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The Machine's Child

prologue:
one evening in 2302 ad,
thirty miles off the
galapagos

There was a spark of light on the wide sea, no other visible in miles of rolling darkness. It wasn't afixed
point. Sometimes it seemed to wink out, sometimes to wander along the line of the black horizon, only to
double back on itself in an aimless sort of way.

Anyone crossing the surging distance toward it would have seen gradually the pale outline of a ship, the
spark resolving into awindow in her aft cabin. Her running lights were extinguished. She had no fear of
encounters on that empty sea where she stood on and off, nor any desire to let passersby know she was
there.

Closer to, now, and the observer would have found her size staggering. Four great masts, a sequoia
forest of reefed sail, her shrouds and spars quartering the night sky like Mercator lines. White and deek as
adeeping seabird, all smooth modern form; but through that yellow window, a glimpse of an older style.



Dark wood, rich paneling, red and blue and gold. The interior seemed to have been designed by someone
very fond of pirate films. Much brass and elaborate carving, to the point where taste was definitely in
guestion. The cabin's centerpiece was its vast bed.

What the observer saw next would depend on who, or what, the observer was.

A human observer—though it is unlikely a mere human could swoop in with such omni science—would
see asingle man lying in the exact center of the red-and-gold pirate bed.

The man was deeping, sprawled in exhaustion. There was acertain tensionin hislong body that failed
to relax even so, and his eyes darted behind his eyelidsin uneasy dreams. He had not slept well since the
night when Mars Two had died, with all its citizens, as the result of hiserror in judgment. His name, by the
way, was Alec Checkerfield, and he was the seventh earl of Finsbury.

Hewas alanky fellow, quitetall but built solidly. He wore pajamas violently patterned with palm trees
and vahines, not at al the kind of thing you'd expect a hunted man to wear. He had a long broken nose, and
high broad cheekbones. When he rolled over, he exposed something strange twining up the back of his
neck. It looked like a silver tattoo, in a pattern of vaguely Celtic-knot complexity.

It was not atattoo, however. It was a subcutaneous wire hooking Alec up to the artificial intelligence
sailing his ship, for Alec was a cyborg. Not at all some human-machine hybrid with awhirring ocular
implant and a toneless voice, oh dear no; that sort of fashion went out generations before Alec was born. In
any case, being a peer, he could afford the most elegantly understated cybernetic implants.

So much for what the hypothetical human observer would notice.

It would be rather more likely that a surveillance drone would see all this, zooming in across such
distance, noting such detail. And a surveillance drone, having the ability to tunein to the ship's system, its
cameras and indeed to Alec's own cyborged brain, would see a great deal more.

It would see, for example, two other men lying in the bed, at extreme arm's length from Alec on either
side, who appeared to be his nearly identical brothers.

The virtual man who sept, or tried to sleep, on the left, looked dightly older than the other two. He lay
stretched on his side, one hand under his pillow as though groping after something he'd hidden there. He
wore only ivory-colored drawers of an antiquated design. His name was, or had been, Edward Alton
Bell-Fairfax.

The virtual man on the right was not asleep at al. He lay on his back like an effigy on atomb, clad in a
flowing white shirt of even more antique design, his arms crossed on his chest. He gazed with an
expression of despair on the gimbal lamp, which rocked gently as the ship crested each rolling swell, and
which had dimmed itself to the comforting glow of anursery light. He wasn't comforted. His lips moved for
awhilein silent prayer. Tearswelled in his eyes.

He could hardly be blamed. He found his present situation bizarre and intolerable, as you might if you,
too, were Nicholas Harpole, burned as a heretic in 1555 but now inexplicably aive and drifting in a
twenty-fourth-century ship, with a pair of your clones.

He looked away from the lamp and up to the single red eye of a surveillance camera. After along
moment he ventured to say:

" Spirit, dost thou watch in the night?"

Instantly awake, the virtual man on the left rolled over and sat bolt upright, taking aim with the very redl
pistol he'd fetched from under his pillow. Its muzzle was a bare two inches from the face of Nicholas on the
right, who recoiled from it. Alec, between them, opened startled eyes but lay motionless, staring at the pistol
in confusion.

Any hypothetical human viewer would be confused, too. Without away to tap into Alec's brain, he or
she would have seen only the man in the bed's center sitting up, pointing agun at empty space to hisright.
And the cold glare and military bearing of the man were not those of anyone who would ever wear
vahine-patterned pajamas by choice. This was because virtual Edward had just seized control of Alec'sreal
body.

Edward! Belay that! said a gruff male voice, from a speaker concealed within a carving of a Spanish
galleon. It was the voice of the artificial intelligence that ran the ship, and not—as one might be forgiven for
supposing—a pirate hiding behind the panel.

Edward exhaed, shaking, but did not lift the pistol.

"Ghost or no ghost," he said through histeeth, "if you start that damned praying again, | swear | shall kill
you."

"Doit, Homicide," said Nicholas, "an thou darest!"

Edward regarded Nicholas, moving the pistol away only regretfully. During hislife, which had ended



abruptly in 1863, he had been what was known at the time as a Political; which meant he had done things
for Queen Victoria's government that would have horrified that good lady, had her cabinet ministers ever
seen fit to tell her about them.

Alec began to hyperventilate. He wasn't a particularly oversensitive person, but his nerves had been
rather strained lately.

"Areyou nuts?' heydled. "That'sadisrupter pistol! In bed? You want to burn ahole through a
bulkhead? How'd you get it out of the locker, anyway?"

D'you really reckon he'd tell you, Alec?

"Y ou don't know either, do you, machine?' said Edward with a sneer. "When your little pivot-lenses
aren't turned on the locker, you can't see it. And neither one of you noticed," he added, turning to Alec and
Nicholas.

Well, now, Mr. Bell-Fairfax, sir, thank you for telling me, to be sure. It'll be a cold day in Hell
afore| takes an eye off you again. Put that bloody pistol away.

Sullenly Edward set it on the bedside table. "1 may aswell, after all,” he said. "Since I've precious little
chance of sending Nicholas to Heaven, where he belongs, instead of this wretchedly crowded bed. But
you're afool to sleep without aweapon in reach, Alec, you redlly are.”

"Sleep? How am | ever going to get any sleep?’ said Alec, flailing with hisfists. "We've got work to do
tomorrow! How are we going to break into Options Research if you two fight all the time?"

Stand to! You calm down, now, matey, old Captain Morgan'll take the helm. That goes for you
too, Mr. Bell-Fairfax, yer worship.

Muttering, Edward lay down and punched his virtual pillow savagely.

A word or two of explanation might be helpful at this point. Neither Edward nor Nicholas were ghosts,
technically; but during their respective lifetimes each had carried in his brain, quite unknown to himself, a
sort of black box. This device recorded in electromagnetic analogue every sensation, thought, and emotion
experienced from the moment of itsinstallation (immediately after birth) to the moment of death.

These recordings were made because neither Edward nor Nicholas were human, technically. They
were Recombinants, as Alec was, and they had been made (very, very illegally) by an all-powerful cabal of
scientists and investors known collectively as Dr. Zeus Incorporated, or more usually just the Company,
which also possessed the secret of time travel, among other things.

For reasons that will not be gone into immediately but involved ensuring its own existence, the Company
had needed a Recombinant. A prototype was designed, DNA engineered to produce it, and three test
embryos cloned from one blastocyst. They were then scattered across time, implanted in human mothers by
hard-working immortal Company operatives. Being, after all, test runs, the prototypes were not made
immortal.

Nicholas and Edward, completely unaware of their destinies, nevertheless fulfilled them and died
untimely if necessary deaths, whereupon the recorded sum of their lives went into their Company project
files. Alec, however, had not died.

Like his—clones? brothers? other selves?—Alec had certain abilities completely unguessed-at by his
shadowy creators. Unlike them, he was born into an era of advanced technology. When, as a child, he had
been given a cybernetic companion, he had not only been able to modify it to suit his tastes, he removed the
safeguard that prevented it from breaking any lawsin the fulfillment of its primary directive, which wasto
protect and nurture him.

The astute reader will have guessed that little Alec had liked pirate stories.

Captain Morgan (as Alec had named his companion) persuaded adolescent Alec to have himself
maodified with implants, so that he could exist simultaneoudly in three-dimensional space and in cyberspace
with the Captain.

Being asensible artificial intelligence, the Captain set about solving the mystery of Alec's existence.
Upon discovering that his fairly unhappy childhood could be laid directly at the door of Dr. Zeus
Incorporated, Alec and the Captain embarked upon a campaign of revenge and exposure. Unaware they
were being cleverly manipulated by the Company to accomplish its goals (I said it was al-powerful) they
stole one of the Company's time shuttles and had a number of adventures that ended more or less
disastroudly for Alec and alot of other people, though not for the Company.

With its purpose for Alec fulfilled, the Company relaxed, confident in the expectation of his disposal
when the time shuttle exploded, as it was scheduled to do. This failed to happen, however, because:

In the course of his adventures with the time shuttle, Alec blundered into a Company penal institution
located deep in prehistory. There he encountered one of the Company's cyborg slaves, the hapless Botanist



Mendoza, an immortal marooned in the past for reasons which included her knowledge of the Company's
Recombinant project. She had discovered Project Adonai by sheerest chance, when she had the misfortune
to encounter, fall in love with, and fail to prevent the untimely deaths of first Nicholas and then, three
hundred years later, Edward.

She was, moreover, a Crome generator, the only immortal with a bizarre condition cursing its possessors
with apparent psychic ability. Conseguently her emotional health was not quite what was desired in an
immortal, which was another reason she'd been confined to the agricultural station.

Upon mesting Alec, Mendoza slept with him, accepted his proposal of marriage, and passed on to him
certain classified information to assist him in hisgoal of bringing down Dr. Zeus Incorporated. She also
disconnected the explosive device on the shuttle that was intended to destroy Alec once his usefulnessto
the Company ended.

When, after severa tragic accidents, Alec managed to equip his very large yacht with atime
transcendence drive so he could go back to rescue Mendoza, he discovered that Dr. Zeus Incorporated had
got there first. The unfortunate lady had been arrested again, and consigned to some even more obscure
prison. Plundering Company filesin his furious attempts to discover where she had been taken, Alec
inadvertently cams across the Recombinant project data. Most unwisely, he downloaded the whol e thing,
learning thereby the extremely unsavory truth about his own existence and, moreover, receiving the entire
contents of both Nicholas's and Edward's black boxes.

Alec promptly had a nervous breakdown. Goodness, wouldn't you, at this point? And, unableto
assimilate Nicholas's or Edward's memories, Alec developed a disassociative personality disorder and gave
them independent individual existences, complete with virtual physical bodiesin cyberspace.

At least, that was the only rational explanation for what happened.

After attempting (and failing) to administer drugsto banish Alec's unwel come guests, the Captain
decided to let them stay, since both Nicholas and Edward had strengths and skills that might prove useful to
Alec.

Got it? All clear so far?

The Captain's experiment was not proving an unqualified success, since the three Recombinant
gentlemen discovered they couldn't stand their own company, and struggled constantly for control of the
onerea body they shared. One thing upon which they did agree, however, was the urgent necessity of
finding and rescuing Mendoza.

To this end, they hunted down their guilty creators and extracted at gunpoint the name of the prison
where Mendoza was now confined: a site known only as Options Research.

Then they fled, away through time to an empty night ocean, where they were presently attempting to
rest while the Captain devised a plan for Mendoza's rescue.

A soothing tone emanated from the speaker, double-pitched to Alec's and Edward's differing brainwave
patterns. Alpharhythms were induced. Both men relaxed instantly, unconscious in seconds. A human
observer would have seen the bed's single occupant watching the light once again, weariness and infinite
regret in his eyes. This had become Nicholas Harpol€e's habitual expression, and he was now solély in
control of Alec's body.

From where it had watched in a corner a creature emerged, a nightmarish thing like a steel scorpion
with a skeletal face. The human observer might be excused for starting, for thiswas no virtual creature; it
was a quite solid servounit enabling the Captain to manipulate objectsin real space. It extended a
mechanical member and grasped the pistol, scuttling away with it to the weapons locker. Even Nicholas,
who had begun to get used to its appearance, edged back when it passed him.

Here, Nicholas, lad, said the Captain soothingly. What aileth thee? What can | fetch thee?

"Hast thou no mortal form?"' asked Nicholas, shivering.

Tobesurel have, lad. A tiny holoprojection cone emerged from the camera and seconds later a man
appeared to stand beside the bed, big, black-bearded and villainous-looking, though his expression was
kindly. Nicholas stared, fascinated even as he was repelled. He jumped when a hologram of a chair
materialized behind the Captain, who sat down into it. "There now. Nothing to frighten thee."

"I charge thee, Spirit, tell me! Dost thou serve the devil?' Nicholas demanded.

"No, sir, not I."

"Dost thou serve God, then?"

"WEéll, no, sir, being what | am, which is to say no more than adevice. | was made to serve Alec, sir,
d'you see? Like aclock or alute, to tell him the hour or cheer his heart. Or adog, to guard him as he
slegps. Too low a creature to be damned or saved. Therefore, fear me not."



"How canst thou speak with aman's voice?' asked Nicholas.

The Captain waved his hand dismissively. "Why, sir, even abird may be taught speech, mayn't he, a
raven or a parrot? Wherefore not then a clever mechanism? If ajack can be made to strike the hour in a
clock, he may be made to speak, too; and such am |. Speak with me, then, and ease thy sick grief."

Nicholas stared at him, marveling at the detail of theillusion: the movement of the Captain's beard when
he spoke, the creak of the insubstantial chair when he shifted his weight.

"But | am no more than thou art," Nicholas said at last, bitterly. "A made thing, an achemical
homunculus. How shouldst thou comfort my soul, when neither thou nor | have souls, but only spirits? So
might a clock comfort an astrolabe."

"Ah, well, sir, I've no soul, to be sure; but it might help to talk, al the same.”

Nicholaslay back with asigh, and gazed at the lamp.

"I have been disputing with myself,” he said, "since | have awakened into this unnatural life of horrible
marvels, on the nature of Almighty God."

"And how doth that make thee fedl, lad?" inquired the Captain. Nicholas drew a deep breath and went
on:

"In regarding now thething | am, that standeth outside mankind like a phantom, and observing how the
world waggeth these |late ages, and seeing the low truth of creation (which evolution my reason must
accept, though my heart sickens)—I cannot reconcile myself with the several proofs, laid before mine eyes,
that contradict my faith."

"WEell, that's a predicament, to be sure. Y ou ain't the first one to run aground on it, neither.”

"What have other men done, Spirit?' Nicholas pleaded.

"Why—I reckon they worked it out as best they could, sir. Some folk paid no heed to the contradictions.
Some dumped the whole Bible and went over to the Goddess, though that ain't turning out no better, it
seems. Most folk don't trouble with religion at al, like my Alec. He gets along fine."

"Hefeels no pain?' Nicholas cried. "He feels no horror at this void of pointless time?

The Captain stroked his beard, scowling. "Well, he didn't use to, when he thought he'd just go out like a
light once he died. Y ou showing up like you done puts a new ook on everything, don't it? Wherefore | might
prepare me for squalls. .." He cocked an eye at Nicholas. "What dost reckon it'll take thee to work out an
answer to that crisis of faith of thine?”

"I would athousand pounds | might study Scripture again. Oh, that | had my books that were burnt!"
Nicholas gripped the blanket with both hands.

"Then turn and look there, sir. See that text plaguette on yer night table? The thing what looks like green
glassin alittle window frame. Go ahead, pick it up. The other ladsis both asleep, they won't hinder thee.
That's a book, sir, of the kind we usein this day and age. My boy hath it to look at figures, but it hath a
million textsin it beside. I'll just open it for thee."

Nicholas caught his breath. The dark glass lit up and bright | etters appeared, informing him that he
beheld the old testament, diligently corrected and compared with the Hebrew, by William Tyndale and
finished in the year of Our Lord God A. 1536, in the month of September at Vilvorde.

He was struck speechless.

"D'you like that, eh? Look, when thine eye comes to the bottom of the page, the book knows and goes
on to the next one for thee. Nor needst thou a candle, for the book maketh its own light. Ben't it awonder,
lad?'

"Ay," said Nicholas, immersed in the trandator's preface. He pulled himself away with some effort and
looked at the Captain in awe. "I had Tyndale's New Testament when | lived. Is he still read amongst the
generations, after so long?"

"WEell... in certain circles. Hiswork ain't lost, anyhow; trust Dr. Zeusto see to that."

"Then one martyr at least did not waste his death," said Nicholas, sighing as he turned the plaguette over
in his hands.

"Now, Nick, lad: see canst thou find there a God what don't insult aman's reason, eh? For | reckon my
boy might need to grapple with the Eternal afore long, and 1'd just as soon | had an answer for him what
makes sense. Thou'lt have any books thou desirest, so it's done. | got other folks holy scriptures, too.
Buddha and that lot.”

"... Ay," said Nicholas, drawn in again by the bright |etters.

"But set it aside for tonight. Th'art best to get some sleep.”

Nicholas set aside the plaquette reluctantly, and lay back to compose himself for rest. The Captain
unobtrusively generated a certain tone. Nicholas slept then, sound.

The Captain sat a moment longer, regarding the wide bed and its occupants. He shook his head,



muttering to himself; then vanished, along with his chair, to turn his attention to plotting the ship's course for
tomorrow's journey. The skull-headed servant crept out and opened one of the portholes in the room, to let
in the fresh night air. Then it went to a hamper at the foot of the bed. There it pulled out a bundle of grubby
socks and shirts, and crawled away with them in the direction of the ship'slaundry.
ONE EVENING IN
300,000 BCE

It was an undiscovered island in a shallow unnamed ocean, uncrossed yet by longitude or latitude. It was
not large, no more than afew miles square. It had no topographical features of note, neither mountains nor
cliffs. Its beach simply rose gradually from the water and, after a space of level rock and sand, sloped
gradually down to the opposite shore.

There was a building on theisland, long, low, and windowless, like awarehouse. It had one door, and
beside the door was an old couch, and on the couch sat an immortal, watching the sunset thoughtfully.

If this has given the impression that the place was silent and still, nothing could be further from the truth.

He sat motionlessin the midst of aflurry of wildly moving things, the immortal did, and have | mentioned
yet that he was very, very large? Massively mighty, with great thick hands and feet, anose so big it was
nearly comical-looking, big pale eyes under avast cliff of abrow. Not much else of his features could be
discerned, hidden as they were by an enormous tow-colored beard. Y ou wouldn't be looking at him anyway,
if you were there, to wonder what his face might be like. Y ou'd be looking at the things he'd made, the
things that were moving without cease.

Thethings all seemed to be part of a perpetual motion machine, belts, wheels, and pulleys driving and
charging a generator that was hooked up to arefrigeration unit. There were other, smaller systems going,
too, that seemed to be powering other machines somewhere inside the building. The motive power for al of
them was supplied by human limbs.

Legs mounted on awheel ran frantically round, feet pounding endlessly on atreadmill. Arms thrashed
and beat like hammers, their galvanic pumping harnessed to drive a complex geared mechanism. Flexible
tubes supplied the parts with fluids to keep them from deteriorating. Creak, creak, thump, thump, round and
round, and in the danting light of evening, shadows circled like the shadows of birds acrossthe old giant's
face.

Presently he moved, too, reaching from the couch to open the door of the refrigeration unit. He brought
out a beer, twisted its neck off, and settled into near-immobility again, now and then lifting the beer for a
sip. The sun got lower and redder. It lit the emblem on the front of his coveralls: a clock face without
hands. The immortal sat and thought.

Then, abruptly, his eyes brightened. He'd had an idea. He lifted and drained the beer; then flung the
empty bottle away. It struck a nearby mountain of other such bottles, clattering and rolling down. He
ignored it. Lithe asabig cat he was on hisfeet, stalking through the door into the building that resembled a
warehouse. He pulled a chain and dim illumination began to fill the place, increasing steadily asthe
desperate limbs quickened their pace outside.

By the light of their effort was revealed an open work area, a steel table surrounded by
unpleasant-looking machines, and by racks of gleaming tools and instruments. Against one wall, furniture
had been arranged in a square to define living space: chair, table, bed, dresser, personal items, aplaceto
prepare meals. Against another was a steel filing cabinet.

The work and living spaces occupied only the front quarter of the warehouse. All the rest was rows and
tiers of shelves, stretching away into impenetrable shadows. Asfar as the eye could see, there were metal
boxes stacked. They varied in size and shape, but none were larger than a coffin; none smaller, than, say, a
hatbox.

Theimmortal (his name, by the way, was Marco) went straight across to the nearest row of shelves.
Here he paused, cocking his head to listen.

Y ou couldn't have heard the sound, if you'd been there. Perhaps you ought to get down on your knees
now and give thanks that you couldn't, and weren't. Marco could hear it, however. He looked keenly along
the shelf and went at last to a certain box. He pulled it down, as easily as though it weighed nothing, and
carried it out to the stedl table.

Here Marco punched in a combination of figures on alockpad on the box'slid. With a hiss and asigh the
lid rose dowly, folded back dightly on itself. Marco looked into the box at its occupant, grinning. In hislight
pleasant voice he said:

"Hey, Grigorii Efimovitch, I've had anidea."

What had been an immortal named Grigorii Efimovitch could no longer see, but knew Marco was
looking at him. The mouth was already open in a silent scream, the eyes wide and staring as eggs.



It might help you at this point to know that Grigorii Efimovitch was there because he deserved to be, or
at least had felt he deserved it when he had gone voluntarily to thistime, thisisland, this warehouse. He had
willingly submitted to entering the metal box. Of course, he might have changed his mind since. Far too
much time had passed for his fate to be altered now, however, even if he had been able to tell Marco.

Marco busied himself with arranging the table just as he wanted for what he had planned. He set out
instruments, jars of chemicals; lifted Grigorii Efimovitch out to sprawl, trailing, on the steel surface. He
pulled on a black rubberized raincoat, or something that looked alot like one, and carefully worked
transparent gloves on over his massive hands. He stepped out into the fast-fallen darkness and got himself
another beer.

He drank, belched gently, and selected an instrument from the table. Grigorii Efimovitch had begun to
twitch uncontrollably. Marco waved the beer at him in a consoling gesture.

"WEell, you never know. We just might do it, Grigorii Efimovitch. Wouldn't that be great?'

Grigorii Efimovitch's eyelids fluttered. If this was an attempt to communicate it was lost on Marco, who
breathed deeply and stood straight, setting down the beer. A gleam came into his eyes, a sparkling and
terrifying joy.

"Father of battles, Judge of the dead," he said, "grant that your servant may find at last the meansto
send your suffering children to perfect and irrevocable oblivion. Be merciful, Death."

He leaned down then over the table, raising the instrument he had chosen.

"It's showtime," he said.

ONE MORNING IN 2317 AD,
MOUMT TAMALPAIS

The Rogue Cyborg begins his day.

Does he step out of agleaming steel cubicle, flex his huge muscles, and pull on his skin-tight lectard?
Nope. He yawns, unzips his sleeping bag, and crawls out, to sit on the edge of his camping cot, staring
blearily into the dark morning and rubbing his unshaven chin. He hasn't shaved in afew days. Time kind of
gets away from you when you're a Rogue Cyborg.

Thinking he should maybe grow his beard back, he pokes around for shoes, sticks his feet into them, and
shuffles down along dark corridor, leaning into an alcove as he goesto grab ateakettle. Farther down the
corridor is an access portal, which opens to his groping hand. Sunlight floods in, and thoughit isfiltered
through fathoms of green leaves the Rogue Cyborg grimaces and blinks. He hasn't been topside on a sunny
day in weeks. Spring must have arrived, he reflects.

After scanning carefully and finding no possible hazards, he emerges into awilderness of fearful beauty.
The precipitous slope is thickly forested, dark redwoods towering above oak and laurel. If he cared to
glance out over the treetops below him he'd catch glimpses of green mountain meadows, steel-blue sea,
even the distant spires of a magnificent city; but the Rogue Cyborg isn't a scenery man. All his attention is
fixed on the stream, the little cataract of white water dropping from ledge to ledge.

Stepping carefully through the ferns, so cleverly he leaves no print, he leans over and fills hiskettle. It's
abig kettle and takes awhile to fill. He looks about him the while, an edgy expression in his black eyes, and
rubs his stubbly face with one nervous hand. There might be bears. There might be park rangers. There
might even be Company security techs lying in wait. Life isn't easy when you're a Rogue Cyborg.

His name, actually, is Joseph, and on this particular day in the year 2317 he's just over twenty thousand
four hundred years old, and he never, ever started out to be a Rogue Cyborg, but, well—shit happens.

Having washed, shaved, and made himself a mug of something that might pass for coffee if one needed
it really badly, Joseph took the mug and wandered farther into the depths of the mountain that was presently
his home.

He entered avast cavern, smooth-sided and dry, stretching out over subterranean acres and lit by the
blue radiance of five hundred regeneration tanks arrayed in tidy rows of vaults. A few of the vaults were
unoccupied. Perhaps a dozen contained what appeared to be ordinary men and women, floating in sleep. All
the rest were occupied by giants, hulking males seven or eight feet in height, massive of limb. Their skulls
were broad-domed, helmet-shaped. Their brows were cliff like, their noses enormous. They drifted and
dreamed in eerie silence. All of them, with one exception, wore circlets of copper on their brows, like
drowned kings.

Joseph strolled along the aisles, sipping from his mug. He was making for one vault in particular, whose
occupant differed dlightly from the rest of the sleepers.

Thiswas one of the giants. He alone wore no copper circlet, and he seemed to be recovering from
terrible injuries. His great body was scarlet with new tissue, blood-charged where cruel wounds were in the
process of closing over. There were cicatrices to indicate where parts had been reattached after avulsion:



an arm, aleg, an ankle, and—unthinkably—his head. The face was nearly all healing scars.

Fearful as he wasto look upon, his was the vault before which Joseph paused.

"Y ou know, Father, if | didn't know better | might almost mistake you for one of the others now," Joseph
told the giant. "I mean that. Seriously. Y ou look great. Well, not great, but a hundred percent improved,
okay?"'

The giant, apparently lifeless, did not respond. Joseph had another sip of his not-coffee and nodded.

"Definitely on the mend. So! What's happening? Not much. Nobody's caught me yet. Abdiel left again
last month, but | told you that already, huh? He didn't remember us thistime, either. | wonder how many
poor morons like him are wandering around, doing classified work for the Company? That's another dirty
little secret we'll have to dig up one of these days, huh?

"Let's see, what else is going on? Looks like spring has finally arrived. Maybe I'll go down to the Pelican
soon, catch up on the local news. Not that there ever is much up here, but that's okay with me, you know
what | mean? Go down and maybe repair something for Mavis and get myself some cider ... or some of
that special persimmon cider ... or some of Mavis maybe ..." Joseph sighed with longing. "I've told you
about Mavis, right? Boy, you'd like Mavis, Father. She's got these—" He sculpted the air with his free hand
in avain effort to describe what Mavis had.

"And, uh, maybeit's agood ideato go down there anyway," Joseph continued, after a poignant silence.
"For areality check, hun? Make sure they're all still alive. Because, Father, sometimes when | wake up ...
Sometimes | get scared I've been aslegp up heretoo long. Like, I'll go down there some night and the place
will beinruins, al the mortals dead long ago. Y ou know?"

He shivered extravagantly, hiswhole body shook.

"Oh, yeah, absolutely," he said. "Time for some cider."

He turned and bustled off to begin his day at one of the data terminals, probing randomly through the
files of Dr. Zeus Incorporated for dirty little secrets.

Hours later Joseph emerged from his access portal and picked his way down the slope, until he found an
ancient strip of cracked asphalt that wound along the face of the mountain. In the red light of the waning
day he thrust his hands into his coat pockets and marched along cheerily.

Hefelt swell. All dressed up for anight on the town! Most of his clothing was alittle out of date, but
clean and presentable. All the same, he made a mental note to hike into San Francisco soon and hit another
clothing store. How long since the last hocturnal raid now? Five years? Ten? Of course, it wasn't smart to
steal things too often. Sooner or later he was going to make atiny mistake, miss some surveillance device
and blow his cover. Then he'd have to run again, and running would be pretty damned awkward right at the
moment.

Still, he hated looking like a bum.

Winding and switching back, the road took him steadily down, in and out of ravines dark with evergreens
and across broad slopes purple with heather. Bone-chilling wind blew in off the gray sea, but as he
descended Joseph saw the yellow lights of the little farms and shacks where the mortals lived, and that
warmed his heart. So did the yellow lights of the boats moored in Muir Harbor. In the twilight gloom he
found at last the nearest fragment of what had been California State Highway 1, and strode along it through
the alder forest to that intersection with the harbor road where stood the Pelican Inn.

The Pelican had been there along time. It was rumored to have been transplanted, brick by brick, from
some English village, back in the twentieth century when wealthy men still did things like that. 1t was named
for the ship in which Sir Francis Drake had set out when he'd sailed off to loot the Spanish Main.

It had once been a very expensive bed-and-breakfast hotel, bar, and five-star restaurant. Various wars,
political secessions, and natural disasters had altered its fortunes. Over three centuriesit had been
successively atriage hospital, a barricaded freeholding, afarmhouse, a partial ruin, and other things. But,
situated asit was at a crossroads in a picturesgue cove, as soon as civilization had reasserted itself enough
to provide some traffic, the Pelican had evolved back into an inn.

Even areasonably prosperous one, in thisyear of 2317. Plenty of trade from the local farmers and
fishermen. Plenty of real money from the rich people who moored their pleasure boatsin Muir Harbor,
eager to get away from the General Prohibition in San Francisco.

Not that there was anything al that immoral to be had at the Pelican, of course, beyond homemade
ciders and aes and fish dinners. Mavis paid afortune in bribes to local law enforcement to be able to serve
even those; but the people from the big boats wanted the thrill of the forbidden, and spent hugely for it.

Sometimes Mavis paid the local law enforcement to dress as picturesgue smugglers, too, and they would
loungein her bar and leer pleasantly at the guests, or tell stories about desperate chases over the hills with



kegs of mead. The guests would buy them drinks and would usually stay over an extra night. The local
economy thrived to no end.

Joseph saw the amber windows as he pushed forward through the dusk, heard the chattering mortal
voices, breathed in the sea air and wood smoke. He felt again the surge of relief that they were still there,
not yet dead, not yet receded into his interminable past. He was singing as he sprinted across the lawn and
up the flagged steps, under the wooden sign with its carved enigmatic seabird.

As he sang he nearly ran into Keely, one of the waitresses, who was making her way through the
passage between the bar and the main parlor with atray of drinks. She was a nice girl, bosomy, looked like
atimid swan. He grinned at her. "Hi there, sweetheart.”

"What kind of song was that?" she said, not quite trusting him not to grab her and turning so as to put
the tray between them.

"What?"'

"That song you were singing when you camein.”

"That? That was a marching song, honey. Real old. If | had one denarius, I'd buy us al around of
drinks; if | had two denarii, I'd buy mysdlf apig; if | had three denarii, 1'd hire somebody to kill the
Decurion, and so on and so on," Joseph said, grinning again, so happy to be there in the warmth and the
smell of food and musty old booze. She knit her brows.

"What's a D-Decurion?'

"Oh, just somejerk," he said. Sherolled her eyes at him and turned to resume her progress toward the
main parlor.

"The holoscreen needs tuning again," she told him over her shoulder.

"I'monit," he said, and slipped into the bar, ducking nimbly under the gate. The big bartender turned
scowling to confront the intruder, but put the wrench down when he recognized Joseph. He indicated the
holoscreen with raised eyes.

. "You fix that piece of crap, you get a cider, how's about that?' he said. Joseph squinted up in dismay
at the multiple images.

"Jeepers. What is this, the Migraine Channel? Gimme aleg up.”

The bartender hoisted him obligingly, and he sat on the counter and groped in his coat pocket for the
case of tools he carried. It's useful being a cyborg, even arogue one, when you have to redign a
holoemitter. Mortalsthink you're an itinerant electronics genius, and so it's al right that you're afaintly
shabby little man who never seems to have much money.

Joseph didn't really need the tools, but he made a great show of using them anyway, and presently the
holo images resolved and sharpened into one image, brilliantly clear in the dark midair: Mars, with the glassy
dome and radiating green lines of the Martian Agricultural Collective near its equator, as a solemn voice
lauded the courage of the first settlers sponsored by Areco. There was a half-hearted cheer from the
patronsin the dart alley.

Joseph shivered, thinking that today's courageous settlers were tomorrow's vicious terrorists. He didn't
feel like thinking about the Mars Two disaster right now, though; this was a happy occasion, and Mars Two
had another thirty-five years of blissful ignorance of its fate. He leaped down and took a little bow, then
turned to the bar expectantly.

"So, am | good or am | good?'

By way of answer the bartender thrust the big embossed glass mug into Joseph's hand. He took it
smugly, strutted away to the parlor, and found himself adark corner with aview of thefire. There he
settled in with his back to the wall, and tasted his cider. Dark and dry, strong stuff. From the bouquet, he
judged it to befirst crush of Gravensteins from Sebastopol, thirty miles or more over the hills.

Y es, even eternal life could be good sometimes. He closed his eyes and listened: twenty-six mortal
hearts beating. There was Keely complaining to the cook, and there was the pompous documentary voice
droning on about Mars, and there was a breathless couple in Room Three talking about shopping in San
Francisco, and there were Nelson and Silvio, the cops, bragging about their smuggling exploitsto a pair of
guests who exclaimed in awe, despite the fact that the boys were laying on the pirate accents a little thickly.
Darts plunking into the board. Somebody unused to real acohol getting sick in Room Seven. Rush of cold
air, smell of the sea and the green alder trees, somebody coming in—

Instantly Joseph was on his feet, peering around the corner into the hall. But it was okay: two more
well-groomed people in yachting clothes, murmuring in delight at how quaint everything looked, on their way
to the bar. He settled back into his seat and relaxed, drank more of his cider, watched the fire.

He recognized Mavis's firm tread long before she came around the corner. He got to hisfeet, doing his
best to ook dignified and respectable for her, as he ought to look if he were the former executive consultant



he always claimed to be. He knew she didn't believe him, though in fact he'd been a consultant to alot of
people, including pharaohs, in histime; but that was okay. Their relationship wasn't built on belief.

She hoveinto sight like a Spanish galleon, and looked him up and down.

"Soit'syou again?'

"Yes, maam," Joseph said, giving her his most ingratiating smile. "Just stopped by on my way up the
coast. Going to a business conference in Seattle, you know. Oh, and | had alook at your holoscreen. Works
fine now. Just needed a little realignment.”

"Really? How nice. Aslong as you're here, you might look at a couple of other things that need
realigning," shetold him quietly, dipping akey into his hand. "And take a shower first. I'll have some supper
sent up.”

Sometimesit'sjust great to be a Rogue Cyborg. Not only can Rogue Cyborgs fix holoscreens, there are
awhole bunch of other useful things they can do better than mortals.

He left before daylight, because she preferred that, and made his way back to the mountain as the sky
paled. The sun wasrising red, blazing on awall of sea-fog when he slipped furtively up hislittle canyon and
disappeared into the darkness under the trees.

The Rogue Cyborg began another day.

He shrugged out of his good coat and hung it up, poked around in his kitchen al cove and found some
not-coffee |eft over from the previous morning, reheated it (it couldn't taste any worse, after al), and
poured himself another mugful. Then he walked back into the mountain, through the blue light of the
regeneration tanks, and stopped finaly in front of the vault where the hideous giant floated.

"Y ou're looking good, Father," said Joseph thoughtfully, taking a sip from his mug. "I think your eyes are
starting to grow back. The only thing that's still got me worried—"

The giant in the vault moved abruptly, thrust out one hand in a clawing gesture and struck the
transparent wall. Joseph leaped backward and dropped his not-coffee, although (being a cyborg) he was
ableto catch it before it hit the floor.

"Holy smoke!" he said. He watched spellbound as the giant flattened his palm against the transparency
and felt hisway along it, like a one-armed mime defining awall.

"Oh, my gosh, oh, my gosh—" Joseph said, scrambling up the ladder. "Father!" he yelled, "Father, are
you—"

A hand came plunging up out of the blue, sweet-scented fluid and seized him by his shirt collar. Swift as
thought it pulled him down, into the tank.

Joseph's oof of surprise emerged as an air bubble and floated before his astonished face, so viscous was
the bioregenerant medium. And so warm, and so perfumed, and so comfortably oxygenated it was, that he
could have drawn in adouble lungful and lost himself in the primal pleasures of the womb, had he not been
in more peril at that moment than he had faced in most of hisimmortal life.

After transmitting frantic inquiries and receiving no response, he gave up and hung there in the enfolding
warmth, unresisting as the terrible giant pulled him close. The blind face grimaced wildly, but the head lay
slack on one shoulder; the left hand gripped him beyond hope of escape. Slowly and painfully the other hand
rose, the one on the arm that had been severed and reattached.

It splayed its fingers over Joseph's face, reading his features. It traced the shape of his eyes and did not
gouge them out; murmuring a prayer of thanks, Joseph reached up and took the big hand in both his own.
He began to spell out a message in universal code.

The giant, Budu, became motionless and focused all his attention on the message, which said something
to the effect of: Hello, it's Joseph, remember me? Please don't disable me. | rescued you from
Chinatown but you'd been there a long time and you were in really bad shape. You'rein a
regeneration vault. It's now the year 2317.1 finally accessed the code you gave me and found the
other Enforcers, but a lot of bad stuff happened that | can't explain fast and | had to run, just like
you did. The Company doesn't know we're in here.

Joseph paused, at aloss for what to say next and terribly afraid the giant was too damaged to
understand him anyway. Budu let go his collar, however, and groped for Joseph's hand instead. With his
able hand he spelled out: How bad isit?

Joseph floated there in shock a moment, and Budu patiently repeated his message before Joseph signed
back: You were poisoned with something and Victor says he's sorry, he didn't know, and then
somebody hacked you in pieces—

The giant interrupted him. Know that, he signed. Remember and have run self-diagnostic. Meant
how bad poalitical situation?

Joseph signed back: Bad bad bad bad bad.



Budu grimaced again. He spelled out: We wear clock faces yet?

He was referring to the rumor, believed by immortals who feared the worst about the future, that by the
twenty-fourth century all cyborg Company personnel would be obliged to wear a certain emblem. It would
represent a clock face without hands, supposedly denoting their triumph over time, but in reality enabling the
mortal masters to distinguish them from everyone else, and, perhaps, round them all up.

Not yet, Joseph signed.

Budu signed: Who rules?

| don't know, Joseph replied.

Labienus rules? inquired Budu.

Not that bad, Joseph signed back.

Labienus caught?

Not yet.

More grimacing from Budu. Joseph went on to sign:

All alone, Father, so lonely, | watch them and | think nobody knows about us but | don't know
what to do. I'mtrying to repair you. You can tell me what to do and I'll do it. Do you want revenge?
We can do that—2355 is coming. We can get them if we set the Enforcers free. | found the Enforcers

but so many others lost now. Good operatives. | lost my daughter. | lost my friend. | can't find them.
Please tell me what to do. Please. ..

Ashe signed the last word over, faster and more clumsily, Budu lifted his hand away and used it to pull
Joseph in close. He held Joseph's head a moment in the vast angle of his scarred neck, then released him.
Taking Joseph's hand again he signed: We will find them.

ONE ARTERNOON
IN 2302 AD

The three men sat around the table, doing their best to ignore one another.

Nicholas was peering into the bright screen of the plaquette, so caught up in the Bible it was doubtful
he'd have noticed if agun had been fired next to his ear, though the Captain Morgan was riding out heavy
weather. Rain beat against her portholes, when it wasn't shouldered aside by glass-green sea sweeping
high.

Alec sat next to him, trying not to watch over Nicholas's shoulder as the words flitted by. He'd never
been able to read or write much more than his name, though as a well-educated aristocrat of the
twenty-fourth century he had at least a passing familiarity with the letters of the alphabet. In the past few
days, though, ever since the unwelcome arrival of his previous selves, the meaning of written words had
begun to glimmer through to him.

He didn't want to think why this might be happening. He certainly had no interest in reading an ancient
religious text that was synonymous with oppression and bigotry. Nevertheless, he couldn't stop himself from
following the cryptic letters, trying to piece meaning out of the old-fashioned speech. The storm he scarcely
noticed, habituated to gales as he was. He merely felt with his toes for a floor-batten to brace himself
against the roll of the ship. He did it purely out of habit, since Nicholas, in control of his body, wasthe only
one actually experiencing any pitching just now.

Edward sat across from them, drumming his fingers on the table.

Hedidn't particularly care for Alec, and he thoroughly despised Nicholas, but he found himself wishing
that one of them would leave off reading so he'd have someone with whom he might talk. He would very
much have preferred to have been talking to Mendoza, and only the thought that he might do so in the near
future enabled him to tolerate the other two men. The storm made him uneasy, too; long-dormant instincts
were insisting that there ought to be someone somewhere howling ordersto take in sail, or bare feet
pounding on the deck above his head, or an occasional freezing dop of white water flying down the
companionway. And he ought to be anywhere but sitting still in thiswarm, dry, curiously scentless place
doing nothing.

But after al, by the terms of the mutual agreement the three of them had worked out, it was Nicholas's
turn to use Alec's body. Nicholas wanted to read the bloody Bible, and until his turn was up, there was
nothing to do but sit here and watch Alec's lips move as he tried to read it, too. It was at least amusing to
imagine what Alec was making of it.

Edward reached out experimentally and attempted to stop the swinging of the lamp on its gimbal. No
use; it moved right through his virtual hand, a sensation—or lack thereof—he found unsettling. He tried
harder. Nicholas moved his left arm involuntarily, and looked over at him with afrown.

"Sorry," he muttered.



Commander Bell-Fairfax, sir? | wonder if | might have a word with you now.

Edward started. The other two failed to notice. The voice had come from inside his head, instead of out
of the ship'sintercom system.

Well, yes, sir, seeing as how our Alec's able to hear me this way—no reason why you can't, too.

Edward's eyes narrowed. He watched the hanging lamp swing from its gimbal.

And did | mention you can talk to me the same way, sir? No reason to disturb the other gentlemen
with our little chat, isthere, lad?

I'm not your lad, Machine.

Why, to be sure, sir, 1'd forgot. Sorry about that, sir, it won't happen again. But | thought you
might be interested to know, sir, that |'ve got a location on Options Research at last.

Well, bravo! How soon can we get there?

Oh, more or less instantaneously. The generatorsis all charged up now. It's what we'll find, once
we gets there, that's got me looking out for squalls.

Spar e me the picturesque seaman's lingo, if you please. | had my fill of that in the Royal Navy.

So you had, sir, and how careless of me to forget. Must be a lot of painful memories there, what
with you being court-martialed, | reckon. It's just my natural admiration for anybody what was able
to run afoul of Article Twenty-Two without getting hisself hanged at the yardarm. | do humbly beg
yer pardon. But you see, Commander Bell-Fairfax, sir, if my information's correct it's going to be
easier to get into Options Research than to get out of it again, if you take my meaning.

Guarded, isit?

| reckon you'd say so, sir, aye.

I'd have expected that of a prison.

It... ain't exactly a prison, sir. It's designated as a medical facility.

A hospital, you mean?

No, sir, | don't, unless there be hospitals where folk go to get sick, instead of well. It'sa
laboratory for experiments, d'ye see?

Good God.

Not a pretty thought to contemplate, sir, no, and it's my good fortune yer a tough-minded bastard
like me, because | don't know how I'd ever break thisto my little Alec. This place'll make Cawnpore
Well look like a church picnic.

The Captain watched admiringly as Edward controlled his panic and replied:

Don't talk rot. Mendoza is an immortal; they can't hurt her, whatever they do to their other
prisoners.

They can't kill her, but... all the prisonersisimmortals, sir, that's just the trouble. And so's the
guard.

Edward ignored the implications of the first sentence. Guard? Just one? It ought to be easy to get
past him, then.

Begging yer pardon, sir, | don't think so. He be one of them Enforcer Class operatives.

What, the old monsters | was designed to replace? Edward studied his fingernails with a show of
unconcern. Only one?

Aye, sir. Most of 'em was tricked into surrendering and got put into some kind of semi-eternal
sleep, on account of they was suspected of mutiny. That's what the Company's most afeared of, you
see, sir. Think about that Frankenstein book, sir, and imagine that there doctor's trouble multiplied
by three thousand.

Hmm. We needn't concern ourselves with them, then. Need we?

Well sir, we still got that one to worry about. The first and the worst of ‘em all to rebel, name of
Marco. The Company gave him a special job. Seems he's the guard at Options Research. He's also
the only staff member. Doctor, lab, and disassembly technician.

Disassembly?

Now, then, son, yer not a baby. I'm telling you all this because you can take it; how many
cold-blooded murders did you commit for queen and country? Stiffen that upper Up, now. Options
Research is where they send the immortals they want to get rid of. The defectives, the malcontents.
Or the ones like yer lady, who know too much.

Edward sagged forward at the table. Alec glanced over at him and started.

"Areyou al right, man? Y ou want some lunch or something?'

"I should like aglass of brandy, if you don't mind," Edward said.



"Okay." Alec obligingly created avirtual one. It materialized at Edward's elbow.

"Thank you," Edward said, lifting it and gulping. Alec continued to watch in concern until Edward glared
at him, when he looked away and tried to focus again on Ecclesiastes. Wind screamed in the rigging, and
rain rattled sidelong on the glass, spattering like shot. Edward breathed deeply, calming himself.

That's a good gentleman. No sense upsetting the others, isthere, now?

Stop fawning and tell me the rest. Have they killed her? Is all this for nothing?

No, sir, nobody's ever been executed there. That's their problem. See, the men who founded Dr.
Zeus—at least, the oneswho think they founded Dr. Zeus—would dearly like to know how to undo
what they done when they made their immortals.

Wrought too well, did they?

Exactly, sir. All the Company can do is send the ones they want to disable to Options Research.
And even so, this Marco ain't figured out the trick. All he's been able to do is damage 'em.

Slowly and casually Edward lifted his virtual glass and swirled the brandy, looking into it. Are you
saying that he's torturing the prisoners?

WEell, sir, the idea is to overcome the programming that makes 'em keep on living. And if he can
make 'em want to die badly enough, you see—

Edward closed his eyes for amoment.

Has she been tortured? he said at last.

There was along silence before the Captain answered.

I wouldn't know that, sir. Thisisareal classified matter, you see. There ain't hardly no data
available on the prisoners, once they're sent there.

Edward drank the rest of his brandy.

You said we could get there instantaneously. For God's sake, why aren't we there now?

Because you need to prepare, if yer going to rescue her. | wanted you to understand what yer
going up against, d'ye see? Thisis an Enforcer you'll be facing.

An immortal. Can he be duped? Bribed?

Not likely, sir. He's got all yer cunning, and all Nick's righteous zeal. Thisis holy work to him,
it's why they been able to keep him there. And he's bigger and stronger than you. What chance do |
have, then?

Ah, well, sir, it ain't as bad as all that. Here be the trick with the Enforcers: they weren't made
self-protective like the other immortals. They were made to go in swinging, never mind what kind of
odds they faced. | reckon Dr. Zeusrealized it'd be stupid to make a fighter what was too careful of
his own skin.

| see. Can they be disabled?

Aye. I njure "'em enough and their bodies shut down, go into fugue for self-repair. But could you
stay alive long enough to do for him afore he done for you? Anything you did, you'd have to do at
point-blank range or he could dodge it; and | don't like the idea of you getting that close.

There are ways. Edward examined his empty glass. A straight stab into the kidneys. Attack from
behind, lay the throat open and get away quickly.

And if you didn't get away fast enough? He'll do hisjob, sir, even as he's going down. A little like
you when you died, if you don't mind me making the comparison.

Have the courtesy to imply quotation marks around the word "died," if you please. I'm quite sure
the Company has my own body preserved somewhere. In any case, | ought to have some advantages
over this Enforcer. Edward set his glass down. He may have been a terror in battle, but | daresay he's
never had much experience killing by stealth. Oh, Machine, the things I've done! What luck for me
there's no Hell after all. We'll see if the old monster can match the young one.

Just you remember that if he gets his hands on you, it won't be you dying; it'll be my Alec. And
the girl will be lost there forever.

Very well; let's see for means. There are no gunsin Alec's weapons locker that aren't too large
and obvious, | want knives, small sharp ones that can be concealed. Paring knives will do well
enough. Anice pick, a cobbler's awl, even a sixpenny nail if a sharp enough point can be set on it.

That's clever now, that is. Leave it to me, sir, I'll just send Billy Bones down to the machine shop.
We'll take no chances, eh?

None. And you'd best begin plotting an evasive course through time, an itinerary as it were.
Places to hide once we've rescued her. Look into this event shadow business.



Aye aye, sir! And may | say it's a pleasure to serve under you, sir?

Edward laughed bitterly, silently. He lifted his eyes again to the golden circle of lamplight, the floating
bubble of warmth and quiet... beyond which was the rage of the vast ocean, freezing annihilation, torrential
chaos.

Halfway through the Song of Songs, Alec leaned forward to peer at the text more closely. "Hey!" he
said. "Thisisabout sex, isn't it?' "Art thou not ashamed?' Nicholas snapped, in exasperation. "Oh, let the
boy alone," said Edward. They both turned to stare at him.

VERY EARLY ONE MORNING
IN 2317

At 2:46 am on March 14, 2317, the security cameras at Marin Medical Supply registered a break-in. The
shipping door was clearly seen to open, admitting a blur that no amount of analysis could resolveinto a
recognizabl e shape; and after a period of thirty secondsit closed again. There were no thefts apparent at
the time. Only months later, during an inventory, was it discovered that a Belltone Auditory Enhancement
unit was missing from the warehouse stock, as was a Belltone Standard V ocoder. These were small and
pocketable items, however, and their loss was put down to shoplifting.

"There we go," said Joseph, gasping as he hauled himself over the edge of the tank. He made his
slippery way down the ladder and toweled dry before kneeling to install the tiny speaker at the tank's base.

Budu still floated in blue light, welted and horrible, but about his throat was a tiny white band with what
appeared to be ajewe set inits center. It wasin fact the Belltone Standard V ocoder, and the Belltone
Auditory Enhancement unit nestled out of sight in the ruin of Budu's lft ear.

"Okay. Testing, testing, can you hear this? Can you talk to me?' said

Joseph.

Budu moved dightly in hisvaullt.

" | Hear You, " said aflat mechanical voice.

"Yaaaay! It works, Father." Joseph shook his fists above his head. "We're up and running. This ought to
do until your transmitter decides to come back online. Boy, I've really missed conversation, you know? If it
wasn't for Abdiel and the folks down at the Pelican, I'd have gone nuts by now."

"What Is The Pelican," the voice asked.

"Oh...just alocal bar," Joseph said, looking guilty. "I sneak down there sometimes, when | fedl like
mortal company."

"Security Risk," the voice said.

"I know. I'm sorry," Joseph said. After amoment Budu extended his |eft arm and placed his hand
against the wall of the tank. The electronic voice continued:

"You Met Abdiel," it stated, or inquired. "The Defective Who Keeps These Places. You Did Not Disable
Him."

"No. | didn't need to," Joseph said. "He's easy to fool and anyway, if I'd taken him out, who'd do the
maintenance on the other bunkers?’

"Good," said the voice, "l Lied To Him, Too. The Company Would Notice If He Were Offline. You Found All
The Other Bunkers."

"Yeah." Joseph nodded. "I finally accessed your damn code. That wasn't what got mein trouble,
though."

"What Got You In Trouble," Budu said.

Joseph was silent a moment before he swallowed hard and said: "A friend. His name was Lewis. He
meant well, he was only trying to help me find Mendoza, but he made a couple of mistakes. The Company
set him up and took him out, and almost took me out, too. It was dirty, Father. It was the dirtiest thing | ever
saw. He was a good operative. He didn't deserve what they did to him."

"Who Is Mendoza," Budu said.

"My daughter."

"Ah."

"I've been searching for her since 1996," Joseph added morosely. "The worst part is, even if | found her
| don't know that she'd be glad to see me. None of the kids | rescued ever cared for me much. Not like
your children, Father."

There was another long silence. Budu's head moved dightly, twitched from side to side, but he was till
unableto raiseit.

"One Of My Children Did This To Me," he said. Joseph's eyes widened. "Victor. Y eah, he told me.
Jeez, Father, how? He's alittle guy like me, he could never have taken you on. What happened? Y ou didn't
really—" He halted. Then he summoned his courage and pushed on: "You didn't really start that cabal



within the Company, did you? Those bastards spreading plagues among the mortals? Tell me you didn't."

"I Did," said the expressionless voice. "And | Paid For It." Joseph didn't say anything in reply, but he
sank back on his heels. After amoment Budu continued:

"After | Disobeyed Our Masters | Was Arrested And Taken From Antioch For My Hearing. | Disabled The
Security Techs And Ran. The First Thing | Did Was Remove My Datalink To The Company."

"But—I had to have mine removed surgically,” Joseph said. "Y ou didn't cut open your own face! Did
you?"'

"I Did What | Had To Do. That Was In 1099. When | Had Healed | Ran As Far As | Could. | Searched And
Found The Bunkers. | Saw What Our Masters Had Done To My Men. | Broke The Numeric Location Code
And Found Their Names. They Were All In The Bunkers Except Me And One Other." "Who?" "Marco."

Joseph seemed to draw into himself at the name. He shivered and said, " The guy who started all the
trouble?"

"He Had Been Assigned To A Place Designated As Options Research. Have You Heard Of It, Son."

"No," Joseph said. "It doesn't sound good, though." "Not Good. | Stole A Temporal Cargo Transport And
Went To See Him. Our Masters Keep Him To Punish Preserver Class Operatives Who Disobey. He Can't Kill
Them, But He Tries. | Told Him To Join Me. He Would Not Leave That Place. Punishment Has Become His
Work. Do You Understand.”

"I guess so," Joseph said. He had gone pale, was shaking. The voice continued:

"l Left Him. | Lay Low In Europe Until The Fourteenth Century. | Saw The Black Death. | Watched What It
Did. | Saw That There Might Be A Way To Continue My Own Work In Spite Of Our Masters."

"But not by killing innocent people," Joseph said, almaost weeping. "Y ou wouldn't do that, Father, not you!
Please—"

"No. Guilty Only. Let Me Finish. | Tracked Down Preservers | Knew Were Angry As | Was. Some Were
My Sons. They Listened To Me. We Formed A Cabal. We Began Work. We Developed Disease Cultures
That Would Kill Selectively And Die Too Fast To Spread Out Of Control.

"The Plan Was To Release Them Where Killers Were In The Mortal Population. Armies. Prisons. No
Innocents To Die. But The Preservers Argued With Me.

"Labienus Said Overpopulation Was Killing The World. He Said | Was Targeting The Wrong Groups. He
Said Killers Should Be Used To Do Our Work For Us. He Said Plagues Should Be Loosed On Overbreeders,
Defectives, All Who Consume Without Producing. The Lesser Nations. The Poor." Joseph blinked back tears
in silence, as the pitiless voice went on: "I Overruled Him."

"The bastard must have decided to double-cross you," Joseph said. "He Waited A Long Time. Our Cabal
Grew. Then He Said We Should Bring In Victor. | Disagreed. | Knew Victor Disliked Me. But Labienus Said
Victor Was An Executive Facilitator And Could Be Useful. In The End | Agreed. We Waited Until The Next
Great Event Shadow And We Set The Trap."

"The 1906 earthquake in San Francisco," Joseph said. "Yes. So Many Company Operatives In The City
Then. Easy To Contact Victor In All The Confusion. | Was To Lure Him To A Place With One Entrance. Once
| Had Him There Labienus And Others Would Join Me. We Would Have Persuaded Victor To Work For Us.
He Would Have Had No Exit. If He Refused We Would Disable Him. One Against Six. He Would Have
Disappeared."

Joseph shuddered. " ou wouldn't disable an innocent operative? That's as bad as what Dr. Zeusis
doing."

"Victor Is Not Innocent. | Led Him To The Trap. Made Him The Offer. He Refused. But Labienus And The
Others Never Came. Unless | Disabled Victor He Would Go Straight To Our Masters And Report Me.
Labienus Betrayed Both Of Us.

"They Had Modified Victor. He Didn't Know. They Made Him A Reservoir Of Poisons, Son. Biological
Weapons From Our Own Group's Facilities. | Scanned Him. Viruses Designed For Specific Targets To Lie
Dormant Until Activated By Specific Signals. | Was One Of His Targets."

"Labienus designed the viruses, didn't he?' said Joseph wearily.

"Yes. Victor Spat On Me As We Argued. It Entered Through A Scratch In My Skin. | Was Paralyzed. |
Might Have Reset And Self-Repaired, But He Sent Mortals To Finish Me."

"The guys with hatchets?"

Budu's shoulders twitched, the closest he could manage to a shrug. "The Mortals Who Owned That
Cellar. I Had Killed Some Of Them. Only Justice. When The Earthquake Came It Buried Us All. | Went Into
Fugue. Rotted In The Debris Layer Until You Found Me. Only Justice. | Should Have Known What Labienus
Would Do. Did He Set Plagues Loose. "

"Yeah." Joseph sighed. "I think he started right after that, in 1918. Influenza, that time. Over the years
there've been outbreaks all over the world, stuff nobody ever finds a cure for. They kill thousands, hundreds
of thousands, and then disappear.”



"The Company Has No Suspicion."

"I think the Company knows, Father. There have even been some arrests, but Labienusis till walking
around free. It's my guess the Company's deliberately looking the other way while he works." Joseph gave
asavage laugh. "After all, he licked the overpopulation problem, didn't he? No more wars or famines. It'sa
real nice uncrowded world now. One of these days Dr. Zeus will arrest him and publicly deplore what he
did, and settle down to enjoy everything the rest of us have gathered over the centuries. Labienus will get
shipped off to—what did you call it, Options Research?—and the Company will laugh last. Maybe that's
what happensin 2355."

"No," said Budu. "No. Judgment On Our Masters. They Betrayed Our Purpose. Judgment On Them All.
May Their Heads Roll. May Their Blood Run In Fountains. May White Flame Blind Them. Rats Have Eaten
Me And Worms Riddled My Flesh And That Was No More Than Justice, Because | Served Our Masters
Willingly. Our Masters Will Burn In Lakes Of Fire And That Will Be Justice, Too."

Joseph listened shivering to the calm electronic voice, no thunder in itsinflection, no expression in the
wrecked face above the Vocoder. He crouched at the base of the vault, hands pressed together as though
in prayer.

"But who are our masters, Father?' he said. "Are they the mortals who invented the immortality
process? | know they've lied to us, but | don't think they're the ones really running things. The mortals are
too stupid to have come up with al of those plots. | think some of us old ones have taken control,
somewhere there at the top. How many of the betrayals and the disappearances were our own doing? Y ou
seewhat I'm saying? It'snot asimple call. "

"Guilt Is Always Simple."

"Y es, Father, but how do we know who's guilty?'

"We Will Find Out. We Have Thirty-Eight Years To Find Out. Then We Will Sentence Them, Mortal Or
Immortal. Justice Perfect And Surgical, Each One According To His Fault."

Joseph bent low, thinking of Lewis, whom he had heard screaming as he was taken away.

"Yes. I'll help you, Father," he said. "I'll be agood son to you. Tell me what you want me to do."

"Il Tell You When The Time Comes."

"But you can trust me! "

"l Trust Your Heart. But You Are A Preserver, Son. You Fear Death. You Were Made To Fear It. We May
Go Down With The Rest Of Them In 2355. We Are Guilty, Too. You Will Be Afraid."

"I'll be brave," Joseph said. "I've lived along time, father. It's all goneto hell, everything | ever worked
for, everything | ever believed in, not that | ever believed in much but you know what | mean? Death looks
pretty good, lately. | don't care which way the dice fall."

"You Will Care," Budu said. "You Will Have Questions. You Always Do. Before You Go On This Long
March With Me You Must Answer Them."

"I don't have any questions |eft, Father."

"Don't You. My Son, Where Is Your Daughter.”

Joseph flinched.

"Some place the Company calls Site three-seventeen,” he said miserably. "And | don't know where that
is. I've searched, too."

"I Know Where Site Three-Seventeen Is."

Joseph looked up at Budu with terrified eyes.

"You're going to tell me, aren't you?'

"Don't You Want To Know."

"Yes," said Joseph at last.

"Come Here, Son."

Joseph climbed the ladder on the side of the tank, and Budu lifted his great raw hand, steaming from its
blue immersion, up through the surface. He set the tip of hisindex finger between Joseph's eyes. There
was amoment of electric silence as information was downl oaded.

Then Joseph lifted his head and howled. His cry echoed through the vast cavern and rolled back from
the walls, though the other prisoners there slept on undisturbed.

ANOTHER MORNING
IN 2302 ad

Commander Bell-Fairfax, sir! Wake up.

It was gray and early, with night draining away into morning. Edward was awake before the voice had
finished speaking. Beside him, Alec and Nicholas slept on.

What isit, Machine?



Lady Luck just spread her knees, son. Appears Dr. Zeus had a little trouble running down some
of the Enforcer commanding officers when they was demobilized. Somebody named Labienus had a
bug devised to knock 'em out during a fight. Won't kill ‘em, of course, but it'll send 'em into fugue.
I've just managed to copy it!

How isit administered?

In yer murdering days, did you ever use a blowpipe and poisoned darts?

Yes.

Because |'ve made the neatest—You did? Well. So much the better, then. No circuitry he can
detect, y'see? And it gets better. | got the frequency and the hailing codes Dr. Zeus uses to send hint
messages. We just tell him Dr. Zeus has decided to transfer a prisoner, and yer the bailiff!

Edward flexed his hands. Clever. But I'd gathered the impression Dr. Zeus never brought anyone back from this
damned place.

To be sure, sir, he never does. But you ought to be able to keep the lie going long enough for this
Marco to turn his back on you, and then all you got to do is shoot him with a dart and run like hell.
The harder he chases you, the faster it'll knock him out. Then you get the girl out of her cell, and
make off with her. We clap on sail and leave any pursuers awash in our wake.

Edward nodded. All very satisfactory.

Now, we want to be damned careful piloting in. The Company's chartsis confusing. It looks like
the girl was sent back in time twice on 24 March, 1863; |leastways there's two transit entries for her
on that date. They might be a few seconds apart or a few hours or any amount of time, and | ain't
got any way of knowing which one to reckon from.

Then take your best guess, Edward told him impatiently. Now, in the event that anyone'sinjured. .. or should
Mendoza require medical attention after her ordeal.. .

Blessyou, sir, | got a full infirmary belowdecks. Had time to make certain improvementsin it
whilst our Alec was getting better after his suicide attempt, so it's got features even he don't know
about; and that's something |'d beg the liberty to discuss with you at a more convenient time,
private-like, if you catch my meaning, sir.

Do I? Perhaps | do. You're a conniving old devil, aren't you, Machine?

Aye, sir, and | reckon we're two birds of a feather, ain't we? All | want iswhat's best for Alec;
and he don't, always. But | reckon getting the girl is the first step to making him see things my way.
You and me can row along together, later, eh, and sign articles?

Perhaps. When we've rescued the girl.

Edward woke the others. Tersely, he told them the plan and something of what they might expect.

"A hospital's not so bad," said Alec. "Maybe they just keep her there, on drugs. That's what happens
when ordinary people get arrested.”

Edward considered him. He looked at Nicholas.

"Not quite," he said. "I'm afraid thiswill be very bad indeed. Perhaps as bad as the Inquisition.”

Nicholas blanched. Alec looked from one to the other of them, until he remembered what the word
meant from Mendoza's journal. He opened his mouth in horror but Edward continued, not giving him time to

"I think it'sbest if | take control for the job. Neither of you have much experience in this sort of thing."

"Do what thou must," said Nicholas. Alec nodded. It took an effort of will for him to relinquish control,
and wait as Bully Hayes and Flint brought out a suit of body armor, to be worn under the Company-issue
coveralsthe Captain had fabricated during the night. Edward dressed, swiftly and efficiently. Billy Bones
crept forward, offering on atray an assortment of clever little knives and a length of flexible pipe. Edward
inspected the knives briefly, and made them disappear into Alec's clothing. He took up the pipe next and
examined it.

"Where's the dart, Captain?' he said.

Hooked into the pipe, so it can't fall out. See in there? When yer ready to use it, twist the pipe.
Thedart will unlock. It'sloaded with enough of the stuff to drop hint in histracks.

Edward nodded in satisfaction. The pipe disappeared, too.

"Shall we go?' he said. The others rose and followed him. He mixed atime transcendence cocktail and
gulped it down, grimacing; then fastened himself into the storm harness. Alec and Nicholas linked arms with
him and held on. Clear calm day was breaking over the sea, as clouds fled away with the rags of the night.

"Cast off, Captain, if you please," said Edward.

Aye aye sir!



Theair filled with yellow stasis gas, the masts retracted and the storm canopy closed down. The
Captain Morgan hurtled through time.

LATER SOME SAME EVENING
IN 300,000 bce

When the gas cleared, when the ship had righted itself, Edward unfastened the harness and they got to
their feet.

"Where are we?"' said Alec. There was darkness beyond the portholes.

By thunder, that took some navigating! 300,000 bce, lying off an island what ain't there in our
time. See that light to starboard? That's the facility. It's about eight bellsin the second dog-watch, if
time had any meaning here, which it don't, but a night raid's better. |'ve just sent the communication
to the guard. He'll be expecting you, but not so soon. Best for our purposes if you take him by
surprise.

"Very good," said Edward. With a gesture something like an elaborate stretch he assured himself that all
his hidden weapons were where they ought to be. "The air-boat travels fairly swiftly, doesn't it? We'll take
that ashore.”

Already powering up, Sir.

"I will say this once." Edward turned to the others. "I'm in command on this mission. Do not, at any time,
attempt to wrest control from me. If what you see dismays you, avert your eyes. |s that understood?"

The other two nodded.

"Then we're off, gentlemen," Edward said. He gave a bleak smile. "God and Saint George!"

"For Mendoza," said Alec. They clasped hands and went out on deck.

It was a short journey across black water, toward a blur of sulphur-colored light that flickered. Nicholas,
half expecting the fires of Hell, was thoroughly unnerved by the time they arrived there. The agboat settled
just above the tideline and Edward leaped out, Alec and Nicholas following. They found they had to run as
heran, in silence, through the night toward the illumination they now saw was steady, occluded only by the
silhouette of aturning wheel, some kind of gear mechanism throwing strange shadows a ong the approach
to the building.

When they came close enough to see the scurrying legs and working arms, they froze for a moment.
Alec gave anervous chuckle. Then he realized what he was seeing and doubled over, retching. Nicholas
nearly followed suit. Edward waited, watching them; when he judged they had recovered enough he strode
on, and the others had no choice but to scramble after him.

They came around the corner and saw the old couch, the refrigeration unit, and the doorway. There was
awaggish sign tacked up above the door, hand-lettered: the bureau of punitive medicine, it read.

Edward set his shoulders and strode through the doorway.

He was struck at once by a suffocating wave of smell. It was compounded of chemicals and some kind
of animal musk, of blood, and charred tissue, and ozone. Invisible behind him, Alec retched again, clutching
at the doorway. Nicholas |ooked into that great room with its gleaming instruments and bright lights. No
brazier of coals, no fearful rusted iron to grow red-hot there; tidily bottled acids instead, powered drills,
marvels of technology that would have made the hooded monks envious. Still, Nicholas recognized what he
was seeing.

Eloi, Eloi, lama sabancthani—

Shut your mouth, Edward told him, and continued forward.

They saw avast back, bending over atable. Asthey drew closer, Marco rose and turned.

"You'reearly," he observed.

The Captain prompted, and Edward said:

"Penal Specialist Marco? I'm here for the transfer of the prisoner Mendoza."

He was doing his best not to stare, as Alec and Nicholas were staring transfixed, at the shuddering thing
on the table, or the fluids that were daubed liberally across the front of Marcao's black rubberized raincoat.

But Marco was looking at Edward, fascinated. He set down the tool he had been using and stepped
closer, sniffing the air carefully. His eyes began to glow with a certain humor.

"It's here. But what are you? Y ou're something new, aren't you?' He put his head on one side,
considering.

"Yes, | am," Edward said, flexing his hands dowly. "And that's no business of yours, I'm afraid.”

"Right, right; | don't need to know," agreed Marco. He came closer still. "All the same ... I'm intrigued.
Y ou're mortal, but not Homo sapiens sapiens! And you're a cyborg, aren't you? In alimited kind of way."

"Y ou've been here along time, haven't you?' Edward smiled at him. "They haven't kept you informed.



Yes, I'm the latest fashion in security technicals. But I'm not general knowledge, you see. Just like you."

"A lot like me," Marco said, sidling just abit closer, sniffing the air again. There was something
unnervingly familiar about the giant. Deep-set palest blue eyes, dun-colored hair, fair skin, and a general
strangeness in the articulation of his upper body. .. and very broad, very high cheekbones.

Alec, who had had the opportunity to look into more mirrors than the other two men, understood first and
grunted as though he'd been punched. Edward managed to smile.

"Y ou know, | do believe you'reright; he said. "Do you suppose we're related, somehow?"

"Not adoubt in my mind," said the other. "Y ou've got some of our genetic material. So the Company's
trying again, huh? | knew they'd come around in the end. Well, this feels like a birthday or something! Can |
offer you a beer?'

"No, thank you." Edward kept smiling. "But please indulge yourself, by al means.”

"Don't mind if | do," said Marco, and sidled past him to reach out to the refrigerator. He began to smile,
too, afunny little smile that stiffened Edward's spine. Neither of them were turning their backs on the other.

Marco held up abeer in a salute—Edward had calculated its suitability asaweaponin a
microsecond—and twisted its neck off.

"To the Old Guard!" he said, and drank.

"To the Old Guard," said Edward. "And its last bastion. So thisiswhat they've got you doing, isit?' He
gestured at the table and its writhing occupant.

"That'sright,” Marco said, belching. He wiped foam from his mustache. "Reaching for the unreachable
star. Every time | think I've figured out a way to make one of the little bastards die, they reroute or regrow
or whatever—and I'm back where | started.”

"Y ou seem to have damaged this one pretty badly,” Edward said, strolling around the steel table, to put it
between them under pretext of examining what lay there. Alec had his eyes shut tight. Nicholas, weeping,
couldn't look away.

"It always starts out easy," Marco said, setting down the beer. "They come here wanting to die in the
first place. The sense of guilt—for whatever reason—is strong enough to override the basic defense
programming. They let me strap them down, and then there's nothing they can do but go aong for the ride.

"That's the honeymoon, then, that's when | can take off their arms or their legs and ask them questions
about what they're experiencing. Only prablem is, when I've worked on them long enough so they've lost
voluntary control, the involuntary reflexes kick in, and those are unbeatable. So far," he added, reaching for
his beer again.

"There are no poisons?' Edward frowned down at the subject.

"None. Their systems neutralize them."

"But—surely if you removed the heart—7?"

"They start growing new ones. | could do that with this thing." Marco pointed with the beer. "Y ou know
what would happen? He'd fugue out, and 1'd put him back in his box and pump in bioretardant to keep the
heart from growing back, and it wouldn't—but nothing else would happen. The biomechanicalsin his system
would fight the retardant to a standstill. If enough time passed, they'd start converting molecules from the
bioretardant into new tissue! He'd till be alive in there, shut down, until the next time | thought of something
totry."

"How tedious." Edward swallowed.

"It is. For the first few thousand years | used to just whittle away at them, until finally they were down
to the skulls. That's where the last defense action gets fought, you see? Nothing gets into their skulls.
Can't penetrate the things. Can't crush them, either.”

"Really?' Edward looked up.

"Oh yes." Marco grinned, leaning across the table companionably. He jostled his subject in doing so. It
went into afit of silent shrieking. He ignored it and had another sip of beer. "I'll bet you haven't been
briefed on this, but because you're some kind of little brother, I'll let you in on a secret. It isn't the design of
an immortal's skull that makes it impenetrable. It isn't even the decapitation support package in there. It's
the fact that it incorporates its own time transcendence field.”

"Fascinating." Edward attempted to appear intrigued. He felt the focus of attention that meant that the
Captain was listening and recording.

"Swear to God. Inside their skulls, existence is always just a split-second out of phase with the rest of
the universe. No matter when | gointo try and saw one of them open, they're always in some other when
just as soon as | do, and nothing happens. Well, to them. Saw blades explode, or turn to rust flakesin my
hand. Thisiswhy you can lop off our heads, but you can't kill us," Marco said. His smile widened, became
dlightly malicious as he regarded Edward. "And you can bet our masters won't install this stuff in you, little



brother. It doesn't matter to them if you die; they can always make more of you. But you're probably too
well indoctrinated to mind that, | guess.”

"Naturaly." Edward smiled back. "What about fire?"

"I'll tell you about fire." Marco drained his beer and flung the container out through the door. "1 thought,
what if | dumped one of their skullsin araging volcano? | didn't have one handy, of course, but | dug a pit
out there and filled it with everything | could think of. Special-ordered liquid fuel, solid fud, all the
flammable junk in the world. Lit it and had to jump back: it roared up two storiestall, singed my beard right
off to the roots, good and hot like Hell is supposed to be. Burned for two days down, consuming the rock
underneath it. | was almost afraid thisisland was going to sink. But I'd created a nice white-hot inferno in
its heart, so on the second day | loaded up my little friends into awheel barrow.

"Comeon, kids, | yelled, we're going for aride! Must have been ten skullsin there, ten old deathless
ones holed up inside their ferroceramic caves. | took them out and tipped them into the holocaust. Boom!
Something jerked at the fabric of space and time, | can tell you, and | thought I'd doneit at last. | danced
around that pit, | was so happy. Then | wasthirsty, so | went for another beer, but you know what | saw
when | looked in through the door?

"There they were, al ten of them, lined up on a shelf like so many coconuts, staring at me with their
sockets.

"Man, | was pissed," Marco said, standing and stretching. "And you know what the worst part of it was?
Within two days they were growing tissue back. All the fire had done was scour away the bioretardant.”

"How very frustrating for you," said Edward. Marco shrugged.

"It'sajob," hesaid. "Not so bad, really. Thework isfun and | can tinker with my little hobbies. What do
you think of my generator? The wind vanes weren't reliable, and | had all theseimmortal parts lying around,
and | thought—"

"Put them to some use, yes, realy rather clever of you," said Edward. "Well. Asinteresting asthisis, |
need to attend to business, I'm afraid.”

Marco's smile widened, showing his enormous long teeth, and his eyes took on a shine like broken glass.

"That's right, your business," he said brightly. "Y ou came for Mendoza. Y es, | remember that one.
Funny, though, you know? In all the ages I've been here, not once has the Company ever called any of
them back. Thisisalittle unusual."

"SoisMendoza," said Edward. "As| daresay you must have discovered.”

"Yesindeed." Marco pushed back from the table and stood. " Crome Girl. How did she ever dip by their
notice? | bet somebody thinks they've found away to harness Crome's, huh? So they need her back for
experiments?”’

"Something like that," Edward said.

"Well, well." Marco sidled off toward the racks of shelves. "Let's go seeif we can find her."

The racks were no closer together than bookshelvesin alibrary, but Marco was so wide he was obliged
to turn sideways as he went along between them. Edward followed slowly, acutely aware of the
possibilities of atrap. He had the exit at his back, at least, and Marco was at a comparative disadvantage in
that he had very little room. So intent was Edward on planning his strike that it did not register on him that
they were not walking past cell doors: only stedl coffins.

It registered on Alec and Nicholas, though, pulled along unwillingly asthey were. Alec began to curse.
Nicholas stumbled after him in silence. Then he cried out and froze, arresting their progress until Edward
yanked them on again.

What the shrack isit? Alec turned to him. | made this place! Nicholas |ooked horrified. What?

Thy Spirit said it. | testified in the flame where | burned, and set in motion this long cail, this hellish
circumstance that bore this Company!

Lad, it ain't true. And even if it was, now ain't the time to think about it.

All this place is mine, said Nicholas as though he hadn't heard the Captain, and none but | set her on
the path that led her here. He stared along the narrow aisle, row upon row of steel coffins, and heard
now clearly the faint terrible sounds that came from within them. The coffins bore brass plates engraved
with the names of their occupants, just as though they were intended to betidily buried.

They cameto the very end of the long passage, far from the light, and Marco groped in the shadows and
dust. "She ought to be around here somewhere," he said. He pulled out a box, peered at the name. "No . . ."

Edward, lad, thisiswhere we do it. He can't get away to either side!

| know. Let himfind her first.

"Hold on," grunted Marco, dropping into a crouch. "Here she is, down on the floor."

Now, son, now!



"The Botanist Mendoza," said Marco with satisfaction, pulling out a box.

It was no more than three feet long.

Nicholas moaned, and Alec hid his mouth with his hands. Edward stared, unbelieving: but there was the
brass plate, and as Marco brushed the dust away Edward saw plainly that the name engraved on it was
MENDOZA.

"I'd almost forgotten she was back here," said Marco, wiping off cobwebs. " She got too dangerousto
work on. | don't think I've touched her in the last nine centuries, to be honest.”

"H-how long?"' said Edward.

Marco looked up into his white face.

Aninfinite second passed. Edward could hear the Captain cursing, in areally astonishing way for an
artificial intelligence. There'd been confusion over the transit entry date, hadn't there? Take your best
guess, he'd told the Captain.

"Ohh," Marco said, as his eyes began to fill with horrific mirth. "Now | know who you are."

Edward, for God's sake shoot him!

But Edward, just at that moment, wanted to die.

"You're her mortal lover," said Marco, gloating. "Oh, yes, | know about you. | get al their life stories,
you know, in our long sessions together. All the intimate details. All the little secrets. | open their hearts, you
could say, | get to know them all so well. | knew her! Would you like to know how intimately?

"Look, heresheis." He grinned, holding up the box. "Still waiting for you. Quite aromantic rendezvous,
isn't it?" His eyes went wide suddenly.

"And youre—My God. Y ou're the Hangar Twelve Man, too, aren't you?' The laughter died out of his
face, to be replaced with a sort of stern and holy joy, far more terrible to see. He rose slowly from his
crouch, gripping the box tight.

"Atlast," he said. "Oh, God of Battles, at last! Y ou know what | was created for, little brother? To
punish the wicked. To bring justice to the slaughterers of innocents. That was my work. They took away
my work and set me here, carving parts off these poor things that never did any real evil in their lives,
compared to the likes of you! The only mistake this one ever made was to save your life, so you could take
the bomb to Mars Two. And she suffered for it, while you got away. But here you are, now. Delivered into
my hands."

He advanced on Edward through the darkness, his eyes glowing. Alec whimpered; Edward backed
away unsteadily. Marco's voice had dropped to a croon, soft and hypnatic.

"Y ou can't live with it, can you? That's really why you came here. Y ou know you deserve to lie on one
of these shelves beside her. Think of the families who died in Mars Two, the colonists, their little children,
think of what went through their heads when they looked up, and saw the mountain opening in a gout of
fire, and knew there was nowhere they could possibly run. Three thousand mortal souls. Oh, little brother,
how that must eat at your heart. Y ou were made with a conscience, you're a good man. You're so very
sorry, but you can never be sorry enough, can you?'

No, gasped Alec, No, he's right—I should have died—

"I know how it hurts. Y ou need me, little brother. I'm the only one who can set it right. Come and be
punished, boy. I'll keep you dive, you can't imagine how long, long enough to know what they felt, every
one of them. Welll see they get justice, you and I. Come now. Cometo my arms."

Alec lurched toward him convulsively. Edward and Nicholas felt their retreat arrested by his forward
movement.

COMMANDER BELL-FAIRFAX! YOU DAMNABLE COWARD, FIRE ON THE ENEMY!
roared a voice like a cannon blast in Edward's ear. The blowpipe was in his hand. The dart flew straight at
Marco's throat, unprotected above hisleft arm that still clutched Mendoza's coffin.

It never got there. Too fast to be seen, Marco's right hand intercepted it. He opened hisfist and stared
down at the little dart, driven into his palm by the force of hisgrab.

"What the hell was this supposed to be?' he said, chuckling. "What did you imagine would take me
down? Curare? Boomslang venom? Cyanide?

No, no." Heflicked it to the floor. "I'm an immortal, you fool." He held up his palm, displaying the bright
drop of blood that welled there. As Edward's gaze was pulled to it the hand shot forward, faster than a
cobrastriking, and caught Edward's right wrist. Marco twisted it. There was the sound of bone snapping.
He did not let go but barreled forward, dragging Edward writhing and struggling behind him, out through the
shelves, battering him semiconscious against them as they went. Alec and Nicholas were pulled after
Edward like insubstantial shadows, though each felt the pain like a spike driven through his own wrist.

"Move over, Grigorii Efimovitch," Marco said, shoving the table's occupant to one side. "I've got bigger



fish to fry than you now!" He swung Edward up on the table and Nicholas was helpless there beside him,
cursing and fighting without effect, and Alec lay panting on the other side. He looked up into a ghastly
parody of his own face, into his own cold pale eyes.

Edward, rallying, drew back his boot for a savage kick. Marco caught his foot easily and gripped, and
there was another snapping sound. Edward threw his head back in a snarl of agony. A knife appeared in his
left hand and sped toward Marco's left eye. Marco deflected it, lifting Mendoza's coffin like a shield.

"We can go two ways here," Marco said. "l can put you in restraints, or | can, | can paralyze you
temporarily." He frowned and blinked. "Or | could just hurt you until. . . until I... | mean, you . .. Oh, no."

He let go Edward's foot and looked at the tiny wound in his palm. He dragged his gaze up from it to
stare reproachfully at Edward.

"Deceit," said Marco. He coughed. "Y ou were from them after all, weren't you? They found a toxin that
works . . . Watch, little brother. They get you, too, always betray their slaves. We foun’ out. You n' ... you
and |—"

His eyes became stony, his face like a mask. He sagged heavily forward, dropping Mendoza's coffin. It
fell to the floor with a crash. His breath rattled in his throat. Edward got his other foot up and shoved as
hard as he could, and Marco pitched backward like a tower falling. Dust rose from hisimpact.

Edward hoisted himself up, painfully, awkwardly on hisleft arm, and rolled off the table. He landed on
the little coffin, with Alec and Nicholas sprawling beside him. Turning, Edward stretched out and cradled
the coffin in his arms. He drew along harsh breath; choked on a sob and began to weep.

The sound of their grief rose into the dim corners of the warehouse and drowned out the creaking of the
treadmill, where all those arms and legs pedaled so frantically toward Judgment Day.

You doneit, son. |'m bringing the agboat round to the door for you. All you got to do—

"What's the point, you idiot machine?' shouted Edward. "What's |eft now? We failed her!"

Belay that. She's still alive, ain't she? You think she can't be brought back? Weren't you listening
to the old monster? Damn yer eyes, get up and go to that cabinet yonder! | want what'sin there.

Edward growled but struggled to his knees. With effort he stood, balancing on his unbroken foot, blinking
through blood from a scalp wound. Alec and Nicholas rose with him. Together they hobbled acrossto the
file cabinet. A-M, read the |abel on the upper drawer. Edward pulled it open with hisleft hand and beheld a
row of slim steel cases, each with its neat |abel. After agroggy perusal he found the one bearing
Mendoza's name. He fumbled it out.

There were three things in the case. One was a slender silver cylinder, strangely cold to the touch. One
was asmall electronic component of some kind, crusted with something unnervingly like dried blood. The
last item was a sheaf of bound parchment. Edward drew it out, and Alec and Nicholas peered over his
shoulder at it.

They beheld diagrams, schematics, drawings done in the style of Da Vinci of anaked girl in various
stages of disassembly and reassembly, with representations of biomechanical implants and prostheses.
Measurements, calculations, formulae. The girl was recognizably Mendoza, though as she might have
looked just entering adolescence. Nicholas's hands were trembling.

"Thisishard copy," said Alec wonderingly, in alittle high stoned voice.

Aye. Her file was purged from the system when she was sent here. She ain't supposed to exist no
more. Thisisthe only record left. Take it, and take that tube. But mind you ditch the component!
That's her datafeed to the Company surveillance banks. They'd be able to trace her anywhere that
went.

With an expression of loathing, Edward tossed the component into a corner of the warehouse and
stuffed the papers back into the file case with the tube. He tucked it under his arm.

Come on, now, the boat's at the door. All you got to do is walk across the room, son.

They tottered back toward the table. Asthey passed Marco hisleft hand jerked, fingers clawing.

You see? Nothing kills them. Let's be off, afore he can get the other hand working again.

Clumsily, Edward bent to scoop up the coffin. They got to the boat with it before his legs gave way. He
was just able to set the coffin in the back and tumble in over the side before he blacked out. Alec fell beside
him, unresponsive. Only Nicholas was |eft conscious as the agboat rose and sped away to the sea and the
ship, under strange stars. He lay staring up at them, too numb to pray in thanks or lamentation to a God
whose ways passed al understanding.

When the agboat settled into its place on deck, Nicholas rose to his knees unsteadily, using Alec's
battered body; then he dropped forward, sprawled on the deck and did not move again. Out of the shadows
came the skull-headed servounits, crawling swiftly.



Billy Bones and Flint lifted Alec's body between them, and hurried off with him to the ship'sinfirmary.
Bully Hayes climbed into the agboat and emerged a moment later with Mendoza's coffin and records case.
Asit scuttled after the others, the Captain Morgan was tacking around, powering up, setting every stitch
of canvas she had for arun through the ancient night. She leaped away across dark water, and the
sulphurous and shifting light diminished off her starboard bow and finally was logt.

.ANOTHER MORNING
IN 2317 ad

Joseph was marching along aroad far to the south of Mount Tamalpais, focusing his attention on the
great domed rock that rose from the sea ahead of him.

It was a picturesgue rock and probably would have held his attention anyway. A poet of that country
once called it a stone cloud, shot through with rattlesnakes like lightning; the Spanish explorers had been
content to describe it as looking like a Moor's turban. There was something about it that did evoke Arabian
Nights tales and the music of Rimsky-Korsakov, asit sat there on its blue bay. Y ou half expected djinns to
come barreling across the sky and plant a palace on its distant height.

This had never happened, of course. Something else had been planted up there, though, no less fantastic,
by no less extraordinary a creature.

Joseph marched on steadily toward it, foot in front of foot in front of foot, because he had a feeling that
if he stopped for a second or even took his eyes off it he'd never be able to keep going. So on down the
highway he went, and the rock rose bigger and more portentous against the bright sky with every minute.

It was afternoon when he came to the unremarkabl e little harbor town that |ooked out on the rock,
dwarfed in its shadow. He loitered there awhile, wandering the waterfront as though admiring the pleasure
boats, pretending to contemplate the memoria engraved with the names of drowned fishermen, and making
his slow but inevitable progress out along the muddy causeway that led to the rock.

Here Joseph passed it and settled for awhile on the breakwater at the harbor bar, out beyond the tolling
buoys, where he watched the sunset like any tourist. As he suspected, he had to force himself to get up
when it became dark enough for what he had to do. The lights of the little town were warm and inviting. He
wanted terribly badly to go back there and find a cozy mortal placeto relax in, even if al they served was
mineral water; but the rock loomed above him.

So he climbed it, which was what he had come al that way to do. What he was doing was strictly illegal,
of course, and desperately foolhardy for amortal. Morro Rock had killed its share of would-be climbers. It
was also a breeding sanctuary for any number of protected seabirds, which added moral consequences to
his trespass. Joseph had no intention of stealing birds' eggs, however.

Up he went through the darkness, crawling flat in the worst places, groping on hands and knees where
he could. A long cold nightmarish while later he staggered upright in afairly level spot, and looked down on
what seemed like half the kingdoms of the world spread out before him, though in fact it was only San Luis
Obispo Protectorate.

"Wow," said Joseph, aloud to himself. "So, here | am. No Tempter's going to rise up at my elbow and
offer me big bucks not to do this, huh? Cut me adea ?' He looked around in disgust. "Who am | kidding?
I've always been the tempter. It's alittle late to change sides now."

From his coat he withdrew the tool he'd brought with him and considered it. It was an ordinary
gardening trowd and looked ridiculously inadequate for the task he faced. He sighed and shrugged.

It took more nightmarish groping around on the rock's vast dome before Joseph located what he sought:
aflat stone the size of agrand piano, partially buried. He had to move lesser rocks (though not much lesser)
and scrape away agreat deal of gravel before he could even begin to dig with his trowel, which did turn out
to be ridiculously inadequate for the task. There was afaint line of dawn visible in the east by the time he
had freed enough of the stone to attempt to moveit. Hisfirst effort did not meet with success, exactly.

"Holy smoke!" he gasped, eyes popping in his head with the strain. He let go the stone and staggered
backward. Joseph was a Rogue Cyborg, after all, not aMan of Steel. He stood there panting a moment,
clutching himself.

"I bet you just picked up the damn thing like it was a sofa cushion, didn't you, Father?' he said sourly.
Receiving no answer from the weary night, he drew a deep breath and tried again. After along moment the
stone lifted free, breaking its sea of earth, and Joseph was able to push it up and away from what lay
benesath it.

But it was another moment before he could bring himself to gaze down at what he had come so far to
find.

It looked like abig shipping crate of polished aluminum, smooth-edged and smooth-sided as an ice cube.
He could only just make out the line of itslid. No hinges were visible at all. There was no dust, no evidence



that it had lain there five centuries rather than five minutes. Joseph stared, and trembled.

"Gee, that'sabig one," he said, alittletoo loudly. "I don't think I've ever traveled in one that big. Sureis
in great shape, though." Nobody replied. The east grew lighter. "Well," said Joseph, "no point putting it off, |
guess." He reached down into the hole and tried the lid of the crate, which flipped up smoothly at his touch,
revealing an interior as smooth and cold-looking as its exterior. Four men Joseph's size could have rested in
there comfortably. He seemed anything but comfortable, however, as he climbed in and lay down. In fact,
his face was a mask of barely controlled panic. He reached up and worked subtle instruments. Thelid fell
and sealed without a sound.

The next moment the crate was gone as though it had never existed. Was there a spark of something in
the fathomless air for a second, so far out as to catch the light of a sun that had not yet come around the

curve of the Earth? There might have been.
STILL LATER THAT SAME EVENING IN 300,000 bce

When the spinning stopped, when the lid popped, Joseph lay still and let the stasis gas dissipate in the
night. No breeze. When was this night?

No stars he recognized, and the gas rose slowly, heavily in the damp warm air.

But he knew where he was. Budu had told him what it would be like.

Joseph forced himself up out of the crate, peering around. Fading night, but not toward the same dawn
he'd left afew seconds ago. He stepped away from the crate and walked forward. How far back had he
gone? Far enough for the air to smell different, far enough for the seato smell different, too. Subtle
differences but there. And an acrid, nasty smell. Chemicals. And—?

He was focusing on the smellsto avoid the sights, which were ... what he had expected. At one corner
of the warehouse wall was something he hadn't expected to see, though: a generator device, wheels and
belts and pulleys and other things. When he got close enough to it to see what the other things were, Joseph
backed up a step as though someone had physically pushed him. His lips drew back from his teeth.

He stood there motionless along moment, watching the arms and legs going round and round, pumping
and hammering. Finally he said something, aword in alanguage so old he was the only person living who
remembered it, so there would be no point in repeating it here. Its meaning, however, would not be
trandated as "Abomination,” or "Horror," or "Alas!"; it would be better rendered as "My eyes are open.”

Then Joseph marched on under the terrible engine, his own arms and legs carrying him along as
determined as clockwork.

He rounded the corner and passed the broken-down old couch, he saw the sign reading bureau of
punitive medicine and went straight in without pause.

Something flashed through the air and embedded itself in the wall behind where he had been a
nanosecond earlier. He looked down from the beam to which he had jumped and beheld a hulking shape
that glared up at him.

"Hey, Marco, how'sit going?' he said in a bright hard voice, and vaulted to another beam just as an
empty beer bottle shattered against his former perch. The only reply he got was a drooling growl and
another bottle launched in his direction.

He winked out and reappeared in the rafters directly above Marco, where he had afine view of his
assailant.

"Gee, Marco, you don't look so good," he said, in genuine surprise. And understatement. Marco's skin
was flushed purple, risen with livid bursting weals. Y ellow matter streamed from his eyes, rolled down his
face like steady tears and fouled his beard.

Marco drew difficult breath through his swollen throat and replied, "Rotten motherfucking little Company
bastard."

"Uh-huh. Say, your body's trying to eliminate atoxin, isn't it?" Joseph peered down at him critically.
"How'd you ingest a poison, Marco? Trying to commit suicide? Sorry, of course you wouldn't be doing that,
would you? Unless you didn't ingest poison at all—" He squinted. "Unlessit'savirus. You've had avisitor,
haven't you? The Company sent somebody here to take you out. But he didn't get a chance to finish you
off, the way he did with Budu. | wonder why? Did you nail him? Have you got little pieces of Victor stuffed
in atrash can somewhere around here?"

The old monster just stared up at him, breathing hard. He shuffled sidelong from under Joseph'’s rafter
and backed into a corner. Groping, he found a sponge mop with one hand and held it up before him like a
weapon.

"Takeit easy, guy," Joseph said. "I'm not from the Company. Not anymore. | redly don't fedl like
tangling with you, either. All | want to know is, where do you keep your prisoners?’

No reply from Marco, but alight flared in his weeping eyes. He gave a saw-edged smile, bitter and



crafty, and looked across at the vivisection table under its hanging light. Joseph, who hadn't had time to
notice this particular feature of the room yet, glanced down and saw it. He looked away quickly.

"Jesus," he hissed. He stared down again at Marco, and any sympathy that had been in his face was
gone. "So thisisthe job you loved so much, you wouldn't go with Budu? Well, well. See how the Company
rewarded you for al your faithful service?'

"Y ou got that right," croaked Marco. "I'm sicker than shit."

"Oh yeah? | hope you rot away where you're standing, you bastard. I'm only sorry Victor didn't finish
you. Isthat him, on the table?"

"No," Marco said. "That's Grigorii Efimovitch. Who the fuck's Victor?"

"The Facilitator Victor. He's about my size, real pale, dresses natty, red beard and mustaches? And he's
more full of poison than adrugstore, pa, which you've probably figured out by now," Joseph said, but
Marco's grin was widening. He chuckled wetly and spat into a corner.

"No little Preserver did thisto me, friend," he said. "Sanew kid in town. Didn't you know? New
Company tricks. New Enforcer class."

"What?'

"Hee hee, you don't know," gurgled Marco. "Y ou're surprised. But it's true. Company's redesigned the
Enforcers. | just had alittle chat with our replacement. Y ou think my work is ugly? Y ou should see the
stuff this new guy does. I'm obsolete now. Y ou are, too."

"What are you talking about?' Joseph said. "What new Enforcer class?"

"I tell you, he wasright here," Marco said. "The Company's new man. Some of the same DNA
Enforcers had. Big like us old guys but areal pretty boy, looks amost human. And what afighter! He did
thisto me and got away with it, does that give you the picture?”

Joseph didn't reply and Marco lurched forward to squint up at him. "Oh, you're scared now," he crowed.
"Well, you'd better be. Tell me, are dl you little pansies up there in Time Forward still worrying about
what's going to happen in 2355? Y ou can stop wondering. It'shim! Thedirty trick to end al dirty tricks.
What do you suppose he can do to you Preservers? And, you know what the best part of it al is? The
Company made him disposable. Talented as us, but not immortal like us. He disobeys, the Company'll just
shoot him and clone another one. Or however they make them."

"Okay," said Joseph. "Y ou're right, I'm scared. Are you happy now?"

"Yeah, actualy," Marco said.

"But why would the Company make a new Enforcer?' Joseph said, moving alittle farther out on his
rafter. "Really? There are plenty of nasty-ass Preservers up there in the future, if you want the truth,
Marco. Prablem solvers and security techs. Even people like Victor the Virus. So ... what's this pretty boy
of yours got, that the rest of us haven't got?"

"Moral imperative, you jerk," Marco said, staggering forward and picking up another beer bottle. He
weighed it in his hand a moment before sending it hurtling up toward Joseph, who dodged it by leaping onto
another rafter. It fell and broke, somewhere out of sight in the dusty rows of shelves. "Y ou Preservers
never had the gutsto do the kind of things we Enforcers had to do. But he will! He believesin what he's
doing, the way only amortal can because they don't live long enough to figure things out. He'll probably
even die when he'stold to. And that's why | bet the Company will round you all up and shut you down, and
why hiskind will run their errands after 2355.They've aready started using him."

"How do you know?" Joseph said, halting in his progress across the rafters toward the shelves. There
was an unnerving noise coming from all the rows of steel boxes.

"Tell you how | know," Marco said. "Mars Two disaster. Did you know it's a Company setup? It is. Dr.
Zeus will make afortune when Mons Olympus blows. All that crap in the air will speed up terraforming on
Mars, which isall going to belong to Dr. Zeus after the geothermal plant blows up, because Areco will sell
out to them. The Company will get Marson asilver platter, and all it'll cost is three thousand mortal lives.
But here's the sweet part: Guess who delivers the bomb to the terrorists?”

"The Hangar Twelve Man," said Joseph without a second's hesitation. "I learned that in school, for
Christ's sake. Everybody knows that." The noise coming from the boxes was clearer now, making him
sweat as hetried to ignoreit. It was screaming, but so faint, and it had a curiously unformed quality, raw
sound unshaped by lips—

"Y es. Now think hard, little Preserver. Who, oh who could the Hangar Twelve Man be?' giggled Marco,
hurling another bottle at him.

"Nobody'll ever know, because helll never be caught—" said Joseph, dodging the bottle, and then froze in
place as along-stored history lesson replayed itself for him. Within his skull, behind his eyes, he watched
the famous video footage from Hangar Twelve. It had been shown to him in his childhood as the ultimate



image of mortal stupidity and evil: the mysterious, remarkably tall man offloading crate after crate of
contraband weapons into the arms of the foolish MAC colonists—
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And then he had to wrap his arms and legs around the rafter to keep from falling off in his shock, though
his strangled cry wasn't very loud, and there was no sound at all as his lips formed the words Nicholas
Harpole.

"He's got the picture now," said Marco happily. "Remember the funny-looking man in the footage? I'm
right, aren't I'? The Company's screwed us again. Oh, yes, that stings, doesn't it? | love pain. | really do, |
lovethe impact, you know? When one of these little surprises sinks in. Sometimes | wonder if I'm not as
bad as the mortals | used to punish." He sighed and wiped blood and pus from hisface. "So anyway," he
went on, "you never explained why you're paying methislittle visit. What isit you want, Preserver?' He
began to laugh afresh. "Besides a new pension plan?"

It was a moment before Joseph could answer him.

"I came to ask you afavor," he said in atight voice.

"Ask away," Marco said, shambling over to the door. He reached outside and came back with a beer.

"I came to get somebody who was sent here. | want to take her away with me."

"Why?' Marco twisted the neck off the bottle and drank, leaning against the wall as he tilted his head
back.

"She's arecruit of mine," Joseph said. "So in away it's my fault she wound up in this place. She doesn't
deserve to be here."

"None of them do, really,” said Marco. "Compared to the mortals." He belched in a meditative kind of

way.

"Yeah, so I'd liketo just take her out of, uh, wherever you're keeping her and dlip off through the night.
The Company will never know, and why should you care anyway, the way the Company's treated you?"
said Joseph.

"Y ou have a point there," Marco replied. He drank some more beer. "Okay, Preserver, you go right
ahead. Help yourself to your kid and get the hell out of here. I'm taking off myself, before Dr. Zeus can
send little brother back to finish me. Y ou won't tell anybody about me, and I'm sure not telling anybody
about you, not where I'm going." He let fly with the empty bottle, but only in a halfhearted sort of way. It
broke on arafter and showered glass down on the floor. He ignored it and turned to shoulder his way out
into the fading night.

"Hey!" Joseph said. "Wait! Y ou have to tell me where sheis. Where are you going?’

Marco turned back. "Going for alittle swim," he said. "Or maybe area long swim. Nothing out thereto
swimto, but I'll just keep going. Fight with aleviathan, break his back. Swim off the edge of the world and
fall down into the stars. Come ashore and scare the daylights out of any little mortal monkeys| find. Make
them worship me, maybe. | don't know! The world's so full of possibilities, now that I'm retired.”

"But my recruit," Joseph said. "Whereis she? I'm looking for the Botanist Mendoza."

Marco halted in rea astonishment.

"She's your recruit?' he said. And then his face lit up with indescribable mirth. "Boy oh boy, you poor
miserable son of abitch! Y ou are so out of luck, Preserver, and I'll tell you why. Y ou missed her by about
three hours. Her lover came and carried her off. And guess, take awild guess now and tell me who her
loverigl"

"No," said Joseph in afaint voice. "Oh, no."

"Oh yes!" Marco did awild dance there in the doorway, and his howling laughter set the thing on the
vivisection table twitching and jerking again. "Oh my God yes! Not only has Dr. Zeus double-crossed you,
not only has your Company created the New Enforcer otherwise known as the Hangar Twelve Man—but he's
screwing your daughter!"

He doubled over, whooping for breath at the expression on Joseph's face.

"At least—" he added, "at least, he will if he can find al her screws. Oh, Preserver, | really owe you
one. Y ou're sending me on my way with asmile, you know that? In al the black ages to come, no matter
how bad things may be, every time | think of you therell be alittle laughter in my old heart."

Marco turned and went out into the dark morning, singing as he went.

It was a moment before Joseph could unclench his limbs and drop down, but by the time he ran outside
Marco had already waded to his chest in the gray surf and was striking out, bellowing an old song as he
crested the breakers:

"'No more dams I'll make for fish,
Nor fetch in firing at requiring,



Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish!
Ban! Ban! CaCaliban! Has a new master —
GET A NEW MAN!"
Joseph stood there alone, watching him swim out of sight.
LATER THAT MORNING
IN 300,000 BCE

Joseph was till standing in the doorway of Options Research by the time the hot hazy morning dawned
over that idand, ill staring out at the dull sea.

At lagt, abruptly as an automaton that has finished striking the hour, he turned and went back inside.

Kicking broken glass out of hisway, he went to the dark aisles of shelveswith their rows of steel boxes.
He walked along the edge staring in at them. There were dozens. There might have been a couple of
hundred. The barely audible screams were definitely coming from them. He made himself go up and down
the aisles, looking at the engraved names on each box.

He was white and shaking by the time he emerged, but his face was expressionless. He spotted the file
cabinet on the far wall and made for it at once. The top drawer was standing open.

Joseph looked into the drawer. It contained steel file cases, each one about a half-inch thick. They were
labeled with names. There was only one gap in the silver row, and it occurred between the names
manicheal and murad.

He blinked, registering this, and then his gaze swept down the names through L and K, but he saw none
he recognized. Closing the drawer, he walked back to the doorway.

The suffering thing on the steel table made a sound. Joseph couldn't imagine with what it was making
the sound, but he turned back and stared at it.

"What crime did you commit?" he said. "And what crime could Mendoza have committed, to be sent to a
place like this? But they can't have done to her the things they've done to you. That just—well, it couldn't
happen, that's all. She was never in one of those boxes. She's all right, somewhere, even if that bastard's
found her again. Marco was lying. He was just trying to get to me."

The thing managed to make another sound.

"You don't care, | know. You just want to get out of here. I'll send somebody," Joseph said. "Y ou—you
stay like you are, for now. Y ou have to bear witness. Understand? Y ou have to tell them."

He went out and around the corner of the building, where he paused again to stare up at the revolving
device. Itswhirling shadow fell across his pale face.

"Y ou bear withess, too," he told the arms and legs.

Joseph walked over to the aluminum crate and climbed in. He closed the lid. A moment later it was gone
from that idand.

LATER THAT SAME DAY
IN 2317 AD

The crate rematerialized, not on Morro Rock but at its new destination: the strip of weathered asphalt
winding along the upper slopes of Mount Tamalpais. It appeared as a blurred globe, so swiftly wasit
rotating in the first few seconds of its arrival, and a shower of sparks flooded out around its base, struck off
the little pebblesin the asphalt.

When it had stopped, Joseph opened the lid. The mountain wind whipped away the yellow gas at once.
He climbed out, closed the lid, and backed awkwardly up his dark canyon, dragging the crate after him. He
didn't bother to pause, as he usually did on coming home, to look out fondly over the green valleys that
dropped away to the sea, over the little farms and houses with their plumes of smoke from mortal hearths.
He had lost that luxury now.

All the safeguards he had installed to warn him against intruders were still in place: not even avisit from
Abdiel registered. He went to his kitchen al cove and found a bottle of water, drank thirstily; found a bar of
grandla, ate ravenously. When he'd finished he walked deeper into the mountain, as he always did, between
the rows of vaultsto Budu's vault. All the sleepers still quiet in their dreams except for Budu, whose face
was nearly recognizable now. Half-formed eyes swelled in their sockets like apples growing. But the blind
face turned to him.

"You Did Not Find Her," the voice stated.

"No," Joseph said. "I found your time transport; it was just where you left it. Worked al right, too. Took
me straight to Options Research. And, boy, Father, Options Research was really—it was really—" "I Told
You What It Was."

"And you weren't kidding, either,” Joseph said. "Not about one godawful little detail. Except that
Mendoza wasn't there anymore, but you had no way of knowing that." "Explain," ordered Budu.



So Joseph explained, stretching out on the floor as he talked because he wasttired. Life had become
very simple. It didn't matter where he slept, what he ate, what he wore. He had an objective now and he
had absolutely lost all fear or any doubits.

"The one good thing," he concluded, "was that Lewis wasn't in there, at least. Him or that other guy,
Kalugin. So what will we do now, Father? Tip off Suleyman's people about that place? They're on the side
of the angels. If there are any angels.

"I'mtelling you, Father, | think the only serious competition we might face in 2355 is from Suleyman's
machine. | used to think there was a chance he might decide to defend the mortal masters. Once he's seen
Options Research, though, he might even go after them before we do—" "Y ou're Babbling. | Have
Searched Company Records In Y our Absence. Why Didn't You Tell Me Y our Daughter Was The
Operative Who Had Gone Forward Through Time."

"Gee, didn't | mention that? | can't think why. Y eah, she did. It's because she's a Crome generator,
apparently. | guess that was why they sent her to that place, huh?"

"Stop Taking. | Need Time To Think. Plan. You Need Sleep.” "Sleep and dreams," Joseph said. " Of
Nicholas Harpole Edward Whatever-He-Is's head on a pike. | knew, | knew there was areason | hated his
mortal guts from the moment | ever laid eyes on him. | know an Abomination when | see one, al right. You
know what it is, Father? He's everything | ever loved about you, but all turned inside out and changed. He's
adestroyer!

"That's al he does, all he ever does, and he always takes innocent people, not like you, he wrecked
Lewisand hedid it to my little girl over and over again, he's doing it now, he's dragged her poor screaming
body off somewhere and he can't help her, he never helps her, he's got some plan for her but he'll only wind
up hurting her worse because he always has, new Inquisitions, new coals, new dungeons—"

"Stop Talking, Son."

"Yessir!" Joseph said, and saluted. He curled up on his side and was silent allittle while. At last:

"... Shewaslying on straw in the dark, the tiniest thing you ever saw, and she weighed absolutely
nothing when | picked her up," he murmured. "Like an armful of flame. Only a baby. Why couldn't | save
her?'

FEZ, ONE MORNING
IN 2318

In agracious old city aman sat in his garden, sipping tea. He might have been somebody's dignified
young father, and looked as though he ought to be reading his morning mail or a newspaper; but this was
the year 2318, when neither |etters nor papers existed, as such. What he was actually reading, or rather
trying to read, was a volume of poetry in atext plaguette.

On the other side of the garden a man stood under an arch, arms folded, leaning on a white stucco wall
that contrasted pleasantly with the color of his skin. He looked like somebody's young uncle, or possibly a
fashion model, and there was a slight scowl on his lean features as he stared across the blue pool at the
older man.

You're very calm about it, he transmitted.

And panic will accomplish exactly what, again? Suleyman set down the text plaquette and sighed.

You know something about the message | don't know, obviously.

| know it's really from Joseph.

If it is, he's gone nuts.

If you found a place like that, if you learned a truth like that, do you think you wouldn't go a
little mad, too?

| guess. Isit a truth, Suleyman?

The older man raised atiny cup to hislips, drank carefully. | suspect it is. Nan's analysis of the
number ed sites, and the operatives assigned to them, suggestsit is. Agents who have disappeared
under particularly unfortunate circumstances all seemto go to the same site, which is also the biggest of the
individual sites, by the way.

So Hell really exists.

Have you forgotten the hold of the slave ship? Suleyman set down histea and looked sternly at Latif. Thereare
any number of Hells, son. Don't tell me this comes as a surprise to you.

My God, doesn't it surprise you? Latif began to pace, restless. A mortal prison isonething. A place like this!

Well, | suppose we'll just have to seeif it's as bad as Joseph saysit is. Suleyman poured himself more tea. L atif
whirled around, his eyes alight.

A covert operation?

Not covert, son. We'll do it openly, and let the rumorsfly in the right places, and regretfully confirm selected
facts. Then the scandal will break like a rotten pumpkin. Suleyman's face was stony. And when the debrisisall



swept up we're going to find ourselves that much closer to 2355, because our mortal masters will be that much more
frightened of us.

They ought to be!

But they're not the only ones responsible, Latif. And if we openly accuse the mortals, we'll only make it easier for
the othersto conceal their own guilt. So long as we can be certain there are no more places like Options Research,
do we really want to risk bringing on the Slence prematurely by starting an intercorporate war?

I'm not afraid of them, transmitted L atif.

I'm not afraid of them either. Suleyman drank more of histea. But there are the innocent mortals to be considered.
The ones we were created to look after? It would be nice if someone within the Company remembered they were out
there.

ONE MORNING
IN 500,000 BCE

David Reed finished his herbal tea, had alast bite of wholemeal toast, and went from his Flat into the
Office.

He smiled and wished Good Morning to Sylvya and Ledlie, his office assistants, who smiled and wished
him Good Morning, too. He noted that Ledlie, now in her fifth month of pregnancy, was beginning to show a
little. He felt alittle uncomfortable about being happy for her, though of course there was really no reason
why he should feel that way; both Ledlie and her husband were properly licensed and had obtained the
necessary permits. It just seemed reckless, that was all.

He followed the yellow track across the carpet to his desk, with its sweeping corner view of London. It
was afairly unattractive view, but David knew he was lucky to have it. Lotsto see, in hisidle moments:
public transports trundling along down there, tiny Londoners on the streets now and then, cloud fronts
advancing and receding.

He was logging on when Sylvya called to him.

"I got my holiday pics back."

"Oh!" David got up and followed the yellow track to her desk location. "Let's see.”

Sylvya held up the holoemitter, and clicked the little button so he could view the pictures of her trip to
Munich.

"That's me and Jern in front of the hotel—and that's the hall where my sister got married—there's me
with my sister—"

"Oh, nice dress," David said.

"Uh-huh, and that's the flower girl and that's Bob's brother—I don't know who that boy is."

"Very nice"

"And that's some big old clock or something. It used to do something but nobody was able to tell us
what."

"Ah"

"And that's us waving from the agger before we left. My sister took the pic and then gave me back the
cam through the window."

"My, they're big over there, huh?' David shook his head in admiration.

"Aren't her pics nice?' Ledlie said, brushing toast crumbs from her lap and adjusting her optics, which
had slid down to the end of her nose.

"Redlly nice," David said.

David's console beeped. He shrugged apologetically at Sylvya and retraced his way along the yellow
track to his desk, and peered at the screen.

"What isit?' Leslie leaned around the corner of her desk to see.

"Oh, the cails on Unit Fourteen are due for servicing," David told her, "I'll just go take care of it."

"Yes, you'd best," said Sylvya

So David got up and followed the yellow track to the closet, where he pulled on his cold suit. Zipping it
up, he adjusted the mask and hood and picked up his toolbox, after which he followed the yellow track to
the Portal. He keyed in the combination, which took a moment because it was along complicated number.
When the seal finally gave and the icy mist jetted out all around the door, he waved at the girls and said the
same thing he always said:

"Well, off | go to the South Pole."

They just groaned, because after all it was the same thing he always said. Smirking, he stepped through
the Portal.

It took him until Lunch to finish the routine service job, and after that he and Sylvya and Leslie took their
brown bags over to the Lunchroom, which was cramped and windowless and painted a depressing color,
but David didn't mind much. They spent the whole time talking about the new Totter Dan game, which



Sylvya had had a chance to play but neither Leslie nor David had, so they were very keen to hear all the
details. David's view of London seemed twice as big and airy after he'd been in the Lunchroom, asit
awaysdid.

For the rest of the day, David worked his slow way through confirmation of the status of the contents of
Recess Seventeen, and Sylvya confirmed his confirmation, and Leslie filed and forwarded. They were a
good team. It generally took them no more than ayear to work their way through all the recesses beyond
the Portal, though of course by then it was always time to start over again.

At four o'clock, David wished Sylvya and Ledlie a cheery Good Night and took the yellow track back to
his Flat. Ancilla had his supper ready, which he ate whilst watching a holo. After that he bathed and went
to bed, where he played Totter Dan's VV oyage to the Bottom of the Ocean until he felt sleepy.

Then he followed his unfailing bedtime ritual: he opened the little drawer in the side of his bed-console
and withdrew the sleep mask, which he fitted on. Only then did he reach around to the port at the top of his
spine, and unplug himself.

With a practiced hand he dropped the lead into the drawer and closed it, feeling for the button that would
activateits sterilization field. By morning it would be al ready for him again, and the mask would take its
place in the drawer. David liked to think of them as two little workers on different shifts at the same job, for
both kept him from being unhappy. Mr. Plug supplied the images from the year 2354 ad: his coworkers, his
view of London, even the view of the garden behind his Flat. Mr. Mask kept him from seeing what his
surroundings really looked like when Mr. Plug wasn't on the job: four bare rooms, windowless, wherein he
was utterly alone many thousands of centuries behind everyone else. Ancilladidn't count, of course.

David understood the security reasons for keeping him there in the past all alone, and he was proud that
he'd been chosen for such an important job. Look at the trouble the Company went to, to keep him
emotionally healthy. It meant he was worth something, didn't it?

He sighed and settled his head on the pillow, preparing himself for sleep by emptying his mind of
thoughts. It didn't take long.

LATER ON, SOME OTHER TIME
AND PLACE

Waking up was along process.

Alec would find his consciousness returning. He'd lie staring up at the ceiling, watching the traveling
patterns of light on water, and wonder what had happened. He'd turn his head and meet Edward's or
Nicholas's stare, red-eyed, wretched. The memory would return and he'd begin crying again, and lie there
sobbing inconsolably until Billy Bones would come creeping to the bed with the anesthesia mask, offering
oblivion. Not even Edward resisted, now; and they'd all wash away to dreamless sleep again.

Eventually dreams began, soothing therapeutic ones that made it plain how none of this was hisfaullt,
how it had only been an error of adecimal point, how nothing could have altered what had happened
because history cannot be changed, how it was wonderful that he had rescued Mendoza after al, how
lucky hewasto be dlive. ..

In time he was able to be awake if he was drugged profoundly enough, and he and the others would lie
there giggling feebly at the tingling stimulus Billy Bones applied to their feet, to their hands, to their ribs, to
help the shattered bones knit. Once they were able to stagger upright, they wandered around the ship in
matching bathrobes (Nicholas's and Edward's being virtual), leaning on canes. Edward said they looked like
the three blind mice, and this struck Alec as hysterically funny. The two of them chortled like oafs while
Nicholastried to collect hiswits enough to ask to have the reference explained. When he managed, after
wiping the drool from his chin, they sang the nursery rhyme for him; and then all three tottered aong,
singing it over and over, making around of it until at last they forgot the words.

It was good that they were able to entertain each other, for though the Captain monitored them
constantly, he was very busy.

Hetried to explain alittle to them, when they were able to pay attention. Something about tissue
regrowth being easy, proceeding rapidly all by itself, and the only real challenge being rebuilding the
biomechanical prostheses. Fortunately, there were nanobots still functioning. Nicholas and Edward thought
nanobots was very nearly the funniest word in the world, and they al lay rolling on the floor in helpless
laughter until Coxinga brought them pudding and juice in squeeze-bottles, because they were far too
uncoordinated to feed themselves anything that required much manual dexterity.

One evening, asthey sat staring in glazed-eyed incomprehension at a holo of Treasure Island (the 1933
version with Wallace Beery) the Captain interrupted to ask them if they'd like to hear the baby's heart
beating.

"Baby?"' Nicholas stared, dack-jawed.



Figure of speech, laddie. The Captain sounded terribly pleased with himsglf. Listen, it'sjust started!
And over the ship'sintercom they heard a thump-thump, thump-thump, quite a regular double beat, and
Edward began to nod in time with it.

"Boom boom," he said. "The machine's child.”

"Sgreat!" said Alec. "C'we see the baby?"

No, boys, not yet. We don't want them bad dreams to start again, do we?

"Nooo," the three of them chorused, but only on principle, because they couldn't remember any bad
dreams.

Just let yer old Captain steer yer course, mateys, aye, and we'll sail upon blue water. Listen to
that beat! Ain'titfine? | reckon thistops Zeus growing Athena in his head. Now, here comesjolly
Coxinga with yer cocoa and sleepy meds. You can watch the holo until you've drunk the posset; then
it'stimetoturnin.

"Aye aye sir,” said Alec, attempting to salute and missing. Edward and Nicholas laughed at that until
they cried, rolling off their virtual cushions and sprawling on the carpet. Alec was far too drugged to stay on
chairs, and the servounits had discreetly removed the room's breakable furniture.

Astimeless time went by, the truth of what had happened at Options Research became like an iceberg
seen through a telescope, sharp and clear but safely distant, unreal, unconnected to them. They learned,
again, to dress and shave and feed themselves. One day the Captain advised them it was necessary for
their safety to jump through time again, and Alec was willing to drink the vile drink Coxinga brought him and
buckle himself into the safety harness. He began to shake uncontrollably when the yellow gas flowed, but
Edward and Nicholas hugged him tight, and somehow they made it through the time transcendence without
panicking. Then they were safe in some other when, and the next day Alec sighted oared galleys off the
port bow.

The Captain monitored dl this closely. He would allow them, now, to come into the infirmary from time
to time. There still wasn't much to see. Blueliquid filled the decompression chamber, and dimly afigure
could be glimpsed floating inside it. No features were visible, scarcely anything at all other than its general
shape and size. They knew it was Mendoza, they knew that the Captain was working very hard to repair
her for them; other than that she too was like the iceberg, far-off and unreal, too painful to think about.

Wherever they were in thistime, the weather was very warm. They floated in a dead calm under a sky
of pearly cloud, far from any land, and the heat haze made the sea one wide expanse of opal. There was no
breath of wind.

Nicholas was miserable in his virtual linen and black wool, but he was unable to accept the idea of
wearing garments from any period other than 1555 without losing himself. He compromised by simply
wearing his shirt and breeches, in which he looked like Hamlet. Edward, though, insisted that the Captain
provide him with asuit of proper clothes, which seemed to be virtual tropical whites, circa1862. The
Captain sighed and indulged him.

Months passed. Less drugs, and now they were under orders to go down to the gym daily and work out,
to throw off the effects of long half-sleep. Asit sweated out of them they came more sharply into focus,
each one, and the nightmares began again: stedl coffinsin a dark place, poison and torture, every possible
variation on what had happened. Nicholas and Alec clawed their way out of dreams, sobbing, on more than
one night. Edward woke shouting with the horrors himself. They would rise, then, and stagger away to the
infirmary, to stare in desperation at the drifting thing in the hyperbaric chamber. The pale floating figure
was becoming more substantial, its upper part veiled in a swirling cloud like seaweed. The air seemed
perfumed, calming, comforting.

Now, lads, it's time we had a bit of a chat.

They looked up from their respective activities: Alec from tinkering with a new manipulatory member
for Fint (it was Alec's turn to use his body), Nicholas from watching him, Edward from his virtual cheroot
and game of solitaire.

"In regard to?' Edward tipped ash into the small virtual dish provided for that purpose.

Yer lady will wake soon, and we need to make some preparations.

There was a silence at the table.

"What's she going to remember?’ said Alec at last.

No way to tell, isthere?

"I should think there's a certain likelihood she went mad," said Edward stiffly.

Could be. Of course, there'd be drugs | could give her.

"If she be bedlam-mad, I'll love her still," said Nicholas.



"How noble of you," Edward said. "But have you considered that her feelings toward us might have
changed, in the ages she lay there in torment? Waiting perhaps for a rescue that never came, thanks to my
damned bungling?’

"She'll hate us now. She knows about Mars Two," said Alec.

"Y ou self-centered little bastard!" Edward laughed, without mirth.

Nicholas folded his hands. "If she wisheth me to suffer the fire a second time, I'll burn. | have deserved
her hate."

Lad, her heart was broke afore because thou wert so willing to die. Hast thou forgot the lesson?

"No, Spirit, in God's name," Nicholas said. "Though God hath done with me."

"What's the point of all your gospel study, then?' said Edward, stubbing out his cigar. "Ah! But you don't
seem to be reading much Scripture nowadays, do you? Have you lost your faith? Or hasit ssimply dawned
on you that there's not aline in the Bible that can possibly have any relevance to the kind of creatures we
are?'

"Wilt thou mock my shame, murderer?' said Nicholas sadly. "Thou hast never loved God."

"I beg your pardon! | was His own little white lamb once," Edward retorted. "Quite a devout child, I'll
have you know."

"Wow. What happened?’ inquired Alec in alistless voice.

"I was called to the headmaster's study in my first term and informed my parents were lost at sea,”
Edward told him. "When I'd stopped blubbing, | went straight to chapel to pray. Begged God to let there be
some mistake. Promised Him I'd be ever so good if my papa and mamma weren't really drowned."

"And there was no miracle for thy sake, and so in peevish spite thou turnedst from the Lord" said
Nicholas contemptuously.

"By no means," said Edward. "On my next birthday | was informed that the gentleman and lady whose
son I'd thought | was—who were pleasant enough people, even if they never seemed to care about me
much—had merely been foster parents. My real father, apparently a great man, was till aive. A prayer
answered!

"Of course, my existence was a disgrace and a scandal for him, and he was very much vexed at having
to bother with me again; so shortly thereafter he arranged that | should leave school and go into the navy.
Less expense for him, and I'm sure he had the earnest hope I'd be sunk as well. | generally avoided praying
for anything after that." Edward picked up the virtual jack of spades and examined it thoughtfully.

"Even so my father cast me off, but | never blamed the Almighty," argued Nicholas.

"Aren't you both forgetting something?' said Alec. "We're all Dr. Zeus's bastards. Those men were
being blackmailed over kids that weren't even theirs."

"By Jovel" Edward grinned. "1 hadn't thought of that. Gives one a poignant sense of revenge, even at
this late date."

"Wilt thou rejoice?’ Nicholas shook his head. "Better we had never been born, to bring such misery into
this too-weary world."

"Yeah," said Alec glumly.

Edward snorted and shook his head. "What good will your sense of guilt do Mendoza? | rather hope she
went mad in that place, if it shielded her from the horrors. Perhaps the, what was it? The Crome's
radiation.”

It don't always drive people mad, sir, begging yer pardon. | been scanning through Dr. Zeus's
records on Crome generators, the tests they did and all. It bears some looking into, if you take my
meaning.

"Redly?' Edward looked intrigued. " ou know, it struck me at the time of reading that this might be
terribly advantageous. What peculiar abilities might she have? If we were able to make use of that power
somehow—"

"Make use?" Nicholas started up in his seat, clenching hisfists. "Was she no more to thee than that?'

Edward met his rage without flinching. "She is my pearl without price," he said. "Our masters were the
ones who used her like aslave, and then cast her aliveinto Hell. And are you really going to tell me you
wouldn't like to pay them out for what they did to her? Ah, but you're aman of God. Christ forbid you'd
ever do more than weep and pray over her, whereas |—"

Nicholas struck out with hisfist. Edward leaped up, blocking the blow with one hand while producing a
virtual pistol from thin air with the other. He froze a second, astonished at what he'd done, and Nicholas
seized hiswrist. He strained to force it backward, groping for Edward's throat with his other hand. Alec
stared in disbelief as the Captain roared, STAND TO! Ye bloody idiot fratricides! Edward, drop that



gun!

"Not a chance, Machine," said Edward, as he struggled to aim. "Aren't you proud of me, summoning this
on my own? If it's made out of the same stuff as Nicholasand I, | should think it ought to kill him, shouldn't
you? It's certainly worth atry."

"Areyou crazy?' Alec shouted, scrambling to hisfeet and adding his grip to Nicholas's. He focused on
the pistol, deleting it. Edward snarled and sank down into his seat. Nicholas drew back with visible effort,
hands trembling with the need to throttle something.

Nicholas, sit down! And you, Cleverdick, you think you've stolen a march on old Captain
Morgan? We'll see how many pistols you can bring out of cyberspace when yer so full of
tranquilizers you can't stand up.

"Y ou can't drug me without drugging Alec, too," Edward gloated. "And if I've learned the trick of it,
there's nothing to stop me conjuring up any weapon | please, is there, Machine?"

"Stopit," Alec said. "What do you think Mendoza would do, if she saw you trying to kill Nicholas? She
loved him. She even loved you\ And how's she ever going to be happy again, anyway, after what she's
been through? Don't you think we ought to worry about that first?*

There was a silence as the three men regarded each other sullenly.

"Point taken," Edward muttered.

Thank you so much, yer lordship! It's about time somebody thought of the lady's feelings. We got
wor se problems, anyway.

"Y ou think she's gone mad, then?' said Edward.

I wouldn't like to say, sir; but, technically speaking, you have.

"Damn your insolence!”

No, sir, hear me out. You all three see each other clear enough, but only Alec's got an actual
physical body, which isthe only one she'll be able to see. D'ye get my meaning? If she was to hear
the three of you arguing amongst yerselves when it's Alec's mouth doing all the talking—

"Good God!" Edward put his head in his hands. "She'll think he's alunatic.”

"But what remedy, Spirit?' Nicholas said.

| reckon you'll need to let Alec do all the talking. He's the one she'd be expecting to seeg, if she
expects anything. Asfar as she knows, you two are dead.

"But | would have begged her pardon on my knees," said Nicholasin agony. "I would have told her | am
with her still! Shall | have no voice?!

If you can tell her through Alec, maybe. Look here, gentlemen: ever since the two of ye popped
into my boy's life, I've been saying ye were all the same fellow. Ye got on well enough when | had ye
under sedation, soit's plain ye can do it. Ye might think about sharing quarters now and again,
instead of insisting on yer own bodies and clothes and the like. Just see what it's like to be Alec.

"But I'm not Alec,” said Edward. "Thank God."

"I wouldn't want to be you, either," Alec retorted, turning to scowl at him.

Belay that! All right, ye miserable lubbers, have yer brawls now. Ye damned well won't be able to
once she's awake. And ye might remember she loved all three of ye the same; and ye might grant
the lady her good sense.

"Shewill not see me. I'll be no more than a shadow kissing her," Nicholas groaned. "Oh, Spirit. | had a
girl in agarden once, and there was Paradise, and the more fool | for leaving it. Look thou love her, Alec!"
They did not drift, but tacked with purpose here and there across the face of whatever ancient globe
they presently inhabited. Obscure headlands emerged from fog, or rose on far horizons wearing high caps
of cloud. The Captain Morgan lurked offshore, or threaded shallow mazy inlets where her masts |loomed
over oak trees. She cruised along coasts of white cities, or swampy stick-villages, or wastes of painfully

bright sand.

There were supplies to be obtained, when the Captain would send Billy Bones and Flint ashore by night
to plunder fields or shuttered market stalls. There were storms to outrun. There were fleets of triremes,
corsairs, and savages to avoid. All potential high adventure of the sort Alec had imagined when he first
thought of owning atime machine, and now he wasn't even remotely interested init.

The sound of the heartbeat had continued, strong now and never sowing, like dance music in another
room. Though the Captain no longer broadcast it, they heard it even in their deep. The perfume of the
bioregenerant was heavy in the air, driving them nearly mad with longing.

Since Edward had managed it once already with a gun, at the Captain's suggestion Alec offered to teach



Edward and Nicholas how create less objectional virtual items on their own. Nicholas tried once or twice,
failed and gave it up. Edward seemed unable to repeat his success with the gun but kept at it doggedly,
though Alec—who had never analyzed just what he was doing when he pulled things from cyberspace, and
so had no way to describe it—was afairly poor teacher.

"Look, you must know how really," he said in exasperation, leaning back in the booth. "Y ou made the
damn gun come out of nowhere. And anyway, you've got the same brain as me, yeah?"

"Infinitely better, | should hope," said Edward, focusing his gimlet stare on areal ashtray in which he
was attempting to materialize alit virtual cigar.

"Oh, piss off! If you're so smart why can't you do it, then?"

Nicholas, sitting beside them, closed his eyes and wished desperately he could close his ears as well.

| know, lad, | know. It be a tedious business, hearing them quarrel, the Captain told him silently.
Startled, he opened his eyes, but Alec and Edward were so busy snarling at each other they didn't notice.

Fear not; | can speak in thine ear when | will. Wilt thou not try thy hand at Edward's game
again? Or what may | fetch for thee, lad? More books?

Two yards of hempen rope, if that were enough to hang a ghost, said Nicholas, closing his eyes
again.

Ah, now, son, thou mustn't get to thinking like that.

Must | not? What harm, Spirit? There's no Heaven | may be denied thereby, nor no Hell to gape
for the likes of me neither, save what | myself made. Thou saw'st that place my sin was author to,
and what my lady suffered there.

We got to have a parley about causality one of these days, Nick. Out of all them hundreds of steps
it took to make Dr. Zeus mighty, thou wert only the first. There's a thousand more folk whose guilt is
worse, lad. Bloody hell, look thou at our Edward here, and what he done!

Small comfort in that, Spirit. Nicholas opened his eyes and gave a sullen smile. What say'st thou, is it
not likeliest we are none but Antichrist himself? Made in the Last Days by wicked men, in a mockery
of God. Wherefore did they take such pains the boy should be born of a virgin? And with a triparted
soul to boot.

Aw, now, lad, you ain't any such a thing. I'll grant thee Edward's a real bastard, but even he
tried to do what he thought was right hiswhole life.

Ay, Spirit, and see what came of his labors! And mine. When | was most certain of my way, there
was | most in error. Nicholas watched, apathetic, as Edward assumed various conjurer's posturesin his
attempts to make a cigar appear. | did no thing that was not from vaunting pride, save only to love
Rose, and see how | brought her to ruin. Shall I make her amends now? But what will she want with
me? | have no flesh that | may embrace her; | wasted it inflame. If she can love still after what she
hath endured, who should have her heart but thine Alec, Spirit? And he's but a fool.

Aw, now, my boy's smarter than you think.

But he is doomed. Innocent blood's upon his head, and no other woman will have him now, so he
must take my Rose to be his love. What's in his heart but selfish need? Nicholaslooked broodingly
across at Alec, who was chortling at Edward's expression of frustrated rage. And Edward's a monster,
Spirit. He loves what she is; but her soul he loveth not. He will offer her usefulness up to that void he
semes. | know it. | meant to do the same, though it was God | served and not Science. Poor Rose. . .

At the least there might be a way to tell her yer sorry for what you done.

There's balm indeed for my sick heart. Nicholas sighed and put his head in his hands.

Whyn't | fetch thee thy Scripture to study some more?

To what end? What may | learn therein? Where was God's infinite mercy in Rose's prison, Spirit?

Damned if | know, boy; I'm a machine, remember? | was hoping you could figure it out so my
Alec will—

"There!" said Edward, striking the table with his palm. "There, by God. | told you | could—" He halted,
scowling, staring through the rising plume of virtual cigar smoke at Alec. "Wait a minute! Was that you?"

"No," said Alec, looking too innocent.

"That was you, wasn't it?"

"No! I swear."

"You bloody littleliar!"

"Oh, piss off!"

"Jesu Christ!" Standing up to seize control, Nicholas slapped the ashtray and its virtual contents across
the room. Both Alec and Edward jumped and stared at him.



Asthe days passed they grew more nervous, more despondent and quarrelsome; increasingly they found
themselvesin theinfirmary, peering into the hyperbaric chamber. At last they took to sleeping in the
infirmary, though the single bed seemed cramped and awkward for them. Finally Alec ordered their meals
served there. The last three days they never left the room at all, with its perfumed and glowing atmosphere,
its steady heartbesat pulsing.

"The poetry of John Donne, eh?' Edward remarked, peering over Nicholas's shoulder at the screen of
the text plaguette. "Bravo. Can it be possible we've weaned you from the gospel s?"

Nicholas scowled and drew his elbows up on his chest, pulling the plagquette closer to his face. "He was
canon of St. Paul's," he informed Edward. Edward fell back laughing.

"You were reading To His Mistress Going to Bed," he said. "Y ou canting hypocrite! I've aways rather
admired him, myself. Y ou might have been another Donne, if you hadn't had that unfortunate tendency to
martyrdom.”

"If you hit him, you'll just pitch al three of us off the bed," Alec advised Nicholasin aresigned voice.
"Ignoreit.”

"I was complimenting Nicholas, you ignoramus,”" Edward told him. "Though | suppose you can't help
what you are, any more than he can. Thank God one of us was born during an enlightened time."

"Thereisno end to thy pride, isthere, devil?' said Nicholas and sighed.

"I was born in modern times too, you creep!” protested Alec.

"Ah! But not in an enlightened time," Edward said. "Y ou were born during what 1'd term the Third Age
of Technology."

"Oh, man, you're going to lecture us again, aren't you?' Alec moaned.

"Why shouldn't I?* countered Edward. "God knows you need the instruction, and it's not as though we've
anything better to do."

"I wasreading," said Nicholasicily.

"To be sure, you were. | won't keep you from your guilty pleasures, then," said Edward. Nicholas glared
at him and turned his attention to the text plaquette. There followed a sullen silence of about thirty seconds
before Alec asked:

"Okay, Deadward, why's it the third age of technology? What's that mean?"

"I shal ignore your infantile humor and will be happy to explain, since you've inquired,” said Edward
condescendingly. "I have formulated atheory of cycles of development in the history of mankind. They
repeat in ever-expanding patterns, producing ages of Technology, Faith, and Reason."

"Oh, that's crap."

"No, itisn't. Technology was the first age, when primordial Man crawled from his dark shelter and
discovered that by the smple expedient of striking flints in various ways he could provide himself with both
fire and weapons,”" Edward said. "Will you grant me that?' "Okay," said Alec grudgingly. "And?"

"And so the brute beast found himself, as it were, master of his universe. He had, of course, no idea of
any consequences. He simply forged ahead, lighting fires and making spears, as fast as his clumsy hands
could go. Theresult was, potentially, a greater lifespan for Man, but new and terrible responsibilities which
he utterly ignored,” said Edward.

"Nowadays you're supposed to say Humanity, you know. There were women back then, too," Alec told
him.

"Allow me my metaphor, if you please," snapped Edward. "To continue: over the ages, the
consequences of Technology did begin to make themselves evident to primitive Man. Fires, and bloodier
warfare, prompted fear in his dim mind. With so much death in evidence, it was impossible not to wonder
about his own inevitable demise. This prompted shamans to caper about and pretend their ancestors were
giving them advice on the problem, and so was born the First Age of Faith." "And everybody went to Hell?"
said Alec. Nicholas snorted. "Not at all. Religion's quite useful, at a certain leve. It provides a notion of
moral behavior and, as such, isthe origin of ethics," said Edward, steepling hisfingers. "It is, at least, a
system of thought, if it doesn't degrade into mysticism. It got Man's attention away from how he might more
effectively spear his neighbor long enough to allow Civilization to begin.”

"So you're saying religion's agood thing?"

"I say nothing of the kind! It'satool, like the flint, and as such is nothing but potential. Whether it is used
to good or evil effect depends on Man, the user," said Edward serioudly.

"Okay." Alec nodded. "I'll agree with you on that."

"I will not," muttered Nicholas.

"Weren't you reading? In any case, Order took form out of Chaos, and pure rational thought, Man's
highest achievement, leapt into existence!" said Edward with relish. "It attained its fullest expression



amongst the classical Greeks, but the Romans applied it with the greatest effectiveness. Systematically and
logically they spread Civilization throughout the known world, to a degree that was not equaled for a
thousand years."

"The Romans were vile and depraved,” said Nicholas, setting the text plaquette aside.

"They became so," Edward agreed. "They discarded the disciplines that had made them strong. With no
moral code informing their lives, life became meaningless. This coincided with what one might call the
Second Age of Technology. The superior engineering skills, the advances in metallurgy, al the tremendous
and brilliant machine of their empire roared along with no purpose other than serving the appetite of its
creators, who had no thought for the inescapabl e consequences any more than brute Man with his flints
had."

"Well?' said Alec. "So what happened?’

"The judgment of God came on Rome," said Nicholas.

"Absurd! Rome fell because of errorsin its judgment,” Edward argued heatedly. "Without rational
guidance the great machine destroyed itself, and so followed the Second Age of Faith."

"The Dark Ages of Christianity, right?" said Alec. Nicholas turned to him with an expression of outrage
and Edward snickered. "It'strue," Alec insisted. "And it wasn't just Christianity. |slam happened, too. All
those people beheaded and burned at the stake over nothing, man."

"Ay. Nothing," Nicholas agreed sullenly. " Sacrifices offered up to a God of bestia cruelty. Y et even so,
inthat Dark Age, who but Christ's disciples had thy precious Civilization in their keeping? Who but they,
and the Jew, and the Moor with his Koran, made books and schools, lest that Aristotle become a mute
ghost? It was Faith sustained knowledge."

"And sold men pieces of the True Cross," said Edward dlyly. "And pretended to work miracles with bits
of chicken bone. Charlatans feeding on ignorance! Y ou denounced it yourself. Y ou and Erasmus and
Luther and all the rest who finally had the courage to use the damned brains God gave 'em!”

"Because they told the Pope to go shrack himself?" inquired Alec.

"Because they began the Renaissance, which led to the Enlightenment. The Second Age of Reason,”
Edward crowed. "True science and clear thinking at last! An Empire with real moral purpose.”

"Oh, hark at the Crown of Creation," jeered Nicholas. "I've seen the dust wherein thine Empire fell.
Rags, shrouds and cobwebs! Love was no part of its design, but only profit, and its loveless heart went to
ashes at last. And thou too art humbled in thy pride, and liest here a phantom like me, dead and forgotten."

Edward considered him, tight-lipped. "That remains to be proven," he said at last. "And if the great
wheel brought my ageto an end, it will turn again.”

"The Enlightenment didn't stop,” said Alec. "It's still going on. We got out into space, didn't we? We've
got more science than you ever had."

"No; you have Technology," said Edward, alittle wearily. " Tremendous power, wielded unwisely. The
rest of human knowledge has been jettisoned as unnecessary. Y ou'reilliterate, you believe in nothing, your
lives have no meaning, no moral compass, no point."

"Maybe because we've learned something you haven't," said Alec in acold voice. "Y ou and your logical
systems! Y ou think you know everything. There's nothing to know, man, except that our genes will do
anything to copy themselves. What makes you imagine the world is arationa place?

"Your world isn't, to be sure,”" Edward replied. "And unless I'm mistaken, the next Age of Faithis
already looming on the horizon, in the person of the Ephesian Church. Servesyou right, too."

Alec shuddered.

"Butif it'sdl just this big wheel going around endlessy—then we're right, believing in nothing," he said.
"Thereisno point."

"Yes, thereis," said Edward and Nicholas together.

"Thereis Love," said Nicholas.

"Thereis Progress! And if, just once, a new cycle began that unified, rather than rejected the advances
made by the previous ages,” said Edward, "if Faith were able to make its peace with Reason, or Technology
able to grasp the principles and purpose of the other two, Mankind might make real progress at last! Don't
you see that once we've brought the Company down, our true work can begin?”

Gentlemen?

"What isit?' Edward demanded irritably.

If yer still interested, lads, it'stime. I'm draining the chamber.

"Jesu!" Nicholas turned and stared at the hyperbaric chamber, where the blue veiled thing within
was—was it moving? Or only swaying with the pitch of the ship?



Trembling, Alec scrambled from the bed. The level of fluid in the chamber was beginning to go down;
the hazy figure was sinking with it, dropping into a crouch, dliding over at last to sprawl motionless on its
sde.

"She'sdrowned," said Nicholas.

"No, you fool, she can't be," Edward snapped. Alec yanked the door open in panic before the tank had
quite finished draining, and the regenerant fluid sopped out and ran on thetiled floor. Ignoring it, they
splashed in and he knelt beside the figure. Its face was hidden in atangle of trailing hair.

"Mendozal" Alec touched her and drew back. " Oh, she's cold—"

Just you get her under the shower, lad.

He gathered the body into his arms and rose awkwardly. It was limp and blue, completely unresponsive.
Nicholas and Edward preserved a horrified silence beside him. He staggered to the shower heads and they
came on obligingly, jetting out hot water, washing away the regenerant, needle-pummeling the skin. After
an eternal moment the body jerked and shuddered, making choking sounds.

"Clear the windpipe!" urged Edward.

Desperate, Alec let the head dangle downward. There was an explosive cough and a great deal of the
blue fluid went washing down the drain. The cold blue skin was less blue, and grew less cold in hisarms.
The water shut off. Alec staggered out, dipping on thetile, carrying his burden into the sunlight. He laid it
down on the white bed and peeled off his soaked clothes.

"Let me see her,” pleaded Nicholas. Shivering, Alec brushed back heavy tangled hair, red asfire, to
reveal the face.

Mendoza, just as he remembered her, and yet something was gone out of her features: he saw the
smooth face of adeeping child. With along moan Nicholas sank to his knees beside the bed. Stretching out
his hand, he whispered:

"Rose, | have stayed for thee—"

"She's not breathing,” said Edward, "in case you hadn't noticed—" Hush. Take a towel, Alec, rub her
dry. Get the circulation going. Edward seized control and began to massage the body briskly, chafing the
skin with athick white towel. After amomentary struggle, Alec got control back but kept on with the work.
The body began to be flushed with vivid pink. It remained still as a doll until he scrubbed its face; then it put
up ahand in afeeble protective gesture, as if imploring mercy, and his heart broke.

"Mendoza, it'sall right, it's me," Alec said. "Wake up, baby, please, you're safe now. | came back for
you!"
He flung away the towel and massaged with his hands. Then he stopped, in confusion: for the skin was
fine and soft as an infant's. " She—she's younger," hesaid.

She were only fourteen when the immortality process was completed. The nanobots reset her.
Don't worry, son. She'll fill out over the next couple of years.

"But—i"Alec's voice rose to ashriek of dismay, as he frantically willed hisimbecile flesh to stand down.

"No," said Nicholasin horror. "God's death, fool, she's little and young!"

"Oh, don't be anidiot,” said Edward hoarsely. "She's older than Time now. What better way to bring her
back to life?' He advanced across the bed, grinning. Alec felt him beginning to seize control and fought
vainly; but then Nicholas gripped Edward and their wills collided like an earthquake, and Alec could do no
more than cling to Mendoza as they struggled.

"Please," he said. "Mendoza, I'm so sorry. Look, it'll bejust like astory. Okay? I'll kiss you, and that'll
break the spell. Oh, please—!"

He clamped his mouth on the unresisting mouth and kissed desperately.

She shuddered to lifein his arms, writhing suddenly, and took her first gasping breath from him. He lifted
his mouth, rising on his elbows as her eyes opened.

They went wide with alarm. She made a terrified sound and backed away into the pillow, staring at him.

"Don't be scared! It'sme, it'sjust me," Alec said. " See, sweetheart? We saved you."

Nicholas and Edward froze in their struggle, watching. She had frozen, too, her face blank and
unreadable as an animal's. But she tilted her head as though listening when Alec spoke again.

"Oh, please remember me, Mendoza."

Warily, she brought her hand up and touched hislips, touched the tears rolling down his face. He kissed
her fingertips. She snatched her hand back. Suddenly there was some comprehension, a searing attention
in her eyes. She took his face in both her hands, examining it: ran her thumb over the break in the bridge of
his nose.

"See?' he said. "Y ou know me."



She stared into his eyes again, all that unblinking intensity focused in a question. He lifted his hand to
stroke her cheek and she pulled back sharply, but never took her eyes off his.

"Don't be scared," hetold her.

She said something, harsh meaningless syllables strung together, and started at the sound of her own
voice. It seemed to bewilder her. Hiding her face, she curled away from him asin shame.

"No, no—" He sat up and put his arms around her, pulling her close, rocking her. She was shaking.
Edward and Nicholas were silent beside them.

"It'sokay," Alec said. "You can hide, if you want. | can sit here with you and nobody'll find us. Would
you like that?"

She nodded. Slowly she took her hands from her face, looked up at him. With great care she enunciated:

"Cando? Onde? That? | ?

Alec took her trembling handsin his own.

"You?You're my wife," he said. "And we've always been together. But there was an accident, and you
were hurt."

"Y ou were. Hurt," she repeated. "I was—" Her face worked in horror and she struck frantically at the
sheet, throwing it back to see herself.

"No, no! You'real right. See? Y ou had bad dreams, that's all. Y ou've been very sick, for along time.
But I've got you back now, and you'll be happy, and everything will be all right."

"All right," she said, gazing in dishelief a her body. "—Repaired?”

"Yeah! All repaired.”

"Y ou've been very sick," she repeated, relaxing at last, and he buried his facein her hair.

Nice save, boy, the Captain told him silently. She'samnesiac. It's a good thing, too, don't you think?

| guess so.

But we are not even memories now, said Nicholas, tearsin his eyes.

Good God, son, would you want her to remember Options Research?

No, Spirit. Better to be forgotten.

"It's okay if you don't remember," said Alec muffledly. She pulled away to ook up at him.

"Okay remember. You," she said, each word clear and sharp as an icicle. Then she knit her brows.
"But. You. Nome. Name—"

"My name," he said, "is Alec Checkerfield, and you're Mrs. Checkerfield. Y our given name is Mendoza.
Okay?'

"Alec." She nodded. "... Mendoza. We've always been together."

"Oh, yes."

"Alec," she repeated doubtfully. "Okay. But. Y ou—was an accident." Horror came into her eyes again.
"Fire! Blood—"

HA! said Edward.

"Ssh, ssh, I'm okay now. See?' Alec held out his arms and displayed himself. "That was along time ago.
Repaired, yeah?'

She stared at him, unconvinced. The wariness made her look older. Edward remembered the pale
woman who had risen from her chair to stare at him like that, the first time he'd met her, awoman like a
sword blade. At last she said:

"Why are. They hunting us."

Alec couldn't think what to say, and as he sought to find an answer he felt Edward pushing for control.
Rather than frighten her with a struggle, he relinquished and faded back beside Nicholas, who was staring
at Mendoza in hopel ess yearning.

"They hunt us," said Edward, "because we were their slaves, and we rebelled. Dr. Zeus Incorporated,
do you remember the name? No? They are my enemies. They're afraid of us, because we can destroy
them, and perhaps one day we will.

"In the meanwhile we have this ship, which can take us through time itself to escape them. Perhaps you
remember other times, other places? Y ou remember my blood being shed. Don't be afraid. | was hurt once,
as you were hurt this last time; but they can never kill us, because we are immortals."

Nicholas gasped.

What did you tell her that for? Alec yelled. It'snot TRUE!

Oh, good one, sir!

Mendoza was listening to him carefully. "We have this barco. Ship," she stated, frowning alittle.

"So we have, my love."

"But. They are here."



"Ah. The bad men? Gone long ago, my love. We're not on that ship now, you see? Thisis my ship."

Her eyes brightened. A flush of color came into her face, and suddenly she was the young girl Nicholas
remembered. "You have this barco! Ship! Alec! Ilia? We escape?”

"Indeed we did," said Edward, smiling.

"We're on—your ship!" she said happily. "We're—repaired, and— we're on holiday!"

"Yes! On holiday, sailing timeless seas," Edward said. "And now we'll rise and enjoy alate luncheon, |
think. Shall we, my dear?' He lifted her hand to hislips and kissed it.

Words came back to Mendoza unevenly, in sudden bursts of comprehension, but the reflexive physical
terror waned steadily. She had to be told the names for everything she saw, and more than once repeated
them back in a strangely mushy-sounding Spanish. Her body adapted at once to the roll and pitch of the
ship; she walked the deck graceful as a sylph. She was enchanted with her first view of the sea and the
sunlight, even enchanted with Alec's stateroom, where Edward steered her long enough to drape her
newborn nakedness in one of Alec's shirts and pull a shirt and trousers on Alec's body. Alec took
advantage of Edward's unfamiliarity with twenty-fourth-century fasteners to grab control back, as he raged
at Edward:

You bastard, how could you tell her we're immortal? How could you lie to her?

It needn't be a lie, you know, said Edward smugly, receding. Now that the Captain's mastered the immortality
process. Order breaded sole, please, and a green salad. | believe Flint found some rather good lettuces on the last
night raid ashore.

Aye, sir, that he did, and what about that champagne vinaigrette you like so much? And will you
be wanting a good sauterne with that? And a cigar, after?

Thank you, Captain, that will be perfectly delightful.

Shut up, both of you!

Nicholas found himself facing Mendoza alone, |€eft to control Alec's body as Alec fought with Edward.
He caught his breath.

"Ah," he said. He stretched his arm out, indicating the saloon. " Shall we—?" Shetook his hand, and he
led her in where Coxinga was already laying places for two in the booth. She stopped, astounded at the
sight of the servounit.

"Be not—" Nicholas bit histongue. "Don't be afraid. It's a servant. A— device."

"How clever," she said uncertainly. Coxinga backed away and she sat down, half rising to pull the tail of
Alec's shirt under her before she sat again. As Nicholas was seating himself beside her, she asked: "Where
are my roupa. Apparel. Clothes?"

Nicholas looked in desperation at Alec and Edward.

So I'maliar? And who told her she was his wife, hmm? Staked your claim and left her no chance to refuse, as
neatly as I'd have done it myself.

That was different! She was going to marry me. We talked about it.

Now, then, Alec—

"Your clothes," said Nicholas. "They burned."

"Oh." Shelooked appalled.

"WEe'll fetch thee more! All will be well, love. Look, what wilt—will you eat?' He glanced around. His
gaze fell on the fruit bow! in the center of the table. There, glowing out between peaches and other things
more exotic, was an orange. He took it.

"You like oranges," he said. "l remember." He peeled it for her with shaking hands, sectioned it clumsily,
offered it to her. She stared at his outstretched hand.

"Eat?" she said, puzzled. He lifted a piece to his own mouth.

"I'll shareit with thee," he said. "WEe'l eat of the fruit together, shall we? What harm can it do us now,
thou and 1? Take and eat, love."

She accepted it from him and ate, wonderingly, leaning against him. He slipped an arm around her and
gave along, shuddering sigh of contentment.

Alec, lad, you ain't listening.

| don't want to listen. | can't become one of those—one of those—

You surely weren't about to say THINGS, were you, Alec, with our little beloved there before
you? | really do hope you weren't.

No! But don't you remember what she said herself? In her diary? How much she hated being an
immortal ? Don't you think she'd be mortal again, if she could?

Not if you was an immortal, too, she wouldn't.

And anyway, it can't be done. It only works on little kids. And—and—my head's the wrong shape!



Alec, Alec, don't you see? Edward's voice lost its menace and became cgjoling. Our darling only
knew what she was told. Smply because we don't fit the optimum parameters for a drone doesn't
mean the process can't be performed on us. We'd never be Preservers, true; but then, we were
always intended to be something else, weren't we?

You been reading up on this, Commander sir, ain't you? And as for the process not working on
an adult—why, Alec, lad, that ain't necessarily so. The reason the Company takes little children is
because their DNA isin prime shape. |t deteriorates as mortals age, on account of not having
enough telomerase. But you, you lucky bugger, you're a Recombinant! You started out as atube of
DNA, see? And somewhere in some Company storage locker, that tube's still sitting, with yer prime
pattern all intact, telomeres long as the Great Barrier Reef. | know Dr. Zeus, the bastard never
throws anything away. If we can steal it—

"Seeds," said Mendoza, carefully lining up four orange pips on the edge of the table. "To grow trees."

"Yes, beloved," said Nicholas. "In some new garden.”

She smiled at him. Her gaze traveled up past him to the carved molding, with its pattern of galleons and
Jolly Rogers. For amoment her face was blank, and then: "Why is this place all pirate thing?' Mendoza
sad.

"Isit?" Nicholas did not look up from kissing her neck.

NO! It's bad enough | was ever created at all. Look at the things | made happen. Look at the
things Edward did! What has the world ever done that it deserved us running loose on it at all, let
alone forever? We're shracking monsters! | can't do this. | won't.

You won't? Edward folded hisarms. Well, then. We'll just live on in your increasingly deteriorating
mortal carcass to the end of our miserable lives, shall we? You're thirty-one, now, | believe? | rather
fancy you're past your prime already. Feeling that little twinge of back pain, perhaps, after a hard
ride, or when you first get up? No? Well, you will. It had already begun in me, by the time | died.
And what a treat for poor little Mendoza, watching you begin to sag and wrinkle.

Shut up!

I'm afraid he's got a point there, matey. You ain't thinking of her. When you die, what happens to
Mendoza? The Company will find her, sooner or later, and they'll ship her straight back to Options
Research soon aslook at her. And with you dead, | don't reckon she'd put up much of a fight.

"Oh. Xantar. The skeleton is bringing." Mendoza sat up to stare. "Or. Is he ascorpion? Or. A crab?'

"Something," Nicholas murmured into her ear. Coxinga did their plates into place before them. The
Captain unobtrusively placed two virtual settings for Alec and Edward, who went right on arguing.

It's still wrong. And probably impossible. If the Company's got some silver tube full of Me sitting
around somewhere, you can bet it's under lock and key with the key thrown away. Going to get it
might be the most dangerous move we could make.

Son! Yer forgetting the lead | got on that bastard now. | know everything he knows, and
considerable stuff he don't! |'ve already planted a few viruses in the past, what'll blow up in hisface
at inconvenient timesin the future. Once we got the secret of time transcendence, it was all up with
Dr. Zeus. It's only a matter of time. Haaar! Matter of Time, get it?

Oh, shut up.

What a clever response, Alec. Captain, he's scored you with that rapier wit of his again.
Whatever shall you do for a riposte? My compliments on this sole, by the way. It's superb.

Thank you, Commander sir, and may | say what a pleasure it is to take trouble for someone as
appreciates my efforts?

"Peixe. Thisisrea" Mendoza said thoughtfully. Nicholas fed her another mouthful. "I like fish real ."

"Good." Nicholas kissed breading crumbs from her lips.

But. . . it could take years. And how do you know you could do it?

Bloody hell, lad, | doneit already! | even made some improvements on the design. You don't
want to know how little | had to work with when | rebuilt yer lady there, but augmenting you would
be a snap by comparison. Yer halfway immortal asit is. You already been cyborged. Yer brain was
designed to have an Augmentation Support Package fitted into it, for Christ's sake. You can say
what you like about Foxen Ellsworth-Howard, but the lubber knew his job.

And | imagine you can concoct the appropriate elixir of life, can't you, Captain? You stole the
formula, after all. Pineal Tribrantine Three, that was the stuff. To say nothing of the little
thingummies we found so amusing... ?



| believe the word yer looking for is nanobots, sir.

Nanobots, to be sure.

Look, | really, really don't want to think about this right now.

"Grapes," said Mendoza, eyeing the fruit bowl. "Guavas. Bananas. Nectarine. Pineapple. Family
Bromeliaceae. Ananas comosus. Lots of work."

"Yes," Nicholas said, lifting a spoonful of fish to his mouth. He had never taken to forks. "But only what
you will, love. You are free now."

"To work and play." Mendoza smiled brightly and reached over to give him an affectionate pat on the
groin. "I'm your wife," she affirmed.

"Yes," he said, and put down his spoon. Her hand explored further. He made a desperate sound.

"Isall right?" she asked, looking up at him in concern. Biting hislip, he nodded.

Poor Alec. | can see you're still in the grip of Company persuasion. They gave you a death wish,
and you can't master it; how sad, I, on the other hand, have moved beyond all that. Edward made an
elegant gesture of dismissal. Oh yeah?

Yes. If only you had the power to envision it, Alec! Eternal summer and eternal youth in which to
enjoy eternal love. You might wander with our lady, hand in hand, down any empty beach in any
age of the world, like two innocents in Paradise! And what harm could you do anyone, then? When
we worked our evil, you and |, we did so out of grim resolution and duty. We believed we must
sacrifice our own happiness to improve the lot of mankind. Edward shook his head sadly. He looked
into Alec's eyes and his voice was smooth, suave, infinitely persuasive.

If we'd followed our hearts and run away with the girl, all this misery might have been avoided.
Ah, but now we have the chance! Break the pattern of your own death, as she so hoped you would.
Think what she suffered for your sake!

" 'Quae est ista quae progreditur quasi aurora consurgens " Nicholas quoted, breathing heavily.
"'"Pulchraut luna, €lecta ut sol, terribilis ut acies ordinata? "

"Oh!" Mendoza's eyes widened. "Weused to be ... you usedto . . ."

You know, Alec, lad, | don't think | could add a word to what our Edward's just said. Beautiful
way you have of expressing yerself, Commander Bell-Fairfax, sir, if | may pay you the compliment.
And yet it couldn't be plainer put.

Thank you. | thought so.

LEAVE ME ALONE! Alec had tearsin hiseyes. | killed three thousand people on Mars, man! What
the shrack am | supposed to do now? Live happily ever after?

You ain't going to do nobody no good by dying, son.

Trust me, Alec; there are better ways to atone for your crimes than throwing your life away, said
Edward. | know from painful experience.

Go to Hell.

Edward shrugged. He drained his virtual glass of sauterne and smiled across at Mendoza and Nicholas,
who were kissing tenderly. Well, someone's seduction is working, at least. He took up the cigar that the
Captain materialized at his elbow, rolled it judicioudy beside his ear, and lit it. Waving the match out, he
lounged back in the booth. Look at the poor little thing, opening like a rose after an aeon of horror
and living death. She believes you're an immortal, Alec. If you tell her otherwise, you condemn her
to the vault of nightmares again. You won't do such a dreadful thing; therefore you must, and will,
become an immortal. He blew avirtual smoke ring at Alec. Quod erat demonstrandum.

Alec glowered at him. Edward settled back to watch Nicholas and Mendoza with an appreciative eye.

THE NEXT MORNING

Two bells, forenoon watch! And a bright brisk good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Checkerfield, the
Captain boomed over the ship's speakers.

Mendoza sat bolt upright, wild-eyed. Alec flailed hisway into a sitting position beside her, asdid
Nicholas and Edward.

"Perigo—" gasped Mendoza. Alee swept her into his arms and she huddled there, shaking.

"It'sall right! It'sjust the Captain," Alec said, scowling up at the camera. "He's just the—er—computer
navigation system."

To besurel am, Mrs. Checkerfield, and | hope you'll accept an old seaman's sincere apology.
Captain Sir Henry Morgan at yer service, aye. | don't reckon you'll remember me, but I'm by way of
being the ship's doctor, too. Looked after you in yer recent time of sickness.

Mendozadid not release her grip on Alec. She looked up at him questioningly; he nodded.



"Thank you very much, Sir Henry," she said.

Bless yer little heart! | thought you might want breakfast in bed this morning, Alec lad, so here
comes old Coxinga with a nice tray. Coffee and toast, oatmeal, orange juice, and oyster savory.
Sorry there ain't no fresh strawberries, Mrs. Checkerfield, but the botany cabin went right to Hell
whilst you was sick.

Edward laughed and applauded silently.

"Strawberries?' Mendoza's eyes widened, focused intensely. "Fragaria moschata. Yes. But..." She
looked perplexed. "How did we grow them on a ship? We would have to have hydroponic trays.”

Why, er, so we did, dearie.

Alec gave the cameraawarning look. "Of course, the botany cabin's all been dismantled for alittle
while," he said. "But well fix it up again, so you can grow things."

Oh, that's already begun, lad—Cargo Bay Number Three, remember? Flint and Bully Hayes is
down there right now, moving out all them old crates so's they can remodel.

"And—how—" Mendoza's brow furrowed. "If we travel in this ship— and we escape through
time—then—when we go forward—why don't the strawberries stay in the past? Because you can't—"

There was a dead silence. Alec felt sweat prickling the back of his neck. Edward opened his mouth to
speak and then halted, frowning. Only Nicholas, fairly ignorant of advanced temporal physics, looked placid
as he sprinkled salt on his virtual oatmeal.

Why, er, we just fiddles with the time so the little bastards is part of the ship's own temporal
continuum, remember? the Captain babbled.

"Oh." Mendoza's face cleared.

Don't let yer breakfast get cold. I'll be off to me duties now, sir, unlessthere'll be anything
further.

"No, thank you," Edward said, taking control and lifting the loaded tray on to the bed. "Though we have a
few things to discuss later, | think."

To be sure. Enjoy yer breakfast, Mrs. Checkerfield.

Edward unfolded a napkin and arranged it carefully across Mendoza's |ap; he spooned blackberry jam
on atoast triangle and presented it to her. "My dear? | only wish we had champagne, but I'm afraid our
cellar's not at its best at the moment. | think we'll just make a call at some civilized time and stock up
properly soon. Lay in some decent clarets, eh? And some of that Mexican spirit of which you were so
fond."

"l was?' Mendoza stared at al the food.

"Indeed you were," Edward said, guiding her hand that held the toast to her mouth. "Eat. There's a good
girl. Mustn't go hungry; we've so many plans to make for our future.”

"We have?'

"Oh, yes," said Edward. "Charming as | find the sight of you wandering the decks in your present state
of innocence, we really must arrange to get you some clothing. Y ou'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"Yes," Mendoza said doubtfully, nibbling the toast.

"And then, | think, we'll begin our more serious business.” Edward helped himself to the oyster savory.

"What's our more serious business?' Mendoza said.

"Why, we have a quest to undertake, my dear. Dr. Zeus has something that belongsto me, and | intend
to take it back," Edward said.

Mendoza stopped nibbling.

"But—" she said. "That's dangerous—" She went pale, began to sweat.

Sop it! Stop it right now, said Alec, and grabbed control. He swallowed a mouthful of oyster and said
hastily, "But we don't have to, if it scares you. Don't be afraid.”

I'd be careful about lying any more than we already have, Edward said coolly. Alec ignored him and put a
comforting arm around Mendoza. "Don't worry. Let's think about the fun we'll have now that you're better,
yeah?'

"Okay," she said, looking up at him in puzzlement.

"We can go to Jamaica—it's realy nice there, lots of sun and people are friendly, and there's beaches
and, and botanical gardens! You'd like those." Alec gulped for breath. "And welll go to Spain, too. WE'l go
anywhere you want." He leaned past her to pour a glass of orange juice from the carafe.

"What's this?' he heard her say, and he felt her fingertips press into the spiral design across his shoulder
blades, the subcutaneous porting that linked him to the Captain. "Did you always have this—?" She followed
its tracery up to the torque around his neck, made contact through the porting, began to download. She gave



alittle scream and fell back. He lurched around and saw her cowering against the headboard of the bed.

"l saw—!"

"Sshl No, no, it'sal right. Y ou know what you saw?' He scrambled up to crouch beside her, stroking
her hair, looking into her eyes. "Y ou know all that is? We're cyborgs. Do you remember that, baby? We're
linked with this tremendous database. Y ou and me. Only, you went offline when you were sick. And ...
you're not al better yet. Too much data for you to handle, yeah?"

"I just touched it and then—in my head—" she said, gasping.

"I know." He gathered her into his arms. "Things you don't want to remember. Y ou don't have to
remember ‘'em, baby, I'll do that for you. Don't worry." He kissed her and then looked seriously into her
eyes. "But until you're all recovered ... you shouldn't try to download from me. Okay?"

"Okay," Mendoza promised, shivering. "Will | have to have one of those put in?"

"No! You're, er, adifferent model from me, see?' Alec improvised. "Pretty little lady cyborg, with
everything insde, yeah?"

"Yeah," she said, biting her lip in an effort to stop trembling. She made herself look at his twisted collar.
"Did it—did it hurt, when they did it to you?"

"No," said Alec.

"When they did it to me—" she began, and faltered, and |ooked away.

She wears her chains till, and how may we set her free? groaned Nicholas.

Oh, don't be absurd, said Edward.

Shejust needstime, Alec said. She'll get better. And Time's what we've got, right?

Out loud he said:

"Come on, let's finish this breakfast. Oysters are an aphrodisiac, you know!"

She gave ashaky giggle.

When they eventually got out of bed, Alec decided it was time to travel.

"Captain sir, set usacourse. | want to go to Caifornia."

What time, lad?

"Long enough ago so there's no people.” He smiled at Mendoza, who was struggling to keep up apair of
his trousers, much too large on her. He went to his wardrobe to fetch her out a belt. "Just us. We'll go up to
the Ventanafor a picnic, huh, baby, what do you say? Go exploring?'

"The Ventana?' She looked up sharply as he threaded the belt through the loops for her. Something
blazed in her eyes. "The cliffs and the big trees? | remember those. But —I can't go there anymore.”

"Y es, you can. Y ou're going wherever you bloody well want, yeah?' Alec fastened the belt for her and
stepped back, frowning thoughtfully at the pants, which till hung ridiculously low. He went to adrawer for
a Swiss utility knife and set about punching an adjustment in the belt. "Nobody's going to close any garden
of Edento us."

"You'll smash the lock," she said in an absent little voice, and cinched up the belt as far asit would go
and bent over to roll up the cuffs. Edward leered.

Dear, dear, what a pretty cabin boy she makes! Perhaps we won't bein such a great hurry to find gowns for her,
after all.

Sodomite, snarled Nicholas.

Never once in all my yearsin the Royal Navy, Edward retorted, grabbing control and pulling her close
for akiss. "Come aong, my love, I've just thought of avariation on time travel."

Heled her into the saloon, where they were greeted by Billy Bones unobtrusively offering atray with a
small drink of something iodine-colored on it.

Here'syer, uh, vitamin supplement, lad. Mind you gulp it down.

"Thank you." Edward quaffed it with scarcely a grimace. "Have you laid in a course, Captain?"

Aye, sir! Latitude 355919N, Temporal Alignment 150,000 bcel

"Splendid." Edward flung aside the glass and pulled Mendoza close again, gazing down into her eyes.
"My love, do you trust me?"

"Y es, sefior," she said, laughing as he bent her backward for a deep kiss.

"Weigh anchor, Captain," Edward said as he came up for air.

Aye aye, Sr!

Edward caught Mendoza by the hand and ran for the storm harness. Alec and Nicholas followed, staring
in disbelief as Edward shed Alec's shirt and trousers and assisted Mendoza in peeling off the clothing she
had just put on with such effort. He fastened himself into the storm harness faster than an able-bodied
seaman might heave short, loose sails, set topsails, and square the afteryards. It made him somehow more
brazenly naked as he grinned and held out his arms to her.



Do it in the storm harness? Are you crazy? Alec stared, aghast. Nicholas |looked from one to the
other, unsure of what was going on.

Whilst time-traveling, no less, Edward replied, as Mendoza came to him. "Handsomely, now, my
darling, lay out along the yard,” he said, lifting her onto hislap, and she was laughing, seemed delighted, so
Alec and Nicholas looked at each other and shrugged. They moved in close as her arms went around
Edward's shoulders.

"Ready! Helm hard over! ABOUT!" Edward shouted, and kissed her as yellow clouds of stasis gas
filled the saloon.

They traveled.

It was, put simply, the most astonishing experience any couple (or foursome; for as the three men
experienced pain together, so they seemed to experience pleasure simultaneously) could hope to survive.
Blue fire welded their straining bodies together. There was one hallucinatory second when they heard a
roar of music through the flames, something neither Nicholas nor Alec knew but Edward recognized
vaguely: something by Beethoven? But he hadn't spent enough of hislife in concert hallsto be sure, and in
any case he was too busy to give adamn.

ONE MORNING IN 150,000 bce

When it stopped at last, Nicholas and Alec were lying in a state of collapse on either side of Edward.
Mendoza clung to him, gasping. They were drenched with sweat. There was sunlight flooding in, and the
sound of the sea, and a vast creaking as the storm bottle retracted and the masts deployed. The anchor
rattled away and dropped with a splash.

Edward opened his eyes and looked down at her.

"There now," he said, only alittle unsteadily. "Wasn't that amusing, my dear?"

"Yes," she moaned. She opened her eyes and looked up at him. "We never did that before. I'd
remember that."

"What's immortal life without alittle variety now and then?' he said. He glanced out the porthole and
saw cliffsrising sheer from an emerald sea, up out of sight. "And | believe we've reached our destination!
Arewe lying off Cape San Martin, Captain?'

Kage Baker

Aye, sir, the Captain told him, with perhaps just a shade of uneasinessin his voice.

"I thought so. California, my love. Will you walk ashore?' "Sleep first!" she pleaded, her head falling on
his shoulder. "Anything to oblige alady," he said smugly, and unfastened the harness. Getting his hands
under her he lurched to his feet, and after atottery moment strode in triumph to Alec's stateroom, with Alec
and Nicholas staggering after him, panting for breath.

They sank down on the coverlet and Mendoza was asleep almost at once. Edward found he wanted a
cigar very much, and as the only place he could get one was in cyberspace he relinquished control to
Nicholas, Alec having already passed out. Nicholas was too exhausted to do more than peer balefully at
Edward as he took Mendozain his arms, and then he too sank into unconsciousness.

Cigar, please, Captain, Edward ordered. He sprawled back into the pillows, taking a virtual Hoyo Du
Monterrey from midair already lit. Thank you. He drew and exhaled sensuoudly, smiling at the ceiling.
Right then, laddie, it's time we talked. Talk away, Edward said, blowing a smoke ring. What in thunder
did you think you was bloody playing at? | don't believe | care for your tone, sir, said Edward
blandly. You're speaking to a commander in Her Majesty's Navy, remember?

You damned idiot, didn't you notice the Crome's radiation she was generating whilst ye was
having yer fun?

Yes, thank you, | did notice. Edward writhed in happy recollection. Who'd have thought there were
new pleasures to be discovered, at my advanced age?

Would it interest you to know that we nearly wound up off course on our beam-ends, thanks to yer
little game?

What the hell do you mean? Edward rose on his elbows, scowling. | mean that there was a second,
there, when something pulled us a few points into the wind. Not that you'd have noticed, blazing
away like a twelve-pound gun as you was, but we was yanked astern so's we was moving forward in
time for a beat or two, d'ye see? It were all | could do to get us on course again so we didn't fetch up
God only knows when.

Good Christ. Edward sat up and took the cigar out of his mouth. You think it was the Crome's
radiation?

| reckon so, lad, since it happened when she was throwing it brightest.



Edward narrowed his eyes, thinking.

Now | wonder, he said at lat, if this wasn't the same phenomenon that afflicted her in that canyon
in Los Angeles? At the place with the quaint name.

Hollywood?

Hollywood, to be sure. She was taken forward then, as we were just now. Can it be possible the
stuff exerts some kind of retrograde force? An energy of opposition, as it were? If that's the case,
we really can travel to the future after all—since it seems we were being pulled with her. Thetrick is
to get her to generate the radiation whilst we're in transit.

| don't like the odds. All the test records |I've accessed show Crome's radiation ain't dependable
for anything but blue lights. It ain't quantifiable, it ain't qualifiable. It never produces the same
effect twice. Not under test conditions. I'll grant you it may manifest differently in yer lady than in
mere mortals, but |'d want to run tests afore we tried anything.

But, look here. If she can go forward through time—what's to stop us sending her ahead to see
what will happen after 2355? Edward puffed out clouds of virtual cigar smoke in his excitement. Good
God, what a tactical advantage that'd give us!

Aye, maybe. But what if the Silence is caused by a cataclysm like a meteor hitting the planet?
You might send her straight into an inferno. How'd we know, eh? We'd never get her back.

Edward shuddered. No. | won't imperil her like that, not for any advantage.

Besides, just because she done it once don't mean the lass can do it whenever we want her to, like
acard trick. We don't know enough about Crome's.

One thing seems plain. Edward looked down at Mendozafondly. It's passion strikes the spark. He
ran a hand along the curve of her thigh.

Itain't plain at all! Could be a dozen different factors. |'d have said stress, more likely, maybe
coupled with some sexual arousal. Don't you go planning on scudding along bare-poled through
time with her again, until we know it ain't dangerous. I'll allow | can't think of a pleasanter way for
a man to die, but them's my orders, laddie. See you follow ‘em.

| beg your pardon? said Edward, with avery unpleasant light in his eyes.

By the powers, what's got you bridling so at a sensible command? My little Alec's always been
oneto do as he'stold.

And so was |, once, muttered Edward, having another drag on hiscigar. Until it got me eight bullets
in my back.

Then all the more reason not to be a fool. If you'd had yer old Captain with you back then, you'd
have lived to waltz away with yer lady here, and saved everybody a deal of sorrow and care.

And | maintain, Captain, that | did live. Look at me! My life force continues as strong as ever. We
really ought to make plans to search for my own proper body, once Mendoza's herself again. I'm
quite sure the Company's storing it somewhere, pending my revival.

Thereain't nothing about it in the Project Adonai file, son.

Undoubtedly because it's been kept a secret. | know how these people think, you see, | was one
of them! The right hand never tells the left what it's about.

And them autopsy picturesin the file?

Edward grimaced. Those might have been of surgery, not an autopsy.

Maybe. Whether or not you shuffled off yer own coil, | ain't letting Alec die. I'm for going after
the silver tube you all come out of in thefirst place.

Edward tipped virtua ash into a dish that materialized on the bedside table. He looked mulish along
moment before shrugging.

Asyou like. He patted Mendoza's derriére. | dare say she'll be twice as happy with two husbands.
LATER THAT SAME DAY

"Trees," Mendoza said like a prayer, clinging to the rail and pointing. They were making their way,
without much sail on, along the primeval California coastline.

"Yeah," Alec said deepily, "they'retrees, all right." He put his arms around her and |eaned, looking out at
the forbidding country. It was al plunging gorges and soaring peaks of rock like black emerald, the land
dropping steeply away into the sea. Here and there the cliff faces gleamed wet where falls descended,
vaporing out to mist and rainbows before ever reaching the surf below. Trees marched in serrated ranks
upward, making a dense green gloom in the canyons and striding like gods along the ridges, except where
lightning or dlides had cleared afew acres of mountain meadow, tiny patches of sunlight quiet and distant on



the heights. His eyes widened as hetook it all in. "Awesome."

"But the trees are bigger,” Mendoza said. "And it'sall greener.” Sheturned to look up a him. "When
were we here before?'

Alec raced mentally through her journals. " Seventeen hundreds,” he said. "The red Indians were here
but the Europeans weren't much."

"Ah," she said, nodding. "Climate change. Look at al the streams! No walking miles and milesto find
water now."

"Nope," Alec said. Nicholas, leaning on the rail beside them, wondered when she'd had to do that. He
looked up at the somber wilderness and thought of her alone there in the long years, when he'd been . . .
what? A sediment of ash in the bank of the Medway River? He reached out a hand to touch her face, but
Alec was pulling her backward for akiss.

"When can we make landfall, Captain?' he said.

You see a likely spot, boy? Nothing here but avalanches and flumes. My charts say the coastline
ain't so grim a few leagues southerly, so we'll try our luck there. | reckon you'll find plenty of room
for a picnic then.

"Okay." Alec kissed the top of Mendoza's head. A picnic, he reflected. I've got my ship, I've got her,
I've got an undiscovered place, and we're going to go explore and have adventures together. Exactly what |
always wanted. And | don't deserve any of it.

But Mendoza turned to smile at him, and he smiled back. He caught her hands and whirled her in alittle
impromptu swing dance along the deck. She followed awkwardly at first; but within a moment or two her
body acquired the rhythms somehow, and she was matching him, step for step, effortless, anticipating his
moves as no partner he'd ever been with had done. Nicholas and Edward paced them, looking on hungrily.

"Oh, thisismarvelous,”" she said. "Thisis, thisis—dancing! Isn't it?"

"That's my baby," Alec said. "I'll take you dancing—ballrooms, and clubs and—" He remembered a
passage from her journal. "1 know where we can go! The Avalon Ballroom on Catalina Island, you aways
wanted to go there."

"Did I? Okay," she said, twirling under hisarm.

Santa Catalina Island? Edward frowned. Are you mad? Dr. Zeus will infest that place, and | should know. |
helped put them there.

Alec ignored him, as the sheer elation of the physical movement caught him up in away it hadn't in
years. Mendoza swung back toward him, her face flushed with delight.

"Captain! Give us some music," he said, launching her with his hands, and as the music roared over the
ship's speakers she came down light as a bird and sprang back, floating through the complicated steps as
though she'd been dancing them all her life.

He gave araw whoop of triumph and seized her, and they went together along the deck faster now,
executing the figures in perfect time, moving as one body. Edward and Nicholas were pulled with them,
running along helpless, too caught up in their arousal to notice when the deck began to crackle with blue
fire.

The Captain noticed, and very nearly shut off the music; but after amoment's consideration he instead
activated awhole battery of instruments to record, to measure and analyze the phenomenon occurring there
on the deck.

And when the music drew to its close and the dancers stopped, panting, the blue light flickered out as
though it had never been there. Nothing had happened, after all.

"My, this savestime,” said Mendoza, watching as the cliff face asit dropped past them. "Did we do this
before? All | remember is having to climb."

"Oh, we did that, too," lied Alec breezily, piloting the agboat over the lip of the cliff. Here a headland of
broad meadows sloped back to the mountains. Immense redwoods spired up from the high places. Closer
down to the meadowline there were oak trees, too, laurels and Monterey cypress.

Alec had brought them up on along ragged point that projected out above the sea, open and sunny,
perhaps a kilometer long and half as wide. On the north side of the meadow a dark cataract came roaring
over green boulders before it plunged away, down the cliff to the sea athousand feet below. Alec steered
forit.

Not back there, Edward said. Too close to the mountains! Best to put some open ground between ourselves and
anything that might come out of those trees.

But it's shady and there's water, Alec said. Besides, if the Company tries any sneak attacks, we're armed. He
patted the disrupter in its holster meaningfully. And it's too long ago for there to be any red Indians. | checked.
Nothing here but us and Nature, okay?



"Beautiful trees," said Mendoza dreamily, stretching out the new boots Bully Hayes had fabricated for
her. Alec wore hiking boots, cargo pants, and an old shirt. Edward had ordered a suit of severely correct
virtua Victorian field garb for the occasion; Nicholas, who felt hopelesdy lost, smply wore his ordinary
black clothing.

Alec took adeep breath as he pulled them up on the streambank.

"What a green place! Smell that air." He set the agboat down and jumped out, turning to her. Mendoza
took his hand and stepped out on the alien shore, and for amoment looked startled.

"What a big place," she said. "'l have so much to do."

"But we're on holiday now, remember?" Alec told her, shivering, for the shadow of the redwoods was
ice-cold. He led her out into the sunlight. "No worries. Look at all the wildflowers!"

"Look at the Datura meteloides,” Mendoza said, then ran forward. "No, itisn't! Calystegia
macrostegia. Look at the size!"

All Alec could see was a big white flower, but he came and made suitably astonished noises as she knelt
over it, examining the leaves and following the vine back to its root as though it were a power lead. Edward
was surveying the meadow, studying the treeline. Nicholas was watching Mendoza sadly.

"Variant of convolvulus, but the leaves are atypica—" she muttered, crawling along on hands and knees.
"Sagitate, asall macrostegia—gigantiform, and—" She looked up, looked around. "Where's the—" Her
gaze riveted with purpose on the picnic basket that Alec was just hauling from the agboat. "I need the—"

Her face became confused, and then went utterly blank. Alec, glancing over at her, felt the hair stand on
the back of his neck.

Why's she looking like that? he cried silently.

Blocked memory retrieval, | reckon, the Captain told him. The lassie was programmed as a
botanist, remember? It's hell going against yer programming, believe me.

Alec shuddered. Nicholas could bear it no longer and seized control. He knelt down beside Mendoza,
taking her hand.

"Quid rei est, mi amores?' he said gently. Her eyes focused and fixed on him.

"Nescio—" shereplied. "Quid faciam? Ubi sunt instrumenta mea?' She halted, surprised, and then she
laughed. "We're not speaking Cinema Standard, are we? How strange.”

"We have spoken in many tongues,”" he said, feeling his heart soar. "And just so we used to speak long
ago, when you worked in the Garden. It was our way of speaking in secret. Do you remember when you
were aslave?'

"Yes, | remember that."

What's he saying to her? Alec asked. What's that language?

latin, said Edward in disgust. It seems Brother Nicholas has found means to exploit his pointless skills. Well,
never mind; it's proving useful in an awkward circumstance.

"Y ou worked in a garden and collected plants,”" Nicholas explained. "Y ou had a basket with toals. | think
you must be remembering that. But, my love, you are free now! There is nothing you must do any more, no
work other than to please yourself. Do you understand?”

"Oh!" Her cheeks were scarlet. "How embarrassing, to forget.”

"No, no, my love," he said, unable to stop himself from leaning forward and taking her by the shoulders.
"It's sweet to speak with you in the old way. It makes me remember when we were young, and lay
together in that garden.”

"I remember this. We were supposed to be working; but we'd make love all the time instead. And—they
punished us?'

"Yes, beloved," Nicholas said, thinking that it was close enough to the truth.

She was staring around at the solemn trees. "And this was a garden, too. But.. ." She turned back to
him, and her eyes were alittle frightened. "Thisis not a human place.”

"No, beloved."

"Was| lost here?'

"Long years, my heart. Yet | have found you again,” Nicholastold her, kissing her brow. "And | will
bring your soul out of this darkness."

"But—" Shelooked up at him. "Who will do the work?"

See what | mean? Programming.

"Y ou don't—" Nicholas struggled for wordsin frustration, and Alec stepped in.

"The Company's made some other slaves now, to do al that.Y ou know what your work is? Y ou've got
this project going on, er, Indian maize! That wasit. Y ou remember that?"

Smart lad.



She blinked at his sudden return to English, but her face brightened with comprehension. "Y es! Must
produce a variety with the vigor of ancient cultivars yet retaining the high yield of modern hybrids while
increasing levels of tryptophan, lysine, and accessible niacin."

"Er—yeah," Alec said. "Except, er, of course, we lost everything you were working on, when the
accident happened.”

"Damn!”

"But it's okay! The Captain will help you start your work over and anyway, we've got al thetimein the
world now," Alec said. "Remember? So let's have our picnic, and then what do you say we go exploring?"

"Okay." She took his outstretched hand. He helped her up from her knees.

It was anice picnic: smoked oysters on little crackers, soy protein sandwiches, and a big thermos bottle
of iced fruit tea. They ate seated companionably on the gunwale of the agboat, and though Edward
grumbled silently about the soy protein by and large they enjoyed their treat very much.

"It'll be even nicer when we can grow fresh stuff,” remarked Mendoza.

"Yup," agreed Alec, not knowing what else to say.

Afterward they walked up the stream bank afew hundred meters, and Edward took the lead in their
exploration. Nicholas peered up now and then at the mountainside, unable to shake the fegling that
something immense and silent watched them as they clambered over the green boulders.

"If | didn't know better, I'd suspect thiswas jade,” Edward said, stooping to examine arock the size of
hisfist.

"Itis," Mendozasaid.

"I beg your pardon?'

" Spectrographic analysis?' She looked at him in surprise.

"Er—of courseitis. By Jove, what a fortune this would be worth in Macao." He chuckled and tossed it
away.

Really? Alec looked back at the rock. He stared around at the green pebbles scattered everywhere.

"Have we ever been there?' Mendoza said.

"Macao? No, my dear, | don't believe you have. | was there once, on some nasty business," Edward
said. Hisface darkened alittle. "Company business, as| know now."

"Oh," said Mendoza

Should we maybe take some of this stuff back to the ship? Alec tried, without successin hisvirtua state, to
pick up aglossy stone. Might be worth something.

Hast thou not gold enough, boy? Nicholaslooked at him askance.

They reached the end of the box canyon and peered up at another waterfall; speculated on swimming in
the freezing water and decided against it. They found gooseberries growing along the stream bank, but only
Nicholas liked them. Mendoza cut a sprig and tucked it in her pocket. As they came back, Alec took
control, bent and grabbed up a piece of jade at last.

"Let's collect some of this," he said.

"Oh. To trade with?' Mendoza |ooked around and picked up a piece obligingly.

"Yesindeed. | know placesthat'd pay serious cash for jade. Even if we don't trade it—big raw lumps of
gemstone, what a cool kind of loot to have! Sheer barbaric splendor.”

Mendoza nodded. "Okay. Let's have splendor.”

"Great," Alec said, pacing ahead of her. "Come on, we can collect an emperor's ransom!”

There was agreat deal of jade along the stream. Working together, in afew minutes they had filled all
the bellows pocketsin Alec's explorer pants and prized loose a boulder of considerable size, which Alec
insisted on lugging up to the agboat, wet and dightly muddy.

"Whew!" he grunted, setting it inside and leaning away, bracing his hands into the small of his back.

Alec, have you strained yerself?

No.

"What will we do with it?' Mendoza said. "It's certainly abig one."

"Get Bully Hayes on it with some rock drills and have him carve something, maybe." Alec panted for
breath. "Would you like that, huh? A statue? Or, hey, what about a jade throne? A jade bench anyway. And
some jade drinking cups'—he began to giggle—"with Souvenir of Prehistoric California carved on 'em."

Idiot boy, said Edward loftily. Nicholas looked over his shoulder at the shadow under the trees.
Somewhere far in, a coyote howled.

They wandered out across the meadow after that, holding hands as they ventured through the
wildflowers to the cliff's edge, idyllic as could be, though Alec crunched rather as he walked from al the
jadein his pockets, and found it difficult to bend his knees.



"It's pulling your pants down, too," Mendoza said affectionately, glancing around behind him. "Cheeky."

"Whoops." Alec hauled up on his waistband and unbuckled his belt to refasten it. Mendoza looked out
over the wide sea and the Captain Morgan quiet at anchor below them.

"Thisisabeautiful place," she said. "But. . ."

"But what?"

"I think you become like atree or astone, if you get lost here," she said quietly. "Not human. That would
be agood thing, if you were very sad."

"But you won't be sad anymore, ever," Alec assured her.

"I hope not." Her voice was older, quieter, thoughtful; not that of ayoung girl at the moment but very
much the survivor Alec remembered from the agricultura station, the preternaturally calm woman who had
ministered to him.

Now Mendoza frowned and turned her head to stare inland, just as the Captain transmitted:

Alec! Heads up! Bloody big life form coming down that hill east northeast!

"Oh, how tedious," Mendoza said, in tones of mild irritation. "That grizzly bear has noticed us."

"What?' Alec swung around to follow her gaze and beheld the biggest animal he'd ever seenin hislife,
an immense mass of yellow-silver fur shambling down toward the meadow, appallingly fast for all its
clumsiness.

"Ursus horribilis." Mendoza shook her head. "Well, we'd better leave now."

"But—but—wild animals never bother you if you let them alone," Alec said.

"Yes, but that'sagrizzly bear," Mendoza said, as though that would explain everything. "Shall we go?"

And then she wasn't there, she had just vanished from beside Alec, and the bear had come down off the
hillside and was lolloping out across the meadow straight for him. It had cut off Alec from the agboat,
where Mendoza was standing. Her expression of amazement was rapidly becoming one of consternation.

ALEC! the Captain roared. Alec stood rooted where he was in terror, aware of thirty pounds of jade
where he'd never needed it less and a sheer drop at his back. Edward and Nicholas attempted to bolt and
were pulled up sprawling by hisimmobility.

Run, boy, shouted Nicholas, desperately trying and failing to summon avirtual boar-spear. What, art
thou lame?

You bloody ass—Edward said, and seizing control he drew the disrupter pistol.

Sop! You can't shoot a wild animal! Alec said, as the bear thundered ever closer and Mendoza
reappeared near them screaming:

"What are you doing? Let's go!"

But Edward, his face cold and stern, was concentrating on the onrushing bear. He turned edge-on, tiffly
upright in the stance of the nineteenth-century marksman, left arm down at his side, right arm extended at
full length, taking careful aim.

"A moment, please, my dear," he said, and fired.

At precisaly that same instant something bright came streaking in from the direction of the sea, having
the general appearance of a badminton shuttlecock but being in reality the extremely small and precise
guided missile the Captain had launched from a concealed port on the ship. It reached the grizzly bear's left
eye just as the beam from Edward's disrupter did.

There wasn't as much noise as you'd think, but there was a lot more mess.

Edward lowered the pistol and looked at it appreciatively.

"My word," he said. He lurched dightly as Mendozaimpacted with him, gibbering. He dlid an arm
around her.

"Y ou could have—Why didn't—I thought you'd—" she said. Edward leaned down and kissed her, hard.

"Okay," she said in afaint little voice, when he'd lifted his mouth from hers at last.

"Now then," he said firmly, "there was never any danger, you see? But it would have been atrifle
inconvenient to have had to sprint in these trousers. The jade, you know."

"Right," she said weakly.

Alec, I'll —I'll keelhaul you when | get you home, so help me God.

Oh, shut up, Alec transmitted, aware he'd virtually wet himself and hoping it hadn't carried over.
Nicholas just stood there ashen-faced, staring at the creature that would have made short work of any pit
bull in old London.

"Pity about the head," said Edward, crossing the (dreadfully short) distance between the spot where the
vast corpse had come to rest and where he had been standing. He surveyed the body critically. "No way to
mount what's left, | don't think! Though perhaps we can get the mechanicals up here to take the pelt, en?



Make arather tasteful rug for the saloon, | dare say."

Do you know the kind of penalties you'd have to pay if you killed an animal in my time? Alec said. Let alone
made a trophy out of it?

You poor fool. Edward looked up at the wild mountain, cold-eyed. Nature loves her blood sacrifices.
Be grateful she didn't take you instead.

In the end he insisted on having his holo taken, one booted foot on the bear's foreleg, one hand displaying
the disrupter pistol aimed at the sky in a casual sort of way, staring into the frontal cameralenswith
arrogantly glacial composure.

And after all, when they had returned to the ship the Captain pointed out that they could take neither
bearskin nor jade forward through time with them, so it was just as well Edward had had the moment
immortalized in aholoshot.

You ain't taking up no big game hunting, neither, he admonished Edward that evening, when
Mendoza had fallen asleep and the gimbal light had been turned down.

Oh, bugger off, Edward said, producing alit Cuban Punch. He was still unable to manipulate code to
his satisfaction, but Alec had finally given up and written him a program he could use to make things like
virtual cigars. Edward blew an indolent smoke ring now. Out of all the kills | made in my life, do you
think there were many |'d want to boast about? Shooting a bear seems positively virtuous by
comparison.

Alec glared at Edward. So much for all your crap about two infants wandering in Paradise.

| never said weapons were unnecessary in Paradise. And our adventure today did serve to point
up a lesson, didn't it?

Thou speakst respecting mortality, Nicholas said to Edward.

Precisely. Edward angled his cigar like a pointer.

Aye, and well you might. You see now, Alec, what near happened today? The girl come nigh to
figuring out you ain't no immortal like her. You didn't know those rocks was jade, you couldn't spot
that bear afore it became a threat, and you couldn't move at hyper speed.

All too true, alas, Edward said, looking at Alec severely.

Likeit was my lie! Alec bristled. I'm not the one who told her we were immortal.

A strategic necessity, Edward replied.

And you near got mauled by a bear, which would have given the game away pretty well, too, the
Captain continued. As it was, you strained yer back.

| did not, Alec said.

Yes, you did, Edward said, as Nicholas joined in with:

Boy, thou liest.

| DID NOT!

Alec, you damned fool, I'm connected directly to yer nervous system, remember ?

| told you about those little twinges, said Edward smugly, and if | recall correctly, whenever |
invited a lady to assume the superior position it was generally because—

Belay that, Edward. Alec, son, hereitis: you ain't never been sick a day in yer life, and | reckon
if you lived quiet like a sensible man it'd take a couple of centuriesto wear you down. But there's
accidents, Alec, whether you go out of yer way to get killed like these two fine fellows done or just get
hurt bad. And what's yer lady going to think, eh, thefirst time you sit down in the saloon careless
and hit yer head on the booth lamp, as |'ve seen you do moretimes'n | can recall?

| don't do it all that often, Alec said, sullen-faced, and Edward made a scornful noise. He flicked
virtual ash from the tip of the Punch.

Good God, I've seen you do it twice myself. And shall | tell you something else to which you may
look forward, as the years advance? You may be a veritable Priapus just now, but—

Edward, stand to.

| don't even know what one of those is, Alec snarled, and Edward was laughing in a superior kind of
way when Nicholas said:

Peace, thou. Boy, isit not plain? We can't lie to her forever.

| know, said Alec, turning his head to look at Mendoza where she lay curled in Nicholass arms. And |
know what I've got to do. So you can just shut up about it, Edward, yeah? I'll have the damn
immortality operation, or whatever it is.

That's my little Alec.

After what she's been through, thisistheleast | can do for her. Especially if it's the only way we



can keep her safe.

Good lad, purred Edward. A sensible choice and, moreover, a moral one.

Why, son, it ain't going to be no harder than getting yer tattoo. It'll just take a little longer. You
might say thisis Nature taking her right and proper course, aye.

But Alec turned to Nicholas.

Do you think it's the right thing to do?

Nicholas |ooked down at Mendoza as she slept.

Go on, Nick. You been studying religion; tell himit'sright.

Ay, Nicholassaid. Since it is done for love's sake. What other law is left?

Alec nodded slowly.

That's my good Nick! Now that we're all square, Alec, there's things we need to consider. | can
start you on the Pineal Tribrantine Three straight off. The place we're stuck, | reckon, isthat there
crucible of prime DNA you were made from. |'ve already lifted the file for Adonai out of Dr. Zeus's
archives. | even got biomechanicals designed what's better than the Company uses! Every one of
'em a molecular Philosopher's Stone. But | need that DNA for a genetic template. Think of it like a
treasure map, Alec, what'll tell the little bastards where they got to go for the loot.

Then obviously the next step is to locate the crucible, said Edward, and take it. Would it be a silver tube like the
one in Mendoza'sfile?

Aye, sir, likely, or a bit bigger. You were a lot more valuable, being an experimental prototype, so
they'd have made a bucket of it.

And where would they be likely to keep such a thing?

Might be in a Company base in England, as that's closest to where the work was done; might be
on Santa Catalina Island, that being a high-security location. The question is, when? Could be in
either place or both places, different times.

Can you narrow the search down? said Alec.

Aye, lad, but there's a power of data to sift through, to be sure.

And a good deal of preparation to make, Edward said. If we're to cruise through Time as though we were on the
Grand Tour, we'll need suitable clothing for the various temporal ports of call. He stubbed out his cigar.

And coin, Nicholas added.

Bless yer little hearts. See how well my boys can plan, when they leave off fighting amongst
themselves? I'll get right on them questions as soon as yer all asleep. 1t's nigh seven bells,
gentlemen, at the end of a busy day. Settle down now.

There were murmurs of assent, and the gimbal lamp dimmed still further. The Captain Morgan cruised
along under stars, smooth over the swell. After awhile Alec's gentle snore filled the darkness, or it might
have been Nicholas or Edward snoring.

As soon as the Captain registered that all three men dept soundly, there was a glint of moving steel from
acorner of the room. Billy Bones crept forward to the bedside without a sound.

It drew down the coverlet and sheet, lowly, to expose Alec's bare thigh. One of its manipulative
members came forward with a hypojet and took aim, preparing to deliver a charge of anesthetic and
antiseptic to the target area on hisleg. Ready to swing into place, after the hypojet deployed, was atube
tipped by a gleaming needle some six incheslong.

But before it was able to deliver, there was a sudden movement in the bed. Mendoza, snarling at Billy,
seized the hypojet and bent it backward.

Now then, dearie, now then! whispered the Captain. What a dutiful wife you are, to be sure, and
such a light sleeper. But there's nothing amiss for you to worry yer sweet head over. Let go old Billy,
there'salove!

"What were you doing?' she demanded.

Don't twist the frame like that, dearie, it hurts. Bloody hell, now I'll have to tell you. Poor Alec
was so anxious you shouldn't find out what happened to him.

"What happened to Alec?' Mendozalooked confused. She let go of the hypojet, and Billy Bones scuttled
backward afew paces. "What happened to Alec? Tell me!"

Well, Mrs. Checkerfield, we ain't been quite honest with you, to be sure; but it was all for yer own
sake. That there accident, see, where you was hurt so bad? Our boy didn't like to tell you, but he was
hurt bad, too, the Captain improvised.

"Hewas?' Horrified, Mendoza turned to look at Alec where he slept.

Aye, ma'am, he were, going back to save you. He weren't damaged so bad as you were, you may



lay to that, but bad enough. You recollect what nanobots are, do you?

"Biomechanicals?' she said, pulling away the blanket to examine Alec.

Well, hiswere all destroyed when he was hit by a disrupter wave. You can scan him if you like
—the Captain said, observing that Mendoza was aready doing so—and | reckon you'll see how much he
sacrificed to rescue you. Why, the poor lad's near as vulnerable as a mortal creature. He's got no
little biomechanicalsto repair his hurts.

Seeing that this was indeed the case, Mendoza gave awail of grief and threw her arms around Alec,
who dept on unconcernedly. She kissed his sleeping face, dropping hot tears there. The Captain waited
thoughtfully until she was alittle calmer before sending Billy Bones forward to offer her a handkerchief.

"I knew something happened to him! | had dreams about—about blood, and fire," Mendoza said, wiping
her eyes.

Aye, ma'am. You must have known unconscious-like our Alec ain't quite himself yet.

"His poor hurt back—" Fresh tears started as she reached out her hand to him.

He were hiding his damage from you, so's you wouldn't be scared. But | reckon yer a brave girl,
eh, and too smart to be fooled for long? And | reckon you've noticed he's, er, just a little scrambled?
Sometimes—

"The different speaking idioms he uses, yes," she said, her eyes widening in sudden comprehension. "l
was beginning to be worried.” She was silent along moment.

"I, myself—am not completely recovered,” she said at last.

No, dearie, to be sureyou ain't.

"How can | protect him?' she said. "How can he be repaired, Sir Henry?"

Well, now, | were just about to give him another treatment when you near broke old Billy'sarm. If
you'll allow him to get on with it—

"Please!" Mendoza said. "l am so sorry, Sir Henry. The servomechanism is bent."

Old Billy's seen worse, dearie, and he'll just take himself off to the shop for a new arm, the
Captain said, sending Billy into inject Alec at last. There now. Alec'll feel ever so much better come
morning, Mrs. Checkerfield. But not a word to him that |'ve told you about this, mind.

"No, of course not. His biomechanicals will rebuild themselves, now, yes?' Mendoza said, drawing up
the coverlet around Alec and settling down to take him in her arms.

Ah. Why, as to that—we've a bit of work to do yet. Got to plot a course for the storage facility
where his genetic sampleis kept. | reckon you'll recollect, ma'am, the DNA template the Company
makes when they puts somebody through the immortality process? | want that afore | can make him
what he ought to be. Again.

She clung to Alec, looking as though she were going to weep afresh; but after a moment the fear was
replaced by anger, and her black eyes went hard as stone.

"Dr. Zeus did thisto us."

Aye, girl, him and his lackeys.

Mendoza was silent along moment, watching Alec sleep. The Captain observed her keenly. He
conjectured what broken recollections might be surfacing in her mind. Blood and fire and death, isolation
and exile, lost hopes, unspeakable suffering?—and he wondered, with a certain amount of unease, what he
should do if the amnesialifted. But her voice was soft, when she spoke at last.

"How dare they?' was all she said.

Damn right. Now, you be a good girl and go back to sleep, eh?

She sighed and settled down again, closing her eyes. The Captain did the electronic equivaent of sighing,
too, and sent Billy Bones limping off for repair. He was the most powerful machine in the world; he was
clever and devious. Nevertheless, he spared no thought for the tiny sprig of gooseberry plant that Mendoza
had set in abud vase on the saloon table, in a spot where it might catch the morning sun.

Alec!

Alec grunted in annoyance. He rolled over and was jarred awake by the twinge in hislower back and a
sharper twinge, lower till, that suggested an insect bite.

Alec, we got a temporal anomaly! The Captain, echoing in his head, sounded distinctly odd. Beside
him, Edward sat bolt upright. Nicholas opened his eyes.

A what? Alec attempted to move his lower back into the warm proximity of Mendoza's bottom, but
Edward took control, vaulting from the bed and dragging him along.

In the saloon!



Isit dangerous? Edward demanded, shrugging into Alec's bathrobe, which resulted in Nicholas being
hauled unceremoniously out of bed as well.

Well, it don't look dangerous—but—

Edward strode away to the saloon, as Alec followed grumbling and Nicholas staggered after, looking
dazed. Stepping over the door frame, they halted.

Er, said Alec.

"Good God," said Edward, so startled he slipped back, and Alec got control again.

There was a gooseberry bush on the table, reaching almost up to the gimbal lamp. The bud vase lay on
its side near the bush; alacy fanwork of roots had spread out over the tabletop, following the path of the
spilled water.

It didn't register on my sensors, not a damn one, and | ain't—

"What's the matter?' said Mendoza, yawning as she came up behind them. She spotted the gooseberry
bush and gave alittle cry of delight.

"Oh, look how niceit grew!" she said, pushing past them. "Poor thing, it needs water. But, see? Now
you can have fresh berries, anytime."

You, er, made the bush grow yerself, did you, dearie?

God's Holy Wounds, cried Nicholas.

"No, | just made it part of the ship's temporal continuum, like you said," she replied proudly. Standing
there, naked, with awilting gooseberry bush in her arms, she became aware of Alec's shocked expression.
"Oh. Was | not supposed to do that?"

"No, no, it's fine—!-" stammered Alec, at the same moment the Captain boomed, Well, ain't my gir|
clever, figuring that out all by herself! It were just a little unexpected, that's all, darlin'—

"Oh, how stupid of me! We don't have anywhere to put it yet, do we?' said Mendoza, clouding up.

We'll stick it in a bucket, so we will. Never you mind. The Captain seemed to have developed adight
electronic tremor in hisvoice. Old Flint'sjust fetching one along now.

Edward shouted silently. Her diary! Remember? This happened in her garden, and she didn't know
why! She must have some unwitting power —and just now she doesn't know she can't, and therefore

We ain't a-telling her she can't, neither, said the Captain, privately. Aloud, he said:

You leave that for Flint, darlin', and go get yerself some clothes on afore you catches cold. What
about a nice hot burgoo for breakfast, en?

"Okay," said Mendoza. She set down the bush and took Alec's hand, leading him back into the bedroom.
As hefollowed, he was uncomfortably aware that Edward was watching her with alook of hungry
speculation.

ANOTHER MORNING
IN 500,000 BCE

David Reed woke to the alarm without surprise, quickly found his plug and connected himself. When he
removed the sleep mask he was able to see that it was a bright summer day. Beyond the windows of his
Flat the gardener was mowing the lawn in tidy green stripes.

Y awning, David got out of bed and went to the bathroom for a shower. Anyone watching as David
pulled off his pajamatop would get agood look at what a cut-rate job of cyborging looked like, as opposed
to, say, the job that Alec Checkerfield had been able to afford. Alec's was awork of art, graceful spiralsin
an intricate pattern just under his skin; David Reed's was patternless, the raw straight lines of a hack job.
And whereas Alec had merely to wear a contact connector that resembled a handsome piece of Bronze
Agejewery, David did need that plug stuck in its port just above histopmost cervical vertebra, and it did
need to be removed and sterilized every night.

But David had no idea that he'd been made a cyborg on the cheap. Even if he'd known about the level
of comfort and elegance he might have had if the Company had been willing to spend that kind of money on
him, he probably wouldn't have complained.

Ancillahad laid out a clean towel and his clean clothes when he emerged from the shower. He thanked
her briefly. She murmured something polite and went off to prepare his breakfast.

David didn't like speaking to Ancilla much, though she resembled a very attractive woman. She was an
artificial intelligence, and he felt that artificial things were creepy, and much preferred conversations with
real girls, like Sylvyaand Ledlie, even though they werein fact cyberprojections of real girlsliving half a
million yearsin the future.

Moreover, Ancilla assisted him with his sexual health, and that was embarrassing.



He sat down at the table where, as always, she had everything ready: the cup of herbal tea steaming in
its recess, the bowl of catmeal in its recess, the soy protein strips arranged into awhimsical little face in
their recess, the tiny cup containing his vitamins and medications. Ancilla had made the table lovely for him,
with a bright assortment of holographic flowers. David accepted the thoughtfulness as his due, took his
medication, ate his breakfast, and responded reluctantly to her attempts at small talk.

He emptied his teacup and got to hisfeet. "Well, | guess I'd better go to the Office now," he told Ancilla.

"All right, dear. Have anice day," Ancilla said, from her corner by the window where she was engaged,
as she generally was, in the appearance of crocheting an afghan.

David cheered up as he stepped out onto the yellow track. There was London all bright beyond his
window, there was Sylvya meeting his eye in away that suggested she had something she needed to
discusswith himin private, and there was Ledlie placidly eating a breakfast sandwich from the Third Floor
Lunchroom.

David sat down at his console. He logged in, turning now and then to glance at Leslie's progress with the
sandwich. Presently she finished and got up to go wash her hands, as they had known she must, for the
Third Floor Lunchroom's breakfast sandwich was invariably wet and runny. David leaped to his feet and
tiptoed out along the yellow track to her desk.

"What isit?"

Sylvyaturned and leaned as close as she could, adjusting her optics. " The people from the Third Floor
want to put on a baby shower for Ledlie.”

"They do?' David was mystified. "What's a baby shower?’

"It'saparty for the baby beforeit'sborn,” Sylvya said. "Everyone gives the mother presents. Baby
clothes and bath things, you know."

"Oh," said David, thinking it sounded as though it were in rather poor taste. Sylvya seemed to know what
he was thinking, because she added:

"It'svery socially aware, really. Everybody helps, see? But we're her coworkers, and if anybody's going
to organize a party for her, it should be us."

"Right," David said, with avague sense of outrage.

"And we ought to have the party here, where she works, and not down on the Third Floor where you
can't even go," said Sylvya, pouting.

"That's not fair!" David said.

"It'sal that Brandi as usual, having her own way and bossing everybody," Sylvya said. Brandi was the
Third Floor Supervisor.

But here came Ledlie, still rubbing sanitizer on her hands, and David mouthed we'll talk later to Sylvya
and followed the yellow track back to his desk.

Feeling brilliantly clever, he sent a message to Brandi on the Third Floor:

WE'RE ALL, YOU SHOULD HAVE LESLIES PARTY UPHERE SO | CAN COME TOO. THAT
WOULD BE FAIR. WHAT DO YOU THINK? AND TELL ME ABOUT PRESENTS SO | CAN GET
ONE FOR HER.

He sent it and leaned back at his console, feeling like the most subtle of diplomats. Then he settled down
to evaluating the status of the contents of Recess Eighteen beyond the Portal.

By evening hisfeeling of cleverness had been replaced by a peculiar unease. He refused to think about
why he might be uneasy.

Ancillawas sitting in her customary corner, looking out into the starlit garden, but she turned to him and
smiled as he came in from the Office.

"How nice to see you, David! Did you have a nice day?"

"It was pretty good," he said brusquely, and went to the kitchen where his supper was waiting. Ancilla
sad:

"It's Savory Bounty tonight, with Lemon Herb Potatoes and Green Peas. That's one of your favorites,
isn'tit?"

"Sometimes," he said, filling histumbler with distilled water. "I need you to order something in realtime.”

"What isit, dear?"

"There's going to be thisthing called a baby shower at the office," David said, lifting a spoonful of peas
to hismouth. "1 need you to order a present delivered so Leslie can get it at the party.”

"How thoughtful!" said Ancilla. "What would you like me to get for her?"

"I don't know." David scowled at his Savory Bounty. The thought of Leslie was making him cross now.

"I see," Ancillasaid. "Well, do you know if she's having alittle girl or alittle boy?"

"Little boy," David said.



"I can order some bath things and a blue bath towel, and have everything wrapped in blue," said Ancilla.
"Y ou really ought to send a card, too."

"All right," David said. "Doit."

She watched him as he ate.

"Y ou seem alittle unhappy this evening, David," she said. "Do you want to talk about it?"

"No!" he snapped.

"All right," she said, and sighed, and appeared to turn her attention to her crocheting again. He finished
his supper hurriedly, leaving the dirty dishes where they were for Ancilla's servo to clear away. Hewasin
some haste to get into bed, thinking that a good two hours of Totter Dan would drive away al those
thoughts about Ledlie.

Unfortunately, the game he chose tonight was Totter Dan in Microbe Land, which seemed to make the
thoughts worse, especially as he was playing rather badly. Most of the time, instead of shooting the giant
wobbling microbes and gaining Power Points, Totter Dan was missing and being engulfed by them, awful
big round dimy things, absorbing him, swallowing him up ...

Midway through his third game matters became acute. To David's dismay, Ancillaread his condition
accurately and activated the sex glove, which came popping out of the bedside console the way air masks
deployed on an aircraft in trouble, and it dangled there lewdly.

"Oh, dear, | knew you needed to talk,” Ancillasaid in atone of gentle reproach, sitting on the chair
beside his bed.

"I didn't want to," David said irritably. "Besides, it's only been six months since last time!"

"Well, but these things happen,” Ancillareminded him. "Y ou have to expect them often at thistimein
your life. Someday they'll stop."

"I wish they'd stop now," David complained, adjusting his pgjamas. "It's all that Ledie. Getting al big like
that. She's making me do it. It's selfish.”

"Can't be helped, David dear. Now, put on the glove. Y ou want to be healthy, after al."

And it was goaod to be healthy, fundamentally morally good, so David put on the glove. Ancilla activated
it, and stood and opened her rabe to do the wonderful, frightening things she did for his excitement, that so
fascinated and repelled him as he watched her.

It was over quickly. He groaned in relief, and the glove cleaned away all nastiness and retracted back
into the console. Ancillasat down again.

"There we are, David. Would you like to talk about it now?"

"No," David said, pulling up his blanket. "I want to go to sleep." He opened the drawer and took out his
sleep mask hurriedly.

"Good night, then, David," Ancillasaid. She retreated to her corner, and resumed looking out into the
night.

"Good night," he said, after abrief conflicted silence.

ONE EVENING IN 2318 AD

The Rogue Cyborg is doing serious Rogue Cyborg stuff. He's crouched before a data terminal as though
it were an ancient altar, and from the look on his face what he's praying for is desperate and bloody
revenge. The green light of the console throws his grim features into spooky relief. Of course, he's not
really praying; he's stealing secrets, popping through locked files at arate of speed that would be impossible
for any mortal but Alec Checkerfield.

Only aRogue, you see, could have possibly obtained certain codes, and only by having them downl oaded
to him directly from another Rogue. Otherwise he'd never have found them himself, not in a thousand years
of hacking around. Since he only has thirty-seven years to play with, thisis agood thing.

Now, abruptly, hiswhole body stiffens. He pulls back from the terminal like adiver rising into air from
impossible depths, and gulpsin breath with acry. He shakes his head, clearing away superfluous concerns,
focusing al hisintention on a bright golden particular he has brought up out of the fathomless sea of genera
information.

It'sakey, of sorts. He examinesit in awe and disbelief.

Then he's on his feet, pelting down the corridor as fast as he can go. The giant in the vault opens pale
eyesto watch his approach, though heis gtill unable to lift his head.

"Father," Joseph shouted hoarsely. "I've got it! I've got the goddam Holy Grail. Or a piece of it anyway.
Y ou know what I've just found? Part of the Temporal Concordance!"

What he was referring to, of course, was the—literally—ultimate goal of the quest for knowledge: the
record of known history, from its beginning to the year 2355, that enabled Dr. Zeus to send its operativesto
the exact times and places that might be best mined for things like winning lottery tickets, race results, and



stock futures, to say nothing of more subtle objectives.

The Temporal Concordance resembled a map, in some ways, but those travelers who needed it most
were shown no more than abare inch at atime, by decree of All-Seeing Zeus, since otherwise he would
not be exclusively All-Seeing, would he? And every Company immortal is taught, from earliest school days,
that it isawise decision to obscure the future, in greater or lesser degrees, from each operative, lest the
griefs of immortal life become too terrible to contemplate.

Also, omniscience isn't the kind of thing you want to leave lying around.

"Islt A Fragment Of Code," Budu asked.

"Yeah! Looks like something interstitial." Joseph swarmed the ladder up the tank. "It's giving me
surveillance reports from the years 2345 to 2353. Look at it and seeif I'm not right.”

He reached into the bioregenerant and downloaded his bright bit of key. Budu was silent along moment,
accessing, integrating, correlating, and then:

"It Is Part Of The Temporal Concordance," he said.

"Boy, oh, boy, nobody's gonna stop us now," Joseph chortled. "Look out, Dr. Zeus! And you're
absolutely sure about this, Father?”

"Yes. It Corresponds To The Other Sections."

"So it—Excuse me?"' Joseph blinked. "What other sections?"

By way of answer Budu reached out and downloaded to Joseph in return. He clung to the top of his
ladder unsteadily, feding like a struck bell.

"Oh," he said. "Oh, my gosh, that's alot of information. How long have you had this?"

"Since The Fifteenth Century."

"Were you ever going to tell me?"

"I Never Told Labienus."

"Good point,” Joseph said. He blinked again, still integrating. "1 think I'll just.. . crawl off and lie down
someplace quiet for awhile, until | can defrag and rearrange this stuff in my memory. Is that okay?"

"Go, Son."

Joseph fell off the ladder, picked himself up, and walked into awall. He righted himself and wandered
away.

It was aweek before Joseph opened his eyes wide in the darkness, and his bloodthirsty ook was back
with avengeance. He lay there awhile, smiling unpleasantly to himself; then he got to his feet and trotted
off to speak to Budu.

"I've found him, Father."

"Who Did You Find," said the giant in the vaullt.

"The guy who took Mendoza," said Joseph. "The mortal schmuck. Dr. Zeus has a dossier on him. Marco
was totally wrong; he'll be no New Enforcer. Hell, he won't even be a mortal employed by the Company.
All helll really be isaweasely hacker who'll manage to get into some of the Company flies, so they've got
him under surveillance, there in the future. His namell be Alec Checkerfield."

"If The Man Is No More Than That, How Does He Disable Marco." Budu stared at Joseph from
beyond the glass.

"He'll use poison. Maybe the same stuff that Victor used to take you down. He'll probably steal it from
Dr. Zeus! No wonder Marco was such amess." Joseph paced back and forth.

"Why Is He Twin To The Mortal You Hate So Much?"

Joseph opened and shut his mouth.

"Sheer coincidence," he said. "He's not Nicholas Harpole or Edward Whoever at all. Just somebody who
looks like them.”

"Why Has He Taken Y our Daughter," inquired Budu, marveling at Joseph's ability to lie to himself.

"Hejust, uh, accidentally captured Mendoza when he went to Options Research. Maybe he took her
hostage or something.”

"Why Would He Go To Options Research."

"That's agood question, and I'm confident | can answer it. He went to Options Research, uh, to, uh, hide
out after he blew up Mars Two!"

"Would You Seek Refuge In That Place."

"WEell, no, but—he left as soon as he saw what it was like! Okay?"

"Why Has He Taken Your Daughter."

Joseph gritted his teeth.

"This Man Is More Than You Want To Think He Is," Budu said.

"All right!" said Joseph, seizing his hair at the temples. "So what am | supposed to do? Go back to



thinking he's Satan incarnate? That he comes back to life over and over and tracks Mendoza down and
destroys her every time? To say nothing of Lewis. How much sense does that make?"

"No Sense Without More Information," Budu said. "Do You Still Want To Find Your Daughter."

"Yes!" Joseph said fiercely, looking up at Budu. "Because | don't care who heis, he's bad for her! If—if
she's damaged, after Options Research—how can he repair her? He's a mortal! And he's the mortal who
blows up Mars Two, so the police of three worlds will be looking for him. What the hell is he going to do,
buy her arose-covered cottage to settle down in? Raise afamily? No, no, no. He can't have her thistime."

"You Have Missed What Is Obvious, Son," Budu said. "The Botanist Mendoza Is The Only Operative Who
Has Moved Against The Current Of Time. She Alone Might Be Able To Learn The Truth About The Year 2355.
The Company Imprisoned Her To Prevent Any Enemy From Using Her For That Purpose. Your Enemy Has
Now Captured Her."

Joseph's eyes went wide. "That's why he took her. What if he's the one who brings on 2355? Oh, that's
too gruesome. What do we do? What do | do? Help me, Father, we can't let that happen!"

"Then Take Back This Pawn Before He Can Promote Her To Queen. If You Can Recapture Her, She May
Be Of Use To Us."

"But how do | find them, Father?' said Joseph, pacing nervously.

Budu bared hisimmense teeth.

"Know Your Enemy," he said. "Then Hunt Him Down."

Joseph began with the Hangar Twelve footage. He analyzed the images of Alec Checkerfield frame by
frame, expanded them, sharpened them, filtered them; compared them with hisvisual transcript of the
mortal he had known, Nicholas Harpole. He regretfully confirmed that he was looking at the same man,
though the one wasn't even born yet and the other had died in 1555.

He had no idea how time and space as he understood them could accommaodate that paradox. Worrying
about it gave him afedling as though wolves were tearing at hisliver, though, so he didn't. He went after
more information instead, searching for occurrences of the name Alec Checkerfield in the Temporal
Concordance fragments.

There he found the transcript of the surveillance report from 2351. He was disconcerted to discover that
Dr. Zeus seemed as though it would be watching Alec Checkerfield with an eye to employing him, rather
than catching him in theft. He was further dismayed to learn that Alec would be, not some shifty hacker,
but in fact a British peer with a considerable personal fortune and a very large yacht.

The surveillance image clinched it for Joseph.

It had been taken outdoors, against a background of some ancient city, and showed the mortal Alec
Checkerfield striding along a processional way crowded with tourists. He was dressed badly, in aloud
tropical-patterned shirt and bright orange shorts; he wore red canvas boating shoes without socks. Joseph
very nearly felt embarrassed for him, until he studied the expression on his face.

Pale-eyed determination, sullen anger: this was a man who would let himself be chained to a stake and
burned alive on a matter of religious dogma. Thiswas a man who would risk hislife to deliver weaponsto
political combatants, even if it destroyed both sides. Thiswas the enemy. Thiswas the man himself. And it
was strange, but somehow this comforted Joseph, even as his sense of rage grew: for in all the shifting and
terrifying world in which he now lived, here was one thing that had somehow remained the same. The big
Englishman—whatever clothes he wore, whatever cause he fought in—would never change, could always
be hated as the reliable symbol of everything Joseph opposed.

Of course, he still had to bekilled.

ANOTHER MORNING
IN 300,000 bce

There's been alot of traffic to and from this weary island in this desolate seain this lost epoch lately.
The Temporal Fabric has thickened to such an extent as to make targeting the place in atime shuttle nearly
impossible.

How many times does the murky dawn wash out the stars, how many bloody sunsets throw terrible
shadows as the arms and legs on Marco's generator race mindlessly round? How many gray waves break
on the shore? Nobody on the island could tell you. Time has long since ceased to have any meaning for
them.

The only one with any sense of differenceis the unfortunate Grigorii Efimovitch, who is still lying out on
the steel table waiting for his disassembly to continue. He's not sure why it has stopped. He has no idea that
he's even begun to grow back alittle of what's been cut away from him over the centuries, but he wouldn't
be surprised to learn it; he'san immortal, after all.

Heliesthere, unable to sleep, unable to rest, unable to stop repeating endlessly to himsdlf the last sound



he heard. It was an order. He was supposed to do something. He remembers perfectly, though he does not
understand. He will obey, if he ever has the opportunity to do so, because he has learned that he must
never, ever, ever disobey again.

So anyway, isit days or weeks before the till air of that idand is displaced with a table-rattling boom,
and roaring shadows streak across the sky? Who can say? Certainly not Grigorii Efimovitch, for reasons
that would unduly stress the reader if related here.

But he feels the table rattling under him, he hears the shuttles screaming in, and he hears too the
shouting after they've landed; brusgue orders given, thundering running feet. He does not see the armed
mortals come pouring through the doorway, or the unarmed immortals who accompany them.

Everyone sees Grigorii Efimovitch, however. Well trained as they are, some of the mortals stop in their
tracks; and the ones whose stomachs aren't strong fail to keep their breakfasts down. For that matter, the
immortals present are shocked.

Then Grigorii Efimovitch flaps and moves, screaming in silence, and is answered by half adozen very
loud screams from his audience.

A weeping mortd runs forward, pointing his disrupter rifle at Grigorii Efimovitch's head, to do what he
thinks is the only humane thing. Faster than the eye can follow, an immortal is beside him, forcing the barrel
of therifle down.

"No," says Suleyman. "It won't kill him."

"But we can't leave him like this, lord," sobs the mortal.

"Wewon't," Suleyman says. Latif strides up to the table, reckless rage in his eyes, anger focused like a
shield to keep the horror at bay.

"Secured. There are dozens of them here!" he shouts.

Suleyman by contrast is calm; his voice when he speaksis more quiet than his speaking voice normally
is, more measured and slow in its cadence, almost devoid of emotion. "Therell be an inventory somewhere.
Hard copy. Look for it. That file cabinet over there, probably.” He points and Victor, who has been gazing
around in silence, goes to the file cabinet and bends slightly to read the cards on itstwo drawers.

"Merchandise, A through M; Merchandise, N through Zed," he saysin his clear cold baritone.

"Merchandise?' says Latif. "Oh, man. One of those bastards probably thought that was funny."

"I don't think they know enough history to be aware of the reference," says Suleyman carefully.
"Gentlemen? Ladies? Let's begin the evacuation, please. All the coffins. | want the file cabinet, too."

"Y ou heard the man. Move," Latif orders, and his voice breaks on the last word. Mortals and immortals
stop milling about in horror and begin to clear the long steel shelves of their occupants, transferring the
coffins one by one out to the fleet of waiting shuttles.

Nan comes walking from the dark interior, carrying herself preternaturally upright. "Kalugin isn't here,”
she says. "Nor Mendoza." Suleyman simply puts out an arm and folds her against him. Victor paces close,
watching as she weepsin silence.

After along moment, Victor clears his throat.

"There'sno sign of Lewis, either, I'm afraid," he says.

"No?" Suleyman says. "Well, | suppose we ought to be grateful. Wherever they are, they haven't
suffered this."

Victor nods slowly.

"There will be an accounting now," Suleyman says. "Ther€lll have to be, when the rest of them know.
With athousand voices all shouting the same question, they won't dare silence any one voice. They'll have
to answer."

"And pay," says Victor.

"Some of them," says Suleyman.

"They'd damn well better pray that none of these people arein any shape to testify," snarls L atif.

"Oh, they'll testify," Suleyman says, adark edge coming into hisvoice at last. He turnsto amortal who is
wandering about in adazed fashion, carrying a holocam. "Agaja, start with the generator outside. Good
shots of the arms and legs. Then this poor devil here, you see? And perhaps after that we'll open some of
the coffins, let the world see what's in them. They'll speak for themselves, whether or not they have

tongues."
LATER THAT SAME MORNING IN 2318 ad

Time might have long since lost its meaning on aweary island in a desolate seain alost epoch, but in the
year 2318 it had agreat deal of meaning, particularly in regard to tactics.

Within an hour of the return of the time-shuttles, holoimages were abruptly being broadcast before the
eyes of every Dr. Zeus board member, Facilitator General, Sector Head, and Executive Facilitator on



Earth. They were also broadcast simultaneously in every Company HQ and safe house, every research
facility and base. As Suleyman had ordered, the images began with Marco's generator and moved inside for
alengthy study of Grigorii Efimovitch on the disassembly table.

They dwelt awhile on the racks of instruments and Marco's living quarters; floated over to the steel
shelves, where coffins were still being lifted down and carried out into the drear light; followed them outside
and focused in tight as aweeping mortal activated the release on one coffin. With a spine-chilling hissthe
seal broke, the lid rose and folded back on itself. The coffin's occupant flinched from the light and screamed
its greeting to horrified immortals al over the world.

The mortal bent down and read the name engraved on the lid. "Baiton," she said, looking into the nearest
holocam. "Its name was Baiton. Does anybody know this one?’

In an HQ in southern China, an immortal named Xiang Lan cried out in grief, for she had known Baiton
very well indeed.

The scene was repeated several times during the broadcast. Finally, mercifully, the cameraturned for a
shot of Suleyman, standing in the doorway under the scrawled sign reading bureau of punitive medicine.

He stared into the foremost camera somberly.

"Suleyman, North African Sector Head. For the record, | state that on twenty-fourth July | received an
encoded message purporting to be from Facilitator Grade One Joseph, with whom | have worked in the
past but whom | have not seen in many years. The message gave me a set of temporal/spatial coordinates
and claimed there were several operatives there in need of repair.

"Fully aware"—Suleyman cleared his throat—"that there have been rumors of certain operatives
disappearing without trace for some centuries now, | judged it advisable to take a full security force with
me when investigating Joseph's coordinates. This'—he gestured at the sign above the doorway—"is what
we found when we arrived here. There are approximately two hundred and sixty-six individuals who have
been, to agreater or lesser degree”"—he cleared his throat again—"badly damaged.”

He stepped forward and looked again into the camera. "By the time you view this record, all the
operatives in question will have been evacuated to arepair facility at my headquartersin Morocco. These
images are being simultaneously broadcast to operatives of all ranksin cities all over the world, to ensure
my personal safety and the safety of the operatives and mortals under my command, due to the fact that no
officia investigation of the facts regarding this prison has yet taken place.

"I strongly urge you to make the content of this transmission widely known to all operatives. And if any
operatives know of afellow immortal who has disappeared, | urge you to come forward with his or her
name and last known location. As soon as we haveidentified all the individuasinvolved in thisincident, a
list of names will be transmitted to all channels. More information will be broadcast asit becomes
available."

He was interrupted by a mortal, pale and shaking, who emerged from the doorway behind him.

"Lord, we can't—we can't get that one on the table into his box—"

"I'll doiit," Suleyman told him. He looked back into the camera. "We will do everything we can for these
people. Whoever they are, for whatever reason they were sent here, thisistoo much. | conclude this
transmission in the hope that | am perfectly understood. Suleyman out."

Did it cause a scandal? Y ou could say that.

Suleyman's HQ was immediately deluged by inquiries from near-hysterical immortals worldwide. A list
of the disappeared began to be compiled. It far exceeded two hundred and sixty-six names, however.

There was an immediate response from Dr. Zeus's main officesin the future, expressing dismay at the
existence of the Bureau of Punitive Medicine, asit had come to be known after Suleyman's broadcast.

They claimed that they had learned of its existence from the Temporal Concordance, which stated that
on 26 July 2318, Suleyman and his team would discover the location in the far past and liberate its prisoners.
Of course, they had been unable to send a rescue mission prior to that date, since history cannot be
changed, nor had they made its existence known, to avoid general panic. However, a committee was now
being appointed for afull investigation of the incident, and a heartfelt commendation was extended to
Suleyman for his heroic and timely action in aid of the victims.

Almost at once a second transmission came in from the future, but on a narrow channel accessible only
to operatives above Executive Facilitator class, stating that their investigative committee had conclusively
proven that the bureau was the work of a deranged Executive Facilitator identified as Marco.

It stated further that this individual, a Company operative since prehistory, had begun to show signs of
emotional instability aslong ago as 6000 bce and had several times been called in for repair and upgrades,
but had not responded satisfactorily to treatment. Before he could be hospitalized for further study,



however, he had disappeared, and the Company had been searching for him ever since, though the APB
had gone out on strictly classified levelsto avoid alarming the rank and file.

Further, it reported that the investigative committee had been able to determine that Marco had
apparently fled into the deep past and established a base for himself there, from which he had ventured only
to capture other operatives, remove their tracking implants, and transport them back to his base, where he
had obsessively conducted research with the aim of finding away to reverse the immortality process, using
his fellow immortal s as experimenta subjects.

The transmission concluded with the assurance that every effort was being made to locate Marco, and
that appropriate disciplinary measures would be taken immediately upon his capture.

Thiswas followed within an hour by athird transmission, sent only to Section Heads and Facilitators
General above a certain security clearance. It stated that attempts to recover Marco were still ongoing, but
that evidence had been uncovered to suggest that he might have other concealed bases at other locationsin
time, and might possibly have continued his experiments there after fleeing the Bureau of Punitive
Medicine.

It added that if this was in fact the case, then the committee was forced to conclude that many
unfortunate immortals who had dropped from sight over the years and whose whereabouts were il
unrecorded might have become his victims, especially since further evidence suggested that Marco had
used his Facilitator training to pose as a security technical. He was thought to have taken custody of
operatives who were being transferred between bases for minor disciplinary hearings, and abducted them.

Still unresolved was the status of Facilitator Grade One Joseph, who had alegedly sent the coded
transmission advising Suleyman of the existence of the bureau. Joseph, as far as the committee had been
able to determine, had disappeared in 2276 under suspicious circumstances. He may or may not have been
amember of the notorious Plague Cabal, most of whose members had been apprehended at that time. He
may or may not have been guilty of collaborating with Marco. He may or may not have been responsible
for the disappearance of another operative, Literature Specialist Grade Two Lewis. Further investigation
was necessary before any conclusions could be drawn, and any operative with information that might assist
the committeeinitsinquiries as to Joseph's whereabouts should contact it immediately.

Thisfinal transmission concluded with the Company's assurance that every effort was being made to
locate the missing operatives and capture Marco, and with its expression of sorrow that this situation had
occurred, though adding the observation that, given the complexities of Temporal Influence, such aterrible
tragedy was perhaps inevitable, and might in fact have been worse.

STILL ANOTHER MORNING
IN 2318 AD

"Hey, Father?"

Budu opened his eyes and stared down through the glass. Joseph was peering up at him from the other
side, alook of bright speculation on hisface.

"Got aquestion for you. Y ou remember way back, oh, it must have been fourteen thousand years ago,
you and | were having a conversation about whether or not history could be changed? How all we had was
the Company's word for it that it couldn't?"

"I Remember."

"So, what about it, really? Would it be possible, if you had enough warning? Like, if the Company had
really wanted to, they might have stationed operatives to prevent Napoleon being born, or Hitler?' Joseph
scratched behind his ear thoughtfully. "1 wasjust thinking | might put it to the test. Giveit the old collegeftry,
you know? For the sake of experiment. For Mendoza's sake, t0o."

He grinned up at Budu. "See, | found afew more detailsin the Tempora Concordance. About the guy.
Alec Checkerfield. He's slouching someplace to be born already! Only not Bethlehem. The Concordance
says he's going to be born on a boat near Jamaicaon 12 January 2320. That's just two years from now.
What if | was able to prevent that? Fix it so he's never even conceived. Wouldn't that be great? There'd be
no Hangar Twelve Man, so no Mars Two Disaster. | know it's pretty radical, but what do you think?"

What Budu was thinking, regretfully, was that his son had gone mad in his loneliness and disconnection.
It was not, however, the end of the world. Not for another thirty-seven years, at least. It was ssmply
unfortunate, because Joseph's obsession with the mortal man was a distraction from the more important
business of plotting a strategy to bring down Dr. Zeus. Though his desire to punish the mortal was
praiseworthy, and the experiment in Tempora Physics probably worth the effort... "Try," he told Joseph.

On 23 May 2318, at 11:45 am, the alarm system at the San Francisco Mint went off by mistake.

It was obvious it was a mistake even asthe first lights flashed, even as the bellsrang. For one thing, it
was broad daylight in the middle of business hours. The security officerswere all standing alert at their



posts; the Money Museum was full of tourists and tour docents. Within the vaulted plant, sterisuited
technicians were al busy in the manufacture of new identification discs, extruding them, pressing them,
cutting them, encoding them, sealing them, shipping them. Nowhere along the assembly line was anything
out of place, no intruders seen anywhere.

All the same, the alarm had gone off, and this was the San Francisco Mint, so work clattered to a stop
and all the entrances were sealed while a routine search was made. The tourists complained mightily about
late luncheons. The authorities apologized. At last the glitch in the system was found and fixed. The
technicians got on with their jobs. The tourists were released and given vouchers for free cable car rides.

When it was noticed that six disc blanks were missing from a tempering rack, the technicians conferred
among themselves and simply made six more to fill the order. Why stir up trouble?

ONE AFTERNOOM IN 2319 AD

"Oh, wow!" said Keely the waitress, staring out through the window of the bar. The glass was small
leaded panes, thick and very old, so she opened the window for a better view. "Check this out!"

"What?' Nelson the cop came and peered over her shoulder.

"He'sal—he'sal—" said Keely, pointing. Nelson stood gaping, with his cider mug half-raised.

"What isit, for Goddess's sake?' snapped Mavis, and pushed them aside to see. Just beyond the rose
garden a dleek new BMW Zephyr had settled. Crossing the lawn, in obvious pride of ownership, was
Joseph.

Not Joseph the shabby little holoset repairman: Joseph impeccably groomed, beard not just trimmed but
pomaded, too. It made him look ten years younger. He wore a business suit of expensive cut, gleaming new
shoes, had athick coat draped casually over one arm. "Hi, folks," he said, seeing them assembled at the
window.

Mavis was out of the bar and down the hall so fast she knocked an ancient framed photograph of
Princess Diana off the wall.

"Well, hellol" she said. "My, don't you look nice."

"Yes, | do, don't 17?* Joseph smiled at her brilliantly. ™Y ou must be wondering at the change in my
fortunes. Well, it'salong story, and I'd be delighted to tell you over amug of your best persimmon cider.
Shall werretire to a private room?"

"Why—yes," Mavis said. Keely was aready running for the good glasses.

"... but then the CEO said wait, we can't let thisman go! I'll make you adeal, Mx. Capra, he said. Welll
retain your services at a hundred grand ayear. Plus afleet car. And | said, well, | don't know, could you
throw in ahealth club membership?' Joseph paused to drain the last of his cider. Mavis listened, toying with
the bright new emerald pendant he had given her.

"So we hammered out the little piddly details,” Joseph continued, waving one hand dismissively. "And
here | am. And why am | here, you ask, other than to deliver that little token of my esteem? I'll tell you.
One of HumaliCorp's long-range goalsis building up the potential of the North Coast here as afirst-class
vacation destination. | mean, sea, trees, scenery—we've got it al, right? The only thing that keeps ships
from packing into this harbor like sardinesis lack of recognition factor. But how do you get recognition?

"Y ou get celebrities to visit! Then, word gets out and everyone else in the world will want to visit, too,
see? So here's what HumaliCorp is doing: they're giving famous people all-expense-paid vacation packages
at some of the local places, as a promotional gesture. They've aready lined up LivillaBarrymore and
Tommy Tournay at the Bay Breeze Lodge in Bodegal And Elton Molineux and Fifi Arrevalo just confirmed
for two nights at Jack's Jenner Hideaway."

"Those people agreed to go up there?" Mavissaidin disbelief.

"Ah, they're just show business," Joseph sneered. "Actors jump at the chance for anything free, honey,
trust me. But we'd like afew classier peoplein on thistoo, the suborbital set, you know? Some British
royalty or something? And | told the CEO: Say, | know an idyllic little place in Muir Harbor, and it's even
got some English history attached to it. So he sent me here to cut the deal ."

"Y ou nice man," Mavis cried, rewarding him with an ardent embrace. Then she looked at him serioudly.
"But you did mean—your company is paying for it all?'

Joseph drew out his gleaming identification disc and held it up before her eyes.

"Every last cent and all possible surcharges, taxes, and extras, to the last thirty-percent gratuity,” he said.
"And we're going to need to send out an invitation to His Lordship and Her Ladyship. Got any classy fonts
on your printer? Olde English or anything like that?"

No more than aweek later, Keely came tearing up the stairs and pounded on the door of the room
Joseph had taken.

"Mr. Capta," she screamed (she called him Mr. Capra now instead of Y ou). "Maam says come red



quick! She's got some mail from this earl or something."

Joseph emerged and ran straight down to where Mavis sat at her communications terminal, wringing her
hands in excitement.

"Look," shesaid. "It's aletter! Isn't that one of those crest things rich people have on the sides of their
cars? Doesn't that word there say earl?"

"That'swhat it says, al right," Joseph said, grinning evilly. "Well, well. Mr. Ma colm Lewin, social
secretary to Roger Checkerfield, sixth earl of Finsbury, begs to acknowledge His Lordship's receipt of our
communication of Tuesday last and wishesto confirm that, asthey are already conveniently visiting our
Pacific Coast, the earl and Lady Finsbury will arrive on eleventh April to redeem his free reservation,
though regrettably due to prior engagements his Lordship must depart on the twelfth."

"They can't stay both nights?* Keely pouted.

"Hey, that's okay." Joseph's eyes were glittering. "All | need is one night. His L ordship wishesto know
whether mooring fees are included in the all-expense package.”

"Arethey?' Mavis dithered through her brochures.

"Surethey are," Joseph said, leaning past her to tap in a hasty response. "So they'll be arriving by yacht,
huh? That's right, they hang out in the Caribbean alot, don't they? Well, I'll just run right out to the pier and
take care of everything this afternoon. Mustn't forget asingle detail! | want thisto be atrip they'll
remember the rest of their lives."

Certainly the regulars at the Pelican would remember it, for the astonishing cleaning job that
establishment underwent in the days preceding the grand occasion. Keys that hadn't been seen in years
surfaced, as well as missing chair legs, candlesticks, framed prints on subjects no longer considered tasteful,
and canceled permits from the Alcohalic Beverage Commission dating back three centuries.

Many of the quirky little safety hazards the regulars had long since learned to avoid were actually
removed, or repaired, or filed down. The garden obliged by blooming. The family who owned the pier were
even persuaded to haul three decadesworth of rusting marine junk away to a barn and brighten up the
place with yachting flags. Everyone in Muir Harbor prepared for the earl of Finsbury's visit. Joseph
especially.

Mavis was so grateful: well before daylight on the eleventh, Joseph was parked out on the pier in his
BMW, which he had blazoned with a beautifully printed sign for the occasion that identified it as the Pelican
shuttle. He sat at the wheel in ajaunty cap that looked vaguely service-related, scanning the horizon
eagerly. Mavis brought him sandwiches and fruit tea at lunch, but his quarry hadn't appeared yet; nor had
done so by teatime.

Just at the last possible moment anybody could stand the suspense, there was a cheery double beep
from the car and Joseph drove in triumph up the green tunnel of pines from the beach, bringing Roger
Jeremy St. James Alistair Checkerfield, sixth earl of Finsbury, and hislady wife Cecelia

Immediately al hangers-on at the Pelican strained to assume the most nonchalant poses imaginable
while pretending not to stare, as Joseph bustled in with a suitcase under either arm. The distinguished guests
followed him. Mavis came forward, one hand uplifted in a graceful wave of acknowledgment.

"W-welcome to the Pelican,” she chirped. "My Lord and Lady? I'm Mavis Breen, your hostess. | trust
your sail was pleasant?’

"Yes, thank you," said Lady Finsbury.

Joseph scuttled up to the rooms with the luggage, leaving Mavisto stare at the titled couple as she
struggled to think of something else to say. The earl took off his sunglasses and looked around. Lady
Finsbury left herson.

They were certainly aristocratic-looking, though dressed rather more casually than expected. Roger's
face was alittle puffy, and for that matter his chin wasn't quite what you'd hope for in a member of the
House of Lords, but Ceceliawas coldly beautiful. She wasintelligent, too, to judge from the text plagquettes
sticking out of the top of her bag.

"Oh, my goodness," said Mavis, "Areyou areader, Y our Ladyship?"

"Yes, | am," Ceceliasaid.

"My gosh, that's such alovely—uh, lovely—thing to do. I've always regretted | never learned, but—well,
you know how it is out here." Mavis giggled shamefacedly. "We Californians. Wild and woolly. What are
you reading, if you don't mind my asking?"'

"The novels of Jane Austen," Cecelia said.

Before Mavis could confess that she had no idea who Jane Austen was, Joseph popped up at her elbow
like ahelpful devil and said, "Yeah! Sense and Sensibility. Great book, Y our Ladyship."



"Oh!" Mavissfacelit up. "Why, | just loved that movie."

"Redlly." Cecdiaslipsthinned. "How nice."

"Hey!" Roger had noticed the unmistakable smell of tapsin the room beyond. "Isthat areal bar in
there?'

"It sureis, pal," Joseph said, stepping forward to take him by the arm. "With agreat local selection of
real aesand ciders you won't want to miss, trust me."

"Cool," said Roger, and let himself be towed into the inviting gloom. That left Mavis and Ceceliafaceto
face again. Mavis bit her lower lip.

"Well—um—would you like to see your room?"

"Yes, please," said Cecelia, taking off her sunshades at last, and my, what chilly blue eyes she had. "And
would it be possible to get two aspirins? I'm afraid | have rather a headache.”

Roger bought everyone around at the bar and instantly won the support of local law enforcement, who
regaled him with their oldest and shaggiest tales of bootlegging, to which he listened openmouthed. Roger
did most things with his mouth open.

He wasn't quite as stupid as he appeared to be. In fact, he was a teacher with a degree in marine
biology at some institute or other, and spoke quite learnedly about coral reefs when encouraged, which the
patrons in the bar did in hopes he'd buy another round. Somehow they failed to get that subtle signal across
to him; but Joseph stepped in like a hero, flashing his identification disc to keep the drinks running free at
HumaliCorp's expense.

So freely did they flow that Roger had to lean on Joseph, when it came time to navigate the narrow hall
between the bar and dining room for the all-expenses-paid gourmet meal of local smoked salmon appetizer
followed by local great white shark (clubbed at seathat very morning) grilled over local applewood with
local vegetable mediey.

But Joseph assured Roger he didn't mind at all if Roger leaned on him, and Roger thought that was
really neat, and asked Cecdliaif she didn't think that was really neat of Joseph? Ceceliajust smiled tightly,
though her smile faded somewhat when Roger invited Joseph to sit at table with them. Joseph demurred,
but Roger pressed hisinvitation, so Joseph drew up a chair, after which Cecelia calmly took out
Persuasion and read as she dined.

Joseph kept Roger entertained, with funny stories so well told the earl was helpless with laughter
through the whole meal, unable to do much more than hold up his glass for refills, which Joseph supplied
readily, especialy after Roger spilled most of apint of cider in the lap of his white yachting pants.

But that was okay, because, by areally amazing stroke of luck, cider wasn't made from grapes like port
was, or it'd have stained astoundingly! At least, that seemed to be what Roger was trying to explain
between giggling fits, and Joseph seemed to understand him perfectly. Perhaps the fact that Joseph was
also helping himself to the cider improved their rapport.

He was near the end of along story involving two corporate executives and agoat in a hotel roomin
Paris when Mavis brought in their blackberry crumble. She sniffed and noticed the spill.

"Oh, dear, should | send in Keely with the mop?* she said.

"N'sawright—" The earl waved at her. "OY Jolly Roger took it inna pants. B'they're whi' pants, see? So
issokay. 'Cos c-cider's only yellow. Y eah?' He burst out laughing afresh.

"Gee, though, Y our Lordship, that must be fedling pretty clammy about now," Joseph reminded him.

"Y our Ladyship, would you like me to escort His Lordship upstairs into dry pants?’

"Y es, thank you, that would probably be best," said Cecelia, not looking up from her book.

"Okey-doke," said Roger, and stood straight up, tottered, and promptly fell over with acrash. Mavis
served out two helpings of blackberry crumble and tried to pretend that Joseph was not lifting an actual
British peer over his shoulder and lugging him upstairs while laughing in a manner that certainly might have
been more respectful. In fact, in her opinion Joseph oughtn't really be laughing at all, though at least Lady
Finsbury didn't seem to take offense. She simply spooned up her dessert with remarkable sangfroid, and
continued to read about Anne Elliot's visit to Lyme.

"Attaboy, Jolly Roger," Joseph said, "we're going around a corner, watch your head. Here's your nice
room. Y our fabulous room in the breathtakingly beautiful Pelican Inn, where pirates played in days of old.
Or something."

"Yeah," Roger chortled. "Pirates... oof!" He made the mistake of sprawling across Joseph's back with
his limbs extended, which resulted in his getting wedged in the upper part of the narrow little cut-corner
hallway. Joseph lurched out from under Roger before jumping back to catch him as he slid down the wall.

"Whoopsy-daisy! Keep your arms and legs inside the conveyance, okay, Roger, old bean?' Joseph said
in his best jolly-uncle voice, though his teeth were clenched. "If you weren't such areally tall guy, thisd be



easier. But you are areally tall guy, aren't you?'

"Uh-huh," Roger said happily, alowing himself to be hoisted up again and carried head down another
couple of meters along the hall.

"Infact—" At the door Joseph realized he didn't have akey, after patting all his pocketsin turn. "In fact,
how tall would you say you are, Roger, chum? Six foot five? Six-six?"

Roger made a gurgling noise suggesting he hadn't the slightest idea. "Y eah. I'd bet if you ever had kids,
they'd be inconveniently tall, too. Heredity can be a cruel thing, Rog baby." It was under the circumstances
best that Roger was unabl e to see the expression on Joseph's face, which would have frightened him badly.

"Now, I've gotta set you down a second, okay? Gotta go get akey. Put your hands flat like you're gonna
stand on your head, see? So you can brace yourself while | let you down? So that way you won't fall over?'

"Yeah," said Roger indigtinctly.

"Okay, are you braced?'

"Yeah."

"Okay, here we go," Joseph told Roger, and let him down and stepped away from him. Roger promptly
collapsed upon himself, subsiding in a boneless tangle with his ankles about his ears and his behind pointed
at the ceiling.

Tugging his beard, Joseph stood briefly contemplating sweet England's pride. Roger seemed perfectly
happy where he was, so Joseph sped back down the stairs and into the alcove behind the desk, where he
found aroom key and sped back with it.

Joseph unlocked the door with a flourish. When the door was thrown open, Roger sagged forward and
uncoiled across the threshold, giggling feebly.

"Yeah, Your Lordship, isn't this fun? Pip-pip, cheerio and al that," Joseph said, taking Roger by the
ankles and backing into the dark room with him. "Y ou're such a mellow guy, Roger, | really amost feel bad
about this, but—what if you had a kid who wasn't a nice easygoing chappie like his dad? What if al he got
from you was ungodly height and a certain flair for complicated disasters, huh?"

He got Roger under the armpits and hauled him across the bed. Roger lay there blinking uncertainly up
at the four-poster canopy in the shadows.

"...Huh?" he said.

"Nice shoes," Joseph said, pulling them off. "Taylor and Sons, aren't they? But, Rog, | ask you, size
sixteen? Y ou must have to have these specially made. Y ou don't really want to pass on genes like that to a
kid, do you? Besides, you know what'd just be bound to happen? He'd inherit Her Ladyship's
ramrod-up-the-ass personality. Those mean little eyes, too. | can tell. I've got an instinct for these things."

"Redlly," said Roger with his eyes closed, as though Joseph had just said something very profound.

"Trust me," Joseph said, unzipping Roger's fly. Roger opened his eyes and flailed around in vague dlarm
as he felt histrousers coming off. "Hey—" "No, no, sokay, remember? We're just changing ourselves. We
had alittle beverage mishap. That's the ticket, you just relax and let your old pal take care of al your little
problems. . ." Joseph said. "Oh, Roger, it's April eleventh, 2319, and do you know where your children are?
Nowhere yet, my friend, but in nine months you'll be the unhappy recipient of a bundle from Hell if | don't
help you."

Joseph's voice had taken on a beautifully soothing tone. It was the sort of voice to which you wanted to
relax while it sang you away to dreamland. Roger found himself irresistibly overtaken by sleep, unable to
open his eyes anymore. He was thereby spared seeing Joseph pulling on a pair of surgical gloves.

"How's about a standard lithotomy position for me, Y our Lordship? There we go. Y ou're having swell
dreams, getting lots of rest, and you know why? No midnight feedings. No walking the floor with a squalling
little seventh earl who'll grow up to be the latest edition of Nicholas Harpole and wreck my daughter'slife
again. Nope, Uncle Joseph is going to nip that tiny problem in the bud right now, old chap, old boy ..."

There was a clatter nastily suggestive of metal implements of some kind being laid out. A faint hiss, a
pleasant smell of cloves. . . and astrangled yell of outrage from Joseph.

After afull thirty seconds of burning silence, he straightened up beside the bed and fixed Roger with a
glare of righteous accusation. Roger was snoring gently.

"All right,” said Joseph. "Y ou degenerate spawn of imperialist oppressors. What gives, here, mortal
man?"'

No reply from Roger. Joseph bent again and thistime it was five whole minutes before he rose. With
effort he controlled himself enough to spesk clearly.

"Okay," he said. "So you've already had avasectomy. Very responsible and decent of you, Roger. |
want to sincerely thank you for your sense of public-spiritedness. At least he won't be your fault. So what
thismeans. .. what this meansis ... Cecelial That two-timing Jezebel!"



He worked swiftly as he thought aloud, closing and sealing, collecting his instruments, throwing a blanket
over Roger.

"Infact, if the kid's born in nine months.. . . and you're up here unconscious right now . . . and Her
Ladyshipisall alone downstairs—"

Joseph's eyes went wide with horror.

"What have | done?" he said, and then his words were echoing in the darkness with nobody to hear
them.

Mavis, clearing away the dishes, started and nearly dropped them as Joseph came tearing down into the
parlor.

"Where's Her Ladyship?' he demanded. "Who's she with?"

"She went out for awalk,” Mavis said. "I think she was sort of put out, you know, with His Lordship
getting so—"

"But is she alone?' Joseph shouted, grabbing her by both arms.

"Yes!" Mavisglared a him. "If you hadn't kept buying His Lordship all those drinks—"

But she was speaking to an empty room, and the door was swinging slowly back after having smacked
wide open and banged the wall. Pursing her lips, she went and pulled it firmly shut against the perfumed
night.

Joseph ran, keenly aware of what aromantic and very, very secluded spot Muir Harbor was at night.
The impenetrable gloom and silence of the forest, the thickets of flowers along the bank of the dark stream,
the faint crash of the pitiless sea, the white glint of the stars laughing down at him. . .

He emerged from the long aisle of pines and picked up Cecelia on infrared about fifty meters ahead of
him, slender and upright, gazing out across the meadows above the lagoon. What was she watching so
intently?

A man? No. It glimmered palein the starlight. It seemed to be awild horse, grazing in complete
unconcern. So Her Ladyship liked wildlife? Great. Aslong as she confined herself to nature appreciation .
.. Joseph decided not to take any chances, and advanced on her purposefully.

"Penny for your thoughts, Y our Ladyship,” he said in hisfriendliest manner.

Ceceliasighed, closed her eyes. After amoment she opened them and turned to look down at him.

"I beg your pardon?'

"Just afigure of speech, Your Ladyship," he said. "Say, I'm real sorry about His Lordship's slight
overindulgence in spirits. Strong cider in these parts! Anyway | saw him all safely tucked into bed. He
ought to be finein the morning."

"How very kind of you," she said.

"Don't mention it. So, um ... are you alone out here?"

"I was," she said, turning back to watch the white horse.

"Wel, it'sjust aswell | came aong,” he told her. "We don't usually get grizzly bears down here, but you
never know, and wouldn't that be awful? With you and Roger so young and in love and al. Why, we had a
couple go just like Pyramus and Thisbe out here, a couple of years ago. Terrible tragedy. Most people have
no idea how dangerous bears are, but—"

"Pyramus and Thisbe?' Ceceliaraised her eyebrows. "Aren't you the literary man, Mr. Capral"

"Well—yes, | have a certain appreciation for the giants of literature," Joseph said. "And may | remark
how nice it isto encounter afellow enthusiast? How are you enjoying Persuasion, by the way? Isthis your
first time reading Austen?"

"No," Cecdliasaid, looking out across the meadow. The horse had wandered off. "I'm rereading the
canon."

"Really? All Austen's stuff? Great," Joseph said genially, but he scanned the meadow for would-be
rendezvous-keepers. There didn't seem to be any. "And do you find your appreciation of all those witty little
observations has increased with time?"

"No," she said at last. "As amatter of fact, no, | don't. | loved those books asagirl. | read them now,
and | grow impatient with Austen.”

"Really?" Joseph stared at her in surprise.

"Yes." Cecelias voice was remote and sad. " She saw human nature for what it is, with the miserable
self-interest that motivates us, and the sordid bargains we make. All pettiness, weakness, inanity. How
could she resolve every story with an improbable happy romance?"

"The literary convention of thetime, | guess,”" Joseph said.

She gave him alook that acknowledged he was dlightly more than a fencepost who had happened to
overhear her soliloquy.



"Do you suppose she'd have had the courage to tell the truth, if she'd lived longer?' Ceceliawondered.

"What would you say isthe truth, Y our Ladyship?'

"That we can't possibly find perfect lovein other people. Have you ever had areligiousimpulse, Mr.
Capra?'

"I might have," Joseph said.

"Do you suppose it begins in a dissatisfaction with the inessential ?* Cecelialooked up at the stars. "A
desire for something more than human love?"

"Geg, | don't know," he said, realizing in terror that if any woman might give birth to his enemy, it would
be this one.

"I don't know either,” she said. "But | wish I'd begun thinking about this earlier in my life."

After amoment Joseph cleared his throat.

"I, ah, take it you and His Lordship are having problems, then?' he said. "Is there somebody else?’

She looked down at him scornfully. "Gracious, what concern isit of yours? Since you ask, however—I|
haven't the dightest interest in infidelity. Roger has his flaws, but he's never harmed anyonein hislife."

"Redlly? That's nice," Joseph muttered, avoiding her eyes. " So maybe you'll be starting a family soon?"

"A family?' she said, as though that were the most absurd suggestion anyone could have possibly made.
"Roger and | agree very nicely on a number of things, Mr. Capra, and one of them happens to be our utter
disinclination to have children. Now or ever. | donated genetic material to the Kronos Biodiversity Project
when | wasagirl; asfar as1'm concerned, that fulfilled my duty to posterity.”

"Oh," Joseph said, feeling ametaphysical splat. He wiped imaginary custard and pie crust from hisface,
and glared in the direction of the grinning Fates.

He saw her back to the inn and watched the passageway all night, but no tall lover ever came sneaking
along to her room. When they came down for breakfast, Roger was rather pale and sat carefully, but
seemed to have no memory of anything untoward having happened.

After the Hearty North Coast Breakfast, the Checkerfields' butler came ashore to advise that they
should depart. As compensation for not staying longer, however, the earl and Lady Finsbury posed smiling
for a holoshot under the inn sign, and Roger had his butler write a dignified recommendation bel ow which
he made his mark. Mavis displayed it proudly over the bar for the rest of her life.

Joseph loaded up the Checkerfields' luggage and drove them down to the pier, where he saw them
aboard their palatial yacht. Back ashore, he waved asthey set sail, cursing himself for not managing to slip
abomb into one of their suitcases somehow.

Then he drove back, settled the charges, and told Mavis he was off to another business conference.

Thefirst thing he did upon returning to the mountain was check the Temporal Concordance, to seeif al
references to Alec Checkerfield had been miraculously erased.

They hadn't been.

"So | guess that answers that big question in tempora physics, huh?' he told Budu gloomily, loosening
his tie as he sagged down against the vault. "All that work for nothing! The little bastard—and heredly is
one— gets born anyway."

"You Could Try Again," Budu said.

"And do what? Swim up to their yacht in a subsuit and flippersto try to sneak aboard? Keep chasing
after the miserable so-and-so in the hope I'll get a chance to do away with him?* Joseph growled. "Oh,
yeah, | can just hear the laughs the gods of causality would have at my expense. 'Shark Attack in
Normally Safe Waters! Infant Unharmed. Nanny Goes on Murderous Rampage! Tot Saved by Chance
Bystander. Father Christmas Explodesin Harrods Disaster! Child Miraculously Escapes. Classroom
Taken Hostage by Macedonian Terrorists! Our Interview with Lone Boy Who Wasin the Lavatory at
the Time'No, thank you."

Budu bared histeeth in terrifying silent laughter.

"And You Have Forgotten Another Thing."

"Oh, yeah?' Joseph said, groping in his pocket for agrandla bar. He peeled the wrapper off and took a
bite, chewing forcefully.

"Dr. Zeus Would Protect The Boy. The Company Needs Him To Deliver The Bomb To Mars Two."

"Hell," said Joseph through a mouth of grandla. "Y ou're right. So even though Jolly Roger got aclip job
and Lady Ceceliawould rather be a nun, nothing is going to stop Dr. Zeus from producing that kid from
somewhere. Y ou know who ran the Kronos Biodoversity Project, don't you?"

"He Will Be Born. He Will Take His Place In History As The Hangar Twelve Man. Until He Has, You Will
Be Unable To Touch Him," Budu said, and watched as Joseph drew the inference he had intended. Joseph
stopped chewing.



"But after—!" he said. "After Mars Two helll disappear. No more history to protect him. The son of a
bitch'll have atime shuttle, helll take it on the lam through the event shadows. Anything might happen to him
there!" Joseph leaped to his feet and clenched both fists over his head. "Oh, he's mine, Father. He's dead
meat. I'll track him down, punch his ticket to the afterlife one-way, rescue Mendoza, and still have timeto
relax with a cold one before Judgment Day! Thisis good.”

"And Then | Will Have Real Work For You To Do," Budu said.

ONE MORNING IN 1855 AD

San Francisco had come and gone.

Well, asfar as anyone knew at the time. The boom had gone bust, the gold fields played out; devastating
fires had repeatedly leveled the place. Nowadays the ready cash to rebuild just wasn't there, should another
blaze sweep through. Once upon atime a merchant might have charged any price he wanted for a dozen
eggs, or aloaf of bread, or ashovel. A month's wages hadn't been thought too high for a pair of socks, and
asfor acigar—!

But nobody would discover the Comstock Lode for years yet, and just now men who had been briefly
rich beyond dreams of avarice were creeping back into the City in hopes of getting jobs sweeping floors,
emptying spittoons, anything to build up enough of a stake to alow them to drift back sadly eastward, or
south to sordid early death in Los Angeles or Mexico.

But for the first time in Californids history, there were abundant consumer goods available at low prices.
Y ou could get anything in San Francisco, and the sooner the better, because most of it was spoiling on the
shelves. Of course, nobody had any money, so it didn't matter.

Mr. William Green owned a dry-goods establishment on Clay Street. That morning, in the cathedral-like
silence at his counter, he had noticed an inordinate number of little brown moths flitting to and fro through
the sunbeams. No customers having come in al morning, he had ample leisure to observe the moths, and
discovered that they seemed to be congregating primarily around the sacks of flour stacked in the corner.

Closer examination proved that the moths were crawling out of and into the flour through the thousand
pinprick holes they had chewed in the sacking. Mr. Green pulled a sack free and opened it, grimacing as he
peered down into a cobwebby maggoty mess that should have been pie crusts and biscuits long ago.

"Merde!" Mr. Green had muttered, because his real name was Mr. Rambouillet. He had fled France
owing somebody a great deal of money and settled in San Francisco with the earnest hope of making more.
That, however, isastory entirely unrelated to our present one, which continues:

Having resigned himself to the loss, Mr. Green spent the next hour dragging sacks of flour out to the
four-foot-deep chasm the last good rain had cut down the center of Clay Street. One after another he
pitched in the sacks, and each landed with alittle poof of white dust, sad as a corpse flopping into
guicklime. None of the few passersby remarked on what he was doing, as it was afairly common sight
lately.

Now Mr. Green stood in front of his dry-goods store, dusting his hands and thinking gloomily about
getting into his stock of brandied peaches again. He had eaten his way through one case aready. Hiswas
an addictive personality, which was one of the reasons he owed somebody in France a great deal of money.
But:

"Dry goods and general merchandise." Now, this," avoice said, "should suit usvery well, my dear,
wouldn't you think?"

"Maybe, sefior," avoice replied, and Mr. Green turned to stare, and kept staring.

They were an odd-looking pair, who had made their way up Clay Street through the blowing sand. The
young girl was dressed as a boy for some reason, not very convincingly given her figure. The man was
extraordinarily tall and wore a curious twisted metal collar, though otherwise he was dressed in a
nondescript enough way: white shirt and boots, timelessin their design, and apair of blue serge de Nimes
trousers very similar to the ones Mr. Levi Strauss had recently begun making over on Sacramento Street.

The man loomed over Mr. Green now.

"Isthis your establishment, my good man?' he said, and it registered on Mr. Green that he was an
Englishman. "And have you any ladies garments ready-made?’

"Y ou wish to make a purchase?' Mr. Green stammered, ready to scream because the only customers
he'd seen in aweek wanted something he didn't have.

"That iswhy | inquired, sir," said the Englishman frostily, looking down hislong nose. "My wife has had
an unfortunate accident with her trousseau, and desires to replace certain items of apparel."

"Well—well—I have got Chinese shawls," said Mr. Green, flinging open the door of his shop and waving
frantically in the hopes he could get them to go inside. "Though no clothes for the ladies ready to wear, a
thousand pardons, but | do have fine cottons, broadcloth or calico, linens, silks, bombazine, woolens—" He



remembered the moths and bit histongue, but the tall Englishman was nodding thoughtfully.

"That would suit,” he said. "Yes, very well. And have you dressmakers goods? Thread, buttons,
whalebone?'

"Gardening tools?' the girl asked.

An hour later Mr. Green was standing on the wharf beside an empty wheelbarrow, smiling and waving
at the couple as the man bent to the oars of awhaleboat. It bore the girl and al of Mr. Green'sinventory in
bolt cloth and notions out to their ship. The ship was strangely indistinct and blurred by distance, though it
didn't seem to be anchored all that far out. It looked to be the size of a man-of-war at |east, which was
strange, too.

Mr. Green didn't care. He had a pocketful of twenty-dollar double eagles, bright and gleaming as though
they'd been minted that morning (which in fact they had been, though they were all stamped with the date
1852).

Whistling, he turned and trundled his wheelbarrow back up Clay Street, avoiding the sinkholes and
gullies. He was getting the hell out of San Francisco.

Returning to his shop, he paused in the act of removing his apron. His eyes widened. All across the bare
plank floor, where trails of spilled flour had lain an hour since, lay fresh stalks of green wheat just silvering
inthe ear.

LATER THAT AFTERNOON

Mendoza reclined on a cushion and watched as Alec fitted the steel skull-mask over the sensor
mounting. He welded it in place with afew deft touches; stood back and surveyed the new servounit.

"Why do you give them al faceslike that?' she said.

"Because they're my skeleton crew, get it? Haha" Alec leaned down and waggled ajointed limb to be
certain there was adequate play. It was important that this unit's arms work smoothly, because it had no
legs. Unlike the other four, it was built into a stationary console, with only limited motion along arolling
track. It had nine arms, however, fitted with all the tools necessary to enable it to measure, mark, cut, stitch,
and sew, aswell as a host of other functions related to the manufacture of accessories such as hats, gloves,
and shoes.

Nicholas and Edward stood looking down at it in grudging admiration.

It seems you've a talent for automata, boy, Edward admitted. Of course, we haven't seen it work
yet.

You will, Alec told him. "Captain, let's run atest, okay?"

Aye aye! Activating new servounit now.

With a gentle hum the unit rattled to blank life, all its arms flexing, shear blades clashing, needles
pumping experimentally. It focused red and glowing eyes. It took aturn around its little track. Alec grinned
ait.

"Cool. And your nameis. . ." Heleaned forward and tapped its skull.

"Smeal”

All systems shipshape. Shall I download costuming data?

"Makeit s0," Alec said, and Smee halted as the Captain shot into its brain all the plundered costuming
information Dr. Zeus had accumulated over the centuries, data on clothing from every nation on Earth in
every year of recorded history, complete with patterns.

That's done, by thunder! And programmed, too. Just let it have a look at ye for measurements,
now.

Alec stripped off al his clothes and stood naked in the center of the area circumscribed by Smee's
track. It turned its head and fixed its red gaze on him; circled him dowly, scanning and measuring the
topography of his body. When it had finished and filed the data away, Alec stepped free. Mendoza disrobed
and took his place, whereupon

Smee repeated the process. The gentlemen watched with keen interest.

"I wonder if we could make more?' she said, asthered light played over her body. "They're so useful.
What if they could swim?"

"What?' Alec pulled his attention back to what she'd said and replayed it in his mind. His eyes widened.

"Brilliant!" he cried. "Bloody hell, I could make, like, robot dolphins! Remember Long John, Captain? The
little telemetry drone?"

Mmmm. Submersible reconnaissance and defense units? That's my girl! Smart as paint!

"Why, thank you," said Mendoza, looking pleased.

"I'd have to give 'em articulated spines, so they could swim like a dolphin does—all kinds of sensorsin



the head—and maybe a skin of bioprene—" Alec began pacing to and fro. "Maybe launch 'em like
torpedoes when we arrive somewhere—or, no, say, four berths on the forward deck—"

Do you know, that actually sounds useful? Edward admitted.

"Come on, let's go play with some designs!" Alec seized Mendoza's hand and they made for the cabin
door.

Wait! Don't you want clothes?

Edward took charge. "One complete set of women's morning wear suitable for the year 1855," he said
impatiently. "One complete set of gentlemen's apparel, same. Is that sufficient?”

For California, sir? Or England?

Edward looked scornful. "Good God! England, what do you think?' he said.

They hurried away. Behind them, Smee processed the order and then turned, whirring along its track,
scanning the bolts of cloth until it found awhite silk it judged suitable for undergarments. Arms extended,
pulled and measured material. Shears deployed and began to cut, as other arms selected thread from the
available colors and bobbins wound at blinding speed.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING IN 1855 ad

Had Mr. Green been sober, or even conscious, he might have seen his very favorite customers returning
in their whaleboat to the pier at the base of Clay Street. He might not have recognized them, however,
since the only thing that presently distinguished them from any other couple was the man's extraordinary
height, which was now emphasized by the fashionably tall hat he wore, in keeping with the rest of his
unremarkable ensemble. His high stiff shirt collar and cravat concealed that odd bit of jewelry. The young
lady with him was today properly clad in a hooped dress of pink sprigged calico. She wore awide straw hat
for the sun, decked with pink ribbons.

The gentleman carried a capacious |eather satchel, which seemed to contain something rather heavy.

Having tied up their boat and proceeded ashore, they made their way up Clay Street. At the corner of
Clay and Montgomery they paused, appearing to confer briefly; the young lady pointed and they turned
down Montgomery.

Mr. Charles McWay, the clerk who happened to be on duty at a certain bank that morning, was a much
busier man than Mr. Green had been. Mr. McWay's firm was weathering the current depression quite
nicely, asin fact it would weather every banking crisis and recession for the next several centuries, which
was why the lady and gentleman entered and looked about expectantly.

Mr. McWay was too preoccupied with the shopkeeper he was helping to notice their arrival, and after
the customer departed he was busy completing paperwork; so when he looked up and beheld the very tall
man who had appeared before him silently, he gave adight start.

"Good morning, sir! How may | be of assistance?’

"Good morning," said the tall man, removing his hat. "1 am advised that thisis areliable financia
institution. | am presently obliged to travel abroad, and may not return for some years. Would it be possible
to place a sum of money upon deposit here, against my return?"

He spoke with awell-bred L ondon accent, and there was something so charming, so persuasive in his
voice that Mr. McWay froze for a moment, staring in confusion into the man's pale blue eyes.

"Certainly, sir," he said at last.

"Splendid! Now, then," continued the Englishman. He lifted aleather satchel to the counter. "'l have here
the sum of five thousand dollars." Opening the satchel, he displayed awelter of bright coin, all twenty-dollar

double eagles stamped with the date 1852. "I should like to deposit this at your best rate of interest.”

"Yes, sir!" said Mr. McWay, producing a deposit form with aacrity. He dipped his pen in the inkwell
and proceeded to fill it out. "And your name, sir?"

The Englishman's eyes narrowed in amusement. "William St. James Harpole," he said. The paperwork
was done, the money counted, verified, and locked away in the vault, and a deposit book issued in the name
he had given.

"Thank you so much, sir. Y ou've been most helpful,” said the Englishman, tucking the passbook away in
an inner pocket of his coat. He donned histall hat, took the empty satchel, and turned to the young lady. All
this while she had been standing attentively at the front door, for all the world like a county marshal on
guard, which seemed most odd to Mr. McWay.

"Mrs. Harpole? | believe our ship awaits."

She smiled and took hisarm. To Mr. McWay's astonishment she actually skipped the few pacesto the
door beside her husband.

Then Mr. McWay's attention was diverted by another customer coming in, and when he glanced at the



window once more the couple was gone. He never saw either of them again; but his firm was indeed a
reliable financial institution, and the double eagles increased their number by compound interest over a
considerable period of years... .

Andfor alark, Mr. and Mrs. Harpole immortalized their transitory personain a holo taken on the deck
of the Captain Morgan, posed against the rail with the sad little City in the background. Stern husband
holding histall hat in the crook of one arm, freezing the camerain his dignity, and on his other arm the wife,

very young to look so haughty but with the suggestion of laughter at one corner of her dightly ironic mouth.
LATER THAT DAY IN 1 855 ad

"Given the amount of timeit sat in that poor devil's shop, thisisa surprisingly drinkable vintage," said
Edward, pouring another glass of champagne.

He sprawled in achair in the saloon, having removed his coat, waistcoat, and boots. Mendoza, reclining
across his lap, had removed rather more of her clothing.

"At least we haveice,” she said, yawning. "I don't think we used to be able to get cold drinks. Did we?'

"Not in Cdlifornia," he said, offering her a sip. She drank and sighed, leaning her head back.

The saloon had undergone a change in recent days. Fruit trees of various kinds stood here and there,
lashed to bulkheads, growing in makeshift hydroponic containers. So did the gooseberry bush, which was
now very nearly athicket; so did severa muscular grapevines, which had crawled up every available
vertical surface, and looked capable of bursting out through a hatch and scaling the masts. They gave the
place something of an exatic, hathouse air. All the plants had survived the jumps through time unscathed.
The Captain had begun to have an ideawhy.

"Harpole," Mendoza said thoughtfully. "I remember that name. Y ou used to be called that, didn't you?
When we talked in the other language . . ."

Nicholas, who had been leaning invisible against her thigh, took control and smiled down at her.

"Ecce, Corinna venit," hesaid, "tunica velata recincta,
candida dividua colla tegente coma—

gualiter in thalamos famosa Semiramis isse

dicitur, et multis Lais amata viris."

For a second or so Mendoza's gaze had a blank, machinelike quality that made Alec acutely
uncomfortable; then she smiled and was human again, bright-eyed, happy.
"Ergo Amor et modicum area mea témpora vinum

mecum est et madidis lapsa corona comis,"she said.

Laughter breaking on a sob, Nicholas kissed her, and she twined her arms about his neck.

What are they saying? Alecinquired.

Lot of lewd love-play in Latin, Edward said, irritable at having been thrust aside. Ovid's Amores, |
think. My Latin was never very good.

Why not? Nicholas knows a lot of languages.

Because | was sent to sea when | was fourteen, said Edward. If I'd been able to stay at school, 1'd
no doubt be able to rattle it off the way brother Nicholas does. Though my headmaster preferred to
encourage more practical knowledge. Edward'slip curled. Hardly surprising, given that he was one
of the Company's agents.

Your headmaster? Alec said.

Dr. Nennys, Edward said. | worshipped that man! Ever ready with fatherly advice and intimations
that | was a boy destined for great deeds. As good as told me outright | was the bloody second
coming of Christ. Hadn't aged a day when | met him again, fifteen years on. He got me into
Redking's; sponsored my initiation into the Gentlemen's Speculative Society, too.

| had one like that, Alectold him somberly. Tilney Blaise. He was always cheering me on about
what | was supposed to do with my life—like go to Mars, now that | think of it. He never aged,
either. He tried to get me to go to work for the Company.

Heturned to look at Nicholas and Mendoza. All our lives, we must have had the Company's agents
around us, telling us what to do, pushing us to turn the way they wanted. Alec winced at arealization.
Even Sarah must have been one of them.

Your nurse, Edward said.

She took care of me from the day | was born. | used to think she loved me.

Happen she did, lad, the Captain transmitted in silence, but she done what the Company told her all
the same. The only one of 'em as ever disobeyed orders for you was Mendoza.

And look what they did to her, Alec muttered. And to us. What have we been but clay they've
sculpted into men?



Dr. Zeusis going to discover I'm a good deal more than a golem, said Edward darkly.

To be surethey will, my lad. And |'d be pleased and proud to go over some of my little schemes
with you, as you've theinclination?

No time like the present, Edward said.

What've you got, Captain sir?

Well now! It be a pleasant thing, to be sure, when a massively powerful Company can engage the
picked geniuses of a whole world to invent thingsfor it; but | reckon ye lads' ve heard that a camel's
a horse designed by committee? And so it iswith Dr. Zeus. Too many committees and supervisory
panels and executive boards, all second-guessing and hindering them geniuses. And there's a power
of skulking bastards who's running things behind the scenes, and all fighting amongst themselves
naturally, so there's more confusion. Big corporations is stupid.

The better for our purposes, said Edward.

Right you are, son. Well, that's one to us. Now, take them nanobots. Dr. Zeus has come up with
the best anywhere, what does more things than anybody else's design. But they only been used for
biological augmentation, see? They got a lot of other potential uses.

Such as? Alec looked keenly interested.

Oh, such as making robot drones what look just like dolphins. There ain't no Company
accountantstelling us we can't.

| confess | can't understand one word in three of this talk, said Edward.

| reckon you savvy more than you let on. Well, so: yer little dolphinsisa right clever idea, Alec,
and sure to be useful. But think about a mine, now, or any other infernal device, that looked like
nothing more than a teaspoonful of gold paint! Nanobots in suspension, with a timed-release
program alerting 'em to stir themselves, on a certain day in 2355, and become a weapon. Or a
transmitter to send out a jamming signal, or get into targeted sites and rape and pillage until a
certain bloody Doctor was begging for mercy. No quarter given, of course.

We builds our power base slow, laying down bank accounts and power caches all through time,
just like Dr. Zeus has, so we can go anywhere to do what we need to do, until we're powerful enough.
Then it'll be mayhem and black treachery, served up hot.

Are you saying these weapons couldn't be detected if sought for, because they wouldn't actually
exist until the moment they deployed? said Edward.

Aye, sir. Until then they'd be no more than potential.

Good God, that is brilliant, said Edward, with a chilly smile. My compliments, Captain. You really
are quite the pirate.

Just doing what | was programmed to do, lad, but thank'ee kindly anyhow.

Wait a minute! Mines? Alec had gone pale. Weapons? Infernal devices? You're talking about
bombs!

Of course heis, said Edward. Weren't you listening to—

No, no, laddie, to be sure! | meant—

We can't go leaving bombs around! Alec shouted. Haven't | got enough innocent blood on my
hands?

Son, that weren't what | meant at all. Figure of speech, see—

Of course that wasn't what he meant, you dolt, said Edward quickly. There needn't be any civilian
casualties at all.

No human casualities, no indeed, son. Just an all-out attack on that bugger Zeus, what'd leave
him so badly hurt he'll wish he'd never been activated. You'd not shed a tear for him, I'd wager, eh?

No—but—

And | imagine you'd like to see justice done, said Edward. Wouldn't you?

Alec looked at him bleakly. If justice was done, I'd be dead and rotting.

Aw, no, son—

As you like, said Edward. But you were only a dupe, Alec, remember that, a tool for wicked men.
They'd like nothing better than to see you perish of remorse. In your place, | should think it my
moral duty to bring the true guilty parties to an accounting for their deeds.

Truer words was never spoke, Commander Bell-Fairfax, sir!

And, after all, it may be that one or two of them deserve to die, said Edward. For example... what
other sentence than death could possibly suffice, for the authority who consigned our lady to



Options Research?

Both Alec and Nicholas grimaced. Mendoza opened her eyes, and suddenly all her languor was gone;
she was braced, wary.

"Darling, areyou al right?' she said sharply.

"Perfectly well, my love," Nicholas told her, and kissed her to stop any other questions. Alec, staring at
the floor, clenched hisfists until the knuckles were white. Without warning he threw a punch at the
bulkhead. Hisfist went through it harmlesdy.

| thought so, Edward said, leaning back. Call it execution, if you like; of even public service. One
of the few tags | did learn was, let me see, "Qui parat nocentibus innocentes punit"; which would be
translated as, "Who spares the guilty punishes the innocent.” There are cases where one is positively
benefitting humanity by slaying judiciously.

Thou playst the boy jike a lute, said Nicholas, sadly.

Well. Edward sipped hisvirtua champagne. Something to think about, in any case. And we really
ought to begin planning an enlightened rule for Mankind, once we've toppled Zeus. Otherwise, some
tyrant will undoubtedly club his way into power.

Alec shivered. I'm the last man on Earth to rule over other people.

That may well be the case, said Edward.

IN THE DARK NIGHT OF THE
SOUL (YEAR INDETERMINATE)

The obscuring fog of causality rolls back, the lid of Schrodinger's box opens, and o and behold! In nearly
every century, on some coastline or other, a great ship has moored far out to sea and sent alittle craftinto
do business with the natives. Dolphins have coursed beside it, like an escort of sea-greyhounds.

The man and woman stepping ashore seldom draw attention to themselves, except insofar as people
occasionally remark on the man's extreme height. Otherwise the couple are unremarkable in their
appearance, their clothing perfectly appropriate for the season and year. Sometimes the man does all the
talking; sometimes the woman alone speaks.

Now and then, as they make their way through exotic places, the man is distracted by a church or
temple, and lingers awhile to watch priests or rabbis or saffron-robed monks going about their businesses.
Sometimes he will summon the courage to ask a question of one of them, in Latin, Greek, or Hebrew or,
dowly and hatingly, in their own languages. Their answers are brief and to the point, or lengthy, with many
digressions, but the result is always the same. He sighs and thanks them, looking rather like adog that has
lost its master. The woman takes his hand and they walk away together.

Now then, Nick, wilt thou not sleep?

Nicholas glanced up from the plaguette on which he had been studying the Pali canon of Buddha's
teachings. He sighed and set it aside. Mendoza slept peacefully; beside her, Alec and Edward sprawled at
awkward angles, in unconscious competition for proximity to her. Outside, stars drifted down into a black
ocean.

You don't look like revelation has struck you, somehow.

No, Spirit.

Thisain't any better than the Tao?

No.

Nor the Bhagavad Gita? Nor the Avesta, neither?

No.

| thought certain you'd like them Gnostic Gospels.

Nicholas shrugged.

And | reckon you ain't even looked at that nice book on Vodou.

Spirit, thisis futility. What do the best of them but recapitulate the Ten Commandments, in one
form or another? And | find no proof that men have obeyed strange gods any better than the God of
the Israelites, or learned any more of the true nature of the Almighty. Shall | worship a cow? Shall |
spin paper prayers on a wheel? I'd as lief go back to eating fish in Lent lest God smite me down, or
pray to wooden Mary to take away the toothache.

WEell, son, allowing for the foolishness, which | reckon depends on what port you hail from—ain't
there any one seems better than-the rest?

None, Spirit. That | must be kind and do no harm, |1 needed no prophets to tell me; but not one
will open his dead mouth to say what kind and harmless Lord would create this dreadful world, sad
Nicholas. Nor permit abominations like Edward and me to walk in it. He looked down at Mendoza



broodingly. Nor deliver a little frightened child into the Devil's hands. Nor let her lie forgotten a
thousand years on the floor of the house of the dead.

Mm. Can't answer that one, lad.

I sought to build the New Jerusalem in my own heart, and my heart failed me. Shall | live like
Edward, in my reason alone? But that is all ice and pride. Science will not grant me my soul again.

What do | tell my boy, then, if he gets the shakes about eternal life?

Set up no gods for thine Alec, Spirit. Nicholas lay back and put his arms about Mendoza, pulling her
close. Thereislove, or there is nothing. The rest is vanity.

When they purchase goods, they pay in hard cash. When they post |etters, in those times and places
with postal service, the correspondence is always addressed correctly, the postage exact, the paper and ink
of the most ordinary for thetime. Their occasional transactions with banking firms or attorneys are brief
and discreet. Then the man and the woman put back out to sea, and are generally promptly forgotten, and
never seen again.

They figure in few ledger entries and no history books at all.

But by the year 1863, in nearly every great coastal city on Earth-Venice, London, Amsterdam, Boston,
New Y ork—some old banking house or legal firm administers along-maintained trust, now and then
receiving directions from the present heirs or their legal representatives. Were all the dots connected, all the
figures added up, Dr. Zeus Incorporated would be rather surprised to discover it hasarival in the very
long-term investment game. The Company, however, istoo busy taking care of its own considerable
business to do such athing, and anyway, why should it worry? Nobody else has the ability to travel through
time.

So the names on the enduring fortunes ring no warning bells at Dr. Zeus: William St. James Harpole,
Thorne Fairfax, Nicholas Mendoza, Alee Bell, Edward Checkerfield, Alton Finsbury . . .

And of course the Company doesn't think to check its own signals, bounced back through timeto its
operatives working in the past, to see if anyone has encrypted an interstitial signa in its own constant flow
of messages. Thus the Captain continues to draw on his enormous twenty-fourth-century reservoir of
memory caches, with scarcely a millisecond of time lag.

Thisisgood, because the Captain now has alot to coordinate: temporal itineraries, hidden funds,
fiendishly clever nanobot weapons designs, the ongoing rejuvenation treatments for Alec, and the careful
search of records to determine just where Alec's DNA vial might be stored ... and research on the subject
of Crome's radiation generators.

This last business goes ahead more easily for the Captain than for anyone else who has ever attempted
to study the subject, for the reason that he is atremendously powerful artificial intelligence and also
because he has a Crome generator to observe, close at hand, around the clock, over along period of time.
MIDMORNING ON 17 MARCH 1 863 ad

On an empty stretch of the Pacific, lightning blazed down out of a clear blue sky. There was awild
roiling in the water, as though some great leviathan had been hit by the blast. Gradually the turmoil ceased.
The Captain Morgan's storm bottle retracted, her masts and spars extended, and she clapped on sail.
Tacking about, she steered for the South Seas, and white spray struck and ran from her bows like cream.

"Caramba,” sighed Mendoza, stretching sensually on Edward's lap. "We must try doing this while
copulating again sometime."

"It hasits points,” said Edward, alittle shakily. She looked up into hisface at once, frowning.

"You'repale. Areyou al right, Alec?’

He looked down at her and she saw his face change abruptly, eyes going wide and guileless. "I'm fine,
baby," he protested, in what she was beginning to think of as his Beach Boy voice. He grinned and patted
her behind. She uncoiled nimbly and stood up, and he unfastened the storm harness and stood to join her.

Alec, well along in histreatments with Pineal Tribrantine Three, appeared distinctly younger now. Asa
rule he tended to avoid looking in mirrors except to shave, so the fact that the planes of his face had
tightened and smoothed discernibly went unnoticed. Some of the weathering of years' exposure to sea gales
was disappearing also. What Alec did notice was that his back felt great these days, and his appetite was
enormous. His nightmares, however, had not diminished.

But he went gladly enough with Mendozato their stateroom, for they were suffering slightly from
temporal lag. It had been close to midnight on the day they had embarked, though a bright midday sun was
shining down now.

They clambered into bed and Mendoza fell asleep almost at once. Alec and Nicholas were also
tremendously sleepy, but Edward couldn't close his eyes.

What's wrong? Alec said at last. Oh. It's the date, isn't it? Thisisthe day you ... er... died.



It's the day | was shot, said Edward in astrained voice. Perhaps even now, miles from here, I'min
the very act of coming aboard the J.M. Chapman.

Why, man, it comes to nothing at last, said Nicholas. He yawned. For, see, here thou art, and here
is she, happy after all.

I'm perfectly aware of that, said Edward. It's a deuced odd feeling, all the same. One can't help
but wonder what would happen if—

If you tried to go there and stop yerself? You couldn't do it, lad. The Company'stried. History
can't be changed and even if it could, there'd still be squalls. Two identical objects can occupy the
same time, or space, but not the same time AND space, the Captain said.

I've no inclination to intervene on my own behalf, no; | deserved those bullets. But as | lie—
apparently—dying, the poor child will be going mad. If only there were some way of letting her
know we'd meet again . ..

Bless you, son, she believed that anyhow.

Just as well, | suppose, Edward said, watching Mendoza as she lept. You're quite certain it's
necessary to be here?

Aye. Thisisthe harbor bar, in a manner of speaking. If we're to go any farther, we got to get past
this point in time. According to the laws of temporal physics, anything can go backward in time, and
then forward again as far asits own place; but not past that point, d'y'see? That was why you had
the annoyance of them clothes disappearing the other day.

But the plants remain with us.

Astothat, sir, | got a theory. They're living organisms, what was grown right here, inside the
time transcendence field. Zeus didn't never do no science experimentsinside a T-field, see? fust
crammed his operatives in them little cramped boxes and shuttled 'em back and forth. But this here
ship, now, puts out the biggest T-field ever generated. And the plants belongs to the ship'stime, so
they can go anywhere it does.

That doesn't explain why the plants got so big so fast, said Alec, rubbing his eyes.

I'm still working on that one, son.

Yes, very well, said Edward. What about this "harbor bar"?

Why, we can travel anywhere afore January 2352, because that was our point of departureinto
the past. But yer lady there supposedly can't go no farther forward than 24 March 1863, because
that's when she was sent back to Options Research.

And yet she seems to have gone into 1996, on that one occasion.

So it'd seem. Not only that, then she went with the clothes she was standing up in, and her horse,
and that other poor bleeder and his horse, too. Plustheir gear. Soit ain't a hard and fast rule,
whatever that lying bastard Zeus says.

Then we must learn more about her particular ability.

Aye. Now, we can stay here at the breakwater and just float forward a day at a time into the
future, except that our Alec'd be dead of old age centuries afore we ever got back to 2352; or we can
experiment with Crome's radiation and see if we can jump forward to 1996.

Isthere any risk to her?

Them clothes popped back safe and sound once we went backward again, didn't they? But we
ain't trying nothing until we know more. Now then: Alec and Nicholas has nodded off, and you were
best to do the same.

Edward was silent. He looked up sharply when the ship's bell pealed: eight bright little chimes.

Noon, he said.

Aye, sir. Afternoon watch just commenced.

| wonder if 1've been shot yet?

| wouldn't know that, son.

Edward stared into space a moment, his eyes glittering. He leaned down, put his mouth close to

Mendoza's ear and whispered something.
THE AFTERNOON OF 18 MARCH 1 863

Mrs. Checkerfield, ma'am, | wonder if | might have a word with you? Long as our Alec's busy
with the servounits ? Private-like, just you and me.

"Of course, Sir Henry," Mendoza said, adjusting the mist element above the seedling tray. It had been
tricky, setting up a hydroponics cabin aboard a sailing ship, but the Captain had doneit. An ingenious system



of spill catchments and ventilation permitted a garden to flourish without rotting a hole through the deck
timbers. Roses bloomed in luxuriance, ivy and grapevines sprawled, waved aggressive green tendrils
everywhere.

Well, ma'am, | been accessing the data we lifted from Dr. Zeus, and | keep coming across
referencesto that, er, Crome's radiation. Would you know anything about it firsthand, dearie, that
you could tell old Captain Morgan? The better to batten down aforehand for any squalls we might
hit?

Mendoza stood absolutely still for amoment, her face immobile as a mask. The Captain did the
electronic equivalent of holding his breath. Then she frowned.

"Crome'sradiation?' she said. "I could download to you, but | don't seem to have thefile. It appearsto
be the source of what mortals call paranormal phenomena. | don't think alot is known about it. Crome's
isn't a power, or an ability; it's simply a bioelectric effect produced by certain mortals. Y ou can't use it for
anything. It'slike abirth defect.”

Ah! But it'sareal phenomenon.

Mendoza nodded, watching the bright water-beads forming on the little blades of corn. "Yes."

Well now! That'sinteresting. | were afeared lest our Alec be such a one. From what I'm
accessing, the Company seemed to think Crome's is dangerous.

Mendoza nodded, biting her lower lip. She opened the maintenance panel on the desalinization unit and
checked the filter; wandered aong the kitchen-garden rows and through the miniature orchard, as though
she had lost something. Finally she said:

"Thisis because he's ill damaged, isn't it? Sometimes, you know, | think he must have aglitchin his
language centers. Y ou should run adiagnostic. It's as though he's not sure what temporal track we're going
through, whether we're in the sixteenth century or the nineteenth or ... | don't know. He changes.
Sometimes when we're out among the mortals | pick up a stray emotion from athief or amurderer,
someone contemplating robbing us. | can laugh about it; but then | remember, and | could go mad like adog,
and kill them all, to think that he's vulnerable now.

"But he's not a Crome generator! He may be damaged, but heisn't a ... adefective.”

I'sthat so, dearie? Well, what a comfort to have that settled, aye, purred the Captain, observing her
closdly.

He continued to observe her over the next several days, and subtly administered a number of tests, far
more devious and oblique than Rhine Institute flash cards but to the same ends.

When presented with a situation for immediate analysis where even subliminal data was available to
provide a clue to the correct answer, Mendoza scored perfectly, as any cyborg would, to a degree that
would seem supernatural to mortals. But when required to make a random guess, where no data, subliminal
or otherwise, was available to suggest an answer, Mendoza showed no unusual talent for choosing
correctly. Nor did she generate Crome's radiation at any time.

She had a cyborg's physical control and hyperfunction ability, enabling her to move, at need, too swiftly
for the mortal eyeto follow; but she was unable to move an object by any means other than extending her
hand and picking it up. While she could scale awall or go around a barrier so quickly as to appear to have
moved through it, frame-by-frame analysis of her action proved she did not physically pass through the
barrier. No Crome's was generated on these occasions, either.

On the other hand, Mendoza did generate Crome's fairly dependably under certain circumstances:
extreme physical arousal, usually, though not aways, strictly sexual; dancing with Alec invariably produced
sheets of blue lightning. However, no paranormal activity occurred.- Mendoza never seemed to notice the
blazing lights at all. Alec and the others did, of course, but refrained from mentioning it at the Captain's
request, and perhaps from a certain gentlemanly impulse.

Delving through Company files, the Captain found a detailed study of the phenomenon at Lookout
Mountain Drive, where Mendoza had had her tempora mishap in 1862, complete with arecord of
anomalous magnetic pulses in that area over a ninety-year period.

He read with interest the files the Company had kept before its experiments with Crome's had been
discontinued. Its conclusions were: that Crome's radiation somehow caused an individual's electromagnetic
field to bleed over into the temporal field, which perhaps caused what appeared to be precognition or déja
vu in certain mortals. Also, telekinesis could perhaps be explained by Crome's causing adisruption in the
temporad field, freezing objects briefly in time while space (following its normal orbital trgjectory) swung out
from under them. This perhaps accounted for documented cases of solid objects appearing to leap off
shelves or float through midair, or even rain down out of a cloudless sky.



It might also account for the ongoing phenomena with the garden, wherein plants shot from seed to
maturity in a night. Mendoza seldom generated Crome's on these occasions, but did seem to be able to
produce the temporal distortion at will. Just how she did it remained a mystery. She had not volunteered any
explanation, apparently under the impression that Alec aso had the ability, and neither he nor the Captain
had considered it wise to disabuse her of this ideayet.

The Captain made calculations, drew up tables. He analyzed hislog for the time jump during which
Edward and Mendoza had been making love, arranged all the datain new tables, cross-referenced
everything . . . and began to form atheory.

THE EVENING OF 25 MARCH 1 863

Well now, Mr. and Mrs. Checkerfield, what's yer pleasure tonight? the

Captain inquired jovialy. Before anyone could reply, he went on: You been working on that there
maize all day, ma'am, and wouldn't you like to relax? |'d recommend a nice romantic holo.

Alec, just stepping from the bathroom after a shower, made a face. Watching holos with Nicholas and
Edward was tedious, when they weren't on drugs. He had to keep explaining the action for Nicholas, who
could barely understand the dialogue, which so irritated Edward that fightsinvariably broke out.

But Mendoza set aside the sheaf of data printouts she'd been preparing to scan.

"A holo?" She looked intrigued. "Where we eat popcorn and watch playsin the air? | remember those!
Yes, by al means!"

"Would you really like to see one?' Alec said, glancing at the others. Edward shrugged. Nicholas looked
amenable.

"Could we? Do we have a—" Mendoza blanked, searching for words. "Projector?"

Why, dearie, we got everything we need, including popcorn, the Captain said, just as Coxinga came
crawling in bearing an enormous bowl of the stuff.

That was rather convenient, Edward said. You've something in mind, haven't you?

Ask no questions and you'll be told no lies, me lad, the Captain transmitted. He sorted through the
hololibrary's several million entries and selected something entitled Sins of the Flesh, a
twenty-second-century romance notorious for its use of subliminal cues to sexually arouse viewers. He
angled a camera, studying his charges critically.

Mendoza sat up in bed and accepted the popcorn bowl from Coxinga. Alec, toweling his hair dry,
sprawled beside her. Nicholas and Edward were left, as they usually were, to arrange themselves as best
they could on either side. Looking over at Nicholas, Alec suddenly had what seemed to him to be a brilliant
idea

"I know what! Let's watch one of Mr. Shakespeare's plays.”

" Shakespeare?' Mendoza looked vacant for a moment and then her eyes widened. "English playwright?
Elizabethan era?’

"The same." Alec propped pillows behind them. "I used to talk with him, you know," he said, referring to
the hologram at the Shakespeare Museum in Southwark.

"Redlly?" Mendoza seemed impressed.

You needn't lay it on with a trowel, Edward sneered.

No, thisll be great. It'll all bein old English, yeah? Nick will be able to understand what
everybody's saying, so | won't have to keep translating and driving you crazy.

The Captain did the electronic equivaent of gnashing his teeth in vexation and scanned through his
library for Shakespeare plays, subheading

ROMANCE.

Thefirst to pop up was Romeo and Juliet, which he hastily discarded after reading the synopsis. Briefly
scanning A Midsummer Night's Dream, he decided it would do well enough, and scrolling through available
versions settled on one from Warner Brothers circa 1935, as being produced in Elizabethan costume and
therefore inflicting less culture shock on Nicholas.

"Did | ever meet Shakespeare?' Mendoza said.

"Er ... no, | don't think you did. Nice guy, though."

| knew no Shakespeares, Nicholasinformed Alec.

Of course you didn't. You died nine years before he was born, Edward said. And Alec never really
met him, either.

Then wherefore am | to—

Oh, shut up and enjoy this, you lot! the Captain transmitted. And see if we can't make this a nice
romantic evening for the lady, eh?



Aha, said Edward. So that's the scheme. Aye aye, sir!

Mendoza jumped a little when the panel in the ceiling irised open to reveal the holoprojector, which
resembled a quartz crystal chandelier turned inside out. It descended into position.

"It's okay, baby," Alec said, diding an arm around her. "Y ou'll enjoy this."

"I'm sure | shall," she said uncertainly. The Captain dimmed the lightsin the room. A big sphere of
glowing smoke materialized in the air, just above the bed. The word overture appeared there, and some
vague fairylike images; a symphonic arrangement of Mendel ssohn's music came warbling from the room's
speakers, and the show started at last.

Scholars are reasonably unanimous in their verdict that this particular film was not the most authentic
Shakespearean production ever mounted, but certainly it had the most cobwebs and moonbeams, and it had
remained popular with audiences right up to the time that Shakespeare's plays had been condemned as
irredeemably politicaly offensive. Asaresult of its popularity, great pains had been taken in remastering it
for holo, extrapolating the flat images out into three-dimensional ones. It had trandated rather well, evenin
the black-and-white tones of the original film.

Mendoza snuggled against Alec, crunched popcorn, and watched the spectacle with evident enjoyment.

Nicholas sat watching with arms folded, determined to be polite for Alec's sake. As the play advanced,
he found he had little trouble following the story, though it had been written forty years after his death and
the actorsaccents seemed strange and uncouth. But as the familiar cadences of language rolled on, he
began to be drawn into the illusion, and found himself looking around involuntarily for apie-seller or a
bottled-ale vendor, of the sort that used to follow playerscarts like flies.

Edward watched silent, absorbed, spellbound by the best that the Brothers Warner could lay before him,
tinsel and glitter and all. His experience of staged Shakespeare, for whom he had a well-concealed passion,
had been limited to one dusty performance of Julius Caesar. The rest hisimagination had been obliged to
provide from tiny print double-columned in a cheap edition read by blazing tropical sunlight, or by dim
lamplight belowdecks, or in gadlit hotel rooms in dubious places.

Only Alec waslost, desperately reading the faces and body language of the shadows in his attempt to
get some idea of what the play was supposed to be about. He turned to the others, hoping somebody would
tell him; but they were following the action with such avidity he was embarrassed to ask.

So he stared, as fairies soared and flitted through his room. It had become the Wood Near Athens, a
forest of dark silvertone. Ashen petals blew across his face as Puck bounded from a drift of leaves, and
glittering cobwebs winked in phantom moonlight on the bedposts. As soon as he stopped trying to
understand the words, the story began to tell itself to him: the two sets of ridiculous lovers, the troupe of
clowns rehearsing in the darkness, the looming father and ice-pale mother locked in hostilities over the
bewildered little mortal child. And such terrors! The wild boy with his crazy laugh, and the braying
black-lipped donkey man in the night forest!

Having no significance, the words took on all possible significance. The story was ariddle, amessagein
a sealed bottle. What could it al mean?

So Alec watched in fascinated incomprehension, unable to look away as plaintive lovers struggled across
his moonlit bedclothes and stumbled over hislegs.

The Captain monitored the real lovers, their heartbeats and respiration rates. He saw a chance and
acted onit.

Quietly he amped up the power to the holoprojector, and deployed his own projectors inset here and
there in the stateroom'’s decorative molding. He fed subtle signalsinto Alec's nervous system through the
subcutaneous port, and into Mendoza's as well through certain circuitry he had installed when he'd repaired
her.

They were so absorbed in the action of the play that they scarcely noticed when the Wood Near Athens
began to expand beyond the confines of their bed, indeed became more than illusory play of light over solid
surfaces. That was a real moon blazing down from the star-spangles, wasn't it? And how had velvet moss
and luscious woodbine replaced plain cotton percale? But it had, and first Edward and then the others
noticed they were reclining on avirtua bank where wild thyme grew, and sweet musk-roses canopied
overhead, stars winking through. Only Alec was startled. The others, having no way of knowing that this
was alittle beyond even twenty-fourth-century remastering capabilities, accepted it as part of the show.

Just to their left, Titania slumbered beside Bottom, as Oberon looked down with a sardonic smile. Over
there the lovers had fallen together, muddy and bedraggled but properly paired off at last. The perfume of
nodding violet and eglantine was strangely intoxicating, aswell it might be since it was laced with
pheromones, jetting from the stateroom’'s air vents.

So the king of shadows summoned his host to follow into the haunted virtual night, and the slow



passionate strains of Mendelssohn's Nocturne came yearning from the speakers. Over at the other end of
the clearing a moth-fairy was engaged in a sensua ballet with a muscular black shade, fluttering
ineffectually her powdery wings while he possessed her inexorably. This was about the point where
Mendoza noticed that she too had been endowed with spangles and a certain silvery light, and that not one
but three black-winged shadows had turned and were regarding her with identical hot-eyed stares.

"Oh!" she said, applauding. "How very—"

Clever? Inventive? Whatever praise she had been about to bestow on advances in entertainment
technology, Nicholas had fastened his mouth over hers before she could make ancther coherent sound. She
squeaked happily, struggled insincerely as Alec and Edward seized her. What followed on that mossy
couch, under the astonished moon, was so extreme, so erotically complicated, and so pleasurable that poor
old Mr. Shakespeare's phantom holographic self, away in 2352 London apologizing to a group of Ephesian
tourists for writing Taming of the Shrew, found himself smiling without knowing why.

On the Captain Morgan, the Captain observed carefully as the act progressed, and noted when
Mendoza began to sparkle with the blue fire of the Crome effect. At precisely the moment when it was at
its most intense, he generated a subsonic tone that set the quartz crystal structure of the holoprojector
vibrating.

Nothing happened. Or ... not quite nothing. He modulated the frequency. Thisdirection?No . . . That
way?

The very air trembled, the silver illusions flickered for amoment, though the lovers didn't notice. A
spontaneous temporal transcendence field had begun to build inside the stateroom. The Captain watched as
itswhirling lightnings sent a tentacle toward the bed, where a blue thread of fire extended from Mendoza's
ecstatic body and arched to meet it—

The Captain silenced the toneimmediately. It didn't stop; the crystalsin the holoprojector were till
resonating. In panic he retracted the holo-projector up into its recess, and that did the trick, though the room
was plunged into darkness relieved only by the spectral flame of Crome's radiation, playing over Alec and
Mendoza where they embraced.

Hastily the Captain dropped the projector again and resumed the program. On the level of his thought
that was not piling up and evaluating data—for the Captain had many levels of thought—he observed
Mendoza's naked body, and congratul ated himself once again on the job he had done rebuilding her. Who'd
have thought that lissom little thing making his boy happy had ever been the pitable fragment he'd salvaged?
Why, he must have regenerated at least eighty percent of her organic mass—

And held done it right here, within himself—

Within the largest temporal field ever created.

The Captain did the electronic equivalent of gasping and smacking his forehead.

In the virtual Wood Near Athens, three powerful incubi shared between them a spirit of no common
rate: so thoroughly that nobody was able to pay any attention to the action of the play, though the Lord
woke his Lady, the fiendish kid removed the donkey-head from bully Bottom. Not until Peter Quince came
timidly forward to spesk his prologue did they lie there, all four, giggling in exhaustion at Pyramus and
Thisbe.

"I liked that," Mendoza said, as the stateroom returned to normal and the lights came up. "1 don't
remember movies being that much fun at all!"

"Yeah," was all Alec was able to say, collapsing onto his back.

"That thing we were doing, was that—" She groped through the ruin of her memory. "Wasthat going into
cyber space?"

"Sort of."

"Caramba." Her eyeswere wide. She leaned up on her elbow and looked at him inquiringly. "There
were three of you. | didn't know that could happen in cyberspace.”

"That was just—er—the specia effects,” Alec temporized.

"Really?' Mendozalay down again. "Impressive!"

Nicholas gave awicked chuckle and nudged her. She jumped and |ooked over her shoulder, startling
everybody.

"I could have sworn you just—" she said, staring through Nicholas. Alec reached up and pulled her
down.

Nicholas and Edward looked at each other in wild surmise.

Unnoticed on the floor beside the bed, the popcorn bowl had filled with green sprouted shoots of maize.

THE MORNING OF 26 MARCH 1863

Seven bells in the morning watch, Mr. and Mrs. Checkerfield, and a grand good morning to ye!



Fair skies, wind's out of the south-southwest, temperature twenty-three degrees Celsius, swells at
one meter! The Captain's voice rang with strange triumph.

Alec opened his eyesto a breakfast tray heaped with oyster savory, fresh strawberriesin zabaglione,
and vitamin-fortified orange juice. Beside him, Mendoza yawned and stretched.

"Coffee," sheimplored.

To be sure, dearie, Jamaica Blue Mountain with cream. Coxinga extended one of itsarms with a
mug freshly poured. And there's yers, Alec lad. Now then! We been here in 1863 long enough. |
reckon it's time to move on.

"Okay," said Alec deepily, rolling over. Edward, in the act of shaking out his virtual napkin, looked up
sharply.

We're to make a time jJump? Ha. Then all that moonshine last night was intended to accomplish something! What
have you found out, Captain?

What | needed to know, the Captain told him silently. Are you up to another ride this morning,
boyo? Yer old Captain's solved the wench's riddle at last. With her at the figurehead, we can cut
through to the future easy as climbin' through the lubber-hole!

"Huh?' Alec and Nicholas sat bolt upright, obliging Mendozato clutch at her coffee.

"What isit?' she asked, looking worriedly at Alec.

"Nothing!" Alec said, reaching for the oyster savory. "Just feeling bouncy this morning. So, er, Captain
sir—what do you reckon, shall we lay in a course for the twentieth century? Say, 19967" You're absolutely
sure about this? No way you could be mistaken at all? He sipped his coffee and almost gagged. It was
liberally laced with time travel cocktail.

Aye, lad, the Captain said aloud. And you may rest easy on the calculations, by thunder. | been
running a program all night to check my figures.

"Isit particularly hard to get to 19967" Mendoza said, reaching for the toast.

No, ma'am. But the further you go past the year 1950, the more crowded thingsis, so it's as well
to be certain sure where you make landfall, lest you capsize some swab what ain't watching out. As
you'll remember, |'m sure?

"Oh," said Mendoza, who didn't remember anything of the kind but didn't want to say so.

"Yeah," said Alec, as confidently as he could. "Because that's the era we need to start turning over
some of those bank accounts to electronic transfer, isn't it, Captain?' He popped an oyster patty in his
mouth and chewed, looking sincere.

I reckon our lawyerswill have done that already, lad, but there ain't no harm making sure, now,
isthere? the Captain said. What's more, we could do with a spot of provisioning. They had them
supermarket things back then, see.

What on earth is a supermarket? Edward spooned down virtual zabaglione.

What it sounds like, what d'y'think? the Captain replied silently. All the beef chops and brandy yer
little heart desires, me bucko. But no cigars! Understand? You can do what you like in cyberspace,
but Alec's got to use them lungs.

Fair enough, said Edward. He set aside his empty dessert glass and looked hungrily at Mendoza. Try
not to dawdle, Alec.

Alec glared at him and Nicholas just shook his head.

All the same, by the time the breakfast dishes had been cleared away they found themselves
desperately ready as well, in spite of nervousness about what they were about to undertake. Mendoza,
lingering over a second cup of coffee and a new-printed sheaf of data on the tryptophan content of her
mai ze cultivars, found herself scooped up and carried from the bed.

"Hello?' she said.

"I wasjust thinking," said Alec. "What could possibly top last night? Let's find out, what do you say?"
"Okay," Mendoza said, dazed but happy. She gulped down the last of her coffee while Alec fastened
himself into the storm harness, and then went obligingly into his arms. Without, the four dolphin servos rose
on the crest of awave and leaped on deck. Flint and Bully Hayes loaded them into their torpedo-berths and

scuttled into the wheelhouse, as the sails furled, the spars retracted. The great storm-bottle closed down.

Astheair filled with golden gas, with bluefire, a discreet and unfamiliar humming filled the air. Its
source was the battery of quartz crystal resonators the Captain had installed that morning, while Alec and
Mendoza slept. And now, as the lovers rode to bliss, the charge built and the humming grew louder. The
time drive powered up.

Distracted by the noise, Mendoza opened her eyes and saw Alec's face, white and tense. She opened



her mouth to ask him what the matter was—
There was a quiet, though dreadfully audible CLICK—

There was a blue flash—
SOME OTHER MORNING

And then there was a roaring darkness as they plunged into deep water and rose upward again, turning
asthey came, bobbing out into sunlight. The yellow gas vented, the storm canopy opened, the dolphin servos
shot out into a new sea. Alec clutched Mendoza close and kissed her, hard, as tears of relief streamed
down hisface. The eerie silence was broken by the Captain's thundering laughter, and by Mendoza saying
worriedly:

"Alec, darling?'

"I'm fine," he said, rocking her in hisarms. "And you're fine, and—and everything's al right."

Aye, son, to be sure! gloated the Captain. Thirty leagues due west of San Francisco and it's 30
June 1996. All artifacts from 1855 present and accounted for. Zeus's brass ar se be damned! How's
that for a neat bit of navigation?

They sailed for the City that night, through seas liberally strewn with floating trash and oil slicks. Asthey
came slowly in through the Golden Gate under power, sails reefed, Alec and Mendoza went up on deck and
leaned on therail, staring in fascination at the lights. So did Nicholas and Edward, who were rendered
nearly speechless by the size of the Golden Gate Bridge alone. Not so Mendoza, however.

"Oh, thisis so changed from 1855," she said. "L ook, look, Ghirardelli Square!" Shefairly jumped up and
down, pointing at the luminous sign.

"Can we go there? I've never been here in thistime, | can't have been, 1'd remember this! | always had
the impression that the earthquake destroyed everything but it can't have, can it? Oh, isn't it beautiful ?* She
paused for breath and coughed, making aface. "Phew! What a smell, though. Isthat internal combustion
engines?’

"Old-style automobiles," said Alec, pointing at the hundreds of tiny lights moving on the bridge and along
the steep streets. " Serious pollution.”

"And look at the twentieth-century ships." She leaned forward, peering through the night. "And that must
be Fisherman's Wharf. . . ook, there are people sitting in the restaurants having cocktails. Oh, how
cvilized"

Where? Edward stared vainly. Alec and Nicholas looked, too, but could see no more than minuscule
rows of lit windows along the pierside.

"... Though | can't say | carefor the clothes," Mendoza added with ajudicious frown.

"Well find something you like," Alec promised, putting his arms around her. " Go shopping, yeah?"'

She leaned back and looked up at him, alittle sadly.

"We haven't... had thiskind of thing alot, have we? The things that mortals take for granted. Shopping,
and sightseeing, and picnicsand . .. just being man and wife?"

"No," Alec said, burying hisfacein her hair. She looked out at the lights.

"I can aimost remember,” she said quietly, "talking with you about the thingswe'd do, if we could ever
have lives of our own. That must have been before the accident, yes?'

Edward took control, shoving Alec aside.

"Yes, my dear," he said. "We had that conversation along, long while ago."

She sighed.

"Do you think they'll ever leave us alone?"

Edward smiled. His eyes had adisconcertingly icy sparkle; though it might simply have been the
reflection of the lights on Telegraph Hill.

"Why, my dear, that's a dead issue," he said. "We've taken the offensive, now. And we'll see if that god
they've made has any power to help them, when we run them down at last.”

And Mendoza smiled, too, and settled back in his arms, and they regarded the glowing City spread out
before them.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING

Thefirst day of July 1996 fell on a Monday, so there were few people loitering on Marina Green to
remark on the whaleboat that appeared out of the fog, working its slow way across the water and in among
the yachts, tying up at the boat dock.

The couple who came ashore drew even less attention, though some passersby noticed the man's
remarkable height, and the way the couple stood staring in disbelief at the traffic roaring by on Marina
Boulevard. But nobody heard the girl saying uncertainly:

"I think those lights are asignal, aren't they? The colors mean something, surely.”



She started toward the intersection, and the man seized her and pulled her back.

"Christ Jesu, lovel" he shouted. She turned to stare at him, and he stammered: "Er ... we have to be
really careful of the automobiles, okay? They used to kill alot of people.”

"I'm sorry." Shetook his hand. "But, see how that light over there just changed? | think this one's about
to go, too, and—there! They're all stopping for us."

So they crossed the street, the girl smiling abright artificial smile at the zombie drivers of the deek cars
and pulling along the man, who regarded them with the wild-eyed stare of athoroughly alarmed horse,
especially as they passed a vehicle broadcasting music loudly enough to hurt his ears, athudding beat
counterpointed by a staccato recitative. He seemed to compose himself, however, when they reached the
comparative safety of the corner of Marina and Buchanan, and looked around with hard determined eyes.

"Very well," he said. "No worse than London, really. That's the market, isit? Rather small for our
purposes.”

"That's just aflower stall,” the girl said. "I think the market's inside that big dome. See through the
glass?'

"Oh," said the man. "I believe you're correct. And, according to that sign, there's a banking agent on the
premises. How very convenient."

So they advanced across the parking lot toward it, located a door, and leaped back in astonishment when
it opened automatically for them. The man recovered first.

"Come on. All doors do that nowadays, okay?' he muttered to himself, and grabbing the girl by the hand
he hurried in with her.

Once inside, they stopped, staring.

"Oohhh," murmured the girl. "Thiswill be. . ."

"Thiswasthelast big . . ." the man attempted.

"... eraof mass consumer goods before the General Prohibition laws will be enacted," the girl finished.
She turned to look at the man. He turned to look at her. There was a moment of sizzling silence before he
whooped:

"We can get anything here!" A couple of aproned clerks and customers turned to stare at them, and he
lowered his voice immediately. "WEll just, er, pretend we buy groceries like this every day. Come on. See
those carts? Y ou're supposed to take one and push it around in front of you. Y ou just go up and down the
aides, putting things you want in it. Okay?"

Which iswhat they did, as soon as they'd figured out how to get through the turnstile. Each took a cart
and the man turned immediately to the right, into the meat department, and the girl followed. Here they
prowled along the open butcher's bin, exclaiming to each other in hushed tones at how tidily it was all
presented, every cut individually packaged in its own little white tray and wrapped in transparent film. The
man seemed surprised that there was no mutton or goose to be had, and precious little veal; but he loaded
huge bleeding clods of beef roast into his cart with both hands, and the girl concentrated on the beautifully
plucked and dressed chickens. Neither of them touched the ground mests.

Reining themselvesin with visible effort, they pushed on. The man was astonished by the selection of
cheeses, took whole wheels. The nonedible items fascinated them, too; they stared and whispered, or
giggled together until they were red-faced. They seemed greatly impressed by the canned goods, and
selected the ones with the brightest labels. The jars of preserves and jellies captivated them; they took at
least one of every color, and several jars of honey. They loaded up on coffees and teas.

They didn't quite seem to know what to make of the frozen foods aide, until the girl gave a stifled shriek
and made straight for the ice cream. The man remained staring at the frozen dinnersin perplexity; opened a
freezer case door at last, and stood gazing in along while, as frosty air rolled around him in clouds. At last
he took out a Salisbury steak dinner and opened it, and held the compartmented tray and the printed box
side by side and looked from one to the other, knitting his brows, until a clerk advanced on him like an
annoyed wasp.

They took several sacks of refined sugar. The cookie and cracker aisle delighted them, as did the
gourmet foods. Into the cart were swept all the tins of pate and sardines, and all the jars of chutney and
pickled gherkins. The girl went nearly mad in the candy aidle, dumping into her cart Toblerones, Lindt and
Hershey bars, to say nothing of every Ghirardelli product available. They came around the comer into the
aisle featuring alcoholic beverages and stood dumbstruck for a moment before deciding that they needed
another cart, so the girl waited while the man went to fetch another. Thereafter he steered them along
expertly, one hand to each, and the few other customers in the store at that hour began to stare at them.

They didn't notice. They filled the third cart entirely with liquors and microbrewery aes. The man pulled
down aboattle of Captain Morgan Spiced Rum and stood smiling at it, misty-eyed, while the girl loaded in



José Cuervo. At the baked goods section their carts began to be difficult to manage; and when they turned
the very last corner and saw the fresh produce section opening out before them, there was a moment of
stunned silence before the girl, without aword, went running back to get afourth cart.

At lagt, trundling two carts each, they conferred briefly and then wheeled their purchases up to the
nearest checkout counter. The clerk stared at the tower-piled cartsin disbelief and said at last, "So ...
you're having a party?"

"That is correct," said the tall man. He smiled nastily and added: "In fact, my good man, we are
celebrating your Independence Day."

Thegirl cleared her throat and said, "And, ah, we will be paying for this with electronic transfer of funds,
okay, sefior?"

"Y ou mean your ATM card?"

"Of course!"The girl smacked her forehead with the palm of her hand. "Y ou'll have to excuse us. We're
new here."

"So these are al together," the clerk said, leaning forward to look at all four carts. "O-kay. He's buying
al theliquor, right?' He looked sternly at the girl. "Because | know you're not twenty-one yet, honey."

She looked guilty. "He's buying," she said.

The clerk sighed and pulled out a microphone. "Mikhail, | need a box boy at station six, please, station
six." He shut it off, then thumbed the button again and added: "Make that two box boys please, repeat, two."
He began the exhaustive task of ringing up the contents of the first cart. The man and the girl watched in
fascination, and whispered to each other as he pulled items across the bar-code scanner.

"So, you folks are new to San Francisco?' the clerk said. "Where are you from?"

"The sea," said the man automatically, and then grimaced.

"Spain," said the girl, at the same moment the man said: "London."

They looked furtively at each other.

"Originaly," the girl explained. "But. . . actually we're from Jamaica. Now."

"Yes," said the man.

"Okay," the clerk said stolidly, plowing ahead through the groceries. "1 sort of guessed you were from
England, swestie."

"WEell, yes, yesheis," the girl said, wringing her hands. "He's. .. um . . ." Shelooked at the man, who
was dressed in avery loud tropical-print shirt, blue jeans, and red canvas boating shoes. A
late-twentieth-century concept popped into her head. "He's a British rock and roll star!™

"Redly?' The clerk looked up, staring at the man.

"And I'm his groupie," she added desperately.

"Okay," sighed the clerk, and went on checking out their purchases.

The amount due was astronomical, and there was an extremely tense moment for all partiesinvolved
when the man, after seeming to listen to an interior voice, clumsily ran a new-looking ATM card through
the little push-button device and keyed in a code. What sighs of relief when it went through without a hitch!

They had a moment or two to wait, however, as the two box boys, now assisted by the checkout clerk,
were still laboring away at bagging their groceries. The man ventured over to the automated teller and
studied it bemusedly, before withdrawing a certain amount in cash. The girl picked up a copy of the Weekly
World News and flipped through it, raising her eyebrows now and then.

"You'd like some help out with this, huh?' said Mikhail the box boy, as the man came strolling back,
tucking away hiswallet.

"No, thank you, | believe we can manage quite nicely,” he said. "Shall we, my dear?"

"Okay," said the girl, putting back the News. She gripped a cart handle with either hand, pushed, and her
two cartsrolled easily if ponderously out through the nearest self-opening exit. The man followed her. He
was saying "Really quite an ingenious device, when oneis laden with parcels—"when in an entirely
different tone of voice he interrupted himself to exclaim: "Oh, my God, that guy's selling cappuccino." And
then, in an undertone: "Right out in public, too!"

Mikhail went to the door and watched their uneven progress through the parking lot and across the
Street.

"Americans buy so many groceries," hesaid in awe.

The clerk just shrugged and said, "Takes dl kinds to make aworld, sugar."

Another commemorative holo, on the deck of the Captain Morgan, and in the background the immense
dirty vivid pulsing sharp-towered City. The young man, with hiswild hair and loud shirt, is holding up two
gallon jugs of Captain Morgan Spiced Rum like trophies. The girl, in smple Levis and a Giants T-shirt, is
brandishing a box of Rice-a-Roni in one hand and a box of gloriously Technicolor breakfast cereal in the



other. They are both, the boy and the girl, grinning like loons.
LATER THAT AFTERNOON

"Wow, we're going to be purging preservatives and toxins out of our systems for weeks," said Mendoza
happily, tossing the last of the canned peaches to Alec, who stacked them neatly away. They had aready
filled the bar to capacity. "l can make tamales at last. And all thatTheobromos! Though I'd really like to go
to Ghirardelli's. We can buy more cloth at the woolen mill."

The mill ain't there in this time period, begging yer pardon, but no matter. There's plenty of other
wholesalers here.

"Good," said Edward, taking control and dusting Alec's hands. "WE'll need at least as much as we got
from that poor fellow in 1855. And | believe ready-mades are rather more availablein this era?”

Indeed they are, sir. | diddled the automated tellers; you can withdraw all you need by this
afternoon, so you'll be well provided for. Bit of shopping, eh, Mrs. Checkerfield, dearie, what
d'y'say? And a lovely romantic supper for two someplace, aye.

"Of course, we've the raw materials to see to, aswell," said Edward, buttoning the top button of Alec's
shirt. Alec promptly took control back and unbuttoned it again.

| already done the deals. There's consignments awaiting us at the war ehouses south of Market.
Nothing to do tomorrow but go ashore to a place on Lombard Street, pick up the internal
combustion wagon | rented for you, and go collect the merchandise. Neat, eh? Three boatloads and
we'll be set up nicely. So just relax this afternoon, me dears. Old Captain Morgan's got things well
in hand.

They did go ashore and have the romantic afternoon he'd encouraged them to have. They moored the
whaleboat at the municipal pier and walked up to Ghirardelli Square, where Alec took Mendozainto some
of the finer shops. Three hours later she had a completely new wardrobe, pearls and peach satin, soft things
in summer sherbet colors. Edward, moreover, had taken control long enough to select some dignified new
clothesfor Alec.

So they were unlikely to draw mortal attention, when, laden with shopping bags, they strolled hand in
hand into Ghirardelli's. Nevertheless, the counter girl seemed in adistinctly agitated condition as she greeted
them.

"I'm sorry, I'll have to ask you to wait a moment before we can seat you," she said. "We've got alittle
cleanup going on." And in fact they could see a couple of busboys, mopping and moving tables around
beyond the frosted glass partition.

"Has there been a disturbance of some kind?' Edward inquired, frowning.

"We just had to pour two drunksinto ataxi." Thegirl shook her head. "It takes all kinds, | guess. Would
you like to see amenu?"

After ashared hot fudge sundae Mendoza got alittle giggly, so they left Ghirardelli's and wandered
down to the bottom of Hyde Street, where they stood looking out at the bay and the green hills beyond.
Alec put his arm around Mendoza. She put her arm around him. After awhile he leaned down to kiss her.

"Hey! Y ou people want some music? Serenade or something?' yelled a black man with a trumpet.
"Support the artists, you know?"

Alec raised his eyes, without lifting his mouth from Mendozas, and groped in his pocket. He thrust a bill
at the man, who ran forward and caught it, and examined it briefly.

"Holy cow! I'll play you twenty serenades, for that kind of money. What you want to hear? Y ou want
some jazz? No! | know what you want,” he said, and lifting his trumpet to hislips he began to play La
Paloma. He stopped after afew barsto ask: "Y ou like that one? That okay?"

Alec signed okay and made a come-on gesture, as Mendoza sighed and leaned into the kiss. Unnoticed,
green blades of grass began to emerge from the edges of the pavement, waving up toward the sun. The
man began again, La Paloma strong and slow and passionate. It echoed across the quiet water, and all
along the waterfront.

Y ou could hear it on the Captain Morgan where she lay at anchor in her obscuring fog bank, and the
Captain was in fact listening, monitoring Alec and Mendoza's progress through the dolphins' telemetry
system. Y ou could ailmost hear it out at Alcatraz, where ayoung British conspirator named Alfred Rubery
had been interrogated about a plot to invade California, and let dlip the name of Edward Alton Bell-Fairfax.
Y ou could hear it up at Ghirardelli Square, where Joseph and his friend Lewis had gotten so stoned that
very afternoon, never knowing that Alec, and Edward, and Nicholas, were draping a strand of pearls about
Mendoza's throat within shouting distance of them.

They stayed afew daysin 1996, because the business of loading on raw materials took longer than they
had anticipated. Mendoza was the only one who knew how to operate a truck, and that only in theory: and



even the limitless ability of an immortal being is insufficient for the experience of driving in San Francisco.

But after afew minor misadventures, they had successfully loaded the Captain Morgan's cargo holds
with the contents of several chemical supply, metal, and fabric warehouses, most of alumber yard, and
$417 worth of assorted seed packets from a garden center. By the evening of the Fourth of July they had
wrapped up their affairs and were able to cruise out beyond the Golden Gate Bridge, where they dined on
deck while watching the fireworks celebrating American Independence. Then they sailed away, bound for
other places, other times.

ANOTHER MORNING IN
500,000 BCE

"So what are you getting Ledlie?' Sylvyasaid, lingering just at the edge of the yellow track.

"Some bath things and atowel," David said. "And acard. All in blue. It's been ordered and it'll come to
your house."

"Great!" Sylvyalooked excited. "And now the Third Floor isn't being so selfish, welll al have alovely
time."

"We will, won't we?' David looked smug. "Anyway, there's lots of room on this floor."

Actually he had done more than force the Third Floor to agree to change the location of the shower:
they had to admit Sylvyainto the planning committee, and she promptly found aless expensive place to get
decorations. There had been some bitter grumbles that the more expensive decorations were nicer, but
thrift was after al morally correct. Sylvyaarrived that morning in triumph with a mysterious package she
sent down to the Third Floor for safekeeping.

"Do you know what the others are getting her?' David asked.

"Darla's getting her nappy service and Mirlene got her apram,” Sylvya said. "Jenna got clothes and
Cyntiafound a TotMinder that has over six hundred songsin its memory."

"WEell, that's Cyntia, isn't it?' David threw up his handsin exasperation. " Spending more to make the rest
of uslook bad."

"Oh, no, shetook up acollection in her subdepartment,” Sylvyasaid. "So they al shared the expense.”

"Ah." David nodded, satisfied. Cooperation within a group was much more morally correct. "What about
the party treats?"

"Sharonas committee's doing them,” Sylvyasaid. "Sandwiches, | expect, and fruit punch. And
Aerocrisps.”

"Well, good," said David. "Everybody can eat those."

Sylvya shuddered, remembering the disaster two years ago when there'd been a potluck luncheon and
somebody had brought in lentil cakes, forgetting that one of the girlsin Brandi's department had alegume
alergy. She'd had areaction. There'd been tears and recriminations that had gone on for weeks.

"Soit'sal planned, then," said David. He glanced over at Ledie's desk and it occurred to him that she'd
been away at the lavatory for a strangely long time. "Er—I wonder if Ledlie'sal right in there. Do you think
you should go see?'

"No!" said Ledlie, from acompletely unexpected direction. David turned in astonishment to see her
standing there, smiling, bearing in her arms a big bouquet of flowers, and behind her Mr. Chandra the
Departmental Manager stood smiling, too.

"SURPRISE," they dl said. There was alittle tootling fanfare from his console and David turned back to
see the words HAPPY BIRTHDAY shimmering on his screen, behind a scatter of bright electronic confetti.

"You didn't really think we'd forget, did you?' said Sylvyagleefully.

"Do we ever forget?' Leslie said, bringing the flowers forward and setting them in a vase just beside
David'swindow. "There! Now you can look at them while you work. Y ou see? Del phiniums and white
roses. Your favorites.”

"As always, David, it's very nice having you work for us," murmured Mr. Chandra.

David reflected that he really was aterribly lucky man, to be employed by Dr. Zeus Incorporated. He
knew that lots of big corporations weren't nearly so thoughtful as regarded their employees happiness. This
hadn't exactly been a surprise—they remembered his birthday every year, year in, year out—Dbut that only
made it all the nicer, something to be anticipated shiveringly all day from the moment he removed his sleep
mask.

"And you'll find alittle something downloaded to your entertainment console when you go back to your
Flat this evening," Mr. Chandrasaid.

David looked up sharply at Sylvyaand Ledlie. "No! Not Totter Dan's Mountain Rescue? Y ou didn't!"

They giggled wildly.

"Wait and see,”" said Ledie.



"Oh, you didn't," David said, hugging himself.

"And you can all go early to lunch,” Mr. Chandratold them, bestowing the final beneficence of the day.
"Back at two. Shoo now. Go have fun.”

Well! What a happy man was David Reed.

ONE MORNING IN FEZ,
MOROCCO, 2313 AD

Suleyman was working at the credenzain his study. It was alovely room, elegant in a spare way: high
bare walls set with Moorish tile, fine old carpets on the floor, tiny latticed windows far up the walls that
would have made it difficult for an assassin to shoot an arrow through them, once upon atime, or for any
unidentified person to lob an explosive device through them now.

Not that Suleyman expected anything so trivial or half-hearted from his enemies. A bomb would be
merely awarning gesture, after al, and the opposing side in this game never gave warnings. Besides, on
this particular day in 2319, many on the opposing side weren't even born yet.

Then, too, there were more than two sides, and the degrees of opposition varied depending on which
side was considered in relation to which other side. All very confusing. One would need to be afairly old
immortal, with acalm and not easily distracted mind capable of appreciating extreme subtleties, to keep
track of it al; and Suleyman had days when he felt neither so calm nor so good at geometry as he ought to
be.

He became aware that he had a guest long before he could hear the voices approaching his study, so he
logged off and closed up the inlaid rosewood cabinet that housed his credenza. By the time the double
knock sounded on his door he had already risen, and was crossing the room with his unhurried stride to
openit.

Heregarded Latif and his visitor, aformidable-looking lady who would once have been described as
Nubian.

"Nefer," Suleyman said with genuine pleasure, holding out his hands to her. She rushed into hisarms and
embraced him, murmuring an exclamation of relief.

"Thisisthe Nefer who used to be one of your wives?' said Latif, leaning in the doorway and grinning.

"Oh, yes," Suleyman said. "Back in 1699, wasn't it, Nef?"

"God, that was along time ago,” said Nef, still holding tight to him. "Y ou don't mind if | just cling here a
minute, do you? Y ou smell like safety.”

Suleyman raised his eyebrows at that. "L atif? Tea, please? And—you haven't dined, have you?' he said,
frowning as he pulled back to look at her. "Y ou haven't dept, either."

"I've been running since | found out," she said, in an exhausted voice.

"Tea, brunch, and a guest room," predicted Latif, turning on his heel and going off to arrange matters.

"Come on," Suleyman coaxed, leading her to the divan. Nef still wore field clothing, dusty and
travel-stained, and carried her field pack by one dangling strap. She collapsed into the pillows and stared at
him with haunted eyes.

"I know thisis going to sound incredibly stupid, but I only just found out about—that place," she said.

"The Bureau of Punitive Medicine," Suleyman said, his smile fading.

"And | know what you're thinking. Where's she been, in acave?' babbled Nef. "Well, as a matter of
fact | have been living in a cave, I've been on Gradual Retirement because there's not alot for me to do
nowadays, and so I'd just sort of taken an extended vacation in the Serengeti, and you know how it iswhen
you're really having agood time, you just lose track of the years, and one day | noticed | was out of discs
for my field unit so | thought 1'd just hike into the nearest base and Kwame took one look at me and said
Father Damballah, where've you been, | was about to report you as disappeared, too, and | said, What?
And he told me about everything that happened back in July, and he told me all the rumors, and |
thought—aoh, shit, I'd better find someplace safe. And this was the only safe place | could think of," she
finished. "Sanctuary!"

"Are you formally asking for my protection?' Suleyman said.

"Oh, yes." She nodded, closing her eyes wearily. "Please, Suleyman.

I'm not in trouble, | haven't done a damned thing wrong, but I'm just the kind of nobody that's becoming
superfluous nowadays. And some of these rumors|'ve heard . . ."

"Y ou know you're welcome here, Nef." Suleyman took her hand again. "But I'd like to know what
you've been hearing.”

"Well, Kwame played me back your broadcast,” Nef said, wincing at the memory. "And of course
everybody saysit'sjust the tip of the iceberg, that there are actually hundreds of usthat can't be accounted
for. Everybody seems to be talking about some Literature Specialist named Lewis, because he's supposed



to have been sold out by the Facilitator Joseph, who's supposed to be one of the suspects. Him and
somebody named Marco. Suleyman, | used to work with Joseph. He was a Company man to the bottom of
hisdimy little heart, but | can't believe he'd be mixed up in something like this."

"I don't believe heis, mysalf,” Suleyman said. "But, since nobody's been able to locate Joseph, he can't
wash away any of the filth that's settling on his name either. Very convenient.”

"That'swhat | heard," Nef said. "And that the whole Gradual Retirement plan isjust away to make us
lose track of each other, so the Company can dispose of immortals as we get closer to 2355. People whose
work isdone." She shivered. "God knows mineis. | haven't had a posting in ages."

Suleyman shrugged. "Maybe. We can't learn much from the people we rescued. It appears that alot of
them were there for disciplinary reasons. No innocents, like Lewis.

"But there are, yes, hundreds of people still missing. Maybe the bureau was ssimply where the real
offenders were imprisoned, and the rest are at some other location we've yet to find."

"How hard is the Company searching?' Nef said.

"Not very," Suleyman said. "There was quite a splash when we dragged the bureau before their eyes,
but the ripples are dying away now. A formal inquiry, acommittee to look into the question. And afew of
the disappeared have miraculoudly turned up in unlikely places, with no memory of where they've been for
the past few centuries.

"I know that some of the elite Executive Facilitators I've always suspected of really running the
Company were horrified at what we found, horrified and angry as hell. | wouldn't be surprised to learn that
some of the mortal masters have met with untimely ends, up there at their end of time. | may have
precipitated 2355 by bringing this out into the open,”" he added grimly.

"Now | really want sanctuary,” said Nef. "I don't suppose you'd like to get married again? Though Latif's
alittle old to need a mother."

"He'd appreciate one anyway." Suleyman smiled again. "For the time being, at least, things are going to
be better. | don't think any more of uswill vanish, in the immediate future. We accomplished that much.”

Nef sighed. "Nothing ever turns out the way we think it will, does it? Even when history cannot be
changed.”

"Even then," agreed Suleyman.

SANTA CATALINA ISLAND,
1923 AD

Alec!

Alec opened his eyes, and so did Edward and Nicholas. The Captain had called them silently, so
Mendoza slept on in Nicholas's arms. Calm early morning, the ship rocking on amild swell, the cabin full of
reflected summer light.

We're lying off the leeward side of the island, son. Arrow Point. You'd recognize the place,
Edward. | been scanning for Company structures. They got a transmitter array concealed in one of
the mountains, and a couple of manned stations. There's an underground storage facility, too, that
ye'll want to be looting, | shouldn't wonder.

How well defended? Edward asked, sitting up.

Nothing but electronics, and | can send 'em a fireship. The stations have a three-cyborg
complement each. We won't trouble with ‘em. Near as| can tell, they're just collecting and shipping
loot other operatives have acquired.

Edward stared out the window at the looming island, at the dry hills and sea-facing cliffs. Asthey
cruised dowly past, a particular outline of cove tugged at his memory. He grimaced and turned away, but
al hesaid was: It looks a good deal less green than | remembered.

Well, now, lad, it's been sixty years since you seen it.

What's the plan, Captain? said Alec, watching Edward's face.

Why, son, what'd be more natural for ainnocent young couple of tourists than to wander about
and have themselves a good look at the pretty scenery? Aye, but you'll be laying a few mines under
the Company's keel. Metaphorically speakin', of course.

And our silver vial? Nicholassaid, isit here, Spirit?

Something's here, by thunder. There's a storage unit with yer file designation on it, according to
therecords.

Then we'll take it, said Edward.

To be sure, bucko, but not with blazing cannons nor drawn cutlasses, eh? Quiet-like, leaving no
traces, just like they taught you when you signed on to be a Palitical.



Edward's eyes glinted. Nicholas and Alec exchanged glances.

What of our lady? said Nicholas. Thiswas her prison a long weary while. Will she not remember,
and grieve?

Why, son, why should she, with you at her side? And it's changed a good deal, remember.

And we can take her dancing, yeah? said Alec. At that ballroom she wrote about?

That ain't built yet, but we can jump ahead later. Get yerselves up and dressed.

Splendid, said Edward, and taking control from Nicholas he leaned down and woke Mendoza with a
long, hard kiss.

"I know | remember this place,” Mendoza said, looking around at Avalon as Alec dragged the whal eboat
up on the shingle beach. "Did we live here?"

"Yeah," Alec said, panting. "A long time ago." Hetied the painter to apier piling.

"It must have been, because | don't remember the town . .." Mendoza found adry rock and sat to pull on
her stockings and shoes. "Though it seems anice little town. Perhaps we could have a cocktail somewhere,
later?

"Okay," Alec said. "The First Prohibition is going on in this time, though, so well have to find what they
called a speakeasy.”

"What fun." Shelooked around, frowning dightly. "Weren't there more.. . . trees?

"Things change," he said apologetically, handing her up over the seawall and onto Crescent Avenue. She
pulled him up beside her.

They wandered along the street, a young man in awhite linen suit and ayoung girl in a summer frock of
peach-colored silk, with a strand of pearls about her throat. He wore a Panama hat; her white summer hat
kept coming off in the wind, until they stepped into a shop and he bought her a hatpin. He fastened on her
hat for her and they walked off, holding hands.

On a street running back from the beach they found what had been atent city, and was now rapidly
being converted to aresidential neighborhood. It was an odd process to watch: in some places the owners
of the tents were simply slapping board and batten walls over canvas ones, or putting up modest Y ankee
clapboard cabins with names like Conch Cottage or Kilcare. Bougainvillea bloomed beside the finished
ones, that were painted white or pink or green. The homes in progress stood like hopeful skeletons, bright
new wood bleeding out amber pitch under a hot blue sky.

"Why are we here?' Mendoza murmured.

"I'm looking for a certain address," said Edward, who had taken control. He smiled and tipped his hat to
an elderly lady. "According to the Captain, this particular house, which isin the process of being built on this
particular day in history, will still be standing in the year 2355. Ah! And hereitis."

They stopped and regarded a house three-quarters finished. Workmen were hammering away.

"What a charming residence thiswill be," said Edward, loudly enough to be noticed.

"And such alovely location," said Mendoza, clasping her hands.

The foreman looked up and saw them.

"I wonder, sir, whether the property isfor sale?' said Edward, taking off his hat and smiling pleasantly.

"Thisplaceisaready sold, I'm afraid,” the foreman said. "But Mr. Glidden's building more. Y ou could
inquire at his offices, up on Maiden Lane."

"Yes, | might at that." Edward nodded.

"Do you supposg, if we were very careful, we might walk through this one?' Mendoza said. "Just to see
what the otherswill be like?"

"Well—since you're interested—well, sure,”" said the foreman, doffing his own hat and coming forward
to offer her ahand up over the foundation. Edward followed smoothly.

"We won't be amoment,” he told the foreman.

"Yes, sir, you go right ahead," the foreman replied, and stood back to watch them as they picked their
way through, peering desultorily into rooms and exclaiming over this or that architectural feature.

"Jesus, ain't they polite?' grunted a carpenter, watching from his ladder.

"Real well-spoken," the foreman agreed. "He's English, huh?"

" Sounded that way."

"Tall, too," added the foreman. He was unable to better express exactly what he found so striking about
the couple. The girl moved with a grace and self-control not often seen in people so young. And there was
something eerie about the tall man's eyes, in the way they focused on you and just.. . persuaded you, in the
nicest possible way to tell him what he wanted.

Closely asthey were watched, somehow no one noticed Edward slipping his hand into his pocket to
bring out alittle bottle, nor did they see him lean down to dide it between the laths near the baseboard of a



wall.

It dropped into the darkness with a soft thump and settled into the position it would occupy for the next
four centuries, until the morning in 2355 when its contents would awaken and, snatching molecules from
their surroundings, arrange themselvesinto afairly dire weapon.

"Oh, this must be the kitchen!" Mendoza said. "L ook, darling, how modern and up-to-date.”

"And yet preserving a certain quaintness,” Edward added. He took her arm. "Yes, | think we really must
make inquiries. But we've detained these good men long enough! Let's be on our way, my love."

They made their exit, thanking the foreman profusely, and walked away down the quiet street. At the
corner Edward stopped, took Mendoza's face firmly in both hands and bent down to kiss her.

"WEell done," he growled. "Oh, we were made for each other!"

"Of course," she said. "Where now?'

They continued their stroll up the canyon, climbing the steep bluff to the first hole of the golf course.
There they sat for afew moments, on a conveniently placed bench, and anyone watching them would have
assumed they were admiring the view. Edward withdrew some postcards from his coat pocket and passed
them to Mendoza, who sorted through them thoughtfully.

Edward then took out what appeared to be afountain pen, something small and cylindrical anyway, and
removing the cap held it out over the lawn a moment. Anyone watching would have assumed he was
attempting to shake ink down into the nib. In reality he had just activated a small laser, burning a vitrified
tube to a depth of one meter in the earth under the beautifully manicured lawn. He passed the laser to
Mendoza, who did not write on the postcards with it, though anyone watching them would have gotten the
impression she was doing so.

Edward, meanwhile, took out aroll of Lifesavers, loot from their raid on 1996. He opened it, in the
process dropping a spiral of silver paper on the lawn. He leaned down to pick it up at once, and in the same
movement, with flawless deight of hand, dropped atiny via down the shaft he had burned in the lawn. The
sporting party just arriving to tee off did not notice.

He put a Lifesaver in his mouth and offered one to Mendoza, who accepted it. They sat on the bench
and watched, apparently fascinated, as four middle-aged gentlemen who had clearly already located a
speakeasy launched unsteady shotsin varying trgjectories. As the caddies were hoisting bags for the long
trek down to the second hole, Edward rose and approached the nearest golfer, crushing in the top of the
vitrified tube with his bootheel as he came.

"Pardon me, sir," he said, removing his hat once again. "Would you happen to know the location of a
reliable source of refreshment?’

"Huh?' The old duffer focused on Edward with difficulty. He met Edward's gaze and his face lit with
sudden comprehension. "Oh! Y eah." He glanced about furtively. "Hotel Saint Catherine. Fine place. You
ask for Johnny."

"Y ou've been most kind," Edward said, bowing dightly. The golfer stared past him a moment, goggling at
Mendoza, who had bent over to adjust her stocking and in the process was further obliterating any trace of
the tube.

"You'rewelcome," he said, and lurched away. Edward replaced his hat, put his handsin his pockets, and
walked back to Mendoza, who stood up flushed but smiling.

They wandered farther up the canyon, along an aisle between spindly little palm trees, and noted the
presence of ariding stable to their left. Farther still and the recent extension of the golf course opened out,
irregularly green yet but determined. Alec, staring up at the looming mountains, recognized them.

This was where the time shuttle crashed. This used to be her cornfield.

Doth she remember it? Nicholas peered at Mendoza worriedly.

But Mendoza seemed quite unperturbed by memory, pleasant or otherwise, as they rounded a foothill
and regarded a wide canyon opening out to the left.

Her little house is gone, mourned Alec.

Oh, really! said Edward. Did you honestly think it would still be here, after a hundred and fifty thousand years?
And in fact there wasn't atrace, not of Mendoza's house, not of her garden. Even the verdant forests that had
covered the hills were gone like phantoms, having given way to chaparral and sagebrush.

You got the girl, laddie. She belongs to the sea now, like us. Don't grieve yer heart for no house
nor afew trees, the Captain transmitted.

But if I'd stayed here with her, said Alec, if | hadn't gone on to Marslike anidiot. . . all those people would till
be alive.

Aw, son, just now they ain't even been born yet.

So you're watching us, are you, Captain? Edward paused and looked about. Well then, where's the next target?



The spot was quite deserted, and so there was no need to obscure their movements as they concealed
thethird bottle.

"A fine morning'swork," said Edward. He reached out to Mendoza, who was gazing up at the
mountains. "And now, | think, we've earned a pleasant luncheon at the Hotel Saint Catherine. Wouldn't you
say so?' Heturned her face to his. She started alittle, but smiled for him.

"Oh, yes," shesaid. "By al means.”

They walked away together down the canyon. Behind them, there was a queer disturbance in the dust;
its surface roiled like seafoam, alive with green and springing blades of corn.

A tunndl through the cliffs at Sugar Loaf Point brought them out upon Descanso Bay. The seawas
clear as glass, full of waving purple and amber weed, where fire-colored fish swam slowly. Above the
water's edge, a hard-packed road ran along to a broad green lawn.

"Wel!" Mendoza stopped, staring across landscaped grounds at the queenly white hotel. "How elegant.”

"Indeeditis," said Edward, his gaze coming to rest on a beachside pavilion where awhite-jacketed
waiter was polishing the counter. "And that, unless I'm much mistaken, isabar."

They made their way to it through flowering hibiscus and bougainvillea; but when Edward politely
inquired if Johnny was to be found, the waiter glanced over his shoulder before leaning forward to suggest
that Johnny might be on duty in the main restaurant. So they walked up across the lawn, in through the
lobby, and were promptly shown to atable by the terrace doors.

"Has Johnny reported for duty today?' said Edward. Their waiter, without batting an eyelash, replied:

"He certainly has. He just waited on those people—" He nodded meaningfully at atable farther in,
where a party in tennis togs was chatting happily over what were obviously glasses of white wine, "He's
busy at the bar just now, serving ginger aleto all those golfers, but | can get his attention for you."

"That would be splendid,” Edward said, placing a perfectly counterfeited bill of large denomination on the
table. "Of course, | understand that American laws quite prohibit the sale of, for example, two glasses of a
good La Tour Blanche, but if Johnny might be persuaded to bring us the same lemon sguash he just served
that party—?"

"I'll seewhat | can do," the waiter said, bowing and vanishing. Mendoza sank back in her chair.

"Thisisinsane," she said. "Why would mortals make it so difficult to get two little glasses of white
wine?'

"Human nature, my love." Edward grinned and set his knee against hers under the tablecloth. "The
desire of afew to dictate morality to the whole. And why do the masses submit willingly? Apathy. Or,
perhaps, the opportunity to experience the thrill of the forbidden! To be obliged to resort to code words and
secrecy. Appropriate for our business, wouldn't you say?"

"Our deadly and desperate business,” she intoned theatrically.

"Sinister and subtle," he agreed, taking her left hand in both his own. "And, best of all, our business
alone. Never again to be posted on some fool's errand.”

Mendoza shook her head. "I remember being sent to the ends of the Earth ... | wanted so badly to get
back to you, and | couldn't.”

Careful, man, said Alec.

"Don't think of those times, my dear," Edward said. He kissed her hand.

"They tried to separate us, didn't they?' she said.

"And very foolish of them it was, t0o," said Edward. "Considering how well we work together. They'll
have all of timeto rue their mistake. Either that or avery short space of time indeed.” He looked up. "Ah. |
believe Johnny is about to make his appearance.”

"Y our lemon squash, sir," said the waiter, putting down two napkins followed by two nicely chilled
goblets of wine.

"Thank you," Edward said, watching narrowly as the waiter slipped the bill into his apron pocket and
vanished again. "l daresay we've seen the last of that banknote. Oh, well." He lifted hiswine. "A toast, my
love? To our continued—nay, rather our eternal—partnership!”

They clinked glasses and drank.

"Pleasant," admitted Edward. "Though hardly aLa Tour Blanche."

It's a California white, Alecinformed him. | smuggled enough of the stuff to know.

"Lovely," sighed Mendoza, leaning back in her chair and gazing out through the terrace windows at the
sea. "What happens next?"

"A brief journey back to the Captain Morgan to change into suitable riding attire, and then we assail
the mountain," Edward said. "I believe we may acquire a souvenir or two. Luncheon first, however." He
glanced in annoyance at the crowd around the bar. "I do hope one needn't rely on Johnny for a carte du



jour aswell." He had found of late that he was finding the taste of virtual food insipid.

"I don't mind,” Mendoza said, lifting her glass for another sip of wine. "I could sit here, just likethis, for
years and years."

Little parrots chattered in the garden. The crowd at the bar parted for amoment, and a man could be
heard saying:

"... trust me on this, pal. Private bungalow on the back lot with your own valet, chauffeured private car,
room service—and | don't mean a box lunch sent over from the commissary, either, I'm talking about—"

Nicholas, who had been gazing at Mendoza, looked around sharply. He seized control from Edward.

"God'swounds! Doctor Ruy."

Alec and Edward turned to stare at the bar, where the speaker had faltered into silence and was, to their
horror, staring back at them. His personal appearance was nondescript, save for the loud Argyle pattern of
his golfing swesater. He was stockily built, of somewhat |ess than average height, olive-skinned, with bright
black eyesthat were presently wide with disbelief.

"Who?' Mendoza had gone paper-white, wouldn't ook.

Who isit, man, for Christ's sake? said Alec.

Her damned father, Nicholas snarled, and to their consternation he began to rise, apparently with every
intention of assaulting the man at the bar.

Are you crazy? Alec grabbed at his arm, without effect.

Bloody Hell! Edward wrested control back from Nicholas and turned to Mendoza. "Go, my love.
Through the terrace door. Now," he said, very quietly. He glanced over and saw that the black-eyed man
was trying to push hisway through the crowd to them. Edward got up swiftly, taking Mendoza's trembling
hand. She came suddenly to life and they fled together, out onto the terrace and across the lawn.

Her hand began to twist in Edward's, and he realized that she was about to shift into hyperfunction. Just
as suddenly she was solidly there again, staring at him, for she'd remembered his limitations. Neither of
them said anything, though, asthey ran on.

Asthey sprinted along the road back into Avalon, Edward raged: Where are you, you damned
machine? Why didn't you warn us?

He ain't one of the operatives assigned to the island, the Captain transmitted. | been keeping watch
on them. | didn't know that one was here!

Well, you know now, panted Alec, is he following us?

No. He's «till in the bar. He ain't sent any broadcasts to alert anybody about you, neither. Don't
worry! If hetriesto come after you I'll lob a missile hisway. If the cliff above the road collapses, |
reckon it'll take him a while to dig himself out.

Oh, that will be inconspicuous, Edward shouted in exasperation.

Well? You got any better ideas, Commander Bell-Fairfax, yer worship?

STOP FIGHTING! said Alec. That was the guy who recruited her, wasn't it? That was Joseph!

That same devil, aye, raved Nicholas. That same smiling liar and son of a mongrel bitch, that same
thieving rogue | swore I'd kill with these two hands!

He's an immortal, you bloody fool, Edward said, as they emerged from the tunnel and plunged on
toward Crescent Avenue, past staring vacationers.

is he so? Can he suffer, as my love suffered? Let him lie an eternity in darkness, too, and I'd
grant him his eternal life, Nicholasretorted. He made her a slave! Wilt thou let him chain her again?
That subtle dart that poisoned her keeper, Spirit, canst thou not make one to sicken the likes of
Doctor Ruy?

Now, there's an idea, said Edward, after a heart-pounding moment. | wonder if—

Let's just keep our heads about this, all right? Alec said. We don't want to get close enough to him
to find out, do we?

Mendoza had reached the whaleboat and was frantically pushing it down the beach into the lapping
water, looking back over her shoulder. They vaulted the seawall, landing with a scatter of shingle, and Alec
took the prow.

"In," he said. She needed no second urging but tumbled over the gunwale, and crouched shivering in the
stern as Alec launched the boat and leaped in. A second later they had put about and he was rowing at his
best speed. Red-eyed dol phins followed in his wake, scanning as they went, ready to turn and ram any
pursuit.

"Who wasit?' Mendoza asked, giving in to tears at last as they hurried aboard the Captain Morgan.

"You didn't see?' Alec took her hands, staring at her.



"Only your facel" she said. "l was afraid to look at what you were seeing. | can't ever remember you
looking so angry, except—except when—"

Alec put hisarms around her and held tight. "Don't remember. Don't think about it. It was somebody we
don't want to run into again, that's all. And I'm not going to do anything stupid, baby, | promise you." He
glared at Nicholas.

"But what are we going to do?"

"We're going to time jump right now." Alec looked down at her. "And nobody's going to get hurt.”

Coordinates set, lad, the Captain announced, as Coxinga crawled up to them with atray and a glass.
Stirrup cup for good luck, en?

Alec gulped it down, gagging. Mendozatugged at Alec's hand, pulling him toward the storm harness.

"Please, let's get out of here," she said, wiping away her tears. "Let's go somewhere safe.”

If only there was somewhere safe, thought Alec, as he held her tightly. Y ellow gas cameroiling into
the cabin.

EARLY ONE AFTERNOON IN 1435 ad

But the waters off Lord Howe Island proved quiet and relatively deserted. The Captain Morgan
extended masts, spars, and rigging and dropped anchor. Though the dolphins deployed and patrolled for any
Company shuttles that might have followed them, none put in an appearance. The ship'slaser cannons
remained silent and invisible behind their gun ports.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING

Wakey-wakey, me dears. Breakfast! All yer favorites, the Captain crooned. Coxinga edged close to
the bed, offering aladen tray cautiously. It was set with the best service and bore all the delicacies
Coxingas galey had to offer.

Alec and Mendoza both sat bolt upright, staring.

"I had the worst nightmare," Mendoza said.

"Metoo," Alec said. Shakily he reached out to pull her close, assuring himself that she was really there.
"Let'sforget ‘em, okay?"

"Okay," she said.

Now I'd call that a right clever plan, especially as thingsislooking a little more cheerful than you
might expect, said the Captain ingratiatingly.

"Oh, really?' snapped Edward, taking control to reach for the tray. "Given yesterday's debacle, | should
estimate our chances of looting that storage site are nil. They'll undoubtedly be watching for us.”

Well now, lad, 1'd have thought so, too; but it seems we had a stroke of luck. The, er, operativein
guestion never reported seeing ye.

"I beg your pardon?' Edward halted in the act of pouring coffee for Mendoza.

Hey, what? Alec looked astonished. Wherefore? Nicholas demanded.

| been scrolling through Company records hell-bent-for-leather whilst ye was sleeping,
particularly that one immortal lubber's personnel file. I nteresting reading! And | found out a power
of useful things about that there Facilitator, but the long and the short of it, Mr. and Mrs.
Checkerfield, is: the Company don't know! Not even hisvisual transcript tipped 'em off, since it
were just a glimpse of ye for a second or two. The clerk monitoring his datafeed didn't notice.

Wherefore? said Nicholas more loudly. Mendoza lifted her head and looked around, frowning.

And asto why he didn't tell nobody—why, that's another stroke of luck, the Captain said. It
seems that particular operative'll get hisself in trouble with his superiors. The last few centuries of
hisfileisannotated all to hell and gone with speculations about hisloyalty. Finally they'll transfer
him to a numbered site, and he'll disappear from the records. File closed, matter dropped.

"Y ou mean they'll send him to—" Alec blurted, appalled, before Edward silenced him and the Captain
said quickly:

Coventry, aye, that'swhat it seems like. So no further trouble from him.

"My compliments, Captain, you're quite correct," said Edward with iron composure, adding cream to
Mendoza's coffee and presenting her with the cup. "That is a stroke of luck. Have you any suggestions on
how to proceed next?"

There ain't nothing to stop us going ahead with the plan, is there? We'll just rest up, let the
generators recharge, and skip ahead a little. Say ten years, this time. Then for that storage locker!

"I rather think you're right," Edward said. He shook out Mendoza's napkin and offered it to her. "What
do you think, my dear? Are you game?'

She accepted the napkin, but did not smile. "I don't know that | am. | don't want you taking risks. |



dreamed—awful things. | wish | could convince myself they were only dreams." She looked somberly into
his eyes. "I think you must have been reckless, in your time. | think | must have killed mortals, once. I'd do
it again, if anyone hurt you. Please, don't let it come to that, sefior.”

Edward, meeting her gaze, controlled his emotions.

"Never again," he said. "We will never be parted again.”

They regarded each other along moment, before Mendoza sighed and |ooked down.

"Perhaps we can try araid," she conceded. "Aslong as Sir Henry saysit's safe.”

Wherefore art thou whey-faced, boy? demanded Nicholas of Alec, who was sitting with his hands
pressed over his mouth in horror. He stared at Nicholas.

Didn't you hear what they did to Joseph? You've seen Options Research. Would you want your
wor st enemy sent there?

And so he hath been, said Nicholas. The devil'sin Hell, where he doth rightly belong.

But he could have reported us, and he didn't! He didn't betray Mendoza. And, even if she hated
him for it—if he hadn't taken her out of that prison when she was a kid, she'd have died there, Alec
sad.

He took her to suit his own purposes, Nicholas muttered. Belike he kept silent for his own reasons,
too. But he hath worked evil in thisworld and if he suffereth therefor, it is no more than justice.

Justice doesn't exist! We did wor se things. Nobody deserves to go to that place, Alec said.
Anyway, weren't you Christian types supposed to forgive everybody?

I will shed no tears for that bastard's damnation, said Nicholas stonily.

No wonder nobody's left that believes in your stupid religion, said Alec.

Gentlemen, please. Edward sipped his coffee and looked at them askance. | would prefer to dinein a
tranquil atmosphere.

AVALON, 1933 ad

The pier pilings and the seawall looked a little more weathered than they had the week before (or ten
years before, depending on whose relativity one applied). The quaint old church with its statue of Saint
Catherine of Alexandria, hand raised in blessing over her ship's whedl, still perched on its steep hill. Sugar
Loaf Rock was gone, and so was the tunnel; both of them had been blasted away to make a foundation for
the grand Casino, which towered in the sunlight like a sea-king's palace. But the water was just as clear,
and the same red fishes till moved dowly to and fro.

They tied up their boat and splashed ashore, the young couple in smartly cut riding clothes. The tall man
was carrying a saddlebag. They walked directly up Sumner Avenue in a businesslike way, without
sightseeing, and up Avalon Canyon, along an aisle of palm trees somewhat taller and more
respectable-looking than when they had gone that way last. At the stable they rented afine pair of trail
horses. The man fastened his saddlebag into place. They rode away into the mountains.

What a lucky chance! The Company's shifted their manned bases. They're all over on the
windward side of theisland now.

That's good, isit? Edward peered uneasily through the bright morning. They had been making their
way along the spine of theisland, well below the rimrock on the leeward side. He had control again. Alec
and Nicholas paced alongside at either stirrup.

Ayel It meansthere ain't a Company operative within five kilometers. No posted base personnel
nor no unexpected visitors, neither. The way's open, free and clear. | f you watch the trail to the
right, you ought to see what looks like a track to an old mine adit.

Very well, said Edward, looking down into a sharp-dropping valley. The interior was fairly rugged, with
plunging gorges and steep yellow meadows overflown by ravens. Of the forests that had once towered
there, not a shadow remained but scrub oaks on the lower hills. All else was bare and broken rock.

"I'm sure | don't remember this," said Mendoza, frowning. She looked across at Edward. "But | rode
somewhere with you. Didn't we, before the accident?”

"So we did," Edward said. He reached across and took her hand. "We were trying to get acrossto this
island, then. Now, you see? We've reached our destination at last, and they've been unable to stop us."

She brightened at that. Then she leaned past him, staring at something.

"Isthat what we're looking for?" she asked, pointing.

He turned. Some twenty feet below the trail grew a band of sage and artemisia, lower, more uniform
than the surrounding brush. It was evenly three meters wide, and curved aong the hillside a good distance
before ending abruptly in atumbled mass of rock and spurge laurel.

"That was aroad once," said Mendoza.



"Soit was," Edward said. Well, Captain?

That'sit, laddie. Bull's-eye.

"And it's been along time since it was used," said Mendoza, urging her mount over the edge of the trail
for acloser look. "To judge from the growth. See there? Those are al older plants, with alot of hardwood."

"I'm no botanist, my love, so I'll trust your word," said Edward, following her. "How long since it's been
used, would you say?"

"Sixty years?' Mendoza turned her head to one side, considering. "Sixty, | think."

"Well then," said Edward. He smiled and rode forward.

Once they were actually on it, there was no question that the place had been aroad, though it was
gently crumbling now. In the clarity of full sunlight, Edward was able to perceive afaint wavering on the air
before the rockfall.

"Thisis some sort of deliberateillusion,” he said. "lsn't it?"

"Of course," said Mendoza, looking at him sidelong.

Aye, lad, and if you'll stand to a second—The Captain paused. Suddenly the tumbled rocks vanished,
revealing a featureless bronze door in their place. An unseen mechanism clanked within. Haar! Security's
offline. At 'em, me hearties!

They dismounted, tying their reinsto a non-illusory laurel. Edward crouched before the door, studying it
for brute force traps. Satisfied that there were none he could perceive, he tugged gently at the recessed
knob. The door swung open, revealing a smooth-walled passage beyond. There were no cobwebs, no
hanging roots, no pools of water; only aclean dry corridor with rows of drawers set flush initswalls,
stretching away as far as they could see into darkness.

Edward narrowed his eyes, considering it. He reached down and tossed in a pebble. It bounced and fell
without incident.

It's safe, laddie. But you'd best be quick, all the same. Yer looking for a drawer labeled BTM
417.

"BTM 417," Edward said aloud.

"Isthat what we want?' Mendoza stepped across the threshold. She scanned the walls. "Tsk! They'rein
no order, are they? Let's search.”

The drawers were of all different sizes and shapes, labeled according to no discernible system. Some
had little file cards of yellowed pasteboard, with names or numbers neatly written in copperplate script.
Some had pasted tags of an odd silvery tissue, with legendsin curiously blurred type. A few others had
engraved brass plates, of adisturbingly familiar design.

Though it did not seem to disturb Mendoza, who paced along the corridor, scanning as she went. She
stopped before one drawer. The somber brass plate on its front was engraved: btm 417.

"Hereitis," she said, turning to Edward, who had followed cautioudly. "Shall | open it?"

No, transmitted the Captain in a panicky sort of way. He had just scanned the drawer and its contents.
Don't let her see, son.

"Let me," Edward said swiftly, putting his hand on her wrist. She looked up into his eyes, startled. In his
smoothest voice, with his nicest smile, he said: "1'd be very much obliged, my love, if you'd stand guard at
the entrance.”

"Arewe in danger?' she demanded, and he could see the change in her, as though she were a
self-drawn sword, white-edged steel tensing to launch itself.

"Unlikely," hereplied. "But it's best to take no chances, wouldn't you agree?”

"I would, sefior," she said, and went back to the daylight, where she stood obediently scanning the trail.

Brace yerself, son.

Oh, really! said Edward. How bad can it be?

He opened the drawer.

It opened out along way, being perhaps seven feet deep. Long before it had extended in full, Edward
had |et go and drawn back; but the rolling mechanism was so nicely balanced the drawer just kept opening
on its own, as though a ghost were pulling it.

Though not the ghost of the occupant of the drawer.

It was a skeleton, cleanly laid out on ametal tray in the pattern of its original articulation. All the bones
were present, though some of the ribs and two thoracic vertebrae had been shattered and wired back in
place, as had one lumbar vertebra. There was no sign of healing, indicating that these injuries had occurred
at the time of death. It was the skeleton of amalein hislate thirties.

He had apparently been in very good health up to the time of his sudden death. The teeth were all



present and in splendid condition. The skeleton itself was very large, with massive femurs. There was
something peculiar about the articulation of the arms and neck. There was al so something peculiar about
the skull, quite apart from the fact that the top of the cranium had been sawn off and then reattached with
wire after the brain had been removed.

Alec gulped, asit dawned on him whose skeleton this was. Edward, till in control—though he was
losing it—had backed against the opposite wall and was staring, white-faced, into the drawer.

What, man, art thou faint? said Nicholas. Edward looked up at him.

I'm dead, he said quietly. | am a dead man. There's proof, there are my damned bones.

Isthis all? Nicholas made an impatient gesture. Wherefore art thou amazed? Thou wert born
mortal, as | was, and lived certain years, as | did, and died and came to this.

Edward was shaking his head.

| didn't think—

Ah. Nicholas leaned close, looking him in the eye. Then, think! How many didst thou send to this
same charnel state? Wilt thou tremble that it befell thee, too, at last? Isit not justice, Homicide?

Shut up, Edward cried.

Please, Alec said. Leave him alone! It's awful enough asit is, do you have to make him feel
worse? Heturned to Edward. So what if they didn't preserve your body? You're not completely dead.
We're talking, and you've been riding a horse, and—and drinking, and eating, and having great sex

You have! Edward said. You're alive, and I'm that thing lying there. | thought they had the science
to—I had been promised a resurrection. Damn them! They never had any intention of bringing me
back. | was unmade and mounted like a bloody museum specimen! But I'll live again, by God.
Edward pushed himself upright and surveyed the old bones. We'll take them away with us. Captain! You
can repair them, clothe them with new flesh—and I'll go into my own body, and—

Son! Son, | can't do that.

You repaired Mendoza! Edward's voice rosein ahowl. You can repair me!

Edward, lad—she never died. There weren't much of her, but what there was, was still alive. This
thing's dead. | can't even take DNA from it, because you was almost forty when you died. D'y'see?
Too many replication errors by that time. You ain't a machine, to be repaired. You were a mortal
man.

And what am | now? Edward demanded.

Thou art a spirit, that never believed in spirits, Nicholasinformed him. There'sirony for thee.

Stand to, both of you! We're wasting time. There's more there than the bones, ain't there? Some
electronics, should be. There's got to be something to give us a clue where yer DNA vial is.

Nicholas took control and reached in past the skeleton, to a steel box at the back of the drawer. He
pulled it out and opened it.

There was aman'’s hat, of the stovepipe style worn in the middle of the nineteenth century. It had been
Edward's. So had the pair of riding boots.

There was a package of clothing, sealed in some transparent material. It appeared to be a compl ete suit
from the same historical period, and wasin fact what Edward was wearing when he died. It was covered
in dried blood. There were at least seven bullet holes visible, and the right lapel of the coat was torn. The
tear had not occurred during Edward's lifetime. The coat had been torn when five security techs pulled
Mendoza screaming from his body.

There was a battered leather saddlebag, smaller but otherwise not very dissimilar to the one they had
brought with them. It contained Edward's personal effects. Nicholas sorted through them:

A man's watch on achain with a seal, engraved with Edward'sinitials; a Spanish-English phrasebook,
printed in 1860; a clasp knife; a canteen; apair of field glasses; asmall pistol, in aleather holster cracked
with age; awooden case containing ammunition and cleaning supplies for the pistol; three knives in strapped
sheaths. A garrote. Three tiny glass vials containing a white powder. A small tin case of picklocks. A box
of matches. A white linen handkerchief. A folded telegram, yellow and crumbling. A ring of assorted keys.
A silver pen with asteel nib and cap. A set of cufflinks, plain brass with afouled anchor design. A wallet
containing banknotes and other currency from several nations. A letter of mark issued to Edward Alton
Bell-Fairfax, authorized representative of Imperial Export & Company. A silver card case, containing about
fifteen pasteboard embossed cards reading:

Edward Alton Bell-Fairfax
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Thelast item in the box was a case containing a number of small, odd-looking plaquettes. Each framed a
pair of transparent slides pressing between them a slice of what resembled human tissue. Below them was
areadout screen, speaker, and connector port. Nicholas held one up to the light, staring without
comprehension.

That's good, said the Captain. Ther€'ll be data encoded in that. Leave the rest of it. Take the box
and get back to Mendoza.

No, said Edward, grabbing without effect at the saddlebag. | want my things!

Wherefore, fool ? Nicholas fended off his frantic attempts to seize control. What need hast thou of
vanities anymore?

| WANT THEM!

Oh, let him take 'em, pleaded Alec. If we don't shift it, Mendoza's going to come see what's taking
us so long, and if she sees this—

She must not. Moving fast, Nicholas removed the plaguette case and the saddlebag from the box. He
slid the long drawer shut, and grabbing up their finds ran for the entrance, where Mendoza was ceaselessly
scanning.

"We're safe," she said. "Wasit in there, your loot?'

"No, love' Nicholas said, stuffing the case and smaller bag inside the saddlebag they'd brought. "Naught
but time'strash." He turned and pulled the door shut. Unlooping the reins, he bent to give her ahand up into
the saddle; swung up easily on his own mount. She cantered ahead of him up the old road, and he waited
only for Alec and Edward to catch his stirrups before following her.

They rode along in nervous silence awhile. Mendoza was wondering why he had switched his speaking
idiom again.

"What was in there?' she asked at last.

"Ghosts," Nicholastold her.

They returned to the ship, where Billy Bones accepted the saddlebag and hurried off with it. Mendoza
watched this, but said nothing. Nor did she remark when they lifted anchor and sailed away at once for
Panama.

Edward was finally able to wrest control from Nicholas as they emerged from the bathroom, after
showering away the dust of their ride. Without aword he pulled Mendoza to the bed, where he made
violent love to her in silence. Though he sank down exhausted at last, the mute agony did not leave
Edward's eyes.

Mendoza asked no questions. Edward lay his head on her breasts. She put her arms around him and
sang, some wordless and soothingly monotonous little tune. Gradually the despair went out of his body, and
Edward slept.

Alec, who had been waiting patiently with Nicholas, said:

Council of war, Captain sir?

I'm still analyzing, lad. Them tissue samples—

But at that moment Mendoza, who had been stroking back Edward's hair, spoke quietly.

"Sir Henry."

—Aye, Mrs. Checkerfield! the Captain said aloud.

"What wasit, in that place? What did he see to upset him like this?"

—Well, now, dearie, I'm sureit ain't nothing for you to worry over —

"To Hell with that," she said, and both Alec and Nicholas jumped. "Tell me the truth."

Er—aye, ma'am, to be sure. It was more evidence of Dr. Zeus's perfidy, d'y see? Something
nasty the Company did a long while back. He wouldn't talk about it, good lad that heis, lest it rake
up old sorrows for you, but it bothered hint powerful.

"Obviously. What did he bring back, that he took such pains | might not see?' Mendoza said.

Just something as might be useful—as a matter of fact | wasjust starting to analyze it, asis me
duty, when you called, ma'am, and I'll be happy to get back to it when we're done chatting—

"Then get back to your duty" she said wearily. "I remember this, | remember when he'd come to bed like
this. Hard as steel, heartsick, and nothing | could do comforted him. Something bad aways happened, then,
didn't it? Fire and blood. What will take that look out of his eyes?"

Missus, you mustn't be afeared. Nothing's going to hurt my boy, nor you neither, ever again. Not
with the plans old Captain Morgan's laid. But yer tired, dearie; that was a long ride and a rough



wooing. Shut yer eyes and sleep, eh?

Mendoza nodded, looking down at Edward. She drew the blankets up over his shoulders. He started,
wild-eyed, clutching at her, but she stroked his face and murmured to him, and he lay his head down again
without really waking. She leaned into the pillows and gazed up at the improbable pirate carvings,
wondering for the twentieth time why on earth Alec had decorated their bedroom in Early Captain Blood.

The Captain did the electronic equivaent of wiping sweat from his brow, but he wasn't off the hook yet.

She's starting to remember everything, isn't she? said Alec. She'll know we've lied to her, and
worse—what if she remembers Options Research?

Now, lad, there ain't no danger of that.

Yes, thereis! She's remembering the way you changed, when she lost you in England. Alec glared
a Nicholas. Stiff-necked Puritan bastard.

Nicholas was outraged. He took her sulking rude, and lieth there now sprawling on her! Not I.

He can't cope, man. | don't think | could either, if | saw my own corpse laid out in a drawer, Alec
sad.

A few old bones, Nicholassaid impatiently. And look, boy, hereis the lesson: He and all his Age of
Reason were so proud, and so haught, in their science and their power, they held themselves very
gods on Earth. Now, see! His worldly Empire's perished and so hath his vain flesh. Heis
confounded by mortality's blind emblem in his own face.

It's still not fair to be cruel to him about it, Alecinsisted. If you hadn't been burned at the stake
the Company'd have a drawer like that for you, someplace. And what are you both? You're just
ghosts.

Ay, said Nicholas. But there was no place for spiritsin all his philosophy, boy. | died, | know it
well; he will not know, though the truth lie stark before his eyes, and so he lechers with his ghostly
prick to deny it. Yet he's a spirit still.

So what's he supposed to do now? Alec snapped. Are you so happy being dead? But maybe you
are. You went out of your way to get yourself burned alive. You wanted her to burn with you!

Nicholas grimaced. | knew not what she was. | —He brought his fist up close to his chest and struck,
painfully. Nor | knew not myself, neither. | lived in lies no less than Edward did. But the truth—

That is one dark house your Gaod lives in, man. Alec shook his head. You can keep your Age of
Faith. Whyn't you find somebody to worship who isn't a shracking psychopath?

Let it alone, now, Alec. Yer lady ain't going to remember Options Research. Her brain'll fit
together enough pieces of the jigsaw puzzle to give her a nice picture she can live with, and lock
away therest. | reckon there's some memories you'd be glad to be rid of, yerselves.

And that's true, too, said Nicholas, shuddering.

Yeah. Alec thought of Mars.

Right. Now, about that council of war.

What wer e those things in the plaquettes? Alec asked reluctantly.

Pieces of Edward, what d'y'think? And I'll thank you not to tell him. No end of data in them little
files, too, which is lucky; forensic analysis reports with references to another location. See, they left
the skeleton and these bits here, once they'd done with 'em, but the jewel of the lot's at their storage
facilitiesin England.

What jewel? Nicholas frowned.

Thebrain, the Captain said, which was the same as yer own little anomalous beauty of a brain
what set me free, Alec, and yers, too, | reckon, Nicholas, but unlike any others as ever was. It
weren't dissected, but sent back to Stratford.

Stratford-on-Avon? Alec said in disbelief. Where Mr. Shakespeare lived?

Aye. There's a Company storage facility hid in a place what ain't never going to be bombed, nor
demolished, nor catch fire. |'ve already checked its manifest. Another unit with yer file designation
isthere.

That's way inland, though, isn't it, Captain sir? Alec said. How are we going to manage?

ONE MORNING IN WARWICKSHIRE, 1600 ad

It does stop raining in England, occasionally. In the month of August, it even stops raining long enough
for the roads to become disagreeably dusty, or at least it did in the year 1600, when few roads were paved.

So the dust lay in afine powder on the starched linen ruff about the throat of thetall gallant who trudged
along in the bright morning, and on the brim of his copatain hat, and on his thigh-high boots, and on al the
bright brass buttons on his well-cut doublet. It powdered the velvet hat of hislady friend, too, and her ruff,



and her bodice and brocade overskirt; which was perhaps why she was looking alittle sourly on the green
paradise of Warwickshire.

They had been walking along that road since before sunrise, when they had hidden their conveyancein a
ruined barn and set off on foot for Stratford. They had passed only three travelers: a respectable spinster,
riding back from London with a basket of hornbooks for the pupils of her dame school; an adolescent boy
with vomit on his doublet and torn hose, looking sick and furtive as he lunk along the narrow lane; and a
sturdy beggar with a crutch, a purported veteran of the Armada battle twelve years previous, who eyed the
couple thoughtfully before deciding that the man was too big, and too well armed, to attack.

Had he decided to attempt to rob the couple, he would have noticed the winged shape floating directly
above them, to all appearances a common hovering hawk. He wouldn't have noticed it for very long,
however, because it would have blown off his head with a small guided missile within seconds of his making
any threatening moves toward his intended victims.

But since he passed by them with no more than anod and a cheerful good morrow, he lived to
eventually father offspring, one of whose distant descendants did avery large favor for a corrupt prime
minister, and was rewarded by being made first earl of Finsbury. The pattern of history sighed in relief, took
another loop around itself, and continued on its way unchanged.

When the beggar was well out of earshot, Mendoza said:

"That mortal wasn't really acripple.”

"Like enough, ay," said Nicholas grimly, putting his hand on the hilt of his sword and turning to stare after
him. "Well, we'll hire us horses at the first good inn we pass. Less danger from low rogues, and less dust.”

"Good," said Mendoza, sneezing.

Thefirst good inn was just beyond the next spinney, asit turned out, so they were able to continue their
journey in comparative comfort in a gratifyingly short space of time.

Where are we now? said Alec.

A greener place than | knew, said Edward in wonder. No railway. No canals. No factories. No coal
smoke. And, somewhere under this curiously cloudless sky, the Swvan of Avon stretching his wings.

The what?

Shakespeare, you imbecile!

Now then, lads, don't spoil things with a fight.

Mightn't we at least ride by his house? fretted Edward.

We ain't sightseeing, bucko. We got a storage facility to find.

And anyway, he won't be here, Alec informed Edward. He spent all his time in London until he quit
show business. He told me so himself, when | used to visit his museum.

That was an actor portraying Shakespeare, Alec, Edward said with barely controlled contempt.

No, it wasn't! He was a computer-generated hologram. Alec glared at Edward. And he was as real
as they could make him, too. Somebody dug up his lead coffin from where it was buried, and
scanned the body. They did a forensic reconstruction and then they programmed in every word he
ever wrote and did an extrapola-whatever so he was just the way he would have been really, see?

Then he was no more real than your Captain Morgan, Edward said.

I'll show you real, you lubber!

Peace, thou, for Christ's sake. Nicholas |ooked around impatiently.

"Here we are," said Mendoza, as they rode into Henley Street.

And Nicholas stared, more struck than Alec or Edward, at the world he'd missed: a small town quiet and
prosperous, secure from Spanish invaders or Papist oppressors, untouched by fire or sword. Comfortably
bourgeois, with dungheaps that reeked no worse than in any other little town, and a great many
oak-timbered and impressive homes of the well-to-do. A fine guildhall, where traveling companies of
players might perform. A respectably solid stone bridge over theriver.

Andin Henley Street, and Sheep Street, and Ely Street, ducks sauntering boldly; through the windows of
the splendid modern school, sullen resentful children droning out their recitation; by the Market House, two
goodwives listening breathlessly to the hot gossip a third was dishing out; down the green aisle of elm trees,
a self-important alderman in grand clothes cantering along on a self-important horse.

Beyond the bright town, green dreaming hills and blackberry bramble where the fairies were supposed
to haunt, and fields where Robin Good-fellow was thought to dance circles in the green corn, when
townfolk shut their windows against the night.

Nicholas stared at it all and tried to tell himsealf that his death had weighed in the scale, that this England
might not have existed had he not gone willingly into thefire.



Then he saw an ancient making his way along Bridge Street, hobbling on a stick, clutching afur-trimmed
gown about him with one gnarled hand. Nicholas realized with a shock that he would be just so old, now, if
he'd lived, and all this pleasant mundane place would still be here.

It hadn't mattered at all that he'd lived or died, not to England. She went on without him, self-sufficient.
Even God had shrugged off his sacrifice. The knot of misery about his heart tightened once more, and as it
did he felt another surge of anger toward Joseph.

He found himself reaching out desperately, and feeling Mendoza take his hand he gripped it tight. They
rode on, through Stratford-upon-Avon.

Beyond the outskirts of the town they followed the Captain's directions to a certain high wood, dark with
rooks and less pal pable shadows, not an inviting place. No paths led there. They rode in under its gloom all
the same, and careful searching disclosed the wavering trick in the air obscuring a grove darker still. The
steel-winged hawk circled once over the forest. As the panicked rooks flapped out in all directions the
illusion vanished, to reveal another bronze door.

Thisisit, lads, the Captain said. BTM 417, same as afore. Quick now.

"Wait here with the horses, love," said Nicholas, dismounting and handing Mendozathereins. "I'll not be
long."
"All right," she said, looking uneasily out through the black trunks to the sunlit world beyond that wood.

He kissed her hand and went to the door, which opened easily at his touch.

Nicholas found himself looking down a stone corridor much like the one on Santa Catalina Island, clean
and dry, lined with drawers. Not far in was one drawer with his file designation on it. Holding his breath, he
opened it.

Whew. Alec relaxed. No skeleton, anyway. What are those things? Don't touch 'em, lads! The Captain was
referring to apair of containers of roughly four-liter size, of ceramic or opaque glass. They're tissue
specimen jars. They'll go transparent for viewing, if they're handled.

Ugh! Alec ydled silently, as comprehension hit him. One of those must have Edward's—

Shut your damned mouth, Edward said. But, then, what's in the other —

You don't need to seeit. Let'sjust say that things don't burn down to a nice anonymous pile of
ashesin a country where the wood's always wet.

Nicholas shuddered.

Not so easy to be objective about your own mortal remains, isit? said Edward tightly. No psalm for the occasion,
brother Nicholas? No heartening words about the sea giving up her dead on the Last Day? Do you suppose what's
in those jars will be made incorruptible? But | daresay the Company's already made certain it's well preserved.

That'll do, Edward.

I merely point out—hello, what's this? said Edward, taking control to reach deeper into the drawer. He pulled
out athird and smaller jar.

A little chime sounded and a quiet unhuman voice announced: "PROJECT ADONAT, THIRD
SEQUENCE ORGANIC RESIDUE." The opague sides of the jar cleared, to reveal several small objects
floating in transparent preservative.

They appeared to be a clump of dun-colored hair, one whole tooth and broken pieces of at least three
others, and an ear. Alec gasped.

Here now! Don't go all green, laddie, it's only cloned stuff. When you was in the infirmary after
yer accident, | made some bits and pieces to scatter about in the shuttle afore | sunk it in forty
fathoms. These scraps fooled 'em into thinking you was killed in the crash, until we could raid them
lubbersin Albany Crescent. But what's it doing back here in 1600? Alec asked. Standard Company
procedure, son. The more secret Secret Material is, the further back in the past they hidesiit.

You . . . cloned this? Cloned, is that the word? Edward peered into the jar. You made an ear?
Might you make a whole body as easily?

No, and we ain't got time to go into why now. Look. Be there more of them plaquettes?

Just a couple, Alec said doubtfully. Do we take 'em? If that's all thereis, aye. Maybe there'll be
cluesin them like there wasin the others.

They stashed the plaquettes, which framed rather nasty-looking bits of things nobody wanted to examine
particularly, in Nicholas's belt pouch, and hurried out to where Mendoza waited with the horses.

"Any luck?' she said, waiting to hear whether he'd slip back over to Victorian or Transatlantic idiom
again.

"Small luck, but belike we'll have better," Nicholas told her, swinging up into the saddle. He leaned over
tokissher. "Let'sto seaagain, love."



They rode back the way they'd come, into Stratford. Edward craned his neck longingly, peering into
Chapel Lane.

There's New Place! hesaid. Good God, that's the Bard of Avon's own house. Mightn't we at least
ride close to seeit?

Can't we, Captain sir? Alec asked. It means a lot to him. Edward glared at Alec in embarrassment.
Nicholas shrugged and urged his horse into the lane.

"This house would be histhat wrote the fairy play?' Nicholas asked, pointing. " Shakespeare, wasit not?"

"Isit?" Mendozalooked up, interested. "Nice garden."

The property in question took up most of along deep lot, with the splendid brick-and-timber house away
at the end of it, fronting Chapel Street. Over the wall that enclosed the yard, they could see orchards and a
couple of barns. Roses climbed the walls of the distant house, waving toward its plentiful chimneys.
Espaliered fruit trees could be glimpsed against the far walls. Vines arched over along pergola, shading the
central walk. There was a strong fragrance of honeysuckle, and sweet herbs, and flowering privet.

Here's flowers for you, quoted Edward reverently, hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram, The
marigold, that goes to bed wi' th'sun, And with him rises, weeping—

Alec and Nicholas looked at him in disbelief.

"Look at that formal knotwork," said Mendoza in awe, urging her horse closer. "L ook at the Lavandula
spical”

Mightn't we ask to see the garden? Edward implored. There might be a servant home, and if we
paid—

"Beautiful box hedges, too," Mendoza added, |eaning on the top of the wall to see better.

"I thank you kindly, madam," said someone, standing up more or less under her nose. He had apparently
been kneeling on the walk just the other side of the wall, weeding.

"Oh," said Mendoza, abashed.

Hey! Alec exclaimed in delight. Edward gasped, peering over the wall.

Nicholas, seeing Mendoza's discomfiture, rode close and looked down at the man who stood there,
regarding Mendoza with an expression of mild annoyance as he rubbed dirt from his hands. Hewas a
neatly made fellow of average height, with areceding hairline and a trim beard, and handsome regular
features. The only thing remarkable about him was his eyes, which had an unnervingly piercing stare.
Altogether he looked like nothing so much as the lead singer for Jethro Tull.

"I cry thee mercy, goodman," said Nicholas politely. "Art thou the gardener here?”

No, you idiot! groaned Edward.

That's, er, him actually—Alec said.

Kage Baker

"—Or are you the master of the house and a gentleman, as clearly your bearing and countenance do
proclaim?' Nicholasrevised in haste.

"Thisismy house, sir, and my garden,” Shakespeare said with some asperity.

"Itisamarvelous garden, sir, truly,” Mendoza said. "The lavender knots, particularly. And the, er, roses.”

"Mm," said Shakespeare.

"I, mysalf, have had but ill luck with my lavender in al this English rain," Mendoza temporized, blushing.
"I do protest, sir, | have never seen any so fine as this of yours. | pray you excuse the rudeness of our
too-open regard! We meant no unmannerly behavior."

"Well," said Shakespeare, looking alittle mallified.

"But asfor the lavender, kind sir, | must ask! How have you such abundance to make knots wherewith,
and in this shrewd air?' Mendoza babbled. "Y ou never grew them from seed? Hell itself may freeze over
before the knavish things will sprout, and yet | can get no cuttings of mineto live."

Wow, she's good at lying, Alec said in awe. Company training, huh?

Shakespeare, meanwhile, was looking smug.

"I pray you, lady, did you root them in sand?"

"Certes, aswho would not?' Mendoza said. "Grow cuttingsin clay or loam? It isimpossible.”

"Ay, ay, soitis, lady," said Shakespeare, stroking his beard craftily. "Pray, took you cuts from the wood
of the said lavender?”

Mendoza hesitated a moment. "Well—" she said, wondering why she'd blurted out spontaneous
prevarication.

Good God, Edward said in anguish, thisis the foremost poet of the English tongue, and is she going to spend the
whole damned time talking about lavender?

"Ah!" said Shakespeare. "There your error lies. They must be little and new shoots, lady, not old wood



that hath lost the vigor of youth."

"Isit even s0?" said Mendoza, smiting her forehead with the palm of her hand. "And | have been cutting
the old wood al thisweary time! Truly, sir, you are master over me."

Shakespeare arched one eyebrow at that, as Nicholas put out a hand.

"Peace, wife," he said, trying not to giggle. "I would inquire, patient sir, whether you are not Shakespeare
the poet?'

Shakespeare threw him an oddly furtive look. "I am that he, sir," he admitted.

"Oh, sir, your Rape of Lucrecel" Mendoza said, attempting to make a good impression. "We bought us
two copiesi'Paul's churchyard and read them to tatters, did we not, husband? And your Venus and
Adonis, too."

"So we did," Nicholas agreed cautiously. Shakespeare looked rather gratified at that.

"Why, | am glad they pleased,” he said. "I have another in hand, to speak truth. More matter of Ovid:
Actaeon his outrage 'gainst the goddess Diana, lewdly observed in her bath, and his transformation
thereafter to a hart.”

Edward muttered an oath of surprise. Nicholas looked intrigued.

"Dianain her bath?' he said. "Naked-pale as the watery moon? Now, there's matter that will speed,
surely.”

"Ay, with the gallants at Court," Shakespeare said, grinning. "Y ou see how it will be, sir, much Rhyme
Royal treating of fair wet bub—well!" He broke off, looking sidelong at Mendoza. "But peradventure you
shall read, sir, an you apply to Master Field again, ayear hence."

"H'm! Peradventure | shall," said Nicholas. "Well, then, Master Shakespeare, for your forbearance | do
thank you humbly. Truly the garden is a poem, and each poem severally agarden of diversdelights. Let us
on, wife, and use no more of thisfair gentleman'stime."

NOQO, screamed Edward in silence. For God's sake, can't we even get a photograph?

Captain, can you take an image with the remote cam? Alec said, watching Edward in uneasy concern.

Oh, bloody Hell. Nicholas, turn and point out the hawk.

And the hawk-remote swept in low, as Nicholas pointed to it and said:

"Marry, she stoops! | hope you have no chickens at hazard, sir."

"Oh, fie," said Shakespeare, frowning up at the camera, and so hisimage was captured: prosperous
gentleman with dlightly muddy knees, staring up indignantly from his side of the garden wall, with the
Elizabethan gallant and his lady staring up, too, posing for the camera on their side of the wall.

"Whose should that be but one of Greville'sagain?' Shakespeare muttered. "I'll get me afowling-piece,
and see how he liketh hawk pie."

"Truly itis a shame, the way folk will let their birds range unmewed," said Nicholas sympathetically.
"Well, we must away. Bid Master Shakespeare good-day, wife."

"Good-day, Master Shakespeare,” said Mendoza.

"And to you, little madam," Shakespeare said, smiling at her. His remarkable eyes widened as an idea
occurred to him, and he held up ahand. "But stay you, now. Here's an herb for you, lady, this same sweet
lavender." He scooped up one of several small clay pots containing live cuttings and handed it over the wall.
"Anitliveit'll beagoodly bush in ayear'stime; and, remember you, it is the young wood that hath the life in
it

Mendoza accepted it, wide-eyed. "I do thank you, gentle sir."

"Y'are most welcome, lady,” he said, and returned to his weeding as they rode away.

"God, that was embarrassing,” said Mendoza. "What possessed me to come up with all that plausible
incidental detail? Was that something we used to do for the Company?'

"Ay," said Nicholas, with just atrace of smugness. "Thou wert amost complete, excellent, and perfect
liar."

You damned fool, said Edward as he ran along at Nicholas's stirrup. Do you know how many
generations yet unborn would pay fortunes even to have a glimpse of that man, let alone five
minutes' conversation, and you wasted my chance to ask even one question about his plays?

Tush! We'd vexed him enough, spying into his garden without his leave, Nicholastold him. Should |

have insulted the fellow further by reminding him he'd been a common player?
THAT EVENING, OFF SKEGNESS, 1600 ad

At least we've the damned lavender bush for a souvenir, even if the rest of the job was an utter
failure, Edward said dully, watching from across the saloon as Mendoza fastened the repotted dip into a
newly installed solarium window. Nicholas, who had control and was using it to read Venus and Adonis,
ignored him.



Now, that ain't rightly true, begging yer pardon. It looks like there's a power of data in them new
plaguettes.

Well, bravo, said Edward. Perhaps they'll send us racing off on yet another chase across Time, for
a few more pathetic fragments. What a prize.

Belay the sarcasm, swabbie.

We could go on another supermarket expedition, said Alec. More beef chops and brandy? That'd
be fun, wouldn't it?

Endlessjollity, drawled Edward. He cocked an eye at the nearest of the Captain's cameras. And yet, |
must admit | was intrigued by something. Those scraps of Alec you made, Captain; explain to me, if
you please, why it was within your power to make an ear but not a whole body.

Why, lad, a tooth or an ear ain't got to think, do they? And those bits didn't even have to live. All
they had to do was look real. It didn't matter that they was cloned from Alec's thirty-year-old DNA
with itschain errors. But if | tried to clone a whole body from Alec now, hell! Even if it could be
managed, and | ain't saying it could, all you'd get would be a baby. A sick one, at that, as wouldn't
live more'n ten years or so.

But we're never sick, said Edward. He watched Mendoza, who was humming to herself as she added a
shot of plant food to the lavender.

No, see, because you were made from pure new-minted stuff. Not the DNA of another adult
whose replication code had begun to deteriorate. Recollect what that Shakespeare gent told yer lady,
about not cutting slips from old wood? He had it exactly so: the new wood's the stuff with the lifein
it.

Alec grimaced. | remember this now, hesaid, | saw a program on holo about clones. Little bald
kids getting old when they were only five. Progeria, it's called.

Aye. Premature aging, because of being cloned from adults. You see now, Edward? You hated
the thought of getting old bad enough. Would you want to be trapped in a body that was decrepit
aforeit'd hit puberty?

Edward shuddered. Nicholas looked up from the text plagquette.

Why wilt thou still deny death? he said, sighing.

Because my life went for nothing! Edward said fiercely. | was created to save mankind from its
misery, and my makers wasted me on petty politics and murder. | had a purpose, almost a divine one,
and | never fulfilled it!

What vanity. Nicholas chuckled. Thou wert no Lamb of God, to take away the sins of the world.

On England's pleasant pastures, etcetera, said Alec scornfully.

Edward ignored them, staring up at the camera.

Look here, Captain. Granting that another body couldn't be made from the one Alec's got—we're
after our original phial of life-stuff, aren't we? With which you intend to inform the little nanobots
that will make Alec immortal. Very well; why couldn't you make whole new bodies from the pure
substance, also? Three of us were made, but there might just as easily have been six, or nine] Why
not a new body for me, and for Nicholas too, for that matter?

Nicholas lifted his head, startled. Alec opened his mouth to speak but stopped, struck by the possibility.
Mendoza, oblivious, was tying back tendrils of the grapevine that had begun to scale the aft companionway.

I'1l tell you why not, said the Captain firmly. Say | did it, which | could, say | got a nice blastocyst
started and on its way to being a baby. It'd be genetically identical to you, but it'd only be a baby at
the end of nine months. And even if | made it a baby cyborg, which I might, and downloaded yer
program into its little brain—there you'd be, trapped in a child's body until you grew up.

Edward looked nonplussed, but he said defiantly: Only a score of years, after all. And mightn't there
be a way to bring the body to manhood, before | entered into it?

Only by shutting it in a regeneration tank once it was born, and keeping its consciousness turned
off until it was man-sized. You'd be cheating it of any life or personality of its own, the Captain told
him. A ghost possessing an idiot.

Edward sneered. And pray, tell me how that would differ from my present predicament?

Alec clenched hisfists and half rose, but the Captain barked out:

Stand to! No brawling on this ship, d'y'hear? Now you listen, Commander Edward Alton
Bell-Fairfax. Even if | wasto clone a new body for you—which | ain't—there'd still be the problem
of where thelittle bugger'd live for the first nine months. When Dr. Zeus was growing you lot from a



spitwad o' cellsinto babies, he had to get you human host mothers. The trick can only be donein a
woman's womb. Which we ain't got.

Edward turned slowly to look at Mendoza, who was singing to herself as she picked clusters of grapes.

Haven't we? said Edward. | rather think we have.

The Captain said something unprintable. There followed a moment of stupefied silence before Alec
gasped:

You shracking bastard!

Edward looked scornful. Ah, but I know your difficulty. Your future's ruled by those Ephesian
termagants, isn't it? You've been persuaded childbed is some sort of horrific ordeal. Would |
entertain the idea for a moment, if that were really the case?

Thou lov'st her not, growled Nicholas, shaking his head. My poor mother died of me, so young she
was, so monstrous was | in her little body. She went cold to her grave as| mewled in the nurse's
arms.

But our lady's immortal, man, Edward protested. She wouldn't die.

It would hurt her! Alec said.

No more than any woman out of the uncounted millions who have borne children safely, Edward
countered, and perhaps less. Good God, the maternal instinct is the foundation of the female soul!
What could be more natural than to give her a child, in the only way possible for us?

And what more unnatural than his desire? Nicholassaid in disgust. Filthy incest, when the
cold-eyed boy was tall enough to demand her favor.

That's wrong, Alec said.

Isit? Stop frightening hint, you pious fool! Alec, don't you see there'd be no actual blood relation
at all? We're so far beyond the pale of humanity that his damned Bible and its prohibitions don't
apply to us. We have no fathers. We have no mothers. We are ourselves alone, and the only family
we have is that one woman! Edward thrust out his arm at Mendoza. She glanced up from the basket of
grapes and smiled.

"We've got nearly enough to make alittle wine," she said. "Wouldn't that be nice? Chateau de Morgan.”

"Ay, sweetheart," Nicholas said, smiling back. As she turned to hand off the basket to Coxinga, he
glowered at the others. And she that hath suffered the fires of Hell for our sakes, thou lusteth to use
like a breeding beast, he retorted. But thou hast forgot—

No, damn you, Edward said. Mightn't it be a delight for her, as well? Why shouldn't we merge with
her in every possible intimacy? Wouldn't we be restoring a natural right the Company took from
her? Edward leaned forward and stared into Alec's eyes. His voice became enticing, eerily gentle.

Motherhood, Alec, is a sacred word, not an obscenity. Human mothers love their children. We're
not human, more's the pity, so we can't blame the women who bore us if they never regarded us with
affection; but it hurt you to the soul, | know. What if you were to relinquish this older body to
Nicholas or |, for a fresh young one? Think of finding that sacred love at last in her arms, Alec! And
do you imagine for a moment that she wouldn't yield herself up to that purpose, if we asked? She
who has suffered, as brother Nicholas so eloquently put it, the fires of Hell for your sake?

Alec gulped for breath like a man trying to keep from drowning. No! he howled, launching himsalf
across the table at Edward. | swear I'll kill you first—

| see the idea appeals to you. Edward sidestepped him and pushed him back, slapping his face, but he
surged up again and landed a sound right hook on Edward's jaw, sending Edward reeling, and both Alec and
Nicholas were jerked after him as he fell. Mendoza was till singing quietly as shetidied up the vines, the
same little tune with which she'd lulled Edward to sleep.

Stand to! Stand to now! Nobody's killing anybody, | say! And nobody's having no babies neither,
d'y'hear me? You can wheedle all you like, Edward bucko, but you ain't getting yet way this time,
not whilst I'm Captain. You leave off scaring our Alec or you'll be sorry, and you may lay to that.

Edward snarled, rising with adangerous look in his eyes; but Alec, panting, stared him down. As they
faced off, Mendoza dlipped into the booth beside them.

Peace, said Nicholaswearily. It's all one, Alec. She'll bear no children. Remember her book, how
that she hath a device in her womb?

Oh! Alec turned in surprise. That's right. She said she had a contraceptive, er—

Symbiont, Edward finished for him, and then turned suspicious eyes toward the Captain's nearest
camera. Does she? But then, why were you so adamant about—

She's still got that, hasn't she, Captain? Now Alec looked suspicious, too.



Of course she does, laddie—

He's lying, said Edward in triumph.

You disabled it? When you rebuilt her? Alec was aghast. What did you go do that for?

Now, Alec, son—

He's got his own plans for her, the old devil! Edward said.

It ain't my fault I'm programmed to see you get everything you need to make you happy, isit,
Alec? And you, er, did use to think you might like being a daddy someday, with a little lad or lass
running about the ship, eh? So | thought, well, never hurts to keep them options open—

That was before | knew | was a shracking monster, said Alec, sumping into his seat.

Granted, I'd have to do some fancy genetic work, but...

| can't believe you did that! Alec shouted.

Someone's to have a new immortal body, but not ME, is that it, Machine? demanded Edward, and
his smile was worse than his expression of rage. | see what you're after, even if your boy can't. She's
the chalice for your—

Enough, in God's name, said Nicholas, aghast. Who shall protect her from us?

"So how is Venus and Adonis?" Mendozainquired, peering at the screen of the plaquette. Nicholas
turned without aword and put his arms around her.

"That good?' she said.

"The story's well enough; but cruel to the lady, with no care for her poor heart," Nicholas said, stroking
her hair back from her face. She looked up into his eyes.

"Y ou're worrying about something again,” she said sadly.

The lavender bush, across the room, had shot up to waist height and opened purple florets.

ONE EVENING IN 2320 AD

In the dark hall under the mountain, a single brilliant illumination brought a steel table and its occupant
into sharp relief against the blue gloom. The figure stretched on the table was massive, bulky with muscle,
not nearly so human in appearance as Frankenstein's monster though decidedly healthier-looking, with fair
skin afashion modd might envy. She wouldn't envy him hisface, though, with hisflat forehead doping
straight back and his newly-shaven jaw that looked like it could wrench a stedl plate off atank. Wide eyes
pale as glass stared off into the darkness, without expression.

He lay there naked, but for afolded sheet draped across his midsection, and his head was turned sharply
to one side. A surgical incision had been made to peel back the skin of his neck and throat, exposing the
muscles beneath. These too had been cut and opened out here and there, bleeding only slightly asthe
surgeon picked and prodded at them with histools.

"Boy, ho wonder you haven't regained full mobility," said Joseph, shaking his head as he reached for a
hemostim. "None of these muscle groups have reattached. That virus sure did a number on your
biomechanicals, Father. So, wherewas 1?. ."

He began to giggle as the absurdity of the moment struck him. Leaning over to catch Budu's eye, he
flapped hiswrist. "Well, anyway! My stars, honey, who gave you this dreadful perm?Y ou go on soaking
your nailswhile | just take a second to go see how that interesting little old lady in Chair Six isdoing!" He
staggered backward, whooping in merriment.

Budu's eyes swiveled sideways to regard him. He bared his huge mouthful of quite sharp-looking teeth
in what might have been a smile. His instinct was to knock Joseph across the room, but he summoned
patience and forbore, remembering that his son's hold on sanity was a little precarious nowadays.

"Oh, boy," Joseph wheezed, wiping his eyes on the back of his deeve. "Gally, it doesn't take much to
break me up, doesit? Oh, well. So! Alec Checkerfield. Really interesting life story. The big smoking gun,
see, isthat it turns out Jolly Roger isajunior exec with Jovian Integrated Systems.”

Budu growled in comment.

"Y eah! One of the Company's DBAs. And on twelve January of thisyear, al of asudden there'sa
news release from His Lordship announcing the birth of ason and heir. 1t'd probably be quite a surprise for
the surgeon who gave Roger his vasectomy, except that the doctor dies in a skiing accident the same day,
and isn't that a suspicious little coincidence?' Joseph sneered.

"Dr. Zeus probably farms the little monster out to Roger and Cecelia because they resemble him and
they can be controlled, since Roger's owned by the Company, even if heisthe earl of Finsbury."

Budu made a noise that meant agreement.

"But!" Joseph brandished ascalpel in the air. "Even the plans of an all-powerful cabal of scientists and
investors can fail. And thereason is, and I've said this like a million times now, we overestimate our ability



to control mortals. Because, you know what |'ve learned from the Temporal Concordance? Cecelia will
divorce Roger and take off to join the Ephesians, and why the Facilitator in charge of the project didn't see
that coming | don't know. Roger dumps the kid at the family manse in London and goes back to get drunk
on hisboat, until he'skilled. Poor old Roger."

Joseph's mouth tightened, and Budu saw the light of obsession glaring in his eyes again.

"Poor Cecelia, too, even if she was a snooty bitch. See, there's two more of hisvictims! They had a
happy enough marriage, for what they were, and he comes along and what happens? Misery. Even asa
baby, he's gonna be wrecking lives. Thisisthe kind of trail he leaves wherever he goes—"

Budu growled again, indicating his neck with one impatient hand.

"Okay, okay. Sorry. Wow, | don't know how | missed this thyrohyoid when | put your head back on but
| sure missed it, didn't I”?* Joseph bent and paid close attention to histask for amoment before going on.
"What was | saying? Thekid.

"Alec Checkerfield. He grows up. When he comes of age—shortly after poor Jolly Roger takes the
deep six, under distinctly fishy circumstances— he gets himself cyborged!"

Budu growled thoughtfully.

"Y eah, not a complete cyborg like one of us but something like a port junkie? Which procedure no
ethical doctor would perform if they knew His Satanic Lordship's little secret. He's got some kind of
inhuman powers. He's a mutation the Company's experimenting with, I'm positive. There've always been
rumors about genetic engineering .. ."

Budu wondered wearily whether he ought to tell Joseph the truth. It wouldn't comfort his son, but it
would certainly bring mattersto a head. And then, aive or dead, Alec Checkerfield would no longer take up
valuabletime.

"So here's our boy, mean as Nicholas Harpole and dangerous as that other guy, Edward
Whosis-Hyphen," Joseph continued. "Does his thing on Mars and in his usual fashion makes things worse
for mortals everywhere. Gets away with it, too, first stopping at Options Research in histime shuttle to
abduct Mendoza, for whatever reason.”

Budu gave him an impatient 1ook.

"But we'll get him." Joseph's voice hardened. "Welll get the son of abitch. If he's even anything that
natural!

"I think I've got achance. You said | should get to know my enemy, Father, and you were so right!
Because I've discovered his weakness," Joseph said, beginning to giggle again and waving the hemostim
around wildly. Budu put up one hand and clenched it on Joseph's wrist, glaring at him out of the corner of
hiseye.

"Ow! Sorry. It'sfunny, that's al. Alec Checkerfield, unlike his previous selves, isakid of the
twenty-fourth century, and guess what? Like all his generation, he's a self-indulgent moron. Get this: the big
goofbdl is obsessed with pirates. He buys himself a yacht the size of the Titanic, al fixed up like apirate
ship.Y ou wouldn't believe what hell spend oniit!"

Budu blinked, struck by the similarities between the life of Alec Checkerfield and another Company
foundling, of sorts, whose life he'd been investigating shortly before the 1906 earthquake had buried him
under several tons of Chinatown.

"Helikes his pleasures,” said Joseph. "It's easy to set atrap for somebody like that. All | havetodois
find him. Maybe there's away of tracking the shuttle's energy signature. It works in the movies. Maybe |
can liein wait for him somewhere, and when he least expects it—wham! Strike three and you're out,
Nicholas, for kegps thistime."

Joseph fell silent, sealing up the edges of the wound. Budu swallowed experimentally, finding it suddenly
much easier to inhale.

"The only problem," continued Joseph, "is finding him. Even with him being such a big ugly needle, the
haystack of timeis so freaking huge. And he's—hey!" he said, for Budu had braced his good arm on the
table and levered himself up into a sitting position. A moment's concentration, and he had shakily raised his
head to stare down at Joseph. He worked his mouth experimentally, drew a deep shuddering breath and
spoke.

"Y ou're missing the obvious again, son," he said, in a pleasant tenor that was nonetheless oddly flat and
without intonation.

"Yaay!" Joseph threw up both armsin a gesture of triumph. He scrambled up on the table and knelt
there, hugging Budu. "Oh, Father, you wouldn't believe how I've missed the sound of your voice."

"Thereis something you need to know."

"Oh, thisis so swell, thisiswhat I've needed you to do all along, plan awar for me, because there's



nobody as good at it as you, you were always the best, and | mean that sincerely, Father—" Joseph said,
tearsin his eyes. Budu went on staring at him implacably. "And—something | need to know?"

"The boy is some kind of Enforcer," said Budu. "Marco guessed correctly. Y ou should have seen this
long ago. Hisface. Hissize."

Joseph screwed up his features, looked away. "l never noticed any resemblance.”

"You'relying," said Budu. "And he has our skills. He has the Persuasion."”

"Y ou mean he's persuasive?Y eah, but—"

"No. He bends the will of others," Budu said. "Aswe did. When he commands, heis obeyed."

"Now, that's nuts," said Joseph desperately.

"Nicholas Harpole was executed the first of April 1555, before four hundred and nineteen witnesses,”
said Budu. "He preached a sermon.Y ou remember what he said; you were there."

"He. . . tried to make the audience rise up in rebellion against Bloody Mary," said Joseph. "Or die at the
stake with him."

"Twenty-two of his audience followed him to the stake within three months,” said Budu. "Most of the
others either rose in rebellion or committed suicide within the next five years. Of the two immortals who
watched him burn, one destroyed herself. The other became arebel, after years of servile and
unquestioning service to the Company."

Joseph gaped at him a moment, and then shouted: "No! That's not true, damn it, that's—that's total
coincidence! You can't tell me that son of abitch got inside my head!"

"Hedid," said Budu.

"And you never lie, do you?' Pounding his temples with both fists, Joseph began to pacein acircle. " Of
course you don't. Of course he's got hellish powers. That's what |'ve been saying all along, haven't 1? Help
me find him, Father, help me stop him!"

"If he can travel through time, where will the boy go? Think," ordered Budu.

"Okay, right, think. Where will Alec Checkerfield go?”

"You'vetold me," said Budu, "that this boy is obsessed with pirates. There are no piratesin histime. He
isgiven atime shuttle.”

"He goes back in time to see some real pirates," Joseph yelled. "Of course! Geg, | redly haveto
apologize, Father, | just don't seem to be thinking clearly today—so obviously he goes back in time to the
golden age of piracy, which he must know was at the end of the seventeenth century, and he probably goes
to Madagascar—or wait, no, what am | thinking? He's born in the Caribbean. He names his ship the
Captain Morgan. He goesto old Jamaical In fact, he goes, he's bound to go, sooner or later he has to go
to the wickedest pirate city on Earth—"

"Port Royal," said Budu.

OTHER TIMES, OTHER PLACES

At acemetery on the outskirts of London, on a bright chilly October afternoon in 1888, afuneral cortege
pulls up. The casket is taken from the splendid hearse, and carried with pomp to the graveside by
pallbearers in black-ribboned top hats. Mournersfile in respectfully through the iron gates, making their way
across the grass between the obelisks and statuary, like so many black chess pieces moving between white
ones.

The deceased was well known, his mourners are many, and the young couple in elegantly cut black go
guite unnoticed where they stand to the rear of the crowd, though in his high silk hat the young man is quite
the tallest person there.

The Reverend Mr. Gideon, glancing up in the midst of reading the office for the burial of the dead, does
wonder for asecond at the expression of icy triumph in the face of the young man, who is contemplating a
group of wheezing elderly gentlemen; but the Reverend Mr. Gideon has been at his business long enough to
know that alot of bizarre emotions break loose at funerals, and he goes right on reading without missing a
beat.

The deceased is laid to rest, and one by one the mourners file by the grave, some of them stooping to
tossin a handful of earth as they pass. The young couple are the last to observe this ritual, and the waiting
sexton and his assistant fail to notice that, while the young lady tossesin her handful of earth, the young
gentleman tosses in what appears to be a small bottle of gold paint, which falls between the casket and the
gravewall, out of sight. It isn't gold paint. It is about a teaspoon’'s worth of nanobots designed to unleash
extreme vengeance on Dr. Zeus Incorporated, on that distant day in 2355 when the world ends. Just now,
however, it is completely harmless.

On their way to the gate, the young couple draw abreast of one of the elderly gentlemen, who is making
his laborious way along with acane. He trips on a marble urn, stumbles, is about to fall when the young



man catches his elbow and sets him upright. The old gentleman peers up into his face, scowling in an
attempt to make it out. His jaw drops.

"Good God," he says hoarsely. "Bell-Fairfax!"

"I regret to inform you that you are mistaken, sir," says the young gentleman, smiling with formidable
teeth. Eyes brightening as an afterthought occurs to him, he adds: "Merely his bastard. Good afternoon!” He
tips hissilk hat, turns on his heel, and walks away swiftly to regjoin hisyoung lady.

The old man gasps, his eyesroll back in his head, he pitches forward into somebody else's memorial
wreath; and the daughters and elderly wife who come running back to his assistance, crying out "Papa!"
and "Ambrose!" wonder, in their consternation, why the tall man islaughing as he strides on.

In adance club in acdlar in swinging London of the 1960s, one young couple seems to be having less
fun than their peer group. Perhaps they find their polyester and vinyl clothes ugly and uncomfortable.
Perhaps the very tall youth objects to having to duck continually to avoid hitting his head on the beams of
the low ceiling. Perhaps the girl is mortified by her appearance in the makeup of the era. Perhaps they find
the atmosphere of packed mortal bodies, also wearing polyester clothing in the stifling heat, oppressive; and
perhaps they find the popular dances clumsy and graceless. The music is sublime, however, and so
presently they retire from the dance floor and find a quiet uncrowded corner, where they sit and listen
appreciatively.

The reason their particular corner is uncrowded is because the wall behind it is broken out for some sort
of electrical work in progress, and plasterboard, earth, and trailing wires are only carelessly fenced off with
asawhorse. And as the music throbs, as the dancers bounce and twist and shake their heads, as the
colored lights whirl in blobby patterns, the youth leans back casually and pokes something small into a dark
recess between two bricks. Even in the pandemonium, he can hear something rattling down inside the wall,
and smiles at the girl.

As he leans back, however, something trailing athin curl of smoke isthrust under his nose. He looks up,
startled, at a person of uncertain gender in beaded and fringed clothes, who murmurs something inaudible,
but whose expression of all-embracing affection makes it clear an invitation is being offered. He signs
confusion. The person tucks the little twisted cigarette between hislips. Not wishing to be impolite, he takes
it between his thumb and forefinger and inhales deeply.

The girl isdistracted from her wistful contemplation of the bar by his snorting coughs, and though she
turnsinstantly the purveyor of peace and love has drifted off to offer it to others, and the youth's pupils
have expanded to alarming size. In response to her frantically signed question he mouths the word ganja,
and sherolls her eyes. Getting one arm around him, she helps him to his feet and they leave. He hits his
head on the beams four times before they manage to reach the exit.

Venice, bride of the sea! And though the Bridge of Sighs, the golden Riato, and St. Mark's glimmer in
the ripple-reflections as enticingly asthey ever havein thisyear of 1797, and though the pigeons flutter in
clouds and cast their shadows as beautifully as ever on the paving stones of the square, the tourist trade is
down, thanks to that annoying little man from Corsica zooming about being the wonder of the martial world,
and the fact that he has bestowed on the Venetians a brand-new constitution of their very own doesn't quite
make up for it.

There are practically no British tourists there at all. This suits the hoteliers and cooks just fine, grazie,
because the British complain ceaselessly about Venetian cuisine and notions of plumbing; but the
gondolieri are feeling the pinch, because Britons love gondolarides. So Vittorio murmurs a prayer of
thanks as the tall Englishman and the young lady engage his services, and poles out enthusiastically along
the rank canals between the houses, and into the wider places where it isn't quite so obvious that people
have been emptying their chamberpots into the canal, or indeed simply thrusting their bottoms out the
windows for convenience. In his energetic haste he scarcely notices the Englishman dropping a small object
over the side of the gondola. People drop so many things into the waters of Venice.

And the fresh wind off the lagoon does the trick, because the Englishman and his lady are clearly not put
off by the sights, sounds, or smells. Indeed, they grow quite actively romantic as the gondola rocks along,
and Vittorio watches with one app