brightened the long room. Clad in their best, the leading
yeomen and wives among the Teurings ringed the high seat, where rested crib and babe. Lesser folk,
children, hounds crowded aong the walls. Sweetness of pine and mead filled air and heads.

Tharasmund stepped forth. In his hand was a holy ax, to hold above his son while he called down
Donar's blessng. From her sde Ulrica bore water out of Frijas well. None there had witnessed anything
like this erenow, savefor thefirstborn of aroya house.

"Weare met -" Tharasmund broke off. All eyes swung doorward, and breath went like awave. "Oh, |
hoped! Be welcome!™

Spear dowly thumping floor, the Wanderer neared. He bent his grayness over the child.
"Will you, lord, bestow his name?' Tharasmund asked.

"What shdll it be?"

"From his mother'skin, to bind us closer to the West Goths, Hathawulf."

The Wanderer stood atogether still for awhile that went on and on. At last helifted hishead. The
hatbrim shadowed hisface. "Hathawulf," he said low, asif to himsdlf. "Oh, yes. | understand now." A
little louder: "Weard will haveit so. Well, then, o beit. | will give him hisname.”

1934

| came out of the New Y ork base into the cold and early darkness of December, and went uptown
afoot. Lights and window displays threw Christmas a me, but shoppers were not many. On street
cornersin thewind, Sdvation Army musicians blatted or Santa Clausesrang bells a their kettlesfor
charity, while sad vendors offered this or that. They didn't have a Depression among the Goths, | thought.
But the Goths had lessto lose. Materidly, anyway. Spiritualy - who could tell? Not 1, no matter how
much history | had seen or would ever see.

Laurie heard my tread on the landing and flung our apartment door wide. We had set the date
beforehand for my latest return, after she'd be back from Chicago, where she had a show. She embraced
me hard.

Aswe went on inside, her joy dimmed. We stopped in the middle of the living room. She took both my
handsin hers, regarded me for amute spell, and asked low, "What stabbed you . . . thistrip?’

"Nothing | shouldn't have foreseen,” | answered, hearing my voice as dull asmy soul. "Uh, how'd the
exhibition go?'

"Fine," shereplied efficiently. "In fact, two pictures have dready sold for anice sum.” Concern welled
forth: "With that out of theway, St down. Let me bring you adrink. God, you look blackjacked."



"I'm dl right. No need towait on me."

"Maybe| fed aneedto. Ever think of that?' Laurie hustled meinto my usua armchair. | dumped down
init and Sared out the window. Lights afar made ahectic glimmer dong the slll, at the feet of night. The
radio was tuned to aprogram of carols. "O little town of Bethlehem- "

"Kick off your shoes," Laurie advised from the kitchen. | did, and it was asif that were the red act of
homecoming, like a Goth unbuckling his sword belt.

She brought in apair of siff Scotch-and-lemons, and brushed lips across my brow before settling herself
inthe chair opposite. "Welcome," she said. "Welcome dways." We raised glasses and drank.

She waited quietly for meto be ready.

| got it out in arush: "Hamther has been born."

"Who?'

"Hamther. He and his brother Sorli died trying to avenge their sster.”
"I know," she whispered. "Oh, Carl, darling.”

"Firgt child of Tharasmund and Ulrica. The nameis actudly Hathawulf, but it's easy to see how that got
elided to Hamther asthe story flowed north over centuries. And they want to call their next son Solbern.
Thetiming isright, too. Those will be young men - will have been - when -" | couldn't go on.

She leaned forward just long enough that atouch of her hand reached my awareness.
Afterward, her tone stark, she said: "Y ou don't have to go through with this. Do you, Carl?"
"What?" Astonishment made me stop hurting for an ingtant. " Of course | do. My job, my duty.”

"Your job isto trace out whatever people put into verses and stories. Not what they actualy did. Skip
forward, dear. Let . . . Hathawulf be safely dead when next you return there.”

"No!"

| redized I'd shouted, took adeep and warming draught, made myself confront her and state levely: "I've
thought about that. Believe me, | have. And | can't. Can't abandon them.”

"Can't help them, ether. It's predestined, everything."

"We don't know just what will . . . did happen. Or how | might be ableto - No, Laurie, please don't say
any more about that."

She sighed. "W, | can understand. Y ou've been with generations of them, asthey grew and lived and
suffered and died; but to you it hasn't been so long.” To you, she did not say, Jorith isavery near
memory. "Y es, do what you must, Carl, while you mugt.”

| had no words, because | could fed her own pain.

She amiled shakily. "Y ou've got afurlough now, though," she said. "Put your work aside. | went out
today and brought back asmal Chrissmastree. How'd you likeif wetrimmed it this evening, after I've
fixed agourmet dinner?'



" 'Peace on the earth, good will to men,

From Heav'n's all-gracious King-

348-366

Athanaric, king of the West Goths, hated Christ. Besides holding fast to the gods of hisfathers, he feared
the Church asady agent of the Empire. Let it gnaw away long enough, he said, and folk would find
themsalves bending the knee to Roman overlords. Therefore he egged men on againg it, thwarted the kin
of murdered Christians when they sought weregild, at last rammed laws through his Great Moot that |eft
them open to wholesale daughter as soon as some happening made tempersflare. Or so he thought. For
their part, the baptized Goths, who by now were not few, drew together and spoke of |etting the Lord
God of Hosts decide the outcome.

Bishop Ulfilas cdled them unwise. Martyrs became saints, he agreed, but it was the body of the faithful
that kept the Word dive on earth. He sought and obtained permission from Emperor Congtantiusfor his
flock to moveinto Moesia. Leading them across the Danube, he saw them settled under the Haemus
Mountains. There they became a peaceablelot of herdsmen and farmers.

When this news reached Heorot, Ulricalaughed doud. “Then my father isrid of them!™

She cried that too soon. For the next thirty years and more, Ulfilasworked on in hisvineyard. Not every
Chrigtian Visigoth had followed him south. Some remained, among them chieftains strong enough to
protect themselves and their underlings. These received missionaries, whose labors bore fruit. Athanaric's
persecutions caused the Christians to seek aleader of their own. They found one in Frithigern, aso of the
roya house. Whileit never came to open war between the factions, there were clashes aplenty. Y ounger,
soon wedthier than hisrival because of being favored by traders from the Empire, Frithigern brought
many West Gothsto join the Church asthe years wore on, merely because that seemed apromising thing
to do.

It touched the Ogtrogothsittle. The number of Chrigtians among them did swell, but dowly and without
rousing undue trouble. King Ermanaric cared naught about gods of any sort or about the next world. He
was too busy seizing as much as he could of thisone.

Up and down eastern Europe hiswars raged. In severa seasons fierce campaigning he broke the Heruls.
Those who did not submit moved off to join westerly tribes bearing the same name. Aestii and Vendi
were easer prey for Ermanaric. Unsated, he took his armies north, beyond the lands that his father had
made tributary. In the end, a sweep of earth from the Elbe River to the Dnieper mouth acknowledged
him overlord.

In these farings Tharasmund gained renown and booty. Y et he liked not the king's harshness. Oftenin the
moots he stood up not only for his own tribe but for others, on behaf of their ancient rights. Then
Ermanaric must needs back down, however sullenly. The Teurings were as yet too powerful, or he not
powerful enough, for him to make foemen of. Thiswas the more true since many Gothswould have
feared to draw blade againgt a house whose strange forebear still guested it from timeto time.

The Wanderer was there when they gave nameto the third child of Tharasmund and Ulrica, Solbern. The
second had died inits crib, but Solbern, like his brother, grew up strong and handsome. The fourth child
was agirl, whom they caled Swanhild. For her, too, the Wanderer appeared, but fleetingly, and



thereafter he was not seen for years. Swanhild became very fair to look upon, and of a sweet and merry
nature.

Ulricabore three more children. They were far part and nonelived long. Tharasmund was mostly away
from home, fighting, trading, taking counsel with men of worth, leading his Teuringsin their common
business. Upon his returns he was apt to deep with Erelieva, the leman he had taken soon after
Swanhild's birth.

Shewas neither dave nor base-born, but the daughter of awell-to-do yeoman. Indeed, on the distaff
sde shetoo descended from Winnithar and Salvaindis. Tharasmund met her while he rode about among
thetribesfolk, aswas his yearly wont when he was abroad, to hear whatever they had on their minds. He
lengthened his stay at that home, and they two were much in each other's company. Later he sent
messengersto ask if shewould cometo him. They brought rich giftsfor her parents, aswell as promises
of honor for her and bonds between the families. Thiswas no offer to refuse lightly, and the lasswas
eager, S0 erelong she went off with Tharasmund's men.

He kept hisword and cherished her. When she bore him ason, Alawin, he gave aslavish afeast ashe
had done for Hatljawulf and Solbern. She had few further children, and sicknesstook them away early
on, but he did not care for her the less.

Ulricagrew bitter. It was not that Tharasmund kept another woman. Most men who could afford it did
that, and he had gone through more than his share. What galled Ulricawas the standing he gave Erdiieva
- second only to her own in the household, and aboveit in his heart. She wastoo proud to start afight
shewould be bound to lose, but her fedings were plain. Toward Tharasmund she became cold, even
when he sought her bed. This made him do so seldom, and merdly in hopes of more offspring.

During hislengthy absences, Ulricawent out of her way to scorn Erelievaand say barbed words about
her. The younger woman flushed but boreit quietly. She had won her friends. It was Ulricathe
overbearing who grew londly. Therefore she gave much heed to her sons; they grew closdly bound to
her.

Withd, they were mettlesome lads, quick to learn everything that beseemed aman, well-liked wherever
they fared. They were unlike, Hathawulf the hotter, Solbern the more thoughtful, but fondness linked
them. Asfor their aster Swanhild, dl the Teurings - Erdievaand Alawin among them - loved her.

Throughout that time, years passed between vigits by the Wanderer, and then they were short. This
brought folk gtill moreinto awe of him. When his craggy form came griding over the hills, men blew acall
on horns, and from Heorot riders galloped forth to greet and escort him. He was even quieter than of
yore. It was asif some secret grief weighed upon him, though none dared ask what. This showed most
sharply whenever Swanhild passed by in her budding loveiness, or came prideful and atrembleif her
mother had alowed her to bring the guest hiswine, or sat among the other youngsters at hisfeet while he
told tales and uttered wise sayings. Once he sighed to her father, " Sheislike her great-grandmother.” The
hardy warrior shivered alittlein his coat. How long had that woman lain dead?

At an earlier guesting the Wanderer showed surprise. Since hislast gppearance, Erelievahad cometo
Heorot and had borne her son. Shyly, she brought the babe to show the Elder. He sat unspeaking for
many heartbeats before he asked, "What is his name?”’

"Alawin, lord," she answered.

"Alawin!" The Wanderer lad hand over brow. "Alawin?' After another while, dmost in awhisper: "But
you are Erdieva. Erdlieva-Erp -yes, maybe that's how you'll be remembered, my dear.” Nobody
understood what he meant.



- Theyears blew by. Throughout, the might of King Ermanaric waxed. Likewise did hisgreed and
crudty.

When he and Tharasmund werein their fortieth winter, the Wanderer caled again. Those who met him
were grim of face and curt of speech. Heorot was aswarm with armed men. Tharasmund greeted the
guest in ablesk gladness. "Forefather and lord, have you cometo our help - you who once drove the
Vandasfrom olden Gothland?"

The Wanderer stood asif graven in stone. "Best you tell me from the beginning what thisis about,” he
sadat last.

"So that we may makeit clear in our own heads?But itis. Well. . . your will be done." Tharasmund
pondered. "L et me send for two more.”

Those proved an odd pair. Liuderis, stout and grizzled, was the chieftain's trustiest man. He served as
seward of Tharasmund's lands and as captain of fighters when Tharasmund was not there himsdlf. The
second was ared-haired youth of fifteen, beardless but strong, with awrath beyond hisyearsin the green
eyes. Tharasmund named him as Randwar, son of Guthric, not a Teuring but a Greutung.

The four withdrew to aloftroom where they could talk unheard. A short winter day was drawing to its
close. Lamps gave light to see by and a brazier some warmth, though men sat wrapped in furs and their
bresth smoked white through gloominess. It was aroom richly furnished, with Roman chairsand atable
where mother-of-pearl wasinlaid. Tapestries hung on walls and carvings were on the shutters acrossthe
windows. Servants had brought a flagon of wine and glass goblets from which to drink it. Sounds of the
life everywhere around boomed up through an oak floor. Well had the son and the grandson of the
Wanderer done for themselves.

Y et Tharasmund scowled, shifted about in his seet, ran fingers through unkempt brown locks and over
close-cropped beard, before he could turn to his visitor and rasp: "Weride to the king, five hundred
strong. Hislatest outrage is more than anyone may bear. We will have justice for the dain, or esethered
cock shall crow on hisroof.”

He meant fire - uprising, war of Goth upon Goth, overthrow and death.

None could tell whether the Wanderer's face stirred. Shadows did, across the furrows therein, aslamps
flickered and murk prowled. "Tell mewhat he has done," he said.

Tharasmund nodded siffly at Randwar. "Y ou tell, lad, asyou told us."

The youth gulped. Fury rose through the bash-fulness he had felt in this presence. Fist smote knee, over
and over, while herdated roughly:

"Know, lord -though | think you aready know - that King Ermanaric had two nephews, Embricaand
Fritla. They were sons of abrother of his, Aiulf, who fell in war upon the Anglesin the North. Ever did
Embricaand Fritlafight well themsaves. Here in the South, two years ago, they led atroop eastward
againg the Alanic dlies of the Huns. They bore home amighty booty, for they had sacked a place where
the Huns kept tribute wrung from many aregion. Ermanaric heard of it and declared it was his, asking.
His nephews said no, for they had carried out that raid on their own. He asked them to cometalk the
matter over. They did, but first they hid the treasure away. Although he had plighted their sefety,
Ermanaric had them seized. When they would not tell him where the hoard was, hefirst had them
tortured, then put to desth. Thereafter he sent men to scour their landsfor it. Those failed; but they
ravaged widely about, burned the homes of Aiulf's sons, cut down their families - to teach obedience, he
sad. My lord," Randwar screamed, "was that rightful 7



"It isapt to be the way of kings." The Wanderer'stone was like iron given avoice. "What isyour part in
the business?'

"My ... my father was dso ason of Aiulf, who died young. My uncle Embricaand hiswife raised me.
I'd been on along hunting trip. When | came back, the steading was an ash heap. Folk told me how
Ermanaric's men had had their way with my foster mother before they dit her throat. She. . . waskin to
thishouse: | sought hither.”

He sank back in his chair, struggled not to sob, tossed off his beaker of wine.

"Aye" Tharasmund said heavily, "she, Maha-swenthawas my cousin. Y ou know that high families often
marry acrosstribal lines. Randwar hereis more distant kin to me; nonetheless, we share some of that
blood which has been spilt. Also, he knows where the treasure is, sunken beneath the Dnieper. It iswell
that Weard sent him off just then and so spared him from capture. That gold would buy the king too
muchmight.”

Liuderisshook hishead. "I don't understand,” he muttered. "After everything I've heard, | ill don't. Why
does Ermanaric behave thus? Has afiend possessed him? Or is he only mad?’

"l think heisnether,” Tharasmund said. "l think in some measure his counsglor Sibicho - not even a
Goth, but aVanda in hisservice - Sibicho has hissed evil into his ear. But Ermanaric was dways ready
to listen, oh, yes." To the Wanderer: "For years has he been raising the scot we must pay, and calling
free-born women to his bed whether they will or no, and otherwise riding roughshod over the folk. | think
he meansto break the will of those chieftainswho have withstood him. If weyidd to thislatest thing, we
will bethereadier toyield to the next.”

The Wanderer nodded. "Y es, you're doubtless right. | would say, besides, that Ermanaric enviesthe
power of the Roman Emperor, and wants the same for himsdf over the Ostrogoths. Moreover, he hears
of Frithigern rising to oppose Athanaric among the Visigoths, and meansto scotch any suchrivd inhis

kingdom."

"Werideto demand justice," Tharasmund said. "He must pay double weregild, and at the Great Moot
vow upon the Stone of Tiwaz to abide henceforward by olden law and right. Else | will raise the whole
country againg him.”

"He hasmany on hisside," the Wanderer warned: "some for troth given him, some for greed or fear,
some who fed you must have a strong king to keep your borders, now when the Huns are gathering
themselvestogether like asnake coiling to strike.”

"Y es, but that king need not be Ermanaric!” blazed from Randwar.

Hopekindled in Tharasmund. "L ord," he said to the Wanderer, "you who smote the Vanda's, will you
stand by your kindred again?"

Trouble freighted the answer. "I ... cannot fight in your battles. Weard will not haveit s0."

Tharasmund was mute for aspace. At last he asked, "Will you at least come with us? Surely the king will
heed you."

The Wanderer was wordless longer, until there dragged from him: "Yes, | will ssewhat | can do. But |
make no promises. Do you hear me? | make no promises.”

And thus hefared off beside the others, at the head of the band.



Ermanaric kept dwellings throughout the realm. He and his guards, wisemen, servantstraveled between
them. News was that soon after the killings he had boldly moved to within three days ride, of Heorot.

Those were three days of scant cheer. Snow lay in acrust over the lands. It creaked beneath hoofs. The
sky was low and flat gray, the air still and raw. Houses huddled under thatch. Trees stood bare, save
where firs made a gloom. Nobody said much or sang &t al, not even around the campfire before crawling
into deegping bags. But when they saw their goal, Tharasmund winded his horn and they arrived at afull
gallop. Cobblestones rang, horses neighed asthe Teur-ings drew rein in the roya courtyard. Guards to
about the same number stood ranked before the hall, spearheads agleam though pennons adroop. "We
will have speech with your master!" Tharasmund roared.

That was a chosen insult, aword used asif yonder men were not free but kept to hed like hounds or
Romans. The captain flushed before he snapped, "A few of you may get leave to enter, but the rest must
firgt pull back."

"Yes, do," Tharasmund murmured to Liuderis. The eder warrior growled doud, "Oh, we will, sncewe
make you troopers uneasy - but not far, nor idle for long before we get knowledge that our leaders are
safe from treachery.”

"We have cometo talk," said the Wanderer in haste.

He, Tharasmund, and Randwar dismounted. Doorkeepers stood aside for them and they passed through.
More guardsmen filled the benches within. Against common usage, they were armed. At the middle of
the eest wall, flanked by his courtiers, Ermanaric sat waiting.

He was abig man who bore himsdlf unbendingly. Black locks and spade beard ringed astern, lined face.
In splendor was he attired, golden bands heavy over brow and wrists; flamelight shimmered acrossthe
metal. His clothes were of foreign dyed stuffs, trimmed with marten and ermine. In hishand wasawine
goblet, not glass but cut crystal; and rubies sparkled on hisfingers.

Silent he abided until the three wayworn, mud-splashed newcomers reached his high sest. A timelonger
did he glower at them before he said, "Well, Tharasmund, you go in unusua company.”

"Y ou know who these are," answered the Teuring chief, "and what our errand must be."

A scrawny, ash-pale man on the king's right, Sibicho the Vandad, whispered in hisear. Erman-aric
nodded. "Sit down, then," he said. "Wewill drink and est."

"No," Tharasmund told him. "We will take no salt or stoup of you before you have made peace with us."
"You tak over-boldly, you."

The Wanderer lifted his spear on high. A hush fdl, which made the longfires seem to crackle the louder.
"If you arewise, king, you will hear thisman out,” he said. "Y our land lies bleeding. Wash that wound
and bind on herbs ereit swells and sickens.”

Ermanaric met his gaze and replied, "1 do not brook mockery, old one. | will listen if he kegps watch on
histongue. Tell meinfew wordswhat you want, Tharasmund.”

That waslike adap on the cheek. The Teuring must swallow thrice before he could bark out his
demands.

"I thought you would want some such,” Ermanaric said. "Know that Embricaand Fritlafell on their own
deeds. They withheld from their king what wasrightly his. Thieves and foresworn men are outlaw.



However, | amforgiving. | anwilling to pay weregild for their familiesand holdings. . . after that hoard
has been turned over to me."

"What?' yelled Randwar. "Y ou dare spesk thus, you murderer?”

The guardsmen rumbled. Tharasmund laid awarning hand on the boy'sarm. To Ermanaric he said: "We

cal for double weregild as an acknowledgment of the wrong you did. No less can we take and still keep
our honor. But asfor the ownership of the treasure, let the Great Moot decide; and whatever it decides,

let al of us handsdl peace.”

"l do not haggle," Ermanaric answered in afrosty voice. "Take my offer and begone - or refuseit and
begone, lest | make you sorry for your insolence.”

The Wanderer trod forth. Again he raised his spear to bring silence. The hat shadowed hisface, making
him twice uncanny to behold; the blue cloak fell from his shoulderslikewings. "Hear me" hesaid. "The
gods are righteous. Whoso flouts the law and grinds down the hel pless, him will they bring to doom.
Ermanaric, hearken before it istoo late. Hearken before your kingdom is rent asunder.”

A mumble and rustle went dong the hall. Men stirred, made signs, gripped hafts as though for comfort.
Eyebd|srolled white amidst smoke and dimness. Thiswas the Wanderer who spoke.

Sibicho tugged the king's d eeve and muttered something. Ermanaric nodded. He leaned forward, his
forefinger stabbed like aknife, and he said so that it rang back from the rafters:

"Y ou have guested houses of mine erenow, old one. 11l doesit become you to threaten me. And unwise
you are, whatever children and crones and doddering gaffers may babble of you - unwise you are, if you
think | fear you. Yes, they tdll that you're Wodan himsdf. What care [?1 trust in no wispy gods, but in
the strength that ismine.”

He sprang to hisfeet. His sword whirred forth and gleamed doft. "Do you care to meet meinfight, old
gangrel?' he cried. "We can go stake out aground this very hour. Meet me there, man to man, and I'll
cleavethat spear of yoursin twain and drive you howling hence!”

The Wanderer did not stir; his weapon shuddered a bit. "Weard will not havethat,” he well-nigh
whispered. "But | warn you most gravely, for the sake of every Goth, make peace with these men you
have aggrieved.”

"I will make peaceif they will," Ermanaric said, grinning. "Y ou have heard my offer, Tharas-mund. Do
you takeit?'

The Teuring braced himsdlf, while Randwar snarled like awolf at bay, the Wanderer stood asif he were
only anidol, and Sibicho leered from the bench. "No," he croaked. "I cannot.”

"Then go, thelot of you, before | have you whipped back to your kennels.”

At that, Randwar drew blade. Tharasmund and Liuderis snatched for theirs; iron flashed everywhere.
The Wanderer said aoud: "Wewill go, but only for the sake of the Goths. Bethink you again, king, while
yet you areaking."

He urged his companions away. Ermanaric began to laugh. Hislaughter hounded them down the length of
thehdl.



1935

Laurieand | went walking in Central Park. March gusted boisterous around us. A few patches of snow
lingered, otherwise grass had started to green. Shrubs and trees were in bud. Beyond those boughs, the
city towers gleamed newly washed by wesather, on into a blueness where some clouds held aregatta. The
chill wasjust enough to make blood tingle.

Logt inmy private winter, | scarcely noticed. She gripped my hand. ™Y ou shouldn't have, Carl.” | felt how
she shared the pain, asfar as shewas able.

"What else could | do?' | replied out of the dark. "Tharasmund asked meto come aong, | told you.
How could | refuse, and ever deep easy again?'

"Do you now?" She dropped that question fast. "Okay, maybeit wasdl right, allowable, to lend
whatever consolation there might be in your presence. But you spoke up. Y ou tried to head off the
conflict.”

"Blessed are the peacemakers, they taught me in Sunday school.”
"That clash isinescapable. Isn't it? In the selfsame tales and poems you went back to study.”

| shrugged. "Tales. Poems. How much fact isin them? Oh, yes, history knows what became of
Ermanaric at the end. But did Swanhild, Hatha-wulf, Solbern die asthe saga says? If anything of the kind
ever happened - if it isn't just aromantic imaginihg, centuries later, that a chronicler chanced to take
serioudy - did it necessarily happen to them?" | cleared my stiffened throat. "My job in the Petrol isto
help discover what the eventsredlly were that it existsto preserve.”

"Deares, dearest,” she sghed, "you're hurting so much. It'stwisting your judgment. Think. I've thought -
oh, but I've thought - and of course | haven't been there mysdlf, but maybe that's given me a perspective
you . . . you've chosen not to have. Everything you've reported, throughout thiswhole effair, everything
shows events driving toward asingle god. If you, asagod, could have bluffed the king into
reconciliation, you would have, surly. But no, that isn't the shape of the continuum.”

"It flexes, though! What difference can afew barbarians lives make?"

"You'reraving, Carl, and you know it. | ... lieawake alot mysdlf, afraid of what you might blunder into.
Y ou're too close again to what is forbidden. Maybe you've aready crossed the threshold.”

"Thetime lineswould adjust. They dwaysdo."
"If that were true, we wouldn't need a Patrol. Y ou must understand the risk you've been running.”

| did. I made myself confront it. Nexus points do occur, where it matters how the dicefell. They arent
oftenest the obvious ones, either.

An example bobbed into my memory, like adrowned corpserising to the surface. An instructor at the
Academy had given it as being suitable for cadets out of my milieu.

Enormous consequences flowed from the Second World War. Foremost was that it |eft the Sovietsin
control of haf Europe. (Nuclear weapons were indirect; they would have come into being at

approximately that time regardless, since the principles were known.) Ultimately, that military-politica
Situation led to happenings which affected the destiny of humankind for hundreds of years afterward -



therefore forever, because those centuries had their own nexuses.

And yet Winston Churchill was right when he caled the struggle of 1939-1945 "the Unnecessary War."
The weakness of the democracies wasimportant in bringing it on, true. Nonethel ess, there would not
have been athreat to make them quail, had Nazism not taken control of Germany. And that movement,
originaly smdl and scoffed at, later chastised (though far too mildly) by the Weimar authorities - that
movement would not, could not have come to power in the country of Bach and Goethe, except through
the unique genius of Adolf Hitler. And Hitler'sfather had been born as Alois Schicklgruber, illegitimeate,
result of achance affair between an Austrian bourgeois and ahousemaid of his. . . .

But if you headed off that liaison, which you could easily have done without harming anybody, then you
aborted dl history that followed. By 1935, say, the world would already be different. Maybe it would
become better than the origina (in some respects; for awhile) or maybe it would becomeworse. | could
imagine, for example, that humans never got into space. Surdly they would not have doneit anywhere
near as soon; it might well have occurred too late to rescue a gutted Earth. | could not imagine that any
peaceful Utopiawould have resulted.

No matter. If things back in Roman times changed significantly because of me, 1'd fill be there; but when
| returned to thisyear, my whole civilization would never have existed. Laurie would never have.

"l ... don't agree | wastaking risks," | argued. "My superiors read my reports, honest reports they are.
They'll et me know if I'm going off the track.”

Honest? | wondered. Well, yes, they related what | observed and did, without any lies or conced ment,
though in spare style. But the Patrol didn't want emotional breastbesting, did it? And | wasn't expected to
render every last trivia detail, was|1? Impossible to do, anyway.

| drew breath. "Look," | said, "1 know my place. I'm smply aliterary and linguistic scholar. But wherever
| can help - wherever | safely can - I've got to. Don't 17

"You'reyou, Carl."

Wewalked on. Presently she exclaimed, "Hey, man, you're on furlough, vacation, remember? We're
supposed to relax and enjoy life. I've been making plansfor us. Just listen.”

| saw tearsin her eyes, and did my best to return the cheerfulness shelaid over them.

366-372

Tharasmund led his men back to Heorot. There they disbanded and sought their own homes. The
Wanderer bade farewell. "Do not rush into action,” was his counsd. "Bide your time. Who knows what

may happen’?”

"| think you do," said Tharasmund.

"l amno god.”

"Y ou have told me that more than once, but naught else. What are you, then?!

"I may not unhood it. But if this house owes me anything for what | have done over the years, | clam the



debt now, and lay upon you that you gang dowly and warily."

Tharasmund nodded. "I would in any case. It will take time and skill to bring enough meninto a
brotherhood that Ermanaric cannot stand againgt. After al, most would rather it on their farms and hope
trouble passes them by, whoever eseit may strike. Meanwhile, the king will likeliest not risk an open
breach before hefedsheisready. | must keep ahead of him, but | know full well that aman can walk
farther than he can run.”

The Wanderer took his hand, made asif to spesk, but blinked hard, whedled, strode off. The last sight
Tharasmund had of him was his hat, cloak, and spear, away down the winter road.

Randwar settled into Heorot, aliving remembrance of wrongs. Y et he was too young and full of lifeto
brood very long. Soon he, Hathawulf, and Solbern were fast friends, together in hunt, sports, games,
every kind of merriment. He likewise saw much of their sster Swvanhild.

Equinox brought melting ice, bud, blossom, and leaf. During the cold season Tharasmund had gone
widdly around among the Teurings and beyond, to speak in private with leading men. In spring he stayed
home and busied himsalf with work upon hislands, and every night he and Erdlievahad joy of each
other.

The day came when he cried cheerily: "Weve plowed and sown, cleaned and rebuilt, midwifed our kine
and sent them to pasture. Let's be free for awhile! Tomorrow we hunt.”

On that dawn he kissed Erelievain front of al the men who were going with him, before he sorang to the
saddle and led them off. Hounds bayed, horses whinnied, hoofs thudded, horns lowed. At the edge of
sight, where the road swung around a shaw, he turned about to wave & her.

She saw him again that eventide, but then he was areddened lich.

The men who bore him indoors, on alitter made of a cloak lashed to two spearshafts, told in dulled
voices what had happened. Entering the forest that began severd miles hence, they found the trace of a
wild boar and set off after it. Long was the chase before they caught up to the beast. It was a mighty one,
slvery-bristled, tuskslike curved daggerblades. Tharasmund roared his glee. But the heart in thisswine
was as great asitsbody. It did not stand while some hunters got down and others goaded it to charge.
At onceit attacked. Tharasmund's horse screamed, knocked off its feet, belly gashed open. The chief fell
heavily. The boar saw, and was upon him. Tusks ripped, amidst monstrous grunts. Blood spurted.

Though the men did soon kill the brute, they muttered that it might well have been ademon, or bewitched
- asending of Ermanaric's, or of his cunning counselor Sibicho? However that was, Tharasmund's
wounds were too deep to stanch. He had barely time to reach up and take the hands of his sons.

Women keened in the hall and the lesser houses - save for Ulrica, who kept stony, and Erdlieva, who
went off to weep done.

Whilethefirst of them washed and laid out the corpse, as was her wifdy right, friends of the second
hustled her elsawhere. Not much later they got her married off to ayeoman, awidower whose children
needed a stepmother and who dwelt well away from Heorot. Although only ten years of age, her son
Alawin did the manly thing and stayed. Hathawulf, Solbern, and Swanhild fended the worst of their
mother's spite off him, thereby winning his utter love.

Meanwhile the news of their father's death had flown widely about. Folk had flocked to the hal, where
Ulricadid her man and hersalf honor. The body was brought forth from an icehouse where it had rested,
richly attired. Liuderisled those warriorswho laid it down in agrave-chamber of logs, together with



sword, spear, shied, helm, ring-byrnie, treasures of gold, silver, amber, glass, and Roman coins.
Hathawulf, son of the house, killed the horse and the hounds that would follow Tharasmund down
hell-road. A fireroared at the shrine of Wodan as men heaped earth over the tomb until the howe stood
high. Thereafter they rode around and around it, clanging blade on shield and howling the wolf-howl.

An arva followed that went for three days. On the last of these, the Wanderer appeared.

Hathawulf yielded the high seet to him. Ulrica brought him wine. In ahush that had falen through the
whole glimmering dimness, he drank to the ghogt, to Mother Frija, and to the well-being of the house,
Elsehesad little. Presently he beckoned Ulricato him and whispered. They two left the hall and sought
the women's bower.

Dusk was closing in, blue-gray in the open windows, murky in the room. Coolness bore smells of leaf
and soil, trill of nightingale, but those seemed distant, not quitered, to Ulrica. She stared awhile at the
haf-finished cloth in the loom. "What next does Weard weave?' she asked low.

"A shroud,”" said the Wanderer, "unless you send the shuttle on anew path.”

She turned to face him and replied, amost asif in mockery, "1? But | am only awoman. Itismy son
Hathawulf who steersthe Teurings.”

"Your son. Heisyoung, and has seen less of the world than hisfather had at that age. Y ou, Ulrica,
Athanaric's daughter, Tharasmund's wife, have both knowledge and strength, aswell as the patience that
women must learn. Y ou can give Hathawulf wise redesif you choose. And ... heisused to lisening to
you."

"What if | marry again? His pride will raiseawall between us"
"Somehow | do not think you will."

Ulricagazed out at the gloaming. "It isnot my wish, no. I've had my fill of that." She turned back to the
shadowy countenance. "Y ou bid me stay here and keep whatever sway | have over him and his brother.
Well, what shall | tell them, Wanderer?'

"Speak wisdom. Hard will it be for you to swalow your own pride and not pursue vengeance on
Ermanaric. Harder till will it befor Hathawulf. Y et surely you understand, Ulrica, that without
Tharasmund to lead, the feud can have only one end. Make your sons see that unlessthey cometo terms
with the king, thisfamily isdoomed.”

Ulricawaslong mute. At last she said, "Y ou areright, and | will try." Anew her eyes sought histhrough
the deepening dark. ™ But it will be out of need, not wish. If ever the chance should come for usto work
Ermanaric harm, | will bethe firg to urge that we take it. And never will we bow down to that troll, nor
meekly suffer freshillsa hishands." Her words struck like a stooping hawk: ™Y ou know that. Y our
bloodisinmy sons." "I have said what | must,” the Wanderer sighed. "Now do what you can.”

They returned to the feast. In the morning he departed.

Ulricatook his counsd to heart, however bitterly. She had no light task, making Hathawulf and Solbern
agree. They yelled about honor and their good names. She told them that boldness was not the same as
foolishness. Y oung, untried, without skill inleadership, they smply had no hope of talking enough Goths
into rebelion. Liuderis, whom she called in, unwillingly bore her out. Ulricatold her sonsthat they had no
right to bring down destruction upon the house of their father.

Instead |et them bargain, she urged. L et them bring the case before the Great Moot, and abide by its



decison if the king did too. Those who had been wronged were no very close kin; the heirs could better
use the weregild that had been offered than they could use somebody € se's revenge; many a chief and
yeoman would be glad that Tharasmund's sons had held back from splitting the redlm, and in yearsto
come would heed them with respect.

"But you recal what Father feared,” Hathawulf said. "'If we give way to him, Ermanaric will but pressus
the harder."

Ulricaslipstightened. "I did not say you should alow that," she answered. "No, if hetries, then by the
Wolf that Tiwaz bound, helll know hewasin afight! But my hopeisthat he'stoo shrewd. Hell hold off.”

"Until he hasthe might to overwhelm us."

"Oh, that will take time, and meanwhile, of course, we shdl be quietly building our own strength.
Remember, you are young. If naught else happens, you will outlive him. But it may well be you need not
wait that long. As he grows older-"

Thus day by day, week by week, Ulricawore her sons down, until they yielded to her wishes.

Randwar raged at them for treacherous cravens. It well-nigh cameto blows. Swanhild cast hersdlf
between her brothersand him. "Y ou are friends!" she cried. They could not but grumble their way
toward akind of calm.

Later Swanhild soothed Randwar the more. She and he walked together down alane where blackberries
grew, trees soughed and caught sunlight, birds sang. Her hair flowed golden, her eyeswere big and
heaven-blue in the fine-boned face, she moved like adeer. "Need you always mourn?' she asked. "This
day istoo lovely for it."

"But they who, who fostered me," he sammered, "they lie unavenged.”

"Surely they know you'll see about that as soon as you can, and are patient. They havetill the end of the
world, don't they?Y ou're going to win aname that will make theirs remembered too; just you wait and
see- Look, look! Those butterflies! A sunset comedive!”

Though Randwar never again told Hathawulf and Solbern everything that wasin his heart, he grew easy
enough with them. After al, they were Swanhild's brothers.

Men who knew how to spesk softly went between Heorot and the king. Ermanaric surprised them by
granting more than hitherto. It was asif he felt, once his opponent Tharasmund was gone, he could afford
alittle mildness. He would not pay double weregild, because that would be to admit wrongdoing.
However, he said, if those who knew where the treasure lay hidden would bring it to the next Great
Moot, he would let the assembly settle its ownership.

Thus was agreement made. But while the chaffering went on, Hathawulf, guided by Ulrica, had other men
going around; and he himsdlf spoke to many householders. Thiskept on until the gathering after autumnal
€quinoX.

There the king set forth his claim to the hoard. It was usage from of old, he said, that whatever of high
vaue ahandfast man might gain while fighting in the service of hislord should go to that lord, who would
dedl the booty out as gifts to those who deserved it or whose goodwill he needed. Else warfare would
become each trooper for himsdlf; the strength of the host would be blunted, since greed counted for more
than glory; quarrels over loot would rive the ranks. Embrica and Fritlaknew thiswdll, but chose not to
heed the law.



Thereupon spokesmen whom Ulrica had picked took the word, to the king's astonishment. He had not
expected such anumber of them. Intheir different ways, they brought the same thought forward. Y es, the
Huns and their Alanic vassals were foemen to the Goths. But Ermanaric had not been fighting them that
year. Theraid was adeed that Embricaand Fritla carried out by and for themselves, asthey would have
atrading venture. They had fairly won the treasure and it was theirs.

Long and heated went the wrangling, both in council and around the booths set up at thefield. Herewas
more than aquestion of law; it was amatter of whose will should prevail. Ulricas words, in the mouths of
her sons and their messengers, had convinced enough men that even though Tharasmund was gone- yes,
because Tharasmund was gone - best for them would be if the king was chastened.

Not everybody agreed, or dared admit he agreed. Hence the Goths finaly voted to split the hoard in
three equal shares, one for Ermanaric, one each for the sons of Embricaand Fritla. The king's men having
dan those, thetwo-thirdsfel to Randwar the fosterling. Overnight he became weslthy.

Ermanaric rode livid and mum from the meeting. It was|ong before anyone got the courage to speek to
him. Sibicho wasthe first. He drew him aside and they talked for hours. What they said, nobody €lse
heard; but thereafter Ermanaric wasin a better mood.

When word of this reached Heorot, Randwar muttered that if yonder weasel was happy, it boded ill for
al birds. Y et therest of the year passed quietly.

A gtrange thing happened in thefollowing summer, which had aso been peaceful. The Wanderer
appeared on the road from the west, as ever he did. Liuderisled men forth to welcome and escort him.
"How fare Tharasmund and hiskin?" the newcomer hailed.

"What?' replied Liuderis, astounded. "Tharasmund is dead, lord. Have you forgotten? Y ou yourself were
a thegrave-de”

The Gray One stood leaning on his spear like aman stunned. Suddenly, to the others, the day felt less
warm and sunny than before. "Indeed,” he said at last, well-nigh too low to be heard. "1 misspoke me."
He shook his shoulders, looked up at the horsemen, and went on louder, faster: " There has been much
on my mind. Forgiveme, but | find | cannot guest you thistime after dl. Give them my greetings. | will
seeyou later.” He siwung around and strode back the way he had come.

Men stared, wondered, drew signs againg evil. A while afterward, acowherd came home and told that
the Wanderer had met him in ameadow and asked him at length about Tharasmund's death. Nobody
knew what any of this portended, though a Christian serving-woman &t the hall said it showed how the
old godswerefailing and fading.

Nonethd ess, the sons of Tharasmund received the Wanderer with deference when he returned in the
autumn. They did not venture to ask what had been the trouble earlier. For his part, he was more
outgoing than erstwhile, and instead of aday or two, he stayed a pair of weeks. Folk marked how much
heed he paid to the younger siblings, Swanhild and Alawin.

Of course, it was with Hathawulf and Solbern that he talked in earnest. He urged that either or both fare
west next year, astheir father had donein hisyouth. "1t will pay you well to get to know the Roman
countries, and to cultivate friendship with your kin among the Visigoths," he said. "1 mysdf can beadong
to guide, counsd, and interpret.”

"| fear we cannot,” Hathawulf answered heavily. "Not asyet. The Hunswax ever stronger and bolder.
They've begun reaving our marches again. Little though we like him, we must agree that King Ermanaric
isright when he callsfor war, come summer; and Solbern and | would not be laggards therein.”



"No," said his brother, "and not only for honor's sake. Thusfar the king has stayed his hand, but it'sno
secret that he loves us not. If we get the name of cowards or duggards, and then athreat arises, who will
dare or careto stand beside us?'

The Wanderer seemed more grieved by thisthan might have been awaited. Finaly he said, "Wdll, Alawin
will be twelve - too young to go with you, but old enough to go with me. Let him."

They dlowed that, and Alawin went wild for joy. Watching him cartwhed over the ground, the Wanderer
shook his head and murmured, "How like Jorith he still looks. But then, his descent on both Sdesisclose
to her." Sharply, to Hathawulf: "How well do you and Solbern and he get dong?*

"Why, very well indeed,” said the chieftain, taken aback. "Hesagood lad.”
"Thereisnever aquarrd between you and him?"

"Oh, no more than his brashness brings on every oncein awhile." Hathawulf stroked hisyouthfully silky
beard. Y es, our mother hasill will toward him. She was ever onefor nursing grudges. But regardless of
what some fools babble, she kegps no bridle on her sons. If her rede seemswiseto us, wefollow it. If
not, then not."

"Cleave fast to the kindness you have for each other." The Wanderer seemed to plead, rather than advise
or command. "Suchisdl toorarein thisworld.”

- Trueto hisword, he came back in spring. Hathawulf had furnished Alawin a proper outfit, horses,
followers, gold aswell asfursto trade. The Wanderer showed forth the precious gifts he carried, which
should help win good understanding abroad. Taking hisleave, he hugged both brothers and their sster to
him.

They stood long watching the caravan trek off. Alawin seemed so small, and hisfluttering hair so bright,
againg the gray and blue that rode at hisside. They did not utter the thought that wasin them: how
yonder sight recalled that Wodan was the god who led away the souls of the dead.

- Y et after awhole year everyone returned safely. Alawin's limbs were lengthened, his voice degpened,
he himsalf ablaze with what he had seen and heard and done.

Hathawulf and Solbern bore news less heartening. The war against the Huns had not gonewell last
summer. Always made terrible mounted fighters by their skill and tirrups, the plainsmen had now learned
to move under the taut control of canny leadership. They had not overrun the Gothsin any of the pitched
battles that took place, but they had inflicted heavy losses, and one could not say they had suffered
defeat. Gnawed down by sneak attacks, hungry, bootyless, Ermanaric's host mugt at length trudge home
over the endless grasdands. He would not try afresh this year; he could not.

It wasthus ardief to listen to Alawin, evening after evening when folk were gathered over drink. The
fabled realms of Rome awakened dreams. Nonetheless, some of what he told brought afrown to the
brows of Hathawulf and Solbern, puzzlement to Randwar and Swanhild, an angry sneer to Ulrica. Why
had the Wanderer fared as he did?

He had not taken his band first by seato Congtantinople, as with Tharasmund. Instead, he brought them
overland to the Visgoths, where they abode for months. They paid their respects to heathen Athanaric,
but were more at the court of Chrigtian Frithigern. True, the latter was not only younger but by now had
greater numbers at his beck than did the former, even though Athanaric il harried Chrigtiansin the parts
over which heruled.



When at last the Wanderer got leave to enter the Empire and crossed the Danube into Moesia, again he
lingered among Chrigtian Goths, Ulfilas settlement, and encouraged Alawin to make friends here too.
Later the group did visit Congtantinople, but not for very long. The Wanderer spent much of that time
explaining Roman ways to the youth. They went north again late in the autumn, and wintered a
Frithigern's court. The Visgoth wanted them to take baptism, and Alawin might have done o, &fter the
churches and other majesties he had seen aong the Golden Horn. In the end he refused, but politely,
explaining that he must not set himsdlf at odds with hisbrothers. Frithigern took that well enough, saying
merely, "L et the day be soon when things are otherwise for you." Come spring, mire having dried in the
roads, the Wanderer brought the youngster and their men home. He did not remain there.

That summer Hathawulf married Andaug, daughter of the Taifa chief. Ermanaric had tried to forestal this
linking.

Shortly after, Randwar sought Hathawulf out and asked if they two could talk aone. They saddled
horses and went for aride through the pastures. It was awindy day, aboom and aripple across miles of
tawny grass. Clouds scudded dazzling white through the deeps above; their shadows raced over the
world. Cattle grazed ruddy, in far-scattered herds. Game birds burst from underfoot, and high overhead

ahawk was at hover. The coolness of the wind was veined with asmell of sun-baked earth and of
growth.

"I can guess what you want," Hathawulf said shrewdly.
Randwar passed a hand through hisred mane. "Y es. Swanhild for my wife."

"Hm. She does seem glad of your nearness.” "Wewill have each other!" Randwar cried. He checked
himsdlf. "It would be wdll for you. | amrich; and broad acreslie falow, awaiting me, in the Greutung
land."

Hathawulf scowled. "That's rather far hence. Here we can stand together.”
"Plenty of yeomen therewill welcomeme. Y ou'll not lose acomrade, youll gainandly.”

Still Hathawulf hung back, until Randwar blurted: "It'll happen regardless. Our heartswill haveit so. Best
you go dong with Weard."

"Y ou've ever been rash," said the chieftain, not unkindly though trouble weighted histones. ™Y our belief
that mere fedings between man and woman are enough to make a sound marriage -it spesksill of your
judgment. Left to yoursdlf, what might you undertake of unwisdom?”

Rand war gasped- Before he had time to grow angry, Hathawulf laid ahand on his shoulder and went
on, smiling abit sadly: "1 meant no insult there. | only want to make you think twice. That's not your wont,
| know, but | ask that you try. For Swanhild.”

Randwar showed he could hold histongue.

When they came back, Swanhild sped into the courtyard. She caught her brother's knee. Her eagerness
tumbled upward: "Oh, Hathawulf, it'sdl right, isn't it? Y ou said yes, | know you did. Never have you
made me happier.”

The upshot was that a huge wedding feast swirled and shouted through Heorot that autumn. For
Swanhild there was but one shadow upon it, that the Wanderer was el sewhere. She had taken it for
given that he would halow her and her man. Was he not the Watcher over thisfamily?

In the meantime Randwar had sent men east to hisholdings. They raised anew home where Embricas



had been and staffed it well. The young couple journeyed thither in asplendid company, Swanhild carried
over the threshold those evergreen boughs that called on Frijas blessing, Randwar gave afeast for the
neighborhood, and there they were.

Soon, however, much though he loved his bride, he was often away for days on end. He rode around the
Greutung countryside, getting to know the dwellers. When aman seemed of the right mind, Randwar
would take him aside and they would talk about other matters than kine, trade, or even the Huns.

On adark day before solstice, when afew snowflakes drifted down onto frozen earth, hounds barked
outside the hall. Randwar took a spear at the doorway and stepped forth to see what thiswas. Two
burly farmhands came after, likewise armed. But when he spied thetdl form that strodeinto his
courtyard, Randwar grounded hisweapon and cried, "Hail! Welcome!™

Hearing that no danger threatened, Swanhild hurried out too. Her eyes and hair, beneath awife's
kerchief, and the white gown that hugged her litheness were the only things bright, anywhere around. Joy
lilted from her: "Oh, Wanderer, dear Wanderer, yes, welcome!”

Hetrod nigh until she could see beneath the shadowing hat. She raised hand to parted lips. "But you are
full of woe," she breathed. "Are you not? What's wrong?"

"l am sorry," he answered in wordsthat fell like stones. " Some things must stay secret. | kept away from
your wedding because | would not cast gloom over it. Now - Well, Randwar, | have traveled atroublous
road. Let merest before we speak of this. Let usdrink something hot and remember earlier times.”

A little of hisolden interest kindled that eventide, when aman chanted alay about the last campaign into
Hunland. In return hetold new stories, though in lesslively wise than of yore, asif he must flog himsdlf to
do it. Swanhild sighed happily. "I cannot wait till my children St and hear you,” she said, abeit she did not
yet have any on theway. She wastheleast bit frightened to see him flinch.

Next day heled Rand war off. They spent hours by themselves. Later the Greutung told hiswoman:

"He warned me over and over of what hatred Ermanaric bears us. Here we are in the king's own tribal
country, he said, our strength not firm while our wedth isaglittering lure. He wanted usto pull up stakes
and move away - far away, clear to West Gothland - soon. Of course | would have none of that.
Whatever the Wanderer is, right and honor are mightier. Then he said he knew 1'd already been sounding
men out about getting together againg the king, to withstand his overbearingness and, if need be, fight.
The Wanderer said | could not hope to keep this hidden, and it was madness."

"What did you answer to that?' she asked hdf fearfully.

"Why, | said free Goths have theright to open their mindsto each other. And | said my foster parents
never have been avenged. If the godswill not do justice, men must.”

"Y ou should hearken to him. He knows more than we ever will."

"W, I'm not about to try anything reckless. I'll watch for my chance. More may not be needful. Men
often die untimely; if good men like Tharasmund, why not evil oneslike Ermanaric? No, my darling, never
will we skulk off from these our lands, that belong to our unborn sons. Therefore we must make ready to
defend them; true?' Randwar drew Swanhild to him. "Come," he laughed, "let's begin by doing something
about those children.”

The Wanderer could not move him, and after afew more days said farewd|. "When will we see you
again?' Swanhild asked asthey stood in the doorway.



"| think-" hefdtered. "I can't - Oh, girl whoislike Jorith!" He embraced her, kissed her, let her go, and
hurried off. Shocked, folk heard him weeping.

Y et back among the Teurings he was stedly. Much was he there in the months that followed, both at
Heorot and widely among yeomen, chapmen, or common fieldhands, workers, sailors.

Even coming from him, that which he urged upon them was naught they were quick to agreeto. He
wanted them to make closer tieswith the West. They did not merdly stand to gain from heightened trade.
If woe came upon them here - carried, say, by the Huns - then they would have a place to go. Next
summer, let them send men and goods to Frithigern, who would safeguard those; and et them keep
ships, wagons, gear, food standing by; and let many of them learn about the lands in between and how to
get through unharmed.

The Ostrogoths wondered and muttered. They were doubtful about afast growth of trade across such
distances, therefore unwilling to gamble work or wedth. Asfor leaving their homes, that was unthinkable.
Did the Wanderer speak sooth? What was he, anyhow? He was often called agod, and did seem to
have been around for avery long time; but he made no clamsfor himself. He might be atroll, ablack
wizard, or - said the Christians - adevil sent to lure men astray. Or he might amply be getting foolish a

hishigh age.

The Wanderer kept on. Some who listened found hiswords worth further thought; and some, young, he
kindled. Foremost among the latter was Alawin at Heorot - though Hathawulf grew wistful, while Solbern
hung back.

To and fro the Wanderer went on earth, talking, scheming, ordering. By autumnal equinox he had gotten
askeeton of what he wanted. Gold, goods, men to attend these were now at Frithigern's seat in the
West; Alawin would go there the following year to push for more trade, regardless of how young he was,
at Heorot and numerous other households, dwellers could depart on short notice, should the need arise.

"Y ou have worn yoursdlf out for us" Hathawulf said to him at the end of hislast say inthe hal. "If you
are of the Anses, then they are not tirdless.”

"No," sighed the Wanderer. "They too shdl perish in the wreck of theworld.”
"But that isfar off intime, surely.”

"World after world has gone down in ruin erenow, my son, and will in the years and thousands of years
to come. | have done for you what | was able."

Hathawulf's wife Andaug entered, to say her own farewell. At her breast she suckled their firgt-born. The
Wanderer gazed long upon the babe. "There liestomorrow,” he whispered. Nobody understood what he
meant. Soon he was walking off, he and his spear-staff, down aroad where lately falen leavesflew ona
chill blagt.

And soon after that, the terrible news came to Heorot.

Ermanaric the king had given out that he intended aforay into Hunland. Thiswould not be an outright
war, such as had failed before. Hence he did not call up alevy, but only hisfull troop of guards, severd
hundred warriors well-known and faithful to him. The Huns had been wasting the borders again. He
would punish them. A swift, hard strike should at the least kill off many of their cattle. With luck, it might
surprise acamp or three of theirs. Goths nodded when that word reached their steadings. Fatten ravens
in the East, and the filthy landloupers of the steppe might dlouch back to wherever their forebears had
spawned them.



But when histroop had gathered, Ermanaric did not lead it so far. Suddenly, thereit was at Randwar's
hall, while the homes of Randwar's friends stood &fire from horizon to horizon.

Scant was the fighting, as great astrength as the king had brought against an unwarned young man.
Shoved aong, handstied behind his back, Randwar stumbled forth into his courtyard. Blood trickled and
clotted over his scalp. He had killed three of those who set on him, but their orders were to take him
aive, and they widded clubs and spearbutts until he sank.

Thiswas ablesk evening, where wind shrilled. Tatters of smoke mingled with scudding wrack. Sunset
smoldered. A few dain defenders sprawled on the cobbles. Swanhild stood dumb in the grip of two
warriors, near Ermanaric on hishorse. It was asif she did not understand what had happened, asif
nothing wasred savethe child that bulged her belly.

The king's men brought Randwar before him. He peered downward at the prisoner. "Well," he greeted,
"what haveto say for yoursdf?'

Randwar spoke thickly, though he held his battered head doft: "That | did not fal by stedth on onewho
had done me no wrong.”

"Well, now." Ermanaric's fingers combed abeard turning white. "Well, now. Isit right to plot against your
lord?Isit right to dink about hedbiting?

"| ... did none of that. ... | would but ward the honor and freedom ... of the Goths -" Rand-war's dried
throat could get no more out.

"Traitor!" screamed Ermanaric, and launched into along tirade. Randwar stood, hunched, belike not
hearing much of it.

When he saw that, Ermanaric stopped. "Enough,” he said. "Hang him by the neck and leave him for the
crows, likeany thief."

Swanhild shrieked and struggled. Randwar threw her ablurred ook before he turned it on the king and
answered, "If you hang me, | go to Wodan my forefather. He. . . will avenge-"

Ermanaric shot forth afoot and kicked Randwar in the mouth. "Up with him!*

A haylift beam jutted from abarn. Men had aready thrown arope over it. They put the noose about
Randwar's neck, hauled him aoft, and made the rope fast. He struggled long before he swung freein the
wind.

"Y es, the Wanderer will have you, Ermanaric!” Swanhild yelled. "I lay the widow's curse on you,
murderer, and | call Wodan against you! Wanderer, lead him down to the coldest cavein hdll!™

Greutungs shuddered, drew signs or clutched at talismans. Ermanaric himself showed unease. Sibicho,
perched on horseback beside him, yelped: " She cals on her witchy ancestor? Suffer her not to live! Let
earth purify itself of that blood she bears!”

"Aye" Ermanaric said in an uprush of will. He rgpped forth his command.

Fear more than aught el se gave haste to the men. Those who had held Swanhild cuffed her till she
staggered, and booted her out into the middle of the yard. She lay stunned on the stones. Riders
crowded around, forcing their horses, which neighed and reared. When they withdrew, nothing was | eft
but red mush and white splinters.



Night fell. Ermanaric led histroop into Rand-war's hal for avictory feast. In the morning they found the
treasure and took it back with them. The rope creaked where Randwar swung above that which had
been Swanhild.

Such was the news that men bore to Heorot. They had hastily buried the dead. Most dared do no more
than that, but afew Greutungsfelt vengeful, asdid dl Teurings.

Rage and grief overwhelmed the brothers of Swanhild. Ulricawas colder, locked into hersdlf. Y et when
they wondered what they could do, even though tribesmen of theirs had swarmed to them from widely
about . . . shedrew her sonsaside, and they talked until the restless darknessfell.

Those three entered the hall. They said they had decided. Best to strike back at once. True, theking
would be wary of that, and keep his guard on hand for awhile. However, by the accounts of witnesses
who had seen it ride padt, it was hardly larger than the band which crowded this building tonight. A
surprise ondaught by brave men could vanquish it. To wait would give Ermanaric time he needed and
was doubtless counting on - time to crush every last East Goth who would be free.

Men bellowed their willingness. Y oung Alawin joined them. But suddenly the door opened, and there
was the Wanderer. Sternly, he bade Tharas-mund's |ast-born son abide here, before he went back into
the night and the wind.

Undaunted, Hathawulf, Solbern, and their men rode forth at dawn.

1935

| had fled hometo Laurie. But next day, when | let mysdlf into our place after along walk, she was not
waiting. Instead, Manse Everard rose from my armchair. His pipe had made the air hazed and acrid.

"Huh?" | could only exclam.

He stalked close. | fdt hisfootfdls. Astdl as| and heavier-boned, he seemed to loom. Hisface was
expressionless. The window at hisback framed himin sky.

"Lauriesokay," he said likeamachine. "'l asked her to absent hersdlf. Thisll be plenty rough onyou
without watching her get shocked and hurt.”

Hetook my elbow. "Sit down, Carl. Y ou've been through the wringer, plain to see. Figured you'd take a
vacation, did you?'

| dumped into my seat and stared down at therug. "Got to,” | mumbled. "Oh, I'll make sure of any loose
ends, but first - God, it's been ghastly -"

"NO_"

"What?' | lifted my gaze. He stood above me, feet apart, fists on hips, overshadowing. "I tell you, |
can't.”

"Can and will," hegrowled. "Y ou'll come back with meto base. Right away. Y ou've had anight's deep.
Wil, that'sal youll get till thisisover. No tranquilizers, ether. You'l haveto fed everything to the hilt as
it happens. Y ou'll need full dertness. Besides, therés nothing like pain for driving alesson in permanently.



Most important, maybe - if you don't |et that pain go through you, the way nature intended, you'll never
readly berid of it. You'll be a haunted man. The Patrol deserves better. So does Laurie. And even you
yoursdlf."

"What are you talking about?" | asked while the horror rosein atide around me.

"Y ou've got to finish the business you started. The sooner the better, for you above al. What kind of
vacation could you haveif you knew that duty lay ahead? It'd destroy you. No, do the job at once, get it
behind you on your world line; then you can rest and start recovering.”

| shook my head, not in negation but in bewilderment. "Did | go wrong? How? | filed my reports
regularly. If | was straying off the reservation again, why didn't some officer call mein and explain?’

"That'swhat I'm doing, Carl." A ghost of gentleness passed into Everard's voice. He sat down opposite
me and busied his hands with his pipe.

"Causa loops are often very subtlethings,”" he said. Despite the soft tone, that phrase shocked meto full
awareness. He nodded. "Y eah. Weve got one here. Thetime traveler becomes a cause of the selfsame
events he set out to study or otherwise ded with."

"But - no, Manse, how?" | protested. "I've not forgotten the principles. | never did forget them, in the
field or anywhere, anywhen else. Sure, | became part of the past, but a part that fitted into what was
aready there. We went through thisat the inquiry and - and | corrected what mistakes | had been
meking."

Everard'slighter cast astartling snap through the room. "I said they can be very subtle" he repested. "I
looked deeper into your case mainly because of a hunch, an uneasy feding that something wasn't right. It
involved alot more than reading your reports - which, by the way, are satisfactory. They're smply
insufficient. No blame to you for that. Even with along experience under your belt, you'd probably have
missed the implications, as closely involved in the events as you've been. Me, | had to steep mysdlf in
knowledge of that milieu, and rove it from end to end, over and over, before the Situation was clear to
me"

Hedrew hard on his pipe. "Never mind technical details," he went on. "Basicaly, your Wanderer became
stronger than you realized. It turns out that poems, stories, traditions which flowed on for centuries,
transmuting, cross-breeding, influentia on people - anumber of those had their sourcesin him. Not the
mythica Wodan, but the physically present person, you yourself.”

| had seen this coming and mustered my defense. "A calculated risk from the outset,” | said. "Not
uncommon. If feedback like that occurs, it's no disaster. What my team istracing are smply the words,
ord and literary. Their original inspirations are beside the point. Nor does it make any differenceto
subsequent history . . . whether or not, for awhile, aman was there whom certain individua s took for
one of their gods... aslong asthe man didn't abuse his position.” | hesitated. "True?"

He dashed my wan hope. "Not necessarily. Not in thisingtance, for sure. Anincipient causal loopis
always dangerous, you know. It can set up aresonance, and the changes of history that that produces
can multiply catastrophicaly. The singleway to make it safeisto closeit. When the Worm Ouroborosis
biting hisown tail, he can't devour anything dse."

"But. .. Mansg | left Hathawulf and Solbern bound off to their deaths. . . . Okay, | confess attempting
to prevent it, not supposing it was of any importance to mankind asawhole. | failed. Even in something
that minor, the continuum wastoo rigid."



"How do you know you failed? Y our presence through the generations, the veritable Wodan, did more
than put genes of yoursinto the family. It heartened the members, ingpired them to become great. Now at
the end - the battle against Ermanaric looks like touch and go. Given the conviction that Wodan ison
their sde, the rebels may very well carry the day.”

"What? Do you mean - -Oh, Mansel" "They mustn't,” he said.
Agony surged higher dill. "Why not? Who'll care after afew decades, let done amillennium and ahdf?"

"Why, you will, you and your colleagues,” the pitying, implacable voice declared. "Y ou set out to
investigate the roots of a pecific story about Hamther and Sorli, remember? Not to mention the Eddie
poets and saga writers before you, and God knows how many tellers before them, affected in small ways
that could add up to abig fina sum. Mainly, though, Ermanaricisahistoricd figure, prominent in hisera
The date and manner of his death are amatter of record. What came immediately afterward shook the
world.

"No, thisisno dight ripplein the time-stream. Thisisamae strom abuilding. Weve got to damp it out,
and the only way to do that isto complete the causal loop, closethering.”

My lips formed the usaless, needless "How?" which throat and tongue could not.

Everard pronounced sentence on me: "I'm sorrier than you imagine, Carl. But the Volsungasaga relates
that Hamther and Sorli were dmost victorious, when for unknown reasons Odin appeared and betrayed
them. And he was you. He could be nobody e se but you.”

372

Night had lately fdlen. The moon, while little past the full, was not yet up. Stars threw adimness over hills
and shaws, where shadows laired. Dew had begun to gleam on stones. The air was cold, quiet savefor a
drumroll of many galloping hoofs. Helmets and spearheads shimmered, rose and sank like waves under a
gorm.

In the greatest of hishalls, King Ermanaric sat at drink with his sonsand most of hiswarriors. Thefires
flared, hissed, crackled in their trenches.

Lamplight glowed through smoke. Antlers, furs, tapestries, carvings seemed to move aong wals and
pillars, asthe darknesses did. Gold gleamed on arms and around necks, beakers clashed together, voices
dinned hoarsdly. Thralls scuttled about, attending. Overhead, murk crouched on the rafters and filled the
roof peak.

Ermanaric would fain be merry. Sibicho pestered him: "- Lord, we should not dawdle. 1 grant you, a
straightforward raid on the Teurings chieftain would be dangerous, but we can start work at onceto
undermine his standing among them.”

"Tomorrow, tomorrow," said the king impatiently. "Do you never weary of plots and tricks, you? Tonight
isfor that toothsome dave maiden | bought - "

Horns clamored outside. A man staggered in through the entryroom that this building had. Blood smeared
hisface. "Foemen - attack -" An uproar drowned hiscry.



"At thishour?" Sibicho wailed. "And by surprise? They must havekilled horsestraveling hither - yes, and
cut down everybody a ong the way who might have outsped them -

Men boiled off the benches and went for their mail and weapons. Those being stacked in the entryroom,
there was a sudden jam of bodies. Oathslifted, fists flailed. The guards who had stayed equipped sprang
to make abulwark in front of the king and his nearest. He aways kept a score of them full-armed.

In the courtyard, roya warriors spent their lives on time for their comrades within to make ready. The
newcomers bore againgt them in overwheming numbers. Axes thundered, swords clanged, knives and
spears bit deep. In that press, dain men did not awaysfal down at once; wounded who dropped never

got up again.

At the head of the ondaught, a big young man shouted, "Wodan with usl Wodan, Wodan! Haal" His
blade flew murderous.

Hadtily outfitted defenders took stance at the front door. The big young man wasfirst to shock upon
them. Right and |eft, hisfollowers broke through, smote, stabbed, kicked, shoved, burst the lineand
stamped in over the pieces of it.

Astheir van pierced through to the main room, the unarmored troopers beyond stumbled back. The
attackers halted, panting, when their leader cdled, "Wait for the rest of usl" The racket of battle died
away indgde, though outsdeit till raged.

Ermanaric sprang onto his high seet and looked across the helmets of his bodyguards. Evenin the
dancing gloom, he saw who stood at the door. *Hathawulf Tharasmundsson, what new misdeed would
you wreak?" he flung through the lodge.

The Teuring lifted his dripping sword on high. "We have come to cleanse the earth of you,” rang from
him.

"Beware. The gods hatetraitors.”

"Yes," answered Solbern at his brother's shoulder, "this night Wodan fetches you, oathbreaker, and ill is
that house to which he will take you."

Moreinvaders poured through; Liuderis pushed them into ragged ranks. "Onward!" Hathawulf bawled.

Ermanaric had been giving his own orders. His men might mosily lack helmet, byrnie, shield, long
weapon. But each bore aknife, at least. Nor did the Teurings have much iron to wear. They were mainly
yeomen, who could afford little more than ametal cap and a coat of stiffened lesther, and who went to
battle only when the king raised alevy. Those whom Ermanaric had gathered were warriors by trade;
any of them might have afarm or aship or thelike, but he wasfirst and foremost awarrior. Hewas well
drilled in standing Sde by sdewith hisfdlows.

The king's troopers snatched at trestles and the boards that had lain on top. These they used to ward
themselves. Those that had axes, having retreated before the inroad, chopped cudgelsfor their fellows
out of wainscots and pillars. Besdes aknife, a stag'stine off thewall, the narrow end of adrinking horn,
abroken Roman goblet, abrand from the firetrenches made a deadly weagpon. Astightly wedged asthe
struggle became - flesh againg flesh, friend in theway of friend, pushing, sumbling, dipping in blood and
swest - sword or ax was of scant more help. Spears and bills were usaless, save that from their stance
on the benches by the high seet, the armored guards could strike downward.

Thus the fight became formless, blind, afury as of the Wolf unbound.



Y et Hathawulf, Solbern, and their best men beat a path onward, pushed, rammed, hewed, dashed,
stabbed, amidst bellow and shriek, thud and clash, onward, living sormwinds - until at last they cameto
their mark.

There they set shield againgt shield, loosed stedl upon stedl, they and the king's household troopers.
Ermanaric was not in that front line, but he boldly stood above on the seat, before the gaze of dl, and
wielded aspear. Often did he trade alook with Hathawulf or Solbern, and then each grinned his hatred.

It was old Liuderiswho broke through the line. His lifeblood spurted from thigh and forearm, but his ax
beat right and left, he won as far as the bench and clove the skull of Sibicho. Dying, he rasped, "One
snaketheless”

Hathawulf and Solbern passed over hisbody. A son of Ermanaric threw himself before hisfather.
Solbern cut the boy down. Hathawulf struck beyond. Ermanaric's spearshaft cracked across. Hathawulf
struck again. The king reded back against thewall. Hisright arm dangled half severed. Solbern dashed
low, at theleft leg, and hamstrung him. He crumpled, still snarling. The brothers moved in for thekill.
Their followers strove to keep the last of the roya guard off their backs.

Someone appeared.

A stop to the fighting spread through the hall like the wave when arock fallsin apool. Men stood agape
and agasp. Through the unrestful gloom, made the thicker by their crowding, they barely saw what
hovered above the high sest.

On askeetd horse, whose boneswere of meta, sat atall graybearded man. Hat and cloak hid any red
sght of him. In hisright hand he bore a spear. Its head, above every other weapon and limned against the
night under the roof, caught fire-glow - acomet, a harbinger of woe?

Hathawulf and Solbern let their blades Snk. "Forefather," the eder breathed into the sudden hush. "Have
you cometo our hep?'

The answer rolled forth unhumanly deep, loud, and ruthless: "Brothers, your doom is upon you. Mest it
well and your nameswill live.

"Ermanaric, thisisnot yet your time. Send your men out the rear and take the Teurings from behind.
"Go, dl of you here, to wherever Weard will have you go.”

He was not there.

Hathawulf and Solbern stood stunned.

Crippled, bleeding, Ermanaric could nonetheless shout: "Heed! Stand fast where you're up againgt the foe
- the rest of you take the hinder door, swing around - heed the word of Wodan!™

His bodyguards were thefirst to understand. They yelled their glee and fell on their enemies. These
lurched back, aghast, into the reborn turmoil. Solbern stayed behind, sprawled under the high seet ina
pool of blood.

King's men streamed through the small postern. They hastened past the building to the front. Most of the
Teurings had gotten insgde. Greutungs overran those in the yard. Had they no better weapons, they
ripped cobblestones out of the earth and cast them. A risen moon gave light enough.

Howling, the warriors next cleared the entry-room. They outfitted themsalves and fell on theinvaders



both fore and &ft.

Grim wasthat battle. Knowing they would die whatever happened, the Teurings fought till they dropped.
Hathawulf aone hegped awall of dain before him. When heféell, few wereleft to be glad of it.

The king himself would not have been among them, had not folk of his been quick to stanch his wounds.
Aswas, they bore him, barely aware, out of ahall where none but the dead then dwelt.
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Morning brought rain. Driven on ahooting wind, hail-cold, hail-hard, it hid everything but the thorp that
huddled beneath it, asif the rest of the world had gone down in wreck. Theroar on the roof resounded
through hollow Heorot.

Darkness within seemed deepened by emptiness. Fires burned, lamps shone well-nigh for naught amidst
the shadows. The air was raw.

Three stood near the middle. That of which they spoke would not let them sit. Bresth puffed ghost-white
out of their lips.

"San?' mumbled Alawin numbly. "Every last one of them?"

The Wanderer nodded. "Yes," hetold them again, "though there will be as much sorrow among
Greutungs as Teurings. Ermanaric lives, but maimed and lamed, and poorer by two sons.”

Ulricagave him awhetted look. "If this happened last night,” she said, "you have ridden no earthly horse
to bring usthetde."

"Y ou know who | am," he answered.

"Do 17" Shelifted fingerstoward him that were crooked like talons. Her voice grew shrill. "If you are
indeed Wodan, heis awretched god, who could not or would not help my sonsin their need.”

"Hold, hold,” Alawin begged her, while he cast an abashed glance at the Wanderer.

The latter said softly: "1 mourn with you. But the will of Weard stands not to be dtered. Asthe story of
what happened driftswest, belike you will hear that | was there, and even that it was Ermanaric whom |
saved. Know that againgt time the gods themselves are powerless. | did what | was doomed to do.
Remember that in meeting the end that was set for them, Hathawulf and Solbern redeemed the honor of
their house, and won aname for themsalves that shal abide aslong astheir race does."

"But Ermanaric remains above ground,” Ulricasnapped. "Alawin, the duty of vengeance has passed to
you."

"No!" said the Wanderer. "Histask ismore than that. It isto save the blood of the family, thelife of the



clan. Thisiswhy | have come."

He turned to the youth, who stared wide-eyed. "Alawin,” he went on, "foreknowledgeis mine, and a
heavy load that is. Y et | may sometimes useit to fend off harm. Listen well, for thisisthelast timeyou
will ever hear me”

"Wanderer, no!" Alawin cried. Breath hissed between Ulricas teeth.

The Gray Onelifted the hand that did not hold his spear. "Winter will soon be upon you," he said, "but
spring and summer follow. Thetree of your kindred stands bereft of leaves, but itsroots dumber in
srength, and it shal be green anew - if an ax does not hew it down.

"Hasten. Hurt though heis, Ermanaric will seek to make an end, oncefor dl, of your troublesome breed.
Y ou cannot raise as much force ashe can. If you stay here, you will die.

"Think. Y ou have readiness to fare west, and awel come awaiting you among the Visgoths. It will bethe
warmer for the rout Athanaric suffered this year from the Huns at the River Dnestr; they dl need fresh
and hopeful souls. Within afew days, you can be leading the trek. Ermanaric's men, when they come, will
find nothing but the ashes of thishall, which you set afire to keep from him and be abaefirein honor of
your brothers.

"Y ou will not be fleeing. No, you will be off to forge amighty morrow. Alawin, you now keep the blood
of your fathers. Ward it well."

Wrath twisted Ulricasface. "Y es, you've aways dedlt in smooth words," shuddered out of her. "Heed
not hissyness, Alawin. Hold fast. Avenge my sons- the sons of Tharasmund.”

The youth swallowed hard. "Would you redly . . . have me go ... while the murderer of Swanhild,
Randwar, Hathawulf, Solbern - while helives?' he sammered.

"You must not stay,” said the Wanderer gravely. "If you do, you will give up thelast life that wasin your
father -giveit up to the king, dong with Hathawulf's son and wife, and your own mother. Thereisno
dishonor -in withdrawa when outnumbered.”

"Y-yes. ... | could hireaVisgothic host - *

"Y ou will have no cdll to. Hearken. Within three years, you will hear word about Ermanaric that will
gladden you. Thejudtice of the gods shdl fal upon him. On this| giveyou my oath.”

"What isthat worth?' fleered Ulrica.

Alawinfilled hislungs, straightened his shoulders, stood for awhile and then said quietly, " Stepmother, be
gtill. I am the man of the house. We will follow the Wanderer's rede.”

Theboy in him burst through for amoment: "Oh, but lord, forebear - will we indeed never see you again?
Do not forsake usl™

"I must,” answered the Gray One. "It is needful for you." Suddenly: "Yes, best | go a once. Farewell.
Fare ever wel."

He strode through the shadows, out the door, into the rain and the wind.



43

Here and there amidst the ages, the Time Patrol keeps places where its members may rest. Among them
isHawaii before the Polynesians arrived. Although that resort exists through thousands of years, Laurie
and | counted ourselves lucky to get a cottage for amonth. In fact, we suspected Manse Everard had
pulled astring or two on our behalf.

He made no mention of that when hevisited uslatein our stay. He was smply affable, went picnicking
and surfing in our company, afterward tucked into Laurie's dinner with the gusto it deserved. Not till later
did he speak of what lay behind us and before us on our world lines.

We sat on adeck which abutted the building.

Dusk gathered cool and blue in the garden, across the flowering forest beyond. Eastward, land dropped
steeply to where the sea glimmered quicksilver; westward, the evening star trembled above MaunaKea.
A brook chimed. Here was the peace that hedls.

"So you fed ready to return?' Everard inquired.

"Yes" | sad. "Anditll bealot easier, too. The groundwork has been laid, the basic information collected
and assmilated. | just have to record the songs and stories as they are composed and evolve.”

"Just!" exclaimed Laurie. Her mockery was tender, and became solace as she laid ahand over mine.
"Well, at least you arefree of your grief.”

Everard'svoice dropped low: "Areyou sure of that, Carl?'

| could becam as| replied, Y es. Oh, there will ways be memoriesthat hurt, but isn't that the common
fate of man? There are more that are good, and I'm able to draw on them once again.”

"You redlize, of course, you mustn't get obsessed the way you were. That's a hazard which clams many
of us-" Did histone sumble, ever so dightly? It grew brisk. "When it does, the victim hasto overcomeit
and recover.”

"I know," | said, and chuckled abit. "Don't you know | know?"

Everard puffed on hispipe. "Not exactly. Sincethe rest of your career seemsfree of any more disarray
thanisnorma for afied agent, | couldn't justify spending lifespan and Peatrol resources on further
investigation. Thisisn't officid business. I'm here asafriend, who'd smply like to find out how you're
doing. Dont tell me anything you don't careto.”

"You'reasweset old bear, you are," Laurie said to him.

| could not stay entirely comfortable, but asip of my rum collins soothed. "Well, sure, youre welcometo
theinformation,” | began. "I did assure mysdf that Alawin would bedl right." Everard stirred. "How?" he
demanded. "Not to worry, Manse. | proceeded cautioudly, for the most part indirectly. Different
identities on different occasions. The few times he glimpsed me, he recognized nothing.” My fingers
passed over asmooth-shaven chin - Roman style, like my close-cropped hair; and when the need arises,
a Patrolman has advanced disguise technology at his service. "Oh, yes, I'velaid the Wanderer to rest.”

"Good!" Everard relaxed back into his chair. "What did become of that lad?'



"Alawin, you mean? Wdll, heled afair-szed group, including his mother Erelievaand her household, he
led them west to join Frithigern." (He would lead them, three centuries hence. But we were talking our
native English. The Tempora language has appropriate tenses.) "He enjoyed favor there, especidly after
he was baptized. That by itself was reason for letting the Wanderer fade away, you understand. How
could aChrigtian ay close to a heathen god?"

"Hm. | wonder what he thought about those experiences, later."

"| get theimpression he kept his mouth shut. Naturaly, if his descendants - he married well - if his
descendants preserved any tradition about it, they'd suppose that some kind of spook had been running
around in the old country.”

"The old country? Oh, yes. Alawin never got back to the Ukraine, did he?"
"No, hardly. Would you like meto sketch the history for you?”

"Please. | did study it somewhat, in connection with your case, but not much of the aftermath. Besides,
that was quite aspell ago, on my world line.”

And plenty must have happened to you since, | thought. Aloud: "Well, in 374 Frithigern's people
crossed the Danube, by permission, and settled in Thrace. Athanaric's soon followed, athough into
Transylvania. Hunnish pressure had gotten too severe.

"The Roman officials abused and exploited the Goths - in other words, were agovernment - for severa
years. Findly the Goths decided they'd had abellyful, and revolted. The Huns had given them theidea
and technique of developing cavary, which they made heavy; at the battle of Adrianoplein 378 it rode
the Romans down. Alawin digtinguished himsdf there, by the way, which started him toward the
prominence he achieved. A new Emperor, Theodosius, made peace with the Gothsin 381, and most of
their warriors entered the Roman service as foederati: dlies, wed say.

"Afterward came renewed conflicts, battles, migrations - the Volkerwanderung was under way. I'll sum
it up for my Alawin by saying that after aturbulent but basically happy life, hedied, at aripeold age, in
the kingdom which by then the Visgoths had carved out for themsalvesin southern Gaul. Descendants of
histook aleading part in founding the Spanish nation. "So you see how | can let that family go from me,
and get on with my work."

Laurie's hand closed hard around mine.

Twilight was becoming night. Stars blinked forth. A coa in Everard's pipe made its own red twinkle. He
himsdf was adarkling bulk, like the mountain thet lifted above the western horizon.

"Yes" hemused, "it comes back to me, sort of. But you've been speaking about the Visgoths. The
Ostrogoths, Alawin's origind countrymen - didn't they take over in Italy?"

"Eventudly,” | said. "First they had dreadful thingsto undergo.” | paused. What | was about to utter
would touch wounds that were not fully scarred over. "The Wanderer spoke truth. There was vengeance
for Swanhild."
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Ermanaric sat done beneath the stars. Wind whimpered. From afar he heard wolves howl.

After the messengers had brought their news, he could soon endure no more of the terror and the gabble
that followed. At his command, two warriors had hel ped him up the sairsto theflat roof of this
blockhouse. They set him down on abench by the parapet and wrapped afur cloak about his hunched
shoulders. "Go!" he barked, and they went, fear upon them.

He had watched sunset smolder away in the west, while thunderheads gathered blue-black in the east.
Those clouds now loomed across afourth of heaven. Lightnings played through their caverns.

Before dawn, the scorm would be here. Asyet, though, only itsforerunner wind had arrived, winter-cold
in the middle of summer. Elsawherethe sars ill shonein their hordes.

They were smdl and strange and without pity. Ermanaric's gaze tried to flee the sight of Wodan's Wain,
where it whedled around the Eye of Tiwaz that forever watches from the north. But dwaysthe sign of the
Wanderer drew him back. "I did not heed you, gods," he mumbled once. "I trusted in my own strength.

Y ou are moretricky and crud than | knew."

Here he sat, he the mighty, lame of hand and foot, able to do naught but hear how the foe had crossed
the river and smashed underhoof the army that sought to stay them. He should be thinking what next to
try, giving hisorders, ralying hisfolk. They were not undone, if they got the right leadership. But the
king's head felt hollow.

Hollow, not empty. Dead men filled that hall of bone, the men who fell with Hathawulf and Solbern, the
flower of the East Goths. Had they been dive during these past days, together they would have hurled
back the Huns, Ermanaric at their forefront. But Ermanaric had died too, in the same daughter. Nothing
was | eft but a cripple, whose endless pains gnawed holesin hismind.

Naught could he do for hiskingdom but Iet go of it, in hopesthat his oldest living son might be worthier,
might be victorious. Ermanaric bared teeth at the stars. Too well did he know how that hope lied. Before
the Ostrogoths lay defest, rapine, butchery, subjection. If ever they became free again, it would be long
after he had moldered back into the earth.

He - how blessed that would be - or merdly his flesh? What waited for him beyond the dark?

Hedrew hisknife. Starlight and lightninglight shimmered on the stedl. For awhileit trembled in hishand.
Thewind whittered.

"Have done!" he screamed. He ruffled his beard aside and brought the point under the right corner of his
jaw. Eyeslifted anew, asif of themsealves, to the Wain. Something white flickered yonder - ascrap of
cloud, or Swanhild riding behind the Wanderer? Ermanaric caled forth al the courage that remained to
him. He thrust the knife inward and hauled it across.

Blood spurted from the dashed throat. He sagged and fell to the deck. The last thing he heard was
thunder. 1t sounded like the hoofs of horses bearing westward the Hunnish midnight.



