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HOW CAN You
REFILL"
ARADAR TUBE

LIKEA |
BALL POINT PEN ?

Sylvania/ECG has the answer

Because of aging, the military has to “retire’” many highly
expensive traveling-wave tubes used by the thousands in ad-
vanced radar equipment. The Sylvania Electronic Components
Group tackled this problem and came up with a practical
solution.

Now Sylvania ‘“bottles the beam” so that the relatively
inexpensive electron gun that's the cause of the aging, can
be replaced almost as easily as putting a refill in a ballpoint
pen! This is done by enclosing the beam-forming elements in
an evacuated glass envelope that slides into the traveling-wave
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tube. Result: A renewed tube for only a smali fraction of the
cost of a new one.

' Taking the wear out of traveling-wave tubes is another exam-
ple of advanced component design at Sylvania ECG. It stems
from integrated research and engineering activities in all of
the basic sciences...from solid-state physics to chemistry.

One of the new electronic components developed by Syivania
ECG may solve a problem you have in system design.

Sylvania Electronic Components Group, Sylvania Electric
Products Inc., 730 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017.
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GENERAL TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS GTE

SYLVANIA/ECG OFFERS NEW CAPABILITIES iN: ELECTRONIC TUBES - SEMICONDUCTORS « MICROWAVE DEVICES -+ SPECIAL COMPONENTS - DISPLAY DEVICES
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Famed epic of the
world of the future

‘oowusLep,
SCIENCE
FICTION

— ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN THREE
VOLUMES AT A COMBINED PRICE OF $10.50

Yours =10

with a short trial membership
THIS brilliantly exciting chronicle of the world of the future

FOR
ONLY

in the Science Fiction Book Club

combines three great science fiction classies for the first

time in one huge volume. FOUNDATION ... FOUNDATION

and EMPIRE . .. and SECOND FOUNDATION are among

the most thought-provoking, compelling epies ever to come

from the pen of the distinguished research biochemist and
leading science fiction writer, Isaac Asimov.

How to Geft This Unusual Value for only 10¢

Because you are an Analog reader, the Science Fiction
Book Club would like to acquaint you with the most imagina-
tive, informative; entertaining new science fiction books as
they are written. That is why we have arranged to send you
THE FOUNDATION TRILOGY for only 10¢ with a Trial
Subsecription to the Club.

Here’s how the Club wo
superb new science facf or |
regular price. Even though
and up in their original e
FOR ONLY $1 EACH — in speci length, hard-cover edi-
tions. Extra-value books cost more. And the Club tells you in
advance what each monthly selection will be. During your
Trial Subscription you agree to take as few as four books
in the next twelve months. After that you may take as few or
as-many booksas you want; and you may cancel at any time.
It’s a deal that is hard to beat.

Mail Coupon With Only 10¢

THE FOUNDATION TRILOGY costs new members only
10¢ with a short trial membership. After seven days, if you
are NOT delighted, return the book and your membership
will be canceled. Otherwise you will be enrolled in the Club
as a Trial Member, and you need take only four books in the
next twelve months. Mail the coupon today to: Science Fiction
Book Club, Garden City, New York

for $2.50, $3.00

members get them

Foundation Trilogy

BY 12,067 it was clear that the massively cor-
rupt Galactic Empire was near total col-
lapse. Its myriad worlds had already begun to
war among themselves, plunging the universe
into barbaric chaos. Civilization seemed doomed.

But master scientists laboring to ensure that
civilization would be preserved during the dark
ages to come, established twin “Foundations” at
opposite ends of the Galaxy, to form the nucleus
of a new civilization, and in time to unite across
the Galaxy to form a new . .. a stronger ... a
more enduring Second Empire.

In Foundation and Foundation and Empire,
we follow the course of the First Foundation as
it rekindles the light of civilization in an ever-
increasing portion of the Galaxy — and as it is
confronted by its greatest crisis: a dangerous
mutant, en evil yet brilliant psycopath whose
soul-consuming desire is conquest of the Galaxy!

Because he was a pitifully small, emaciated
creature, it was only too late that men realized:
the strange power of his enormous brain —
power to read men’s minds, discover their sub-
conscious thoughts, destroy their wills, reduce
his enemies to efficient puppets eager to per-
form his slightest wish! i

Within a decade, he tyrannized the entire
Galaxy — except for the Second Foundation.
And this became his mania — to find and conquer
the Second Foundation. Everything in the
Galaxy must be his! ...
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SCIENCE FICTION BOOK CLUB
Dept. 4-AE-9, Garden City, N. Y.

I enclose 10¢ to help cover shipping. Please rush me Isaac
Asimov’s FOUNDATION TRILOGY, and enroll me as a
Trial Member in the Club. -Then, every month send me the
Club’s free bulletin, ‘““Things to Come,”” which describes
coming selections. For each book I accept, I will pay only
$1, plus shipping, unless I take an extra-value selection at
a higher price. I need take only four books within a year
and may resign at any time thereafter.

NO RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted with THE FOUNDA-
TION TRILOGY, I may return it in 7 -days, pay nothing,
owe nothing, and my membership will be canceled.
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Technically speaking ... THIS IS PEUGEOT

Over the many years Peugeot has been manufacturing fine cars, it has pioneered many
engineering advances. Consider just a few of the recent innovations achieved by Peugeot.

Suspension System, 404 Sedan: A
single lower-A-arm (wishbone) is at-
tached by ball joint to the underside of
the wheel hub. The upper member is a
strut running upward from ball joint to
body-frame. Encircling this strut is a coil
spring containing a tubular shock absorber.
In addition, an antiroll bar is employed
to provide even greater solidity on curves.
This assures lateral stability. Front and
rear springs are synchronized to meet the
effect of road irregularities at the same
moment. The entire vehicle rises as a
platform to minimize pitching.

Steering, all 404 models: Peugeot
employs the highly efficient rack-and-
pinion type steering gear. Similar to that
used in racing cars, this steering system
eliminates “play,” and gives the driver
remarkable control under all driving con-
ditions. The Peugeot turns in only 31'2",

a far smaller turning circle than most of
today’s smaller cars.

@ Engine, all 404 models: Peugeot
has a five-bearing crankshaft for even
greater performance and durability. The
engine is slant-mounted 45° to the right.
This configuration means that the hood-
line can be low, there is ample room to
place induction and exhaust manifolding
where it belongs—rather than where it
fits—and that all components requiring
service can be mounted for easy access
with the bulk, not the weight, of the en-
gine off-center. The Peugeot’s light engine
is designed for good torque and power
characteristics without sacrificing longev-
ity. Cylinders are wet sleeved which per-
mits the use of hard, low-friction mate-
rial for cy¥uder walls in conjunction with
a softer, castable metal for the block.

The induction system is tuned by bal-

ancing volumes and capacities of the sys-
tem to the frequency of the valves at 2250
rpm to develop additional horsepower at
peak torque.

Another power increasing feature is a
resonator incorporated into the front end
of the exhaust manifold. This has the ef-
fect of slightly increasing torque at lower
speed ranges of 2000-2500 rpm by timing
some of the exhaust pulsations to reduce
back pressure, which eliminates what would
otherwise be a flat spot in the torque curve
and also reduces high-pitched frequencies
encountered during deeeleration,

Test drive a Peugeot.
It’s the car of a lifetime.

9PEUGEOTY

(Say Pooj-oh)
SEE YOUR LOCAL DEALER

For brochure write Peugeot, Inc., 97-45 Queens Blvd., Rego Park, N.Y., Dept.-AN-1.
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Dear John,

Herewith, “A Case of Identity.”
Lord Darcy and Master Sean ride
again.

As you will see, I have carried the
chronology of Lord Darcy’s world one
step further. In our own history,
Henry of Anjou, in the right of his
mother Matilda, who was the daugh-
ter of Henry I of England, became
the first Plantagenet King of England
under the title of Henry II. His father
was Count Geoffrey of Anjou. He
married Eleanor, Duchess of Aqui-
taine, thereby bringing Aquitaine
under English rule. Besides being
King of England, he was Duke of Nor-
mandy, Duke of Aquitaine, Duke of
Brittany, and Count of Anjou, Maine,
and Touraine. He ruled all of England
and more than half of France.

He had four sons: Henry (known
as the Young King), Richard (the
Lion-Hearted), Geoffrey, and John
(of Magna Carta fame) .

Old Henry II died in 1189. He was
predeceased by Young Henry (1183)
and Geoffrey (1186), so the crown
went to Richard.

When Richard died at the Siege of
Chaluz, in France, the crown should
have gone to Geoffrey under the law
of primogeniture. But that law wasn’t
a law yet. It may have been a hy-
pothesis or even a theory, but it
wasn’t a law. Besides, Geoffrey had
been dead for thirteen years, leaving
behind him a new-born son, Arthur.
Geoffrey had been made Duke of
Brittany, and, upon the death of Rich-

ard, the crown should have gone to
the thirteen-year-old Arthur, now
Duke of Brittany.

As Richard lay dying, he named his
younger brother John as his heir.
But, according to Duggan, “He had
changed his mind so often that this
carried little weight; had he lived an-
other week he might have left all to
Arthur.”

The English barons did not want a
child on the throne, so they declared
for John. Normandy followed suit.
Even Sir William Marshal, probably
the closest to a true story-book knight
of any who ever lived, said that even
a bad king was better than a council of
regency.

But the theory of primogeniture had
been invented—or re-invented—by the
Capets, the ruling house of France,
and it was much more strongly im-
bedded in France than in England.
Anjou, Maine, and Touraine went
over to Arthur. Since he was Duke of
Brittany, Brittany naturally backed
him.

Old Queen Eleanor, meanwhile,
now seventy-seven, had become Duch-

ess of Aquitaine again. (Henry IT had |

been Duke of Aquitaine; then it had
gone to Richard. But only because the
first was the husband and the second
the son of the Duchess.) Eleanor was
a tough-minded old biddy who was
never one to forget a slight. She had
wanted Geofirey’s son to be named
Henry and she flew into a rage when
she found that Geoffrev’s wife. Con-
stance, had, without even consulting
Eleanor, given the boy the un-Norman
name of Arthur. (The Arthurian ro-
mances were just coming into popular-
ity at that time, and Lady Constance
was somewhat of a romantic.) As a
result, Eleanor of Aquitaine much pre-
ferred her son John to her grandson
Arthur. Aquitaine, which included
the Counties of Poitou and Gascony,
became John’s territory.

Naturally, the only way to settle the
thing was to get all the armed knights
into the field and battle it out. Duke
Arthur didn’t have a chance. He had
Normandy to the north of him, Aqui-

NORTRONICS
ANNOUNCES...

New Line of Tape Heads!

Nortronics now offers a completely
new line of laminated core heads,
available in either Standard or
Premium versions. The Premium
heads, exceptional in quality and
performance—yet moderately priced
—have highly polished metal faces
with hyperbolic contours which pro-
vide more intimate tape-to-gap
contact, yet greatly reduce oxide
buildup and the need for frequent
head cleaning. In addition, the
Premium series offers deposited
quartz gaps; fine laminated, preci-
sion-lapped, low loss core structures;
and extended high frequency re-
sponse at slower tape speeds. The
Standard heads, recommended for
non-critical, low-cost applications,
have hyperbolic, all-metal faces and
provide excellent high frequency
performance.

COMPLETE NEW LINE TOOLED FOR
HIGH PRODUCTION!

‘This new line includes two and four-
track mono and stereo R/P heads,
two and four-track mono and stereo
combination erase-R/P heads, and
three and four-channel in-line
heads for 14 inch tape. All heads
are available in six standard imped-
ances and your choice of mount—
base, side, rear and no mount.

For complete information on Nortronics’ new
. line of tape heads, write for Form #7177.

“Nortronicss

8167 Tenth Ave. N., Minneapolis, Minn. 55427
S e = ]



taine to the south, and England across
the Channel to the west. Plus the fact
that Philip of France was taking ad-
vantage of the civil war by sneaking
in from the east. Then, too, the people
of Brittany hated anything French, so
they couldn’t co-operate with Anjou,
Maine, and Touraine.

The upshot of it all was that, after
three years of fighting, John captured
Arthur. He disappeared into the castle
at Rouen and was never seen again.
Historians agree that he was murdered
by order of King John. He was about
sixteen.

Now, if Richard had lived another
twenty years, Arthur would have been
in a much better position. Richard
never really liked John, and if Arthur
had stuck with Richard, John would
never have had a chance. Of course,
we don’t know what kind of man
Arthur would have been if the neigh-
bors had let him grow up, but I can
make the assumption, for that very
reason, that he would have been both
a good Plantagenet and a good King.
If so, the history of the Angevin Em-
pire would have been vastly different.

RANDALL GARRETT

Dear Mr. Campbell:

I regret having to use the dateline
April 1, 1964 but it’s quite appro-
priate for the article, “The Extinction
of Species,” by one Bert Kempers.

Mr. Kempers has attempted a most
laudable feat, that of demonstrating
how Man has decimated the planet’s
wildlife and destroyed large parts of
humanity’s common heritage, the
natural fauna of the world.

Sadly, he has made so many errors,
both in substance and by implication.
as to render almost valueless what ac-
tually is correct in his writing. Nor is
his English an aid to further under-
standing.

Let me begin with his errors in pure
fact. He states the following, to in-
stance some of his remarkable views.

a) That Man has aided in the ex-

termination of the following ani-
mals: Nothrothertum (a ground
continued on page 91

BRASS TACKS

This is the New Field Model Questar Telescope.

It weighs less than 3 pounds and costs only
§795. Included in the price are this 4-Ib. case,
one eyepiece, and an improved basic camera
coupling set. There is room for cameras and
other accessories.

Twenty-one major changes in this barrel and
control-box assembly permit a much wider
photographic field of view, which now covers
all but the very corners of the 24x36 mm. film
frame at f/16 without extension tubes. Expo-
sures are two f-numbers faster.

The New Field Model is optically identical in
quality to all Questars. Since only an average of
one out of three perfect optical systems sur-
passes theory by enough to satisfy us, we can
continue to state that no amount of money,
time or human effort can noticeably improve
Questar’s power of resolution. For whereas
Lord Rayleigh’s criteria sets 1.4 seconds of arc
as Questar’s limit of resolution, a Questar has
resolved two stars but 0.6 second apart.

Because our function is to make the world’s
finest small telescopes in limited number, in-
stead of many of ordinary quality, this New
Field Model offers a new experience to the
photographer. We offer him the world’s sharp-
est lens, of 89-mm. aperture. We provide him
with a low-power wide-field finder view, like
that of a field glass, to let him locate distant
objects rapidly. With flick of finger he can bring
to bear a high-power view of 40-80x or 80-160x
to study the object minutely through this super-
fine telescope. Another finger flick and slight
refocusing brings the object to the clear bright
center of his cameras’ groundglass.

At this point he is challenged to capture on
the sensitive emulsion what this superb tele-
scope of 56 inches focal length is projecting to
his film. He has seen it in Questar’s eyepiece
and in his reflex camera’s groundglass. All that
remains is to place the image in exact focus on
the film and expose correctly with no vibration
at all. And at long last we have the only camera
able to do this, the Questar-modified Nikon F.

For the first time, then, Questar has a true
photographic model, and a camera without
mirror slap, shutter vibration, or too-dim focus-
ing. Moreover, from now on we can measure
the actual picture-taking light at the ground-
glass, and abandon inexact exposure calculations
entirely, using the new cadmium sulfide meters.

With this new control of vibration, sharp
focus, and correct exposure times, only one
other factor remains to interfere with high
resolution telescopic photography. We need
quiet air for good seeing—which is no problem
at 7 to 100 feet. But how can we get trembling
air to stand still while we take sharp pictures at
great distances ? There are several things we can
do to take advantage of nature’s moods, and if
you write for literature we will tell you more
about it. N

New Field Model, $795 in case with basic
couplings as shown. The 80-160X eyepiece, $35.
Questar-modified Nikon F bodies, from $234.60.
Complete outfit shown, with camera and tripod,
$1332, postpaid in U.S.

QUESTAR

BOX 70 NEW HOPE, PENNSYLVANIA

e ~




NEW HOPE FOR UNDER-DEVELOPED NATIONS RESULTING FROM BASIC SPACE RESERRCH

Lunar and space missions such as Proj-
ect Apollo seldom seem, in their far-out
glamour role, to be closely related to
that great fundamental . .. mankind. Yet
one single aspect of the Apollo program
—fuel cells—holds a vast amount of
hope. Especially for under-developed
nations.

Often referred to as “continuous bat-
teries,” fuel cells convert chemical energy
directly to electrical. They are the newest
power sources to emerge from scientific
research into the realm of practical en-
gines. The specific cell system aboard
Apollo will be a Hydrox® unit, reacting
hydrogen and oxygen, and is the result
of research at Leesona Moos Labora-
tories, one of the first in America to
undertake studies on fuel cells. Hydrox
will supply electrical power for vehicle
control, communications, and numer-
ous other power needs aboard this lunar
mission. Marking the first such use of
these new power sources, the Hydrox
installation will inaugurate a new age
in the generation of electrical power.
Final engineering and manufacture of
the units for Project Apollo will be
carried out by Pratt & Whitney Division
of United Aircraft, under license from
Leesona Corporation.

But space missions are only the first
part of the story. At the same point in
time that Leesona Moos began studies of
Hydrox fuel cells, a concomitant project
was undertaken to develop an even more
advanced system...a cell using air as
oxidant and inexpensive hydrocarbons

LA
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or their derivatives as fuels. These hy-
drocarbon-air (Carbox®) and mixed-
gas/air (Aminox™) developments of
Leesona Moos do not require reactants
of high purity, and are very flexible
from a logistics point of view. Low cost
and readily available fuels are used, and
the universal oxidizer—air—supplies the
other portion of the reaction mix. Be-
cause the fuel cell is an extremely effi-
cient engine—efliciencies of up to 70%
are attainable, vs. 309 for a conventional
diesel—the result is an exciting new
means of generating electrical power at
low operating expenditure. Pratt &
Whitney Aircraft in the United States,
and Energy Conversion Ltd..* of Eng-
land, are carrying out further develop-
mental engineering on these systems
under license from the Leesona Corpo-
ration.

These new Leesona power sources, of
high efficiency and low fuel costs, can
readily be seen to provide the world
with an entirely new type of electric
generator. Fuels of the hydrocarbon
variety are fairly abundant throughout
the world. The fuel cell, though scienti-
fically sophisticated, is neither unwieldy
nor complex in its operation, and re-
quires little maintenance. Units with
power levels from those required for a
one-family dwelling up to communal or
industrial ground-power stations have
been projected in Leesona Moos studies,
and found feasible.

The impact Carbox and Aminox can
have on the emerging countries is

readily understandable. The develop-
ment of a nation can almost be measured
by its ability to produce and consume
electrical power. In this mechanized
world, virtually all industry waits on
the availability of electricity. If an emer-
gent economy must hold off its develop-
ment until completion of large-scale
hydroelectric projects, a distinct problem
of time and expenditures arises. If, on
the other hand, the nation had access
to Carbox and Aminox type fuel cell
systems, which could be tailored to the
need and would operate on locally-
available fuels, the basic first step to-
ward an industrialized economy and
higher living standards would be
achieved.

Leesona believes its efforts, plus the
great additive capabilities of our United
States and international partners, will
soon result in working installations of
the Carbox and Aminox systems to ad-
vance the standards of all mankind.
Meanwhile, the sibling Hydrox system
supplies power for a moon voyage. And
research continues.

L 2

*Energy Conversion, Litd., is a new
corporation founded by four British
companies: National Research and De-
velopment Corporation; British Petro-
leum Company, Ltd.; British Ropes,
Ltd., leading manufacturer of rope and
steel cable; and Guest, Keen, and Nettle-
folds Group, major steel manufacturers.

g LEESONA MOOS LABORATORIES

A Division of Leesona Corporation  Lake Success Park, Community Drive ® Great Neck, L.I., New York



This pamphlet, published
in 1604, indicates that the
damnation of tobacco did
not, by any means, start with
the Twentieth Century.

It is the property of Mr.
Robin Howard, of the Gore
Hotel, Queensgate, London,
with whose permission we
publish this photocopy. It is
on display as part of the
Shakespearean Exhibition
of Elizabethan manners,
customs, and memorabilia
at the Gore Hotel

this summer.

A COUNTERBLASTE TO TOBACCO

A counterblafle to Tobacco.

whichisholden of the wholefomnefle thereof, as :
the venime of putrifaion is contratyto thever-

tue Preferuative.

Moreouer,whichis a great iniquitie,and againft
all humanitie, the husbaad fhati notbec athamed, |
to reduce thereby his delicate, wholefome, and-
cleane complexioned wife, to that exuemitie,that
cither {kee muft alfo corrupt her fivecte breath
therewith, or elfe refolue to live in 2perperuall

flinking torment.

Haue younot reafon then tobec athamed,-and
10 forbeare this filchie nouclie, fo balely groun.
ded, fo foolifhly recciued,and fo grofiely miftaken
in the right vfe thereof? In yourabu e thersoffin- -
ning again® God, harming your [clues both in
perions and goods, and raking alfo thereby the
markesaad notes of vanitie vponvou :bythe cu.
ftome thereof making your felues to be wondered
arby all forraine ciuil Nations,and by all ftrangers
that come among you, tobc {corned and contem.
ned. A cuftome lothfometo theeye, hatefull to
the Nofe, harmefull to the braine , daungerousto
the Lungs,aﬂd inthe blacke ﬁ_mking’fumc r.thC" :
of, ncerelt refembling the horr‘z!o!c Sti-
gian {moke of the pitthatis
boroneleile.

EDITORIAL BY JOHN W. CAMPBELL

It is widely accepted as a fact that
the human race is stupid, foolish, and
self-destructive in its folly.

This widely accepted “fact” might,
just possibly, be mistaken. A species
that has succeeded in remaining alive
for some three billion consecutive

years, despite considerable pressure
from other inhabitants of this planet,
cannot be entirely without sound
sense.

Man’s intellect, on the other hand,
is a late comer, and widely given to
stupidity, folly, self-assertive arro-
gance, and a conviction that its deci-
sions are, if not directly inspired by
God Himself, at least inspired by that




A COUNTERBLASTE TO TOBACCO
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self-worshiping demigod, Man’s Mind.

Man’s intellect hasn’t been around
long; there are some indications that if
it isn’t broken of its dangerous habit
of self-assertive arrogance, it won’t be
around much longer, either.

One of the latest interesting exam-
ples of the arrogance of intellect seems
to me to be the business of smoking
and health. It’s got quite a history, of
course; we haven’t time or space to
review the comments made on smok-
ing and health back in the early 1500s,
when smoking was first introduced
into the Old World. The diatribes on
the subject then were, of course, origi-
nal; nobody in the Old World had had
any opportunity to complain about
people smoking before that time. They
were more pointed—if less printable—
than the ones being issued currently,
and they had, I think, far more justi-
fication. :

As of 1592, say, the available data
on the subject of the prolonged effects
of smoking tobacco were not very ex-
tensive—and there was certainly ade-
quate and ancient data to the effect
that smoke was highly undesirable and
injurious to human beings. Men had
been doing everything they could, ap-
plying great ingenuity over the course
of scores of millennia in an effort to
maintain the benefits of Fire, while
eliminating the noxious odors and ef-
fects of Smoke. For men to deliber-
ately reverse this ages-long trend, and
spend time, effort, and money raising
and processing a weed for the specific
purpose of getting smoke into them-
selves, after all the ages spent develop-
ing smoke-eliminating devices . . .
surely that was obviously insanity!

Of course, they did, also, chew and
snuff it. (Snuff was to “clear the head”
in the days before TV commercials
were available to tell people about var-
ious nasal sprays, pills, ant prepara-
tions.)

In the modern discussions of smok-
ing and health, the current position
taken by official government medical
agencies is that smoking induces lung

cancer and other debilitating and ul-
timately lethal diseases.

About fifty years ago, a prominent
doctor announced to the world that he

‘had found, by study of statistical evi-

dence, that smoking caused blindness.

About forty years ago, Thomas
Edison, Henry Ford and Harvey Fire-
stone were united in a campaign to
turn people away from cigarettes—
they helped popularize the term “coffin
nails” for them. This trio announced
that the cause of the danger of ciga-
rettes was the breakdown products
formed from the paper in which the
tobacco was wrapped. (They smoked
cigars.)

A Scottish doctor—it isn’t reported
whether he is a smoker or not—in a
speech before a British Medical Soci-
ety meeting recently, in discussing the
current cancer-cigarettes correlation,
pointed out that in the last fifty years,
cancer has been shown to be correlated
with being gassed in WWI, eating fish,
exposure to sun and wind, not eating
fish, smoking cigarettes, and the hairi-
ness of the second phalanxes of the
fingers and toes.

It’s remarkable the amount of emo-
tional heat that seems engendered by
this question of smoking. There are
so many perfectly obvious, sound rea-
sons for not smoking that it is peculiar
that so much emphasis is put on the
esoteric ones like a barely deter-
minable possible correlation between
cigarette smoking and cancer. For
instance, tobacco is expensive—ciga-
rettes more so than pipe tobacco,
chewing tobacco, or snuff. (House-
wives and plant maintenance people
are delighted at the shift from chew-
ing tobacco to cigarettes, of course.)
Smoking has led to unknown num-
bers of fires, automobile accidents,
and accidents of other kinds due to
momentary inattention of a control-
ling operator. It’s caused explosions
in powder mills, mining areas and
gasoline refineries— even in flour mills
and granaries.

It produces a marked odor on the

breath, and makes the mouth thick and
furry, the throat raw and the eyes red
—as does exposure to any form of
vegetable-matter smoke.

There’s lots of obvious reasons why
men shouldn’t smoke.

Only . . . for the three and a half
centuries since tobacco became avail-
able in the Old World, its use has in-
creased, and an immense economic
investment in the industry has built

up.

When the smoking-causes-cancer
publicity came out at the beginning
of 1964, the tobacco companies didn’t
say much of anything except a very
soft and meaningless “We are study-
ing the matter.”

They’d had some experience with
the subject. The rate of cigarette con-
sumption, in terms of cigarettes per
capita-over-fifteen-years-of-age in-
creased steadily from about WWI to
the early 1950s. Most statistical charts
don’t quite show that particular point
... but you can get the figures. Along
around 1952 the consumption per
capita leveled off, and began to de-
cline. Then in 1954 came the first great
blast of cigarettes-cause-lung-cancer
publicity.

Cigarettes showed a prompt drop in
consumption . . . and after that prompt
response, started resuming their inter-
rupted increase In per capita con-
sumption.

The tobacco companies had reason
to be quite quiet in their response to
the 1964 publicity. The last time all
that hullabaloo went off, the net effect
had been a resumption of increasing
consumption.

So . .. we’ve heard, for the last four
hundred years or so, why people
should not use tobacco in any form,
and for the last half-century in partic-
ular, we’ve been told most authorita-
tively why cigarettes shouldn’t be con-
sumed.

The only voice on the other side of
the subject has been the slightly hang-
dog, sheepish reply of the smoker . . .
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“Well . . . I like it.”

Tobacco companies are, of course,
forbidden to say anything in their de-
fense, or in defense of their product.
When the Ethical Authorities have
reached an Intellectual and Logical
Decision, any voices raised in opposi-
tion are obviously speaking for selfish
self-interest, Evil, and conscienceless
profit motive. (Those are the currently
acceptable terms of damnation; a few
centuries ago ‘“heretic” and “anti-
Christ” would have gotten in there
somehow. The modern damnation of
opposition is somewhat handicapped
by the necessity of avoiding the pos-
sibility of making it look as though
they were anti-capitalism and free-
enterprise, of course.)

I"d like to point out that the medical
profession has failed one hundred per
cent completely in doing its proper
duty in respect to this problem.
They’ve expended immense time, ef-
fort and money on one side of the issue
only! They have invested no effort in
determining why men accepted to-
bacco in the first place, and why they
have maintained that acceptance in the
face of a hundred perfectly valid, ob-
jective reasons for pitching the whole
tobacco business out the window.

The only answer the medical people
have come up with is “It’s habit-form-
ing. of course! Obviously that’s why
foolish people insist on continuing that
destructive habit!”

The only explanation the medical
people are offering, in other words, is
that “it’s a habit.”

“Doctor—your explanation is not
good enough! You have not done a
satisfactory job of looking into an ex-
both

frust

tremely important matter from
sides, and I cannot, therefore,
your one-sided report!” is the only
proper response to the present inde-
fensible position of the medical frater-
nity, and in particular, the medical-
governmental agencies which have
been more responsible for this cancer-
cigarettes business than the general
practitioners.

A COUNTERBLASTE TO TOBACCO

Look—smoking was not a habit
when the New World was first discov-
ered. It was not a habit anywhere but
among the Indians of America.

Yet in little more than a century the
subsistance-level—if they even man-
aged subsistance!—peasants of Tibet
were smoking tobacco. Once tobacco
became available, it spread through-
out the world in a manner unmatched
by any other commodity in the world’s
history!

That’s because “it’s a habit” huh?
Because the world’s population, which
had been trying for the last one hun-
dred thousand years minimum to get
out of the smoke of their cooking fires,
suddenly already-had a “habit” that
made them buy the alien, expensive
import? Learn to grow a weed that
they’d never known before? That’s
“just a habit,” is it?

Why did a world population sud-
denly take up a form of behavior
that was utterly alien, and a com-
plete reversal of ages of conditioned
behavior? Why did men who had
never smoked anything—they’d been
smoked, but not voluntarily—suddenly
take up a most improbable sort of
practice? Why did peoples on the
ragged edge of starvation give up
arable land and their labor to produce
something that was so completely anti-
traditional? Ye gods, modern agricul-
tural experts, with professional propa-
backing, have
tried and tried to get various subsist-

gandist-psychologist

ance-level peoples to accept a new agri-
cultural product—and failed! Central
African natives who are dying of mal-
nutrition due to protein starvation
won't raise soya beans—which would
save the lives of their babies, and give
them sound health—because that’s not
traditional.

Yet these peasants, all over the
world, suddenly adopted the weird
habit of deliberately breathing in the
smoke of a smoldering fire, carefully
hoarded in a tiny fire pot on the end
of a tube. And devoted the land they

needed desperately for food to a com-
pletely nontraditional and inedible
product!

Not just in America—where it had
been known for n centuries—in Si-
beria, Tibet, India, Africa. Curiously,
the tobacco plant is native only to the
Americas, and Australia, both areas
which became accessible to the rest of
the world at about the same time. The
particular type of nicotina cultivated
in the United States is not native to
North America, but to South Amer-
ica; the North American species is
cultivated extensively in the U.S.S.R.

Now among the products that be-
came available when the New World
was opened to trade were maté, coca-
ine, canabis americana or marijuana,
cocoa, rubber, potatoes, maize, jimson
weed (which is a powerful hallucino-
genic), chocolate, quinine, curare,
cubé or rotenone, and a few thousand
other things.

The medical profession holds that
the human race is stupid, foolish, and
self-dissipative—that human beings in-
dulge and
eagerly adopt any dangerous and
habit-forming drug like tobacco.

So why did the human race select
from that wealth of new products, for

themselves senselessly,

world-wide massive consumption, only
cocoa, rubber, potatoes, chocolate and
quinine? And, of course, tobacco.

Why not cocaine? That’s a eu-
phoric, pain-easing, worry-soothing
pacifier. It makes people feel happy,
strong, and successful. Why didn’t
that go over? Every medical man
knows stupid human beings eagerly
accept  destructive
drugs . ..

Jimson weed; now there’s a cheap,
very easily raised and processed high-
power hallucinogen. Much simpler
than LSD or those sacred mushrooms.
How come that wasn’t immediately
spread across the world ?

habit-forming

Then marijuana. Of course, that
had its Old World counterpart, cana-
bis indica, or hashish; that didn’t

continued on page 95
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the risk takers
When they try out one of those new, hot-shot life-saving -

safety-contraptions...who takes the first ride-in-the-wreck?
Why...“Sufferin’ Sam,” of course!

Unlike most heroes, he has endless lives to give for his country.

CAROLYN MEYER




Sometime in the unspecified future,
at a date that may never be disclosed,
the first of a series of test capsules will
be hurled deep into space, carrying
with it an anonymous astronaut. Very
little will ever be known about him,
for he and others like him are to be
willfully sacrificed in the effort to
satisfy man’s curiosity about his uni-
verse.

There is no need to write an indig-
nant letter to your editor, however.
Those expendable astronauts are ac-
tually analogs—highly sophisticated
anthropomorphic manikins. The no-
tion of substituting a durable lifeless

1. The articulated manikin used in automobile crash
research, escape-systems lesting, and other hazardous
experiments is a forerunner of a future dummy space-
explorer. All the major human motions are simulated, and
the vinyl skin bonded to foam flesh approximates the com-
pression, buckling, and displacement of human flesh. The
instrument package carried in the torso is accessible

through a chest opening.
Courtesy of Alderson Research Laboratories, Inc.
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object for a more fragile human is not
new; nearly everyone has watched
dummies go over the cliff in a Holly-
wood thriller. The advanced level of
manikin performance is new. The
dummy which “mans” the exploring
capsule will be designed to duplicate
human characteristics of motion and
tolerance and will be wired from head
to toe with instruments to record every
possible stress to which a human astro-
naut would be subjected.

The unknown astronauts will have
plenty of ancestral background in
saving lives by substituting for hu-
mans in dangerous situations. Present-
day manikins developed by Alderson
Research Laboratories, Inc.. of New
York, specialists in human simula-
tions, are constructed of plastic skin.
foam flesh, and a steel skeleton in an
assortment of percentile sizes. The
centers of gravity of the whole body
and of each of its jointed limbs are
equivalent to humans of the same size
and weight, so that they move at the

same rate and in the same direction
as their human counterparts.

Innumerable manikins of this type
have been carried aloft in Project
Mercury space capsules and in X-15
experimental rocket planes. They have
flattened their skulls against automo-
bile windshields in the development of
seat belts. Dozens of others were
hurled from jet planes to test ejection
seats and escape capsules. Some have
spent days under water testing frog-
men’s gear; others have been sub-
jected to all manner of explosions,
plane crashes, wind-tunnel studies,
and other harrowing experiments.

The Neanderthal of the species was
the parachute dummy, a rugged two-
hundred-pound torso designed to fit
a parachute harness and internally
instrumented to record the shock of
‘chute opening, speed of descent, and
other factors.

The rocket-sled series, next on the
evolutionary scale, added articulated
arms and legs. In a group of tests con-
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ducted on a Utah mesa, the sled—a The RiSk Takﬂrs

wingless, tailless, rocket-powered fuse-
lage—was fired down a sort of railroad
track toward the mesa edge. When the
sled reached near-sonic speeds, the
canopy blew off and the ejection seat,
carrying a test dummy, was blasted
into the air. At this point in earlier
tests the dummy had hurtled clear of
the sled, its chute had opened, and it -
had drifted safely down. But in one
test something went wrong; the “pi-
lot’s” parachute flared prematurely,
and the dummy was dismembered.
Aside from their practical and hu-

manitarian value, manikins are more
reliable test subjects than humans;
not only do they live to tell the tale,
but they tell it more completely and
accurately. Refinements of the mani-
kin—a “functional” hand which can
duplicate various degrees of grasping
strength and a “hi-i” neck which
measures stress on the human neck in
a range of fore-and-aft, side-to-side,
and rotational motions are examples

3. Ready for the count, the calibration version of a radia-

tion-equivalent manikin reclines in an iron room while
the technician adjusts for a liver scan. The calibration
manikin does not contain a skeleton; its organs are filled

with a solution which emits a pattern of radioactivity.
Photo courtesy of Los Alamos Scientific Laboratory, Los Alamos, New Mexico

2. (left) Preparing to take a ride in an early aircraft ejec-
tion seat, an anthropomorphic test subject holds on to a
face-curtain with “functional hands.” The hands are set
to snap open and release the curtain when a particular
grasping strength is exceeded. In actual in-flight tests, this
manikin also shows the patterns of arm-flailing that result

when the hands are unable to retain their hold.
Photo courtesy of Svenska Aeroplan Aktiebolaget, Sweden
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—and instruments installed in or at-
tached to the manikin, such as acceler-
ometers, rate gyros, pressure trans-
ducers, strain gauges, and the like,
enable researchers to reconstruct just
“what happened out there.”

While test dummies are invaluable
research tools for determining skele-
tal and muscular stresses to which a
human being would be subjected un-
der matching circumstances, another
family of analogs was bred for more
subtle purposes: radiation studies.
One type of radiation-equivalent phan-
tom—as a medical analog is known—
is used to measure the radiation a man
would absorb in a similarly radioac-
tive environment. Another, designed
to emit radiation as a man would
whose organs carry a radioactive bur-
den—such as radioactive iodine, used
to check thyroid function—serves as a
calibrator.

Both phantoms are close to the size
and shape of an average man—five feet
nine inches tall, weighing one hundred
sixty-two pounds—and they are radia-
tion-equivalent: that is, radiation
passes unaffected through their clear
plastic shells and into a solution which
duplicates the radiation-interaction
characteristics of human flesh and
blood. From this point, their construc-
tion and functions differ.

The radiation-equivalent phantom
for absorption, trademarked REMAB,
contains a real human skeleton with
bores through the spinal column and
in the long bones of the arms and legs
through which dose-measuring devices
are inserted. One of the most dramatic
uses of the absorption manikin is in
re-creation of accidents, such as the
one which occurred in Yugoslavia
several years ago, exposing a number
of eminent scientists to intense radia-
tion.

Victims of such an accident present
a grave treatment problem unless the
amount and distribution of the ab-
sorbed dosage can be determined
fairly accurately. At one time it was
necessary to perform a bone marrow
graft—a difficult, painful, and inac-
curate method of diagnosis. With the
development of REMAB it became

14
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The Risk Takers

4. (left) A radiation-equivalent manikin specialized for absorp-
tion studies contains a natural human skeleton suspended within
a radiolucent shell which can be filled with solution approxi-
mating human soft tissue. Instruments inserted in the bones
record the amount of radiation absorbed under various condi-
tions, such as the re-creation of a nuclear accident.

5. (below) The organ-scanning phantom contains the liver, kid-
neys, stomach, spleen, and pancreas, all constructed of butyrate
plastic which allows radiation rays to pass through it unaffected.
The liver—large organ to the left—and the spleen next to it con-
tain plastic tumors. Body and organs are filled with tissue-
equivalent or radioisotope solutions for tesis.

6. (right) A phantom to monitor radiotherapy treatments for
cancer patients includes real human bones embedded in a plastic
material simulating human soft tissue—muscle, fluids, and fai—
with foam lungs and molded-in air spaces. Sections of the hori-
zontally-sliced phantom are loaded with film or ion chambers,
the prescribed ireatment is administered. to the patient-substitute,
and the results are analyzed to determine the accuracy of the
intended treatment.

Courtesy of Alderson Research Laboratories, Inc.
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Courtesy of Alderson' Research

Laboratories, Inc.

The Risk Takers

7. The prognosis is that “Suffering
Sam” will live to bleed another day,
although his injuries include com~—
pound fractures of the humerus and
femur and a gunshot wound of the
jaw. In the absence of such a manikin,
an assortment of paste-on and strap-on
injuries transform someone with no
more serious affliction than a hangnail
into an ambulance case. Believing that
experience counts, many first-aid in-
structors subject their students to-such
harrowing sights to toughen their
nerves in advance of an actual emer-
gency.

16

8. “Joe Blow” responds to a correct
rescue-breathing technique, and his
chest fills with air. First-aid irainees
practice mouth-to-mouth resuscitation
and closed-chest cardiac massage
methods on lifelike dummies before
they are confronied wiih the real
thing.

continued on page 94
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The pair of Men-at-Arms strolled along the Rue King
John II, near the waterfront of Cherbourg, and a
hundred yards south of the sea. In this district, the
Keepers of the King’s Peace always traveled in pairs,
each keeping one hand near the truncheon at his belt
and the other near the hilt of his smallsword. The
average commoner Was not a swordsman, but sailors are
not common commoners. A man armed only with a trun-
cheon would be at a disadvantage with a man armed with
a cutlass.

The frigid wind from the North Sea whipped the edges
of the Men-at-Arms’ cloaks, and the light from the
mantled gas lamps glowed yellowly, casting multiple
shadows that shifted queerly as the Armsmen walked.

There were not many people on the streets. Most of
them were in the bistros, where there were coal fires to
warm the outer man and fiery bottled goods to warm
the inner. There had been crowds in the street on the
Vigil of the Feast of the Circumcision, nine days before,
but now the Twelfth Day of Christmas had passed and
the Year of Our Lord 1964 was in its second week. Money
bad run short and few could still afford to drink.

The taller of the two officers stopped and pointed
zhead. “Ey, Robert. Old Jean hasn’t got his light on.”

“Hm-m-m. Third time since Christmas. Hate to give
the old man a summons.”

“Aye. Let’s just go in and scare the Hell out of him.”

“Aye,” said the shorter man. “But we’ll promise him
a summons next time and keep our promise, Jack.”

The sign above the door was a weatherheaten dolphin-
shaped piece of wood, painted blue. The Blue Dolphin.

Armsman Robert pushed open the door and went in,
his eyes alert for trouble. There was none. Four men
were sitting around one end of the long table at the
left, and Old Jean was talking to a fifth man at the bar.
They all looked up as the Armsmen came in. Then the
men at the table went on with their conversation. The
fifth customer’s eyes went to his drink. The barkeep
smiled ingratiatingly and came toward the two Armsmen.

“Evening, Armsmen,” he said with a snaggle-toothed
smile. “A little something to warm the blood?” But he
knew it was no social call.

Robert already had out his summons book, pencil
poised. “Jean, we have warned you twice before,” he
said frigidly. “The law plainly states that every place of
business must maintain a standard gas lamp and keep it
lit from sunset to sunrise. You know this.”

“Perhaps the wind—" the barkeep said defensively.

“The wind? I will go up with you and we will see if
perhaps the wind has turned the gas cock, ey?”

Old Jean swallowed. “Perhaps I did forget. My
memory—.”

“Perhaps explaining your memory to my lord the

A Gase of Identity

This is a detective story. (They don't go
well in science fiction.) It's alse about
magic. (That's fantasy, of course.) More-
over, the author has his history terribly
confused. But those are just prejudices of
our own particular time-track; on another

time-track, with somewhat different influ-
ences ...

RANDALL GARRETT

Marquis next court day will help you to improve it, ey?”
“No, no! Please, Armsman! The fine would ruin me!”
Armsman Robert made motions with his pencil as

though he were about to write. “I will say it is first

offense and the fine will be only half as much.”
Old Jean closed his eyes helplessly. “Please, Armsman,
It will not happen again. It is just that I have been so
used to Paul-he did everything, all the hard work. I
have no one to help me now.” :
“Paul Sarto has been gone for two weeks now,” Robert
said. “This is the third time you have given me that
same excuse.”

“Armsman,” said the old man earnestly, “I will not
forget again. I promise you.”

’

A CASE OF IDENTITY
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Robert closed his summons book. “Very well. I have
your word? Then you have my word that there will be
no excuses next time. I will hand you the summons
instantly. Understood?”

“Understood, Armsman! Yes, of course. Many thanks!
I will not forget again!”

“See that you don’t. Go and light it.”

Old Jean scurried up the stairway and was back within
minutes. “It’s lit now, Armsman.”

“Excellent. I expect it to be lit from now on. At sunset.
Good night, Jean.”

“Perhaps a little—?”

“No, Jean. Another time. Come, Jack.”

The Armsmen left without taking the offered drink.
It would be ungentlemanly to take it after threatening
the man with the law. The Armsman’s Manuel said that,
because of the sword he is privileged to wear, an Arms-
man must be a gentleman at all times.

“Wonder why Paul left?”” Jack asked when they were
on the street again. “He was well paid, and he was too
simple to work elsewhere.”

Robert shrugged. “You know how it is. Wharf rats
come and go. No need to worry about him. A man with
a strong back and a weak mind can always find a bistro
that will take care of him. He’ll get along.”

Nothing further was said for the moment. The two
Armsmen walked on to the corner, where the Quai Sainte
Marie turned off to the south.

Robert glanced southwards and said: “Here’s a happy
one.”

“Too happy, if you ask me,” said Jack.

Down the Quai Sainte Marie came a man. He was
hugging the side of the building, stumbling towards
them, propping himself up by putting the flat of his
palms on the brick wall one after the other as he moved
his feet. He wore no hat, and, as the wind caught his
cloak, the two Men-at-Arms saw something they had not
expected. He was naked.

“Blind drunk and freezing,” Jack said. “Better take
him in.”

They never got the chance. As they came toward him,
the stumbling man stumbled for the last time. He dropped
to his knees, looked up at them with blind eyes that stared
past them into the darkness of the sky, then toppled to
one side, his eyes still open, unblinking.

Robert knelt down. “Sound your whistle! I think he’s
dead!”

Jack took out his whistle and keened a note into the
frigid air.

“Speak of the Devil,” Robert said softly. “It’s Paul!
He doesn’t smell drunk. I think . . . God!” He had tried
to lift the head of the fallen man and found his palm
covered with blood. “It’s soft,” he said wonderingly.
“The whole side of his skull is crushed.”

In the distance, they heard the clatter of hoofs as a
mounted Sergeant-at-Arms came at a gallop toward the
sound of the whistle.

18

Lord Darcy, tall, lean-faced, and handsome, strode
down the hall to the door bearing the arms of Normandy
and opened it.

“Your Highness sent for me?” He spoke Anglo-
French with a definite English accent.

There were three men in the room. The youngest,
tall, blond Richard, Duke of Normandy and brother to
His Imperial Majesty, John IV, turned as the door
opened. “Ah. Lord Darcy. Come in.” He gestured toward
the portly man wearing episcopal purple. “My Lord
Bishop, may I present my Chief Investigator, Lord Darcy.
Lord Darcy, this is his lordship, the Bishop of Guernsey
and Sark.”

“A pleasure, Lord Darcy,” said the Bishop, extending
his right hand.

Lord Darcy took the hand, bowed, kissed the ring. “My
Lord Bishop.” Then he turned and bowed to the third
man, the lean, graying Marquis of Rouen. “My Lord
Marquis.”

Then Lord Darcy faced the Royal Duke again and
waited expectantly.

The Duke of Normandy frowned slightly. “There ap-
pears to be some trouble with my lord the Marquis of
Cherbourg. As you know, My Lord Bishop is the elder
brother of the Marquis.”

Lord Darcy knew the family history. The previous
Marquis of Cherbourg had had three sons. At his death,
the eldest had inherited the title and government. The
second had taken Holy Orders, and the third had taken
a commission in the Royal Navy. When the eldest had
died without heirs, the Bishop could not succeed to the
title, so the Marquisate went to the youngest son, Hugh,
the present Marquis.

“Perhaps you had better explain, My Lord Bishop,”
said the Duke. “I would rather Lord Darcy had the in-
formation firsthand.”

“Certainly, Your Highness,” said the Bishop. He
looked worried, and his right hand kept fiddling with
the pectoral cross at his breast.

The Duke gestured toward the chairs. “Please, my
lords—sit down.”

The four men settled themselves, and the Bishop began
his story.

“My brother the Marquis,” he said after a deep breath,
“is missing.”

Lord Darcy raised an eyebrow. Normally, if one of
His Majesty’s Governors turned up missing, there would
be a hue and cry from one end of the Empire to the
other—{rom John O’Groat in Scotland to the southern-
most tip of Gascony—from the German border on the
east to New England and New France, across the Atlantic.
If my lord the Bishop of Guernsey and Sark wanted it
kept quiet, then there was—there had beszer be!—a good
reason.

“Have you met my brother, Lord Darcy?” the Bishop
asked.
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“Only briefly, my lord. Once, about a year ago. I
hardly know him.”

“I see.”

The Bishop fiddled a bit more with his pectoral
cross, then plunged into his story. Three days before,
on the tenth of January, the Bishop’s sister-in-law,
Elaine, Marquise de Cherbourg, had sent a servant by
boat to St. Peter Port, Guernsey, the site of the Cathedral
Church of the Diocese of Guernsey and Sark. The sealed
message which he was handed informed My Lord Bishop
that his brother the Marquis had been missing since the
evening of the eighth. Contrary to his custom, My Lord
Marquis had not notified My Lady Marquise of any in-
tention to leave the castle. Indeed, he implied that he
had intended to retire when he had finished with certain
Government papers. No one had seen him since he
entered his study. My lady of Cherbourg had not missed
him until next morning, when she found that his bed
had not been slept in.

“This was on the morning of Thursday the ninth, my
lord?”” Lord Darcy asked.

“That is correct, my lord,” said the Bishop.

“May I ask why we were not notified until now?”
Lord Darcy asked gently.

My Lord Bishop fidgeted. “Well, my lord . . . you
see . . . well, My Lady Elaine believes that . . .er ... that
his lordship, my brother, is not . . . er . . . may not
be ... er... quite right in his mind.”

There! thought Lord Darcy. He got it out! My Lord
of Cherbourg is off his chump! Or, at least, his lady
thinks so.

“What behavior did he display?” Lord Darcy asked
quietly.

The Bishop spoke rapidly and concisely. My Lord of
Cherbourg had had his first attack on the eve of St.
Stephen’s Day, the 26th of December, 1963. His face
had suddenly taken on a look of utter idiocy; it had
gone slack, and the intelligence seemed to fade from
his eyes. He had babbled meaninglessly and seemed not
to know where he was—and, indeed, to be somewhat
terrified of his surroundings.

“Was he violent in any way?” asked Lord Darcy.

“No. Quite the contirary. He was quite docile and
easily led to bed. Lady Elaine called in a Healer im-
mediately, suspecting that my brother may have had an
apoplectic stroke. As you know, the Marquisate supports
a chapter of the Benedictines within the walls of Castle
Cherbourg, and Father Patrique saw my brother within
minutes.

“But by that time the attack had passed. Father
Patrique could detect nothing wrong, and my brother
simply said it was a slight dizzy spell, nothing more.
However, since then there have been three more attacks—
on the evenings of the second, the fifth, and the seventh
of this month. And now he is gone.”

“You feel, then, My Lord Bishop, that his lordship
has had another of these attacks and may be wandering
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around somewhere . . . ah . .
it were?”

“That’s exactly what I'm afraid of,” the Bishop said
firmly.

Lord Darcy looked thoughtful for a moment, then
glanced silently at His Royal Highness, the Duke.

“I want you to make a thorough investigation, Lord
Darey,” said the Duke. “Be as discreet as possible. We
want no scandal. If there is anything wrong with my
lord of Cherbourg’s mind, we will have the best care
taken, of course. But we must find him first.” He glanced
at the clock on the wall. “There is a train for Cherbourg
in forty-one minutes. You will accompany My Lord
Bishop.”

Lord Darcy rose smoothly from his chair. “I’ll just
have time to pack, Your Highness.” He bowed to the
Bishop. “Your servant, my lord.” He turned and walked
out the door, closing it behind him.

. non compos mentis, as

But instead of heading immediately for his own apart-
ments, he waited quietly outside the door, just to one
side. He had caught Duke Richard’s look. ;

Within, he heard voices.

“My Lord Marquis,” said the Duke, “would you see
that My Lord Bishop gets some refreshment? If your
lordship will excuse me, I have some urgent work to
attend to. A report on this matter must be dispaiched
immediately to the King my brother.”

“Of course, Your Highness; of course.”

“I will have a carriage waiting for you and Lord
Darcy. I will see you again before you leave, my lord.
And now, excuse me.”

He came out of the room, saw Lord Darcy waiting,
and motioned toward another room nearby. Lord Darcy
tfollowed him in. The Duke closed the door firmly and
then said, in a low voice:

“This may be worse than it appears at first glance,
Darcy. De Cherbourg was working with one of His
Majesty’s personal agents trying to trace down the ring
of Polish agents provocateurs operating in Cherbourg.
If he’s actually had a mental breakdown and they’ve got
hold of him, there will be Hell to pay.”

Lord Darcy knew the seriousness of the affair. The
Kings of Poland had been ambitious for the past half
century. Having annexed all of the Russian territory they
could—as far as Minsk to the north and Kiev to the
south—the Poles now sought to work their way westwards,
toward the borders of the Empire. For several centuries,
the Germanic states had acted as buffers between the
powerful Kingdom of Poland and the even more powerful
Empire. In theory, the Germanic states, as part of the
old Holy Roman Empire, owed fealty to the Emperor—
but no Anglo-French King had tried to enforce that
fealty for centuries. The Germanic states were, in fact,
holding their independence because of the tug-of-war
between Poland and the Empire. If the troops of King
Casimir IX tried to march into Bavaria, for instance,
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Bavaria would scream for Imperial help and would get
it. On the other hand, if King John IV tried to tax so
much as a single sovereign out of Bavaria, and sent
troops in to collect it, Bavaria would scream just as
loudly for Polish aid. As long as the balance of power
remained, the Germanies were safe.

Actually, King John had no desire to bring the Ger-
manies into the Empire forcibly. That kind of aggression
hadn’t been Imperial policy for a good long time. With
‘hardly any trouble at all, an Imperial army could take
over Lombardy or northern Spain. But with the whole
New World as Imperial domain, there was no need to add
more of Europe. Aggression against her peaceful neigh-
bors was unthinkable in this day and age.

As long as Poland had been moving eastward, Imperial
policy had been to allow her to go her way while the Em-
pire expanded into the New World. But that eastward
expansion had ground to a halt. King Casimir was now
having trouble with those Russians he had already con-
quered. To hold his quasi-empire together, he had to keep
the threat of external enemies always before the eyes of
his subjects, but he dared not push any farther into Rus-
sia. The Russian states had formed a loose coalition dur-
ing the last generation, and the King of Poland, Sigis-
mund III, had backed down. If the Russians ever really
united, they would be a formidable enemy.

That left the Germanic states to the west and the Turks
to the south. Casimir had no desire to tangle with the
Turks, but he had plans for the Germanic states.

The wealth of the Empire, the basis of its smoothly ex-
panding economy, was the New World. The importation
of cotton, tobacco, and sugar—to say nothing of the gold
that had been found in the southern continent—was the
backbone of Imperial economy. The King’s subjects were
well-fed, well-clothed, well-housed, and happy. But if the
shipping were to be blocked for any considerable length
of time, there would be trouble.

The Polish Navy didn’t stand a chance against the Im-
perial Navy. No Polish fleet could get through the North
Sea without running into trouble with either the Imperial
Navy or that of the Empire’s Scandinavian allies. The
North Sea was Imperial-Scandinavian property, jointly
patrolled, and no armed ship was allowed to pass. Polish
merchantmen were allowed to come and go freely—after
they had been boarded to make sure that they carried no
guns. Bottled up in the Baltic, the Polish Navy was help-
less, and it wasn’t big enough or good enough to fight its
way out. They’d tried it once, back in °39, and had been
blasted out of the water. King Casimir wouldn’t try that
again.

He had managed to buy a few Spanish and Italian ships
and have them outfitted as privateers, but they were
merely annoying, not menacing. If caught, they were
treated as pirates—either sunk or captured and their
crews hanged—and the Imperial Government didn’t even
bother to protest to the King of Poland.

But King Casimir evidently had something else up his

20

royal sleeve. Something was happening that had both
the Lords of the Admiralty and the Maritime Lords on
edge. Ships leaving Imperial ports—Le Havre, Cherbourg,
Liverpool, London, and so on—occasionally disappeared.
They were simply never heard from again. They never
got to New England at all. And the number was more than
could be accounted for either by weather or piracy.

That was bad enough, but to make things worse, rumors
had been spreading around the waterfronts of the Em-
pire. Primarily the rumors exaggerated the dangers of
sailing the Atlantic. The word was beginning to spread
that the mid-Atlantic was a dangerous area—far more
dangerous than the waters around Europe. A sailor worth
his salt cared very little for the threats of weather; give a
British or a French sailor a seaworthy ship and a skipper
he trusted, and he’d head into the teeth of any storm. But
the threat of evil spirits and black magic was something
else again.

Do what they would, scientific researchers simply could
not educate the common man to understand the intri-
cacies and limitations of modern scientific sorcery. The
superstitions of a hundred thousand years still clung to
the minds of ninety-nine per cent of the human race, even
in a modern, advanced civilization like the Empire. How
does one explain that only a small percentage of the pop-
ulation is capable of performing magic? How to explain
that all the incantations in the official grimoires won’t help
a person who doesn’t have the Talent? How to explain
that, even with the Talent, years of training are normally
required before it can be used efficiently, predictably, and
with power? People had been told again and again, but
deep in their hearts they believed otherwise.

Not one person in ten who was suspected of having the
Evil Eye really had it, but sorcerers and priests were con-
tinually being asked for counteragents. And only God
knew how many people wore utterly useless medallions,
charms, and anti-hex shields prepared by quacks who
hadn’t the Talent to make the spells effective. There is an
odd quirk in the human mind that makes a fearful man
prefer to go quietly to a wicked-looking, gnarled “witch”
for a countercharm than to a respectable licensed sorcerer
or an accredited priest of the Church. Deep inside, the
majority of people had the sneaking suspicion that evil
was more powerful than good and that evil could be
counteracted only by more evil. Almost none of them
would believe what scientific magical research had shown
—that the practice of black magic was, in the long run,
more destructive to the mind of the practitioner than to
his victims.

So it wasn’t difficult to spread the rumor that there
was Something Evil in the Atlantic—and, as a result, more
and more sailors were becoming leery of shipping aboard
a vessel that was bound for the New World.

And the Imperial Government was absolutely certain
that the story was being deliberately spread by agents of
King Casimir IX.
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Two things had to be done: The disappearances must
cease, and the rumors must be stopped. And my lord the
Marquis of Cherbourg had been working towards those
ends when he had disappeared. The question of how
deeply Polish agents were involved in that disappearance
was an important one.

“You will contact His Majesty’s agent as soon as pos-
sible,” said Duke Richard. “Since there may be black
magic involved, take Master Sean along—incognito. If a
sorcerer suddenly shows up, they—whoever they may be
—might take over. They might even do something drastic
to de Cherbourg.”

“I will exercise the utmost care, Your Highness,” said
Lord Darcy.

The train pulled into Cherbourg Station with a hiss and
a blast of steam that made a great cloud of fog in the chill
air. Then the wind picked up the cloud and blew it to
wisps before anyone had stepped from the carriages. The
passengers hugged their coats and cloaks closely about
them as they came out. There was a light dusting of snow
on the ground and on the platform, but the air was clear
and the low winter sun shone brightly, if coldly, in the
sky.

The Bishop had made a call on the teleson to Cher-
bourg Castle before leaving Rouen, and there was a car-
riage waiting for the three men—one of the newer models
with pneumatic tires and spring suspension, bearing the
Cherbourg arms on the doors, and drawn by two pairs
of fine greys. The footmen opened the near door and the
Bishop climbed in, followed by Lord Darcy and a short,
chubby man who wore the clothing of a gentleman’s
gentleman. Lord Darcy’s luggage was put on the rack
atop the carriage, but a small bag carried by the “gentle-
man’s gentleman” remained firmly in the grasp of his
broad fist.

Master Sean O Lochlainn, Sorcerer, had no intention
of letting go of his professional equipment. He had
grumbled enough about not being permitted to carry his
symbol-decorated carpet bag, and had spent nearly twenty
minutes casting protective spells around the black leather
suitcase that Lord Darcy had insisted he carry.

The footman closed the door of the carriage and swung
himself aboard. The four greys started off at a brisk
trot through the streets of Cherbourg toward the Castle,
which lay across the city, near the sea.

Partly to keep My Lord Bishop’s mind off his broth-
er’s troubles and partly to keep from being overheard
while they were on the train, Lord Darcy and the Bishop
had tacitly agreed to keep their conversation on subjects
other than the investigation at hand. Master Sean had
merely sat quietly by, trying to look like a valet—at which
he succeeded very well.

Once inside the carriage, however, the conversation
seemed to die away. My lord the Bishop settled himself
into the cushions and gazed silently out of the window.
Master Sean leaned back, folded his hands over his
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paunch and closed his eyes. Lord Darcy, like my lord the
Bishop, looked out the window. He had only been in Cher-
bourg twice before, and was not as familiar with the city
as he would like to be. It would be worth his time to
study the route the carriage was taking.

It was not until they came to the waterfront itself,
turned, and moved down the Rue de Mer toward the tow-
exs of Castle Cherbourg in the distance, that Lord Darcy
saw anything that particularly interested him.

There were, he thought, entirely too many ships tied
up at the docks, and there seemed to be a great deal of
goods waiting on the wharves to be loaded. On the other
hand, there did not seem to be as many men working as .
the apparent volume of shipping would warrant.

Crews scared off by the “Atlantic Curse,” Lord Darcy
thought. He looked at the men loafing around in clumps,
talking softly but, he thought, rather angrily. Obviously
satlors; out of work by their own choice and resenting
their own fears. Probably trying to get jobs as longshore-
men and being shut out by the Longshoremen’s Guild.

Normally, he knew, sailors were considered as an auxil-
iary of the Longshoremen’s Guild, just as longshoremen
were considered as an auxiliary of the Seamen’s Guild.
If a sailor decided to spend a little time on land, he could
usually get work as a longshoreman; if a longshoreman
decided to go to sea, he could usually find a berth some-
where. But with ships unable to find crews, there were
fewer longshoremen finding work loading vessels. With
regular members of the Longshorsmen’s Guild unable
to find work, it was hardly odd that the Guild would be
unable to find work for the frightened seamen who had
caused that very shortage.

The unemployment, in turn, threw an added burden
on the Privy Purse of the Marquis of Cherbourg, since,
by ancient law, it was obligatory upon the lord to take
care of his men and their families in times of trouble.
Thus far, the drain was not too great, since it was spread
out evenly over the Empire; my lord of Cherbourg could
apply to the Duke of Normandy for aid under the same
law, and His Royal Highness could, in turn, apply to His
Imperial Majesty, John IV, King and Emperor of Eng-
land, France, Scotland, Ireland, New England and New
France, Defender of the Faith, et cetera.

And the funds of the Imperial Privy Purse came from
all over the Empire.

Still, if the thing became widespread, the economy of
the Empire stood in danger of complete collapse.

There had not been a complete cessation of activity
on the waterfront, Lord Darcy was relieved to notice.
Aside from those ships that were making the Mediter-
ranean and African runs, there were still ships that had
apparently found crews for the Atlantic run to the north-
ern continent of New England and the southern continent
of New France.

One great ship, the Pride of Calais, showed quite a bit
of activity; bales of goods were being loaded over the
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side amid much shouting of orders. Close by, Lord Darcy
could see a sling full of wine casks being lifted aboard,
each cask bearing the words: Ordwin Vayne, Vintner,
and a sorcerer’s symbol burnt into the wood, showing that
the wine was protected against souring for the duration
of the trip. Most of the wine, Lord Darcy knew, was for
the crew; by law each sailor was allowed the equivalent
of a bottle a day, and, besides, the excellence of the New
World wines was such that it did not pay to import the
beverage from Europe.

Further on, Lord Darcy saw other ships that he knew
were making the Atlantic run loading goods aboard. Evi-
dently the “Atlantic Curse” had not yet frightened the
guts out of all of the Empire’s seamen.

We'll come through, Lord Darcy thought. In spite of
everything the King of Poland can do, we’ll come through.
We always have.

He did not think: We always will. Empires and soci-
eties, he knew, died and were replaced by others. The
Roman Empire had died to be replaced by hordes of bar-
barians who had gradually evolved the feudal society,
which had, in turn, evolved the modern system. It was,
certainly, possible that the eight-hundred-year old Em-
pire that had been established by Henry II in the Twelfth
Century might some day collapse as the Roman Empire
had—but it had already existed nearly twice as long, and
there were no threatening hordes of barbarians to over-
run it nor were there any signs of internal dissent strong
enough to disrupt it. The Empire was still stable and still
evolving.

Most of that stability and evolution was due to the
House of Plantagenet, the House which had been founded

by Henry II after the death of King Stephen. Old Henry

had brought the greater part of France under the sway
of the King of England. His son, Richard the Lion-
Hearted, had neglected England during the first ten years
of his reign, but, after his narrow escape from death from
the bolt of a crosshowman at the Siege of Chaluz, he had
settled down to controlling the Empire with a firm hand
and a wise brain. He had no children, but his nephew,
Arthur, the son of King Richard’s dead brother, Geof-
frey, had become like a son to him. Arthur had fought
with the King against the treacheries of Prince John,
Richard’s younger brother and the only other claimant
to the throne. Prince John’s death in 1216 left Arthur
as the only heir, and, upon old Richard’s death in 1219,
Arthur, at thirty-two, had succeeded to the Throne of
England. In popular legend, King Arthur was often con-
fused with the earlier King Arthur of Camelot—and for
good reason. The monarch who was known even today as
Good King Arthur had resolved to rule his realm in the
same chivalric manner—partly inspired by the legends
of the ancient Brittanic leader, and partly because of his
own inherent abilities.

Since then, the Plantagenet line had gone through
nearly eight centuries of trial and tribulation; of blood,
sweat, toil, and tears; of resisting the enemies of the Em-
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pire by sword, fire, and consummate diplomacy to hold
the realm together and to expand it.

The Empire had endured. And the Empire would con-
tinue to endure only so long as every subject realized
that it could not¢ endure if the entire burden were left to
the King alone. The Empire expects every man to do his
duty.

And Lord Darcy’s duty, at this moment, was greater
than the simple duty of finding out what had happened
to my lord the Marquis of Cherbourg. The problem ran
much deeper than that.

His thoughts were interrupted by the voice of the
Bishop.

“There’s the tower of the Great Keep ahead, Lord
Darcy. We'll be there soon.”

It was actually several more minutes before the car-
riage-and-four drew up before the main entrance of
Castle Cherbourg. The door was opened by a footman,
and three men climbed out, Master Sean still clutching his
suitcase.

My Lady Elaine, Marquise de Cherbourg, stood in her
salon above the Great Hall, staring out the window at the
Channel. She could see the icy waves splashing and danc-
ing and rolling with almost hypnotic effect, but she saw
them without thinking about them.

Where are you, Hugh? she thought. Come back to me,
Hugh. I need you. I never knew how much I'd need you.
Then there seemed to be a blank as her mind rested. Noth-
ing came through but the roll of the waves.

Then there was the noise of an opening door behind
her. She turned quickly, her long velvet skirts swirling
around her like thick syrup. “Yes?” Her voice seemed
oddly far away in her ears.

“You rang, my lady.” It was Sir Gwiliam, the sen-
eschal.

My Lady Elaine tried to focus her thoughts. “Oh,” she
said after a moment. “Oh, yes.” She waved toward the
refreshment table, upon which stood a decanter of
Oporto, a decanter of Xerez, and an empty decanter.
“Brandy. The brandy hasn’t been refilled. Bring some of
the Saint Coeurlandt Michele *46.”

“The Saint Coeurlandt Michele ’46, my lady?” Sir
Gwiliam blinked slightly “But my lord de Cherbourg
would not—"

She turned to face him directly. “My lord of Cherbourg
would most certainly not deny his lady his best Cham-
pagne brandy at a time like this, Sieur Gwiliam!” she
snapped, using the local pronunciation instead of stand-
ard Anglo-French, thus employing a mild and unanswer-
able epithet. “Must I fetch it myself?”

Sir Gwiliam’s face paled a little, but his expression
did not change. “No, my lady. Your wish is my com-
mand.”

“Very well. I thank you, Sir Gwiliam.” She turned
back to the window. Behind her, she heard the door open
and close.
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Then she turned, walked over to the refreshment table,
and looked at the glass she had emptied only a few min-
utes before.

Empty, she thought. Like my life. Can I refill it?

She lifted the decanter of Xerez, took out the stopple,
and, with exaggerated care, refilled her glass. Brandy was
better, but until Sir Gwiliam brought the brandy there
was nothing to drink but the sweet wines. She wondered
vaguely why she had insisted on the best and finest brandy
in Hugh’s cellar. There was no need for it. Any brandy
would have dene, even the Aqua Sancta °60, a foul distil-
late. She knew that by now her palate was so anesthetized
that she could not tell the difference.

But where was the brandy? Somewhere. Yes. Sir
Gwiliam.

Angrily, almost without thinking, she began to jerk at
at the bell-pull. Once. Pause. Once. Pause. Once . . .

She was still ringing when the door opened.

“Yes, my lady?”

She turned angrily—then froze.

Lord Seiger frightened her. He always had.

“I rang for Sir Gwiliam, my lord,” she said, with as
much dignity as she could summon.

Lord Seiger was a big man who had about him the icy
coldness of the Norse home from which his ancestors
had come. His hair was so blond as to be almost silver,
and his eyes were a pale iceberg blue. The Marquise
could not recall ever having seen him smile. His hand-
some face was always placid and expressionless. She real-
ized with a small chill that she would be more afraid of
Lord Seiger’s smile than of his normal calm expression.

“I rang for Sir Gwiliam.” my lady repeated.

“Indeed, my lady,” said Lord Seiger, “but since Sir
Gwiliam seemed not to answer, I felt it my duty to re-
spond. You rang for him a few minutes ago. Now you
are ringing again. May I help?”

“No ...No...” What could she say?

He came into the room, closing the door behind him.
Even twenty-five feet away, My Lady Elaine fancied she
could feel the chill from him. She could do nothing as
he approached. She couldn’t find her voice. He was tall
and cold and blondly handsome—and had no more sexual-
ity than a toad. Less—for a toad must at least have attrac-
tion for another toad—and a toad was at least a living
thing. My lady was not attracted to the man, and he
hardly seemed living.

He came toward her like a battleship—twenty feet—
fifteen . . .

She gasped and gestured toward the refreshment table.
“Would you pour some wine, my lord? I'd like a glass of
the . . . the Xerez.”

It was as though the battleship had been turned in its
course, she thought. His course toward her veered by
thirty degrees as he angled toward the table.

“Xerez, my lady? Indeed. I shall be most happy.”

With precise, strong hands, he emptied the last of the
decanter into a goblet. “There is less than a glassful, my
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lady,” he said, looking at her with expressionless blue
eyes. “Would my lady care for the Oporto instead?”

“No . . . No, just the Xerez, my lord, just the Xerez.”
She swallowed. “Would you care for anything yourself?”

“I never drink, my lady.” He handed her the partially
filled glass.

It was all she could do to take the glass from his hand,
and it struck her as odd that his fingers, when she touched
them, seemed as warm as anyone else’s.

“Does my lady really feel that it is necessary to drink
so much?”” Lord Seiger asked. “For the last four days...”

My lady’s hand shook, but all she could say was: “My
nerves, my lord. My nerves.” She handed back the glass,
empty.

Since she had not asked for more, Lord Seiger merely
held the glass and looked at her. “I am here to protect
you, my lady. It is my duty. Only your enemies have
anything to fear from me.”

Somehow, she knew that what he said was true, but—

“Please. A glass of Oporto. my lord.”

“Yes, my lady.”

He was refilling her glass when the door opened.

It was Sir Gwiliam, bearing a bottle of brandy. “My
lady, my lord, the carriage has arrived.”

Lord Seiger looked at him expressionlessly, then turned
the same face on My Lady Elaine. “The Duke’s Investi-
gators. Shall we meet them here, my lady?”

“Yes. Yes, my lord, of course. Yes.” Her eyes were on
the brandy.

The meeting between Lord Darcy and My Lady Elaine
was brief and meaningless. Lord Darcy had no objection
to the aroma of fine brandy, but he preferred it fresh
rather than secondhand. Her recital of what had hap-
pened during the days immediately preceding the dis-
appearance of the Marquis was not significantly different
from that of the Bishop.

The coldly handsome Lord Seiger, who had been in-
troduced as secretary to the Marquis, knew nothing, He
had not been present during any of the alleged attacks.

My lady the Marquise finally excused herself, pleading
a headache. Lord Darcy noted that the brandy bottle
went with her.

“My Lord Seiger,” he said, “her ladyship seems indis-
posed. Whom does that leave in charge of the castle for
the moment?”

“The servants and household are in charge of Sir
Gwiliam de Bracy, the seneschal. The guard is in the
charge of Captain Sir Androu Duglasse. I am not My
Lord Marquis’ Privy Secretary; I am merely aiding him
in cataloguing some books.”

“I see. Very well. I should like to speak to Sir Gwiliam
and Sir Androu.”

Lord Seiger stood up, walked over to the bell-pull and
signaled. “Sir Gwiliam will be here shortly,” he said.
I shall fetch Sir Androu myself.” He bowed. “If you
will excuse me, my lords.”

23



When he had gone, Lord Darcy said: “An impressive
looking man. Dangerous, too, I should say—in the right
circumstances.”

“Seems a decent sort,” said My Lord Bishop. “A bit
restrained . . . er . . . stuffy, one might say. Not much
sense of humor, but sense of humor isn’t everything.”
He cleared his throat and then went on. “I must apologize
for my sister-in-law’s behavior. She’s overwrought. You
won’t be needing me for these interrogations, and I really
ought to see after her.”

“Of course, my lord; I quite understand,” Lord Darcy
said smoothly.

My Lord Bishop had hardly gone when the door
opened again and Sir Gwiliam came in. “Your lordship
rang?”

“Will you be seated, Sir Gwiliam?” Lord Darcy ges-
tured toward a chair. “We are here, as you know, to
investigate the disappearance of My Lord of Cherbourg.
This is my man, Sean, who assists me. All you say here
will be treated as confidential.”

“I shall be happy to co-operate, your lordship,” said
Sir Gwiliam, seating himself. :

“T am well aware, Sir Gwiliam,” Lord Darcy began,
“that you have told what you know to My Lord Bishop,
but, tiresome as it may be, I shall have to hear the whole
thing again. If you will be so good as to begin at the
beginning, Sir Gwiliam . ., .”

The seneschal dutifully began his story. Lord Darcy
and Master Sean listened to it for the third time and
found that it differed only in viewpoint, not in essentials.
But the difference in viewpoint was important. Like My
Lord Bishop, Sir Gwiliam told his story as though he
were not directly involved.

“Did you actually ever see one of these attacks?” Lord
Darcy asked.

Sir Gwiliam blinked. “Why . . . no. No, your lordship,
I did not. But they were reported to me in detail by sev-
eral of the servants.”

“I see. What about the night of the disappearance?
When did you last see My Lord Marquis?”

“Fairly early in the evening, your lordship. With my
lord’s permission, I went into the city about five o’clock
for an evening of cards with friends. We played until
rather late—two or two-thirty in the morning. My host,
Master Ordwin Vayne, a well-to-do wine merchant in the
city, of course insisted that I spend the night. That is not
unusual, since the castle gates are locked at ten and it is
rather troublesome to have a guard unlock them. I re-
turned to the castle, then, at about ten in the morning,
at which time my lady informed me of the disappearance
of My Lord Marquis.”

Lord Darcy nodded. That checked with what Lady
Elaine had said. Shortly after Sir Gwiliam had left, she
had retired early, pleading a slight cold. She had been the
last to see the Marquis of Cherbourg.

“Thank you, sir seneschal,” Lord Darcy said. “I should
like to speak to the servants later. There is—”
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He was interrupted by the opening of the door. It
was Lord Seiger, followed by a large, heavy-set, mus-
tached man with dark hair and a scowling look.

As Sir Gwiliam rose, Lord Darcy said: “Thank you
for your help, Sir Gwiliam. That will be all for now.”

“Thank you, your lordship; I am most anxious to
help.”

As the seneschal left, Lord Seiger brought the mus-
tached man into the room. “My lord, this is Sir Androu
Duglasse, Captain of the Marquis’ Own Guard. Captain,
Lord Darcy, Chief Investigator for His Highness the
Duke.”

The fierce-looking soldier bowed. “I am at your serv-
ice, m’ lord.”

“Thank you. Sit down, captain.”

Lord Seiger retreated through the door, leaving the
captain with Lord Darecy and Master Sean.

“I hope I can be of some help, y’ lordship,” the captain
said.

“I think you can, captain,” Lord Darcy said. “No one
saw my lord the Marquis leave the castle, I understand.
I presume you have questioned your guards.”

“I have, y’ lordship. We didn’t know m’ lord was miss-
ing until next morning, when m’ lady spoke to me. I
checked with the men who were on duty that night. The
only one to leave after five was Sir Gwiliam, at five oh
two, according to the book.”

“And the secret passage?” Lord Darcy asked. He had
made it a point to study the plans of every castle in the
Empire by going over the drawings in the Royal Archives.

The captain nodded. “There is one. Used during times
of siege in the old days. It’s kept locked and barred now-
adays.”

“And guarded?” Lord Darcy asked.

Captain Sir Androu chuckled. “Yes, y’ lordship. Most
hated post in the Guard. Tunnel ends up in a sewer, d’ye
see. We send a man out there for mild infractions of the
rules. Straightens him out to spend a few nights with the
smell and the rats, guarding an iron door that hasn’
been opened for years and couldn’t be opened from the
outside without a bomb—or from the inside, either, since
it’s rusted shut. We inspect at irregular intervals to make
sure the man’s on his toes.”

“I see. You made a thorough search of the castle?”

“Yes. I was afraid he might have come down with an-
other of those fainting spells he’s had lately. We looked
everywhere he could have been. He was nowhere to be
found, y’ lordship. Nowhere. He must have got out some-
where.”

“Well, we shall have to—"" Lord Darcy was interrupted
by a rap on the door.

Master Sean, dutifully playing his part, opened it.
“Yes, your lordship?”’

It was Lord Seiger at the door. “Would you tell Lord
Darcy that Henri Vert, Chief Master-at-Arms of the City
of Cherbourg, would like to speak to him?”
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For a fraction of a second, Lord Darcy was both sur-
prised and irritated. How had the Chief-Master-at-Arms
known he was here? Then he saw what the answer must
be.

“Tell him to come in, Sean,” said Lord Darcy.

Chief Henri was a heavy-set, tough-looking man in his
early fifties who had the air and bearing of a stolid
fighter. He bowed. “Lord Darcy. May I speak to your
lordship alone?”” He spoke Anglo-French with a punctili-
ous precision that showed it was not his natural way of
speaking. He had done his best to remove the accent of
the local patois, but his effort to speak properly was no-
ticeable “Certainly, Chief Henri. Will you excuse us,
captain? I will discuss this problem with you later.”

“Of course, your lordship.”

Lord Darcy and Master Sean were left alone with
Chief Henri.

“I am sorry to have interrupted, your lordship,” said
the Chief, “but His Royal Highness gave strict instruc-
tions.”

“I had assumed as much, Chief Henri. Be so good as
to sit down. Now—what has happened?”

“Well, your lordship,” he said, glancing at Master
Sean, “His Highness instructed me over the teleson to
speak to no one but you.” Then the Chief took a good
look and did a double take. “By the Blue! Master Sean O
Lochlainn! I didn’t recognize you in that livery!”

The sorcerer grinned. “I make a very good valet, eh,
Henri?”

“Indeed you do! Well, then, I may speak freely?”

“Certainly,” said Lord Darcy. “Proceed.”

“Well, then.” The Chief leaned forward and spoke in
2 low voice. “When this thing came up, I thought of you
first off. 1 must admit that it’s bevond me. On the night
of the eighth, two of my men were patrolling the water-
front district. At the corner of Rue King John II and Quai
Sainte Marie, they saw a man fall. Except for a cloak,
he was naked—and if your lordship remember, that was
a very cold night. By the time they got to him, he was
dead.”

Lord Darcy narrowed his eyes. “How had he died?”

“Skull fracture, your lordship. Somebody’d smashed in
the right side of his skull. It’s a wonder he could walk
at all.”

“I see. Proceed.”

“Well, he was brought to the morgue. My men both
identified him as one Paul Sarto, a man who worked
around the bistros for small wages. He was also identi-
fied by the owner of the bistro where he had last worked.
He seems to have been feeble-minded, willing to do man-
ual labor for bed, board, and spending money. Needed
taking care of a bit.”

“Hm-m-m. We must trace him and find out why his
baron had not provided for him,” said Lord Darcy.
“Proceed.”

“Well, your lordship . . . er . . . there’s more to it than
that. I didn’t look into the case immediately. After all,
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another killing on the waterfront—" He shrugged and
spread his hands, palms up. “My sorcerer and my chirur-
geon looked him over, made the usual tests. He was killed
by a blow from a piece of oak with a square corner—
perhaps a two-by-two or something like that. He was
struck about ten minutes before the Armsmen found him.
My chirurgeon says that only a man of tremendous vital-
ity could have survived that long—to say nothing of the
fact that he was able to walk.”

“Excuse me, Henri,” Master Sean interrupted. “Did
your sorcerer make the FitzGibbon test for post-mortem
activation?”

“Of course. First test he made, considering the wound.
No, the body had not been activated after death and made
to walk away from the scene of the crime. He actually
died as the Armsmen watched.”

“Tust checking,” said Master Sean.

“Well, anyway, the affair might have been dismissed
as another waterfront brawl, but there were some odd
things about the corpse. The cloak he was wearing was
of aristocratic cut—not that of a commoner. Expensive
cloth, expensive tailoring. Also, he had bathed recently
—and, apparently, frequently. His toe- and fingernails
were decently manicured and cut.”

Lord Darcy’s eyes narrowed with interest. “Hardly
the condition one would expect of a common laborer,
eh?”

“Exactly, my lord. So when I read the reports this
morning, I went to take a look. This time of year, the
weather permits keeping a body without putting a preser-
vation spell on it.”

He leaned forward, and his voice became lower and
hoarser. “I only had to take one look, my lord. Then I
had to take action and call Rouen. My lord, it is the
Marquis of Cherbourg himself!”

Lord Darcy rode through the chilling wintry night on
a borrowed horse, his dark cloak whipping around the
palfrey’s rump in the icy breeze. The chill was more ap-
parent than real. A relatively warm wind had come in
from the sea, bringing with it a slushy rain; the tempera-
ture of the air was above the freezing point—but not much
above it. Lord Darcy had endured worse cold than this,
but the damp chill seemed to creep inside his clothing,
through his skin, and into his bones. He would have
preferred a dry cold, even if it was much colder; at least,
a dry cold didn’t try to crawl into a man’s cloak with him.

He had borrowed the horse from Chief Henri. It was
a serviceable hack, well-trained to police work and used
to the cobbled streets of Cherbourg.

The scene at the morgue, Lord Darcy thought, had
been an odd one. He and Sean and Henri had stood by
while the morgue attendant had rolled out the corpse.
At first glance, Lord Darcy had been able to understand
the consternation of the Chief Master-at-Arms.

He had only met Hugh of Cherbourg once and could
hardly be called upon to make a positive identification,
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but if the corpse was not the Marquis to the life, the face
was his in death.

The two Armsmen who had seen the man die had been
asked separately, and without being told of the new iden-
tification, still said that the body was that of Paul Sarto,
although they admitted he looked cleaner and better
cared for than Paul ever had.

It was easy to see how the conflict of opinion came
about. The Armsmen had seen the Marquis only rarely
—probably only on state occasions, when he had been
magnificently dressed. They could hardly be expected to
identify a wandering, nearly nude man on the waterfront
as their liege lord. If, in addition, that man was immedi-
ately identified in their minds with the man they had
known as Paul Sarto, the identification of him as my lord
the Marquis would be positively forced from their minds.
On the other hand, Henri Vert, Chief Master-at-Arms
of the City of Cherbourg, knew My Lord Marquis well
and had never seen nor heard of Paul Sarto until after
the death.

Master Sean had decided that further thaumaturgical
tests could be performed upon the deceased. The local
sorcerer—a mere journeyman of the Sorcerer’s Guild—
had explained all the tests he had performed, valiantly
trying to impress a Master of the Art with his proficiency
and ability.

“The weapon used was a fairly long piece of oak, Mas-
ter. According to the Kaplan-Sheinwold test, a short club
could not have been used. On the other hand, oddly
enough, I could find no trace of evil or malicious intent,
and—"’

“Precisely why I intend to perform further tests, me
boy,” Master Sean had said. “We haven’t enough infor-
mation.”

“Yes, Master,” the journeyman sorcerer had said,
properly humbled.

Lord Darcy made the observation—which he kept to
himself—that if the blow had been dealt from the front,
which it appeared to have been, then the killer was either
left-handed or had a vicious right-hand backswing.
Which, he had to admit to himself, told him very little.
The cold chill of the unheated morgue had begun to
depress him unduly in the presence of the dead, so he
had left that part of the investigation to Master Sean and
set out on his own, borrowing a palfrey from Chief Henri
for the purpose.

The winters he had spent in London had convinced
him thoroughly that no man of intelligence would stay
anywhere near a cold seacoast. Inland cold was fine;
- seacoast warmth was all right. But this—!

Although he did not know Cherbourg well, Lord
Darcy had the kind of mind that could carry a map in its
memory and translate that map easily into the real world
that surrounded him. Even a slight inaccuracy of the map
didn’t bother him.

He turned his mount round a corner and saw before
him a gas lamp shielded with blue glass—the sign of an
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outstation of the Armsmen of Cherbourg. An Armsman
stood at attention outside.

As soon as he saw that he was confronted by a mounted
nobleman, the Man-at-Arms came to attention. “Yes, my
lord! Can I aid you, my lord?”

“Yes, Armsman, you can,” Lord Darcy said as he
vaulted from the saddle. He handed the reins of the horse
to the Armsman. “This mount belongs to Chief Henri at
headquarters.” He showed his card with the ducal arms
upon it. “I am Lord Darcy, Chief Investigator for His
Royal Highness the Duke. Take care of the horse. I have
business in this neighborhood and will return for the
animal. I should like to speak to your Sergeant-at-Arms.”

“Very good, my lord. The Sergeant is within, my
lord.”

After speaking to the sergeant, Lord Darcy went out
again into the chill night. .

It was still several blocks to his destination, but it
would have been unwise to ride a horse all the way. He
walked two blocks through the dingy streets of the neigh-
borhood. Then, glancing about to make fairly certain he
had not been followed or observed, he turned into a dark
alley. Once inside, he took off his cloak and reversed it.
The lining, instead of being the silk that a nobleman
ordinarily wore, or the fur that would be worn in really
cold weather, was a drab, worn, brown, carefully patched
in one place. From a pocket, he drew a battered slouch
hat of the kind normally worn by commoners in this
area and adjusted it to his head after carefully mussing
his hair. His boots were plain and already covered with
mud. Excellent!

He relaxed his spine—normally his carriage was one
of military erectness—and slowly strolled out of the other
end of the alley.

He paused to light a cheap cigar and then moved on
toward his destination.

“Aaity?” The blowsy-looking woman in her mid-
fifties looked through the opening in the heavy door.
“What might you be wanting at this hour?”

Lord Darcy gave the face his friendliest smile and an-
swered in the pafois she had used. “Excuse me, Lady-of-
the-House, but I'm looking for my brother, Vincent
Coudé. Hate to call on him so late, but—"

As he had expected, he was interrupted.

“We don’t allow no one in after dark unless they’s
identified by one of our people.”

“As you shouldn’t, Lady-of-the-House,” Lord Darcy
agreed politely. “But I’'m sure my brother Vincent will
identify me. Just tell him his brother Richard is here.
Ey?”

She shook her head. “He ain’t here. Ain’t been here
since last Wednesday. My girl checks the rooms every
day, and he ain’t been here since last Wednesday.”

Wednesday! thought Lord Darcy. Wednesday the
eighth! The night the Marquis disappeared! The night
the body was found only & few blocks from here!
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Lord Darcy took a silver coin from his belt pouch and
held it out between the fingers of his right hand. “Would
you mind going up and taking a look? He might’ve come
in during the day. Might be asleep up there.”

She took the coin and smiled. “Glad to; glad to. You
might be right; he might've come in. Be right back.”

But she left the door locked and closed the panel.

Lord Darcy didn’t care about that. He listened care-
fully to her footsteps. Up the stairs. Down the hall. A
knock. Another knock.

Quickly, Lord Darcy ran to the right side of the house
and looked up. Sure enough, he saw the flicker of a
lantern in one window. The Lady-of-the-House had un-
locked the door and looked in to make sure that her
roomer was not in. He ran back to the door and was
waiting for her when she came down.

She opened the door panel and said sadly: “He still
ain’t here, Richard.”

Lord Darcy handed her another sixth-sovereign piece.
“That’s all right, Lady-of-the-House. Just tell him I was
here. I suppose he’s out on business.” He paused. “When
is his rent next due?”

She looked at him through suddenly narrowed eyes,
wondering whether it would be possible to cheat her
roomer’s brother out of an extra week’s rent. She saw
his cold eyes and decided it wouldn’t.

“He’s paid up to the twenty-fourth,” she admitted
reluctantly. “But if he ain’t back by then, I’ll be turning
his stuff out and getting another roomer.”

“Naturally,” Lord Darcy agreed. “But he’ll be back.
Tell him I was here. Nothing urgent. I'll be back in a
day or so.”

She smiled. “All right. Come in the daytime, if y’ can,
Friend Richard. Thank y’ much.”

“Thank y’ yourself, Lady-of-the-House,” said Lord
Darcy. “A good and safe night to y’.” He turned and
walked away.

He walked half a block and then dodged into a dark
doorway.

So! Sir James Lelein, agent of His Majesty’s Secret
Service, had not been seen since the night of the eight.
That evening was beginning to take on a more and more
sinister complexion.

He knew full well that he could have bribed the
woman to let him into Sir James’ room, but the amount
he would have had to offer would have aroused sus-
picion. There was a better way.

It took him better than twenty minutes to find that
way, but eventually he found himself on the roof of
the two-story rooming house where Sir James had lived
under the alias of Vincent Coudé.

The house was an old one, but the construction had
been strong. Lord Darcy eased himself down the slope
of the shingled roof to the rain gutters at the edge. He
had to lie flat, his feet uphill toward the point of the
roof, his hands braced against the rain gutter to look
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down over the edge toward the wall below. The room in
which he had seen the glimmer of light from the woman’s
lantern was just below him. The window was blank and
dark, but the shutters were not drawn, which was a mercy.

The question was: Was the window locked? Holding
tight to the rain gutter, he eased himself down to the
very edge of the roof. His body was at a thirty-degree
angle, and he could feel the increased pressure of blood
in his head. Cautiously, he reached down to see if he
could touch the window. He could!

Just barely, but he could!

Gently, carefully, working with the tips of the fingers
of one hand, he teased the window open. As was usual
with these old houses, the glass panes were in two
hinged panels that swung inward. He got both of them
open.

So far, the rain gutter had held him. It seemed strong
enough to hold plenty of weight. He slowly moved
himself around until his body was parallel with the
edge of the roof. Then he took a good grasp of the edge
of the rain gutter and swung himself out into empty
air. As he swung round, he shot his feet out toward the
lower sill of the window.

Then he let go and tumbled into the room.

He crouched motionlessly for a moment. Had he been
heard? The sound had seemed tremendous when his feet
had struck the floor. But it was still early, and there
were others moving about in the rooming house. Still,
he remained unmoving for a good two minutes to make
sure there would be no alarm. He was quite certain
that if the Lady-of-the-House had heard anything that
disturbed her, she would have rushed up the stairs. No
sound. Nothing.

Then he rose to his feet and took a special device
from the pocket of his cloak.

It was a fantastic device, a secret of His Majesty’s
Government. Powered by the little zinc-copper couples
that were the only known source of such magical power,
they heated a steel wire to tremendously high tempera-
ture. The thin wire glowed white-hot, shedding a yellow-
white light that was almost as bright as a gas-mantle
lamp. The secret lay in the magical treatment of the steel
filament. Under ordinary circumstances, the wire would
burn up in a blue-white flash of fire. But, properly treated
by a special spell, the wire was passivated and merely
glowed with heat and light instead of burning. The hot
wire was centered at the focus of a parabolic reflector,
and merely by shoving forward a button with his thumb,
Lord Darcy had at hand a light source equal to—and
indeed far superior to—an ordinary dark lantern. It was
a personal instrument, since the passivation was tuned to
Lord Darcy and no one else.

He thumbed the button and a beam of light sprang
into existence.

The search of Sir James LeLein’s room was quick and
thorough. There was absolutely nothing of any interest
to Lord Darcy anywhere in the room.
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Naturally Sir James would have taken pains to assure
that there would not be. The mere fact that the house-
keeper had a key would have made Sir James wary of
leaving anything about that would have looked out of
place. There was nothing here that would have identified
the inhabitant of the room as anyone but a common
laborer.

Lord Darcy switched off his lamp and brooded for a
moment in the darkness. Sir James was on a secret and
dangerous mission for His Imperial Majesty, John IV.
Surely there were reports, papers, and so on. Where had
Sir James kept the data he collected? In his head? That
was possible, but Lord Darcy didn’t think it was true.

Sir James had been working with Lord Cherbourg.
Both of them had vanished on the night of the eighth.
That the mutual vanishing was coincidental was possible
—but highly improbable. There were too many things un-
explained as yet. Lord Darcy had three tentative hy-
pothesis, all of which explained the facts as he knew them
thus far, and none of which satisfied him.

It was then that his eyes fell on the flowerpot silhou-
etted against the dim light that filtered in from outside
the darkened room. If it had been in the middle of the
window sill, he undoubtedly would have smashed it when
he came in; his feet had just barely cleared the sill. But
it was over to one side, in a corner of the window. He
walked over and looked at it carefully in the dimness.
Why, he asked himself, would an agent of the King be
growing an African violet?

He picked up the little flowerpot, brought it away from
the window, and shone his light on it. It looked utterly
usual.

With a grim smile, Lord Darcy put the pot, flower
and all, into one of the capacious pockets of his cloak.
Then he opened the window, eased himself over the sill,
lowered himself until he was hanging only by his finger-
tips, and dropped the remaining ten feet to the ground,
taking up the jar of landing with his knees.

Five minutes later, he had recovered his horse from
the Armsmen and was on his way to Castle Cherbourg.

The monastery of the Order of Saint Benedict in Cher-
bourg was a gloomy-looking pile of masonry occupying
one corner of the great courtyard that surrounded the
castle. Lord Darcy and Master Sean rang the bell at the
entrance gate early on the morning of Tuesday, January
14th. They identified themselves to the doorkeeper and
were invited into the Guests’ Common Room to wait while
Father Patrique was summoned. The monk would have
to get the permission of the Lord Abbot to speak to out-
siders, but that was a mere formality.

It was a relief to find that the interior of the monastery
did not share the feeling of gloom with its exterior. The
Common Room was quite cheerful and the winter sun
shone brightly through the high windows.

After a minute or so, the inner door opened and a tall,
rather pale man in Benedictine habit entered the room.

28

He smiled pleasantly as he strode briskly across the
room to take Lord Darcy’s hand. “Lord Darcy, I am
Father Patrique. Your servant, my lord.”

“And I yours, your reverence. This is my man, Sean.”

The priest turned to accept the introduction, then he
paused and a gleam of humor came into his eyes. “Master
Sean, the clothing you wear is not your own. A sorcerer
cannot hide his calling by donning a valet’s outfit.”

Master Sean smiled back. “I hadn’t hoped to conceal
myself from a perceptive of your Order, Reverend Sir.”

Lord Darcy, too, smiled. He had rather hoped that
Father Patrique would be a perceptive. The Benedictines
were quite good in bringing out that particular phase
of Talent if a member of their Order had it, and they
prided themselves on the fact that Holy Father Benedict,
their Founder in the early part of the Sixth Century, had
showed that ability to a remarkable degree long before
the Laws of Magic had been formulated or investigated
scientifically. To such a perceptive, identity cannot be
concealed without a radical change in the personality
itself. Such a man is capable of perceiving, in tofo, the
personality of another; such men are invaluable as Heal-
ers, especially in cases of demonic possession and other
mental diseases. -

“And now, how may I help you, my lord?” the Bene-
dictine asked pleasantly.

Lord Darcy produced his credentials and identified
himself as Duke Richard’s Chief Investigator.

“Quite so,” said the priest. “Concerning the fact that
my lord the Marquis is missing, I have no doubt.”

“The walls of a monastery are not totally impenetrable,
are they, Father?”” Lord Darcy asked with a wry smile.

Father Patrique chuckled. “We are wide open to the
sight of God and the rumors of man. Please be seated;
we will not be disturbed here.”

“Thank you, Father,” Lord Darcy said, taking a chair.
“I understand you were called to attend my lord of Cher-
bourg several times since last Christmas. My lady of
Cherbourg and my lord the Bishop of Guernsey and Sark
have told me of the nature of these attacks—that, inci-
dentally, is why this whole affair is being kept as quiet
as possible—but I would like your opinion as a Healer.”

The priest shrugged his shoulders and spread his hands
a little. “I should be glad to tell you what I can, my lord,
but I am afraid I know almost nothing. The attacks lasted
only a few minutes each time and they had vanished by
the time I was able to see My Lord Marquis. By then, he
was normal—if a little puzzled. He told me he had no
memory of such behavior as my lady reported. He simply
blanked out and then came out of it, feeling slightly dis-
oriented and a little dizzy.”

“Have you formed no diagnosis, Father ?”” Lord Darcy
asked.

The Benedictine frowned. “There are several possible
diagnoses, my lord. From my own observation, and from
the symptoms reported by My Lord Marquis, I would
have put it down as a mild form of epilepsy—what we
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call the petit mal type, the ‘little sickness’. Contrary to
popular opinion, epilepsy is not caused by demonic pos-
session, but by some kind of organic malfunction that
we know very little about.

“In grand mal, or ‘great sickness’ epilepsy, we find the
seizures one normally thinks of as being connected with
the disease—the convulsive ‘fits’ that cause the victim to
completely lose control of his muscles and collapse with
jerking limbs and so on. But the ‘little sickness” merely
causes brief loss of consciousness—sometimes so short
that the victim does not even realize it. There is no col-
lapse or convulsion; merely a blank daze lasting a few
seconds or minutes.”

“But you are not certain of that?” Lord Darcy asked.

The priest frowned. “No. If my lady the Marquise is
telling the truth—and I see no reason why she should not
his behavior during the . . . well, call them seizures . . .
his behavior during the seizures was atypical. During a
typical seizure of the petit mal type, the victim is totally
blank—staring at nothing, unable to speak or move, un-
able to be roused. But my lord was not that way, accord-
ing to my lady. He seemed confused, bewildered, and very
stupid, but he was not unconscious.” He paused and
frowned.

“Therefore you have other diagnoses, Father?” Lord
Darcy prompted.

Father Patrique nodded thoughtfully. “Yes. Always
assuming that my lady the Marquise has reported accu-
rately, there are other possible diagnoses. But none of
them quite fits, any more than the first one does.”

“Such as?”

“Such as attack by psychic induction.”

Master Sean nodded slowly, but there was a frown in
his eyes.

“The wax-and-doll sort of thing,” said Lord Darcy.

Father Patrique nodded an affirmative. “Exactly, my
lord—although, as you undoubtedly know, there are far
better methods than that—in practice.”

“Of course,” Lord Darcy said brusquely. In theory, he
knew, the simulacrum method was the best method. Noth-
ing could be more powerful than an exact duplicate, ac-
cording to the Laws of Similarity. The size of the simu-
lacrum made little difference, but the accuracy of detail
did—including internal organs.

But the construction of a wax simulacrum—aside from
the artistry required—entailed complications which bor-
dered on the shadowy area of the unknown. Beeswax was
more effective than mineral wax for the purpose be-
cause it was an animal product instead of a mineral one,
thus increasing the similarity. But why did the addition
of sal ammoniac increase the potency ? Magicians simply
said that sal ammoniac, saltpeter, and a few other mine-
rals increased the similarity in some unknown way and
let it go at that; sorcerers had better things to do than
grub around in mineralogy.

“The trouble is,” said Father Patrique, “that the psy-
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chic induction method nearly always involves physical
pain or physical illness—intestinal disorders, heart
trouble, or other glandular disturbances. There are no
traces of such things here unless one considers the mal-
function of the brain as a glandular disorder—and even
80, it should be accompanied by pain.”

“Then you discount that diagnosis, too?” asked Lord
Darcy

Father Patrique shook his head firmly. “I discount
none of the diagnoses I have made thus far. My data are
far from complete.”

“You have other theories, then.”

“I do, my lord. Actual demonic possession.”

Lord Darcy narrowed his eyes and looked straight into
the eyes of the priest. “You don’t really believe that, Rev-
erend Sir.”

“No,” Father Pairique admitted candidly, “I do not.
As a perceptive, I have a certain amount of faith in my
own ability. If more than one personality were inhabit-
ing my lord’s body, I am certain I would have perceived
the . . . er . . . other personality.”

Lord Darcy did not move his eyes from those of the
Benedictine. “I had assumed as much, your reverence,”
he said. “If it were a case of multiple personality, you
would have detected it, eh?”

“] am certain I would have, my lord,” Father Patrique
stated positively. “If my lord of Cherbourg had been in-
habited by another personality, I would have detected it,
even if that other personality had been under cover.” He
paused, then waved a hand slightly. “You understand,
Lord Darcy? Alternate personalities in a single human
body, a single human brain, can hide themselves. The
personality dominant at any given time conceals to the
casual observer the fact that other—different—personal-
ities are present. But the . . . the alter egos cannot conceal
themselves from a true perceptive.”

“I understand,” Lord Darcy said.

“There was only one personality in the . . . the person,
the brain, of the Marquis of Cherbourg at the time I
examined him. And that personality was the personality
of the Marquis himself.”

“I see,” Lord Darcy said thoughtfully. He did not
doubt the priest’s statement. He knew the reputation
Father Patrique had among Healers. “How about drugs,
Father?” he asked after a moment. “I understand that
there are drugs which can alter a man’s personality.”

The Benedictine Healer smiled. “Certainly. Alcohol—
the essence of wines and beers—will do it. There are oth-
ers. Some have a temporary effect; others have no effect
in single dosages—or, at least, no detectable effect—but
have an accumulative effect if the drug is taken regularly.
0il of wormwood, for instance, is found in several of the
more expensive liqueurs—in small quantity, of course.
If you get drunk on such a liqueur, the effect is tempo-
rary and hardly distinguishable from that of alcohol
alone. But if taken steadily, over a period of time, a
definite personality change occurs.”
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Lord Darcy nodded thoughtfully, then looked at his
sorcerer. “Master Sean, the phial, if you please.”

The tubby little Irish sorcerer fished in a pocket with
thumb and forefinger and brought forth a small stoppered
glass phial a little over an inch long and half an inch in
diameter. He handed it to the priest, who looked at it with
curiosity. It was nearly filled with a dark amber fluid.
In the fluid were little pieces of dark matter, rather like
coarse-cut tobacco, which had settled to the bottom of the
phial and filled perhaps a third of it.

“What is it?” Father Patrique asked.

Master Sean frowned. “That’s what I’m not rightly sure
of, Reverend Sir. I checked it to make certain there were
no spells on it before I opened it. There weren’t. So I
unstoppered it and took a little whiff. Smells like brandy,
with just faint overtones of something else. Naturally, I
couldn’t analyze it without having some notion of what it
was. Without a specimen standard, I couldn’t use Similar-
ity analysis. Oh, I checked the brandy part, and that came
out all right. The liquid is brandy. But I can’t identify
the little crumbs of stuff. His lordship had an idea that
it might be a drug of some kind, and, since a Healer has
all kinds of materia medica around, I thought perhaps
we might be able to identify it.”

“Certainly,” the priest agreed. “I have a couple of
ideas we might check right away. The fact that the mate-
rial is steeped in brandy indicates either that the material
decays easily ov that the essence desired is soluble in
brandy. That suggests several possibilities to my mind.”
He looked at Lord Darcy. “May I ask where you got it,
my lord?”

Lord Darcy smiled. “I found it buried in a flowerpot.”

Father Patrique, realizing that he had been burdened
with all the information he was going to get, accepted
Lord Darcy’s statement with a slight shrug. “Very well,
my lord; Master Sean and I will see if we can discover
what this mysterious substance may be.”

“Thank you, Father.” Lord Darcy rose from his seat.
“Oh—one more thing. What do you know about Lord
Seiger?”

“Very little. His lordship comes from Yorkshire. . .
North Riding, if 'm not mistaken. He’s been working
with my lord of Cherbourg for the past several months—
something to do with books, I believe. I know nothing of
his family or anything like that, if that is what you mean.”

“Not exactly,” said Lord Darcy. “Are you his Con-
fessor, Father? Or have you treated him as a Healer?”

The Benedictine raised his eyebrows. “No. Neither.
Why?”

“Then I can ask you a question about his soul. What
kind of man is he? What is the oddness I detect in him?
What is it about him that frightens my lady the Marquise
in spite of his impeccable behavior ?”” He noticed the hesi-
tation in the priest’s manner and went on before Father
Patrique could answer. “This is not idle curiosity, Your
Reverence. I am investigating a homicide.”
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The priest’s eyes widened. “Not . . . ?”” He stopped him-
self. “I see. Well, then. Granted, as a perceptive, I know
certain things about Lord Seiger. He suffers from a grave
illness of the soul. How these things come about, we do
not know, but occasionally a person utterly lacks that part
of the soul we call ‘conscience’, at least insofar as it
applies to certain acts. We cannot think that God would
fail to provide such a thing; therefore theologists ascribe
the lack to an act of the Devil at some time in the early
life of the child—probably prenatally and, therefore, be-
fore baptism can protect the child. Lord Seiger is such
a person. A psychopathic personality. Lord Seiger was
born without an ability to distinguish between ‘right’ and
‘wrong’ as we know the terms. Such a person performs a
given act or refrains from performing it only according
to the expediency of the moment. Certain acts which you
or I would look upon with abhorrence he may even look
upon a pleasurable. Lord Seiger is—basically—a homi-
cidal psychopath.”

Lord Darcy said, “I thought as much.” Then he added
dryly, “He is, I presume, under restraint?”

“Oh, of course; of course!” The priest looked aghast
that anyone should suggest otherwise. “Naturally such a
person cannot be condemned because of a congenital de-
ficiency, but neither can he be allowed to become a danger
to society.” He looked at Master Sean. “You know some-
thing of Geas Theory, Master Sean?”

“Something,” Master Sean agreed. “Not my field, of
course, but I've studied a little of the theory. The symbol
manipulation’s a little involved for me, I'm afraid. Psy-
chic Algebra’s as far as I ever got.”

“Of course. Well, Lord Darcy, to put it in layman’s
terms, a powerul spell is placed upon the affected person
—a geas, it’s called—which forces them to limit their ac-
tivities to those which are not dangerous to his fellow
man. We cannot limit him too much, of course, for it
would be sinful to deprive him entirely of his free will.
His sexual morals, for instance, are his own—but he can-
not use force. The extent of the geas depends upon the
condition of the individual and the treatment given by
the Healer who performed the work.”

“It takes an extensive and powerful knowledge of
sorcery, I take it?”’ Lord Darcy asked.

“Oh, yes. No Healer would even attempt it until he had
taken his Th.D. and then specialized under an expert for
a time. And there are not many Doctors of Thaumaturgy.
Since Lord Seiger is a Yorkshireman, I would venture
to guess that the work was done by His Grace the Arch-
bishop of York—a most pious and powerful Healer. I,
myself, would not think of attempting such an operation.”

“You can, however, tell that such an operation has been
performed?”’

Father Patrique smiled. “As easily as a chirurgeon can
tell if an abdominal operation has been performed.”

“Can a geas be removed? Or partially removed?”

“Of course—by one equally as skilled and powerful.
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But I could detect that, too. It has not been done in Lord
Seiger’s case.”

“Can you tell what channels of freedom he has been
allowed?”

“No,” said the priest. “That sort of thing depends
upon the fine structure of the geas, which is difficult to
observe without extensive analysis.”

“Then,” said Lord Darcy, “you cannot tell me whether
or not there are circumstances in which his geas would
permit him to kill? Such as, for instance . . . er . ., . self-
defense?”

“No,” the priest admitted. “But I will say that it is rare
indeed for even such a channel as self-defense to be left
open for a psychopathic killer. The geas in such a case
would necessarily leave the decision as to what consti-
tuted ‘self-defense’ up to the patient. A normal person
knows when ‘self-defense’ requires killing one’s enemy,
rendering him unconscious, fleeing from him, giving him
a sharp retort, or merely keeping quiet. But to a psycho-
pathic killer, a simple insult may be construed as an at-
tack which requires ‘self-defense’—which would give him
permission to kill. No Healer would leave such a decision
in the hands of the patient.” His face grew somber. “Cer-
tainly no sane man would leave that decision to the mind
of a man like Lord Seiger.”

“Then you consider him safe, Father?”

The Benedictine hesitated only a moment. “Yes. Yes,
I do. I do not believe him capable of commiiting an anti-
social act such as that. The Healer took pains to make
sure that Lord Seiger would be protected from most of
his fellow men, too. He is almost incapable of committing
any offense against propriety; his behavior is impec-
cable at all times; he cannot insult anyone; he is almost
incapable of defending himself physically except under
the greatest provocation.

“I once watched him in a fencing bout with my lord
the Marquis. Lord Seiger is an expert swordsman—much
better than my lord the Marquis. The Marquis was ut-
terly unable to score a touch upon Lord Seiger’s person;
Lord Seiger’s defense was far too good. But—neither
could Lord Seiger score a touch upon my lord. He
couldn’t even try. His brilliant swordsmanship is purely
and completely defensive.” He paused. “You are a
swordsman yourself, my lord?” It was only half a ques-
tion; the priest was fairly certain that a Duke’s Investi-
gator would be able to handle any and all weapons with
confidence.

He was perfectly correct. Lord Darcy nodded without
answering. To be able to wield a totally defensive sword
required not only excellent—superlative—swordsmanship,
but the kind of iron self-conirol that few men possessed.
In Loxd Seiger’s case, of course, it could hardly be called
self-control. The control had been imposed by another.

“Then you can understand,” the priest continued,
“why I say that I believe he can be trusted. If his Healer
found it necessary to impose so many restrictions and
protections, he would most certainly not have left any
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channel open for Lord Seiger to make any decision for
himself as to when it would be proper to kill another.”
“I understand, Father. Thank you for you information.
I assure you it will remain confidential.”
“Thank you, my lord. If there is nothing else . . . 2
“Nothing for the moment, Reverend Father. Thank
you again.”
“A pleasure, Lord Darcy. And now, Master Sean, shall
we go to my laboratory?”

An hour later, Lord Darcy was sitting in the guest room
which Sir Gwiliam had shown him to the day before. He
was puffing at his Bavarian pipe, filled with a blend of
tobacco grown in the Southern Duchies of New England,
his mind working at high speed, when Master Sean en-
tered.

“My lord,” said the tubby little sorcerer with a smile,
“the good Father and I have identified the substance.”

“Good!” Lord Darcy gestured toward a chair. “What
was it?”

Master Sean sat down. “We were lucky, my lord. His
Reverence did have a sample of the drug. As soon as we
were able to establish a similarity between our sample
and his, we identified it as a mushroom known as the
Devil’s Throne. The fungus is dried, minced, and steeped
in brandy or other spirit. The liquid is then decanted off
and the minced bits are thrown away—or, sometimes,
steeped a second time. In large doses, the drugged spirit
results in insanity, convulsions, and rapid death. In small
doses, the preliminary stages are simply mild euphoria
and light intoxication. But if taken regularly, the effect
is cumulative—first, a manic, hallucinatory state, then
delusions of persecution and violence.”

Lord Darcy’s eyes narrowed. “That fits. Thank you.
Now there is one more problem. I want positive identifi-
cation of that corpse. My Lord Bishop is not certain that
it is his brother; that may just be wishful thinking. My
Lady Marquise refuses to view the body, saying that it
could not possibly be her husband—and that is definitely
wishful thinking. But I must know for certain. Can you
make a test?”

“I can take blood from the heart of the dead man and
compare it with blood from My Lord Bishop’s veins, my
lord.”

“Ah, yes. The Jacoby transfer method,” said Lord
Darcy.

“Not quite, my lord. The Jacoby transfer requires at
least two hearts. It is dangerous to take blood from a liv-
ing heart. But the test I have in mind is equally as valid.”

“I thought blood tests were unreliable between sib-
lings.”

“Well, now, as to that, my lord,” Master Sean said, “in
theory there is a certain very low probability that brother
and sister, children of the same parents, would show com-
pletely negative results. In other words, they would have
zero similarity in that test.

“Blood similarity runs in a series of steps from zero
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to forty-six. In a parent-child relationship, the similarity
is always exactly twenty-three—in other words, the child
is always related half to one parent and half to the other.

“With siblings, though, we find variations. Identical
twins, for instance, register a full forty-six point similar-
ity. Most siblings run much less, averaging twenty-three.
There is a possibility of two brothers or two sisters having
only one-point similarity, and, as I said, my lord, of a
brother and sister having zero similarity. But the odds are
on the order of one point seven nine million million o
one against it. Considering the facial similarity of My
Lord Bishop and My Lord Marquis, I would be willing
to stake my reputation that the similarity would be sub-
stantially greater than zero—perhaps greater than twenty-

three.”

“Very well, Master Sean. You have not failed me yet;
I do not anticipate that you ever will. Get me that data.”

“Yes, my lord. I shall endeavor to give satisfaction.”
Master Sean left suffused with a glow of mixed determina-
tion and pride.

Lord Parcy finished his pipe and headed for the of-
fices of Captain Sir Androu Duglasse.

The captain looked faintly indignant at Lord Darcy’s
question. “I searched the castle quite thoroughly, y’ lord-
ship. We looked everywhere that M’ Lord Marquis could
possibly have gone.”

“Come, captain,” Lord Darcy said mildly, “I don’t
mean to impugn your ability, but I dare say there are
places you didn’t search simply because there was no
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reason to think my lord of Cherbourg would have gone
there.”

Captain Sir Androu frowned. “Such as, my lord?”

“Such as the secret tunnel.”

The captain looked suddenly blank. “Oh,” he said
after a moment. Then his expression changed. “But
surely, y’lordship, you don’t think . . .”

“I don’t know, that’s the point. My lord did have keys
to every lock in the castle, didn’t he?”’

“All except to the monastery, yes. My Lord Abbot has
those.”

“Naturally. I think we can dismiss the monastery.
Where else did you not look?”

“Well . . .” The captain hesitated thoughtfully, “I didn’t
bother with the sirongroom, the wine cellar, or the ice-

house. I don’t have the keys. Sir Gwiliam would have told
me if anything was amiss.”

“Sir Gwiliam has the keys, you say? Then we must
find Sir Gwiliam.”

Sir Gwiliam, as it turned out, was in the wine cellar.
Lord Seiger informed them that, at Lady Elaine’s re-
quest, he had sent the seneschal down for another bottle
of brandy. Lord Darcy followed Captain Sir Androu
down the winding stone steps to the cellars.

“Most of this is used as storage space,” the captain
said, waving a hand to indicate the vast, dim rooms
around them. “All searched very carefully. The wine
cellar’s this way, y’ lordship.”

The wine-cellar door, of heavy, reinforced oak, stood
slightly ajar. Sir Gwiliam, who had evidently heard their
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footsteps, opened it a little more and put his head out.
“Who is it? Oh. Good afternoon, my lord. Good after-
noon, captain. May I be of service?”

He stepped back, opening the door to let them in.

“I thank you, Sir Gwiliam,” said Lord Darcy. “We
come partly on business and partly on pleasure. I have
noticed that my lord the Marquis keeps an excellent
cellar; the wines are of the finest and the brandy is extra-
ordinary. Saint Coeurlandt Michele *46 is difficult to come
by these days.”

Sir Gwiliam looked rather sad. “Yes, your lordship, it
is. I fear the last two cases in existence are right here.
I now have the painful duty of opening one of them.” He
sighed and gestured toward the table, where stood a
wooden case that had been partially pried open. A glance
told Lord Darcy that there was nothing in the bottles but
brandy and that the leaden seals were intact.

“Don’t let us disturb you, Sir Gwiliam,” Lord Darcy
said. “May we look around?”

“Certainly, your lordship. A pleasure.” He went back
to work on opening the brandy case with a pry bar.

Lord Darcy ran a practiced eye over the racks, noting
labels and seals. He had not really expected that anyone
would attempt to put drugs or poison into bottles; My
Lady Elaine was not the only one who drank, and whole-
sale poisoning would be too unselective.

The wine cellar was not large, but it was well stocked
with excellent vintages. There were a couple of empty
shelves in one corner, but the rest of the shelves were
filled with bottles of all shapes and sizes. Over them lay
patinas of dust of various thicknesses. Sir Gwiliam was
careful not to bruise his wines.

“His lordship’s choices, or yours, Sir Gwiliam?” Lord
Darcy asked, indicating the rows of bottles.

“I am proud to say that My Lord Marquis has always
entrusted the selection of wines and spirits to me, your
lordship.”

“I compliment both of you,” Lord Darcy said. “You
for your excellent taste, and his lordship for recognizing
that ability in you.” He paused. “However, there is more
_ pressing business.”

“How may I help you, my lord?” Having finished
opening the case, he dusted off his hands and looked with
a mixture of pride and sadness at the Saint Coeurlandt
Michele *46. Distilled in 1846 and aged in the wood for
thirty years before it was bottled, it was considered pos-
sibly the finest brandy ever made.

Quietly, Lord Darcy explained that there had been
several places where Captain Sir Androu had been un-
able to search. “There is the possibility, you see, that he
might have had a heart attack—or some sort of attack—
and collapsed to the floor.”

Sir Gwiliam’s eyes opened wide. “And he might be
there yet? God in Heaven! Come, your lordship! This
way! I have been in the icehouse, and so has the chef, but
no one has opened the strongroom!”

He took the lead, running, with Lord Darcy right
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behind him and Sir Androu in the rear. It was not far,
but the cellar corridors twisted oddly and branched fre-
quently.

The strongroom was more modern than the wine
cellar; the door was of heavy steel, swung on gimbaled
hinges. The walls were of stone and concrete, many feet
thick. _

“It’s a good thing the captain is here, your lordship,”
the seneschal said breathlessly as the three men stopped
in front of the great vault door. “It takes two keys to
open it. I have one, the captain has the other. My Lord
Marquis, of course, has both. Captain?”

“Yes, yes, Gwiliam; I have mine here.”

There were four keyholes on each side of the wide door.
Lord Darcy recognized the type of construction. Only one
of the four keyholes on each side worked. A key put into
the wrong hole would ring alarms. The captain would
know which hole to put his own key in, and so would Sir
Gwiliam—but neither knew the other’s proper keyhole.
The shields around the locks prevented either man from
seeing which keyhole the other used. Lord Darcy could
not tell, even though he watched. The shields covered the
hands too well.

“Ready, captain?” Sir Gwiliam asked.

“Ready.”

Slurnts

Both men turned their keys at once. The six-foot wide
door clicked inside itself and swung open when Sir
Gwiliam turned a handle on his side of the door.

There was a great deal worthy of notice inside—gold'
and silver utensils; the jeweled coronets of the Marquis
and Marquise; the great Robes of State, embroidered
with gold and glittering with gems—in short, all the
paraphernalia for great occasions of state. In theory, all
this belonged to the Marquis; actually, it was no more
his than the Imperial Crown Jewels belonged to King
John IV. Like the castle, it was a part of the office; it
could be neither pawned nor sold.

But nowhere in the vault was there any body, dead or
alive, nor any sign that there had ever been one.

“Well!” said Sir Gwiliam with a sharp exhalation.
“I’'m certainly glad of that! You had me worried, your
lordship.” There was a touch of reproach in his voice.

“I am as happy to find nothing as you are. Now let’s
check the icehouse.”

The icehouse was in another part of the cellars and was
unlocked. One of the cooks was selecting a roast. Sir
Gwiliam explained that he unlocked the icehouse each
morning and left the care of it with the Chief of the
Kitchen, locking it again each night. A careful search of
the insulated, ice-chilled room assured Lord Darcy that
there was no one there who shouldn’t be.

“Now we’ll take a look in the tunnel,” Lord Darcy
said. “Have you the key, Sir Gwiliam ?”’

“Why . .. why, yes. But it hasn’t been opened for years!
Decades! Never since I’ve been here, at any rate.”
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“I have a key, myself, y’ lordship,” said the captain.
“I just never thought of looking. Why would he go
there?”

“Why, indeed? But we must look, nevertheless.”

A bell rang insistently in the distance, echoing through
the cellars.

“Dear me!” said Sir Gwiliam. “My lady’s brandy!
I quite forgot about it! Sir Androu has a key to the
tunnel, my lord; would you excuse me?”

“Certainly, Sir Gwiliam. Thank you for your help.”

“A pleasure, my lord.” He hurried off to answer the
bell.

“Did you actually expect to find My Lord Marquis in
any of those places your lordship?” asked Sir Androu.
“Even if my lord had gone into one of them, would he
have locked the door behind him?”

“I did not expect to find him in the wine cellar or the
icehouse,” Lord Darcy said, “but the strongroom pre-
sented a strong possibility. I merely wanted to see if there
were any indications that he had been there. I must con-
fess that I found none.”

“To the tunnel, then,” said the captain.

The entrance was concealed behind a shabby, unused
cabinet. But the cabinet swung away from the steel door
behind it with oiled smoothness. And when the captain
took out a dull, patinaed key and opened the door, the
lock turned smoothly and effortlessly.

The captain looked at his key, now brightened by abra-
sion where it had forced the wards, as though it were
imbued with magic. “Well, I'll be cursed!” he said softly.

The door swung silently open to reveal a tunnel six
feet wide and eight high. Its depths receded into utter
blackness.

“A moment, m’ lord,” said the captain. “I'll get a
lamp.” He walked back down the corridor and took an
oil lamp from a wall bracket.

The two of them walked down the tunnel together. On
either side, the niter-stained walls gleamed whitely. The
captain pointed down at the floor. “Somebody’s been

. using this lately,” he said softly.

“I had already noticed the disturbed dust and crushed
crystals of niter,” Lord Darcy said. “I agree with you.”

“Who’s been using the tunnel, then, y’lordship?”

“I am confident that my lord the Marquis of Cherbourg
was one of them. His . . . er . . . confederates were here,
too,”

“But why? And how? No one could have got out
without my guard seeing them.”

“l am afraid you are right, my good captain.” He
smiled. “But that doesn’t mean that the guard would have
reported to you if his liege lord told him not to . ..eh?”

Sir Androu stopped suddenly and looked at Lord
Darcy. “Great God in Heaven! And I thought—!” He
brought himself up short.

“You thought whai? Quickly, man!”

“Y’ lordship, a new man enlisted in the Guard two
months ago. Came in on m’ lord’s recommendation. Then
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m’ lord reported that he misbehaved and had me put him
on the sewer detail at night. The man’s been on that detail
ever since.”

“Of course!” Lord Darcy said with a smile of triumph.
“He would put one of his own men on. Come, captain; I
must speak to this man.”

“I ... T'm afraid that’s impossible, y’ lordship. He’s
down as a deserter. Disappeared from post last night.
Hasn’t been seen since.”

Lord Darcy said nothing. He took the lantern from the
captain and knelt down to peer closely at the footprints
on the tunnel floor.

“I should have looked more closely,” he muttered, as
if to himself. “I’ve taken too much for granted. Ha! Two
men—carrying something heavy. And followed by a
third.” He stood up. “This puts an entirely different com-
plexion on the matter. We must act at once. Come!” He
turned and strode back toward the castle cellar.

“But— What of the rest of the tunnel?”

“There is no need to search it,” Lord Darcy said
firmly. “I can assure you that there is no one in it but
ourselves. Come along.”

In the shadows of a dingy dockside warehouse a block
from the pier where the Danzig-bound vessel, Esprit de
Mer, was tied up, Lord Darcy stoed, muffled in a long
cloak. Beside him, equally muffled in a black naval cloak,
his blond hair covered by a pulled-up cowl, stood Lord
Seiger, his quite handsome face expressionless in the
dimness.

“There she is,” Lord Darcy said softly. “She’s the
only vessel bound for a North Sea port from Cherbourg.
The Rouen office confirms that she was sold last October
to a Captain Olsen. He claims to be a Northman, but I
will be willing to wager against odds that he’s Polish. If
not, then he is certainly in the pay of the King of Poland.
The ship is still sailing under Imperial registry and fly-
ing the Imperial flag. She carries no armament, of course,
but she’s a fast little craft for a merchant vessel.”

“And you think we will find the evidence we need
aboard her?” Lord Seiger asked. =

“I am almost certain of it. It will be either here or at
the warehouse, and the man would be a fool to leave the
stuff here now—especially when it can be shipped out
aboard the Esprit de Mer.”

It had taken time to convince Lord Seiger that it was
necessary to make this raid. But once Lord Darcy had
convinced him of how much was already known and
verified everything by a teleson call to Rouen, Lord
Seiger was both willing and eager. There was a sup-
pressed excitement in the man that showed only slightly
in the pale blue eyes, leaving the rest of his face as placid
as ever.

Other orders had had to be given. Captain Sir Androu
Duglasse had sealed Castle Cherbourg; no one—no one
—was to be allowed out for any reason whatever, The
guard had been doubled during the emergency. Not even
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* My Lord Bishop, My Lord Abbot, or My Lady Marquise
could leave the castle. Those orders came, not from Lord
Darcy, but from His Royal Highness the Duke of Noz-
mandy himself.

Lord Darcy looked at his wrist watch. “If’s time my
lord,” he said to Lord Seiger. “Let’s move in.”

“Very well, my lord,” Lord Seiger agreed.

The two of them walked openly toward the pier.

At the gate that led to the pier itself, two burly-looking
seamen stood lounging against the closed gate. When
they saw the two cloaked men approaching, they became
more alert, stepping away from the gate, toward the on-
coming figures. Their hands went to the hilts of the scab-
barded cutlasses at their belis.

Lord Seiger and Lord Darcy walked along the pier
until they were within fifteen feet of the advancing
guards, then stopped.

“What business have ye here?” asked one of the sea-
men.

It was Lord Darcy who spoke. His voice was low and
cold. “Don’t address me in that manner if you want to
keep your tongue,” he said in excellent Polish. “I wish to
speak to your captain.”

The first seaman looked blank at being addressed in a
language he did not understand, but the second blanched
visibly. “Let me handle this,” he whispered in Anglo-
French to the other. Then, in Polish: “Your pardon, lord.
My messmate here don’t understand Polish. What was it
you wanted, lord?”

Lord Darey sighed in annoyance. “I thought I made
myself perfectly clear. We desire to see Captain Olsen.”

“Well, now, lord, he’s given orders that he don’t want
to see no one. Strict orders, lord.”

Neither of the two sailors noticed that, having moved
away from the gate, they had left their rear unguarded.
From the skiff that had managed to slip in under the pier
under cover of darkness, four of the Marquis’ Own
silently lifted themselves to the deck of the pier. Neither
Lord Darcy nor Lord Seiger looked at them.

“Strict orders?” Lord Darcy’s voice was heavy with
scorn. “I dare say your orders do not apply to Crown
Prince Sigismund himself, do they?”

On cue, Lord Seiger swept the hood back from his
handsome blond head.

It was extremely unlikely that either of the two sailors
had ever seen Sigismund, Crown Prince of Poland—nor,
if they had, that they would have recognized him when he
was not dressed for a state occasion. But certainly they
had heard that Prince Sigismund was blond and hand-
some, and that was all Lord Darcy needed. In actuality,
Lord Seiger bore no other resemblance, being a good
head taller than the Polish prince.

While they stood momentarily dumfounded by this
shattering revelation, arms silently encircled them, and
they ceased to wonder about Crown Princes of any kind
for several hours. They were rolled quietly into the shad-
ows behind a pile of heavy bags of ballast.
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“Everyone else all set?” Lord Darcy whispered to one
of the Guardsmen.

“Yes, my lord.”

“All right. Hold this gate. Lord Seiger, let’s go on.”

“I’'m right with you, my lord,” said Lord Seiger.

Some little distance away, at the rear door of a ware-
house just off the waterfront, a heavily armed company
of the Men-at-Arms of Cherbourg listened to the instruc-
tions of Chief Master-at-Arms Henri Vert.

“All right. Take your places. Seal every door. Arrest
and detain anyone who tries to leave. Move out.” With a
rather self-important feeling, he touched the Duke’s
Warrant, signed by Lord Darcy as Agent for His High-
ness, that lay folded in his jacket pocket.

The Men-at-Arms faded into the dimness, moving si-
lently to their assigned posts. With Chief Henri remained
six Sergeants-at-Arms and Master Sean O Lochlainn,
Sorcerer.

“All right, Sean,” said Chief Henri, “go ahead.”

“Give us a little light from your dark lantern, Henri,”
said Master Sean, kneeling to peer at the lock of the door.
He set his black suitcase on the stone pavement and
quietly set his corthainn-wood magician’s staff against

the wall beside the door. The Sergeants-at-Arms watched -

the tubby little sorcerer with respect.

“Hoho,” Master Sean said, peering at the lock. “A
simple lock. But there’s a heavy bar across it on the in-
side. Take a little work, but not much time.” He opened
his suitcase to take out two small phials of powder and
a thin laurel-wood wand.

The Armsmen watched in silence as the sorcerer mut-
tered his spells and blew tiny puffs of powder into the
lock. Then Master Sean pointed his wand at the lock and
twirled it counterclockwise slowly. There was a faint
sliding noise and a snick! of metal as the lock unlocked
itself.

Then he drew the wand across the door a foot above
the lock. This time, something heavy slid quietly on the
other side of the door.

With an almost inaudible sigh, the door swung open
an inch or so.

Master Sean stepped aside and allowed the sergeants
and their chief to enter the door. Meanwhile, he took a
small device from his pocket and checked it again. It
was a cylinder of glass two inches in diameter and half
an inch high, half full of liquid. On the surface of the
liquid floated a tiny sliver of oak that would have been
difficult to see if the top of the glass box had not been a
powerful magnifying lens. The whole thing looked a little
like a pocket compass—which, in a sense, it was.

The tiny sliver of oak had been recovered from the
scalp of the slain man in the morgue, and now, thanks to
Master Sean’s thaumaturgical art, the little sliver pointed
unerringly toward the piece of wood whence it had come.

Master Sean nodded in satisfaction. As Lord Darcy
had surmised, the weapon was still in the warehouse. He
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glanced up at the lights in the windows of the top floor
ot the warehouse. Not only the weapon, but some of the
plotters were still here.

He smiled grimly and followed the Armsmen in, his
corthainn-wood staff grasped firmly in one hand and his
suitcase in the other.

Lord Darcy stood with Lord Seiger on one of the lower
decks of the Esprit de Mer and looked around. “So far,
so good,” he said in a low voice. “Piracy has its advan-
tages, my lord.”

“Indeed it does, my lord,” Lord Seiger replied in the
same tone.

Down a nearby ladder, his feet clad in soft-soled boots,
came Captain Sir Androu, commander of the Marquis’
Own. “So far, so good, m’ lords,” he whispered, not real-
izing that he was repeating Lord Darcy’s sentiments. “We
have the crew. All sleeping like children.”

“All the crew ?” Lord Darcy asked.

“Well, m’ lord, all we could find so far. Some of ’em
are still on shore leave. Not due back ’til dawn. Otherwise,
I fancy this ship would have pulled out long before this.
No way to get word to the men, though, eh?”

“I have been hoping so,” Lord Darcy agreed. “But the
fact remains that we really don’t know how many are left
aboard. How about the bridge?”

“The Second Officer was on duty, m’ lord. We have
him.”

“Captain’s cabin?”

“Empty, m’ lord.”

“First Officer’s?”

“Also empty, m’ lord. Might be both ashore.”

“Possibly.” There was a distinct possibility, Lord
Darcy knew, that both the captain and the first officer
were still at the warehouse—in which case, they would
be picked up by Chief Henri and his men. “Very well.
Let’s keep moving down. We still haven’t found what
we’re looking for.” And there will be one Hell of an
international incident if we don’t find it, Lord Darcy told
himself. His Slavic Majesty’s Government will demand all
sorts of indemnities, and Lady Darcy’s lisile boy will find
himself fighting the aborigines in the jungles of New
France.

But he wasn’t really terribly worried; his intuition
backed up his logic in telling him that he was right.

Nevertheless, he mentally breathed a deep sigh of relief
when he and Lord Seiger found what they were looking
for some five or six minutes later.

There were four iron-barred cells on the deck just
above the lowest cargo hold. They faced each other, two
and two, across a narrow passageway. Two bosuns
blocked the passageway.

Lord Darcy looked down the tweendecks hatch and
saw them. He had gone down the ladders silently, peek-
ing carefully below before attempting to descend, and
his caution had paid off. Neither of the bosuns saw him.
They were leaning casually against the opposite bulk-
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heads of the passageway, talking in very low voices.

There was no way to come upon them by stealth, but
neither had a weapon in hand, and there was nothing to
retreat behind for either of them.

Should he, Lord Darcy wondered, wait for reinforce-
ments? Sir Androu already had his hands full for the
moment, and Lord Seiger would not, of course, be of
any use. The man was utterly incapable of physical
violence.

He lifted himself from the prone position from which
he had been peeking over the hatch edge to look below,
and whispered to Lord Seiger. “They have cutlasses. Can
you hold your own against one of them if trouble
comes?”

For answer, Lord Seiger smoothly and silently drew
his rapier. “Against both of them if necessary, my lord,”
he whispered back.

“I don’t think it will be necessary, but there’s no need
taking chances at this stage of the game.” He paused.
Then he drew a five-shot .42 caliber handgun from his
belt holster. “I’ll cover them with this.”

Lord Seiger nodded and said nothing.

“Stay here,” he whispered to Lord Seiger. “Don’t come
down the stairs . . . sorry, the ladder . . . until I call.”

“Very well, my lord.”

Lord Darcy walked silently up the ladder that led to
the deck above. Then he came down again, letting his
footfalls be heard.

He even whistled softly but audibly as he did so—an
old Polish air he happened to know.

Then, without breaking his stride, he went on down
the second ladder. He held his handgun in his right hand,
concealed beneath his cloak.

His tactics paid off beautifully, The bosuns heard him
coming and assumed that he must be someone who was
authorized to be aboard the ship. They stopped their
conversation and assumed an attitude of attention. They
put their hands on the hilts of their cutlasses, but only
as a matter of form. They saw the boots, then the legs,
then the lower torso of the man coming down the ladder.
And still they suspected nothing. An enemy would have
tried to take them by surprise, wouldn’t he?

Yes.

And he did.

Halfway down the steps, Lord Darcy dropped to a
crouch and his pistol was suddenly staring both of them
in the face.

“If either of you moves,” said Lord Darcy calmly, “I
will shoot him through the brain. Get your hands off
those blade hilts and don’t move otherwise. Fine. Now
turn around. V-e-r-r-ry slowly.”

The men obeyed wordlessly. Lord Darcy’s powerful
hand came down twice in a deft neck-chop, and both
men dropped to the floor unconscious.

“Come on down, my lord,” said Lord Darcy. “There
will be no need for swordplay.”
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Lord Seiger descended the ladder in silence, his sword
sheathed.

There were two cell doors on either side of the passage-
way; the cells themselves had been built to discipline
crewmen or to imprison sailors or passengers who were
accused of crime on the high seas while the ship was in
passage. The first cell on the right had a dim light glow-
ing within it. The yellowish light gleamed through the
small barred window in the door.

Both Lord Darcy and Lord Seiger walked over to the
door and looked inside.

“That’s what I was looking for,” Lord Darcy breathed.

Within, strapped to a bunk, was a still, white-faced
figure. The face was exactly similar to that of the corpse
Lord Darcy had seen in the morgue.

“Are you sure it’s the Marquis of Cherbourg?” Lord
Seiger asked.

“I refuse to admit that there are three men who look
that much alike,” Lord Darcy whispered dryly. “Two are
quite enough. Since Master Sean established that the
body in the morgue was definitely not related to my lord
of Guernsey and Sark, 7his must be the Marquis. Now,
the problem will be getting the cell door open.”

“I vill open idt for you.”

At the sound of the voice behind them, both Lord
Darcy and Lord Seiger froze.

“To qvote you, Lord Darcy, ‘If either of you moves, 1
vill shoodt him through the brain,’” said the voice.
“Drop de gun, Lord Darcy.”

As Lord Darcy let his pistol drop from his hand, his
mind raced.

The shock of having been trapped, such as it had been,
had passed even before the voice behind him had ceased.
Shock of that kind could not hold him frozen long. Nor
was his the kind of mind that grew angry with itself for
making a mistake. There was no time for that.

He had been trapped. Someone had been hidden in the
cell across the passageway, waiting for him. A neat trap.
Very well; the problem was, how to get out of that trap.

“Bot’ of you step to de left,” said the voice. “Move
avay #rom de cell port. Dat’s it. Fine. Open de door,
Ladislas.”

There were two men, both holding guns. The shorter,
darker of the two stepped forward and opened the door
to the cell next to that in which the still figure of the
Marquis of Cherbourg lay.

“Bot’ of you step inside,” said the taller of the two men
who had trapped the Imperial agents.

There was nothing Lord Seiger and Lord Darcy could
do but obey.

“Keep you de hands high in de air. Dat’s fine. Now
listen to me, and listen carefully. You t’ink you have
taken dis ship. In a vay, you have. But not finally. I have
you. I have de Marquis. You vill order your men off.
Odervise, I vill kill all of you—vun adt a time. Under-
stand? If I hang, I do not die alone.”

Lord Darcy understood. “You want your crew back,
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eh, Captain Olsen? And how will you get by the Royal
Navy?”

“De same way I will get out of Cherbourg harbor,
Lord Darcy,” the captain said complacently. “I vill prom-
ise release. You vill be able to go back home from Danzig.
Vot goodt is any of you to us now?”

None, except as hostages, Lord Darcy thought. What
had happened was quite clear. Somehow, someone had
managed to signal to Captain Olsen that his ship was
being taken. A signal from the bridge, perhaps. It didn’t
matter. Captain Olsen had not been expecting invaders,
but when they had come, he had devised a neat trap. He
had known where the invaders would be heading.

Up to that point, Lord Darcy knew, the Polish agents
had planned to take the unconscious Marquis to Danzig.
There, he would be operated on by a sorcerer and sent
back to Cherbourg—apparenily in good condition, but
actually under the control of Polish agents. His absence
would be explained by his “spells,” which would no
longer be in evidence. But now that Captain Olsen knew
that the plot had been discovered, he had no further use
for the Marquis. Nor had he any use for either Lord
Darcy or Lord Seiger. Except that he could use them as
hostages to get his ship to Danzig.

“What do you want, Captain Olsen?” Lord Darcy
asked quietly.

“Very simply, dis: You vill order de soldiers to come
below. Ve vill lock them up. Ven my men vake up, and
de rest of de crew come aboard, ve vill sail at dawn. Ven
ve are ready to sail, all may go ashore except you and
Lord Seiger and de Marquis. Your men vill tell de offi-
cials in Cherbourg vhat has happened and vill tell dem
dat ve vill sail to Danzig unmolested. Dere, you vill be
set free and sent back to Imperial territory I give you
my vord.”

Oddly, Lord Darcy realized that the man meant it. Lord
Darcy knew that the man’s word was good. But was he
responsible for the reactions of the Polish officials at
Danzig? Was he responsible for the reactions of Casimir
IX? No. Certainly not.

But, trapped as they were—

And then a hoarse voice came from across the passage-
way, from the fourth cell.

“Seiger? Seiger?”

Lord Seiger’s eyes widened. “Yes?”

Captain Olsen and First Officer Ladislas remained un-
moved. The captain smiled sardonically. “Ah, yes. I for-
got to mention your so-brave Sir James LeLein. He vill
make an excellent hostage, too.”

The hoarse voice said: “They are traitors to the King,
Seiger. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you, Sir James,” said Lord Seiger.

“Destroy them,” said the hoarse voice.

Captain Olsen laughed. “Shut up, LeLein. You—"’

But he never had time to finish.

Lord Darcy watched with unbelieving eyes as Lord
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Seiger’s right hand darted out with blurring speed and
slapped aside the captain’s gun. At the same time, his
left hand drew his rapier and slashed out toward the
first officer.

The first officer had been covering Lord Darcy. When
he saw Lord Seiger move, he swung his gun toward Lord
Seiger and fired. The slug tore into the Yorkshire noble-
man’s side as Captain Olsen spun away and tried to bring
his own weapon to bear.

By that time, Lord Darcy himself was in action. His
powerful legs catapulted him toward First Officer Ladislas
just as the point of Lord Seiger’s rapier slashed across
Ladislas’ chest, making a deep cut over the ribs. Then
Ladislas was slammed out into the passageway by Lord
Darcy’s assault.

After that, Lord Darcy had too much to do to pay any
attention to what went on between Lord Seiger and
Captain Olsen. Apparently oblivious to the blood gush-
ing from the gash on his chest, Ladislas fought with steel
muscles. Darcy knew his own strength, but he also knew
that this opponent was of nearly equal strength. Darcy
held the man’s right wrist in a vise grip to keep him from
bringing the pistol around. Then he smashed his head
into Ladislas’ jaw. The gun dropped and spun away as
both men fell to the deck.

Lord Darcy brought his right fist up in a smashing
blow to the first officer’s throat; gagging, the first officer
collapsed.

Lord Darcy pushed himself to his knees and grabbed
the unconscious man by the collar, pulling him half up-
right.

At that second, a tongue of steel flashed by Lord
Darcy’s shoulder, plunged itself into Ladislas’ throat, and
tore sideways. The first officer died as his blood spurted
fountainlike over Lord Darcy’s arm.

After a moment, Lord Darcy realized that the fight
was over. He turned his head.

Lord Seiger stood nearby, his sword red. Captain
Olsen lay on the deck, his life’s blood flowing from three
wounds—two in the chest, and the third, like his first
officer’s, a slash across the throat.

“I had him,” Lord Darcy said unevenly. “There was
no need to cut his throat.”

For the first time, he saw a slight smile on Lord Seiger’s
face.

“I had my orders, my lord,” said Lord Seiger, as his
side dripped crimson.

With twelve sonorous, resounding strokes, the great
Bell of the Benedictine Church of Saint Denys, in the
courtyard of Castle Cherbourg, sounded the hour of
midnight. Lord Darcy, freshly bathed and shaved and
clad in his evening wear, stood before the fireplace in the
reception room above the Great Hall and waited patiently
for the bell to finish its tally. Then he turned and smiled
at the young man standing beside him. “As you were
saying, Your Highness?”
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Richard, Duke of Normandy, smiled back. “Even
royalty can’t drown out a church bell, eh, my lord?”
Then his face became serious again. “I was saying that
we have made a clean sweep. Dunkerque, Calais, Bou-
logne . . . all the way down to Hendaye. By now, the
English Armsmen will be picking them up in London,
Liverpool, and so on. By dawn, Ireland will be clear.
You've done a magnificent job, my lord, and you may
rest assured that my brother the King will hear of it.”

“Thank you, Your Highness, but I really—"

Lord Darcy was interrupted by the opening of the door.
Lord Seiger came in, then stopped as he saw Duke
Richard.

The Duke reacted instantly. “Don’t bother to bow, my
lord. I have been told of your wound.”

Lord Seiger nevertheless managed a slight bow. “Your
Highness is most gracious. But the wound is a slight one,
and Father Patrique has laid his hands on it. The pain
is negligible, Highness.”

“I am happy to hear so.” The Duke looked at Lord
Darcy. “By the way . . . I am curious to know what made
you suspect that Lord Seiger was a King’s Agent. I didn’t
know, myself, until the King, my brother, sent me the
information I requested.”

“I must confess that I was not certain until Your
Highness verified my suspicions on the teleson. But it
seemed odd to me that de Cherbourg would have wanted
aman of Lord Seiger’s . . . ah . . . peculiar talents merely
as a librarian. Then, too, Lady Elaine’s attitude . . . er
your pardon, my lord—"

“Perfectly all right, my lord,” said Lord Seiger
expressionlessly. “I am aware that many women find my
presence distasteful—although I confess I do not know
why.”

“Who can account for the behavior of women?” Lord
Darcy said. “Your manners and behavior are impeccable.
Nonetheless, My Lady Marquise found, as you say, your
presence distasteful. She must have made this fact known
to her husband the Marquis, eh?”

“I believe she did, my lord,” said Lord Seiger.

“Very well,” said Lord Darcy. “Would My Lord
Marquis, who is notoriously in love with his wife, have
kept a librarian who frightened her? No. Therefore,
either Lord Seiger’s purpose here was much more impor-
tant—or he was blackmailing the Marquis. I chose to be-
lieve the former.” He did not add that Father Patrique’s
information showed that it was impossible for Lord
Seiger to blackmail anyone.

“My trouble lay in not knowing who was working for
whom. We knew only that Sir James was masquerading
as a common working man, and that he was working with
My Lord Marquis. But until Your Highness got in touch
with His Majesty, we knew nothing more. I was working
blind until I realized that Lord Seiger—”

He stopped as he heard the door open. From outside
came Master Sean’s voice: “After you, my lady, my lord,
Sir Gwiliam.”
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The Marquise de Cherbourg swept into the room, her
fair face an expressionless mask. Behind her came My
Lord Bishop and Sir Gwiliam, followed by Master Sean
O Lochlainn,

Lady Elaine walked straight to Duke Richard. She
made a small curtsy. “Your presence is an honor, Your
Highness.” She was quite sober.

“The honor is mine, my lady,” replied the Duke.

“I have seen my lord husband. He is alive, as I knew
he was. But his mind is gone. Father Patrique says he
will never recover. I must know what has happened,
Your Highness.”

“You will have to ask Lord Darcy that, my lady,” the
Duke said gently. “I should like to hear the complete
story myself.”

My lady turned her steady gaze on the lean English-
man. “Begin at the beginning and tell me everything, my
lord. I must know.”

The door opened again, and Sir Androu Duglasse came
in. “Good morning, Y’ Highness,” he said with a low
bow. “Good morning, m’lady, y’ lordships, Sir Gwiliam,
Master Sean.” His eyes went back to Lady Elaine. “T’ve
heard the news from Father Patrique, m’lady. I'm a
soldier, m’lady, not a man who can speak well. I cannot
tell you of the sorrow I feel.”

“I thank you, Sir Captain,” said my lady, “I think you
have expressed it very well.”” Her eyes went back to Lord
Darcy. “If you please, my lord . . .”

“As you command, my lady,” said Lord Darcy. “Er ...
captain, I don’t think that what I have to say need be
known by any others than those of us here. Would you
watch the door? Explain to anyone else that this is a
private conference. Thank you. Then I can begin.” He
leaned negligently against the fireplace, where he could
see everyone in the room.

“To begin with, we had a hellish plot afoot—not
against just one person, but against the Empire. The
‘Atlantic Curse’. Ships sailing from Imperial ports to the
New World were never heard from again. Shipping was
dropping off badly, not only from ship losses, but be-
cause fear kept seamen off trans-Atlantic ships. They
feared magic, although, as I shall show, pure magic had
nothing to do with it.

“My lord the Marquis was working with Sir James
Lelein, one of a large group of King’s Agents with direct
commissions to discover the cause of the ‘Atlantic Curse’.
His Majesty had correctly deduced that the whole thing
was a Polish plot to disrupt Imperial economy.

“The plot was devilish in its simplicity. A drug, made
by steeping a kind of mushroom in brandy, was being
used to destroy the minds of the crews of trans-Atlantic
ships. Taken in small dosages, over a period of time, the
drug causes violent insanity. A ship with an insane crew
cannot last long in the Atlantic.

“Sir James, working with My Lord Marquis and other
agents, tried to get a lead on what was going on. My
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Lord Marquis, not wanting anyone in the castle to know
of his activities, used the old secret tunnel that leads to
the city sewers in order to meet Sir James.

“Sir James obtained a sample of the drug after he had
identified the ringleader of the Polish agents. He reported
to My Lord Marquis. Then, on the evening of Wednes-
day, the eighth of January, Sir James set out to obtain
more evidence. He went to the warehouse where the
ringleader had his headquarters.”

Lord Darcy paused and smiled slightly. “By the by, I
must say that the details of what happened in the ware-
house were supplied to me by Sir James. My own deduc-
tions only gave me a part of the story.

“At any rate, Sir James obtained entry to the second
floor of the warehouse. He heard voices. Silently, he
went to the door of the room from which the voices came
and looked in through the . . . er .. . the keyhole. It was
dark in the corridor, but well-lit in the room.

“What he saw was a shock to him. Two men—a sorcerer
and the ringleader himself—were there. The sorcerer was
standing by a bed, weaving a spell over a third man, who
lay naked on the bed. One look at the man in the bed
convinced Sir James that the man was none other than
the Marquis of Cherbourg himself!”

Lady Elaine touched her fingertips to her lips. “Had
he been poisoned by the drug, my lord?” she asked. “Was
that what had been affecting his mind ?”

“The man was not your hushand, my lady,” Lord
Darcy said gently. “He was a double, a simple-minded
man in the pay of these men.

“Sir James, of course, had no way of knowing that.
When he saw the Marquis in danger, he acted. Weapon
in hand, he burst open the door and demanded the re-
lease of the man whom he took to be the Marquis. He
told the man to get up. Seeing he was hypnotized, Sir
James put his own cloak about the man’s shoulders and
the two of them began to back out of the room, his
weapon covering the sorcerer and the ringleader.

“But there was another man in the warehouse. Sir
James never saw him. This person struck him from be-
hind as he backed out the door.

“Sir James was dazed. He dropped his weapon. The
sorcerer and the ringleader jumped him. Sir James
fought, but he was eventually rendered unconscious.

“In the meantime, the man whom Sir James attempted
to rescue became frightened and fled. In the darkness, he
tumbled down a flight of oaken stairs and fractured his
skull on one of the lower steps. Hurt, dazed, and dying,
he fled from the warehouse toward the only other place
in Cherbourg he could call home—a bistro called the
Blue Dolphin, a few blocks away. He very nearly made
it. He died a block from it, in the sight of two Armsmen.”

“Did they intend to use the double for some sort of
impersonation of my brother?” asked the Bishop.

“In a way, my lord. I’ll get to that in a moment.

“When I came here,” Lord Darcy continued, “I of
course knew nothing of all this. I knew only that my lord
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of Cherbourg was missing and that he had been working
with His Majesty’s Agents. Then a body was tentatively
identified as his. If it were the Marquis, who had killed
him? If it were not, what was the connection? I went to
see Sir James and found that he had been missing since
that same night. Again, what was the connection?

“The next clue was the identification of the drug. How
could such a drug be introduced aboard ships so that
almost every man would take a little each day? The taste
and aroma of the brandy would be apparent in the food
or water. Obviously, then, the wine rations were drugged.
And only the vintner who supplied the wine could have
regularly drugged the wine of ship after ship.

“A check of the Shipping Registry showed that new
vintners had bought out old wineries in shipping ports
throughout the Empire in the past five years. All of them,
subsidized by the Poles, could underbid their competi-
tors. They made good wine and sold it cheaper than
others could sell it. They got contracts. They didn’t try
to poison every ship; only a few of those on the Atlantic
run—just enough to start a scare while keeping suspicion
from themselves.

“There was still the problem of what had happened
to My Lord Marquis. He had not left the castle that night.
And yet he had disappeared. But how? And why?

“There were four places that the captain had not
searched. I dismissed the icehouse when 1 discovered that
people went in and out of it all day. He could not have
gone to the strongroom because the door is too wide for
one man to use both keys simultaneously—which must
be done to open it. Sir Gwiliam had been in and out of
the wine cellar. And there were indications that the tunnel
had also had visitors.”

“Why should he have been in any of those places, my
lord?” Sir Gwiliam asked. “Mightn’t he have simply left
through the tunnel?”

“Hardly likely. The tunnel guard was a King’s Agent.
If the Marquis had gone out that night and never re-
turned, he would have reported the fact—not to Captain
Sir Androu, but to Lord Seiger. He did not so report.
Ergo, the Marquis did not leave the castle that night.”

“Then what happened to him?” Sir Gwiliam asked.

“That brings us back to the double, Paul Sarto,” said
Lord Darcy. “Would you explain, Master Sean?”

“Well, my lady, gentle sirs,” the little sorcerer began,
“My Lord Darcy deduced the use of magic here. This
Polish sorcerer—a piddling poor one, he is, too; when
I caught him in the warehouse, he tried to cast a few
spells at me and they were nothing. He ended up docile
as a lamb when I gave him a dose of good Irish sorcery.”

“Proceed, Master Sean,” Lord Darcy said dryly.

“Beggin’ your pardon, my lord. Anyway, this Polish
sorcerer saw that this Paul chap was a dead ringer for
My Lord Marquis and decided to use him to control My
Lord Marquis—Law of Similarity, d’ ye see. You know
the business of sticking pins in wax dolls? Crude method
of psychic induction, but effective if the similarity is great
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enough. And what could be more similar to a man than
his double?”

“You mean they used this poor unfortunate man as
a wax doll?” asked the Marquise in a hushed voice.

“That’s about it, your ladyship. In order for the spells
to work, though, the double would have to have very low
mind power. Well, he did. So they hired him away from
his old job and went to work on him. They made him
bathe and wear fine clothes, and slowly took control of
his mind. They told him that he was the Marquis. With
that sort of similarity achieved, they hoped to control
the Marquis himself just as they controlled his simu-
lacrum.”

My Lady Elaine looked horrified. “That caused his
terrible attacks?”’

“Exactly, your ladyship. When My Lord Marquis was
tired or distracted, they were able to take over for a little
while. A vile business no proper sorcerer would stoop to,
but workable.”

“But what did they do to my husband?” asked the Lady
of Cherbourg.

“Well, now, your ladyship,” said Master Sean, “what
do you suppose would happen to his lordship when his
simulacrum got his skull crushed so bad that it killed
the simulacrum? The shock to his lordship’s mind was
so great that it nearly killed him on the spot—would have
killed him, too, if the similarity had been better estab-
lished. He fell into a coma, my lady.”

Lord Darcy took up the story again. “The Marquis
dropped where he was. He remained in the castle until
last night, when the Polish agents came to get him. They
killed the King’s Agent on guard, disposed of the body,
came in through the tunnel, got the Marquis, and took
him to their ship. When Captain Sir Androu told me
that the guard had ‘deserted’, I knew fully what had hap-
pened. I knew that My Lord Marquis was either in the
vintner’s warehouse or in a ship bound for Poland. The
two raids show that I was correct.”

“Do you mean,” said Sir Gwiliam, “that my lord lay
in that chilly tunnel all that time? How horrible!”

Lord Darcy looked at the man for long seconds. “No.
Not all that time, Sir Gwiliam. No one—especially not the
Polish agents—would have known he was there. He was
taken to the tunnel after he was found the next morning—
in the wine cellar.”

“Ridiculous!” said Sir Gwiliam, startled. “I’d have
seen him!”

“Most certainly you would have,” Lord Darcy agreed.
“And most certainly you did. It must have been quite a

shock to return home after the fight in the warehouse to

find the Marquis unconscious on the wine cellar floor.
Once I knew you were the guilty man, I knew you had
given away your employer. You told me that you had
played cards with Ordwin Vayne that night; therefore I
knew which vintner to raid.”

White-faced, Sir Gwiliam said, “I have served my lord
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and lady faithfully for many years. I say you lie.”

“Oh?” Lord Darcy’s eyes were hard. “Someone had
to tell Ordwin Vayne where the Marquis was—someone
who knew where he was. Only the Marquis, Sir Androu,
and you had keys to the tunnel. I saw the captain’s key;
it was dull and filmed when I used it. The wards of the
old lock left little bright scratches on it. He hadn’t used
it for a long time. Only you had a key that would let
Ordwin Vayne and his men into that tunnel.”

“Pah! Your reasoning is illogical! If My Lord Marquis
were unconscious, someone could have taken the key
off him!”

“Not if he was in the tunnel. Why would anyone go
there? The tunnel door was locked, so, even, if he were
there, a key would have to have been used to find him.
But if he had fallen in the tunnel, he would still have
been there when I looked. There was no reason for you
or anyone else to unlock that tunnel—uniil you were
looking for a place to conceal My Lord Marquis’ un-
conscious body!”

“Why would he have gone to the wine cellar?” Sir
Gwiliam snapped. “And why lock himself in?”

“He went down to check on some botiles you had in
the wine cellar. Sir James’ report led him to suspect you.
Warehouses and wineries are subjected to rigorous in-
spection. Ordwin Vayne didn’t want inspectors to find
that he was steeping mushrooms in brandy. So the bottles
were kept here—the safest place in Cherbourg. Who
would suspect? The Marquis never went there. But he did
suspect at last, and went down to check. He locked the
door because he didn’t want to be interrupted. No one
but you could come in, and he would be warned if you
put your key in the lock. While he was there, the simu-
lacrumized Paul fell and struck his head on an oaken
step. Paul died. The Marquis went comatose.

“When I arrived yesterday, you had to get rid of the
evidence. So Vayne’s men came and took the bottles of
drug and the Marquis. If further proof is needed, I can
tell you that we found the drug on the ship, in re-
stoppered bottles containing cheap brandy and bits of
mushroom. But the botiles were labeled Saint Couerlandt
Michele ’46! Who else in Cherbourg but you would have
access to such empty bottles?”

Sir Gwiliam stepped back. “Lies! All lies!”

“No!” snapped a voice from the door. “Truth! All
truth!”

Lord Darcy had seen Captain Sir Androu silently open
the door and let in three more men, but no one else had.
Now the others turned at the sound of the voice.

Sitting in a wheelchair, looking pale but still strong,
was Hugh, Marquis of Cherbourg. Behind him was Sir
James LeLein. To one side stood Father Patrique.

“What Lord Darcy said is true in every particular,”
said my lord the Marquis in an icy voice.

Sir Gwiliam gasped and jerked his head around to look
at my lady the Marquise. “You said his mind was gone!”
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“A small lie—to trap a traitor.” Her voice was icy.

“Sir Gwiliam de Bracy,” said Sir James from behind
the Marquis, “in the King’s Name, I charge you with
treason!”

Two things happened almost at once. Sir Gwiliam’s
hand started for his pocket. But by then, Lord Seiger’s
sword, with its curious offset hilt, was halfway from its
sheath. By the time Sir Gwiliam had his pistol out, the
sword had slashed through his jugular vein. Sir Gwiliam
had just time to turn and fire once before he fell to the
floor.

Lord Seiger stood there, looking down at Sir Gwiliam,
an odd smile on his face.

For a second, no one spoke or moved. Then Father
Patrique rushed over to the fallen seneschal. He was too
late by far. With all his Healing power, there was noth-
ing he could do now. :

And then the Marquise walked over to Lord Seiger
and took his free hand. “My lord, others may censure
you for that act. I do not. That monster helped send
hundreds of innocent men to insanity and death. He
almost did the same for my beloved Hugh. If anything,
he died too clean a death. I do not censure you, my lord.
I thank you.”

“I thank you, my lady. But I only did my duty.” There
was an odd thickness in his voice. “I had my orders, my
lady.”

And then, slowly, like a deflating balloon, Lord Seiger
slumped to the floor.

Lord Darcy and Father Patrique realized at the same
moment that Sir Gwiliam’s bullet must have hit Lord
Seiger, though he had shown no sign of it till then.

Lord Seiger had had no conscience, but he could not
kill or even defend himself of his own accord. Sir James
had been his decision-maker. Lord Seiger had been a
King’s Agent who would kill without qualm on order
from Sir James—and was otherwise uiterly harmless.
The decision was never left up to him, only to Sir James.

Sir James, still staring at the fallen Lord Seiger, said:
“But . . . how could he? I didn’t tell him to.”

“Yes, you did,” Lord Darcy said wearily. “On the
ship. You told him to destroy the traitors. When you
called Sir Gwiliam a traitor, he acted. He had his sword
halfway out before Sir Gwiliam drew that pistol. He
would have killed Sir Gwiliam in cold blood if the sene-
schal had never moved at all. He was like a gas lamp,
Sir James. You turned him on—and forgot to shut
him off.”

Richard, Duke of Normandy, looked down at the
fallen man. Lord Seiger’s face was oddly unchanged. It
had rarely had any expression in life. It had none now.

“How is he, Reverend Father?” asked the Duke.

“He is dead, Your Highness.”

“May the Lord have mercy on his soul,” said Duke
Richard.

Eight men and a woman made the Sign of the Cross
in silence. ®
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The fauna traps set up the previous day in the grasslands
east of the Planetary Survey Station on Lederet had
made a number of catches; but all of them represented
species with which the two biologists of the survey team
already were sufficiently familiar. Jeslin removed the
traps, revived the captured animals from a safe distance
with a stimulant gun, and shifted to a point a hundred and
eighty miles northwest of the station, where he set the
traps up again, half a mile apart. Here a tall forest spread
over rolling hills, with stretches of dense undergrowth
below; and the animal population could be expected to
be of a somewhat different type.

Around midday, Jeslin had completed his preparations.
He checked the new location of the traps on his charts,
lit a cigarette and turned the Pointer back toward the
station. He was a stocky, well-muscled man, the youngest
member of the team, who combined the duties of wildlife
collector with those of the team’s psychologist. Privately,
he preferred the former work, enjoying his frequent en-
counters with curious and beautiful beasts on his way
to and from the trap areas. And if the beasts were of a
new variety, there would be a quick, stimulating chase
in the Pointer, a versatile vehicle equally capable of hunt-
ing down game through thickest growth and of flying up
to five times its own weight in captured specimens back
to the station in undamaged condition.

Today was uneventful in that respect. There was game
afoot but Jeslin was in a reflective mood, inclined to ob-
serve rather than pursue it. The station’s cages were well
supplied, and the traps, in their new location, would fill
them up again before the biologists had completed their
studies of the present occupants. He covered much of
the stretch skimming over the forest at treetop level,
emerged from it finally at a point twelve miles north of
the station.

This was arid bush country, the ground below dotted
with thorny growth. The Pointer flew across it, small
things darting away from its shadow, vanishing with a
flick into the thickets. Presently, Jeslin turned on the
communicator, tapped the station’s call button. Lederet
was nearly a month’s travel away from the nearest civil-
ized world; and small groups working on such remote out-
worlds observed certain precautions as a matter of course.
One of them was having every incoming vehicle identify
itself before it arrived.

The screen lit up and the round-cheeked, freckled face
of a middle-aged woman appeared in it. It was Ald, the
team’s dietician. She smiled pleasantly, said in an even
voice, “Hello, Jeslin,” went on in the same quiet, unem-
phasized tone, “Crash, machmen—"

The screen went blank.

Jeslin instantly reached out, grasped the Pointer’s chase
controls, spun the machine about and sent it racing back
toward the forest. Flicking on the full set of ground- and
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Total co-operation and communication between men
is a wonderful thing. Nothing like it!
But it does, also, have certain slight flaws ...

JAMES H. SCHMITZ

air-search screens, he studied them briefly in turn. His
heart was pounding.

There was nothing in sight at the moment to justify
Ald’s warning. But the word “crash,” used under such
circumstances, had only one meaning. The station had
been taken . . . he was to keep away from it, avoid capture
and do whatever he could to help.

Machmen—Ald had been able to bring in that one ad-
ditional word before they shut her off. Jeslin knew the
term. Human beings surgically modified, equipped with
a variety of devices to permit them to function freely in
environments which otherwise would be instantly deadly
to a man lacking the protection of a spacesuit or ship.
They were instrumented men: machine men—machmen.
Jeslin had not heard of recent experiments of the kind,
but there were fairly numerous records of transitions to
the machman condition, carried out with varying degrees
of success.

His mind shifted back for an instant to a report re-
ceived several days before from the Navy patrol boat
assigned to Lederet for the protection of the survey station
and its personnel. The boat had been contacted by a
small I-Fleet vessel, requesting permission to carry out
limited mining operations on the planet. After checking
with the station, permission had been given. The I-Fleets
were space vagrants, ordinarily harmless; and the mining
party might be able to provide valuable information
about the planet, with which they were evidently quite
familiar.

The mining ship had begun its operations in a dry
lake bed approximately a thousand miles from the station.
Presumably, if machmen had captured the station, they
had come over from the ship. With a heavily armed
patrol boat circling the planet, it seemed an incredibly
bold thing to do. Unless—

At that moment, Jeslin saw the figure in the search .
screen. It was human, appeared naked at first glance.
Stretched out horizontally in the air about a hundred
feet above the ground, arms laid back along its sides
like a diver, it was approaching from the right, evidently
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with the intention of heading off the Pointer before the
machine reached the forest.

And it was moving fast enough to do it . . .

Jeslin stared at the apparition for an instant, more in
amazement than alarm. He saw now that the fellow was
wearing trunks and boots and held some dark object
in his left hand. Possibly the last was a flight device of
some kind. Jeslin could make out nothing else to explain
this headlong rush through the air. What did seem ex-
plained, he thought, was the manner in which the station
had been taken. A handful of half-naked I-Fleet miners
approaching on foot, apparently not even armed, would
have aroused no concern there. The visitors would have
been invited inside.

Jeslin glanced at the forest ahead, checked the search
screens again. In the air far to the left were three tiny
dots, which might be similar figures approaching. If so,
it would take them several minutes to get here, and the
Pointer would be lost in the forest by then. The machman
moving up on the right apparently intended to attack
by himself to prevent the escape—and that, Jeslin thought,
was something he might turn to his advantage.

He drew a pack of plastic contact fetters out of a com-
partment, peeled off an eighteen-inch length, thrust it
into his pocket. He patted another pocket on the right
side of his jacket to make sure the gun he carried for
last-ditch protection against overly aggressive Lederet
wildlife was inside, then switched on the Pointer’s stun-
gun and turned the vehicle in a wide, swift curve toward
the approaching machman.

The figure shot up at a steep slant before the gun could
straighten out on it. In the screens, Jeslin watched it dart
by perhaps two hundred yards overhead, come arcing
down again behind the machine. He swung the Pointer’s
nose back to the forest, not more than a quarter of a mile
ahead now, went rushing toward it, watching the mach-
man close the gap between them, coming level with the
ground a hundred yards away . . . then eighty . . . sixty . ..

The machman brought his left hand sweeping forward,
the dark object held out in it. Jeslin braked hard. The
Pointer, designed to change direction instantly to match
the tactics of elusive game, pivoted end for end within
its own length. As the stungun came around to the left
of the pursuing figure, Jeslin pulled the trigger.

Caught by the outer fringe of the stunfield, the mach-
man swerved sideways. The dark object—not a flight
mechanism, after all, but some weapon—dropped from
his hand. He went rolling limply on through the air,
settling toward the ground.

The Pointer picked him up before he got there.

“My name,” the machman said presently, “is Hulida.
I’'m aware of yours. It’s quite possible, incidentally, that
we’ve met before.”

Jeslin glanced over at him. He’d fastened the fellow
in the seat next to his own, wrists locked behind his
back by a contact fetter, another feiter clamping a cloth
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blindfold over his eyes, seat belt drawn tight. For the
past minute or two, he had been giving indications of
recovering from stunshock, and it was no surprise to
hear him speak. But a casually polite introduction, Jeslin
thought, was hardly what he’d expected to hear.

“If we have,” he said dryly, “I don’t remember the
occasion.”

The blindfolded head of the man who called himself
Hulida turned briefly toward him. He was not large;
beside Jeslin, he seemed almost slight. But the olive-
skinned body was firmly muscled, gave an impression
of disciplined strength.

“It’s only a possibility,” Hulida said. “We happen to
have been graduated from the University of Rangier in
the same year. My degree was in medicine.”

“It seems regrettable that you didn’t continue your
professional career,” Jeslin told him.

“Oh, but I did. 'm one of the results of a machman
experiment, but I also had a considerable part in bringing
that experiment to its remarkably successful conclusion.”

Jeslin grunted, returned his attention to the search
screens. Successful the experiment certainly seemed to
have been. When he went out to free Hulida from the
Pointer’s snaring tentacles, he had expected to find at
least some indications of the profound changes worked
on a human body to enable it to pursue him through the
air. But whatever the changes might be, they weren’t
outwardly visible. A hasty search of the man’s few articles
of clothing had revealed no instrument to explain such
an ability either; but until Hulida acknowledged the fact,
Jeslin hadn’t been certain that Ald’s description of the
nature of the station’s attackers was correct. Earlier work
of that kind had produced shapes in which functional
plastic and metal was obviously united with the necessary
proportion of living flesh. :

He looked at the clock in the instrument panel, checked
the screens once more, swung the Pointer around toward a
chart section due west of his present location, some three
hundred miles away. Not once during the past twenty
minutes while he was pursuing a constantly changing,
randomly erratic course through the forest had one of
the flying men appeared in the search screens. He could
assume that for the present he had lost them. Meanwhile
he had a prisoner who seemed willing to give him at least
part of the information he wanted.

He said, “How many machmen are there on Lederet?”

“At the moment, about forty,” Hulida said promptly.
“The rest of our group—there are a hundred and ninety-
five of us in all—are on a spaceship which is approaching
the planet and will reach it shortly.” :

“That hundred and ninety-five,” Jeslin asked, “is the
total number of those who were transformed into mach-
men in your experiment?”

“Not entirely. There were a number of deaths at first,
before we learned to perfect our methods.”

“What will the spaceship do when it runs into our
patrol boat?”
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Hulida laughed. “It will simply take the crew on board,
Jeslin. What else? Naturally, we captured the boat before
we attempted to capture the station.”

Jeslin already had been almost sure of it. Three times
during his flight through the forest he had attempted to
signal the patrol boat, had received no response.

“How was it done?”

“We took the mining ship up and sent them a disiress
message,” Hulida said. “There had been an accident—
we had injured men on board. Obligingly, they came to
our help at once. When they set up a locktube, we released
gas bombs in both ships. We don’t breathe normally, of
course. It was very simple.”

He added. “But you need feel no concern for either
the crew or your colleagues at the station. None of them
has been harmed. That was not our intention.”

“Glad to hear it,” Jeslin said. “Now what’s the purpose
of this business? Apparently, your experiment resulted in
an important scientific achievement. If it had been con-
ducted openly, I would have heard of it. Why the secrecy ?
And why—" He checked himself. “How many deaths
were there in the first stage of the experiment, while you
were still perfecting your methods?”

The machman hesitated, said, “Fifty-two.”

“I see. You weren’t working strictly with volunteers.”

“Of course not,” Hulida said. “We were—and are still
—a small group. The work was obviously dangerous, and
none of us could be spared as subjects until the element
of danger had been removed. But that was not the reason
we worked secretly, published nothing after results were
assured, and eventually left civilization together. After
all, we need not have recorded those early failures.”

“Then what was the reason?” Jeslin asked.

“Our realization that the machmen we were creating
and presently would become is a higher order of being
than the merely human one. At one stroke, he is rid of
four-fifths of the body’s distresses and infirmities, He
can expect a vastly lengthened life span. He thinks more
clearly, is less subject to emotional disturbances. He is
tremendously more efficient on the physical level . . .
independent of environmental circumstances as no or-
dinary human ever could be. And we are only at the be-
ginning of this, the pioneers . . .

“Jeslin, we did not become machmen in order to be
better able to toil on airless worlds or in space for our
benefit or that of others. We made the choice because it
is the greater manner of living. We are Homo Superior,
the mankind of the future. And the ranks of Homo Su-
perior are not to be opened to any low-grade fool who
can pay to have the transformation carried out on him.
Neither do we intend to subject our plans to the manipu-
lations of government. We are a select group and shall
remain it. That is why we detached ourselves from the
Federation.”

“And that,” Jeslin asked, “adds up to a justification of
piracy ? One would think a couple of hundred of machmen
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geniuses might find it no more difficult to make a living
in space than an ordinary I-Fleet composed of ordinarily
competent human beings.”

Hulida said, “Our purpose goes beyond looting the
survey station, Jeslin. Its equipment and personnel, of
course, are valuable prizes in themselves, and so, o a
lesser extent, are the patrol boat and its crew.”

Jeslin looked over at him. “The personnel—"

“The personnel,” Hulida explained, “and the crew will
be transformed into machmen, naturally. They have
highly trained minds, experience and skills which we
can use o good advantage. Their consent isn’t required.
Not all of those who are machmen now underwent the
transformation willingly, but their objections vanished
as their experiences made its advantages fully apparent
to them, They are as loyal to the group and its goals now
as any of the others. And so will you be.”

Jeslin felt a surge of cold anger: Mind-conditioning, of
course. And it could be done . . .

“But our plan goes much farther than that,” the mach-
man was continuing. “This is a matter which has been
very carefully investigated and prepared, Jeslin. The
immediate consequence of your transformation will be
that you will resume your work here as if nothing had
happened—and, in fact, nothing else will have happened.
You will continue fo return favorable reports on Lederet
to your department in the Hub. Within a year, the de-
cision will be made to open precolonial operations on

 the planet.

“That is what we want. Equipment and supplies will
be moved out here on a scale otherwise unobtainable by
a small group such as ours. And with it will come tech-
nicians and scientists from whom we can select further
recruits to round out our ranks. We will work carefully
and quietly, but when we leave the planet, it will be to go
forever beyond the Federation’s reach with everything
we need to found our own machman colony.”

Jeslin was silent a moment, asked, “Why are you telling
me all this?”

“To make it clear,” the machman said, “that we simply
cannot allow someone who knows about us o remain at
large here. The possibility that you would still be alive
and in a position to interfere with our plans when the Hub
shipments begin to arrive may be slight, but we aren’t
ignoring it. Every other member of the survey team was
accounted for during the morning. If necessary, we could
turn all our resources now for months on end to the single
purpose of hunting you down.”

“You’re inviting me to surrender?”

Hulida said, “I’m appealing to your reason. You have
the opportunity of participating voluntarily in one of
mankind’s greatest adventures. If you reject it, it may
not be possible to avoid killing you.”

“At the moment,” Jeslin said mildly, “it seems that I
have one of the group’s more important members as my
hostage.”
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~ Hulida shook his blindfolded head. “No one of us is
important enough to stand in the way of the group’s goals.
The fact that I’'m your prisoner will be given every con-
sideration, of course. But if it becomes necessary, we will
both die.” :

Jeslin’s gaze shifted to the course chart above the panel.
He studied it a moment.

“I won’t argue,” he remarked, “with your claim that
being transformed into a machman is a better way to live
or the coming way to live. Possibly it’s both. It’s your
methods I object to.”

“They are our methods out of necessity,” Hulida said.

“Perhaps. I’ll think about it. And since you seem to
have presented your case completely now, I'll appreciate
it if you keep quiet for a while.”

The machman smiled, shrugged, remained silent. After
some minutes, Jeslin slowed the Pointer’s advance. There
was a valley ahead, a wide, sandy river bed winding along
it. His route led across the river. At this point, there was
forest again on the other side, but there was no way he
could avoid coming out from under the shelter of the
trees for a distance of at least half a mile.

He had been watching the search screens constantly
and did not think he was being followed. It would have
been almost impossible for even a single machman to
keep the fleeing Pointer in sight in the forest without
coming into view occasionally in the screens. The sky
was a different matter. Jeslin could not check for them
there without showing himself above the forest. For all
he knew, there were machmen directly overhead at the
moment.

But he had to get over the river before the hunt for
him became organized, and this was his best opportunity
to do it. Now he could see sunlit patches of the valley
ahead, between the trunks and undergrowth and he
slowed the Pointer again. Prowl up to the edge of
the open ground, he thought; then if there were no pur-
suers immediately in sight, make a quick dash across.
It would be too bad if he was seen, but once he reached
the forest on the other side of the valley, he should be
able to lose them again . . .

He heard a sound from Hulida, an abrupt, soft intake
of breath, loocked over at him and saw the knotted jaw
muscles, the tight, fixed grin of the machman’s mouth.
Immediately, almost before he could form a conscious
thought of why he should do it, Jeslin was spinning the
Pointer away from the valley, back into the forest, and
slamming on speed.

Behind him, the forest crashed. In the rear search
screen, he saw the thing sweep after him . . . a vertical
torrent, fifteen feet across, composed of earth, brush,
uprooted and shattered trees rushing into the air, sucked
up by a tractor beam. Beyond it, a group of flying figures
darted into the forest, fanned out.

In thick growth, Jeslin turned the Pointer left again,
raced on, hugging the ground, for a hundred yards, swung
sharply to the right. For perhaps a minute, he saw nothing
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in the screens exeept the thickets the machine was slashing
through. Then there was a glimpse of two machmen
weaving around tree trunks above the undergrowth. The
roar of the tractor beam had lessened, now grew stronger
again. The Pointer flashed into another thicket.

“Useless, Jeslin!” Hulida was shouting. “They’ve
found you and you can’t shake them off!”

For a while, it seemed Hulida was right. The fliers
couldn’t match the Pointer’s speed in the forest; they
would be there for instants, coming down through the
crowns, fall behind as Jeslin swerved off, and vanish
again. But they could rise back up through the trees and
overtake him in the open air, and were doing it. He didn’t
know how many they were in all, but half the time he
seemed to be in momentary view of one or the other of
them.

And the tractors followed the fliers. There must be at
least two of the machines moving across the forest after
him, guided by the flying scouts. Suddenly the roar of
the beam would arise, shredding the growth as it rushed
in towards him; sometimes a second one appeared almost
simultaneously from the other side. Once he nearly ran
the Pointer directly into one of the dark, hurtling columns
of forest debris; as he slewed away from it, the vehicle
shuddered as if it were being shaken apart, and Hulida
uitered a short, hoarse cry.

And then everything was quiet again. The Pointer
rushed on—a minute, two minutes, three, four; and no
pursuer appeared in the screens. Jeslin saw a gully ahead,
a narrow, dry water bed, dropped into it, moved along
it a quarter of a mile until it turned into a deep, rocky
ravine almost enclosed by dense undergrowth above.
There he stopped the machine.

The timepiece in the instrument panel told him twelve
minutes had passed since he reached the edge of the
valley. He would have said he had been running from
the tractors for nearly an hour.

He rubbed his sweating palms along his thighs, looked
over at Hulida’s slumped form. There was no particular
satisfaction in knowing that the chase had unnerved the
machman more than it had him.

“Now talk,” he said unsteadily, “if you care to go on
living. What happened ?”’

Hulida straightened slowly but did not answer at once.
Then he said, speaking carefully and obviously struggling
to recover his self-possession, “Several of the survey team
members were given truth drugs and questioned as soon
as we secured the station. They told us of the long-range
transmitter which was to be used to call for help if the
station was disabled or overwhelmed by a hostile force.
When you were warned off and escaped, it was assumed
that that was where you would try to go. The transmitter
has been located and is, of course, being guarded. We
ran into the group which was watching the route you were
most likely to take.”

Jeslin had a sense of heavy, incredulous dismay. He
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hadn’t expected that particular piece of information to
get to the machmen so quickly. It had been the one way
left open now to defeat their plans.

After a moment, he asked, “Where did those tractors
come from?”

“They are part of our ship’s equipment. The machines
were sent ahead to help in your capture.”

Jeslin grunted. “If one of the beams had touched us,”
he said, “there’s a good chance we would have been torn
apart before they made a capture! You're right about
your group not caring who stands in the way when they’re
out to do something.” He saw Hulida’s cheeks go gray
below the blindfold, added, “Just before they jumped us,
you knew it was coming. You machmen have a built-in
communication system of some kind—"

Hulida hesitated, said, “Yes, we do.”

“How does it operate?”

“I could attempt to describe it to you,” Hulida said,
“but the description would have meaning only to another
machman. The use of the system cannot be taught until
it can be experienced.”

At any rate,” Jeslin said, “your friends know we have
stopped running and have settled down somewhere.”

Hulida shook his head.

“I have not told them that.” He managed a brief, shaky
grin. “After all, Jeslin, I prefer to go on living . . . and
there is no reason why either of us should die. You can do
nothing more, and you’ve had a demonstration of what
your life as a fugitive would be like. The group won’t
give up the hunt until they have you. You can calculate
your final odds for yourself. But surrender to me—now—
and all will still be well.”

There had been a growing urgency in his voice. Jeslin
watched him, not answering. The machman’s mouth
worked. Fear, Jeslin thought. More fear than Hulida
should be feeling at the moment. His own skin began to
crawl. Here at the bottom of the ravine, the search screens
showed him nothing.

He reached out quietly, switched on the Pointer’s
stungun.

“Jeslin . . .”

Jeslin remained silent.

“Jeslin, there is no time to lose!” Hulida’s voice was
harsh with desperation. “I did not tell you the truth just
now. I can conceal nothing from the group. There are
multiple direct connections between the brains, the
nervous systems, of all of us. Our communication is not
wholly a mechanical process—we function almost as units
of a group mind. They know you are hiding in the area
and have been searching for you. At any instant—"

Jeslin turned the Pointer’s nose upward, triggered the
gun. The stunfield smashed up out of the ravine, the
machine following it. Man-shapes swirled about limply
among the trees like drifting leaves, and something came
thundering along the floor of the gully toward the place
where the Pointer had been hiding.

Then the nightmare chase began again . . .
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An endless period later, Jeslin realized he was clear
of the pursuit for a second time. He kept the Pointer
hurtling forward on a straight line, staying below the
trees where he could, but flicking through open streiches
and over stream beds without pausing. Once the screen
showed him two figures wheeling high against the sky;
he thought they were machmen but was under cover again
before he could be sure.

Then something smashed against the Pointer’s engine
section in the rear. Jeslin swung the machine about, saw
a figure gliding away behind a massive tree trunk, sent
it spinning with the stungun, turned again and rushed on.
A minute later, there was a distant crashing in the forest;
then silence.

The Pointer began to vibrate heavily, and presently the
speed indicator dropped. Jeslin looked at the location
chart, chewing his lip. His arm muscles ached; he was
trembling with tension and fatigue. He found himself
trying to urge the machine onward mentally, made a
snorting sound of self-derision.

Then there was warm, golden sunlight ahead among
the trees. Jeslin brought a folded black hood out from
under the instrument panel, laid it beside him. He reached
over and unfastened Hulida’s seat belt. The machman
sagged sideways on the seat. His mouth moved as if he
were speaking, but he seemed dazed.

Jeslin brought the Pointer to the ground, turned off
the laboring engine. He picked up the black hood, dropped
it over his head, its lower folds resting on his shoulders.
From within, it seemed transparent, showing a glassy
glitter around the edges of objects.

He took his gun from his pocket, hauled open the side
door and stepped out. Ahead something slid quickly
through a sunlit opening in the tree tops. Jeslin sent two
bolts ripping through the foliage behind it, reached back
into the Pointer and hauled Hulida out by the arm. He
swung the staggering machman around, started at a half-
run toward the area of open ground fifty yards away,
thrusting Hulida ahead of him.

“Jeslin—"" It was a hoarse gasp.

“Keep moving! They’ll have a tractor on our machine
in a moment.” He felt the figure lighten suddenly, warned,
“Don’t try to leave me! I’ll blow your head off before
you’re ten feet away.”

“You're insane! You can’t escape now!”

Tractor beams roared suddenly among the trees behind
them, and Hulida screamed. They stumbled through a
thicket, out into the sunlight of a wide glade. Machman
figures darted above the tree tops of the far side, two
hundred yards away. Jeslin ripped the blindfold from
Hulida’s face, seized his arm again, ran forward with
him into the glade.

From the center of the open area came a single deep
bell note, a curiously attention-binding sound. Jeslin
stopped, hurled Hulida forward, away from him. The
machman rolled over, came swaying almost weightlessly
to his feet.
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The bell note sounded again. Hulida’s head turned
toward it. He went motionless.

Here it comes, Jeslin thought . . .

And it came. Under the shielding hood, he was ex-~
periencing it, as he had many times before, as a pulsing,
dizzying, visual blur. Outside, wave after wave of radia-
tion was rushing out from the animal trap concealed in
the center of the clearing, a pounding, numbing pattern of
confusion to any mind within its range, increasing mo-
ment by moment in infensity.

After ten seconds, it stopped.

Hulida slumped sideways, settled slowly to the ground.

A man-shape streaked down out of the sky, turning
over and over, crashed into the tree tops beyond the glade.

Something else passed through the thickets behind
Jeslin, sucking noisily at the earth, and moved off into
the distance, dirt and other debris cascading back down
into the trees behind it. A similar din was receding
through the forest to the south. The tractors were con-
tinuing on their course, uncontrolled.

Overhead, Jeslin saw other machman fliers drifting
gradually down through the air.

He moved forward, picked up Hulida and drew back
with him out of the trap’s range. It would reset itself
automatically now for any moving thing of sufficient size
to trigger its mechanisms.

He wasn’t sure he would find anything left of the
Pointer, but the beams hadn’t come within fifty feet of it.
As he came up, he heard the communicator signal inside.
He put Hulida down hastily, climbed in and switched
on the instrument.

The face of Govant, the team’s geophysicist, appeared
in the screen.

“Jeslin, what the devil’s happened?” he demanded.
“The machmen who took over the station all collapsed at
the same instant just now! Ald says she’s sure you caused
it in some manner. They’re alive but unconscious.”

“I know,” Jeslin said. “I suggest you disarm them and
dump them into one of the cages.”

“That’s being done, of course!” Govant said irritably.
“We're not exactly stupid. But—"

“You’re yelling for help from any navy units around?”*

“Naturally.” Govant looked aside, away from the
screen, added, “Apparently, we’ve just had a response!
But it may be weeks before help arrives, and the machmen
said they had a spaceship which—"

“Their ship won’t be a problem,” Jeslin said. “Get a
few airtrucks over here, will you? I'll give you my loca-
tion. In a rather short time, I’'m going to have a great
many machmen around to transport back to the station’s
cages.”

Govant stared at him. “What did you do to them?”

“Well,” Jeslin said, “for all practical purposes, I’ve
blown out their cortical fuses. I walked one of them into a
hypnoshock trap here, and it hit the others through him.
I'll give you the details when I get back. At present,
they’re simply paralyzed. In a few hours, they’ll be able
to move again; but for days after that, they won’t make
any move that somebody hasn’t specifically told them
to make. By that time, we should have the last of them
locked up.”

He stepped out of the Pointer after Govant had switched
off and went back to Hulida, mentally shaping the com-
pulsive suggestions which presently would shut off the
wandering tractors, round up the tranced fliers, and bring
the captured patrol boat and the machman spaceship
gliding obediently down to the planet. ®

in times to come

Next month we start Mack Reynolds’ new serial—“Sweet Dreams, Sweet Princes.”
W hich, for oll its title, is anything but a sweet and placid story; its another of the Frigid
Fracas series, and a tale of crosses. Not double crosses, or even quadruple crosses—but
at least an octuple cross, and I'm not quite sure whether that isn’t multiplied by some
higher exponent.

Which, as you'll gradually begin to realize as you read this yarn, is the precisely neces-
sary and inescapable necessity of a civilization that insistently maintains its belief in a
politico-cultural theory that cannot work, necessarily must have an actual mechanism
that does work, and will not acknowledge to its members that its fundamental structure
is a lying delusion.

I?’s really quite simple, you see: In a delusion, only lies and fantasy are
True! ® THE EDITOR
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It stood, a starkly unglamorous bastion against the is-
land in the waters of Lethe, hemmed by a high protec-
tive rampart. It was, Simon Piedmont observed with
routine and silent candor, in desperate need of a paint
job. He grinned, the wrinkles in his weathered face creas-
ing back into the thinning sideburns; for his mind’s ear
resounded already with the indignant wailing and gnash-
ing of budgetary molars that accompanied every minor
expenditure, while inevitably missing the major ones. It
would be simpler to replace the building itself than to
dignify the old one with color.

“Shall I write out a chit for it?” Piedmont inquired
of his four-footed companion. The great dog barked and
tongued his hand moistly. He massaged the gray furry
ears. “Requisition: One brand new Government House,
with paint,” he murmured. Skeet wagged his massive tail
agreeably. “Or would you prefer to take care of it your-
self, old friend? You have as much authority as I .. .”

Shenl Geniuses we can use—

the steady, reliable, noncreative worker we can use,
But somewhere in between there seems to be
something else and deadly...

Piers Anthony and H. James Hotaling

ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN SCHOENHERR




Piedmont turned to glance upward at the curtained
shape of his wife, peering down anxiously behind a fifth
floor parapet. He waved, smiling as her head drew back
in alarm at the infringement of regulations. This was a
ritual of twenty years duration, but it still gave him a
modified thrill to assert his independence of trivia.

He set out across the court toward the front gate.
Skeet marched ahead, big wide paws touching the con-
crete silently, cold gray eyes and evil fangs belying his
benevolent disposition. He was on duty and his job was
not to promenade before the Ladies” Aid Society.

The guard came to attention briskly, resplendent in a
green and gold uniform that shamed Piedmont’s faded
blues. The morning sun glinted from the glossy quin-
tessence that was the man’s helmet, and the rifle clattered
sharply with the accents of a practiced “Present Arms”
movement.

“Good morning, Dr. Piedmont,” the guard said stiffy.

“Good morning, corporal,” Piedmont replied, “Whit-
ing, isn’t it? You certainly look pretty today.”

The corporal grinned, suddenly blond and boyish.
“Fred Whiting, sir. I had to shape up for the old man...
er, I mean, General Hostedder is pulling a surprise in-
spection today, so it’s full dress.”

Piedmont smiled. “Surprise, eh? Well, Fred, I won’
embarrass your post with my presence for long. We old-
timers aren’t up to that sort of thing, as you can see.”

Whiting flushed. “Oh, no, sir. You’re one of the demons
. .. I mean, you have to face Sheol. Everyone knows that
a man like you has no time to fool around with uniforms.
You have to be tough.”

Piedmont kept a straight face, though flaitered by the
boy’s obvious admiration. “You’re interested in Sheol?”

“Yes, sir! It’s a real man’s job.”

Now Piedmont could smile. “In that case, Fred, per-
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haps I can offer you a hint for that inspection. Tighten
your rifle. I know you keep the woodwork loose delib-
erately, but on the island that rattle could give away your
position and cost you your life. The general knows that.”

Whiting reddened again. “Thank you, sir, I will.”

“Now if you’ll just crank open that gate, I’ll be on my
way.”

Whiting blocked his path. “Sorry, sir—I haven’t
checked your equipment yet.”

Piedmont restrained a fit of impatience. “My equip-
ment is in order, corporal. However—"

“Regulations, sir,” Whiting said apologetically, taking
the miniature walkie-talkie and activating it. There was a
crackle and pop; “. .. Loud and clear,” it said.

Piedmont withdrew the small black needler from his
concealed holster and passed it over next.

Whiting broke it open, frowning. “I’ll replace this one,
sir,” he murmured.

Piedmont realized with a shock that the point of one
of the needles was broken. It would have been unservice-
able in action. He was getting careless and the young man
had caught him at it.

Whiting returned the equipment and squatted down
before Skeet, who had been waiting patiently all this
time. The dog growled menacingly. -

“At ease, soldier,” Piedmont cautioned sharply, and
Skeet quieted while the corporal checked out the emer-
gency beacon embedded in his collar.

Qutside at last, Piedmont felt that momentary tighten-
ing of throat and stomach that twenty years’ experience
had not relieved. Skeet’s company was suddenly more
meaningful; the animal was deadly here in the open. In
spite of his careless manner and shaggy uniform, Pied-
mont knew that his job was dangerous; that first step into
Sheol proper brought an inevitable chill.

He adjusted his pack and set off toward the colorful
suburban ribbon a quarter mile distant. The houses were
attractive to the eye and innocent to behold, compared
to the scorched earth and bleak walls surrounding Gov-
ernment House. Beautiful as a coral snake was the scenery
of Sheol—and almost as harmless, when you left it alone.
Every house was a band of exuberant pigment, every
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town a specirum of delight, a paradise of creativity; yet
Sheol represented a subtle malignancy that the world pre-
ferred to isolate.

Piedmont consulted his map—a detailed representation
updated weekly through aerial reconnaissance—and ap-
proached the address nearest to the Government area. He
had a letter for Mr. Valor and another for his wife, both
of whom he knew well.

The address was a vacant lot. Piedmont sighed: so it
was going to be that sort of a day. Prefabricated housing
was a marvelous convenience but it made it too easy for
families to move without notice. They were gone without
trace, apparently having timed their move to come just
after the last flight. It would be pointless to ask the
neighbors, who might or might not co-operate, and more
important, it would be begging for trouble.

“Skeet!” he called, and the dog came quickly to heel.
Piedmont took out his notebook and flipped the blank
metallic pages rapidly. Coming across the one labeled
“Valor,” he held it to Skeet’s sensitive nose. “Find,” he
said.

Skeet sniffed then circled the plot once. He took off
down the street. Piedmont followed briskly, letting the
dog choose the way. He could relax; Skeet would not
lead him into danger. He closed the odorimeter and ab-
sent-mindedly tucked it back in its pocket. A simple tool
—but effective.

Skeet led him to a relatively sedate house just a few
blocks distant. There was a neat plaque over the door
with the name “Smith” imprinted tastefully in purple.
He looked inquiringly at the dog. Smith?

Skeet barked once and stood his ground. This was the
house. Piedmont shrugged and withdrew a small swab
from another pocket. He brushed over the names and
addresses on the two letters and watched as they faded
from view. Then, carefully, he printed the new names
and address.

He inserted the reworked envelopes into a dummy
bundle and took them up to the door. Skeet made no ob-
jections so he went ahead and knocked. He wanted to be
certain that he had the right person before notifying
HQ of the change.

The door opened immediately. “Hello, Mr. Piedmoss.”
It was old Mr. Valor, just as Skeet had indicated. “Have
you got anything for us today?”

“Good morning, Mr. Smith.” Piedmont fanned his
bundle of letters, coming up with the original two. “Yes,
there do seem to be a couple. One for you and one for
the missus. From your son, Mr. Smith, if I make out the
handwriting correctly.”

Valor nodded and grabbed the letters quickly as though
he were afraid Piedmont were about to take them away
again. “Ronnie’s a good boy, Mr. Piedmoss. A good boy.
Even though he’s always getting into trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“You know. That government tax business. Why on
earth would he want to take up with that sort of thing?”
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Piedmont smiled. “He must be very good at figures,”
he suggested kindly. He refrained from pointing out that
young Valor was nearly fifty years old and a District
Tax Director. He worked on the mainland far from
Sheol, and the notion that he was a wayward child was
patently ludicrous. But this was not Piedmont’s busi-
ness; the letters would handle it.

The next few stops were uneventful. Toward mid-
morning he followed Skeet through a gentle wood, where
flowers lifted their fragrance in a blissful offering and
sunlight dropped between the trees and over the leaves
in speckled sections. Skeet sniffed around the trunks
busily; but he was not given to fits of canine concu-
piscence and Piedmont let him run free. He paused to
skuff his toe in the spongy brown dirt. There was no
area like this within the Government stockade. For a
moment he wondered whether something hadn’t been
lost when Government set up its defenses and retreated
Inside . . .

The dog stopped short before a little candy house in
the wood. It was an intricate replica of the Witch’s Cot-
tage, taken from the folklore of “Babes in the Wood.”
This was new—but at least the address was the same. The
resident, a single woman, must have had considerable
help to create such a mock-up. An alarming intelligence
was evident in its design and craftsmanship. The cottage
was beautiful—and it was perhaps a more fitting symbol
of the nature of Sheol than his previous coral snake
analogy.

He examined the quota for this address: a perfumed
letter and a children’s cookbook. He shuddered but he
had no authority to withhold delivery. He was about to
slip them quietly into the mail slot and depart but she
was too quick for him. The door sprang open the moment
he touched it, releasing a warm whiff of gingerbread
from the interior.

“Qh, gooood morning, Sir Piedmont,” the slender
woman crooned. She was dressed in black from her tall
conical hat to her floor-length skirt, and her laced bodice
was disconcertingly full. Not all witches, it appeared,
were hags. “Won’t you come in for, uh, tea, Sir Pied-
mont?” she invited. :

He cast about for a suitable excuse. But Skeet saved
him the trouble with an ominous growl. “My dog isn’t
housebroken,” he said hurriedly. “I'm afraid I really
can’t—"

The witch eyed Skeet, who curled a lip ever so slightly
and returned her gaze steadily. “My, what an interesting
familiar, Sir Piedmont,” she exclaimed, not entirely
without malice. She had, of course, seen the dog many
times before, though not, perhaps, from her present
vantage. “May I touch him?” she inquired and bent
forward awesomely to run her tapering inch-long finger-
nails over his neck and back before Piedmont could voice
approval.

Skeet permitted this intimacy, but did not budge from
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his station at Piedmont’s side. There was danger but
apparently it was further inside the house. “You are
certainly a magnificant kettleful, Sir Skeet,” she said,
straightening up at last, much to Piedmont’s relief. He
was glad his wife wasn’t a mind reader, for there was far
more magnificence in view than the dog. He made his
apologies quickly and beat a retreat before the situation
deteriorated.

Skeet seemed quiet after the crack about the state of
his housebreaking and led the way to the next house.
This was on the edge of the wild strip, and belonged to
a gentleman who had decided late in life to be both
botanist and biologist. His yard, if one could call it that,
was a miniature jungle of animate, vegetative and dubi-
ous composition. Skeet advanced carefully, clearly in-
specting every inch of the terrain. Halfway to the cabin
he froze, the hair on his back stiff.

Piedmont stood silently for several minutes while the
dog pointed. Suddenly Skeet lunged, plunging his narrow
head deep into a yellow bush. He came up with a black
horror in his mouth that wiggled and squealed virulently.
It appeared to be some sort of thick worm, or snake,
though the proportions were wrong for either.

There was a wail from the cabin. “Don’t let that brute
hurt her, Mr. Piedmont! She’s only a baby!”

Skeet bristled, but did not close his jaws. He was
trained to handle creatures of all types without damage
to them or himself—or his master. “It isn’t dangerous,
is it?” Piedmont inquired, knowing that to this man
even a rabid cobra wouldn’t be considered “dangerous.”
But it was necessary to keep up appearances.

“No, no, Baby is harmless. Innocent. Please make that
wolf let go, Mr. Piedmont.”

He gave Skeet a brief command, and the dog reluc-
tantly dipped his head and flipped the creature to the
turf, snapping his head back quickly. The thing bounced
up immediately, hissing with rage, but its tiny jaws
missed the mark. Skeet growled, keeping his distance.

Mr. Templar bent and scooped the black body in his
hands, caressing it with a finger. “Now, now,” he whis-
pered, “the nasty beast didn’t hurt you, darling. Don’t
act so naughty.” The bright beady eyes continued to
glare balefully at Skeet, and bubbles of reddish moisture
formed on the creature’s teeth. A forked tongue flashed.
Piedmont wondered just how “naughty” it was capable
of being. He would have to tell Dr. Manner about
Templar’s latest creation; Skeet wasn’t usually far wrong
when it came to evaluating enemies.

He gave Templar his package and retreated.

Two hours later, Piedmont returned to the little wood
for lunch. Skeet seemed uneasy, but did not protest.
Something was bothering the great dog; there was an
aura about this particular area this day that boded no
good for a Government man. It was, however, too subtle
to pinpoint.

They climbed a high grassy rise and settled down for
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lunch. Piedmont opened his pack and hauled out their
respective lunches, tossing Skeet’s to him. Man and dog
sat in the grass and fern at the top of the hill and chewed
and absorbed the peace and silence of nature. From
this height half the community was visible—the clustered
trees at the base of the hill, the open fields and cultivated
yards beyond, the white cross above the church in the
distance superimposed on the placid ocean washing over
the horizon. Nearby, to one side, was the dessicated disk
that surrounded the gray stone fortress of Government
House.

He pondered that. He was at the same height as the
flag flying from the pinnacle of Government. His gaze
upon the innumerable hues and designs of the dwellings
of Sheol. It was beautiful, a picture postcard scene yet
it represented an utterly alien way of life. He could
hardly blame the inhabitants for distrusting Government
personnel.

Piedmont gathered the papers and containers left from
the meal and wadded them into a compartment of his
pack. As he bent over it, something struck his shoulder,
and Skeet growled. He reached to brush it off; then the
pain hit him. ]

Through a red fog of agony he saw an arrow buried
an inch deep in his right shoulder. He took hold of it
with his left hand, but the pain magnified unbelievably,
and his hand fell away helplessly. He lay down, letting
the deltoid relax somewhat. Suddenly Skeet was there,
the arrow in his teeth, and it was out.

He dressed the wound as well as he could with his
first-aid kit, thankful that no artery had been hit, and
injected himself with Novocain and an antitoxin. In
a few minutes the pain subsided and he became aware of
the world around him. Skeet was standing guard alertly;
but whoever had shot the arrow must have fled.

Regulation required that he report the situation at once
and wait for help before going farther. Another man
would finish his beat.

Regulation be dammed! He had had a perfect record
for twenty years, and he wasn’t going to let it be spoiled
now. There would be no notation that he’d run into a
situation he couldn’t handle, or that his sector was out of
control. He’d handle the matter himself, and make a full
report later—perhaps. "

“0.K., Skeet,” he said. “Go find him.” The dog
bounded off, sniffing the fresh trail. Piedmont kept his
right arm carefully limp and held the needler in his
right hand, leaving the pack at the top of the hill. This
was risky business, he knew. Maybe, he thought hazily,
the drugs had distorted his judgment. Possibly there
had been a coating on the arrow . . .

In moments they were at the edge of the wooded area
that Skeet had been so leery of today. It must have been
the attacker’s lair. The dog led the way to a thickly vined
gulch; young trees and brambles were tangled in an
impenetrable wall. It would not be possible, in his pres-
ent condition, to bring the fugitive out physically and
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a direct challenge might bring forth only another arrow
—more accuratey aimed.

Piedmont didn’t like to do this, still he had no real
choice. “He’s yours, Skeet. Go! Go get him!” The animal
leaped as if struck, his tawny body a blur. The under-
growth wavered and subsided, no sight or sound betray-
ing Skeet’s progress. Well-trained dog, Piedmont thought
with pardonable pride. And, rumor to the contrary, com-
pletely housebroken.

A minute passed; two. He had time to hope that it was
a man in there, rather than a woman, though chivalrous
sentiments were misplaced on Sheol. A sudden savage
howl rent the air, making him jump in spite of him-
self; Skeet’s scare-voice was effective. There was a crash-
ing in the brush, followed by bitter barking, now one
side, now the other, as canine herded human.

The bushes ahead parted and a man thrashed into
sight. “Stop!” Piedmont cried, knowing that it would
do no good but feeling the need to give the man a chance.
The fugitive saw him and broke for open ground to one
side. Reluctantly, Piedmont steadied his left hand and
fired.

The needle missed, confirming his fears. He was a dead
shot with his right but— Skeet burst out of the under-
growth, circling to block the man’s escape, teeth bared
cruelly. The man halted, watching the dog. He was begin-
ning to lose his fear, now that he could see his opponent.
He snapped an arrow from a shoulder harness and fitted
it to his bow.

Piedmont shifted his weapon to the right hand and
braced his elbow firmly. A little of the pain was coming
through now, and his head was spinning; but he couldn’t
let Skeet get hurt. He fired, and saw the fugitive fall.
That second needle, he remembered, would have been
the defective one—if young Corporal Whiting hadn’t
been alert. :

He went to the unconscious figure, removed the needle
and pulled him, awkwardly, over onto his back. It was
not a man but a boy, twelve or thirteen years old. He took
out the odorimeter and opened to a special page, pressing
the boy’s limp hand against it for future identification.
Later, they would process the fingerprints from the same
plate but the smell was most important at the moment,
for Skeet’s benefit.

He rubbed the dog’s shaggy head, accepting a couple
of good licks in return, while waiting for the boy to
recover consciousness. The needle’s effect was brief, in-
tended only to allow a few minutes to gain control over
an unruly customer, and wearing off harmlessly. Pied-
mont was glad to get the rest, before beginning inter-
rogation.

The boy turned out to be Larry Jones, from an adjoin-
ing sector. That explained why Piedmont hadn’t recog-
nized him and restored his confidence in his memory for
faces. The boy hated all Government men and his parents
burned their mail without reading it. “Them letters ain’t
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written by real folks noways,” Larry said disgustedly.
“I seen one, once, and it was all full of headshrinker’s
talk. Suttle like, so’s the poor dopes didn’t know what
was being done to ’em. Makin’ ’em want to leave the
island and go to work for the Guvmint. Just brainwash-
ing.”

Piedmont watched the boy closely. “Do you really be-
lieve that, son?”

Larry curled his lip scornfully. “Think I'm stupid or
somethin’? I read that there letter myself.” He looked
around, seeking a route of escape, but Skeet growled
warningly. “And you, you Guvmint flatfoot—you give
’em them letters. On purpose.”

Piedmont nodded thoughtfully. The lad was uncom-
fortably close to the truth. He would have to be taken
to Government House for indoctrination. But not right
away; not until he was ready. “So you designed a special
house for one of my recipients. Her part of the bargain
was to set a little trap for me . . .” he said slowly.

Larry’s head snapped around. “How’d you know?”

“Educated guess. There was genius in that cottage
design, but that woman was never one to make a play
for a Government man. There had to be someone with
intelligence behind it—yet without sufficient experience
to work out a competent plan.”

“That’s what eddication does for you, huh?”

“That’s what it does,” Piedmont said, throwing out
the bait. Larry didn’t like being outsmarted and once he
realized that there were tricks of learning he couldn’t get
outside of Government House, he’d be ready to listen to
reason. It would take time; but he was hooked already.

“It’s not so bad in Government House,” he continued.
“You feel that those people are out to get you, Larry?
They’re not. They’re only trying to stay away from you
because they’re afraid of you. They don’t understand
your type of mind. They believe that everyone on Sheol
is unbalanced.” Even while enjoying the island’s prod-
ucts, Piedmont added silently; a best seller, a beautiful
if disturbing play, not to mention the soaring structures
in which a good share of the world’s population worked,
lived and played.

The boy’s brow furrowed. “They think we’re nutty ?”
Piedmont watched him steadily, keeping his hand un-
obtrusively on the needler. Larry’s eyes met his, and
slowly, a corner at a time, Piedmont cracked a smile.
The boy responded uncertainly and Piedmont’s broad-
ened. Suddenly they were both laughing uproariously.

“They think we’re—" Larry choked and burst into
mirth again. “Can you beat that!” Skeet cocked an ear,
perplexed.

Not perplexed. The dim throb of a police lift was
audible, approaching. Skeet had heard it first.

“Better get out of here in a hurry, Larry,” Piedmont
said. “That’s the G’s.”

“You mean you ain’t turnin’ me in?”

“To the nuts?” Piedmont said scornfully. “You crazy
or something?” They laughed again and Larry got un-
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steadily to his feet. “Pay me a visit sometime,” Piedmont
called after him. “On the hill, for lunch. And leave your
arrows behind!”

The boy waved and was gone.

In moments the boat landed, blowing dirt and dry
leaves from beneath. The vents cut off and a uniformed
trooper stepped out.

“Well, if it isn’t Corporal Whiting,” Piedmont called
cheerily. “What brought you way out here?”

Whiting eyed him with concern. “Your beacon stayed
in one place so long I was afraid—"

“Corporal, you know I would have called in if there’d
been any trouble.” Skeet wagged agreement.

“Sure,” Whiting said soberly. “But perhaps I’d better
bandage that arm before you lose any more blood . . .
sir.”

Piedmont glanced at the rich red wound and relented.
“Just as well you came,” he said. “There did happen
to be a little . . . accident. But Skeet had everything under
control.”

Whiting got busy with surprising competence, remov-
ing the ineffective pad and rebandaging the shoulder.
“Dr. Piedmont,” he began without interrupting his medi-
cations, “how long does it take to . . . I mean the train-
ing?”

“To be Outside Man at the Lotus Works?” Piedmont
finished. “Let me see now. It’s been a little while and it
doesn’t get any easier. But as I remember, there’s two
years of pre-med—I'd say you've already had most of
that—a year of clinic work, four years of psychology,
sociology, biology and physiology. There’s a smattering
of legal training and a dash of history, one or two
courses in anthropolgy and . . . oh, I almost forgot. Three
months of survival training.” He turned to study the
younger face seriously. “All in all, it takes about eight
years of good, hard work. Think you’re up to it?”

I think so, sir. I’'m due for discharge in eight months
and I’'m not planning to re-enlist. I don’t hanker for the
mainland, either. There’s no challenge, no . . . well, I just
think Sheol is the place for me. To work, I mean. As
you do, sir.”

Piedmont’s face became a series of deep lines, reflect-
ing the time and heart he had invested in his job. “There
is certainly challenge. You’d be surprised at some of the
little problems I encounter in a normal day’s work . . .”

“No doubt,” Whiting murmured, putting the finish-
ing touches on the bandage.

Piedmont smiled tiredly. Now that he could afford to
ease up, he knew that he was close to unsconsciousness.
“You’ve got to realize that accidents will happen. I mean
accidents of classification, which lead inevitably to the
more physical kind. It all goes back to the problem of
society. We’ve worked everything out so that it fits neatly,
except for a few loose ends. Sometimes an unscheduled
string comes untied, and then there is a repercussion.”

SHEOL

Whiting helped him to his feet. “You’ll get a nice long
rest, sir. We'll have a replacement pick up your pack—"

Piedmont took his seat in the lift, still smiling. “You
don’t understand what I'm saying now, but you will if
you take the training. You see, there are two major qual-
ities of civilization. There’s what civilians call intelli-
gence, and the military thinks of as savvy, while the
psychologists refer to it as learning ability. It all adds
up to the same thing—plain old common sense. Some
people have it in greater abundance than others. The
other quality is initiative—leadership to the army; cre-
ativity to the psych men. To me it’s nonconformity:
simple cussedness. Two qualities—and if you have both,
youre a Government man. If you have neither, you
choose a military career. If you have brains but no
imagination, there are a number of specialized slots avail-
able.

“But suppose you happen to have an irrepressibly
creative mind without the intellect to control it? For
you there is no slot. You have the urge to break loose,
but lack the knowhow to get away with it. Society can do
nothing for you or with you—but you are not insane.
You simply don’t fit.” :

Whiting brought the lift down in the Government
courtyard and cut the jets. “I never thought of it that
way.”

“Most people don’t—particularly the ones in that very
situation. There are many of them and it would be im-
possible and unfair to institutionalize them all. So soci-
ety gathers up these loose ends and puts them on an
island by themselves, where they can be forgotten. Gov-
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