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Chapter One

Hi s conmbat drop shuttle crouched still and silent in the repairs docking bay—nal evolent, to
Mles’'s jaundiced eye. Its

nmetal and fibreplas surface was scarred, pitted and burned. It had seemed such a proud, gl eamn ng
efficient vessel when it was

new. Perhaps it had undergone psychotic personality change fromits traumas. It had been new such
a short few nonths ago

Ml es rubbed his face wearily, and blew out his breath. If there was any incipient psychosis
floating around here, it wasn't

contained in the machinery. In the eye of the behol der indeed. He took his booted foot off the
bench he’d been draped over

and strai ghtened up, at least to the degree his crooked spine pernitted. Comander Quinn, alert to
his every nove, fell in

behi nd hi m

"There," Mles |inmped down the length of the fusel age and pointed to the shuttle’' s portside |ock
"is the design defect |I'm

chi efly concerned about."

He notioned the sal es engi neer fromKaynmer Orbital Shipyards closer. "The ranp fromthis |ock
extends and retracts

automatically, with a manual override—fine so far. But its recessed slot is inside the hatch
which neans that if for any reason

the ranp gets hung up, the door can’t be seal ed. The consequences of which |I trust you can
imgine." Mles didn't have to

i magi ne them they had burned in his nmenory for the last three nonths. Instant replay wthout an
of f switch.

"Did you find this out the hard way at Dagoola IV, Admral Naismth?" the engineer inquired in a
tone of genuine interest.

"Yeah. W& lost . . . personnel. | was damm near one of them"

"I see," said the engineer respectfully. But his brows quirked.

How dare you be armused. . . . Fortunately for his health, the engineer did not smle. Athin man

of slightly above average

file:/l/F|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%?2...%20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (1 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:25 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

hei ght, he reached up the side of the shuttle to run his hands along the slot in question, pul
hi msel f up chin-up fashion, peer

about and nutter notes into his recorder. Mles resisted an urge to junp up and down like a frog
and try to see what he was

looking at. Undignified. Wth his own eye-level even with the engineer’s chest, MIles would need
about a one-neter stepl adder

even to reach the ranp slot on tiptoe. And he was too dam tired for calisthenics just now, nor
was he about to ask Elli Quinn

to give hima boost. He jerked his chin up in the old involuntary nervous tic, and waited in a
posture of parade rest appropriate

to his uniform his hands cl asped behi nd his back

The engi neer dropped back to the docking bay deck with a thunp. "Yes, Admiral, | think Kayner can
take care of this for

you all right. How many of these drop shuttles did you say you had?"

"Twel ve," Fourteen minus two equalled twelve. Except in Dendarii Free Mercenary Fleet mathemati cs,
where fourteen

m nus two shuttles equalled two hundred and seven dead. Stop that, Mles told the cal cul ating
jeerer in the back of his head

firmy. It does no one any good now.

"Twel ve." The engi neer nade a note. "\Wat el se?" He eyed the battered shuttle.

"My own engineering departnent will be handling the minor repairs, nowthat it |ooks like well
actually be holding still in

one place for a while. | wanted to see to this ranp probl em personally, but ny second in comand,
Conmmodor e Jesek, is chief

engi neer for ny fleet, and he wants to talk to your Junp tech people about re-calibrating some of
our Necklin rods. | have a

Junp pilot with a head wound, but Junpset inplant m cro-neurosurgery is not one of Kayner’'s
specialties, | understand. Nor

weapons systens?”

"No, indeed," the engineer agreed hastily. He touched a burn on the shuttle's scarred surface,
per haps fascinated by the

violence it silently witnessed, for he added, "Kayner Orbital mainly services nerchant vessels. A
nmercenary fleet is sonething

a bit unusual in this part of the wornhole nexus. Wiy did you cone to us?"
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"You were the | owest bidder."

"Ch—ot Kayner Corporation. Earth. | was wondering why you cane to Earth? We're rather off the
mai n trade routes,

except for the tourists and historians. Er . . . peaceful."

He wonders if we have a contract here, Mles realized. Here, on a planet of nine billion souls,
whose conbined nilitary

forces woul d make pocket change of the Dendarii’s five thousand—ight. He thinks |I'mout to nake
troubl e on ol d nother

Earth? O that |1’'d break security and tell himeven if | was. . . . "Peaceful, precisely," Mles
said smoothly. "The Dendarii are in

need of rest and refitting. A peaceful planet off the main nexus channels is just what the doctor
ordered." He cringed inwardly,

t hi nking of the doctor’s bill pending.

It hadn’t been Dagool a. The rescue operation had been a tactical triunph, a nilitary mracle
alnost. Hi's own staff had

assured himof this over and over, so perhaps he could begin to believe it true.

The break-out on Dagoola IV had been the third | argest prisoner-of-war escape in history,
Commodor e Tung sai d.

Mlitary history being Tung s obsessive hobby, he ought to know. The Dendarii had snatched over
ten thousand captured

soldiers, an entire POWNcanp, fromunder the nose of the Cetagandan Enpire, and made theminto the
nucl eus of a new

guerrilla arny on a planet the Cetagandans had fornmerly counted on as an easy conquest. The costs
had been so snall,

conpared to the spectacul ar results—except for the individuals who'd paid for the triunph with
their lives, for whomthe price

was sonething infinite, divided by zero.

It had been Dagoola’s aftermath that had cost the Dendarii too nuch, the infuriated Cetagandans
vengeful pursuit. They

had followed with ships till the Dendarii had slipped through political jurisdictions that
Cet agandan military vessels could not

traverse; hunted on with secret assassination and sabotage teans thereafter. Mles trusted they
had outrun the assassination

teans at | ast.
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"Did you take all this fire at Dagoola |IV?" the engineer went on, still intrigued by the shuttle

"Dagool a was a covert operation," Mles said stiffly. "W don’t discuss it."

"I't nade a big splash in the news a few nonths back," the Earthman assured him

My head hurts. . . . Mles pressed his palmto his forehead, crossed his arns and rested his chin
in his hand, twitching a

smle at the engineer. "Whnderful," he nmuttered. Conmmander Qui nn wi nced.

"Is it true the Cetagandans have put a price on your |ife?" the engi neer asked cheerfully.

Ml es sighed. "Yes."

"Ch," said the engineer. "Ah. |1'd thought that was just a story." He noved away just slightly, as
if enmbarrassed, or as if

the air of norbid violence clinging to the nercenary were a contagi on that could sonehow rub off
on him if he got too close. He

just mght be right. He cleared his throat. "Now, about the paynent schedule for the design
nodi fi cati ons—what had you in

ni nd?"

"Cash on delivery," said Mles pronptly, "acceptance to follow ny engineering staff’s inspection
and approval of the

conpl eted work. Those were the ternms of your bid, | believe.”

"Ah—yes. Hm" The Earthman tore his attention away fromthe machinery itself; Mles felt he could
see him switching

fromtechnical to business node. "Those are the terns we nornmally offer our established corporate
customers.”

"The Dendarii Free Mercenary Fleet is an established corporation. Registered out of Jackson's
Whol e. "

"Mm yes, but—-how shall | put this—+the nost exotic risk our normal customers usually run is
bankruptcy, for which we

have assorted | egal protections. Your nercenary fleet is, um. . ."
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He' s wondering how to collect paynent froma corpse, MIles thought.

"—a lot riskier," the engineer finished candidly. He shrugged an apol ogy.

An honest man, at | east

"W shall not raise our recorded bid. But |'"'mafraid we're going to have to ask for paynent up
front."

As long as we're down to trading insults . . . "But that gives us no protection agai nst shoddy
wor kmanshi p, " said M1 es.

"You can sue," remarked the engi neer, "just |ike anybody else."

"I can bl ow your— Mles’s fingers drumred agai nst his trouser seam where no hol ster was tied.
Earth, old Earth, old

civilized Earth. Commander Quinn, at his shoul der, touched his elbowin a fleeting gesture of
restraint. He shot her a brief

reassuring smle—no, he was not about to let hinself get carried away by the—exotic—possibilities
of Admiral MIes Naisnith,

Conmmandi ng, Dendarii Free Mercenary Fleet. He was nerely tired, his smle said. A slight w dening
of her brilliant brown

eyes replied, Bullshit, sir. But that was another argunment, which they would not continue here,
out loud, in public.

"You can | ook," said the engineer neutrally, "for a better offer if you w sh."

"W have | ooked," said Mles shortly. As you well know . . . "Right. Un. . . what about
hal f up front and half on

delivery?"

The Earthman frowned, shook his head. "Kayner does not pad its estinmates, Adnmiral Naismth. And
our cost overruns

are anong the lowest in the business. That’'s a point of pride."

The termcost overrun made Mles’s teeth hurt, in light of Dagoola. How nmuch did these people
really know about

Dagool a, anyway?
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"I'f you're truly worried about our workmanship, the nonies could be placed in an escrow account in
the control of a

neutral third party, such as a bank, until you accept delivery. Not a very satisfactory conpromn se
from Kaymer’ s point of

view, but—that’'s as far as | can go."

A neutral third Earther party, thought Mles. If he hadn't checked up on Kaynmer’s wor kmanshi p, he
woul dn’t be here. It

was his own cash flow M1l es was thinking about. Wich was definitely not Kaymer’s busi ness

"You having cash flow problens, Admral ?" inquired the Earther with interest. Mles fancied he
could see the price rising

in his eyes.

"Not at all,” Mles lied blandly. Runors afl oat about the Dendarii’s liquidity difficulties could
sabotage a | ot nore than just

this repair deal. "Very well. Cash up front to be held in escrow." If he wasn't to have the use of
his funds, neither should

Kaynmer. Beside him ElIli Quinn drew air in through her teeth. The Earther engi neer and the
nmercenary | eader shook hands

sol emml y.

Fol I owi ng the sal es engi neer back toward his own office, MI|es paused a nonent by a viewport that
franed a fine view of

Earth fromorbit. The engineer smled and waited politely, even proudly, watching his gaze.

Earth. O d, romantic, historic Earth, the big blue marble itself. MIles had al ways expected to
travel here soneday,

al t hough not, surely, under these conditions.

Earth was still the largest, richest, nost varied and popul ous planet in scattered humanity’s
entire worm hol e nexus of

explored space. Its dearth of good exit points in solar |ocal space and governnental disunity |eft
it mlitarily and strategically

m nor fromthe greater galactic point of view But Earth still reigned, if it did not rule,
culturally supreme. Mre war-scarred

than Barrayar, as technically advanced as Beta Col ony, the end-point of all pilgrinmges both
religious and secul ar—n |ight of

whi ch, mmj or enbassies fromevery world that could afford one were collected here. Including,
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Mles reflected, nibbling gently

on the side of his index finger, the Cetagandan. Admiral Naisnmith nust use all neans to avoid
t hem

"Sir?" Elli Quinn interrupted his neditations. He smled briefly up at her scul ptured face, the
nost beautiful his noney

had been able to buy after the plasma burn and yet, thanks to the genius of the surgeons, stil
unm stakably Elli. Wuld that

every conbat casualty taken in his service could be so redeened. "Conmodore Tung is on the
conctonsol e for you," she went

on.

H s smle sagged. What now? He abandoned the view and narched off after her to take over the sales
engi neer’s office

with a polite, relentless, "WIIl you excuse us, please?"

His Eurasian third officer’s bland, broad face fornmed above the vid plate. "Yes, Ky?"

Ky Tung, already out of uniformand into civilian gear, gave hima brief nod in lieu of a salute.
"1’ ve just finished making

arrangenents at the rehab center for our nine severely wounded. Prognoses are good, for the nost
part. And they think they

will be able to retrieve four of the eight frozen dead, naybe five if they re lucky. The surgeons
here even think they' Il be able

to repair Denmi’s Junpset, once the neural tissue itself has healed. For a price, of course
Tung named the price in GSA

Federal credits; Mles nentally converted it to Barrayaran Inperial narks, and nmade a snal
squeaki ng noi se.

Tung grinned dry appreciation. "Yeah. Unless you want to give up on that repair. It’s equal to all
the rest put together.”

M| es shook his head, grinacing. "There are a nunber of people in the universe |'d be willing to
doubl e-cross, but ny

own wounded aren’t anong 'em

"Thank you," said Tung, "I agree. Now, |'m just about ready to |leave this place. Last thing I have
to do is sign a chit

taki ng personal responsibility for the bill. Are you quite sure you're going to be able to collect

the pay owed us for the Dagool a
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operation here?"

"I"’'mon ny way to do that next," MIles prom sed. "Go ahead and sign, I'Il nmake it right."

"Very good, sir," said Tung. "Am| released for ny hone | eave after that?"

Tung the Earth man, the only Earther M| es had ever met—which probably accounted for the
unconsci ous favorabl e

feelings he had about this place, Mles reflected. "How nuch tine off do we owe you by now, Ky,
about a year and a hal f?"

Wth pay, alas, a small voice added in his mnd, and was suppressed as unworthy. "You can take al
you want."

"Thank you." Tung' s face softened. "I just talked to ny daughter. | have a brand-new grandson!"

"Congratul ations," said Mles. "Your first?"

"Yes. "

"Go on, then. |If anything comes up, we'll take care of it. You' re only indispensable in conbat,
eh? Unh . . . where will you

be?"

"My sister’s hone: Brazil. | have about four hundred cousins there."

"Brazil, right. Al right." Were the devil was Brazil? "Have a good tine."

"I shall." Tung's departing sem -salute was distinctly breezy. His face faded fromthe vid.
"Dam," Mles sighed, "I'msorry to lose himeven to a | eave. Wl |, he deserves it."

Elli leaned over the back of his contonsole chair. Her breath barely stirred his dark hair, his

dark thoughts. "May |

suggest, Mles, that he’'s not the only senior officer who could use sone tine off? Even you need
to dunp stress sonetinmes

And you were wounded too."
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"Whunded?" Tension clanped Mles's jaw. "Oh, the bones. Broken bones don't count. |’ve had the
dam brittle bones al

my life. | just have to learn to resist the tenptation to play field officer. The place for nmy ass
is in a nice padded tactics-room

chair, not on the line. If I'd known in advance that Dagoola was going to get so—physical, 1'd
have sent sonebody else in as the

fake PON Anyway, there you are. | had ny |eave in sickbay."

"And then spent a nonth wandering around |ike a cryo-corpse who'd been warmed up in the microwave.
When you

wal ked into a roomit was like a visit fromthe Undead."

"l ran the Dagoola rig on pure hysteria. You can’'t be up that long and not pay for it after with a
little dowmn. At |east, |

can't."

"My inpression was there was nore to it than that."

He whirled the chair around to face her with a snarl. "WII| you back off. Yes, we |ost sone good
people. | don’t like |osing
good people. | cry real tears—n private, if you don’'t mind!"

She recoiled, her face falling. He softened his voice, deeply ashaned of his outburst. "Sorry,
Elli. I know |’'ve been edgy.

The death of that poor POWNwho fell fromthe shuttle shook me nore than . . . nore than | should
have let it. | can't seemto .

"I was out of line, sir."

The "sir" was |ike a needle through sone voodoo doll she held of him MIles winced. "Not at all."”

Wiy, why, why, of all the idiotic things he'd done as Adniral Naisnmith, had he ever established as
explicit policy not to

seek physical intinacy with anyone in his own organization? It had seened |like a good idea at the
time. Tung had approved.

Tung was a grandfather, for God's sake, his gonads had probably wi thered years ago. Mles
renenber ed how he had defl ected

the first pass Elli had ever made at him "A good officer doesn’'t go shopping in the conmpany
store," he'd explained gently. Wy
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hadn’t she belted himin the jaw for that fatuousness? She had absorbed the uni ntended insult
wi t hout conment, and never

tried again. Had she ever realized he’'d neant that to apply to hinmself, not her?

When he was with the fleet for extended periods, he usually tried to send her on detached duti es,
from whi ch she

invariably returned with superb results. She had headed the advance teamto Earth, and had Kaymer
and nost of their other

suppliers all lined up by the tine the Dendarii fleet nade orbit. A good officer; after Tung,
probably his best. Wat would he

not give to dive into that lithe body and | ose hinself now? Too late, he'd lost his option

Her velvet nmouth crinped quizzically. She gave hima-sisterly, perhaps—shrug. "I won't hassle you
about it any nore.

But at least think about it. | don't think I've ever seen a human bei ng who needed to get laid
wor se than you do now. "

Oh, God, what a straight |ine—what did those words really nmean? His chest tightened. Conradely
comrent, or

invitation? If mere comment, and he mistook it for invitation, would she think he was | eaning on
her for sexual favors? If the

reverse, would she be insulted again and not breathe on himfor years to cone? He grinned in
panic. "Paid," he blurted. "Wat

I need right nowis paid, not laid. After that—after that, um. . . maybe we could go see sone of
the sights. It seens practically

crimnal to come all this way and not see any of AOd Earth, even if it was by accident. |’ m
supposed to have a bodyguard at al

ti mes downsi de anyway, we coul d double up."

She was sighing, straightening up. "Yes, duty first, of course."

Yes, duty first. And his next duty was to report in to Admiral Naismth's enployers. After that,
all his troubles would be

vastly sinmplified.

M|l es w shed he could have changed to civilian clothes before enbarking on this expedition. H's
crisp grey-and-white

Dendarii admiral’s uniformwas conspicuous as hell in this shopping arcade. O at |east nade El i
change—they coul d have

pretended to be a soldier on |leave and his girlfriend. But his civilian gear had been stashed in a
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crate several planets

back—aoul d he ever retrieve it? The clothes had been tail or-nade and expensive, not so nuch as a
mar k of status as pure

necessity.

Usual ly he could forget the peculiarities of his body—eversi zed head exaggerated by a short neck
set on a tw sted spine,

all squashed down to a height of four-foot-nine, the |egacy of a congenital accident—but nothing
hi ghl i ghted his defects in his

own mnd nore sharply than trying to borrow cl othes from soneone of nornmal size and shape. You
sure it's the uniformthat

feel s conspi cuous, boy? he thought to hinself. O are you playing foolie-foolie ganes with your
head agai n? Stop it.

He returned his attention to his surroundings. The spaceport city of London, a jigsaw of nearly
two mllennia of clashing

architectural styles, was a fascination. The sunlight falling through the arcade’s patterned gl ass
arch was an astonishing rich

color, breathtaking. It alone mght have led himto guess his eye had been returned to its
ancestral planet. Perhaps later he'd

have a chance to visit nore historical sites, such as a submarine tour of Lake Los Angel es, or New
Yor k behi nd the great

dykes.

Elli made anot her nervous circuit of the bench beneath the light-clock, scanning the crowd. This
seened a nost unlikely

spot for Cetagandan hit squads to pop up, but still he was glad of her alertness, that allowed him
to be tired. You can cone

| ook for assassins under nmy bed anytine, |ove.

"I'n a way, |I'mglad we ended up here,
opportunity for Adnmira

he remarked to her. "This night prove an excell ent

Nai smith to di sappear up his own existence for a while. Take the heat off the Dendarii. The
Cet agandans are a lot like the

Barrayarans, really, they take a very personal view of commuand."

"You're pretty damm casual about it."

"Early conditioning. Total strangers trying to kill me nmake me feel right at home." A thought
struck himwith a certain
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macabre cheer. "You know, this is the first tinme anybody has tried to kill nme for nyself, and not
because of who |I'mrel ated

to? Have | ever told you about what ny grandfather really did when | was

She cut off his babble with alift of her chin. "I think thisis it. . . ."

He foll owed her gaze. He was tired, she'd spotted their contact before he had. The man coni ng
toward themwi th the

inquiring look on his face wore stylish Earther clothes, but his hair was clipped in a Barrayaran
nmlitary burr. A non-com

perhaps. O ficers favored a slightly | ess severe Roman patrician style. | need a haircut, thought
Mles, his collar suddenly

ticklish.

"My lord?" said the man.

"Sergeant Barth?" said M es.

The man nodded, glanced at Elli. "W is this?"

"My bodyguard."

So slight a conpression of the lips, and w dening of the eyes, to convey so nuch anusenent and
contempt. Mles could

feel the nuscles coil in his neck. "She is outstanding at her job."

"I"'msure, sir. Cone this way, please." He turned and | ed off.

The bl and face was | aughing at him he could feel it, tell by l|ooking at the back of the head.
Elli, aware only of the sudden

increase of tension in the air, gave hima look of dismay. It's all right, he thought at her
tucking her hand in his arm

They strolled after their guide, through a shop, down a [ift tube and then sone stairs, then
pi cked up the pace. The

underground utility level was a maze of tunnels, conduits, and power optics. They traversed, Mles
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guessed, a coupl e of bl ocks.

Their gui de opened a door with a pal mlock. Another short tunnel |led to another door. This one had
a live human guard by it,

extrenely neat in Barrayaran Inperial dress greens, who scranbled up fromhis contonsol e seat
where he nonitored

scanners to barely resist saluting their civilian-clothed guide.

"W dump our weapons here," Mles told Elli. "All of them | nean really all."

Elli raised her brows at the sudden shift of Mles’s accent, fromthe flat Betan twang of Adnira
Nai smith to the warm

gutturals of his native Barrayar. She sel dom heard his Barrayaran voice, at that—ahich one would
seem put-on to her? There

was no doubt which one would seema put-on to the enbassy personnel, though, and Mles cleared his
throat, to be sure of

fully disciplining his voice to the new order

Mles s contributions to the pile on the guard’ s console were a pocket stunner and a |ong stee
knife in a lizard-skin

sheat h. The guard scanned the knife, popped the silver cap off the end of its jewelled hilt to
reveal a patterned seal, and

handed it back carefully to Mles. Their guide raised his brows at the niniaturized technica
arsenal Elli unloaded. So there,

Ml es thought to him Stuff that up your regul ati on nose. He followed on feeling rather nore
serene.

Up a lift tube, and suddenly the anbi ence changed to a hushed, plush, understated dignity. "The
Barrayaran | nperi al

Enmbassy,"” M1 es whispered to Elli

The anbassador’s w fe nust have taste, MIles thought. But the building had a strange hernetically-
sealed flavor to it

redolent to MIles's experienced nose as paranoid security in action. Ah, yes, a planet’s enbassy
is that planet’s soil. Feels just

l'i ke hone.

Their guide I ed them down another [ift tube into what was clearly an office corridor—M1les spotted
the sensor scanners in

a carved arch as they passed—then through two sets of automatic doors into a small, quiet office
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"Li eutenant Lord Ml es Vorkosigan, sir," their guide announced, standing at attention
" And—bodyguard. "

Mles’s hands twitched. Only a Barrayaran coul d convey such a delicate shade of insult in a half-
second pause between

two words. Hone again

"Thank you, Sergeant, disnissed," said the captain behind the contonsol e desk. Inperial dress
greens agai n—the

enbassy nmust nmintain a fornal tone.

M| es gazed curiously at the man who was to be, will or nill, his new conmmandi ng of ficer. The
captai n gazed back with

equal intensity.

An arresting-1ooking man, though far frompretty.

Dark hair. Hooded, nutneg-brown eyes. A hard, guarded nouth, fleshy blade of a nose sweepi ng down
a Roman profile

that matched his officer’s haircut. H s hands were blunt and cl ean, steepled now together in a
still tension. In his early thirties,

M | es guessed.

But why is this guy looking at ne like I’ma puppy that just piddled on his carpet? Mles
wondered. | just got here, |

haven't had time to of fend himyet.

Ch, God, | hope he’s not one of those rural Barrayaran hicks who see ne as a nutant, a refugee
froma botched abortion.

"So," said the captain, leaning back in his chair with a sigh, "you're the Geat Man's son, eh?"

Mles' s smle becane absolutely fixed. A red haze clouded his vision. He could hear his bl ood
beating in his ears like a

death march. Elli, watching him stood quite still, barely breathing. Mles's |ips noved; he
swal l owed. He tried again. "Yes, sir,"

he heard hinself saying, as froma great distance. "And who are you?"
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He nmanaged, just barely, not to let it cone out as "And whose son are you?" The fury bunching his
stonmach nmust not be

all owed to show, he was going to have to work with this man. It m ght not even have been an
intentional insult. Couldn't have

been, how could this stranger know how nuch blood MIles had sweated fighting off charges of
privilege, slurs on his

conpetence? "The nmutant’s only here because his father got himin. He coul d hear his

father’s voice, countering, "For

CGod’' s sake get your head out of your ass, boy!" He let the rage streamout on a |ong, cal nmng
breat h, and cocked his head

brightly.

"Ch," said the captain, "yes, you only talked to ny aide, didn’t you. |I'm Captain Duv Gal eni
Senior mlitary attaché for

the enbassy, and by default chief of Inperial Security, as well as Service Security, here. And, |
confess, rather startled to have

you appear in ny chain of command. It is not entirely clear to nme what |’ m supposed to do with
you. "

Not a rural accent; the captain’s voice was cool, educated, blandly urban. Mles could not place
it in Barrayaran

geography. "I'mnot surprised, sir,"'
Earth, nor so late. | was originally

said Mles. "I did not nyself expect to be reporting in at

supposed to report back to Inperial Security Command at Sector Two HQ on Tau Ceti, over a nonth
ago. But the Dendari

Free Mercenary Fleet was driven out of Mahata Solaris |ocal space by a surprise Cetagandan attack
Since we were not being

paid to nake war directly on the Cetagandans, we ran, and ended up unable to get back by any
shorter route. This is literally

my first opportunity to report in anywhere since we delivered the refugees to their new base."

"l was not— the captain paused, his nouth tw tching, and began again, "I had not been aware that
the extraordinary

escape at Dagoola was a covert operation of Barrayaran Intelligence. Wasn't it perilously close to
bei ng an act of outright war

on the Cetagandan Enpire?"

"Precisely why the Dendarii mercenaries were used for it, sir. It was actually supposed to be a
somewhat snal | er

operation, but things got a little out of hand. In the field, as it were." Beside him ElIli kept
her eyes straight ahead, and didn't
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even choke. "I, uh . . . have a conplete report.”

The captain appeared to be having an internal struggle. "Just what is the relationship between the
Dendarii Free

Mercenary Fleet and Inperial Security, Lieutenant?" he finally said. There was sonethi ng al nost
plaintive in his tone.

"BEr . . . what do you know al ready, sir?"

Captain Galeni turned his hands palmup. "I hadn’'t even heard of them except peripherally, unti
you made contact by

vid yesterday. My files—ny Security files!—say exactly three things about the organi zation. They
are not to be attacked, any

requests for energency assistance should be met with all due speed, and for further information I
must apply to Sector Two

Security Headquarters."

"Ch, yeah," said Mles, "that’'s right. This is only a Cass Ill enbassy, isn't it. Un well, the
relationship is fairly sinple.

The Dendarii are kept on retainer for highly covert operations which are either out of Inperia
Security’s range, or for which

any direct, traceable connection with Barrayar woul d be politically enbarrassing. Dagool a was
both. Orders are passed from

the General Staff, with the advice and consent of the Enperor, through Chief of Inperial Security
Illyan to ne. It’'s a very

short chain of comand. |’'mthe go-between, supposedly the sole connection. |I |eave Inperial HQ as
Li eut enant Vorkosi gan,

and pop up—wherever—as Admiral Naisnmth, waving a new contract. W go do whatever we’ve been
assigned to do, and then,

fromthe Dendarii point of view, | vanish as nysteriously as | came. God knows what they think
do in ny spare tinme."

"Do you really want to know?" Elli asked, her eyes alight.

"Later," he nuttered out of the corner of his nouth.

The captain drummed his fingers on his desk console, and gl anced down at a display. "None of this
is in your official

dossier. Twenty-four years old—aren’'t you a little young for your rank, ah-Admiral?" H's tone was
dry, his eyes passed
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nmocki ngly over the Dendarii uniform

Mles tried to ignore the tone. "lIt's a long story. Commodore Tung, a very senior Dendari
officer, is the real brains of the

outfit. | just play the part."

Elli’s eyes widened in outrage; a severe glance fromMles tried to conpel her to silence. "You do
a lot nore than that,"

she obj ect ed.

"I'f you're the sole connection
rendered her, if not a

frowmed Gal eni, "who the devil is this woman?" Hi s wording

non- person, certainly a non-soldier.

"Yes, sir. Well, in case of energencies, there are three Dendarii who know ny real identity.
Commander Qui nn, who was

in on the beginning of the whole scam is one of them |’munder orders fromlllyan to maintain a
bodyguard at all tines, so

Commander Quinn fills in whenever | have to change identities. | trust her inplicitly." You will
respect ny people, dam

your nocking eyes, whatever you think of ne.

"How | ong has this been going on, Lieutenant?"

"Ah," Mles glanced at Elli, "seven years, isn't it?"

Elli’s bright eyes glinted. "It seens |like only yesterday," she cooed blandly. It seemed she was
finding it hard to ignore

the tone too; Mles trusted she woul d keep her edged sense of hunor under control

The captain regarded his fingernails, and then stared at Mles sharply. "Well, I'"mgoing to apply
to Sector Two Security,

Lieutenant. And if | find out that this is another Vor lordling s idea of a practical joke, |
shall do ny |level best to see that you

are brought up on charges for it. No matter who your father is.

"It's all true, sir. My word as Vorkosi gan."
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"Just so," said Captain Galeni through his teeth.

Mles, infuriated, drew breath—then placed Galeni’s regional accent at last. He jerked up his
chin. "Are you—Komarran

sir?"

Gal eni gave hima wary nod. Mles returned it gravely, rather frozen. Elli nudged him whispering,
"What the hell 2"

"Later," Mles nuttered back. "Barrayaran internal politics."
"WIIl | need to take notes?"
"Probably." He raised his voice. "I nmust get in touch with ny actual superiors, Captain Galeni. |

have no idea what ny

next orders even are."

Gal eni pursed his lips, and renarked mldly, "I amactually a superior of yours, Lieutenant
Vor kosi gan." And chapped as

hell, MIles judged, to be cut out of his own command chai n—and who could bl ane hin? Softly, now .
"Of course, sir. Wat

are ny orders?"

Gal eni ' s hands clenched briefly in frustration, his nouth set inirony. "I will have to add you to
my staff, | suppose, while

we all await clarification. Third assistant mlitary attaché."

"l deal, sir, thank you," said Mles. "Adnmiral Naismith needs very much to vani sh just now. The
Cet agandans put a price

on hi s—ay—head after Dagoola. |’ve been lucky tw ce."

It was Galeni’s turn to freeze. "Are you joking?"

"I had four dead and si xteen wounded Dendarii because of it," said Mles stiffly. "I don't find it
anusing at all."

"In that case," said Galeni grimy, "you may consider yourself confined to the Enbassy compound."
And mi ss Earth?
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Ml es sighed reluctance. "Yes, sir," he agreed in a dull tone. "As |ong as Conmander Quinn here

can be ny go-between to the

Dendarii."

"Way do you need further contact with the Dendarii ?"

"They're ny people, sir.

"I thought you said this Commodore Tung ran the show. "

"He’'s on hone |leave right now But all | really need before Admiral Naismth departs into the
woodwork is to pay sone

bills. If you could advance ne their imedi ate expenses, | could wap up this mission."

Gal eni sighed; his fingers danced over his contonsole, and paused. "Assistance with all due speed.
Ri ght. Just how much

do they require?"

"Roughly eighteen mllion marks, sir.

Gal eni’s fingers hung paral yzed. "Lieutenant," he said carefully, "that is nore than ten tines the

budget for this entire

enbassy for a year. Several tens of tinmes the budget for this departnment!"

Ml es spread his hands. "Operating expenses for 5000 troops and techs and el even ships for over
six nmont hs, plus

equi prent | osses—we lost a hell of a |lot of gear at Dagool a—payroll, food, clothing, fuel, nedica
expenses, ammunition,

repai rs—+ can show you the spreadsheets, sir.

Gal eni sat back. "No doubt. But Sector Security Headquarters is going to have to handle this one
Funds in that anount

don’t even exist here."

M1l es chewed on the side of his index finger. "Ch." Ch, indeed. He would not panic. . . . "In that
case, sir, may | request

you send to Sector HQ as soon as possi bl e?"
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"Believe ne, Lieutenant, | consider getting you transferred to soneone el se’s command an obj ect of
the highest priority."

He rose. "Excuse ne. Wait here." He exited the office shaking his head.

"What the hell?" prodded Elli. "I thought you were about to try and dismantle the guy, captain or
no captai n—and t hen

you just stopped. What’'s so nmgic about being Komarran, and where can | get sone?"

"Not magic," said Mles. "Definitely not nagic. But very inportant."

"More inportant than being a Vor |ord?"

"I'n a weird way, yes, right now. Look, you know the planet Komarr was Barrayar’'s first
interstellar Inperial conquest,

right?"

"I thought you called it an annexation."

"A rose by any other nane. W took it for its wornholes, because it sat across our only nexus
connection, because it was

strangling our trade, and nost of all because it accepted a bribe to let the Cetagandan fl eet pass
through it when Cetaganda

first tried to annex us. You may al so recall who was the chief conquistador.”

"Your dad. Back when he was only Admiral Lord Vorkosigan, before he becanme regent. It nade his
reputation.”

"Yeah, well, it nmade nore than one reputation for him You ever want to see snoke cone out of his
ears, whisper, ‘the

But cher of Komarr’ in his hearing. They actually called himthat."

"Thirty years ago, Mles." She paused. "Was there any truth to it?"

Ml es sighed. "There was sonething. |'ve never been able to get the whole story out of him but
|"mdam sure what’'s in

the history books isn't it. Anyway, the conquest of Komarr got nmessy. As a result, in the fourth
year he was | nperial Regent
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cane the Komarr Revolt, and that got really nmessy. Komarran terrorists have been a Security
ni ght mare for the | nperium

ever since. It was pretty repressive there, | guess.

"Anyway, so time’s gone on, things have cal ned down a bit, anyone fromeither planet with energy
to spare is off settling

new y-opened Sergyar. There’'s been a novenent among the |iberal s—spearheaded by ny father—+o fully
i ntegrate Komarr

into the Enpire. It’s not a real popular idea with the Barrayaran right. It’'s a bit of an
obsession with the ol d nan—Bet ween

justice and genocide there is, in the long run, no mddle ground,’
el oquent about it. So, all right,

Mles intoned. "He gets rea

the route to the top on dear old caste-conscious, arny-mad Barrayar was and al ways has been
through the Inperial Mlitary

Service. It was opened to Komarrans for the first tinme just eight years ago.

"That means any Konmarran in the Service nowis on the spot. They have to prove their loyalty the
way | have to prove

ny— he faltered, "prove nyself. It also follows that if I’mworking with or under any Komarran
and | turn up unusually

dead one day, that Komarran is dog neat. Because ny father was the Butcher, and no one will
believe it wasn’'t sonme sort of

revenge.

"And not just that Komarran. Every other Komarran in the Inperial Service would be shadowed by the
sanme cloud. It'd

put things back years in Barrayaran politics. If | got assassinated now," he shrugged hel pl essly,
"my father would kill me."

"l trust you weren’t planning on it," she choked.

"So now we cone to Galeni,'
Security itsel f. Must

Mles went on hastily. "He's in the Service—an officer—has a post in

have worked his tail off to get here. Highly trusted—for a Konmarran. But not at a nmjor or
strategic post; certain critical kinds

of Security information are deliberately withheld fromhim and here | cone along and rub his nose
init. And if he did have

any relatives in the Komarr Revolt—well . . . here | amagain. | doubt if he |loves ne, but he’'s
going to have to guard ne like

the apple of his eye. And I, God help me, amgoing to have to let him It’'s a real tricky
situation.”
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She patted himon the arm "You can handle it."

"Hm" he grunted glumy. "Ch, God, Elli," he wailed suddenly, letting his forehead fall agai nst
her shoulder, "and | didn't

get the nmoney for the Dendarii—an’t, till God knows when—what will | tell Ky? | gave himny word
&ellip; !I'"

She patted himon the head, this time. But she didn't say anything.

Chapter Two

He I et his head rest against the crisp cloth of her uniformjacket a nonent |onger. She shifted,
her arnms reaching toward

him Was she about to hug hinf? If she did, MI|es decided, he was going to grab her and kiss her
right there. And then see what

happened—
Behind him Galeni’s office doors swi shed open. Elli and he both flinched away from each ot her
Elli coning to parade rest

with a toss of her short dark curls, Mles just standing and cursing inwardly at the interruption

He heard and knew the familiar, drawling voice before he turned.

"—brilliant, sure, but hyper as hell. You think he’'s going to slip his flywheel any second. Watch
out when he starts talking

too fast. Ch, yeah, that’s himall right.

"lvan," Mles breathed, closing his eyes. "How, God, have | sinned against You, that You have
gi ven nme | van—here. "

God not deigning to answer, MIles smiled crookedly, and turned. Elli had her head tilted,
frowning, and listening in

sudden concentration

Gal eni had returned with a tall young lieutenant in tow Indolent as he was, lvan Vorpatril had
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obvi ously been keeping in

shape, for his athletic physique set off his dress greens to perfection. H s affable, open face
was even-featured, franmed by

wavy dark hair in a neat patrician clip. Mles could not help glancing at Elli, covertly alert for
her reaction. Wth her face and

figure Elli tended to make anyone standi ng next to her | ook grubby, but Ivan mght actually play
the stemto her rose and not

be over shadowed.

"H, Mles," said Ivan. "What are you doi ng here?"

"I mght ask you the sane thing," said MIes.

"I"msecond assistant nilitary attaché. They assigned ne here to get cultured, | guess. Earth,
y' know. "

"Ch," said Galeni, one corner of his nouth twitching upward, "is that what you're here for. 1'd
wonder ed. "

Ivan grinned sheepishly. "How s life with the irregulars these days?" he asked Mles. "You stil
getting away with your

Admiral Naisnmith scan®”

"Just barely,"” said Mles. "The Dendarii are with me now. They're in orbit,’
skyward, "eating their

he jabbed his finger

heads of f even as we speak."

Gal eni |l ooked as if he'd bitten into sonmething sour. "Does everybody know about this covert
operation but nme? You,

Vorpatril—+ know your Security clearance is no higher than ny own!"

I van shrugged. "A previous encounter. It was in the famly."

"Damed Vor power network," muttered Gal eni

"Ch," said ElIli Quinn in a tone of sudden enlightennment, "this is your cousin Ivan! |’'d al ways
wonder ed what he | ooked

like."
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I van, who had been sneaking little peeks at her ever since he’'d entered the room cane to
attention with all the quivering

al ertness of a bird dog pointing. He snmiled blindingly and bowed over Elli’s hand. "Delighted to
meet you, milady. The Dendari

must be inproving, if you are a fair sanple. The fairest, surely."

Elli repossessed her hand. "W’ ve net."

"Surely not. | couldn't forget that face."

"I didn't have this face. ‘A head just like an onion’ was the way you phrased it, as | recall."
Her eyes glittered. "Since

was blinded at the time, | had no idea how bad the plastiskin prosthesis really |ooked. Until you
told me. MIes never

mentioned it."

Ivan’s smle had gone linp. "Ah. The plasma-burn | ady."

M1l es smirked and edged closer to Elli, who put her hand possessively through the crook of his
el bow and favored |van

with a cold sanurai snile. Ivan, trying to bleed with dignity, |ooked to Captain Gal eni

"Since you know each other, Lieutenant Vorkosigan, |’ve assigned Lieutenant Vorpatril here to take
you in tow and

orient you to the Enbassy, and to your duties here," said Galeni. "Vor or no Vor, as long as
you' re on the Enperor’s payroll

the Emperor night as well get some use of you. | trust some clarification of your status will
arrive pronptly."

"I trust the Dendarii payroll will arrive as pronptly," said MIes.

"Your mercenary—-bodyguard—an return to her outfit. If for any reason you need to | eave the
Enbassy conpound, |’ |

assign you one of ny nen."

"Yes, sir," sighed Mles. "But | still have to be able to get in touch with the Dendarii, in case
of emergencies."
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"I"ll see that Commander Quinn gets a secured commlink before she |eaves. As a matter of fact,"
he touched his

conctonsol e, "Sergeant Barth?" he spoke into it.

"Yes, sir?" a voice replied.

"Do you have that commlink ready yet?"

"Just finished encoding it, sir.

"Good, bring it to nmy office.”

Barth, still in his civvies, appeared within nmonents. Gal eni shepherded Elli out. "Sergeant Barth
will escort you out of the

Enbassy conmpound, Commander Quinn." She gl anced back over her shoul der at Mles, who sketched her

a reassuring sal ute.

"What will | tell the Dendarii?" she asked.

"Tell them—tell themtheir funds are in transit,'
her.

Ml es called. The doors hissed shut, eclipsing

Gal eni returned to his contonsol e, which was bunking for his attention. "Vorpatril, please nake
getting your cousin out of

that . . . costume, and into a correct uniformyour first priority."

Does Admiral Naismith spook you just a little . . . sir? Mles wondered irritably. "The Dendari
uniformis as real as your

own, Sir.

Gal eni glowered at him across his flickering desk. "I wouldn't know, Lieutenant. My father could
only afford toy soldiers

for me when | was a boy. You two are dism ssed.”

Mles, fumng, waited until the doors had cl osed behind them before tearing off his grey-and-white
jacket and throwing it

to the corridor floor. "Costunme! Toy soldiers! |I think I'"mgonna kill that Komarran son-of-a-
bitch!"
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"Qooh," said Ivan. "Aren’t we touchy today."

"You heard what he said!"

"Yeah, so . . . Galeni’s all right. A bit regulation, naybe. There's a dozen little tin-pot
mercenary outfits running around in

oddbal | corners of the worm hole nexus. Some of themtread a real fine |ine between | egal and
illegal. How s he supposed to

know your Dendarii aren’t next door to being hijackers?"

M| es picked up his uniformjacket, shook it out, and folded it carefully over his arm "Huh."

"Cone on," said lvan. "1'Il take you down to Stores and get you a kit in a color nore to his
taste."

"They got anything in nmy size?"

"They make a | aser-map of your body and produce the stuff one-off, computer controlled, just |ike
that overpriced

sartorial pirate you take yourself to in Vorbarr Sultana. This is Earth, son.™

"My man on Barrayar’'s been doing nmy clothes for ten years. He has sone tricks that aren’t in the
conmputer. . . . Well, |

guess | can live with it. Can the enbassy conputer do civilian clothes?"

Ivan grinmaced. "If your tastes are conservative. |If you want sonmething in style to wow the | oca
girls, you have to go

farther afield.”

"Wth Galeni for a duenna, | have a feeling |’mnot going to get a chance to go very far afield,"
Mles sighed. "It’Il have to
do."

Ml es sighted down the forest-green sleeve of his Barrayaran dress uniform adjusted the cuff, and
jerked his chin up, the

better to settle his head on the high collar. He'd half-forgotten just how unconfortabl e that dam
collar was, with his short
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neck. In front the red rectangles of his lieutenant’s rank seenmed to poke into his jaw, in back it
pi nched his still-uncut hair.

And the boots were hot. The bone he’d broken in his left foot at Dagoola still tw nged, even now
after being re-broken, set

straight, and treated with electra-stim

Still, the green uniformwas hone. Hs true self. Maybe it was tine for a vacation fromAdmra
Nai smith and his

intractable responsibilities, time to remenber the nore reasonabl e probl ens of Lieutenant
Vor kosi gan, whose sol e task now

was to |l earn the procedures of one small office and put up with Ivan Vorpatril. The Dendari
didn't need himto hold their hand

for routine rest and refit, nor could he have arranged any nore safe and thorough a di sappearance
for Admral Naismth.

Ivan's particular charge was this tiny wi ndowl ess roomdeep in the bowels of the enbassy conpound;
his job, to feed

hundreds of data disks to a secured conputer that concentrated theminto a weekly report on the
status of Earth, to be sent

back to Security Chief Illyan and the general staff on Barrayar. \Were, Ml es supposed, it was
conputer-collated with

hundreds of other such reports to create Barrayar’s vision of the universe. MIles hoped devoutly
that lIvan wasn’t adding

kil owatts and nmegawatts in the same col um.

"By far the bulk of this stuff is public statistics,” Ivan was expl ai ning, seated before his
consol e and actual ly | ooking at

ease in his dress greens. "Popul ation shifts, agricultural and manufacturing production figures,
the various political divisions

published mlitary budgets. The conputer adds 'em up sixteen different ways, and blinks for
attention when things don’'t

mat ch. Since all the originators have conputers too, this doesn't happen too often—all the lies
are enbedded before it ever

gets to us, Galeni says. Morre inportant to Barrayar are records of ship novenents in and out of
Earth | ocal space

"Then we get to the nore interesting stuff, real spy work. There’s several hundred people on Earth
this enbassy tries to

keep track of, for one security reason or another. One of the biggest groups is the Komarran rebe
expatriates.” A wave of

Ivan’s hand, and dozens of faces flickered one after another above the vid plate.
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"Ch, yeah?" said Mles, interested in spite of hinself. "Does Gal eni have secret contacts and so
on with then? |Is that why

he’ s assi gned here? Doubl e agent—triple agent

"I bet Illyan wishes," said Ivan. "As far as | know, they regard Galeni as a leper. Evil
col l aborator with the inperialist

oppressors and all that."

"Surely they're no great threat to Barrayar at this |late date and di stance. Refugees .

"Some of these were the smart refugees, though, the ones who got their noney out before the boom
dropped. Sone were

involved in financing the Komarr Revolt during the Regency—they’'re nostly a | ot poorer now.
They’ re agi ng, though. Another

hal f generation, if your father’s integration policies succeed, and they' || have totally | ost
monentum Captain Galeni says.”

I van pi cked up anot her data disk. "And then we come to the real hot stuff, which is keeping track
of what the other

enbassi es are doing. Such as the Cetagandan."

"l hope they’'re on the other side of the planet,” said MIles sincerely.

"No, nost of the gal actic enbassies and consuls are concentrated right here in London. Makes
wat chi ng each ot her ever

so much nore conveni ent."

"Ye gods," npaned Mles, "don't tell nme they re across the street or some damed thing."

Ivan grinned. "Al nost. They’'re about two kilometers away. W go to each other’s parties a lot, to
practice being snide,

and play |-know you-know-I|-know ganes."

M|l es sat, hyperventilating slightly. "Ch, shit."

"What's up you, coz?"
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"Those people are trying to kill nme.

"No they're not. It’'d start a war. W're at peace right now, sort of, renenber?"

"Well, they're trying to kill Admral Naismith, anyway."

"Who vani shed yesterday."

"Yeah, but—ene of the reasons this whole Dendarii scam has held up for so long is distance.
Admiral Naisnith and

Li eut enant Vor kosi gan never show up within hundreds of |ight years of each other. W' ve never been
trapped on the sane

pl anet together, let alone the sane city."

"As long as you | eave your Dendarii uniformin nmy closet, what's to connect?"

"Ivan, how many four-foot-nine-inch black-haired grey-eyed hunchbacks can there be on this dam
pl anet? D you think

you trip over twitchy dwarfs on every street corner?”

"On a planet of nine billion," said Ivan, "there’s got to be at |east six of everything. Calm
down!" He paused. "Y' now,

that’s the first time |I've ever heard you use that word."

"What word?"

"Hunchback. You're not really, you know. " Ivan eyed himwith friendly worry.

Mles s fist closed, opened in a sharp throw away gesture. "Anyway, Cetagandans. |f they have a
counterpart doi ng what

you' re doi ng—

Ivan nodded. "l’ve met him H's nane’s ghemlieutenant Tabor."

"Then they know the Dendarii are here, and know Admiral Naismth s been seen. They probably have a
list of every

purchase order we've put through the commnet, or will soon enough, when they turn their attention

file:/l/F|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (29 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:25 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

toit. They're tracking."

"They may be tracking, but they can't get orders from higher up any faster than we can," said |van
reasonably. "And in

any case they’'ve got a manpower shortage. Qur security staff’s four tinmes the size of theirs, on
account of the Komarrans. |

mean, this may be Earth, but it’'s still a minor enbassy, even nore so for themthan us. Never
fear,"” he struck a pose in his

station chair, hand across his chest, "Cousin Ivan will protect you."

"That's so reassuring," Mles nuttered.

Ivan grinned at his sarcasm and turned back to his work.

The day wore on intermnably in the quiet, changeless room His claustrophobia, MIes discovered,
was devel oped to a

much hi gher pitch than it used to be. He absorbed | essons fromlvan, and paced fromwall to wal
bet ween ti nes.

"You could do that about twi ce as fast, you know," M| es observed to |Ivan, plugging away at his
data anal ysi s.

"But then |I'd be done right after lunch," said Ivan, "and then | woul dn’'t have anything to do at
all."

"Surely Galeni could find sonething."

"That's what |'’mafraid of," said Ivan. "Qitting time rolls around soon enough. Then we go
party."

"No, then you go party. | go to ny room as ordered. Maybe I'Il catch up on ny sleep, finally."

"That's it, think positive," said Ivan. "I'Il work out with you in the enbassy gym if you want.
You don’t | ook so good, you

know. Pale and, um. . . pale."

ad, thought Mles, is the word you just edited.

He gl anced at the distorted reflection of his face in a bit of chrone plating on the console. That
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bad, eh?

"Exercise," Ivan thunped his chest, "will be good for you."

"No doubt," nuttered M| es.

The days fell quickly into a set pattern. MI|es was awakened by Ivan in the roomthey shared, did
a stint in the gym

shower ed, breakfasted, and went to work in the data room He began to wonder if he would ever be
permtted to see Earth’'s

beautiful sunlight again. After three days Mles took the conputer-stuffing job away fromlvan and
started finishing it by

noon, so that he might at |east have the later hours for reading and study. He devoured enbassy
and security procedures,

Earth history, galactic news. In the later afternoon they knocked off for another grueling workout
in the gym On the nights

Ivan stayed in, Mles watched vid dramas with hiny on the nights he went out, travel ogues of al
the sites of interest he wasn't

allowed to go visit.

Elli reported in daily on the secured commlink on the status of the Dendarii fleet, still holding
inorbit. Mles, closeting

hinself with the conmlink, found hinself increasingly hungry for that outside voice. Her reports
wer e succinct. But

afterwards they drifted off into inconsequential small talk, as Mles found it harder and harder
to cut her off, and she never

hung up on him Ml es fantasized about courting her in his own persona—would a commander accept a
date froma nere

i eutenant? Wuld she even |ike Lord Vorkosigan? Whuld Gal eni ever let himleave the enbassy to
find out?

Ten days of clean living, exercise, and regular hours had been bad for him Mles decided. His
energy |evel was up. Up,

and bottled in the i mobilized persona of Lord Vorkosigan, while the Iist of chores facing Admral
Nai smith piled up and up

and up &hellip;

"WIIl you stop fidgeting, Mles?" Ivan conplained. "Sit down. Take a deep breath. Hold still for
five minutes. You can do it

if you try."
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M1les made one nore circuit of the conputer room then flung hinself into a chair. "Wy hasn’t
Gal eni called me yet?

The courier from Sector HQ got in an hour ago!"

"So, give the man tinme to go to the bathroomand get a cup of coffee. Gve Galeni tinme to read his
reports. This is

peacetine, everybody's got lots of leisure to sit around witing reports. They' d be hurt if nobody
read 'em'

"That's the trouble with your governnent-supported troops," said Mles, "you' re spoiled. You get
paid not to rmake war."

"Wasn't there a nercenary fleet that did that once? They'd show up in orbit sonewhere, and get
pai d—+o0 not neke war.

Wrked, didn’t it? You' re just not a creative enough nmercenary commander, Mles."

"Yeah, LaVarr’'s fleet. It worked real good till the Tau Cetan Navy caught up with "em and then
LaVarr was sent to the

di sintegration chanber."

"No sense of hunor, the Tau Cetans."

"None," Mles agreed. "Neither has ny father."

"Too true. Wel|-—=

The contonsol e blinked. Ivan had to duck out of the way as MI|es pounced on it. "Yes sir?" said
M| es breathl essly.

"Come to ny office, Lieutenant Vorkosigan," said Galeni. His face was saturnine as ever, no cues
t here.

"Yes, sir, thank you sir." Mles cut the comand plunged for the door. "My eighteen mllion marks
at last!"

"Either that," said Ivan genially,
to get to count all the

or he’s found a job for you in inventory. Maybe you’'re going

goldfish in the fountain in the main reception court."
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"Sure, lvan."

"Hey, it's a real challenge! They keep novi ng around, you know. "

"How do you know?" M Il es paused, his eyes lighting. "lIvan, did he actually make you do that?"

"It had to do with a suspected security breach," said Ivan. "It's a long story."

"1l bet." Mles beat a brief tattoo on the desk, and vaulted around its corner. "Later. |'m
gone. "

Ml es found Captain Galeni sitting staring dubiously at the display on his contonsole, as if it
was still in code.

"Hm" Galeni |eaned back in his chair. "Well, your orders have arrived from Sector HQ Lieutenant
Vor kosi gan. "

" And?"

Gal eni’s nmouth tightened. "And they confirmyour tenporary assignnent to ny staff. Oficially and
publicly. You nay

now draw your lieutenant’s pay frommy departnment as of ten days ago. As for the rest of your
orders, they read the sane as

Vorpatril’s—n fact, they could be tenplated from Vorpatril’s orders with the name changed. You
are to assist nme as required,

hol d yourself at the disposal of the anbassador and his lady for escort duties, and as tine
pernmits take advantage of

educational opportunities unique to Earth and appropriate to your status as an Inperial officer
and lord of the Vor."

"What? This can’t be right! What the devil are escort duties?" Sounds like a call-girl.

A slight smile turned one corner of Galeni’s nouth. "Mstly, standing around in parade dress at
of ficial Enbassy soci al

functions and being Vor for the natives. There are a surprising nunber of people who find
ari stocrat s—even of f - pl anet

ari stocrats—peculiarly fascinating.” Galeni’s tone nade it clear that he found this fascination

pecul iar indeed. "You will eat,
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drink, dance perhaps his tone grew doubtful for a second, "and generally be exquisitely
polite to anyone the anbassador

wants to, ah, inpress. Sonetinmes, you will be asked to remenber and report conversations.
Vorpatril does it all very well

rather to ny surprise. He can fill in the details for you."

| don’t need to take social notes fromlvan, Mles thought. And the Vor are a nilitary caste, not
an aristocracy. Wat

the hell was HQ thinking of ? It seemed extraordinarily obtuse even for them

Yet if they had no new project on line for the Dendarii, why not use the opportunity for Count
Vor kosi gan’s son to acquire

alittle nore diplomatic polish? No one doubted that he was destined for the nost rarified |levels
of the Service—he would

hardly be exposed to | ess varied experience than Ivan. It wasn't the content of the orders, it was
only the lack of separation

fromhis other persona that was so . . . unexpected

Still . . . report conversations. Could this be the start of sone special spy work? Perhaps
further, clarifying details were

en route.

He didn’t even want to think about the possibility that HQ had decided it was finally tinme to shut
down Dendarii covert

ops al toget her.

"Well. . ." said Mles grudgingly, "all right.

"So glad,” murnmured Galeni, "you find your orders to your taste, Lieutenant.”

M1les flushed, and closed his nouth tightly. But if only he could get his Dendarii taken care of,
the rest didn't matter

"And ny eighteen mllion nmarks, sir?" he asked, taking care to keep his tone hunble this tine.

Gal eni drunmmed his fingers on his desk. "No such credit order arrived with this courier,
Li eutenant. Nor any nention of

one.
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"What!" shrieked Mles. "There's got to be!" He al nost [unged across Galeni’s desk to exanine the
vid hinself, caught

himself up just in tine. "I calculated ten days for all the . . ." Hs brain dunped unwanted data
streami ng past his

consci ousness—fuel, orbital docking fees, re-supply, nedical-dental-surgical, the depleted
ordnance inventory, payroll

roll-over, liquidity, margin. . . . "Danmt, we bled for Barrayar! They can’t—there nust be sone
m st ake! "

Gal eni spread his hands hel plessly. "No doubt. But not one in nmy power to repair."

"Send agai n—sir!"

"Ch, | shall."

"Better yet—+tet nme go as courier. If |I talked to HQ in person—

"Hm" Gl eni rubbed his lips. "Atenpting idea . . . no, better not. Your orders, at |east, were
clear. Your Dendarii wll

simply have to wait for the next courier. If all is as you say,’
Mles, "I"'msure it will all be

hi s enphasis was not |ost on

strai ghtened out."

M1l es waited an endl ess nmonent, but Galeni offered nothing nore. "Yes, sir." He saluted and faced

about. Ten days

ten nore days . . . ten nore days at least . . . They could wait out ten nore days.

But he hoped HQ woul d get the oxygen back to its collective brain by then

The hi ghest-ranking femal e guest at the afternoon reception was the anbassador from Tau Ceti. She
was a sl ender

wonman of indeterm nate age, fascinating facial bone structure, and penetrating eyes. Mles
suspect ed her conversation woul d

be an education in itself, political, subtle, and scintillating. Al as, as the Barrayaran
anbassador had nonopolized her, Mles

doubt ed he was going to get a chance to find out.

The dowager M| es had been assigned to squire about held her rank by virtue of her husband, who
was the Lord Mayor
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of London and now bei ng entertai ned by the anbassador’s wife. The mayor’s | ady seened able to
chatter on interm nably,

mai nl y about the clothing worn by the other guests. A passing servant of rather mlitary bearing
(all the human servants in

the enmbassy were nenbers of Galeni’'s departnent) offered Mles a wine glass full of straw pale
liquid froma gold tray, which

Ml es accepted with alacrity. Yes, two or three of those, with his |low tolerance for al cohol, and
he woul d be nunb enough to

endure even this. Was this not exactly the constrained social scene he had sweated his way,
despite his physical handicaps,

into the Inperial Service to escape? O course, nore than three gl asses, and he woul d be stretched
out asleep on the inlaid

floor with a silly smle on his face, and deep in trouble when he woke up

Mles took a large sip, and al nost choked. Apple juice. . . . Damm Gl eni, he was thorough. A
qui ck gl ance around

confirmed that this was not the sane beverage being served to the guests. Mles ran his thunb
around the high collar of his

uni form jacket, and smled tightly.

"Somet hing wong with your wi ne, Lord Vorkosi gan?" the dowager inquired with concern

"The vintage is a trifle, ah . . . young," Mles murnmured. "I nmay suggest to the ambassador that
he keep this one in his

cellars a little longer." Like till | get off this planet.

The main reception court was a high-arched, skylighted, elegantly appointed chanber that |ooked as
if it should echo

cavernously, but was strangely hushed for the large crowd its | evels and niches could encl ose.
Sound absorbers conceal ed

somewhere, Ml es thought—-and, he bet, if you knew just where to stand, secure cones to baffle
eavesdroppers both human

and el ectronic. He noted where the Barrayaran and Tau Cetan anbassadors were standing, for future
reference; yes, even

their |ip novenents seened shadowed and bl urred sonehow. Certain right-of-passage treaties through
Tau Cetan | ocal space

were comng up for renegotiation soon.

Mles and his charge drifted toward the architectural center of the room the fountain and its
pool. It was a cool, trickling

sort of sculptured thing, with col or-coordi nated ferns and nosses. Red-gold shapes noved
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nysteriously in the shadowed

wat er s.

Mles stiffened, then forced his spine to relax. A young man in black Cetagandan dress uniform
with the yell ow and bl ack

face-pai nt markings of a ghemlieutenant approached, sniling and watchful. They exchanged wary
nods.

"Wel come to Earth, Lord Vorkosigan," nurnured the Cetagandan. "Is this an official visit, or are
you on a grand tour?"

"Alittle of both," Mles shrugged. "I’'ve been assigned to the enbassy for ny, ah, education. But
| believe you have the

advantage of me, sir." He didn't, of course; both the two Cetagandans who were in uniformand the
two who were not, plus

three individuals suspected of being their covert jackals, had been pointed out to Mles first
t hi ng.

"Chem|lieutenant Tabor, mlitary attaché, Cetagandan Enbassy," Tabor recited politely. They
exchanged nods agai n.

"WIIl you be here long, ny |ord?"

"I don’t expect so. And yourself?"

"I have taken up the art of bonsai for a hobby. The anci ent Japanese are said to have worked on a
single tree for as |ong

as a hundred years. Or perhaps it only seened like it."

M| es suspected Tabor of hunor, but the lieutenant kept his face so straight it was hard to tell.
Per haps he feared

cracking his paint job.

Atrill of laughter, nmellow like bells, drewtheir attention toward the far end of the fountain.
Ivan Vorpatril was | eaning

agai nst the chrome railing down there, dark head bent close to a blonde confection. She wore
sonmet hing in sal non pink and

silver that seened to waft even when she was standing still, as now. Artfully artless golden hair
cascaded across one white

shoul der. Her fingernails flashed silver-pink as she gestured ani matedly.
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Tabor hissed slightly, bowed exquisitely over the dowager’s hand, and passed on. M| es next saw
himon the other side of

the fountain jockeying for position near |van—but sonmehow Mles felt it was not mlitary secrets
Tabor was prowing for. No

wonder he’'d seened only marginally interested in Mles. But Tabor’s stalk on the bl onde was
interrupted by a signal fromhis

anmbassador, and he perforce followed the dignitaries out.

"Such a nice young nman, Lord Vorpatril,"
anbassador’ s | ady

M| es’ s dowager cooed. "W like himvery rmuch here. The

tells ne you two are rel ated?" She cocked her head at him brightly expectant.

"Cousins, of a sort,"” MIles explained. "Ah—who is the young | ady with hinP"

The dowager smiled proudly. "That's ny daughter, Sylveth."

Daughter, of course. The anbassador and his |ady had a keen Barrayaran appreciation of the nuances
of social rank.

Ml es, being of the senior famly line, not to nention the son of Prine M nister Count Vorkosigan
outranked Ivan socially if not

mlitarily. Which neant, oh God, he was dooned. He'd be stuck with the VIP dowagers forever while
Ivan—+van carried off all

t he daughters.

"A lovely couple," said Mles thickly.

"Aren’'t they? Just what sort of cousins, Lord Vorkosi gan?"

"Uh? Onh, Ivan and ne, yes. Qur grandnothers were sisters. My grandnother was Prince Xav Vorbarra's
el dest child,

Ivan’s was his youngest."

"Princesses? How ronantic."

M | es considered describing in detail how his grandnother, her brother, and nost of their children
had been bl own into

hambur ger during Mad Enperor Yuri’s reign of terror. No, the mayor's lady nmight find it nmerely a
shivery and outré tale, or
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even worse, romantic. He doubted she’d grasp the true violent stupidity of Yuri's affairs, with
their consequences escaping in

all directions to warp Barrayaran history to this day.

"Does Lord Vorpatril own a castle?" she inquired archly.

"Ah, no. His nmother, ny Aunt Vorpatril," who is a social barracuda who would eat you alive, "has a
very nice flat in the

capital city of Vorbarr Sultana." MIles paused. "We used to have a castle. But it was burned down
at the end of the Tine of

I solation.”

"A ruined castle. That's al nbst as good."

"Picturesque as hell," MIles assured her

Soneone had left a small plate with the remains of their hors d oeuvres sitting on the railing by
the fountain. Mles took

the roll and started breaking off bits for the goldfish. They glided up to snap at the crunbs with
a brief gurgle.

One refused to rise to the bait, lurking in the depths. How interesting, a goldfish that did not
eat —how, there was a

solution to Ivan's fish-inventory problem Perhaps the stubborn one was a fiendi sh Cetagandan
construct, whose cold scal es

glittered |like gold because they were.

He might pluck it out with a feline pounce, stanping it underfoot with a nechanical crunch and
electric sizzle, then hold it

up with a triunphal cry—=Ah! Through ny quick wits and refl exes, | have di scovered the spy anong
you! "
But if his guess were wong, ah. The squi sh! under his boot, the dowager’'s recoil, and the

Barrayaran prine mnister’'s

son woul d have acquired an instant reputation as a young man with serious enotional difficulties.
"Ah ha!" he pictured

hi msel f cackling to the horrified worman as the fish guts slithered underfoot, "You should see what
| do to kittens!"

The big goldfish rose lazily at last, and took a crumb with a splash that marred Ml es’s polished
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boots. Thank you, fish,

Mles thought to it. You have just saved ne from consi derabl e social enbarrassnent. O course, if
the Cetagandan artificers

were really clever, they m ght have designed a mechanical fish that really ate, and excreted
little .

The mayor’s | ady had just asked another |eadi ng question about |van, which Mles in his absorption
foiled to conpletely

catch. "Yes, nost unfortunate about his disease," Mles purred, and prepared to | aunch a nonol ogue
mal i gni ng | van’s genes

i nvol ving inbred aristocracies, radiation areas left fromthe First Cetagandan War, and Mad
Enperor Yuri, when the secured

commlink in his pocket beeped.

"Excuse me, ma’am |’ m being paged." Bless you, Eli, he thought as he fled the dowager to find a
qui et corner to answer

it. No Cetagandans in sight. He found an unoccupi ed niche on the second | evel nmade private by
green plants, and opened the

channel . "Yes, Comuander Qui nn?"

"Mles, thank God." Her voice was hurried. "W seemto have us a Situation down there, and you're
the cl osest Dendari

officer."

"What sort of situation?" He didn't care for situations that came capitalized. Elli was not
normal Iy inclined to panicky

exaggerations. H's stomach tightened nervously.

"I haven't been able to get details | can trust, but it appears that four or five of our soldiers
on downsi de | eave in London

have barri caded thensel ves in sonme sort of shop with a hostage, holding off the police. They're
arned. "

"Qur guys, or the police?"

"Both, unfortunately. The police commander | talked to sounded |ike he was prepared for blood on
the walls. Very soon."

"Worse and worse. Wiat the hell do they think they're doing?"
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"Damed if | know. I'’min orbit right now, preparing to |leave, but it’'|Il be forty-five nmnutes to
an hour before | can get

down there. Tung's in worse position, it'd be a two-hour suborbital flight fromBrazil. But I
think you could be there in about

ten mnutes. Here, |I'Il key the address into your commlink."

"How were our guys pernitted to take Dendarii weaponry of f-ship?"

"A good question, but I'mafraid we’'ll have to save it for the post-nortem So to speak," she said

grimy. "Can you find

t he pl ace?"

Ml es glanced at the address on his readout. "I think so. 1'll neet you there." Sonehow .

"Right. Qinn out." The channel snapped cl osed.

Chapter Three

M| es pocketed the commlink, and gazed around the main reception court. The reception had peaked.
There were

per haps a hundred people present, in a blinding variety of Earth and gal actic fashions, and a fair
sprinkling of unifornms besides

Barrayaran. A few of the earlier arrivals were cutting out already, ushered past security by their
Barrayaran escorts. The

Cet agandans appeared to be truly gone, along with their friends. Hi s escape nust be opportune
rather than clever, it

appear ed.

Ivan was still chatting with his beautiful charge down at the end of the fountain. MIles bore down
upon himruthl essly.

"Ivan. Meet ne by the main doors in five mnutes."”

" W]at ?n
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"I't’s an energency. |'Il explain later."

"What sort of —=2" lvan began, but Mles was already slipping out of the roomand nmaking his way
toward the back lift

tubes. He had to force hinself not to run

When the door to his and Ivan’s roomslid shut behind himhe peeled out of his dress greens, tore
of f the boots, and

catapulted for the closet. He yanked on the black T-shirt and grey trousers of his Dendari
uni form Barrayaran boots were

descended froma cavalry tradition; Dendarii had evolved fromfoot-soldiers’ gear. In the presence
of a horse the Barrayaran

were the nore practical, although M| es had never been able to explain that to Elli. It would take
two hours or so in the saddle

on heavy cross-country terrain, and her cal ves rubbed to bleeding blisters, to convince her that
t he desi gn had a purpose

besi des | ooks. No horses here.

He seal ed the Dendarii conbat boots and adjusted the grey-and-white jacket in mdair, tunbling
back down the lift tube

at max drop. He paused at the bottomto pull down his jacket, jerk up his chin, and take a deep
breath. One could not saunter

i nconspi cuously while gasping. He took an alternate corridor, around the main court to the front
entrance. Still no

Cet agandans, thank God.

Ivan's eyes w dened as he saw M| es approach. He flashed a smile at the bl onde, excusing hinself,
and backed M es

against a potted plant as if to hide himfromview "Wat the hell =" he hissed.

"You' ve got to walk me out of here. Past the guards."”

"Ch, nol don't! Galeni will have your hide for a doormat if he sees you in that get-up."

"lvan, | don’'t have tinme to argue and | don’t have tine to explain, which is precisely why I'm
si dest eppi ng Gal eni. Quinn

woul dn’t have called me if she didn't need me. |’ve got to go now. "

"You'l | be AWOL!"
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"Not if I’"’mnot mssed. Tell them+tell theml| retired to our roomdue to excruciating pain in ny
bones. "

"I's that osteo-joint thing of yours acting up again? | bet the enbassy physician could get that
anti-inflammatory med for

you—-

"No, no—Ao nore than usual, anyway—but at least it’'s sonething real. There's a chance they’l
believe it. Conme on. Bring

her." Mles gestured with his chin toward Sylveth, waiting out of earshot for Ivan with an
inquiring | ook on her flower-peta

f ace.

"What for?"

"Canouflage.” Smiling through his teeth, Mles propelled Ivan by his el bow toward the main doors.

"How do you do?" Mles nattered to Sylveth, capturing her hand and tucking it through his arm "So
nice to neet you

Are you enjoying the party? Whnderful town, London.

He and Sylveth nmade a lovely couple too, MIles decided. He glanced at the guards fromthe corner
of his eye as they

passed. They noticed her. Wth any luck, he would be a short grey blur in their nmenories.

Syl veth glanced in bew |l dernent at Ivan, but by this tine they had stepped into the sunlight.

"You don’t have a bodyguard," |van objected.

“I"I'l be meeting Quinn in a short tinme."

"How are you going to get back in the enbassy?"

M|l es paused. "You' |l have until | get back to figure that out."

"Ngh! When’s that?"
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"l don't know. "

The outside guards’ attention was drawn to a ground car hissing up to the enbassy entrance.
Abandoni ng Ivan, Mles

darted across the street and dove into the entrance to the tubeway system

Ten m nutes and two connections |later, he emerged to find hinself in a very nuch ol der section of
town, restored

22nd-century architecture. He didn't have to check for street nunbers to spot his destination. The
crowd, the barricades, the

flashing lights, the police hovercars, fire equipnent, anbulance . . . "Damation," MIles
muttered, and started down that side

street. He rolled the words back through his mouth, switching gears, to Admiral Naismith's flat
Betan accent, "Aw, shit . . ."

M | es guessed the policeman in charge was the one with the anplifier comm and not one of the half-
dozen in body arnor

toting plasma rifles. He pushed his way through the crowd and hopped over the barricade. "Are you
the officer in charge?”

The constabl e’s head snapped around in bew | dernment, then he | ooked down. At first purely
startled, he frowned as he

took in Mles's uniform "Are you one of those psychopaths?" he demanded.

M | es rocked back on his heels, wondering how to answer that one. He suppressed all three of the
initial retorts that cane

to his mind, and chose instead, "I'’mAdnmiral MIles Naismth, commandi ng, Dendarii Free Mercenary
Fl eet. What’' s happened

here?" He interrupted hinself to slowmy and delicately extend one index finger and push skyward
the muzzle of a plasma rifle

bei ng held on himby an arnored worman. "Pl ease, dear, |'mon your side, really." Her eyes flashed
mstrustfully at him

t hrough her faceplate, but the police commander jerked his head, and she faded back a few paces.

"Attenpted robbery," said the constable. "When the clerk tried to foil it, they attacked her."

"Robbery?" said MIles. "Excuse nme, but that nmmkes no sense. | thought all transactions were by
computer credit transfer

here. There's no cash to rob. There nust be sone nisunderstanding."”
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"Not cash," said the constable. "Stock."

The store, Mles noticed out of the corner of his eye, was a wi neshop. A display w ndow was
cracked and starred. He

suppressed a queasy feeling of unease, and plunged on, keeping his voice light. "In any case, |
fail to understand this stand-off

with deadly weapons over a case of shoplifting. Aren’t you overreacting a trifle? Wiere are your
stunners?"”

"They hold the woman hostage," said the constable grimy

"So? Stun themall, God will recognize his own."

The constable gave Mles a peculiar look. He didn't read his own history, MIles guessed—the source
of that quote was just

across the water fromhere, for pity' s sake.

"They claimto have arranged sone sort of dead-man switch. They claimthis whole block will go up
in flames." The

const abl e paused. "lIs this possible?"

M| es paused too. "Have you got ID s on any of these guys yet?"

"How are you conmuni cating with then?"

"Through the contonsole. At |least, we were—they appear to have destroyed it a few m nutes ago."

"W will, of course, pay damages," M es choked.
"That’s not all you'll pay," growl ed the constable.
"Well. . ." Qut of the corner of his eye MIles saw a hovercar |abel ed Euronews Network dropping

down to the street. "I

think it’s time to break this up."
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He started toward the wi neshop

"What are you going to do?" asked the constable

"Arrest them They face Dendarii charges for taking ordnance off-ship."

"Al'l by yourself? They' |l shoot you. They're crazy-drunk."

"I don’t think so. If | were going to be shot by my own troops, they’'ve had nuch better
opportunities than this."

The constabl e frowned, but did not stop him

The aut odoors were not working. Mles stood baffled before the glass a nonment, then pounded on it.
There was shadowy

movenment behind the iridescent shimer. A very |ong pause, and the doors slid open about a third
of a nmeter; MIles turned

si deways and slipped through. A nman inside shoved them shut again by hand and jamed a netal brace
in their slot.

The interior of the wi neshop was a shanbles. Mles gasped at the fumes in the air, aronatic vapors
fromshattered

bottles. You could get plastered just frombreathing. . . . The carpeting squished underfoot.

Ml es glanced around, to determ ne who he wanted to nurder first. The one who' d unbl ocked the door
stood out, as he

was wearing only underwear.

" 'S Admiral Naismth," the doorman hissed. He cane to a tilted attention, and sal uted.

"Whose arny are you in, soldier?" Mles growed at him The nman’'s hands nmade little waving
nmotions, as if to offer

explanations by mnme. Mles couldn’t dredge up his nane.

Anot her Dendarii, in uniformthis tine, was sitting on the floor with his back to a pillar. Mles
squatted down, considering

hauling himto his feet, or at least his knees, by his jacket and bracing him Mles stared into
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his face. Little red eyes like coals

in the caverns of his eye-sockets stared back wi thout recognition. "Eugh," nuttered Mles, and
rose without further attenpt

to communi cate. That one’s consci ousness was somewhere i n wormhol e space.

"Who cares?" cane a hoarse voice fromthe floor behind a display rack, one of the few that hadn't
been violently

upended. "Who t’' hell cares?"

Ch, we’ ve got the best and brightest here today, don’t we? MIles thought sourly. An upright person
energed around the

end of the display rack, saying, "Can't be, he's di sappeared again

At last, someone MIles knew by name. All too well. Further explanation for the scene was al nost
redundant. "Ah, Private

Dani 0. Fancy neeting you here."

Dani o shanmbled to a species of attention, towering over Mles. An antique pistol, its grip defaced
wi t h not ches, dangl ed

menaci ngly from his ham hand. M| es nodded toward it. "Is that the deadly weapon | was call ed away
fromny affairs to come

collect? They tal ked Iike you had hal f our bl eeding arsenal down here."

"No, sir!" said Danio. "That would be against regs." He patted the gun fondly. "Jus’ my persona
property. Because you

never know. The crazies are everywhere."

"Are you carrying any other weapons anobng you?"

"Yal en has his bow e knife."

Mles controlled a twinge of relief as premature. Still, if these nobrons were on their own, the
Dendarii fleet mnight not

have to get officially sucked into their norass after all. "Did you know that carrying any weapon
is acrimnal offense in this

jurisdiction?”

Dani o thought this over. "Wnps," he said at |ast.
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"Nevertheless," said Mles firmy, "I"'mgoing to have to collect themand take them back to the
flagship." Mles peered

around the display rack. The one on the floor—Yal en, presunably—tay clutching an unsheathed hunk
of steel suitable for

butchering an entire steer, should he encounter one nooing down the netalled streets and skyways
of London.

Ml es thought it through, and pointed. "Bring nme that knife, Private Danio."

Dani o pried the weapon fromhis conrade’s grip. "Nooo . said the horizontal one.

M | es breat hed easier when he had both weapons in his possession. "Now, Dani o—quickly, because
they' re getting

nervous out there—exactly what happened here?"

"Well, sir, we were having a party. W' d rented a room" He jerked his head toward the dem - naked
door man who

hovered listening. "W ran out of supplies, and came here to buy nore, 'cause it was cl ose by. Cot
everything all picked out

and piled up, and then the bitch wouldn’t take our credit! Good Dendarii credit!"

"The bitch . . . ?" Mles |ooked around, stepping over the disarned Yalen. Ch, ye gods. . . . The
store clerk, a plunp,

m ddl e-aged woman, lay on her side on the floor at the other end of the display rack, gagged,
trussed up in the naked soldier’s

twi sted jacket and pants by way of nakeshift restraints.

Mles pulled the bowi e knife out of his belt and headed for her. She nade hysterical gurgling
noi ses down in her throat.

"I wouldn’t let her loose if | were you," said the naked sol dier warningly. "She makes a | ot of
noi se. "

M | es paused and studied the woman. Her greying hair stuck out wildly, except where it was
pl astered to her forehead

and neck by sweat. Her terrorized eyes rolled whitely; she bucked agai nst her bonds.

"Mn" Mles thrust the knife back in his belt tenporarily. He caught the naked soldier’s nane off
his uniformat |ast, and
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made an unwel cone nental connection. "Xaveria. Yes, | remenber you now. You did well at Dagool a.
Xaveria stood

straighter.

Dam. So nuch for his nascent plan of throwing the entire lot to the |ocal authorities, and
praying they were all stil

i ncarcerated when the fleet broke orbit. Could Xaveria be detached fromhis worthl ess conrades
somehow? Al as, it | ooked |ike

they were all in this together

"So she wouldn’t take your credit cards. You, Xaveria—what happened next?"

"Er—nsults were exchanged, sir.

" And?"

"And tenpers kind of got out of hand. Bottles were thrown, and thrown on the floor. The police
were called. She was

punched out." Xaveria eyed Danio warily.

M1 es contenpl ated the sudden absence of actors fromall this action, in Xaveria's syntax. "And?"

"And the police got here. And we told themwe’'d blow the place up if they tried to cone in."

"And do you actually have the means to carry out that threat, Private Xaveria?"

"No, sir. It was pure bluff. | was trying to think—aell-what you would do in the situation, sir

This one is too damed observant. Even when he’s potted, MIles thought dryly. He sighed, and ran
hi s hands through

his hair. "Wy wouldn’t she take your credit cards? Aren’t they the Earth Universals you were
i ssued at the shuttleport? You

weren't trying to use the ones left over from Mahata Sol aris, were you?"

"No, sir," said Xaveria. He produced his card by way of evidence. It |ooked all right. Mles
turned, to test it in the

contonsol e at the checkout, only to discover that the contonsol e had been shot. The final bullet
hole in the holovid plate was
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precisely centered, nust have been intended as the coup de grace, although the console still
enmitted little wheezing popping

noi ses now and then. He added the price of it to the running tally in his head and w nced.

"Actually," Xaveria cleared his throat, "it was the nmachine that spat it up, sir.

"I't shouldn’t have done that," MIles began, "unless— Unless there's sonmething wong with the

central account, his

t hought finished. The pit of his stomach felt suddenly very cold. "I'Il check it out," he
promi sed. "Meanwhile we have to wap

this up and get you out of here w thout your being fried by the |ocal constables."

Dani o nodded excitedly toward the pistol in Mles’s hand. "W could blast our way out the back.
Make a run for the

near est tubeway."

Mles, nmonmentarily bereft of speech, envisioned plugging Danio with his own pistol. Danio was
saved only by Mles's

reflection that the recoil mght break his arm He'd smashed his right hand at Dagool a, and the
menory of the pain was still

fresh.

"No, Danio," MIles said when he could comand his voice. "W are going to wal k quietly—very
qui etl y—eut the front

door and surrender."

"But the Dendarii never surrender," said Xaveri a.

"This is not a firebase," said Mles patiently. "It is a wineshop. O at any rate, it was.
Furthernmore, it is not even our

wi neshop." Though | shall no doubt be conpelled to buy it. "Think of the London police not as your
enem es, but as your

dearest friends. They are, you know. Because," he fixed Xaveria with a cold eye, "until they get
done with you, | can't start."

"Ah," said Xaveria, quelled at |last. He touched Danio on the arm "Yeah. Maybe—raybe we better |et
the Admral take

us home, eh, Dani 0?"
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Xaveria haul ed the ex-bowie knife owner to his feet. After a nonent’s thought, M| es wal ked
qui etly behind red-eye,

pul l ed out his pocket stunner, and placed a light blast to the base of his skull. Red-eye toppled
si deways. Mles sent up a short

prayer that this final stimulus wouldn’t send himinto trauma-shock. God al one knew what chenica
cocktail it chased, except

that it clearly wasn't al cohol al one.

"You take his head,"” MIles directed Danio, "and you, Yalen, take his feet." There, that
effectively immbilized all three of

them "Xaveria, open the door, place your hands on top of your head, and wal k, do not run, to
where you will submt quietly to

arrest. Danio, you follow That’'s an order."

"Wsh we had the rest of the troops," nuttered Danio.

"The only troop you need is a troop of legal experts," said Mles. He eyed Xaveria, and sighed.
"1"I'l send you one."

"Thank you, sir,
his teeth.

said Xaveria, and lurched gravely forward. MIles brought up the rear, gritting

Mles blinked in the sunlight of the street. His little patrol fell into the arnms of the waiting
police. Danio did not fight when

they started to frisk him though Mles only rel axed when he saw the tangle-field finally turned
on. The constabl e commander

approached, inhaling for speech.

A soft foonp! broke fromthe door of the wineshop. Blue flames |icked out over the slidewal k.

Mles cried out, wheeled, and sprinted explosively fromhis standing start, gul ping a huge breath
and holding it. He

hurtl ed t hrough the w neshop doors, into darkness shot through with twi sting heat, around the
di spl ay case. The

al cohol - soaked carpeting was growing flanes, |ike stands of golden wheat running in a crazy
pattern foll owi ng concentrations

of fumes. Fire was advanci ng on the bound worman on the floor; in a moment, her hair would be a
terrible halo.

M| es dove for her, wiggled his shoulder under her, grunted to his feet. He swore he could fee
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hi s bones bend. She

ki cked unhel pfully. Ml es staggered for the door, bright like the mouth of a tunnel, like the gate
of life. H s lungs pul sed,

straining for oxygen against his tightly-closed |lips. Total elapsed tinme, eleven seconds.

In the twelfth second, the room behind them brightened, roaring. Mles and his burden fell to the
slidewal k, rolling—he

roll ed her over and over—fl anes were | apping over their clothing. People were scream ng and
yelling at an unintelligible

di stance. His Dendarii uniformcloth, conbat-rated, would neither nelt nor burn, but still made a
dandy wick for the volatile

l'iquids splashed on it. The effect was bl oody spectacul ar. But the poor clerk’s clothing offered
no such protecti on—

He choked on a faceful of foam sprayed on themby the fireman who had rushed forward. He mnust
have been standi ng at

the ready all this tinme. The frightened-Iooking policewonan hovered anxi ously cl utching her
t hor oughl y redundant

plasma-rifle. The fire extinguisher foamwas |ike being rolled in beer suds, only not so
tasty—M les spat vile chenmicals, and | ay

a nmonent gasping. God, air was good. Nobody praised air enough.

"A bonb!" cried the constable commander

Mles wiggled onto his back, appreciating the blue slice of sky seen through eyes mracul ously
ungl azed, unburst,

unsl agged. "No," he panted sadly, "brandy. Lots and lots of very expensive brandy. And cheap grain
al cohol . Probably set off

by a short circuit in the contonsole."

He rolled out of the way as firemen in white protective garnents bearing the tools of their trade
stanpeded forward. A

fireman pulled himto his feet, farther away fromthe now bl azi ng building. He canme up staring at
a person pointing a piece of

equi prent at himresenbling, for a disoriented nonent, a nicrowave cannon. The adrenalin rush
washed over himw t hout

effect, there was no response left in him The person was babbling at him Mles blinked dizzily,
and the microwave cannon fell

into nore sensible focus as a hol ovid canera.
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He wi shed it had been a nicrowave cannon. . . . The clerk, released at |ast, was pointing at him
and crying and scream ng.

For someone he’'d just saved froma horrible death, she didn't sound very grateful. The hol ovid
swung her way for a nonent,

until she was | ed away by the anbul ance personnel. He hoped they' d supply her with a sedative. He
pi ctured her arriving

home that night, to husband and chil dren—=And how was the shop today, dear . . . ?" He wondered if
she’ d accept

hush- noney, and if so, how nuch it would be. Mney, oh God

"Mles!" Elli Qinn s voice over his shoulder nmade him junp. "Do you have everything under
control ?"

They coll ected stares, on the tubeway ride to the London shuttleport. Mles, catching a glinpse of
himself in a nmrrored

wall while ElIli credited their tokens, was not surprised. The sleek, polished Lord Vorkosigan he'd
| ast seen | ooki ng back at him

bef ore the enbassy recepti on has been transnuted, werewol f-wise, into a nost degraded little
monster. Hi s scorched, danp,

bedraggl ed uniformwas flecked with little fluffy bits of drying foam The white placket down the
jacket front was filthy. Hs

face was snudged, his voice a croak, his eyes red and feral fromsnoke irritation. He reeked of
snoke and sweat and drink

especially drink. He'd been rolling init, after all. People near themin |ine caught one whiff
and started edgi ng away. The

const abl es, thank God, had relieved himof knife and pistol, inpounded as evidence. Still he and
Elli had their end of the

bubbl e-car all to thensel ves.

Mles sank into his seat with a groan. "Sone bodyguard you are," he said to Elli. "Wy didn't you
protect ne fromthat

i ntervi ewer?"

"She wasn’t trying to shoot you. Besides, I'd just got there. | couldn't tell her what had been
goi ng on.

"But you're far nore photogenic. It would have inproved the inmage of the Dendarii Fleet."

"Hol ovids make ne tongue-tied. But you sounded cal m enough.™
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"I was trying to downplay it all. ‘Boys will be boys’ chuckles Admiral Naismith, while in the
background his troops burn

down London.

Elli grinned. " 'Sides, they weren't interested in ne. | wasn't the hero who'd dashed into a
bur ni ng buil di ng—by the gods,

when you cane rolling out all on fire—=

"You saw that?" MIles was vaguely cheered. "Did it |ook good in the |ong shots? Maybe it’'ll make
up for Danio and his

jolly crew, in the mnds of our host city."

"I't | ooked properly terrifying.
bur ned. "

She shuddered appreciation. "I'm surprised you' re not nore badly

Mles tw tched singed eyebrows, and tucked his blistered | eft hand unobtrusively under his right
arm "It was nothing.

Protective clothing. I'"'mglad not all our equipnent design is faulty."
"I don’t know. To tell the truth, I’ve been shy of fire ever since . " her hand touched her
face.

"As well you should be. The whole thing was carried out by ny spinal reflexes. Wien ny brain
finally caught up with ny

body, it was all over, and then | had the shakes. |’'ve seen a few fires, in conbat. The only thing
I could think of was speed,

because when fires hit that certain point, they expand fast."

Mles bit back confiding his further worries about the security aspects of that damed interview.
It was too |late now,

t hough his inmagination played with the idea of a secret Dendarii raid on Euronews Network to
destroy the vid di sk. Maybe war

woul d break out, or a shuttle would crash, or the government would fall in a major sex scandal
and t he whol e wi neshop

i nci dent woul d be shelved in the rush of other news events. Besides, the Cetagandans surely
al ready knew Admiral Naisnith

had been seen on Earth. He woul d di sappear back into Lord Vorkosi gan soon enough, perhaps
permanently this tine.

Ml es staggered of f the tubeway clutching his back
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"Bones?" said Elli worriedly. "Did you do sonmething to your spine?"

"I"'mnot sure." He stonped al ong beside her, rather bent. "Miscle spasns—that poor woman nust have
been fatter than

| thought. Adrenalin’ |l fool you.

It was no better by the tinme their little personnel shuttle docked at the Triunph, the Dendari
flagship in orbit. ElIIi

insisted on a detour to sickbay.

"Pull ed nuscles," said his fleet surgeon unsynpathetically after scanning him "Go lie down for a
week. "

Ml es made fal se prom ses, and exited clutching a packet of pills in his bandaged hand. He was
pretty sure the surgeon’s

di agnosi s was correct, for the pain was easing, now that he was aboard his own flagship. He could
feel the tension uncoiling in

his neck at least, and hoped it would continue all the way down. He was com ng down off his
adr enal i n-i nduced hi gh,

too—better finish his business here while he could still walk and talk at the sanme tine.

He straightened his jacket, brushing rather futilely at the white flecks, and jerked up his chin
before marching into his

fleet finance officer’s inner sanctum

It was evening, ship-time, only an hour skewed from London downside tine, but the nmercenary
accountant was still at

her post. Yield Bone was a precise, mddle-aged wonan, heavy-set, definitely a tech not a troop
whose nornal tone of voice

was a calmng drawl. Now she spun in her station chair and squealed at him "Ch, sir! Do you have
the credit transfer . . . ?"

She took in his appearance and her voice dropped to a nore usual tinbre. "Good God, what happened
to you?" As an

af terthought, she sal uted.

"That’s what |’mhere to find out, Lieutenant Bone." He hooked a second seat into its floor
brackets and swng it around

to sit backwards, his arns draped over its back. As an afterthought, he returned her salute. "I
t hought you reported
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yesterday that all our resupply orders not essential for orbital |ife-support were on hold, and
that our Earthside credit was

under control."

"Tenporarily under control,’
transfer in ten days. | tried

she replied. "Fourteen days ago you told me we’d have a credit

to time as many expenses as possible to cone in after that. Four days ago you told nme it would be
anot her ten days—

"At least," Mles confirned glumy.

"I"ve put off as much stuff as | can again, but sone of it had to be paid off, in order to get
credit extended another week.

W’ ve di pped dangerously far into reserve funds since Mahata Solaris."”

M1l es rubbed a finger tiredly over the seat back. "Yeah, maybe we shoul d have pushed on strai ght
to Tau Ceti." Too late

now. If only he were dealing with Sector Il Security Headquarters directly .

"We woul d have had to drop three-fourths of the fleet at Earth anyway, sir."

"And | didn't want to break up the set, | know. W stay here nmuch | onger, and none of us will be
able to | eave—a financi al

black hole. . . . Look, tap your prograns and tell nme what happened to the downsi de personne
credit account about 1600

London time tonight."

"HnP" Her fingers conjured up arcane and col orful data displays fromher holovid console. "Oh,
dear. It shouldn’t have

done that. Now where did the noney go . . . ? Ah, direct override. That explains it."

"Explain it to ne," MIles prodded.

"Well," she turned to him "of course when the fleet is on station for long at any place with any
kind of financial net at all

we don’t just |leave our liquid assets sitting around."

"W don’t?"
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"No, no. Anything that isn't actually outgoing is held for as long as possible in sonme sort of
short-term

interest-generating investment. So all our credit accounts are set to ride along at the | ega
m ni mum when a bill cones due, |

cycle it through the conputer and shoot just enough to cover it fromthe investnent account into
the credit account."

"Is this, er, worth the risk?"

"Risk? It’s basic good practice! W made over four thousand GSA federal credits on interest and
di vi dends | ast week,

until we fell out of the m nimum armount bracket."

"Ch," said Mles. He had a nonentary flash about giving up war and pl ayi ng the stock market
i nstead. The Dendarii Free

Mer cenary Hol di ng Conpany? Al as, the Enperor mght have a word or two to say about that.

"But these norons,
advent ures that

Li eutenant Bone gestured at the schematic representing her version of Danio’s

afternoon, "attenpted to tap the account directly through its nunber, instead of through Fleet
Central Accounting as

everyone has been told and told to do. And because we're riding so |low at the nonent, it bounced.
Sonetinmes | think I'm

talking to the deaf.” Mre lurid bar graphs fountained up at her fingertips. "But | can only run
it round and round for so |ong,

sir! The investnent account is now enpty, so of course it’s generating no extra nmoney. |’ m not
sure we can even make it siXx

more days. And if the credit transfer doesn’t arrive then
whol e Dendarii fleet could start to

she flung up her hands, "the

slide, pieceneal, into receivership!"

"Ch." Mles rubbed his neck. He’'d been m staken, his headache wasn’t waning. "lIsn’'t there sonme way
you can shift the

stuff around from account to account to create, er . . . virtual noney? Tenporarily?"

"Virtual noney?" Her lips curled in |oathing.

"To save the fleet. Just like in conbat. Mercenary accounting.
toget her, between his knees, and

he cl asped hi s hands
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smled up at her hopefully. "OF course, if it’s beyond your abilities .

Her nostrils flared. "OF course it's not. But the kind of thing you' re talking about relies nostly
on time lags. Earth’s

financial network is totally integrated; there are no tine lags unless you want to start working
it interstellar. I'Il tell you what

woul d work, though . her voice trailed off. "Well, maybe not.

"What ?"

"Go to a nmpjor bank and get a short-term | oan agai nst, say, some nmjor capital equipnment." Her
eyes, glancing around by

implication through the walls to the Triunph, reveal ed what order of capital equipnent she had in
mnd. "We mght have to

conceal certain other outstanding liens fromthem and the extent of depreciation, not to nention
certain anbiguities about

what is and is not owned by the Fleet corporation versus the Captai n-owners—but at |east it would
be real noney."

And what woul d Commpdore Tung say when he found out that MIes had nortgaged his command shi p? But
Tung wasn’t

here. Tung was on leave. It could be all over by the tinme Tung got back

"We’'d have to ask for two or three tines the anobunt we really needed, to be sure of getting
enough, " Li eut enant Bone

went on. "You would have to sign for it, as senior corporation officer."

Admi ral Naismth would have to sign for it, Mles reflected. A man whose | egal existence was
strictly—virtual, not that an

Earth bank coul d be expected to find that out. The Dendarii fleet propped his identity nost
convincingly. This could be al nost

the safest thing he’'d ever done. "Go ahead and set it up, Lieutenant Bone. Um. . . use the
Triunph, it’s the biggest thing we’ ve

got .

She nodded, her shoul ders straightening, as she regai ned some of her accustoned serenity. "Yes,
sir. Thank you, sir."

Ml es sighed, and shoved to his feet. Sitting down had been a mistake; his tired nmuscles were

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (58 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:25 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt
sei zing up. Her nostrils

wri nkl ed as he passed upwi nd of her. Perhaps he'd better take a few mnutes to clean up. It would
be hard enough to explain

hi s di sappearance, when he returned to the enmbassy, w thout explaining his renarkabl e appearance
as wel |l .

"Virtual noney,'
"Good God."

he heard Lieutenant Bone mutter disapprovingly to her contonsole as he exited,

Chapt er Four

By the time MIles had showered, grooned, and donned a fresh uniform and gl ossy spare boots, his
pills had cut in and he

was feeling no pain at all. \Wen he caught hinself whistling as he splashed on after-shave and
adjusted a rather flashy and

only denmi -regul ation black silk scarf around his neck, tucked into his grey-and-white jacket, he
deci ded he'd better cut the

dosage in half next round. He was feeling nuch too good.

Too bad the Dendarii uniformdid not include a beret one could tilt at a suitably rakish angle,
t hough. He m ght order one

added. Tung woul d probably approve; Tung had theories about how spiffy uniforms hel ped recruiting
and norale. M1les was

not entirely sure this wouldn’t just result in acquiring a lot of recruits who wanted to play
dress-up. Private Danio might like a

beret . . . MIles abandoned the notion. Elli Quinn was waiting patiently for himin the Triunph's
nunber six shuttle hatch

corridor. She swung gracefully to her feet and ahead of himinto their shuttle, remarking, "W’d
better hustle. How | ong do you

thi nk your cousin can cover for you at the enbassy?"

"I suspect it's already a |ost cause," MIles said, strapping hinmself in beside her. In |ight of
the warnings on the pain pil

packet about operating equipnent, he let her take the pilot’s seat again. The little shuttle broke
snoot hly away fromthe side

of the flagship and began to drop through its orbital clearance pattern
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Mles neditated norosely on his probable reception when he showed up back at the enbassy. Confined-
to-quarters was

the | east he night expect, though he plead mtigating circunstances for all he was worth. He did
not feel at all |ike hustling

back to that doom Here he was on Earth on a warm sunmer night, with a glanorous, brilliant woman
friend. It was onl y—he

gl anced at his chrononeter—2300. Night life should just be getting rolling. London, with its huge
popul ati on, was an

around-t he-cl ock town. Hi s heart rose inexplicably.

Yet what might they do? Drinking was out; God knew what woul d happen if he dropped al cohol on top
of his current

pharmaceutical load, with his peculiar physiology, except that it could be guaranteed not to
i mprove his coordi nation. A show?

It would inmobilize themfor a rather long tinme in one spot, security-wi se. Better to do somnething
that kept them noving

To hell with the Cetagandans. He was dammed if he woul d beconme hostage to the nere fear of them
Let Admiral

Nai smith have one last fling, before being hung back in the closet. The lights of the shuttleport
fl ashed beneath them reached

up to pull themin. As they rolled into their rented hardstand (140 GSA federals per diem) with
its waiting Dendarii guard,

Mles blurted, "Hey, Elli. Let’'s go—+tet’s go w ndow shopping."

And so it was they found thenselves strolling in a fashionable arcade at nidnight. Not just
Earth’s but the gal axy’s wares

were spread out for the visitor with funds. The passers-by were a parade worth watching in their
own right, for the student of

fad and fashion. Feathers were in this year, and synthetic silk, leather, and fur, in revival of
primtive natural fabrics fromthe

past. And Earth had such a lot of past to revive. The young lady in the—+he Aztec-Viking outfit,
M | es guessed—+teani ng on the

arm of the young man in faintly 24th-century boots and plunes particularly caught his eye. Perhaps
a Dendarii beret wouldn’t

be too unprofessionally archaic after all.

Elli, Mles observed sadly, was not relaxing and enjoying this. Her attention on the passers-hby
was nore in the nature of

a hunt for conceal ed weapons and sudden novenents. But she paused at last in real intrigue before
a shop discreetly | abel ed,
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cultured furs: a division of galactech bioengineering. M|l es eased her inside.

The di splay area was spacious, a sure tip-off to the price range they were operating in. Red fox
coats, white tiger carpets,

extinct |leopard jackets, gaudy Tau Cetan beaded |izard bags and boots and belts, black and white
macaque nonkey vests—a

hol ovi d di splay ran a conti nuous program expl aining the stock’s origins not in the slaughter of
live animals, but in the test

tubes and vats of GalacTech’s R&D division. N neteen extinct species were offered in natura
colors. Coning up for the fall line,

the vid assured them were rainbow rhino Ieather and triple-length white fox in designer pastels.
Elli buried her hands to the

wists in sonething that | ooked |ike an expl osion of apricot Persian cat.

"Does it shed?" Mles inquired bemusedly.

"Not at all," the sal esman assured them "GalacTech cultured furs are guaranteed not to shed,
fade, or discolor. They are

al so soil-resistant.”

An enormous width of silky black fur poured through Elli’s arns. "What is this? Not a coat.

"Ah, that’'s a very popular newitem" said the sal esman. "The very l|latest in bionechanica
f eedback systens. Most of the

fur items you see here are ordinary tanned | eathers—but this is a live fur. This nodel is suitable
for a bl anket, spread, or

throw rug. Various sorts of outerwear are upcomng from R& next year."

"Alive fur?" Her eyebrows rose enchantingly. The sal esman rose on his toes in unconscious
echo—Elli’s face was having

its usual effect on the uninitiated.

"Alive fur," the sal esman nodded, "but with none of the defects of a live aninal. |t neither
sheds nor eats nor," he

coughed discreetly, "requires a litter box."

"Hold on," said MIles. "How can you advertise it as living, then? Wiere's it getting its energy
from if not the chenical

br eakdown of food?"
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"An el ectromagnetic net in the cellular |evel passively gathers energy fromthe environnent.
Hol ovid carrier waves and

the Iike. And every nonth or so, if it seens to be running down, you can give it a boost by
placing it in your mnicrowave for a

few m nutes on the | owest setting. Cultured Furs cannot be responsi ble, however, for the results
if the owner accidentally sets

it on high."

"That still doesn’t make it alive," MIes objected.

"I assure you," said the salesman, "this blanket was bl ended fromthe very finest assortnent of
felis domesticus genes.

We al so have the white Persian and the chocol ate-point Sianmese stripe in stock, in the natura
colors, and | have sanpl es of

decorator colors that can be ordered in any size."

"They did that to a cat?" Mles choked as Elli gathered up the whol e huge bonel ess doubl e-ar nf ul

"Pet it," the salesman instructed Elli eagerly.

She did so, and |aughed. "It purrs!”

"Yes. It also has programmabl e thernotaxic orientati on—+n other words, it snuggles up.”

Elli wapped it around herself conpletely, black fur cascading over her feet like the train of a
queen’ s robe, and rubbed

her cheek into the silky shinmer. "Wat won’t they think of next? Ch, my. You want to rub it al
over your skin."

"You do?" nmuttered MIes dubiously. Then his eyes wi dened as he pictured Elli, in all her |ovely
skin, lolling on the hairy

thing. "You do?" he said in an entirely changed tone. His |lips peeled back in a hungry grin. He
turned to the salesman. "W’ |

take it."

The enbarrassnent cane when he pulled out his credit card, stared at it, and realized he couldn't
use it; It was

Li eut enant Vorkosigan's, chock full of his enbassy pay and utterly conpromsing to his present
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cover. Quinn, beside him

gl anced over his shoulder at his hesitation. He tilted the card toward her to see, shielded in his
palm and their eyes net.

"Ah . . . no," she agreed. "No, no." She reached for her wallet.

I should have asked the price first, MIles thought to hinmself as they exited the shop carting the
unwi el dy bundle in its

el egant silver plastic wappings. The package, the salesman had finally convinced them did not
require air-holes. Wll, the fur

had delighted Elli, and a chance to delight ElIli was not to be lost for nere inprudence—er
pride—en his part. He wanted to

delight her. He would pay her back | ater

But now, where could they go to try it out? He tried to think, as they exited the arcade and nmade
their way to the nearest

tubeway access port. He didn’t want the night to end. He didn’t know what he did want. No, he knew
perfectly well what he

want ed, he just didn't knowif he could have it.

Elli, he suspected, didn’t know how far his thought had taken himeither. Alittle romance on the
si de was one thing; the

change of career he was thinking of proposing to her—ice turn of phrase, that—aould overturn her
exi stence. Eli the

space-born, who called all downsiders dirtsuckers in careless nonents, Elli with a career agenda
of her own. EIli who wal ked

on land with all the dubious distaste of a nmermaid out of water. Elli was an i ndependent country.
Elli was an island. And he was

an idiot and this couldn’t go on unresol ved rmuch | onger or he would burst.

A view of Earth’'s fanobus noon, Mles figured, was what they needed, preferably shining on water.
The town’s old river,

unfortunately, went underground in this sector, absorbed into arterial pipes bel ow the 23rd-
century building boomthat had

donmed the half of the | andscape not occupied by dizzily soaring spires and preserved historic
architecture. Quietude, sone fine

and private place, was not easy to cone by in a city of roiling mllions.

The grave’'s a fine and private place, but none, | think, do there enbrace. . . . The deathly
fl ashbacks to Dagool a had
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faded of |ate weeks, but this one took himunawares in an ordinary public lift tube descending to
t he bubbl e-car system El I

was falling, torn out of his nunb grip by a vicious vortex—design defect in the anti-grav
system-swal | owed by darkness—

"Mles, ow" Elli objected. "Let go of my arml Wat's the matter?"

"Falling," MIes gasped.

"OfF course we're falling, this is the down-tube. Are you all right? Let ne see the pupils of your
eyes." She grabbed a

hand-grip and pulled themto the side of the tube, out of the central fast traffic zone. M dnight
Londoners continued to fl ow

past them Hell had been nodernized, Mles decided wildly, and this was a river of |ost souls
gurgling down sonme cosm c drain,

faster and faster.

The pupils of her eyes were |arge and dark

"Do your eyes get dilated or constricted when you get one of your weird drug reactions?" she
dermanded worriedly, her

face centineters fromhis

"What are they doi ng now?"

"Pul sing."

“I"'mall right.'
make me a little

M1l es swall oned. "The surgeon doubl e-checks anyt hing she puts nme on, now. It nay

dizzy, she told nme that." He had not |oosed his grip.

In the lift tube, Mles realized suddenly, their height difference was voi ded. They hung face to
face, his boots dangling

above her ankl es—he didn't even need to hunt up a box to stand on, nor risk a twist in his
neck—mpul sively, his |lips dove onto

hers. There was a split-second wail of terror in his mnd, like the noment after he' d plunged from
the rocks into thirty neters

of clear green water that he knew was icy cold, after he'd surrendered all choice to gravity but
bef ore the consequences
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engul fed him

The water was warm warm . . . Her eyes widened in surprise. He hesitated, |osing his precious
forward monentum and

began to withdraw. Her |ips parted for him and her arm cl anped around the back of his neck. She
was an athletic wonman; the

grip was a non-regul ation but effective imuobilization. Surely the first tine his being pinned to
the mat had neant he’ d won.

He devoured her |ips ravenously, kissed her cheeks, eyelids, brow, nose, chin—where was the sweet
wel | of her nouth? there,

yes.

The bul ky package containing the live fur began to drift, bunping down the lift tube. They were
jostled by a descendi ng

worman who frowned at them a teenage boy shooting down the center of the tube hooted and nade
rude, explicit gestures,

and the beeper in Elli’s pocket went off.

Awkwar dly, they recaptured the fur and scranbled off the first exit they cane to, and fled the
tube’s field through an

archway onto a bubble-car platform They staggered into the open and stared at each other, shaken
In one lunatic nonent,

Mles realized, he'd upended their carefully-bal anced working rel ati onship, and what were they
now? O ficer and subordi nate?

Man and woman? Friend and friend, |over and lover? It could be a fatal error

It could also be fatal without the error; Dagoola had thrust that | esson hone. The person inside
the uniformwas | arger

than the soldier, the man nore conplex than his role. Death could take not just him but her
tonorrow, and a universe of

possibilities, not just a military officer, would be extinguished. He woul d kiss her agai n—damm,
he could only reach her ivory

t hroat now—

The ivory throat emtted a dismayed grow, and she keyed open the channel on the secure conmlink
sayi ng, "What the

hell . . . ? 1t can’'t be you, you' re here. Quinn here!"

"Conmander Quinn?" Ivan Vorpatril’s voice came small but clear. "Is Mles with you?"
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Mles's lips rippled in a snarl of frustration. lvan’s timng was supernatural, as ever

"Yes, why?" said Quinn to the conmlink

"Well, tell himto get his ass back here. I'"'mholding a hole in the Security net for him but |
can’t hold it rmuch longer. Hell,

I can’t stay awake ruch | onger.
comm | i nk.

A long gasp that Mles interpreted as a yawn wheezed fromthe

"My God, | didn't think he could really do it," Mles nuttered. He grabbed the commlink. "lvan?
Can you really get ne

back in w thout being seen?"

"For about fifteen nore mnutes. And | had to bend regs all to hell and gone to do it, too. I'm
hol di ng down the guard post

on the third sub-level, where the mrunicipal power and sewer connections come through. | can | oop
the vid record and cut out

the shot of your entry, but only if you get back here before Corporal Veli does. | don’t nind
putting nmy tail on the line for you,

but | object to putting ny tail on the line for nothing, you copy?"

Elli was studying the colorful holovid display napping the tubeway system "You can just nmake it,
I think."

"It won't do any good—*

She grabbed his el bow and marched himtoward the bubble cars, the firm gl eam of duty crowdi ng out
the softer light in

her eyes. "We’'Il have ten nore mnutes together on the way."

M1l es massaged his face, as she went to credit their tokens, trying to rub his escaping
rationality back through his skin by

force. He | ooked up to see his owmn dimreflection staring back at himfromthe mrrored wall,
shadowed by a pillar, face

suffused with frustration and terror. He squeezed his eyes shut and | ooked again, nmoving in front
of the pillar and staring.

Most unpl easant —for a second, he had seen hinself wearing his green Barrayaran uniform Dam the
pain pills. Was his

subconscious trying to tell himsonmething? Wll, he didn't suppose he was in real trouble until a
brain scan taken of himin his

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%620--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (66 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

two different uniforns produced two different patterns.

Upon reflection, the idea was suddenly not funny.

He enbraced Quinn upon her return with nore conplicated feelings than sexual desire alone. They
stole kisses in the

bubbl e car—nore pain than pleasure; by the time they reached their destination Mles was in the
nmost physically

unconfortabl e state of arousal he could ever recall. Surely all his blood had departed his brains
to engorge his | oins, rendering

hi m moroni ¢ by hypoxia and | ust.

She left himon the platformin the enbassy district with an angui shed whi sper of "Later . . . I"
It was only after the

t ubeway had swal |l owed her that Mles realized she’d left himholding the bag, which was vibrating
with a rhythnmic purr.

"Nice kitty." Mles hoisted it with a sigh, and began wal ki ng—hobbl i ng—hone.

He awoke blearily the next nmorning engulfed in runbling black fur

"Friendly thing, isn't it?" remarked |van

Ml es fought his way clear, spitting fuzz. The salesman had lied: clearly the near-beast ate
peopl e, not radiation. It

envel oped them secretly in the night and ingested themlike an anpbeba—he' d left it on the foot of
his bed, dammit. Thousands

of little kids, sliding under their blankets to protect themfromthe nonsters in their closets,
were in for a shocking surprise

The cultured fur salesman was clearly a Cetagandan agent-provocateur assassin.

Ivan, wearing his underwear and with his toothbrush sticking jauntily out between gl eani ng
i nci sors, paused to run his

hands through the black silk. It rippled, as if trying to arch into the strokes.

"At’'s ammzing," lvan’s unshaven jaw worked, shifting the toothbrush around. "You want to rub it
all over your skin."
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Mles pictured lIvan, lolling. . . . "Yech," he shuddered. "God. Were’ sa coffee?"

"Downstairs. After you're dressed all nice and regulation. Try to at least look as if you' d been
in bed since yesterday

afternoon.”

Mles snelled trouble instantly when Galeni called him alone, into his office a half hour after
their work-shift started.

"Good norning, Lieutenant Vorkosigan," Galeni sniled, falsely affable. Galeni’'s false snile was as
horrendous as his rare

real one was charming. "Mrning, sir,
inflanmatory attack, | see."

M| es nodded warily. "Al'l over your acute osteo-

"Yes, sir.

"Do sit down."

"Thank you, sir." Mles sat, gingerly—o pain pills this norning. After last night’s adventure
topped by that unsettling

hal l uci nation in the tubeway, Mles had flushed them and made a nental note to tell his fleet
surgeon that there was yet

anot her med she could cross off his list. Galeni’s eyebrows drew down in a flash of doubt. Then
his eye fell on Ml es’s bandaged

right hand. Mles shifted in his seat, and tried to be casual about tucking it behind the small of
his back. Galeni grinmaced

sourly, and keyed up his holovid display.

"I picked up a fascinating itemon the local news this nmorning," said Galeni. "I thought you'd
like to see it too." | think 1'd

rather drop dead on your carpet, sir.

M| es had no doubt about what was coming. Dam, and he'd only worri ed about the Cetagandan enbassy
picking it up.

The journalist from Euronews Network began her introduction—learly, this part had been nade a
little later, for the

wi neshop fire was dying down in the background. When the cut with Admiral Naismith s snudged,
strained face cane on, it

was still burning merrily. unfortunate m sunderstanding,”" MIles heard his own Betan voice

file:/l/F|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (68 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt
coughing. "—+ promise a ful

i nvestigation . The | ong shot of hinself and the unhappy clerk rolling out the front door on
fire was only noderately

spectacul ar. Too bad it couldn’t have been nighttine, to bring out the full splendor of the
pyrotechnics. The frightened fury in

the holovid Naismth's face was faintly echoed in Galeni’s. Mles felt a certain synpathy. It was
no pl easure comuandi ng

subordi nates who failed to foll ow orders and sprang dangerous idiocies on you. Galeni was not
goi ng to be happy about this.

The news clip ended at last, and Galeni flipped the off-switch. He | eaned back in his chair and
regarded M| es steadily.

"Wl | ?"

This was not, Mles's instincts warned him the tine to get cute. "Sir, Commander Qinn called ne
away fromthe

enbassy yesterday afternoon to handle this situation because | was the cl osest ranki ng Dendari
officer. In the event, her

fears proved fully justified. My pronpt intervention did prevent unnecessary injuries, perhaps
deat hs. | nust apol ogi ze for

absenting nyself without |eave. | cannot regret it, however."

" Apol ogi ze?" purred Galeni, suppressing fury. "You were out, AWJL, unguarded in direct defiance of
standi ng orders. |

m ssed the pleasure, evidently by seconds, of naking my next report to Security HQ a query of
where to ship your broiled

body. Most interesting of all you nmanaged to, apparently, teleport in and out of the enbassy
without leaving a ripple in ny

security records. And you plan to wave it all off with an apol ogy? |I think not, Lieutenant."

Ml es stood the only ground he had. "I was not w thout a bodyguard, sir. Conmmander Quinn was
present. | wave off
not hi ng. "

"Then you can begin by explaining precisely how you passed out, and back in, through nmy security
net without anyone

noticing you." Galeni |eaned back in his chair with his arns fol ded, frowning fiercely.

"I . . ." here was the fork of the thing. Confession mght be good for his soul, but should he rat
on lvan? "I left in a group of
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guests departing the reception through the main public entrance. Since | was wearing my Dendari
uni form the guards

assuned | was one of them"

"And your return?"

Mles fell silent. Galeni ought to be put in full possession of the facts, in order to repair his
net, but anong other things

Mles didn't know hinself exactly how I van had diddled the vid scanners, not to nmention the guard
corporal. He'd fallen into

bed wi thout asking the details.

"You cannot protect Vorpatril, Lieutenant,"” remarked Galeni. "He’'s ny neat next after you."

"What nmakes you think |van was involved?' Mles's nouth went on, buying time to think. No, he
shoul d have thought

first.

Gal eni | ooked di sgusted. "Get serious, Vorkosigan."

Mles took a breath. "Everything Ivan did, he did at nmy conmand. The responsibility is entirely
mne. If you Il agree that

no charges will fall upon him I'lIl ask himto give you a conplete report on how he created the
tenporary hole in the net."

"You will, eh?" Galeni’s lips twisted. "Has it occurred to you yet that Lieutenant Vorpatril is
above you in this chain of

command?"

"No, sir," gulped Mles. "It, er . . . slipped ny mnd."

"Hs too, it appears."

"Sir, | had originally planned to be gone only a short tinme, and arranging ny return was the | east
of my worries. As the

situation extended itself, it was apparent to ne that | should return openly, but when | did get
back it was two in the norning

and he’d gone to a great deal of trouble—+t seemed ungrateful =
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"And besides," Galeni interpolated sotto voce, "it looked like it mght work. . . ."

M | es suppressed an involuntary grin. "lvan is an innocent party. Charge ne as you w sh, sir.

"Thank you, Lieutenant, for your kind perm ssion."

Goaded, M| es snapped, "Damit, sir, what would you have of ne? The Dendarii are as nuch
Barrayaran troops as any

who wear the Enperor’s uniform even if they don't know it. They are ny assigned charge. | cannot
negl ect their urgent needs

even to play the part of Lieutenant Vorkosigan."

Gal eni rocked back in his chair, his eyebrows shooting up. "Play the part of Lieutenant
Vor kosi gan? Who do you think

you are?"

"I'm. . ." Mles fell silent, seized by a sudden vertigo, like falling down a defective lift
tube. For a dizzy nonent, he could

not even make sense of the question. The silence |engthened.

Gal eni folded his hands on his desk with an unsettled frown. Hs voice went mld. "Lose track, did
you?"

"1"m . M1 es’s hands opened helplessly. "It’s ny duty, when |I’m Admiral Naismth, to be
Adm ral Naismith as hard as

I can. | don't usually have to switch back and forth like this."

Gal eni cocked his head. "But Naismth isn't real. You said so yourself."

"Uh . . . right, sir. Naismth isn't real.’
Sone nore rationa

Ml es inhaled. "But his duties are. W nust set up

arrangenent for ne to be able to carry themout."

Gal eni did not seemto realize that when M| es had, however inadvertantly, entered his chain of
command, it had

expanded not by one but by five thousand. Yet if he did awake to the fact, might he start nessing
with the Dendarii? Mles's
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teeth closed on the inpulse to point out this possibility in any way. A hot flash
of 4 eal ousy?—shot through him Let Gal en

continue, please God, to think of the Dendarii as Mles’'s personal affair.

"Hn" @Gl eni rubbed his forehead. "Yes, well—+n the neantine, when Admral Naismth's duties call
you cone to ne

first, Lieutenant Vorkosigan." He sighed. "Consider yourself on probation. |I would order you
confined to quarters, but the

anbassador has specifically requested your presence for escort duties this afternoon. But be aware
that | could have nade

serious charges. Disobeying a direct order, for instance."

"I'm. . . keenly aware of that, sir. Uh . . . and Ivan?"

"We' || see about Ivan." Gal eni shook his head, apparently contenplating Ivan. Mles couldn’t blanme
hi m

"Yes, sir," said Mles, deciding he'd pushed as hard as he dared, for now.

"Di sn ssed. "

Great, thought Mles sardonically, exiting Galeni’s office. First he thought | was insubordinate.
Now he just thinks |I'm

crazy. \Woever | am

The afternoon’s political-social event was a reception and dinner in honor of a visit to Earth of
t he Baba of Lairouba. The

Baba, hereditary head-of-state of his planet, was conbining political and religious duties. After
conpleting his pilgrinmge to

Mecca he had cone to London for participation in the right-of-passage talks for the Western Oion
Arm group of planets. Tau

Ceti was the hub of this nexus, and Konmarr connected to it through two routes, hence Barrayar’s
i nterest.

Mles's duties were the usual. In this case he found hinself partnering one of the Baba s four
W ves. He wasn’t sure

whet her to classify her as a dread dowager or not-her bright brown eyes and snpoth chocol ate hands
were pretty enough

but the rest of her was swathed in yards of creany silk edged with gold enbroidery that suggested
a zaftig pulchritude, like a
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very enticing mattress.

Her wit he could not gauge, as she spoke neither English, French, Russian nor Geek, in their
Barrayaran di al ects or any

other, and he spoke neither Lairouban nor Arabic. The box of keyed translator earbugs had
unfortunately been nis-delivered

to an unknown address on the other side of London, |eaving half the diplomats present able only to
stare at their counterparts

and snmle. Mles and the | ady comruni cated basic needs by mnme—salt, ma’ an?—with good will through
di nner, and he nade

her |augh twice. He wi shed he knew why.

Even nore unfortunately, before the after-di nner speeches could be cancell ed a box of replacenent
ear - bugs was

delivered by a panting caterer’s assistant. There foll owed several speeches in a variety of
tongues for the benefit of the press

corps. Things broke up, the zaftig | ady was swept off Mles’s hands by two of her co-w ves, and he
began to nake his way

across the roomback to the Barrayaran anbassador’s party. Hounding a soaring al abaster pillar
hol di ng up the arched ceiling,

he cane face to face with the lady journalist from Euronews Network.

"Mon Dieu, it’s the little admral," she said cheerfully. "Wat are you doi ng here?"
I gnoring the angui shed screaminside his skull, MIles schooled his features to
an—exqui sitel y—polite bl ankness. "I beg

your pardon, ma' anf"

"Admiral Naismth O . . ." She took in his uniform her eyes lighting with interest. "Is this
sonme nercenary covert

operation, Admral?"

A beat passed. Mles allowed his eyes to widen, his hand to stray to his weaponl ess trouser seam
and twitch there. "MW

God," he choked in a voice of horror—ot hard, that—Do you nean to tell nme Adnmiral Naisnith has
been seen on Earth?"

Her chin lifted, and her lips parted in a little half-smle of disbelief. "In your mrror
surely."
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Were his eyebrows visibly singed? His right hand was still bandaged. Not a burn, na’am M/ es
thought wildly. | cut it

shavi ng.

Mles cane to full attention, snapping his polished boot heels together, and favored her with a
smal |, formal bow. In a

proud, hard, and thickly Barrayaran-accented voice, he said, "You are m staken, ma’am | am Lord
M | es Vorkosi gan of

Barrayar. Lieutenant in the Inperial Service. Not that | don't aspire to the rank you name, but
it's atrifle premature.”

She sniled sweetly. "Are you entirely recovered fromyour burns, sir?"

Ml es’s eyebrows rose—no, he shouldn’t have drawn attention to them—=Naismth’s been burned? You
have seen hinf

When? Can we speak of this? The man you nane is of the greatest interest to Barrayaran |nperia
Security."

She | ooked himup and down. "So | would i nagi ne, since you are one and the sane."

"Cone, cone over here," and how was he going to get out of this one? He took her by the el bow and
steered her toward a

private corner. "OfF course we are the sane. Admiral Naismith of the Dendarii Mercenaries is my—
illegitimate twin brother?

No, that didn't scan. Light didn't just dawn, it cane like a nuclear flash at ground zero.
"—lone," Mles finished snoothly.

"What ?" Her certainty cracked; her attention riveted upon him

"My clone,” Mles repeated in a firmer voice. "He's an extraordinary creation. W think, though
we’ ve never been able to

confirmit, that he was the result of an intended Cetagandan covert operation that went greatly
awy. The Cetagandans are

certainly capable of the nedical end of it, anyway. The real facts of their nilitary genetic
experinments would horrify you."

M| es paused. That |ast was true enough. "W are you, by the way?"

"Lise Vallerie," she flashed her press cube at him "Euronews Network."
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The very fact she was willing to reintroduce herself confirnmed he’d chosen the right tack. "Ah,"
he drew back from her

slightly, "the news services. | didn't realize. Excuse nme, ma’am | should not be talking to you
wi t hout perm ssion from ny

superi ors.

He nmade to turn away.

"No, wait—-ah—tord Vorkosigan. OGh—you're not related to that Vorkosigan, are you?"

He jerked up his chin and tried to |l ook stern. "My father."

"Ch," she breathed in a tone of enlightennent, "that explains it."

Thought it mght, MIles thought smugly. He made a few nore little escapi ng-notions. She clanped to
himlike a |inpet.

"No, please . . . if you don’t tell me, | shall surely investigate it on ny own."
"Well . . ." Mles paused. "It’s all rather old data, fromour point of view | can tell you a few
things, | suppose, since it

i mpi nges upon nme so personally. But it is not for public dissemnation. You nust give ne your word
of that, first."

"A Barrayaran Vor lord s word is his bond, is it not?" she said. "I never reveal ny sources.”

"Very well," nodded Mles, pretending he was under the inpression she'd prom sed, though her words
in fact had said

not hi ng of the sort. He nabbed a pair of chairs, and they settled thensel ves out of the way of the
roboservers clearing the

banquet debris. Mles cleared his throat, and | aunched hinself.

"The biol ogical construct who calls hinmself Adnmiral Naismith is . . . perhaps the nost dangerous
man in the gal axy.

Cunni ng—fesol ut e—bot h Cet agandan and Barrayaran Security have attenpted, in the past, to
assassi nate him without

success. He's started to build hinself a power-base, with his Dendarii Mercenaries. W still don't
know what hi s | ong-range

plans for this private arny are, except that he nust have sone.”

Vallerie’s finger went to her lips doubtfully. "He seened—pl easant enough, when | spoke with him
Al'lowi ng for the
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circunstance. A brave man, certainly."

"Aye, there’'s the genius and the wonder of the man," cried Mles, then decided he'd better tone it
down a bit. "Charisma

Surely the Cetagandans, if it was the Cetagandans, nust have intended sonething extraordinary for
him He's a nmlitary

geni us, you know. "

"Wait a nmonent," she said. "He is a true clone, you say—not just an exterior copy? Then he nust be
even younger than

yoursel f."

"Yes. His growh, his education, were artificially accel erated, apparently to the Iimts of the
process. But where have you

seen hi nP"

"Here in London," she answered, started to say nore, and then stopped. "But you say Barrayar is
trying to kill hinP" She

drew away fromhimslightly. "I think perhaps |I'd better |et you trace hi myoursel ves.

"Ch, not anynore." MIles |aughed shortly. "Now we just keep track of him He d dropped out of
sight recently, you see,

whi ch nakes ny own security extremely nervous. Cearly, he nust have been originally created for
sone sort of substitution

pl ot ainmed ultimtely against ny father. But seven years ago he went renegade, broke away from his
captors-creators, and

started working for hinself. W-Barrayar—know too nmuch about hi mnow, and he and | have diverged
too much, for himto

attenpt to replace ne at this |late date."'

She eyed him "He could. He really could."

"Almost." Mles smiled grimy. "But if you could ever get us in the sane room you d see | was
al rost two centineters

taller than he is. Late growh, on ny part. Hornone treatnents
soon—he babbl ed on.

H s invention must give out

"The Cetagandans, however, are still trying to kill him So for, that’'s the best proof we have
that he's actually their
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creation. Cearly, he rmust know too rmuch about something. W'd dearly |ove to know what." He
favored her with an inviting

canine smle, horribly false. She drew back slightly nore.

Mles let his fists close angrily. "The nost offensive thing about the man is his nerve. He m ght
at | east have picked

anot her nanme for hinmself, but he flaunts mine. Perhaps he becane used to it when he was training
to be ne, as he nust have

done once. He speaks with a Betan accent, and takes my nother’s Betan mai den nanme for his surnane,
Bet an-styl e, and do

you know why?"

Yeah, why, why . . . ?

She shook her head nmutely, staring at himin repelled fascination

"Because by Betan | aw regardi ng cl ones, he would actually be ny legal brother, that’s why! He
attenpts to gain a fal se

legitimacy for himself. I'’mnot sure why. It may be a key to his weakness. He nust have a
weakness, sonmewhere, sonme chink

in his arnmor— besides hereditary insanity, of course—He broke off, panting slightly. Let her
think it was from suppressed

rage, and not suppressed terror.

The ambassador, thank God, was notioning at himfromacross the room his party assenbled to
depart. "Pardon ne,

ma'am" Mles rose. "I nust |leave you. But, ah . . . if you encounter the false Naismith again, |
shoul d consider it a great

service if you would get in touch with nme at the Barrayaran enbassy."

Pour quoi ? her lips noved slightly. Rather warily, she rose too. MI|es bowed over her hand,
executed a neat about-face,

and fl ed.

He had to restrain hinmself from skipping down the steps to the Palais de London in the
anbassador’s wake. Genius. He

was a frigging genius. Why hadn’t he thought of this cover story years ago? Inperial Security
Chief Illyan was going to love it.

Even Galeni m ght be slightly cheered.
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Chapter Five

Ml es canped in the corridor outside Captain Galeni’s office the day the courier returned for the
second tinme from Sector

HQ Exercising great restraint, Mles did not tranple the nman in the doorway as he exited, but he
et himclear the frane

bef ore plunging within.

Ml es cane to parade rest before Galeni’s desk. "Sir?"

"Yes, yes, Lieutenant, | know, " said Galeni irritably, waving himto wait. Silence fell while
screen after screen of data

scroll ed above Galeni’s vid plate. At the end Gal eni sat back, creases deepening between his eyes.

"Sir?" Mles reiterated urgently.

Galeni, still frowning, rose and notioned Mles to his station. "See for yourself."

Mles ran it through twice. "Sir—there’'s nothing here."

"So | noticed."

Mles spun to face him "No credit chit—no orders—no expl anati on—o nothing. No reference to ny
affairs at all. W' ve

wai ted here twenty bl eedi ng days for nothing. We could have wal ked to Tau Ceti and back in that
time. This is insane. This is

i npossi ble.”

Gal eni | eaned thoughtfully on his desk on one splayed hand, staring at the silent vid plate.
"I npossi bl e? No. |’ve seen

orders |l ost before. Bureaucratic screwups. |Inportant data m s-addressed. Urgent requests filled
away while waiting for

soneone to return fromleave. That sort of thing happens.™
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"I't doesn’t happen to ne," hissed Mles through his teeth.

One of Galeni’s eyebrows rose. "You are an arrogant little vorling." He straightened. "But |
suspect you speak the truth.

That sort of thing wouldn’t happen to you. Anybody el se, yes. Not you. O course," he al nost
smled, "there’'s a first time for

everything."

"This is the second tine,’
boiling behind his |ips.

M1l es pointed out. He gl owered suspiciously at Galeni, wild accusations

Was this sone bourgeois Komarran's idea of a practical joke? If the orders and credit chit weren't
there, they had to have

been intercepted. Unless the queries hadn’t been sent at all. He had only Galeni’s word that they
had. But it was inconceivable

that Galeni would risk his career nerely to inconvenience an irritating subordinate. Not that a
Barrayaran captain’s pay was

much |l oss, as Mles well knew.

Not |ike eighteen nmillion narks.

Mles's eyes widened, and his teeth closed behind set lips. A poor nman, a nman whose fanm |y had
lost all its great wealth in,

say, the Conquest of Komarr, could conceivably find eighteen nmillion nmarks tenpting i ndeed. Wrth
ri ski ng—puch for. It

wasn’'t the way he woul d have read Gal eni, but what, after all, did Mles really know about the
man? Gal eni hadn’t spoken one

word about his personal history in twenty days’ acquaintance.

"What are you going to do now, sir?" Mles jerked out stiffly.

Gal eni spread his hands. "Send again."

"Send again. That's all?"

"I can’t pull your eighteen mllion marks out of ny pocket, Lieutenant."

Oh, no? W'll just see about that. . . . He had to get out of here, out of the enbassy and back to
the Dendarii. The
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Dendarii, where he had left his own fully professional infornation-gathering experts gathering
dust, while he’'d wasted twenty

days in immobilized paralysis. . . . If Galeni had indeed diddled himto that extent, MIles swore
silently, there wasn’t going to

be a hol e deep enough for himto hide in with his eighteen mllion stolen narks.

Gal eni strai ghtened and cocked his head, eyes narrowed and absent. "It’s a mystery to nme." He
added lowy, alnobst to

hi nsel f, and | don’t like nmysteries."

Nervy . . . cool. . . Mles was struck with admration for an acting ability al nost equal to his
own. Yet if Galeni had

enbezzl ed his noney, why was he not |ong gone? Wiat was he waiting around for? Sonme signal MIles
didn’'t know about ? But

he woul d find out, oh, yes he would. "Ten nore days," said MIes.

Agai n.
"Sorry, Lieutenant," said Galeni, still abstracted.
You will be. . . . "Sir, | nmust have a day with the Dendarii. Adnmiral Naismth' s duties are piling

up. For one thing, thanks

to this delay we're now absolutely forced to raise a tenporary |oan from conmercial sources to
stay current with our

expenses. | have to arrange it."

"I regard your personal security with the Dendarii as totally insufficient, Vorkosigan."

"So add sone fromthe enbassy if you feel you have to. The clone story surely took sonme of the
pressure of f."

"The clone story was idiotic," snapped Gal eni, coning out of hinself.

"I't was brilliant," said Mles, offended at this criticismof his creation. "It conpletely
conmpartnental i zes Naisnmith and

Vorkosigan at last. It disposes of the npbst dangerous ongoi ng weakness of the whole scam ny .
uni que and menor abl e

appear ance. Undercover operatives shouldn't be nenorable."
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"What makes you think that vid reporter will ever share her discoveries with the Cetagandans
anyway ?"

"W were seen together. By millions on the holovid, for God s sake. Oh, they’'ll be around to ask
her questions, all right,

one way or another." A slight tw nge of fear—but surely the Cetagandans woul d send sonebody to
punp the woman subtly.

Not just snatch, drain, and di spose of her, not a publicly pronminent Earth citizen right here on
Eart h.

"I'n that case, why the hell did you pick the Cetagandans as Adniral Naismith's putative creators?
The one thing they’' I

know for sure is that they didn’t do it."

"Verisimlitude," explained Mles. "If even we don’t know where the clone really came from they
m ght not be so

surprised that they hadn’'t heard of himtill now either."

"Your logic has a few gl ari ng weaknesses,"” sneered Galeni. "It may help your |ong-term scam
possibly. But it doesn’'t

hel p nme. Having Admiral Naismith’s corpse on ny hands woul d be just as enbarrassing as having Lord
Vor kosi gan’ s. Schi zoid

or no, not even you can conpartnmentalize yourself to that extent."

"l amnot schizoid,” Mles bit off. "Alittle manic-depressive, maybe," he admtted in
af t ert hought .

Galeni’s lips twitched. "Know thyself."

"We try, sir."

Gal eni paused, then chose perhaps wisely to ignore that one. He snorted and went on. "Very well,
Li eut enant Vor kosi gan.

"1l assign Sergeant Barth to supply you with a security perineter. But | want you to report in no
| ess than every eight hours

by secured conmlink. You may have twenty-four hours’ |eave."

Mles, drawing breath to narshall his next argunent, was bereft of speech. "Oh," he managed.
"Thank you, sir." And why
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the hell did Galeni just flip-flop like that? Mles would give blood and bone to know what was
goi ng on behind that deadpan

Roman profile right now.

Ml es withdrew in good order before Galeni could change his m nd again

The Dendarii had chosen the npbst distant hardstand of those available for rent at the London
shuttl eport for security,

not econony. The fact that the distance also made it the cheapest was nerely an added and
del i ghtful bonus. The hardstand

was actually in the open, at the far end of the field, surrounded by |lots of enpty, naked tarnmac.
Not hi ng coul d sneak up on it

wi t hout being seen. And if any—dntoward activity—did happen to take place around it, Mles
reflected, it was therefore |ess

likely to fatally involve innocent civilian bystanders. The choice had been a | ogi cal one.

It was also a damed long walk. Mles tried to step out briskly, and not scurry |ike a spider
across a kitchen floor. Was he

getting a trifle paranoid, as well as schizoid and nani c-depressive? Sergeant Barth, marching
al ong besi de hi munconfortably

in civvies, had wanted to deliver himto the shuttle' s hatch in the enbassy’s arnored groundcar
Wth difficulty MIles had

persuaded hi mthat seven years of painfully careful subterfuge would go up in snoke if Admira
Nai smith was ever seen

getting out of a Barrayaran official vehicle. The good view fromthe shuttle hardstand was
sonet hing that cut two ways, alas.

Still, nothing could sneak up on them

Unl ess it was psychol ogi cally disguised, of course. Take that big shuttleport maintenance fl oat
truck over there, for

i nstance, speeding along busily, hugging the ground. They were all over the place; the eye quickly
becane used to their

irregular passing. If he were going to launch an attack, M| es deci ded, one of those would
definitely be the vehicle of choice. It

was wonderfully doubtful. Until it fired first, no defending Dendarii could be sure he or she
wasn't about to randomly rmurder

sonme hapl ess stray shuttleport enployee. Crimnally enbarrassing, that, the sort of m stake that
wr ecked careers.

The float truck shifted its route. Barth twitched and Mles stiffened. It |ooked awmfully |ike an
i nterception course. But
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dammit, no wi ndows or doors were opening, no armed nen were | eaning out to take aimwith so nuch
as a slingshot. Mles and

Barth both drew their |egal stunners anyway. Mles tried to separate hinmself fromBarth as Barth
tried to step in front of him

anot her precious nmonent’s confusion.

And then the nowhurtling float truck was upon them rising into the air, blotting out the bright
nmorni ng sky. Its snooth

seal ed surface offered no target a stunner would matter to. The method of his assassination was at
last clear to Mles. It was to

be death by squashi ng.

M | es squeaked and spun and scranbled, trying to get up a sprint. The float truck fell like a
nmonstrous brick as its

anti-grav was abruptly switched off. It seened like overkill, somehow, didn’'t they know his bones
could be shattered by an

overl|l oaded grocery pallet? There'd be nothing left of himbut a revolting wet snear on the tarnmac.

He dove, rolled—enly the blast of displaced air as the truck booned to the pavenment saved him He
opened his eyes to

find the skirt of the truck centineters in front of his nose, and recoiled onto his feet as the
mai nt enance vehicle rose again.

Where was Barth? The usel ess stunner was still clutched convulsively in Mles’s right hand, his
knuckl es scraped and bl eedi ng.

Ladder handhol ds were recessed into a channel on the truck’s gleanming side. If he were on it he
couldn’t be under

it—M | es shook the stunner fromhis grip and sprang, alnpst too late, to cling to the handhol ds.
The truck |urched sideways

and fl opped again, obliterating the spot where he’d just been lying. It rose and fell again with
an angry crash. Like an hysterica

giant trying to smash a spider with a slipper. The inmpact knocked MIles from his precarious perch,
and he hit the pavenent

rolling, trying to save his bones. There was no crack in the floor here to scuttle into and hide

A line of light wi dened under the truck as it rose again. Mles |ooked for a reddened |unp on the
tarmac, saw none. Barth?

No, over there, crouched at a distance screanming into his wist conm MIles shot to his feet,
zi gged, zagged. Hi s heart was

poundi ng so hard it seemed his bl ood was about to burst fromhis ears on adrenalin overload, his
breat hi ng hal f - st opped
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despite his straining lungs. Sky and tarmac spun around him he'd |ost the shuttle—no, there-he
started to sprint toward it.

Runni ng had never been his best sport. They' d been right, the people who'd wanted to disbar him
fromofficer's training on

the basis of his physicals. Wth a deep vile whine the mai ntenance truck clawed its way into the
air behind him

The violent white blast blew himforward onto his face, skidding over the tarmac. Shards of netal
gl ass, and boiling

pl astic spewed across him Sonething gl anced nunbly across the back of his skull. He clapped his
arns over his head and tried

to nelt a hole down into the pavenent by heat of fear alone. Hi s ears hammered but he could only
hear a land of roaring white

noi se.

A mllisecond nore, and he realized he was a stopped target. He jerked onto his side, glaring up
and around for the falling

truck. There was no nore falling truck.

A shiny black aircar, however, was dropping swiftly and illegally through shuttleport traffic
control space, no doubt

lighting up boards and setting off alarns on the Londoners’ control conputers. Well, it was a | ost
cause now to try and be

i nconspi cuous. Mles had it pegged as Barrayaran outer-perinmeter backup even before he glinpsed
the green uniforns wthin,

by virtue of the fact that Barth was running toward it eagerly. No guarantee that the three
Dendarii sprinting toward them

from his personnel shuttle had drawn the same concl usions, though. Mles sprang to his hands and
knees. The abrupt if

aborted novenent rendered himdizzy and sick. On the second attenpt he nmade it to his feet.

Barth was trying to drag himby the el bow toward the settling aircar. "Back to the enbassy, sir!"
he urged.

A cursing grey-uniformed Dendarii skidded to a halt a few neters away and ai ned his plasnma arc at
Barth. "Back off,

you!" the Dendarii snarl ed.

M| es stepped hastily between the two as Barth’s hand went to his jacket. "Friends, friends!" he
cried, flipping his hands

pal mout toward both conbatants. The Dendarii paused, doubtful and suspicious, and Barth cl enched
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his fists at his sides with

an effort.
Elli Quinn cantered up, swi nging a rocket-Ilauncher one-handed, its stock nestled in her arnmpit,
snoke still trickling from

its five-centineters-wi de muzzle. She nust have fired fromthe hip. Her face was flushed and
terrorized.

Sergeant Barth eyed the rocket-launcher with suppressed fury. "That was a little close, don't you
t hi nk?" he snapped at

Elli. "You damm near blew himup with your target." Jealous, Mles realized, because he hadn't had

a rocket | auncher.

Elli’s eyes widened in outrage. "It was better than nothing. Wich was what you cane equi pped
with, apparently!"

Mles raised his right hand—his | eft shoul der spasnmed when he tried to raise the other arm-and
dabbed gingerly at the

back of his head. Hi s hand cane away red and wet. Scal p wound, bleeding |like a stuck pig but not
danger ous. Anot her cl ean

uni form shot .

"It’s awkward to carry major ordnance on the tubeway, Elli," Mles intervened mldly, "nor could

we have gotten it

t hrough shuttl eport security." He paused and eyed the snmoking remmant of the float truck. "Even
they couldn’t get weapons

through shuttleport security, it seens. Whoever they were."

He nodded significantly toward the second Dendarii who, taking the hint, went off to investigate.

"Come away, sir!" Barth urged anew. "You're injured. The police will be here. You shouldn’t be
mxed up in this."

Li eutenant Lord Vorkosi gan shouldn’'t be nmixed up in this, he neant, and he was absolutely right.
"God, yes, Sergeant.

Go. Take a circuitous route back to the enbassy. Don’t |et anyone trace you."

"But sir—
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"My own security—which has just denonstrated its effectiveness, | think—wll take over now GCo."

"Captain Galeni will have ny head on a platter if—

"Sergeant, Sinmon Illyan hinself will have nmy head on a platter if my cover is blown. That’'s an
order. Go!"

The dreaded Chief of Inperial Security was a nane to conjure with. Torn and di stressed, Barth
all owed Mles to chivvy

himtoward the aircar. Mles breathed a sigh of relief as it streaked away. Galeni really would
lock himin the basenment forever

if he went back now.

The Dendarii guard was returning, grimand a little green, fromthe scattered remains of the float
truck. "Two nmen, sir,"

he reported. "At least, | think they were nale, and there were at |east two, judging fromthe
number of, um parts remining."

Mles | ooked at Elli and sighed. "Nothing |left to question, eh?"

She shrugged an insincere apol ogy. "Ch—you' re bl eeding . She cl osed on him fussily.

Dam. If there had been sonething left to question, MIles would have been in favor of shoveling it
onto the shuttle and

taking off, clearance or no clearance, to continue his investigation in the Triunph's sickbay
uni npeded by the legal constraints

that woul d doubtl ess delay the | ocal authorities. The London constables could scarcely be nore
unhappy w th hi m anyway.

From the | ooks of things he’d be dealing with them again shortly. Fire equi pnment and shuttl eport
vehi cl es were convergi ng on

t hem even now.

Still, the London police enployed sonme 60,000 individuals, an arny much larger, if |less heavily
equi pped, than his own.

Maybe he coul d sic them on the Cetagandans, or whoever was behind this.

"Who were those guys?" asked the Dendarii guard, glancing in the direction the black aircar had
gone.
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"Never mind," said Mles. "They weren’t here, you never saw'em"

"Yes, sir.

He | oved the Dendarii. They didn't argue with him He submitted to Elli’s first aid, and began
mentally marshalling his

story for the police. The police and he were doubtless going to be quite tired of each other
before his visit to Earth was over.

Before the forensic | ab team had even arrived on the tarmac, Mles turned to find Lise Vallerie at
his el bow. He shoul d

have expected her. Since Lord Vorkosigan had exerted hinself to repel her, Adnmral Naismth now
mar shal | ed his charm

struggling to remenber just which of his personas had told her what.

"Admiral Naismth. Trouble certainly seens to foll ow you!" she began

"This did," he said affably, smling up at her with what fragnented cal mhe could nuster under the
circunmst ances. The

hol ovid man was off recordi ng el sewhere on-site—she nust be trying to set up sonething nore than
an of f-the-cuff spot

i nterview

"Who were those nen?"

"A very good question, nowin the lap of the London police. My personal theory is that they were
Cet agandan, seeking

revenge for certain Dendarii operations, ah, not against them but in support of one of their
victims. But you had better not

quote that. No proof. You could be sued for defanmation or sonething."

"Not if it’s a quote. You don’t think they were Barrayarans?"”

"Barrayarans! What do you know of Barrayar?" He let startlenent segue into benusenent.

"1’ ve been | ooking into your past,” she sml ed.

"By asking the Barrayarans? | trust you don't believe everything they say of nme."
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"l didn’t. They think you were created by the Cetagandans. |’ ve been | ooking for independent
corroboration, fromny

own private sources. | found an inmm grant who used to work in a cloning |aboratory. H s nmenory was
somewhat | acking in

detail, unfortunately. He had been forcibly debriefed at the tine he was fired. What he could
renenber was appal ling. The

Dendarii Free Mercenary Fleet is officially registered out of Jackson's Wole, is it not?"

"A | egal convenience only. We're not connected in any other way, if that’s what you' re asking.
You’ ve been doi ng sone

honmewor k, eh?" Mles craned his neck. Over by a police groundcar, Elli Quinn was gesticul ating
vividly to an earnest constable

capt ai n.

"OfF course," said Vallerie. "lI'd like, with your cooperation, to do an in-depth feature on you. |
think it would be extrenely

interesting to our viewers."

"Ah . . . The Dendarii do not seek publicity. Quite the reverse. It could endanger our operations
and operatives."

"You personally, then. Nothing current. How you cane to this. Wo had you cl oned, and why—
al ready know from

whom Your early nmenories. | understand you underwent accel erated growh and hypnotic training.
What was it |ike? And so

on.

"I't was unpl easant,'
the fact that after

he said shortly. Her offered feature was a tenpting notion indeed, apart from
Gal eni had hi m skinned, Illyan would have himstuffed and nmounted. And he rather liked Vallerie.
It was all very well to float a

few useful fictions into the air through her, but too close an association with himjust nowhe
gl anced across the tarmac at the

police lab team now arrived and poking about the remains of the float truck—ould be bad for her
health. "I have a better idea.

Wiy don't you do an exposé on the civilian illegal cloning business?"

"It’s been done."
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"Yet the practices still go on. Apparently not enough has been done."

She | ooked less than thrilled. "If you would work closely with me, Admral Naismth, you would
have sone input into the

feature. If you don't—well, you are news. Fair gane."

He shook his head reluctantly. "Sorry. You' re on your own." The scene by the police groundcar
conmpel l ed his attention.

"Excuse ne," he said distractedly. She shrugged and went to catch up with her vid-man as Ml es
j ogged off.

They were taking Elli away.

"Don’t worry, Mles, |I've been arrested before," she tried to reassure him "It's no big deal ."

"Commander Quinn is ny personal bodyguard,” MIles protested to the police captain, "and she was on
duty. Manifestly.

She still is. | need her!™

"Sh, Mles, calmdown," Elli whispered to him "or they could end up taking you too."

"Me! I"mthe bloody victim It's those two goons who tried to flatten ne who shoul d be under
arrest.”
"Well, they' re taking them away too, as soon as the forensic guys get the bags filled. You can't

expect the authorities to

just take our word for it all. They'Il check out the facts, they' Il corroborate our story, then
they' Il release me." She tw nkled a

smle at the captain, who nelted visibly. "Policenmen are hunan too."

"Didn’t your nother ever tell you never to get in a car with strangers?" Mles nuttered. But she
was right. If he kicked

up much nore fuss it mght occur to the constables to order his shuttle grounded, or worse. He
wondered if the Dendarii would

ever get back the rocket-launcher, now i npounded as the murder weapon. He wondered if getting his
key bodyguard arrested

was step one of a deep-laid plot against him He wondered if his fleet surgeon had any
psychoactive drugs to treat gall oping
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paranoia. |If she did, he’'d probably be allergic to them He ground his teeth and took a deep
cal mi ng breath.

A two-nman Dendarii mini-shuttle was rolling up to the hardstand. What was this, now? MIles gl anced
at his wist chrono,

and realized he’d lost alnost five hours out of his precious twenty-four fooling around here at
the shuttl eport. Know ng what

time it was, he knew who had arrived, and swore in frustration under his breath. Elli used the new
distraction to prod the

police captain into notion, sketching Mles a breezy, reassuring salute by way of farewell. The
reporter, thank God, had gone

off to interview the shuttleport authorities.

Li eut enant Bone, squeaky-clean, polished, and striking in her best velvet dress greys, exited her
shuttl e and approached

the remmant of nmen left at the foot of the larger shuttle s ranp. "Admiral Naismith, sir? Are you
ready for our appointnent.

Ch, dear . . ."

He flashed her a toothy grin fromhis bruised and dirt-snudged face, conscious of his hair, matted
and sticky with drying

bl ood, his bl ood-soaked collar and spattered jacket and ripped trouser knees. "Wuld you buy a
used pocket dreadnought from

this man?" he chirped at her

"I't won't do," she sighed. "The bank we're dealing with is very conservative."

"No sense of hunor?"

"Not where their nmoney is concerned."

"Right." He bit short further quips; they were too close to nervous-involuntary. He nade to run
hi s hands through his

hair, w nced, and changed the gesture to a gentle probing touch around the tenporary plas
dressing. "And all ny spare

uniforms are in orbit—and |’ m not anxious to go carting around London without Quinn at ny back
Not now, anyway. And

need to see the surgeon about this shoulder, there’'s sonething still not right— throbbing agony,
if you wanted to get technica

about it—and there are some new and serious doubts about just where our outstanding credit
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transfer went."

"Ch?" she said, alert to the essential point.

"Nasty doubts, which | need to check out. Al right," he sighed, yielding to the inevitable,
"cancel our appointnent at the

bank for today. Set up another one for tonmorrow if you can.”

"Yes, sir." She saluted and noved off.

"Ah," he called after her, "you needn’t nention why | was unavoi dably detai ned, eh?"

One corner of her nouth tugged upward. "I wouldn’t dreamof it," she assured himfervently.

Back in close Earth orbit aboard the Triunph, a visit to his fleet surgeon revealed a hairline
crack in Mles's left scapula, a

di agnosi s which surprised himnot at all. The surgeon treated it with electrastimand put his left
armin an excessively

annoyi ng plastic inmobilizer. Mles bitched until the surgeon threatened to put his entire body in
a plastic imobilizer. He

sl unk out of sickbay as soon as she was done treating the gouge on the back of his head, before
she got carried away with the

obvious nedical nmerit of the idea.

After getting cleaned up, MIles tracked down Captain El ena Bothari-Jesek, one of the triunvirate
of Dendarii who knew

his real identity, the other being her husband and Mles's fleet engineer, Comodore Baz Jesek
El ena in fact probably knew

as much about Mles as he did hinself. She was the daughter of his |ate bodyguard, and they had
grown up together. She had

becone an officer of the Dendarii by Mles's fiat back when he’'d created them or found them|ying
around, or however one

wanted to describe the chaotic beginnings of this whole hideously overextended covert op. Been
named an officer, rather; she

had becone one since then by sweat and guts and fierce study. Her concentration was intense and
her fidelity was absol ute,

and Mles was as proud of her as if he’'d invented her himself. His other feelings about her were
no one’s business.

As he entered the wardroom Elena sketched hima greeting that was hal fway between a wave and a
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salute, and smled

her sonber smle. Mles returned her a nod and slid into a seat at her table. "Hello, Elena. |’'ve
got a security nmission for you."

Her long, lithe body was folded into her chair, her dark eyes luminous with curiosity. Her short
bl ack hair was a snpooth

cap fram ng her face; pale skin, features not beautiful yet elegant, sculptured |like a hunting
wol f hound. M1 es regarded his own

short square hands, folded on the table, lest he lose his eye in the subtle planes of that face.
Still. Al ways.

"Ah . . ." Mles glanced around the room and caught the eye of a couple of interested techs at a
nearby table. "Sorry,

fellows, not for you." He jerked his thunmb, and they grinned and took the hint and their coffee
and clattered out.

"What sort of security mission?' she said, biting into her sandwi ch

"This one is to be sealed on both ends, fromboth the Dendarii point of view and that of the
Barrayar an enbassy here on

Earth. Especially fromthe enbassy. A courier job. | want you to get a ticket on the fastest
avail abl e comercial transport to

Tau Ceti, and take a nessage from Li eutenant Vorkosigan to the Inperial Security Sector
Headquarters at the enbassy there.

My Barrayaran comandi ng of ficer here on Earth doesn’t know |I'’m sending you, and I'd like to keep
it that way."

"I"'m. . . not anxious to deal with the Barrayaran comand structure," she said mldly after a
nmoment . WAt chi ng her own

hands, she was.

"I know. But since this involves both my identities, it has to be either you, Baz, or Elli Quinn
The London police have ElI

under arrest, and | can’t very well send your husband; some confused underling on Tau Ceti ni ght
try to arrest him™"

El ena gl anced up from her hands at that. "Why were the desertion charges agai nst Baz never dropped
by Barrayar?"

"I tried. | thought | alnmost had them persuaded. But then Sinmon Illyan had a spasm of tw tchiness
and deci ded | eavi ng
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the arrest warrant outstanding, if not actually pursued, gave himan extra handl e on Baz in case
of, er, energencies. It also

gives a little artistic depth to the Dendarii’s cover as a truly independent outfit. | thought
I'llyan was wong—+n fact, | told him
so, till he finally ordered me to shut up on the subject. Someday, when |’'m giving the orders,

I"ll see that’s changed.”

Her eyebrow quirked. "It could be a long wait, at your present rate of pronotion—+tieutenant."

"My Dad’s sensitive to charges of nepotism Captain.
pushi ng about

He picked up the seal ed data di sk he’d been

one- handed on the table top. "I want you to give this into the hand of the senior mlitary attaché
on Tau Ceti, Commodore

Destang. Don't send it in via anyone el se, because anpbng ny other suspicions is the nasty one that
there may be a leak in the

Barrayaran courier channel between here and there. | think the problemis on this end, but if |I'm
wong . . . God, | hope it isn't

Dest ang hi nsel f."

" Par anoi d?" she inquired solicitously.

"Getting nore so by the mnute. Having Mad Enperor Yuri in ny famly tree doesn’'t help a bit. I'm
al ways wondering if

I"mstarting to conme down with his disease. Can you be paranoid about being paranoi d?"

She smiled sweetly. "If anyone can, it’'s you."

"Hm Well, this particular paranoia is a classic. | softened the |anguage in the nessage to
Dest ang—you better read it

before you enmbark. After all, what would you think of a young officer who was convinced his
superiors were out to get hin®P"

She tilted her head, wi nged eyebrows clinbing. "Quite.” MI|es nodded. He tapped the disk with one
forefinger. "The

purpose of your trip is to test a hypothesis—enly a hypothesis, nmind you—that the reason our
eighteen mllion marks aren’t

here is that they disappeared en route. Just possibly into dear Captain Galeni’s pockets. No
corroborative evidence yet, such

as @Gl eni’s sudden and pernanent di sappearance, and it’'s not the sort of charge a young and
anbitious officer had better
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make by mistake. |’ve enbedded it in four other theories, in the report, but that's the one I'm
hot about. You nmust find out if

HQ ever di spatched our noney."

"You don't sound hot. You sound unhappy."

"Yes, well, it’s certainly the nessiest possibility. It has a deal of forceful logic behind it."

"So what's the hook?"

"Gl eni’s a Komarran. "

"Who cares? So nuch the nore likely that you' re right, then."

I care. Mles shook his head. What, after all, were Barrayaran internal politics to Elena, who had
sworn passionately

never to set foot on her hated home world agai n?

She shrugged, and uncoiled to her feet, pocketing the disk.

He did not attenpt to capture her hands. He did not nake a single nove that night enbarrass them
both. Ad friends

were harder to conme by than new | overs.

Ch, ny ol dest friend.

Still. Al ways.

Chapter Six

He ate a sandwi ch and slurped coffee for dinner in his cabin while he perused Dendarii fleet
status reports. Repairs had

been conpl eted and approved on the Triunph's surviving conbat drop shuttles. And paid for, alas,
t he noney now passed
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beyond recall. Refit chores were all caught up throughout the fleet, downside |eaves used up, spit
spat and polish polished off.

Boredom was setting in. Boredom and bankruptcy.

The Cetagandans had it all wong, Mles decided bitterly. It wasn't war that woul d destroy the
Dendarii, it was peace. |f

their enemes would just stay their hands and wait patiently, the Dendarii, his creation, would
collapse all on its own wi thout

any outsi de assi stance.

Hi s cabin buzzer blatted, a welcone interruption to the dark and w nding chain of his thoughts. He
keyed the comm on

his desk. "Yes?"

"It’s EITi."

Hi s hand | eapt eagerly to tap the |l ock control. "Enter! You re back before |I'd expected. | was
afraid you' d be stuck down

there like Danio. Or worse, with Danio."

He wheel ed his chair around, the room seem ng suddenly brighter as the door hissed open, though a
| unen- et er m ght

not have registered it. Elli waved hima salute and hitched a hip over the edge of his desk. She
smled, but her eyes | ooked

tired.
"Told you," she said. "In fact there was sone tal k of nmaking me a permanent guest. | was sweet, |
was cooperative, | was

nearly prim trying to convince them| wasn't a homicidal nmenace to society and they really could
I et me back out on the

streets, but | was nmaking no headway till their conputers suddenly hit the jackpot. The | ab cane
back with ID's on those two

men | . . . killed, at the shuttleport.”

M1l es understood the little hesitation before her choice of terns. Soneone el se m ght have picked
a breezier

euphem sm-bl ew away, or offed—di stancing hinself fromthe consequences of his action. Not Quinn

"Interesting, | take it," he said encouragingly. He made his voice calm drained of any hint of
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judgnent. Whuld that the

ghosts of your enenmies only escorted you to hell. But no, they had to hang about your shoul der
intermnably, waiting until that

service was called for. Maybe the notches Danio gouged in the hilts of his weapons weren’t such a
tastel ess idea after all.

Surely it was a greater sin to forget a single dead nan in your tally. "Tell me about them™

"They turned out to be both known to and desired by the Eurolaw Net. They were—how shall | put
t hi s—sol di ers of the

sub- econony. Professional hit nmen. Locals.”

Ml es winced. "Good God, what have | ever done to thenf"

"1 doubt they were after you of their own accord. They were alnost certainly hirelings, contracted
by a third party or

parties unknown, though | inagine we could both give it a good guess."

"Ch, no. The Cetagandan Enbassy is sub-contracting ny assassination now? | suppose it makes sense:
Gal eni said they

were understaffed. But do you realize— he rose and began to pace in his agitation, "this neans
could be attacked again from

any quarter. Anywhere, any tine. By totally un-personally-notivated strangers."”

"A security nightmare," she agreed.

"l don’t suppose the police were able to trace their enployer?”

"No such luck. Not yet, anyway. | did direct their attention to the Cetagandans, as candi dates for
the notive |l eg of any

met hod- noti ve-opportunity triangle they may try to put together."

"Good. Can we make anything of the nethod and opportunity parts ourselves?' M| es wondered al oud.
"The end results

of their attenpt would seemto indicate they were a trifle under-prepared for their task."

"Fromny point of view their method | ooked like it cane awfully damm cl ose to working," she
remarked. "It suggests,

t hough, that opportunity m ght have been their limting factor. | nean, Admiral Naismth doesn’t
just go into hiding when you
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go downside, tricky as it would be to find one man anong nine billion. He literally ceases to
exi st anywhere, zip! There was

evi dence these guys had been hanging around the shuttleport for sonme days waiting for you."

"Ugh." His visit to Earth was quite spoiled. Adnmiral Naisnmith was, it appeared, a danger to
hi rsel f and others. Earth was

too congested. What if his assailants next tried to blow up a whol e tubeway car or restaurant to
reach their target? An escort

to hell by the souls of his enem es was one thing, but what if he were standi ng beside a class of
pri mary-school children next

round?
"Ch, by the way, | did see Private Danio when | was downside," Elli added, exam ning a chipped
fingernail. "His case is

comng up for judicial reviewin a couple of days, and he asked ne to ask you to cone."

M1l es snarled under his breath. "Ch, sure. A potentially unlinited nunber of total strangers are
trying to off ne, and he

wants ne to schedul e a public appearance. For target practice, no doubt."

Elli grinned, and nibbled her fingernail off evenly. "He wants a character w tness by soneone who
knows him"
"Character witness! | wish | knew where he hid his scalp collection; 1'd bring it just to show the

judge. Sociopath therapy

was invented for people like him No, no. The |last person he wants for a character witness is
soneone who knows him" Mles

si ghed, subsiding. "Send Captain Thorne. Betan, got a |ot of cosnopolitan savoir faire, should be
able to lie well on the wi tness

stand. "

"Good choice,” Elli applauded. "It’s about tinme you started del egati ng sone of your work |oad."

"I delegate all the tine,
personal security to you."

he objected. "I amextrenely glad, for instance, that | del egated ny

She flipped up a hand, grimacing, as if to bat away the inplied conplinment before it could |and.
Did his words bite? "I was

sl ow. "
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"You were fast enough." MIles wheel ed and cane to face her, or at any rate her throat. She had
fol ded back her jacket for

confort, and the arc of her black T-shirt intersected her collarbone in a kind of abstract,
aesthetic scul pture. The scent of

her —o perfune, just wonman—+ose warm from her skin.

"I think you were right," she said. "Oficers shouldn’t go shopping in the conpany store—=

Damit, thought Mles, | only said that back then because | was in love with Baz Jesek’s wi fe and
didn’'t want to say

so—better to never say so—

"—+t really does distract fromduty. | watched you, wal king toward us across the shuttleport, and
for a couple of mnutes,

critical minutes, security was the last thing on ny mnd."

"What was the first thing on your mnd?" MI|es asked hopefully, before his better sense could stop
him Wake up nan,

you coul d funbl e your whole future in the next thirty seconds.

Her smile was rather pained. "I was wondering what you' d done with that stupid cat bl anket,
actually," she said lightly.

"I left it at the enbassy. | was going to bring it,"'
and invite her to sit with

and what wouldn’t he give to whip it out now,

himon the edge of his bed? "but | had sone other things on my mind. | haven't told you yet about
the latest wrinkle in our

tangl ed finances. | suspect— dammit, business again, intruding into this personal noment, this
woul d- be personal nonent.

"Il tell you about that later. Right now |l want to talk about us. | have to talk about us."

She nmoved back fromhimslightly; MIles anended his words hastily, "and about duty.
retreating. His right

She st opped
hand touched her uniformecollar, turned it over, slid over the snooth cool surface of her rank
i nsignia. Nervous as |int-picking.

He drew his hand back, clenched it over his breast to control it.

"I . . . have a lot of duties, you see. Sort of a double dose. There's Adniral Naismith's duties,
and there’s Lieutenant

file:/l/F|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%620--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (98 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

Vorkosigan's duties. And then there's Lord Vorkosigan’s duties. A triple dose."

Her eyebrows were arched, her lips pursed, her eyes blandly inquiring; supernal patience, yes,
she’d wait for himto

make an ass of hinself at his own pace. H s pace was becom ng headl ong.

"You re famliar with Admral Naismth' s duties. But they're the least of ny troubles, really.
Admiral Naismth is

subordi nate to Lieutenant Vorkosigan, who exists only to serve Barrayaran |nperial Security, to
whi ch he has been posted by

the wi sdom and nercy of his Enperor. Well, his Enperor’s advisors, anyway. In short, Dad. You know

that story."

She nodded.

"That busi ness about not getting personally involved with anyone on his staff may be true enough
for Admral Naismth .

"I"d wondered, later, whether that . . . incident inthe Iift tube m ght have been sone kind of
test," she said reflectively.

This took a nonent to sink in. "Eugh! No!" MIles yel ped. "What a repul sively | owdown, nean and
scurvy trick that would

have been-no. No test. Quite real."

"Ah," she said, but failed to reassure him of her conviction with, say, a heartfelt hug. A
heartfelt hug woul d be very

reassuring just now. But she just stood there, regarding him in a stance unconfortably I|ike
par ade rest.

"But you have to renenber, Admiral Naismith isn't a real man. He’s a construct. | invented him
Wth sone inportant

parts missing, in retrospect.”

"Ch, rubbish, Mles." She touched his cheek lightly. "Wat is this, ectoplasn®?"

"Let's get back, all the way back, to Lord Vorkosigan,”™ Mles forged on desperately. He cl eared
his throat and with an
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effort dropped his voice back into his Barrayaran accent. "You' ve barely net Lord Vorkosigan."

She grinned at his change of voice. "I’'ve heard you do his accent. It’'s charming if, um rather
i ncongruous. "

"I don’t do his accent, he does nine. That is—+ think— he stopped, tangled. "Barrayar is bred in
my bones."

Her eyebrows lifted, their ironic tilt blunted by her clear good will. "Literally, as | understand
it. | shouldn’t think you'd

thank them for poisoning you before you’d even nmanaged to get born."

"They weren't after nme, they were after ny father. My nother— considering just where he was
attenpting to steer this

conversation, it mght be better to avoid expandi ng upon the nisfired assassination attenpts of
the last twenty-five years.

"Anyway, that kind of thing hardly ever happens any nore."

"What was that out there on the shuttleport today, street ballet?"

"It wasn’'t a Barrayaran assassi nation."

"You don't know that," she renmarked cheerfully.

M| es opened his nouth and hung, stunned by a new and even nore horrible paranoia. Captain Gal eni
was a subtle man,

if Mles had read himaright. Captain Galeni could be far ahead down any |inked chain of |ogic of
interest to him Suppose he

was i ndeed guilty of enbezzlenment. And suppose he had anticipated M| es's suspicions. And suppose
he’d spotted a way to

keep noney and career both, by elimnating his accuser. Galeni, after all, had known just when
Mles was to be at the

shuttl eport. Any local dealer in death that the Cetagandan enbassy could hire, the Barrayaran
enbassy could hire just as

readily, just as covertly. "W’ || talk about that—ater—too," he choked.

"Why not now?"
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"BECAUSE |' M— he stopped, took a deep breath, "trying to say sonmething else," he continued in a

smal |, tightly

cont ai ned voi ce.

There was a pause. "Say on," Elli encouraged.

"Um duties. Well, just as Lieutenant Vorkosigan contains all of Admiral Naismith's duties, plus
others of his own, so Lord

Vor kosi gan contains all of Lieutenant Vorkosigan, plus duties of his own. Political duties
separate from and overarching a

lieutenant’s mlitary duties. And, um. . . famly duties.
unobtrusively on the seam of his

H s pal mwas danp; he rubbed it

trousers. This was even harder than he’d thought it would be. But no harder, surely, than soneone
who' d had her face bl own

away once having to face plasma fire again.

"You make yourself sound like a Venn diagram ‘The set of all sets which are nenbers of
t hemsel ves’ or sonething."”

"l feel like it," he admtted. "But |’ve got to keep track sonehow. "

"What contains Lord Vorkosi gan?" she asked curiously. "Wen you look in the mrror when you step
out of the shower,

what | ooks back? Do you say to yourself, H, Lord Vorkosigan?"

| avoid looking in mrrors. . . . "Mles, | guess. Just Mles."

"And what contains M| es?"

His right index finger traced over the back of his immbilized | eft hand. "This skin."

"And that’'s the last, outer perineter?"

"l guess."

"Cods," she nuttered. "I've fallen in love with a man who thinks he's an onion."

Ml es snickered; he couldn't help it. But—fallen in love?" Hs heart lifted in vast
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encour agenent. "Better than ny

ancestoress who was supposed to have thought herself— no, better not bring that one up either

But Elli’s curiosity was insatiable; it was why he’'d first assigned her to Dendarii Intelligence,
after all, where she'd been so
spectacul arly successful . "Wat?"

Mles cleared his throat. "The fifth Countess Vorkosigan was said to suffer fromthe periodic
del usi on that she was nade

of glass.™

"What finally happened to her?" asked Elli in a tone of fascination

"One of her irritated relations eventually dropped and broke her."

"The del usion was that intense?"

"I't was off a twenty-neter-tall turret. |I don’t know," he said inpatiently. "I’'m not responsible
for my weird ancestors.

Quite the reverse. Exactly the inverse." He swallowed. "You see, one of Lord Vorkosigan's non-
mlitary duties is to eventually,

sonetime, sonewhere, cone up with a Lady Vorkosigan. The el eventh Count ess-Vorkosi gan-to-be. It’s
rat her expected from

a man froma strictly patrilinear culture, y see. You do know," his throat seenmed to be stuffed
with cotton, his accent wavered

back and forth, "that these, uh, physical problens of mne
I ength, or lack of it, of his body,

hi s hand swept vaguely down the

"were teratogenic. Not genetic. My children should be normal. A fact which may have saved ny life,
in view of Barrayar’s

traditional ruthless attitude toward nmutations. | don't think ny grandfather was ever totally
convinced of it, |I’'ve always

wi shed he could have lived to see ny children, just to prove it.

"Mles,"” Elli interrupted himgently.

"Yes?" he said breathlessly.

"You' re babbling. Wiy are you babbling? | could listen by the hour, but it’s worrisone when you
get stuck on
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fast-forward. "

"I’ mnervous," he confessed. He smiled blindingly at her

"Del ayed reaction, fromthis afternoon?" She slipped closer to him confortingly. "I can
understand that."

He eased his right armaround her waist. "No. Yes, well, maybe a little. Wuld you like to be
Count ess Vor kosi gan?"

She grinned. "Made of glass? Not ny style, thanks. Really, though, the title sounds nore |ike
sonet hi ng that woul d go

with bl ack | eather and chrom um studs."

The nmental inmage of Elli so attired was so arresting, it took hima full half mnute of silence to
trace back to the wong

turn. "Let me rephrase that,"” he said at last. "WII you marry ne?"

The silence this tinme was nuch | onger

"1 thought you were working up to asking ne to go to bed with you," she said finally, "and | was
| aughi ng. At your

nerves." She wasn’'t |aughi ng now.
"No," said Mles. "That would have been easy."

"You don’t want ruch, do you? Just to conpletely rearrange the rest of nmy life."

"I't’s good that you understand that part. It’'s not just a marriage. There's a whole job
description that goes with it."

"On Barrayar. Downside."

"Yes. Well, there nmight be sone travel."

She was quiet for too long, then said, "I was born in space. Gew up on a deep-space transfer
stati on. Wrked nost of ny
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adult life aboard ships. The tine |I've spent with ny feet on real dirt can be neasured in nonths."

"I't would be a change," MIles admtted uneasily.

"And what woul d happen to the future Admiral Quinn, free mercenary?"

"Presunmabl y—hopeful | y—she woul d find the work of Lady Vorkosigan equally interesting."

"Let ne guess. The work of Lady Vorkosigan would not include ship command."

"The security risks of allow ng such a career would appall even ne. My nother gave up a ship
conmand—Bet an

Astronom cal Survey—to go to Barrayar."

"Are you telling me you're looking for a girl just |ike MnP"

"She has to be snmart—she has to be fast-she has to be a determ ned survivor," MIles explained
unhappily. "Anyt hi ng

| ess woul d be a slaughter of the innocent. Maybe for her, maybe for our children with her
Bodyguards, as you know, can only

do so much."

Her breath blew out in a long, silent whistle, watching himwatching her. The slippage between the
di stress in her eyes

and the snile on her lips tore at him Didn't want to hurt you—the best | can offer shouldn't be
pain to you—+s it too nuch,

too little . . . too awful?

"Ch, love," she breathed sadly, "you aren’t thinking."

"I think the world of you."

"And so you want to maroon nme for the rest of ny life on a, sorry, backwater dirtball that’s just
barely clinmbed out of

feudalism that treats wonen |ike chattel —er cattle—that would deny me the use of every nilitary
skill I"ve learned in the

past twelve years fromshuttle docking to interrogation chenmistry . . . I'msorry. I’mnot an
ant hr opol ogi st, |I'mnot a saint, and
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I’”mnot crazy."
"You don't have to say no right away," said Mles in a small voice.

"Ch, yes | do," she said. "Before |ooking at you nmakes ne any weaker in the knees. O in the
head. "

And what am| to say to that? MIles wondered. If you really loved ne, you d be delighted to
i mol ate your entire

personal history on ny behalf? Ch, sure. She’s not into immlation. This makes her strong, her
strength nakes ne want her

and so we conme full circle. "It's Barrayar that’'s the problem then."

"OF course. What femmle human in her right mnd would voluntarily nove to that planet? Wth the
exception of your

nmot her, apparently.”

"She is exceptional. But. . . when she and Barrayar collide, it's Barrayar that changes. |’ve seen
it. You could be a force of

change |ike that."

Elli was shaking her head. "I know ny limts.
"No one knows their linmts till they’ ve gone beyond them"

She eyed him "You would naturally think so. What’s with you and Barrayar, anyway? You |et them
push you around |ike

. |’ ve never understood why you’' ve never just grabbed the Dendarii and taken off. You could
meke it go, better than

Admiral Oser ever did, better than Tung even. You could end up enperor of your own rock by the
time you were done."

"Wth you at nmy side?" He grinned strangely. "Are you seriously suggesting | enbark on a plan of
gal actic conquest with

five thousand guys?"

She chuckled. "At least | wouldn't have to give up fleet command. No, really seriously. If you're
so obsessed with being a
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prof essi onal sol dier, what do you need Barrayar for? A nercenary fleet sees ten tines the action
of a planetary one. A dirtball

may see war once a generation, if it's |lucky—=

"Or unlucky,"” Mles interpol ated.

"A mercenary fleet follows it around."

"That statistical fact has been noted in the Barrayaran high conmand. It’s one of the chief
reasons |'mhere. |I’'ve had

nmore actual conbat experience, albeit on a small scale, in the past four years than nost other
I nperial officers have seen in

the I ast fourteen. Nepotismworks in strange ways." He ran a finger along the clean |Iine of her
jaw. "l see it now. You are in

love with Admiral Naismth."

"OF course."

"Not Lord Vorkosigan."

"I am annoyed with Lord Vorkosigan. He sells you short, |ove."

He I et the double entendre pass. So, the gulf that yawned between them was deeper than he'd truly
realized. To her, it

was Lord Vorkosigan who wasn’t real. His fingers entwi ned around the back of her neck, and he
breat hed her breath as she

asked, "Wy do you | et Barrayar screw you over?"

"I't'’s the hand | was dealt."

"By whon? | don't get it."

"It’s all right. It just happens to be very inportant to ne to win with the hand | was dealt. So
be it."

"Your funeral." Her lips were muffled on his nouth.
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She drew back a moment. "Can | still junp your bones? Carefully, of course. You' ll not go away
mad, for turning you

down? Turning Barrayar down, that is. Not you, never you

I"mgetting used to it. Alnost nunb . . . "AmI| to sulk?" he inquired lightly. "Because | can’t
have it all, take none, and go

off in a huff? I'd hope you d bounce ne down the corridor on ny pointed head if | were so dense."

She | aughed. It was all right, if he could still nake her laugh. If Naismith was all she wanted,
she coul d surely have him

Half a loaf for half a man. They tilted bedward, hungry-nmouthed. It was easy, with Quinn; she nade
it so.

Pillowtalk with Quinn turned out to be shop talk. MIles was unsurprised. Along with a sl eepy body-
rub that turned him

to liquid in danger of pouring over the edge of the bed into a puddle on the deck, he absorbed the
rest of her conplete report

on the activities and discoveries of the London police. He in turn brought her up to date on the
events of the enbassy, and the

m ssion on which he'd di spatched El ena Bot hari-Jesek. And all these years he’d thought he needed a
conference room for

debriefing. dearly, he'd stunbled into an unsuspected universe of alternative command style.
Sybaritic had it all over

cybernetic.

"Ten nmore days," MIles conplained snearily into his mattress, "until Elena can possibly return
from Tau Ceti. And

there’s no guarantee she can bring the missing noney with her even then. Particularly if it’s
al ready been sent once. Wile the

Dendarii fleet hangs idly in orbit. You know what we need?"

"A contract."

"Dam straight. We've taken interimcontracts before, in spite of Barrayaran |Inperial Security
havi ng us on permanent

retainer. They even like it; it gives their budget a break. After all, the |less taxes they have to
squeeze out of the peasantry, the

easier Security gets on the donestic side. It’s a wonder they ve never tried to nake the Dendarii
Mercenaries a
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revenue-generating project. |I'd have sent our contract people out hunting weeks ago if we weren't
stuck in Earth orbit till this

mess at the enbassy gets straightened out."

"Too bad we can’t put the fleet to work right here on Earth," said Elli. "Peace seens to have
broken out all over the

pl anet, unfortunately." Her hands unknotted the nuscles in his calves, fiber by fiber. He wondered
if he could persuade her to

work on his feet next. He’'d done hers a while ago, after all, albeit with higher goals in view
Oh, joy, he wasn't even going to

have to persuade her . . . he wiggled his toes in delight. He’d never suspected that his toes
were sexy until Elli’d pointed it out.

In fact, his satisfaction with his entire pleasure-drenched body was at an all-tinme high

"There's a blockage in ny thinking," he decided. "I'mlooking wong at sonething. Let's see. The
Dendarii fleet isn't tied

to the enbassy, though I am | could send you all off . . ."

Elli whinpered. It was such an unlikely noise, coning fromher, that he risked nuscle spasmto
twi st his neck and | ook

over his shoulder at her. "Brainstorming," he apol ogi zed.

"Well, don’'t stop with that one."

"And anyway, because of the nmess at the enbassy, |I'’mnot anxious to strip myself of ny private
backup. I1t’s—there’s

sonet hi ng very wong going on there. Wich neans that any nore sitting around waiting for the
enmbassy to cone through is

dunber than rocks. Well. One problemat a tinme. The Dendarii. Mney. Odd jobs . . . hey!"

" |_by?n

"What says |’'ve got to contract out the entire fleet at a tinme? Wrk. Odd jobs. Interimcash flow.
Di vi de and conquer!

Security guards, conputer techs, anything and everything anyone can come up with that wll
generate a little cash inconme—

"Bank robberies?" said ElIli in a tone of rising interest.
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"And you say the police let you out? Don't get carried away. But I'msitting on a | abor pool of
five thousand variously and

highly trained people. Surely that’s a resource of even greater value than the Triunmph. Del egate!
Let them spread out and go

scare up some bl oody cash!"

Elli, sitting cross-legged on the foot of his bed, remarked in aggravation, "I worked for an hour
to get you rel axed, and

now | ook! What are you, menory-plastic? Your whole body is coiling back up right before nmy eyes
Where are you goi ng?"

"To put the idea into action, what else?"

"Most people go to sleep at this point.
uniformbits on the floor

Yawni ng, she hel ped himsort through the pile of

nearby. The black T-shirts proved nearly interchangable. Elli’s was distinguishable by the faint
scent of her body lingering in

it—Mles alnpost didn't want to give it back, but reflected that keeping his girlfriend s underwear
to sniff probably woul dn’'t

score himpoints in the savoir-faire departnent. The agreenment was unspoken but plain: this phase
of their relationship nust

stop discreetly at the bedroom door, if they were to disprove Admiral Naismth's fatuous dictum

The initial Dendarii staff conference, at the start of a m ssion when Mles arrived on fl eet
station with a new contract in

hand, al ways gave himthe sense of seeing double. He was an interface, conscious of both hal ves,
trying to be a one-way mrror

bet ween the Dendarii and their true enployer the Enmperor. This unpl easant sensation usually faded
rapidly, as he

concentrated his faculties around the nission in question, re-centering his personality; Admra
Nai smith cane very near to

occupyi ng his whole skin then. "Relaxing" wasn't quite the right termfor this al pha-state, given
Nai smith’s driving

personal ity; "unconstrai ned" cane cl oser

He had been with the Dendarii an unprecedented five nonths straight, and the sudden re-intrusion
of Li eutenant

Vorkosigan into his life had been unusually disruptive this time. O course, it wasn't normally
the Barrayaran side of things

that was screwed up. He'd always counted on that command structure to be solid, the axiomfrom
which all action flowed, the
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standard by whi ch subsequent success or failure was neasured. Not this tine.

This night he stood in the Triunph's briefing roombefore his hastily called departnment heads and
shi p captains, and was

sei zed by a sudden, schizoid paralysis: what was he to say to then? You' re on your own, suckers.

"W're on our own for a while," Admral Naismth began, emerging from whatever cave in Mles’s
brain he dwelt in, and

he was off and running. The news, made public at last, that there was a glitch in their contract
paynent inspired the expected

di smay; nore baffling was their apparently serene reassurance when he told them his voice heavy
wi th nmenaci ng enphasi s,

that he was personally investigating it. Wll, at least it accounted fromthe Dendarii point of
view for all the time he' d spent

stuffing the conputers in the bowels of the Barrayaran enbassy. God, thought. Mles, | swear |
could sell themall radioactive

farm and.

But when chal |l enged they unl eashed an inpressive flurry of ideas for short-term cash creation.
Ml es was intensely

relieved, and left themto it. After all, nobody arrived on the Dendarii general staff by being
dense. H's own brain seened

drai ned. He hoped it was because its circuits were subconsciously working on the Barrayaran half
of the problem and not a

synptom of premature senile decay.

He sl ept alone and badly, and woke tired and sore. He attended to some routine internal matters,
and approved the

seven | east harebrai ned schenes for cash creation evolved by his people during the night. One
of ficer had actually cone up

with a security guard contract for a squad of twenty, never nmind that it was for the grand opening
of a shopping mall

i n—~where the hell was Xi an?

He arrayed hinmself carefully in his best—grey velvet dress tunic with the silver buttons on the
shoul ders, trousers with

the blinding white side trim his shiniest boots—and acconpani ed Li eutenant Bone downside to the
London bank. Elli Quinn

backed himwith two of his largest uniforned Dendarii and an unseen perineter, before and behind,
of civilian-dressed guards
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Wi th scanners

At the bank Adnmiral Naismith, quite polished and urbane for a nman who didn’t exist, signed away
questionable rights to a

war ship he did not own to a financial organization who did not need or want it. As Lieutenant Bone
poi nted out, at |east the

nmoney was real. Instead of a pieceneal collapse beginning that afternoon—the hour when Lieutenant
Bone had cal cul ated the

first Dendarii payroll chits would start bounci ng—+t woul d be just one great crash at an undefined
future date. Hooray.

He peel ed of f guards, as he approached the Barrayaran Enbassy, until only Elli remained. They
paused before a door in

the underground utility tunnels marked danger: toxic: authorized personnel only.

"W’ re under the scanners now," M es renarked warningly.

Elli touched her finger to her lips, considering. "On the other hand, you may go in there to find
orders have arrived to

spirit you off to Barrayar, and | won't see you for another year. O ever."

"I would resist that— he began, but she touched the finger to his |lips now, bottling whatever
stupidity he'd been about

to utter, transferring the kiss. "Right." He smiled slightly. "I’Il be in touch, Commander Quinn."

A straightening of her spine, a small ironic nod, an inpressionistic version of a salute, and she
was gone. He sighed and

pal med open the intimidating door’s |ock

On the other side of the second door, past the unifornmed guard at the scanner console, |van
Vorpatril was waiting for

him Shifting fromfoot to foot with a strained snmile. Ch, CGod, now what? It was doubtl ess too
much to hope that the man

merely had to take a | eak.

"dad you' re back, Mles," Ivan said. "Right on tine."

"I didn't want to abuse the privilege. | might want it again. Not that I'mlikely to get it—+ was
surprised that Galeni
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didn't just yank nme back to the enbassy pernanently after that little episode at the shuttl eport
yest erday. "

"Yes, well, there’'s a reason for that," said |van

"Oh?" said Mles, in a voice drained to neutrality.

"Captain Galeni left the enbassy about half an hour after you did yesterday. He hasn’t been seen
si nce."

Chapt er Seven

The anbassador let theminto Galeni’s | ocked office. He conceal ed his nerves rather better than
Ivan, nmerely renarking

quietly, "Let nme know what you find, Lieutenant Vorpatril. Some certain indication as to whether
or not it’s tinme to notify the

| ocal authorities would be particularly desirable." So, the anbassador, who had known Duv Cal eni
some two years, thought in

terns of nultiple possibilities too. A conplex man, their mssing captain.

Ivan sat at the desk console and ran through the routine files, searching for recent nenos, while
M | es wandered the

perimeter of the room| ooking for—what? A nessage scrawied in blood on the wall at the |evel of
hi s kneecap? Alien vegetable

fiber on the carpet? A note of assignation on heavily perfuned paper? Any or all would have been
preferable to the bl and

bl ankness he found.

Ivan threw up his hands. "Nothing here but the usual."

"Move over." Mles wiggled the back of Galeni’'s swivel chair to evict his big cousin and slid
into his place. "I have a

burning curiosity as to Captain Galeni’s personal finances. This is a gol den opportunity to check
them out . "

"Mles," said lvan with trepidation, "isn't that a little, um invasive?"
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"You have the instincts of a gentleman, Ivan," said MIles, absorbed in breaking into the coded
files. "How did you ever get

into Security?"

"l don’t know," said Ivan. "I wanted ship duty."

"Don't we all? Ah," said Mles as the hol oscreen began to disgorge data. "I |love these Earth
Uni versal Credit Cards. So

revealing."

"What do you expect to find in Galeni’s charge account, for God' s sake?"

"Well, first of all,” Mles nmuttered, tapping keys, "let’s check the totals for the last few
mont hs and find out if his outgo

exceeds his incone."

It was the work of a nonment to answer that one. MIles frowned slight disappointrment. The two were
i n bal ance; there

was even a small end-of-nmonth surplus, readily traceable to a nodest personal savings fund. It
proved not hi ng one way or

another, alas. If Galeni were in sone kind of serious noney trouble he had both the wit and the
know how not to |eave

evi dence against hinself. MIles began going down the item zed |ist of purchases

Ivan shifted inpatiently. "Now what are you | ooking for?"

"Secret vices."

"Basy. Or it would be, if . . . conpare, for exanple, the records of Galeni’s accounts with yours
for the sane three-nonth

period." Mles split the screen and called up his cousin’s data.

"Why not conpare it with yours?" said lIvan, mffed.
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Mles smiled in scientific virtue. "I haven't been here | ong enough for a conparabl e baseline. You
make a much better

control. For exanple—well, well. Look at this. A lace nightgown, Ivan? What a confection. It’s
totally non-regul ation, y’ know. "

"That’s none of your business,"” said Ivan grunpily.

"Just so. And you don’t have a sister, and it’s not your mother’s style. Inherent in this purchase
is either a girl in your life

or transvestism"

"You will note it’s not ny size," said Ivan with dignity.

"Yes, it would | ook rather abbreviated on you. A sylph-like girl, then. Wom you know wel| enough
to buy intimate

presents. See how nmuch | know about you already, fromjust that one purchase. Was it Sylveth, by
chance?"

"It’s Galeni you' re supposed to be checking," Ivan rem nded hi m

"Yes. So what kind of presents does Gal eni buy?" He scrolled on. It didn't take long; there wasn't
t hat nuch.

"Wne," lvan pointed out. "Beer."

Ml es ran a cross check. "About one-third the amount you drank in the sane period. But he buys
book-discs in a ratio of

thirty-five to—fust two, Ivan?"

Ivan cleared his throat unconfortably.

Ml es sighed. "No girls here. No boys either, | don't think . . . eh? You ve been working with him
for a year."
"Mm" said lvan. "l’ve run across one or two of that sort in the Service, but . . . they have ways

of letting you know. Not

Gleni, | don't think either."

Ml es glanced up at his cousin’s even profile. Yes, Ivan probably had collected passes from both
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sexes, by this tine.

Scratch off yet another lead. "Is the man a nonk?" Mles nuttered. "Not an android, judging from
t he nmusi c, books, and beer

but . . . terribly elusive."

He killed the file with an irritated tap on the controls. After a noment of thought he called up
Gal eni s Service records

instead. "Huh. Now that’s unusual. D d you know Captain Galeni had a doctorate in history before
he ever joined the Inperia

Servi ce?"

"What ? No, he never nentioned that.
i nstincts overcone by

Ivan | eaned over Ml es’'s shoul der, gentlemanly

curiosity at |ast.

"A Ph.D. with honors in Mdern History and Political Science fromthe Inperial University at
Vorbarr Sultana. My God,

|l ook at the dates. At the age of twenty-six Dr. Duv Galeni gave up a brand-new faculty position at
the Coll ege of Bel gravia on

Barrayar, to go back to the Inperial Service Acadeny with a bunch of eighteen-year-olds. On a
cadet’s pittance." Not the

behavi or of a man to whom noney was an al |l -consumi ng obj ect.

"Huh," said Ivan. "He nust have been an upper-classnan when we entered. He got out just two years
ahead of us. And

he’'s a captain already!"

"He nust have been one of the first Komarrans permtted to enter the mlitary. Wthin weeks of the
ruling. And he's

been on the fast track ever since. Extra traini ng—+anguages, information analysis, a posting at
the Inperial HQ-and then this

pl um of a post on Earth. Duvie is our darling, clearly." Mles could see why. A brilliant,
educated, liberal officer—Galeni was a

wal ki ng adverti senent for the success of the New Order. An Exanple. MIes knew all about being an
Exanple. He drew in his

breath, a long, thoughtful inhalation hissing cold through his front teeth.

"What ?" prodded |van.
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"I m beginning to get scared."”

" \My?n

"Because this whole thing is acquiring a subtle political odor. And anyone who isn’t al arned when
things Barrayaran start

snelling political hasn't studied . . . history." He uttered the last word with a subsi di ng,
ironic sibilant, hunching in the chair.

After a nonent he hit the file again, searching on

"Jack. Pot."

"Eh?"

Ml es pointed. "Sealed file. Nobody under the rank of an Inperial Staff officer can access this
part."

"That lets us out."

"Not necessarily."

"Mles . . ." lvan npaned.
"I"'mnot contenplating anything illegal," Mles reassured him "Yet. Go get the anbassador."
The anbassador, upon arrival, pulled up a chair next to Mles. "Yes, | do have an energency access

code that wll

override that one," he adnmitted when Ml es pressed him "The energency in nmind was sonething on
the order of war

breaki ng out, however."

M1l es nibbled the side of his index finger. "Captain Galeni’s been with you two years now. \Wat's
your inpression of

hi nP"

"As an officer, or as a nan?"
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"Both, sir."

"Very conscientious in his duties. Hi s unusual educational background—

"Ch, you knew of it?"

"OfF course. But it nmakes himan extraordinarily good pick for Earth. He's very good, very at ease
on the social side, a

brilliant conversationalist. The officer who preceded himin the post was a Security nman of the
ol d school. Conpetent, but dull

Alnost . . . aheml . . . boorish. Galeni acconplishes the sane duties, but nore snmoothly. Snpoth
security is invisible security,

invisible security does not disturb my diplomatic guests, and so ny job becones that nuch easier.
That goes double for the, er

i nformation-gathering activities. As an officer I'mextrenely pleased with him"

"What’s his fault as a man?"

" ‘Fault’ is perhaps too strong a term Lieutenant Vorkosigan. He's rather . . . cool. In general
I find this restful. | do

notice that in any given conversation he will come away know ng a great deal nore about you than
you of him"

"Ha." What a very diplomatic way of putting it. And, Mles reflected, thinking back over his own
brushes with the m ssing

of ficer, dead-on

The anbassador frowned. "Do you think sone clue to his disappearance nmay be in that file,
Li eut enant Vorkosi gan?"

M | es shrugged unhappily. "It isn’t anywhere else."

"I amreluctant . . ." the anbassador trailed off, eyeing the strongly worded access restrictions
on the vid.

"We could wait a little longer," said lIvan. "Suppose he's just found a girlfriend. If you were so
worried about that as to

make t hat other suggestion, MIles, you ought to be glad for the man. He isn't going to be too
happy, coming back fromhis first
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night out in years, to find we’ve turned his files inside out."

M | es recogni zed the singsong tone of |van playing dunb, playing devil’'s advocate, the ploy of a
sharp but lazy intellect to

get others to do its work. Right, Ivan

"When you spend nights out, don’t you | eave notice where you'll be and when you' |l return?" asked
Ml es.
"Well, yes."

"And don't you return on tinme?"

"I"ve been known to oversleep a tinme or two," Ilvan admitted.

"What happens then?"

"They track ne down. ‘Good norning, Lieutenant Vorpatril, this is your wake-up call.’ " Gleni’s
preci se, sardonic accent

came through clearly in lvan's parody. It had to be a direct quote.

"D you think Galeni’s the sort to make one rule for subordinates and another for hinself, then?"

"No," said lvan and the anbassador in unison, and gl anced sideways at each ot her

Ml es took a deep breath, jerked up his chin, and pointed at the holovid. "Cpen it."

The anbassador pursed his lips and did so.

"Il be damed," whispered Ivan after a few minutes of scrolling. Mles el bowed into the center
pl ace and began

speed-reading in earnest. The file was enornous: Galeni’s missing famly history at |ast.

Davi d Gal en had been the nanme to which he was born. Those Gal ens, owners of the Galen Orbital
Transshi ppi ng

War ehouse Cartel, strong anong the oligarchy of powerful fanmilies who had run Komarr, straddling
its inportant wormhole
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connections |like ancient Rhine River robber barons. Its wormol es had made Komarr rich; it was
fromthe power and wealth

pouring through themthat its jewel-like doned cities sprang, not grubbed up fromthe planet’s
dire, barren soil by sweaty

| abor .

Mles could hear his father’s voice, ticking off the points that had nade the conquest of Komarr
Adm ral Vorkosigan's

text book war. A small popul ati on concentrated in climate-controlled cities; no place for guerillas
to fall back and regroup

No allies; we had only to let it be known that we were dropping their twenty-five-percent cut of
everyt hing that passed

through their wornhole nexus to fifteen percent and the nei ghbors that should have supported them
fell into our pockets.

They didn't even want to do their own fighting, till the mercenaries they' d hired saw what they
were up agai nst and turned

tail

O course, the unspoken heart of the matter was the sins of the Komarran fathers a generation
earlier, who had accepted

the bribe to let the Cetagandan invasion fleet pass through for the quick and easy conquest of
poor, newy redi scovered,

sem - feudal Barrayar. Which had proved neither quick, nor easy, nor a conquest; twenty years and a
river of blood later the

| ast of the Cetagandan warshi ps withdrew back the way they had come, through "neutral" Komarr.

Barrayarans mi ght have been backward, but no one could accuse them of being slow | earners. Anbng
Mles’'s

grandfat her’s generation, who cane to power in the harsh school of the Cetagandan occupation
there grew an obsessed

determ nation that such an invasion nust never be permitted to happen again. It had fallen on
Mles s father’s generation to

turn the obsession into fact, by taking absolute and final control of Barrayar’s Komarran gateway.

The avowed ai m of the Barrayaran invasion fleet, its |ightning speed and pai nstaking strategic
subtl eties, was to take

Komarr’s weal t h-generating econony intact, with mninmal danmage. Conquest, not revenge, was to be
the Emperor’s glory.

I mperial Fleet Conmander Admiral Lord Aral Vorkosigan had nade that abundantly and explicitly
clear, he’ d thought.
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The Komarran oligarchy, supple mddlenen that they were, were brought into alignment with that
aim their surrender

eased in every possible way.

Prom ses were nade, guarantees given; subordinate |ife and reduced property were life and property
still, calculatedly

| eavened with hope for future recovery. Living well was to be the best revenge all round.

Then canme the Sol stice Massacre.

An overeager subordinate, grow ed Admiral Lord Vorkosigan. Secret orders, cried the surviving
famlies of the two

hundred Komarran Counsel |l ors gunned down in a gymasi um by Barrayaran Security forces. Truth, or
at any rate certainty,

lay anong the victins. Mles hinself was not sure any historian could resurrect it. Only Adnira
Vor kosi gan and the security

commander knew for sure, and it was Admiral Vorkosigan's word that was on trial. The security
commander | ay dead w t hout

trial at the admral’s own furious hands. Justly executed, or killed to keep fromtalking, take
your pick according to your

prej udi ces.

In absolute terms Mles was disinclined to get excited about the Solstice Massacre. After all,
Cet agandan atoni cs had

taken out the entire city of Vorkosi gan Vashnoi, killing not hundreds but thousands, and nobody
rioted in the streets about

that. Yet it was the Sol stice Massacre that got the attention, captured an eager public
i magi nation; it was the nane of

Vor kosi gan that acquired the sobriquet "Butcher"” with a capital letter, and the word of a
Vor kosi gan that was besmi rched.

And that made it all a very personal bit of ancient history indeed.

Thirty years ago. Mles hadn’t even been born. David Gal en had been four years old on the very day
hi s aunt, Komarran

Counsel | or Rebecca Galen, had died in the gymat the doned city of Solstice.

The Barrayaran Hi gh Command had argued the matter of twenty-six-year-old Duv Galeni’s adnittance
to the Inperia

Service back and forth in the frankest personal terns.
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". . . 1 can’t recommend the choice," Inperial Security Chief Illyan wote in a private nmenp to
Prime M nister Count Aral

Vor kosi gan. "l suspect you’'re being quixotic about this one out of guilt. And guilt is a |uxury
you cannot afford. If you're

acquiring a secret desire to be shot in the back, please let me know at |east twenty-four hours in
advance, so | can activate ny

retirenment.-Si non."

The return meno was handwitten in the crabbed scraw of a thick-fingered nman for whom all pens
were too tiny, a

handwiting achingly famliar to Mles.
gym soon after, before the

guilt? Perhaps. | had a little tour of that damed

t hi ckest bl ood had quite dried. Pudding-like. Some details burn thensel ves permanently in the
menory. But | happen to

renenber Rebecca Gal en particularly because of the way she’d been shot. She was one of the few who
di ed facing her

murderers. | doubt very nmuch if it will ever be ny back that’s in danger from‘Duv Gal eni.

"The invol venent of his father in the later Resistance worries nme rather less. It wasn't just for
us that the boy altered his

name to the Barrayaran form

"But if we can capture this one’s true allegiance, it will be sonething like what 1'd had in mnd
for Komarr in the first

pl ace. A generation late, true, and after a | ong and bl oody detour, but—since you bring up these
t heol ogi cal terns—a sort of

redenmpti on. O course he has political anbitions, but |I beg to suggest they are both nore conpl ex
and nore constructive than

nere assassi nation.

"Put himback on the list, Sinon, and | eave himthere this tine. This issue tires me, and | don’t
want to be dragged over

it again. Let himrun, and prove hinsel f—+f he can.”

The cl osing signature was the usual hasty scribble.

After that, Cadet Gal eni becane the concern of officers much Iower in the Inperial hierarchy, his
record the public and

accessi ble one Ml es had viewed earlier
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"The trouble with all this," MIles spoke aloud into the thick, ticking silence that had envel oped
the roomfor the last thirty

m nutes, "fascinating as it all is, is that it doesn't narrow the possibilities. It nmultiplies
them Dammt."

Including, Mles reflected, his own pet theory of enbezzl enent and desertion. There was not hi ng
here that actually

di sproved it, just rendered it nore painful if true. And the shuttleport assassination idea took
on new and sini ster overtones.

"He m ght also," lIvan Vorpatril put in, "just be the victimof sone perfectly ordinary accident."

The ambassador grunted, and pushed to his feet, shaking his head. "Mst anbi guous. They were right
to seal it. It could

be very prejudicial to the man's career. | think, Lieutenant Vorpatril, | wll have you go ahead
and file a mssing person report

now with the local authorities. Seal that back up, Vorkosigan." lvan foll owed the ambassador out.

Bef ore he closed the console, Mles traced through the docunents pertinent to the tantali zing
reference to Galeni’s father

After his sister was killed in the Solstice Massacre, the senior Galen had apparently becone an
active | eader in the Konmarran

under ground. What wealth the Barrayaran conquest had left to the once-proud famly evaporated
entirely at the tine of the

violent Revolt six years later. O d Barrayaran Security records explicitly traced some of it,
transfornmed into snuggl ed

weapons, payroll, and expenses of the terrorist arny; later, bribes for exit visas and transport
of f-planet for the survivors. No

transport off Komarr for Galeni’s father, though; he was blown up with one of his own bonbs during
the last, futile, exhausted

attack on a Barrayaran Security HQ Along with Galeni’s older brother, incidentally.

Thoughtfully, Mles ran a cross-check. Rather to his relief there were no nore stray Gl en
rel ati ons among the

Eart h- bound refugees listed in the enbassy’s Security files.

O course, Galeni had had plenty of opportunity to edit those files, in the last two years.

Ml es rubbed his aching head. Galeni had been fifteen when the |ast spasm of the Revolt had
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petered out. WAs stanped

out. Too young, Ml es hoped, to have been actively involved. And whatever his involvenent, Sinon
I'l'lyan had apparently

known of it and been willing to let it pass into history. A closed book. Mles resealed the file.

Mles permitted Ivan to do all the dealing with the |ocal police. True, with the clone story now
afl oat he was in part

protected fromthe chance of neeting the sane people in both his personas, but there was no point
in pushing it. The police

could be expected to be nore alert and suspicious than nost others, and he hadn’'t counted on being
a two- headed crinme wave.

At least the police seened to take the military attaché’ s di sappearance with proper seriousness,
promn si ng cooperation

even to the extent of honoring the anbassador’s request that the nmatter not be given to the news
medi a. The police, manned

and equi pped for such things, could take over the routine | egwork such as checking the identities
of any unexpl ai ned human

body parts found in trash receptacles, etc.; MIles appointed hinself official detective for al
matters inside the enmbassy walls.

Ivan, as senior man now, suddenly found all of Galeni’s normal routine dunped in his lap; Mles
heartlessly left it there.

Twenty-four hours passed, for Mles nostly in a console station chair cross-checking enbassy
records on Komarran

refugees. Unfortunately, the enbassy had anassed huge quantities of such information. If there was
sonmet hing significant, it

was well camouflaged in the tons of irrelevencies. It sinply wasn’t a one-nan j ob.

At two in the norning, cross-eyed, Mles gave it up, called Eli Quinn, and dunped the whol e
probl em on the Dendarii

Mercenaries’ Intelligence Departnent.

Dunped was the word for it: mass data transfer via commlink fromthe enbassy’s secured conputers
to the Triunph in

orbit. Galeni would have had convul sions; screw Galeni, it was all his fault for disappearing in
the first place. Mles thoughtfully

didn’t ask Ivan, either. Mles s legal position, if it cane to that, was that the Dendarii were de
facto Barrayaran troops and the

data transfer therefore internal to the Inperial mlitary. Technically. MIles included all of
Gal eni’s personnel files too, in fully
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accessed form Mles's legal position there was that the seal was only to protect Galeni fromthe
prejudi ce of Barrayaran

patriots, which the Dendarii clearly were not. One argunent or the other had to work.

"Tell the spooks that finding Galeni is a contract,”™ Mles told Elli, "part of the fleet-w de fund-
raising drive. W only get

paid for producing the man. That could actually be true, come to think of it.

He fell into bed hoping his subconscious would work it out during what was |eft of the night, but
woke bl ank and bl eary as

before. He set Barth and a couple of the other non-cons to rechecking the novenents of the courier
of ficer, the other possible

weak link in the chain. He sat tight, waiting for the police to call, his imagination weaving
dai sy chains of ever nobre gaudy and

bi zarre expl anatory scenarios. Sat still as stone in a darkened room one foot tapping
uncontroll ably, feeling like the top of his

head was about to bl ow off.

On the third day EIli Quinn called in.

He snapped the commlink into place in the holovid, hungry for the pleasure of seeing her face. It
bore a nost peculiar

sm rk.

"1 thought this mght interest you,"
fascinating contract offer for

she purred. "Captain Thorne was just contacted with a

the Dendarii."

"Does it have a fascinating price?" Mles inquired. The gears in his head seened to grind as he
tried to switch back to

Admiral Naismth' s problens, which had been overwhel mred and forgotten in the past two days
uncertain tensions.

"A hundred thousand Betan dollars. In untraceable cash."”

"Ah . . ." That cane to close to half a mllion Inperial marks. "I thought |I'd nade it clear we
weren’'t going to touch

anything illegal this tine. We're in enough trouble as it is.
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"How does a ki dnappi ng grab you?" She giggled inexplicably.

"Absol utely not!"

"Ch, you're going to make an exception in this case," she predicted with confidence, even verve.

"Elli . . ." he growl ed warningly.

She controlled her hunor with a deep breath, though her eyes renmained alight. "But M| es—eur
mysteri ous and weal t hy

strangers want to hire Admiral Naismth to kidnap Lord M I es Vorkosigan fromthe Barrayaran
enbassy. "

"It's got to be atrap,"” lIvan jittered nervously, guiding the groundcar Elli had rented through
the levels of the city.

M dni ght was scarcely less well lit than daytinme, though the shadows of their faces shifted as the
sources of illumnation flitted

by outside the bubbl e canopy.

The grey Dendarii sergeant’s uniformlvan wore flattered himno |l ess than his Barrayaran dress
greens, MIles noted

glumy. The man just |ooked good in uniform any uniform Elli, sitting on Mles’s other side,
seened Ivan's female twin. She

simul ated ease, lithe body stretched out, one armflung carelessly and protectively across the
back of the seat above Mles's

head. But she had taken to biting her nails again, Mles noted. Mles sat between themin Lord
Vor kosi gan’ s Barrayaran dress

greens, feeling like a piece of wilted watercress between two slices of noldy bread. Too damm
tired for these | ate-night parties.

"Of course it's atrap," said Mles. "W set it and why, is what we want to find out. And how
much they know. Have they

set this up because they believe Adniral Naismith and Lord Vorkosigan to be two separate peopl e—er
because they don't? If

the latter, will it conprom se Barrayar’s covert connection with the Dendarii Mercenaries in
future operations?"

Elli's sideways glance met Mles's. Indeed. And if the Naismith gane were over, what future had
t hey?
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"Or maybe," said Ivan helpfully, "it's something totally unrelated, |ike local crimnals |ooking
for a spot of ransom O

sonmething really tortuous, |ike the Cetagandans trying to get Admiral Naismth in deep trouble
with Barrayar, in hopes that

we' d have better luck killing the little spook than they have. Or maybe—

"’ Maybe you're the evil genius behind it all, Ivan,’
of conmmand of conpetition

M1l es suggested affably, "clearing the chain

so you can have the enbassy all to yourself."

Elli glanced at himsharply, to be sure he was joking. Ivan just grinned. "Ooh, | like that one."

"The only thing we can be sure of is that it’'s not a Cetagandan assassination attenpt," Mles
si ghed.

"I wish | was as sure as you seemto be," muttered Elli. It was |late evening of the fourth day
since Galeni’s

di sappearance. The thirty-six hours since the Dendarii had been offered their peculiar contract
had given Elli tine for

reflection; the initial charmhad worn off for her even as M| es had becone increasingly drawn in
by the possibilities.

"Look at the logic of it," argued Mles. "The Cetagandans either still think I’mtwo separate
people, or they don't. It’s

Admiral Naisnmith they want to kill, not the Barrayaran prine minister’s son. Killing Lord
Vor kosi gan could restart a bl oody

war. In feet, we'll know ny cover’s been blown the day they stop trying to assassinate
Nai smit h—and start naking a great

and enbarrassing public flap about Dendarii operations against theminstead. They woul dn’t m ss
that diplomatic opportunity

for anything. Particularly now, with the right-of-passage treaty through Tau Ceti up in the air
They could cripple our galactic

trade i n one nove."

"They could be trying to prove your connection, as step one of just that plan," said |Ivan, | ooking
t hought f ul .

"l didn’t say it wasn’'t the Cetagandans,” said Mles mldly. "I just said that if it was, this
isn't an assassination."
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El'li groaned.

Ml es | ooked at his chrono. "Tine for the | ast check."

Elli activated her wist conm "Are you still up there, Bel?"
Captain Thorne's alto voice lilted back, signalling fromthe aircar that followed with its troop
of Dendarii soldiers. "I have

you in ny sights."

"Al'l right, keep us that way. You watch the back from above, we’'ll watch the front. This will be
the | ast voice contact till

we invite you to drop in."

"W’ || be waiting. Bel out."

Ml es rubbed the back of his neck nervously. Quinn, watching the gesture, remarked, "lI'mreally
not crazy about

springing the trap by letting themtake you."

"l have no intention of letting themtake nme. The nonent they show their hand, Bel drops in and we
take them i nst ead.

But if it doesn't look like they want to kill me outright, we could learn a lot by letting their
operation run on a few steps further

In view of the, ah, Situation at the enbassy, it could be worth a little risk."

She shook her head in nute di sapproval

The next few minutes passed in silence. MIles was about hal fway through a nmental review of all the
branchi ng

possibilities they had hanmmered out for this evening’ s action when they pulled up in front of a
row of ancient, three-story

houses crammed together along a crescent street. They seened very dark and qui et, unoccupi ed,
apparently in process of

condemmati on or renovation.

Elli glanced at the nunbers on the doors and swung up the bubble canopy. Mles slid out to stand
besi de her. Fromthe
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groundcar, lvan ran the scanners. "There's nobody hone," he reported, squinting at his readouts.

"What ? Not possible," said ElIi

"We could be early."

"Rats," said Elli. "As Mles is so fond of saying, ook at the logic. The people who want to buy
Lord Vorkosigan didn’'t give

us this rendezvous till the last second. Why? So we couldn’t get here first and check it out. They
have to be set up and

waiting." She | eaned back into the car’s cockpit, reaching over Ivan’s shoulder. He turned his
hands pal mout in acqui escence

as she ran the scan again. "You're right," she adnmitted, "but it still feels wong."

Was it chance vandalismthat a couple of streetlights were broken out, just here? MIles peered
into the night.

"Don't like it," ElIli murmured. "Let’s not tie your hands.”

"Can you handle ne, all by yourself?"

"You' re drugged to the eyeballs."

Ml es shrugged, and let his jaw hang slack and his eyes track randomy and not quite in unison. He
shanbl ed besi de her

as her hand pinched his upper arm guiding himup the steps. She tried the door, an ol d-fashioned
one hung on hinges. "It’'s

open." 1t swung w de squeaki ng, revealing bl ackness.

Elli reluctantly rehol stered her stunner and unhooked a handlight fromher belt, flashing it into
the darkness. An entry

hall; rickety-1ooking stairs ascended to the left, twin archways on either side led into enpty,
dirty front roons. She sighed and

stepped cautiously across the threshold. "Anybody here?" she called softly. Silence. They entered
the I eft-hand room the

beam of the handlight darting fromcorner to corner

"W're not early," she nuttered, "not late, the address is right . . . where are they?"
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He could not very well answer and stay in character. Elli released him switched the light to her
| eft hand and re-drew her

stunner. "You're too tanked to wander far," she decided, as if talking to herself. "I'"mgoing to
take a | ook around."

One of Mles's eyelids shivered in acknow edgenment. Until she finished checking for renote bugs
and scanner beans, he

had better keep playing Lord Vorkosigan in a convincingly kidnapped state. After a nonent’s
hesitation, she took to the stairs.

Taking the light with her, dammt.

He was still listening to the swift, faint creak of her footsteps overhead when the hand cl osed
over his nmouth and the back

of his neck was kissed by a stunner on very |ight power, zero range.

He convul sed, kicking, trying to shout, trying to bite. Hs assailant hissed in pain and cl ut ched
harder. There were

two—hi s hands were yanked up behind his back, a gag stuffed into his nouth before his teeth could
snap cl osed on the hand

that fed him The gag was perneated with sone sweet, penetrating drug; his nostrils flared wildly,
but his vocal cords went

involuntarily slack. He seened out of touch with his body, as if it had noved | eaving no
forwardi ng address. Then a pal e light

canme up.

Two | arge nen, one younger, one ol der, dressed in Earther clothing, shifted in the shadows,
faintly blurred. Scanner

shields, dammit! And very, very good ones, to beat the Dendarii equipnent. MIles spotted the boxes
belted to their wai sts—a

tenth the size of the latest thing his people had. Such tiny power packs—they | ooked new. The
Barrayar an enbassy was goi ng

to have to update its secured areas . . . He went cross-eyed, for a mad nonment, trying to read the
maker’'s mark on them unti

he saw the third nan

Ch, the third. I've lost it, Mles's panicked thoughts gyrated. Gone right over the edge. The
third man was hi nmsel f.

The alter-Mles, neatly turned out in Barrayaran: dress greens, stepped forward to stare |ong and
strangely, hungrily,
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into his face as he was held up by the two younger nen. He began enptying the contents of Mles’'s
pockets into his own.

Stunner . . . IDs . . . half a pack of clove breath mints . . . He frowned at the breath mnts as
if nonentarily puzzl ed, then

pocketed themw th a shrug. He pointed to MIles’'s waist.

Ml es's grandfather’s dagger had been willed explicitly to him The 300-year-old blade was still
flexible as rubber, sharp

as glass. Its jewelled hilt conceal ed the Vorkosigan seal. They took it from beneath his jacket.
The alter-M Il es shrugged the

sheat h-strap over his shoul der and refastened his tunic. Finally, he unhooked the scanner-shield
belt fromhis own waist and

slipped it swiftly around M| es.

The alter-Mles’'s eyes were hot with an exhilarated terror, as he paused to sweep one |ast gl ance
over Mles. Mles had

seen the | ook once before, in his own face in the mrrored wall of a tube station.

He'd seen it on this one’s face in the mrrored wall of a tube station.

He nust have been standing feet away that night, behind Mles at an angle. In the wong uniform
The green one, at a

moment M1 es was wearing his Dendarii greys.

Looks like they managed to get it right this tinme, though.

"Perfect," growed the alter-Mles, freed of the scanner-shield s sonic nuffling. "We didn't even
have to stun the woman.

She’ Il suspect nothing. Told you this would work." He inhaled, jerked up his chin, and sniled
sardonically at M| es.

Posturing little martinet, MIles thought poisonously. I'Il get you for that.

Well, | always was nmy own worst eneny.

The switch had taken only seconds. They carried Ml es through the doorway at the back of the room
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Wth a heroic

twitch, he managed to bunp his head on the frane, going through

"What was that?" Elli’s voice called instantly from upstairs.

"Me," the alter-MIles called back pronptly. "I just checked around. There’'s nobody down here
either. This is a

wash-out . "

"You think?" MIles heard her cantering down the stairs. "W could wait a while."

Elli’s wistcomchined. "Elli?" came lvan’s voice thinly. "I just got a funny blip in the scanners
a mnute ago."

Mles's heart lurched in hope.

"Check again." The alter-Mles's voice was cool

"Not hi ng, now.

"Not hi ng here either. I'’mafraid sonmething’s panicked them and they’'ve aborted. Pull in the
perinmeter and take ne back

to the enbassy, Commander Qui nn.

"So soon? You sure?"

"Now, yes. That’'s an order."

"You're the boss. Dam," said Elli regretfully "I had ny heart set on that hundred thousand Betan
dollars."

Their syncopated footsteps echoed out the hallway and were nmuted by the closing door. The purr of
a groundcar faded in

the di stance. Darkness, silence scored by breathing.

They dragged M I es al ong again, out a back door, through a narrow news and into the back seat of a
groundcar parked in
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the alley. They sat himup |ike a mannequi n between them while a third ki dnapper drove. Mles’'s
t houghts spun dizzily al ong

t he edge of consciousness. Goddamm scanners . . . five-year-old technology fromthe rim zone,
which put it maybe ten years

behi nd Earth’ s—they’'d have to bite the budget bullet and scrap the Dendarii scanner systemfleet-
wi de, now—+f he lived to

order it. . . . Scanners, hell. The fault didn’t lie in the scanners. Wasn't the formerly-nythica
unicorn hunted with mrrors, to

fascinate the vainglorious beast while its killers circled for the strike? Mist be a virgin around
here sonewhere.

This was an ancient district. The tortuous route the groundcar was taking could be either to
confuse himor nerely the

best shortcut |ocal know edge coul d supply. After about a quarter hour they dove into an
under ground parki ng garage and

hissed to a halt. The garage was small, clearly private, with roomfor only a few vehicles.

They hauled himto a lift tube and ascended one level to a short hallway. One of the goons pulled
off Mles s boots and

scanner-shield belt. The stun was starting to wear off. His | egs were rubbery, shot with pins and
needl es, but at |east they

propped himup. They released his wists; clunmsily, he tried to rub his aching arms. They popped
the gag fromhis nouth. He

emtted a wordl ess croak

They unl ocked a door in front of himand bundled himinto a wi ndow ess room The door closed
behind with a click like

trap jaws snapping. He staggered and stood, feet spread a little, panting.

A sealed light fixture in the ceiling illum nated a narrow room furnished only with two hard
benches along the walls. To

the left a doorframe with the door renoved led to a tiny, w ndow ess washroom

A man, wearing only green trousers, creamshirt, and socks, lay curled on one of the benches,
facing the wall. Stiffly,

gingerly, he rolled over and sat up

One hand flung up automatically, as if to shield his reddened eyes from some too-bright light; the
ot her pressed the

bench to keep himfromtoppling. Dark hair nussed, a four-day beard stubble. His shirt collar hung
open in aV, revealing a
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throat strangely vulnerable, in contrast to the usual turtle-arnored effect of the high, closed
Barrayaran tunic collar. H's face

was furrowed.

The i nmpeccabl e Captain Gal eni. Rather the worse for wear.

Chapt er Ei ght

Gal eni squinted at Mles. "Bloody hell," he said in a flattened voi ce.

"Sane to you," Ml es rasped back.

Gal eni sat up straighter, bleary eyes narrowing with suspicion. "Or—s it you?"

"I don’t know." M Iles considered this. "Wich nme were you expecting?" He staggered over to the
bench opposite before

hi s knees gave way and sat, his back against the wall, feet not quite reaching the floor. They
were both silent for a few

m nutes, taking in the details of the other.

"I't would be pointless to throw us together in the same roomunless it were nonitored," said Ml es
at |ast.

For answer Galeni flipped an index finger up toward the |ight fixture.

"Ah. Visual too?"

"Yes."

Ml es bared his teeth and sniled upward.

Galeni was still regarding himw th wary, alnmost painful uncertainty.
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Mles cleared his throat. There was a bitter tang lingering in his nmouth. "I take it you ve nmet ny
al ter-ego?"

"Yesterday. | think it was yesterday." Galeni glanced at the |ight.

Hi s ki dnappers had relieved Mles of his own chrono, too. "It’s now about one in the norning, of
the start of the fifth day

since you di sappeared fromthe enbassy," MIles supplied, answering Galeni’s unspoken question. "Do
they leave that |ight on

all the tinme?"

"Yes."

"Ah." MIles fought down a queasy tw nge of associative nenory. Continuous illumination was a
Cet agandan prison

techni que for inducing tenporal disorientation. Admiral Naismith was intimately famliar with it.

"l saw himfor just a few seconds,
t he absence of a

Ml es went on, "when they nade the switch." H's hand touched

dagger, massaged the back of his neck. "Do |I—+eally |look |Iike that?"

"I thought it was you. Till the end. He told ne he was practicing. Testing."

"Did he pass?”

"He was in here for four or five hours."

Mles winced. "That’'s bad. That’'s very bad."

"I thought so."

"I see." A sticky silence filled the room "Well, historian. And how do you tell a forgery from
the real thing?"

Gal eni shook his head, then touched his hand to his tenple as though he wi shed he hadn’t; blinding
headache, apparently.

Mles had one too. "I don’t believe |I know anynore." Gal eni added reflectively, "He saluted."
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A dry grin cracked one corner of Mles's mouth. "OfF course, there could be just one of ne, and al
this a ploy to drive you

crazy.

"Stop that!" Gal eni al nost shouted. A ghastly answering snile lit his face for a nonent
nonet hel ess.

Mles glanced up at the light. "Well, whoever | am you should still be able to tell ne who they
are. Ah— hope it’'s not the

Cetagandans? | would find that just a little too weird for confort, in light of my .
duplicate. He's a surgical construct, | trust."

Not a cl one—pl ease, don't let himbe ny clone.

"He said he was a clone," said Galeni. "OF course, at |least half of what he said was |ies, whoever
he was."

"Ch." Stronger exclamations seermed whol ly i nadequat e.

"Yes. It nmade nme rather wonder about you. The original you, that is."

"Ah . . . heml Yes. |I think | know now why | popped out with that . . . that story when the
reporter cornered me. |’'d seen

hi m once before. In the tubeway, when |I was out w th Conmander Quinn. Eight, ten days ago now.
They must have been

maneuvering in to make the switch. | thought | was seeing nmyself in the mrror. But he was wearing
the wong uniform and

they must have aborted."

Gal eni gl anced down at his own sleeve. "Didn't you notice?"

"I had a lot on nmy mind."

"You never reported this!"

"I was on sone pain nmeds. | thought it might be a little hallucination. | was a bit stressed out.
By the tinme |I'd got back to

the enbassy 1'd forgotten about it. And besides," he smirked weakly, "I didn't think our working
rel ati onship woul d benefit
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from pl anting serious doubts about ny sanity."

Galeni’s lips conpressed with exasperation, then softened with sonething |like despair. "Perhaps
not."

It alarmed Mles, to see despair in Galeni’s face. He babbled on, "Anyway, | was relieved to
realize | hadn't suddenly

become clairvoyant. |I'’mafraid my subconsci ous nmust be brighter than the rest of nmy brain. | just
didn't get its nessage." He

poi nted upward agai n, "Not Cetagandans?"

"No." @Galeni |eaned back against the far wall, stone-faced. "Komarrans."

"Ah," MIles choked. "A Komarran plot. How . . . fraught."

Gleni’s nmouth twisted. "Quite."

"Well," said Mles thinly, "they haven't killed us yet. There nust be sonme reason to keep us
alive."

Galeni’s lips drew back on a deathly grin, his eyes crinkling. "None whatsoever." The words cane

out in a wheezing

chuckl e, abruptly cut off. A private joke between Galeni and the |ight fixture, apparently. "He
i magi nes he has reason," Gl en

expl ai ned, "but he's very mstaken." The bitter thrust of those words was al so directed upward.

"Well, don't tell them" said MIles through his teeth. He took a deep breath. "Cone on, Gl eni
spill it. Wat happened the

nmor ni ng you di sappeared fromthe enmbassy?"

Gal eni sighed, and seemed to conpose hinself. "I got a call that norning. Froman old .
Komarran acquai ntance. Asking

me to neet him"

"There was no log of a call. Ivan checked your contonsole."

"l erased it. That was a nistake, though | didn't realize it at the time. But something he d said
led me to think this mght
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be a lead into the nystery of your peculiar orders."

"So | did convince you ny orders had to have been screwed up."

"Ch, yes. But it was clear that if that were so, ny enbassy Security had been penetrated,
conprom sed fromthe inside

It was probably through the courier. But | dared not lay such a charge wi thout adduci ng objective
evi dence. "

"The courier, yes," said Mles. "That was ny second choice."

Galeni’s brows lifted. "What was your first choice?"

"You, I'"'mafraid."

Galeni’s sour smle said it all.

Ml es shrugged in enbarrassnent. "I figured you'd made off with nmy eighteen mllion marks. Except
i f you had, why

hadn’t you absconded? And then you absconded."

"Ch," said Galeni in turn

"Al'l the facts fit, then," Mles explained. "I had you pegged as an enbezzler, deserter, thief,
and all-around Konarran son

of a bitch."

"So what kept you from|laying charges to that effect?"

"Not hi ng, unfortunately." Mles cleared his throat. "Sorry."

Galeni’s face went faintly green, too disnayed even to get up a convincing glare, though he tried.

"Too right," said Mles. "If we don't get out of here, your nane is going to be nud."

"Al'l for nothing . . ." Galeni braced his back to the wall, his head tilting back against it for
support, eyes closing as if in
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pai n.

Ml es contenplated the probable political consequences, should he and Gal eni disappear now wi t hout
further trace.

I nvestigators nust find his enbezzl enent theory even nore exciting than he had, conmpounded now by
ki dnappi ng, rmurder,

el openent, God knew what. The scandal could be guaranteed to rock the Komarran integration effort
to its foundations,

perhaps destroy it altogether. Ml es glanced across the roomat the man his father had chosen to
take a chance on. A kind of

redenption .

That al one coul d be enough reason for the Komarran underground to rmurder them both. But the
exi stence of the—eh

God, not a clone!—alter-MIles suggested that this slander upon Galeni’'s character, courtesy of
Mles, was nerely a happy

bonus fromthe Komarran viewpoint. He wondered if they d be properly grateful

"So you went to neet this man," MIles prodded. "Wthout taking a beeper or a backup."

"Yes."

"And promptly got yourself kidnapped. And you criticize ny Security techniques!"”

"Yes." Galeni’'s eyes opened. "Well, no. W had lunch first."

"You sat down to lunch with this guy? O—was she pretty?" MIles awke to Gal eni’s choice of
pronoun, back when he’'d

been addressing edged remarks to the light fixture. No, not a pretty.

"Hardly. But he did attenpt to suborn ne."

"Did he succeed?"

At Galeni’s withering glare, Mles explained, "Making this entire conversation a play for ny
benefit, y see.”

Gal eni grimaced, half irritation, half wy agreenent. Forgeries and originals, truth and lies, how
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were they to be tested

her e?

"I told himto get stuffed." Galeni said this Ioudly enough that the light fixture couldn’t
possibly miss it. "I should have

realized, in the course of our argunent, that he had told me entirely too nuch about what was
really going on to dare let ne

go. But we exchanged guarantees, | turned ny back on him. . . let sentinment cloud ny judgnent. He
did not. And so | ended

up here." Galeni glanced around their narrow cell, "For a little time yet. Until he gets over his
surge of sentinment. As he wll,

eventual ly." Defiance, glared at the light fixture.

M1l es drew breath cold, cold through his teeth. "Mist have been a pretty conpelling old
acquai nt ance. "

"Ch yes." Galeni closed his eyes again, as if he contenplated escaping Mles, and this whole
tangle, by retreating into

sl eep.

Galeni’'s stiff, halting novenents hinted of torture. . . . "They been urging you to change your
m nd? O interrogating you

the old hard way?"

Gal eni’s eyes slitted open; he touched the purple splotch under the left one. "No, they have fast-
penta for interrogation

No need to get physical. |1've been round on it, three, four tinmes. There's not much they don't
know about enbassy Security

by now. "

"Why the contusions, then?"

"I made a break for it . . . yesterday, | guess. The three fell ows who tackled ne | ook worse, |
assure you. They nmust stil

be hoping I'lIl change nmy nind."

"Coul dn’t you have pretended to cooperate at |east |ong enough to get away?" said Mles in
exasperati on.
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Gal eni's eyes snapped truculently. "Never," he hissed. The spasm of rage evaporated with a weary
sigh. "l suppose

shoul d have. Too | ate now. "

Had they scranbled the captain’s brains with their drugs? If old cold Galeni had | et enption
ambush his reason to that

extent, well—t must be a bl oody strong enotion. The down-deep deadlies that 1Q could do nothing
about .

"I don’t suppose they'd buy an offer to cooperate fromne," Mles said glunmy

Gal eni’s voice returned to its original drawi. "Hardly."
IIRi ght X n
A fewmnutes later Mles remarked, "It can't be a clone, y'know. "

"Why not ?" said Gal eni

"Any clone of mine, grown fromny body cells, ought to |ook—well, rather like Ivan. Six feet tall
or so and not

distorted in his face and spine. Wth good bones, not these chal k-sticks. Unless," horrid thought,
"the medi cs have been |lying

tonme all ny life about ny genes.”

"He nust have been distorted to nmatch," Galeni offered thoughtfully. "Chenmically or surgically or
both. No harder to do

that to your clone than to any other surgical construct. Maybe easier."

"But what happened to nme was so random an acci dent—even the repairs were experinental —ay own
doctors didn't

know what they’'d have till it was over."

"Getting the duplicate right nust have been tricky. But obviously not inpossible. Perhaps the
i ndi vi dual we saw

represents the last in a series of trials.™

"In that case, what have they done with the discards?" MIles asked wildly. A parade of clones
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passed through his

i magi nation like a chart of evolution run in reverse, upright |vanish Cro-Magnon devol vi ng t hrough
nmssing links into

chi npanzee-M | es.

"I inmagine they were di sposed of.
defying honor.

Gal eni’s voice was high and nmild, not so much denying as

Mles's belly shivered. "Ruthless."

"Ch, yes," Galeni agreed in that sanme soft tone

Mles groped for logic. "In that case, he—the clone—= ny twin brother, there, he had thought the
t hought flat out, "nust

be significantly younger than nyself."

"Several years," agreed Galeni. "At a guess, siXx.

"Wy si x?"

"Arithmetic. You were about six when the Konarran revolt ended. That woul d have been the tine this
group woul d have

been forced to turn its attention toward sone other, less direct plan of attack on Barrayar. The
i dea woul d not have interested

themearlier. Mich later, and the clone would still be too young to replace you even with
accel erated growth. Too young to

carry off the act. It appears he nust act as well as look like you, for a tine."

"But why a clone at all? Wiy a clone of nme?"

"I believe he's intended for sonme sabotage tinmed with an uprising on Komarr."

"Barrayar will never let Komarr go. Never. You're our front gate."

"I know," said Galeni tiredly. "But some people would rather drown our domes in blood than |earn
fromhistory. O learn

anything at all." He glanced involuntarily at the light.
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Mles swallowed, rallied his will, spoke into the silence. "How | ong have you known your father
hadn’t been blown up with

t hat bomb?"

Gal eni ' s eyes flashed back to him his body froze, then relaxed, if so grating a notion could be
called relaxation. But he

said nerely, "Five days." After a tinme he added, "How did you know?"

"W cracked open your personnel files. He was your only close relative with no norgue record."

"We believed he was dead." Galeni’s voice was distant, level. "My brother certainly was.
Barrayaran Security cane and

got ny nother and ne, to identify what was left. There wasn’t nuch left. It was no effort to
believe there was literally nothing

left of my father, who' d been reported nuch closer to the center of the explosion.”

The man was in knots, fraying before Mles's eyes. Mles found he did not relish the idea of
wat chi ng Gal eni come apart.

Very wasteful of an officer, fromthe Inperiunis viewpoint. Like an assassination. O an abortion

"My father spoke constantly of Komarr’'s freedom" Galeni went on softly. To Mles, to the light
fixture, to hinself? "Of

the sacrifices we nmust all make for the freedom of Komarr. He was very big on sacrifices. Human or
ot herwi se. But he never

seermed to care nuch about the freedom of anyone on Komarr. It wasn't until the day the revolt died
that | becane a free

man. The day he died. Free to ook with ny own eyes, nmake nmy own judgnents, choose nmy own life. O
so | thought. Life,"

the lilt of Galeni’s voice was infinitely sarcastic, "is full of surprises." He favored the Iight
fixture with a vulpine snile.

M| es squeezed his eyes shut, trying to think straight. Not easy, with Galeni sitting two neters
away emanati ng

nmur derous tension on red-line overload. Mles had the unpl easant feeling that his noninal superior
had | ost sight of the |arger

strategic picture just now, |ocked in sone private struggle with old ghosts. O old non-ghosts. It
was up to Ml es.

Up to Mles to do—what? He rose, and prow ed the room on shaky | egs. Gal eni wat ched hi mthrough
slitted eyes wi thout
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conmment. No exit but the one. He scratched at the walls with his fingernails. They were
i mpervi ous. The seans at floor and

cei l i ng—he hopped up on the bench and reached di zzily—yi el ded not at all. He passed into the half-
bath, relieved hinself,

washed hi s hands and face and sour nouth at the sink—eold water only—drank from his cupped hands.
No gl ass, not even a

pl astic cup. The water sloshed nauseatingly in his stomach, his hands twi tched fromthe
aftereffects of the stun. He wondered

what the result of stuffing the drain with his shirt and running the water m ght be. That seened
to be the maxi num possi bl e

vandal ism He returned to his bench, w ping his hands on his trousers, and sat down before he fel
down.

"Do they feed you?" he asked.

"Two or three tines a day," said Galeni. "Sonme of whatever they're cooking upstairs. Severa
peopl e seemto be living in

this house.™

"That would seemto be the one time you could nake a break, then."

"I't was," agreed Gl eni

Was, right. Their captors’ guard would be redoubled now, after Galeni’s attenpt. Not an attenpt
that Mles dared

duplicate; a beating like the one Galeni had taken would incapacitate himconpletely. Galen
contenpl ated the | ocked door. "It

does provide a certain anount of entertainnent. You never know, when the door opens, if it’s going
to be dinner or death."

Ml es got the inpression Galeni was rather hoping for death. Bl oody kam kaze. M| es knew the fey
nmood i nside out. You

could fall in love with that grave-narrow opti on—+t was the eneny of creative strategic thought.
It was the eneny, period.

But his resolve failed to find a practical form though he spun it round and round inside his
head. Surely Ivan rmnust

recogni ze the inposter imrediately. O would he just put down any nistakes the clone nade to Mles
havi ng an of f day?

There was certainly precedent for that. And if the Konmarrans had spent four days punping Gal en
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dry on emnbassy

procedures, it was quite possible the clone would be able to carry out Mles's routine duties
error-free. After all, if the creature

were truly a clone, he should be just as snart as M| es.

O just as stupid . . . Mles hung on to that conforting thought. If MI|es made nistakes, in his
desper at e dance t hrough

life, the clone could nmake just as many. Trouble was, would anyone be able to tell their nistakes
apart?

But what about the Dendarii? H's Dendarii, fallen into the hands of a—a what? What were the
Komarrans’ pl ans? How

much did they know about the Dendarii? And how the hell could the clone duplicate both Lord
Vor kosi gan and Admi ral

Nai smith, when Mles hinmself had to nake them up as he went al ong?

And Elli—f EIli hadn’t been able to tell the difference in the abandoned house, could she tel
the difference in bed? Wuld

that filthy tittle inposter dare seduce Quinn? But what human being of any of the three sexes
coul d possibly resist an

invitation to cavort between the sheets with the brilliant and beautiful. . . ? Mles's
i magi nation curdled with detailed pictures

of the clone, out there, Doing Things to his Quinn, nost of which Mles hadn’'t even had tine to
try yet himself. He found his

hands withing in a white-knuckled grip on the edge of the bench, in danger of snapping his finger-
bones.

He I et up. Surely the clone nust try to avoid intinmate situations with people who knew M1l es well,
where he would be in

nmost danger of getting tripped up. Unless he was a cocky little shit with a conpul sive
experinmental bent, like the one Ml es

shaved daily in his mrror. Mles and Elli had just begun to get intimte—wuld she, wouldn't she
know the difference? If

she—M | es swallowed, and tried to bring his nmind back to the larger political scenario.

The clone hadn’t been created just to drive himcrazy; that was nerely a fringe benefit. The clone
had been forged as a

weapon, directed agai nst Barrayar. Through Prine M nister Count Aral Vorkosigan agai nst Barrayar,
as if the two were one.

Mles had no illusions; it wasn't for his own self’s sake that this plot had been gotten up. He
could think of a dozen ways a fal se
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Mles mght be used against his father, ranging fromrelatively benign to horrifically cruel. He
gl anced across the cell at Gal eni

spraw ed coolly, waiting for his own father to kill him O wusing that very cool ness to force his
father to kill him proving

what? Mles quietly dropped the benign scenarios off his list of possibilities.

In the end exhaustion overtook him and he slept on the hard bench

He slept badly, swinmrmng up repeatedly out of some unpleasant dreamonly to re-encounter the even
nmor e unpl easant

reality—eol d bench, cranmped nuscles, Galeni flung across the bench opposite twisting in equa
di sconfort, his eyes gl eaning

through the fringe of his | ashes not reveali ng whet her he woke or dozed—then wavering back down to
dream and in

sel f-defense. Mles's sense of the passage of tine becane totally distorted, though when he
finally sat up his creaking nuscles

and the water-clock of his bladder suggested he'd slept long. By the tine he made a trip to the
washr oom spl ashed col d wat er

on his now stubbled face, and drank, his mind was churning back into high gear, rendering further
sl eep i npossi ble. He w shed

he had his cat-bl anket.

The door clicked. Gal eni snapped from his apparent doze into a sitting position, feet under his
center of gravity, face

utterly closed. But this time it was dinner. O breakfast, judging fromthe ingredients: |ukewarm
scranbl ed eggs, sweet raisin

bread, blessed coffee in a flinsy cup, one spoon each. It was delivered by one of the poker-faced
young nen Ml es had seen the

ni ght before. Another hovered in the doorway, stunner at ready. Eyeing Galeni, the man set the
food down on the end of one

bench and backed qui ckly out.

M1l es regarded the food warily. But Galeni collected his and ate without hesitation. Did he know
it wasn’t drugged or

poi soned, or did he just not give a danm anynore? Ml es shrugged and ate too.

M1les swall owed his | ast precious drops of coffee and asked, "Have you picked up any hint of what
the purpose of this

whol e nasquerade is? They nust have gone to incredible Ilengths to produce this . . . duplicate ne.
It can’t be a nminor plot."
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Gal eni, looking a bit less pale by virtue of the decent food, rolled his cup carefully between his
hands. "I know what
they’ve told nme. | don’t know if what they’'ve told nme is the truth."”

"Right, go on."

"You ve got to understand, ny father’s group is a radical splinter of the main Konarran
under ground. The groups

haven't spoken to each other in years, which is one of the reasons we—Barrayaran Security," a
faint ironic smle played around

his lips, "—nissed them The main body has been | osing nonentum over the |ast decade. The
expatriates’ children, with no

menory of Komarr, have been growing up as citizens of other planets. And the ol der ones have
been—wel I, growi ng ol d. Dying

off. And with things becomng not so bad at home, they’'re not naking new converts. It's a
shrinki ng power base, critically

shrinking."

"I can see that woul d nmake the radicals itchy to nmake some nove. Wile they still had a chance,”
M | es renarked.

"Yes. They're in a squeeze." Galeni crushed his cup slowy in his fist. "Reduced to wild ganbles."

"This one seens pretty damed exotic, to bet—sixteen, eighteen years on? How the devil did they
assenbl e the nedica

resources? Was your father a doctor?"

Gal eni snorted. "Hardly. The nedical half was the easy part, apparently, once they'd got hold of
the stolen tissue sanple

from Barrayar. Though how they did that—=

"I spent the first six years of ny life getting prodded, probed, biopsied, scanned, sanpled,
sliced and diced by doctors.

There nust have been kilograns of nme floating around in various nmedical |abs to choose from a
regul ar tissue snorgasbord.

That was the easy part. But the actual cloning—

"WAs hired out. To sone shady mnedi cal |aboratory on the planet of Jackson’s Wole, as | understand
it, that would do
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anything for a price."

Ml es’s nouth, opening, gaped for a nonent. "Ch. Them"

"Do you know about Jackson’s Wol e?"

"]’ ve—encountered their work in another context.

have done it, too.

They’' re experts at cloning. Arong other things,

operations—I| 1 egal anywhere but Jackson’'s

Whol e, that is—where the young clone is grown in a vat,

it—the old rich brain, needless to

Dammed if | can’t nane the |ab npst

they do the illegal brain-transfer

say—and, um they’ ve done sonme bioengineering work that |I can’t tal k about, and

this time they had a copy of

ikely to

and the old brain is transferred into

yes. And al

me in the back roomthose sons of bitches, they're going to find out they' re not as bl oody

unt ouchabl e as they think they are

this time. . . |I," Mles controlled incipient hyperventilation. Personal revenge upon Jackson’s

Whol e nmust wait for sonme nore

propitious tine. "So. The Konmarran underground invested nothing except noney in the project for

the first ten or fifteen

years. No wonder it was never traced.”

"Yes," said Galeni. "So a few years ago, the decision was nmade to pul

sl eeve. They picked up the

this card out of their

conpl eted clone, now a young teenager, from Jackson’s Wol e and began training himto be you."

n \N]y?"

"They' re apparently going for the Inperium"

"What ?!'" Mles cried. "No! Not with nme—L"

"That. . . individual. . . stood right there,
ago and told nme I was | ooking

at the next Enperor of Barrayar."

"They woul d have to kill both Enperor G egor
began frantically.

"Gl eni

pointed to a spot near the door,

and ny father to nount anything of a sort

"two days

— Ml es
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"I would imagine," said Galeni dryly, "they're |looking forward to just that.'
bench, eyes glinting, hands

He | ay back on his

| ocked behind his neck for a pillow, and purred, "Over ny dead body, of course.”

"Over both our dead bodies. They don't dare let us I|ive.

"l believe | nentioned that yesterday."

"Still, if anything goes w ong,
handy for themto have

Mles’'s gaze flickered toward the light fixture, "it might be

hostages." He enunciated this idea clearly, enphasizing the plural. Though he feared that fromthe
Barrayaran poi nt of view,

only one of them had value as a hostage. Gl eni was no fool; he knew who the goat was too.

Dam, damm, damm. Ml es had walked into this trap, knowing it was a trap, in hopes of gaining just
the sort of information

he now possessed. But he hadn’t neant to stay trapped. He rubbed the back of his neck in utter
frustrati on—what joy it would

have been to call down a Dendarii strike force on this—+this nest of rebel s—+ight now—

The door clicked. It was too early for lunch. M| es whi pped around, hoping for a wild instant to
find Commander Quinn

| eading a patrol to his rescue—no. It was just the two goons again, and a third in the doorway
with a stunner.

One gestured at Mles. "You. Cone along."

"Where to?" Ml es asked suspiciously. Could this be the end al ready—+to be taken back down to the
garage sub-1level and

shot or have his neck broken? He felt disinclined to walk voluntarily to his own execution

Sonet hing |i ke that nust have been passing through Galeni’s mnd too, for as the pair grabbed
M | es uncerenoni ously by

the arns, Galeni lunged for them The one with the stunner dropped hi mbefore he was hal f way
across the floor. Galeni

convul sed, teeth bared, in desperate resistance, then lay still.

Numbly, Mles allowed hinself to be bundled out the door. If his death were coning, he wanted to
at | east stay conscious,
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to spit inits eye one last tinme as it closed on him

Chapter N ne

To Mles’s tenporary relief, they took himup, not down the |ift tube. Not that they couldn't
perfectly well kill him

somepl ace other than the garage sub-level. Galeni, now, they might nurder in the garage to avoid
having to lug the body, but

Mles’s own dead weight, so to speak, would not present nearly the logistic |oad.

The roominto which the two nen now shoved hi mwas sone sort of study or private office, bright
despite the polarized

wi ndow. Library data files filled a transparent shelf on the wall; an ordi nary contonsol e desk
occupi ed one corner. The

conctonsol e vid was presently displaying a fish-eye view of Mles’s cell. Galeni still lay stunned
on the floor.

The ol der man who had seened in charge of MIles's kidnapping the night before sat on a beige-
padded chrome bench

bef ore the darkened w ndow, examining a hypospray just taken fromits case, which |ay open beside
him So. Interrogation,

not execution, was the plan. Or at any rate, interrogation before execution. Unless they sinply
cont enpl at ed poi soning him

Mles tore his gaze fromthe glittering hypo as the man shifted, his head tilting to study Mles
t hrough narrowed bl ue

eyes. A flick of his gaze checked the contonsole. It was a nonentary accident of posture, a hand
gri ppi ng the edge of the

bench, that snapped Mles's realization into place, for the nman did not greatly resenble Captain
Gal eni except perhaps in the

pal eness of his skin. He appeared to be about sixty. dipped greying hair, lined face, body
t hi ckening with age, clearly not that

of an outdoorsman or athlete. He wore conservative Earther clothes a generation renoved fromthe
hi storical fashions of the

par adi ng teenagers that Mles had enjoyed in the shopping arcade. He m ght have been a busi nessman
or a teacher, anything

but a hairy terrorist.
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Except for the nurderous tension. In that, in the coil of the hands, flare of the nostril, iron of
the mouth, stiffness of the

neck, Ser Galen and Duv Gal eni were as one.

Gal en rose, and stalked slowly around Mles with the air of a man studying a scul pture by an
inferior artist. MIles stood

very still, feeling smaller than usual in his sock feet, stubbled and grubby. He had conme to the
center at last, the secret source

fromwhich all his coiling troubles had been enanating these past weeks. And the center was this
man, who orbited himstaring

back with hungry hate. O perhaps he and Galen were both centers, like the twin foci of an
el li pse, brought together and

superinmposed at last to create sone diabolical perfect circle.

Mles felt very small and very brittle. Galen could very well begin by breaking Mles’s arns with
t he sane absent,

nervous air that ElIli Qinn bit her nails, just to rel ease tension. Does he see ne at all? O am|
an object, a synbol

representing the eneny—will he nmurder ne for the sake of sheer allegory?

"So," Ser Galen spoke. "This is the real thing at last. Not very inpressive, to have seduced ny
son’s loyalty. Wat can he

see in you? Still, you represent Barrayar very well. The nonster son of a nonster father, Ara
Vor kosi gan’ s secret noral

genotype made flesh for all to see. Perhaps there is some justice in the universe after all."

"Very poetic," choked Mles, "but biologically inaccurate, as you nust know, having cloned ne."

Galen smled sourly. "I won’t insist onit.” He conpleted his circuit and faced Mles. "I suppose
you coul dn’t hel p being

born. But why have you never revolted fromthe nmonster? He made you what you are— an expansive
gesture of Galen's

open hand sumred up Mles's stunted and twi sted frane. "What dictator’s charism does the nan
possess, that he's able to

hypnoti ze not only his own son but everyone else’'s too?" The prone figure in the vid console
seened to pluck at Galen’s eye.

"Way do you follow hin? Wiy does Davi d? What corrupt kick can ny son get out of crawing into a
Bar rayaran goon-uni f orm

and mar chi ng behi nd Vorkosi gan?" Galen’s voice feigned Iight banter very badly; the undertones
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twi sted with angui sh.

Mles, glowering, clipped out, "For one thing, ny father has never abandoned ne in the presence of
an eneny."

Gal en’ s head jerked back, all pretense of banter extinguished. He turned abruptly away, and went
to take up the

hypospray fromthe bench

Mles silently cursed his own tongue. But for that stupid inpulse to grab the last word, to return
the cut, he night have

kept the man tal king, and | earned sonmet hing. Now the tal king, and the |learning, would all be going
t he ot her way.

The two guards took himby the el bows. The one on the left pushed up his shirt sleeve. Here it
came. Galen pressed the

hypospray against the vein on the inside of Mles’s elbow, a hiss, a prickling bite. "Wat is it?"
Mles had just time to ask. His

voi ce sounded unfortunately weak and nervous in his own ears.

"Fast-penta, of course,"” replied Galen easily.

M1l es was not surprised, though he cringed i nwardly, knowi ng what was to cone. He had studied fast-
penta’s

phar macol ogy, effects, and proper use in the Security course at the Barrayaran | nperial Acadeny.
It was the drug of choice

for interrogation, not only for the Inperial Service but gal axy-w de. The near-perfect truth
serum irresistible, harmess to

the subject even with repeated doses. Irresistible and harm ess, that is, except to the
unfortunate few who had either a

natural or artificially-induced allergic reaction to it. MIles had never even been considered as a
candi date for this |ast

conditioning, his person being judged nore val uabl e than any secret infornmation he mght contain.
O her espi onage agents

were | ess lucky. Anaphylactic shock was an even | ess heroic death than the disintegration chanber
usual Iy reserved for

convi cted spies.

Despairing, Mles waited to go ga-ga. Admiral Naisnith had sat in on nore than one real fast-penta
i nterrogation. The
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drug washed all reason out to sea on a flood of benign good feeling and charitable cheer. Like a
cat on catnip, it was highly

amusi ng to watch—+n sonebody el se. In nmoments he would be nellow to the point of drooling idiocy.

Ugly, to think of the resolute Captain Galeni having been so shanefully reduced. Four tines
runni ng, he'd said. No

wonder he was tw tchy.

Mles could feel his heart racing, as though he’'d overdosed on caffeine. Hi s vision seened to
sharpen to an al nost painfu

focus. The edge lines of every object in the room gl owed, the nmasses they encl osed pal pable to his
exacer bated senses. Gl en

standi ng back by the pul sing window, was a |ive-wiring diagram electric and dangerous, | oaded
with deadly voltage awaiting

some triggering di scharge.

Mellow, this wasn't.

He had to be slipping into natural shock. Mles took his last breath. Wuld his interrogator ever
be surprised.

Rather to Mles's own surprise, he kept on panting. Not anaphylactic shock, then. Just another
damed i di osyncratic drug

reaction. He hoped the stuff wouldn't bring on those ghastly hallucinations |ike that bl oody
sedative he’'d been given once by an

unsuspecting surgeon. He wanted to scream Hi s eyes flashed white-edged to follow Galen’s | east
not i on.

One of the guards shoved a chair up behind himand sat himdown. Mles fell into it gratefully,
shivering uncontrollably.

H s thoughts seened to explode in fragments and reform I|ike fireworks being run forward and then
in reverse through a vid.

Gal en frowned down at him

"Describe the security procedures for entry and exit fromthe Barrayaran enbassy."

Surely they nust have squeezed this basic information out of Captain Galeni already—t nust nerely
be a question to

check the effect of the fast-penta,
his thoughts. Onh, hell. He' d hoped

of the fast-penta,” MIles heard his own voice echoing
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his odd reaction to the drug m ght have included the ability to resist spilling his mnd out his
mout h. "—what a repul sive inage

. Head swayi ng, he stared down at the floor in front of his feet as if he nmight see a pile of
bl oody brains vomted there.

Ser Galen strode forward and yanked his head up by the hair, and repeated through his teeth,
"Describe the security

procedures for entry and exit fromthe Barrayaran enbassy!"

"Sergeant Barth’s in charge
and a jock to boot—

M | es began inpul sively. "Oonoxious bigot. No savoir faire at all

Unable to stop hinself, MIles poured out not only codes, passwords, scanner perineters, but also
personnel schedul es, his

private opinions of each and every individual, and a scathing critique of the Security net’s
defects. One thought triggered

anot her and then the next in an explosive chain |ike a string of firecrackers. He couldn't stop
he babbl ed.

Not only could he not stop hinself, Galen couldn’'t stop himeither. Prisoners on fast-penta tended
to wander by free

association fromthe topic unless kept on track by frequent cues fromtheir interrogators. Mles
found hinmsel f doing the sanme

on fast-forward. Normal victins could be brought up short by a word, but only when Gal en struck
hi m hard and repeatedly

across the face, shouting himdown, did Mles halt, and sit panting.

Torture was not a part of fast-penta interrogati on because the happily drugged subjects were
i mpervious to it. For Mles

the pain pulsed in and out, at one nonent detached and distant, the next flooding his body and
whiting out his mnd like a

burst of static. To his own horror, he began to cry. Then stopped with a sudden hiccup

Gal en stood staring at himin repelled fascination

"It’s not right," nuttered one of the guards. "He shouldn’'t be like that. |Is he beating the fast-
penta, sone kind of new

condi ti oni ng?"

"He's not beating it, though," Galen pointed out.
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He gl anced at his wist chrono. "He's not w thholding information. He's giving nore. Too nuch
nore."

The contonsol e began chining insistently.

"Il get it," volunteered Mles. "It's probably for me." He surged up out of his seat, his knees
gave way, and he fell flat on

his face on the carpet. It prickled against his bruised cheek. The two guards dragged himoff the
floor and propped hi m back

up in the chair. The roomjerked in a slow circle around him Galen answered the contonsol e.

"Reporting in." Mles’s own crisp voice in its Barrayaran-accented incarnation rang fromthe vid.

The clone’s face seemed not quite as familiar as the one MIles shaved daily in his mirror. "H's
hair’s parted on the wong

side if he wants to be ne," MIles observed to no one in particular. "No, it’'s not No one

was |istening, anyway. Ml es

consi dered angl es of incidence and angles of reflection, his thoughts bouncing at the speed of
Iight back and forth between the

mrrored walls of his enpty skull

"How s it going?" Galen | eaned anxi ously across the contonsol e.

"I nearly lost it all inthe first five minutes |ast night. That big Dendarii sergeant-driver
turned out to be the dammed

cousin.” The clone’s voice was |ow and tense. "Blind luck, | was able to carry off my first
m stake as a joke. But they’'ve got ne

room ng with the bastard. And he snores.”

"Too true," MIles renmarked, unasked. "For real entertainment, wait'|ll he starts making love in his
sl eep. Dam, | wi sh |
had dreans like Ivan's. Al | get are anxiety nightmares—pl ayi ng pol o naked against a | ot of dead

Cet agandans with

Li eutenant Murka’s severed head for the ball. It screamed every tine | hit it toward the goal
Falling off and getting tranpled

." Mles's nmutter trailed off as they continued to ignore him

"You're going to have to deal with all kinds of people who knew him before this is done," said
Gal en roughly to the vid.
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"But if you can fool Vorpatril, you'll be able to carry it off anywhere—

"You can fool all of the people sone of the time," chirped Mles, "and sone of the people all of
the tine, but you can foo

Ivan anytinme. He doesn’'t pay attention."”

Gal en gl anced over at himin irritation. "The enbassy is a perfect isolated test-m crocosm"” he
went on to the vid, "before

you go on to the larger arena of Barrayar itself. Vorpatril’'s presence makes it an ideal practice
opportunity. If he tunbles to

you, we can find sone way to elimnate him"

"Mm" The clone seened scarcely reassured. "Before we started, | thought you'd nanaged to stuff ny
head with

everything it was possible to know about M| es Vorkosigan. Then at the last mnute you find out
he’s been | eading a double life

all this time—what el se have you m ssed?"

"Mles, we've been over that—

Mles realized with a start that Galen was addressing the clone with his nanme. Had he been so
t horoughly conditioned to

his role that he had no nane of his own? Strange

"We knew there’d be gaps over which you' d have to inprovise. But we'll never have a better
opportunity than this

chance visit of his to Earth has given us. Better than waiting another six nonths and trying to
maneuver in on Barrayar. No.

It’s now or never." Galen took a calmng breath. "So. You got through the night all right."

The clone snorted. "Yeah, if you don’t count waking up being strangled by a danmed ani mated fur
coat."

"What? Ch, the live fur. Didn't he give it to his wonman?"

"Bvidently not. | nearly peed nmyself before | realized what it was. Wke up the cousin."

"Did he suspect anything?" Galen asked urgently.
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"l passed it off as a nightnmare. It seens Vorkosigan has themfairly often.”

M| es nodded sagely. "That's what | told you. Severed heads . . . broken bones . . . nutilated
relatives . . . unusual
alterations to inportant parts of ny body . . ." The drug seened to be inparting some odd nenory

effects, part of what nade

fast-penta so effective for interrogation, no doubt. H's recent dreans were com ng back to himfar
nmore clearly than he'd ever

consciously renmenbered them All in all, he was glad he usually tended to forget them

"Did Vorpatril say anything about it in the nmorning?" asked Gal en

"No. |I'mnot tal king nuch."

"That’s out of character,"” MIles observed hel pfully.

"I"'mpretending to have a nmld episode of one of those depressions in his psyche report-who is
that, anyway?" The cl one

craned hi s neck.

"Vor kosi gan hinmself. W’ ve got himon fast-penta.”

"Ah, good. |’'ve been getting calls all norning over a secured commlink fromhis nercenaries,
asking for orders."

"We agreed you' d avoid the nercenaries.”

"Fine, tell them"

"How soon can you get orders cut getting you out of the enbassy and back to Barrayar?"

"Not soon enough to avoid the Dendarii conpletely. | broached it to the anbassador, but it appears
Vorkosigan's in

charge of the search for Captain Galeni. He seened surprised |I'd want to | eave, so | backed off
for now Has the captain

changed his m nd about cooperating yet? If not, you'll have to generate ny return-hone orders from
out there and slip them
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in wth the courier or sonething."

Gal en hesitated visibly. "I'lIl see what | can do. In the nmeantinme, keep trying."

Doesn’t Gal en know we know the courier’s conmpronised? MIles thought in a flash of near-nornal
clarity. He managed to

keep the vocalization to a | ow nunbl e.

"Right. Well, you promised me you'd keep himalive for questions until | left, so here’s one. Wo
i s Lieutenant Bone, and

what is she supposed to do about the surplusage fromthe Triunph? She didn't say what it was a
surplus of."

One of the guards prodded Mles. "Answer the question.”

Mles struggled for clarity of thought and expression. "She's ny fleet accountant. | suppose she
shoul d dunp it into her

i nvest ment account and play with it as usual. It’s a surplus of noney," he felt conpelled to
expl ain, then cackled bitterly.

"Tenporary, |’msure."

"WIIl that do?" asked Gl en

"I think so. | told her she was an experienced officer and to use her discretion, and she seened
to go off satisfied, but I

sure wondered what |1'd just ordered her to do. Al right, next. W is Rosalie Crew, and why is
she suing Admiral Naisnmith for

half a mllion GSA federal credits?"

"Who?" gaped Ml es in genuine astoni shnment as the guard prodded hi magain. "Wat?" MIles was
confusedly unable to

convert half a mllion GSA credits to Barrayaran Inperial marks in his drug-scranmbled head with
any precision beyond "lots

and lots and lots"; for a nonent the association of the nane renuni ned bl ocked, then clicked in.
"Ye gods, it’'s that poor clerk

fromthe wine shop. | saved her from burning up. Wiy sue nme? Wiy not sue Dani o, he burned down her
store—of course, he's

broke . . ."
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"But what do | do about it?" asked the clone.

"You wanted to be nme," said Mles in a surly voice, "you figure it out.
clicked on anyway. "Slap her

Hi s mental processes

with a countersuit for nedical damages. | think I threw nmy back out, lifting her. It still hurts
Gal en overrode this. "lgnore it," he instructed. "You' |l be out of there before anything can cone
of it."

"All right," said the M1l es-clone doubtfully.

"And | eave the Dendarii holding the bag?" said Mles angrily. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying
desperately to think in

the wavering room "But of course, you don’t care anything about the Dendarii, do you? You mnust
care! They put their lives on

the line for you—ne—+t’s wong—you'll betray them casually, wi thout even thinking about it, you
scarcel y know what they

are—

"Quite," sighed the clone, "and speaking of what they are, just what is his relationship with this
Commander Qui nn,

anyway? Did you finally decide he was screw ng her, or not?"

"We're just good friends," caroled Mles, and | aughed hysterically. He lunged for the
contonsol e—the guards grabbed for

hi m and ni ssed—and cli nbing across the desk snarled into the vid, "Stay away fromher, you little
shit! She’s mine, you hear,

mne, mne, all nmne—Quinn, Quinn, beautiful Quinn, Quinn of the evening, beautiful Quinn," he
sang of f-key as the guards

dragged hi m back. Bl ows ran himdown into silence.

"I thought you had himon fast-penta," said the clone to Gal en

"W do."

"It doesn’t sound like fast-penta!"”
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"Yes. There’'s sonething wong. Yet he's not supposed to have been conditioned. . . . |’ m beginning
to seriously doubt the

utility of keeping himalive any | onger as a data bank if we can’'t trust his answers."

"That’s just great,"” scow ed the clone. He glanced over his shoulder. "I’ve got to go. I'Il report
again tonight. If I'mstil

alive by then." He vanished with an irritated bl eep

Gal en turned back to Mles with a |list of questions, about Barrayaran |nperial Headquarters, about
Enperor G egor,

about Mles's usual activities when quartered in Barrayar’'s capital city Vorbarr Sultana, and
question after question about the

Dendarii Mercenaries. Mles, withing, answered and answered and answered, unable to stop his own
rapi d gabbl e. But

partway through he hit on a line of poetry, and ended by reciting the whole sonnet. Galen's sl aps
could not derail him the

strings of association were too strong to break into. After that he managed to junp off the
i nterrogation repeatedly. Wrks

with strong neter and rhyne worked best, bad narrative verse, obscene Dendarii drinking songs,
anyt hi ng a chance word or

phrase fromhis interrogators could trigger. H's nenory seened phenonenal. Galen's face was
darkening with frustration.

"At this rate we'll be here till next winter," said one of the guards in disgust.

Mles's bleeding |ips peeled back in a nmaniacal grin. ‘“Now is the winter of our discontent,

he cried, " ‘nade glorious

sunmmer by this sun of York—

It had been years since he'd nmenorized the ancient play, but the vivid ianbic pentaneter carried
himal ong rel entl essly.

Short of beating himinto unconsci ousness, there seened nothing Galen could do to turn himoff.
M|l es was not even to the end

of Act | when the two guards dragged hi m back down the [ift tube and threw hi mroughly back into
his prison room

Once there, his rapid-firing neurons drove himfromwall to wall, pacing and reciting, junping up
and down of f the bench

at appropriate nonents, doing all the wonen’s parts in a high falsetto. He got all the way through
to the |l ast Amen! before he

col l apsed on the floor and | ay gaspi ng.
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Captain Gal eni, who had been scrunched into the corner on his bench with his arns w apped
protectively around his ears

for the last hour, lifted his head cautiously fromtheir circle. "Are you quite finished?" he said
mldly.

Mles rolled over on his back and stared blankly up at the light. "Three cheers for literacy .
| feel sick."

"I"mnot surprised." Galen | ooked pale and ill hinmself, still shaky fromthe aftereffects of the
stun. "Wat was that?"

"The play, or the drug?"

"I recogni zed the play, thank you. Wat drug?"

"Fast - penta.”

"You're joking."

"Not joking. | have several weird drug reactions. There's a whol e chenical class of sedatives |
can’t touch. Apparently

this is related.™

"What a piece of good fortune!™

| seriously doubt the utility of keeping himalive. . . "I don't think so," Mles said distantly.
He lurched to his feet,

ricocheted into the bathroom threw up, and passed out.

He awoke with the unblinking glare of the overhead |ight needling his eyes, and flung an arm over
his face to shut it out.

Someone—Gal eni ?—had put hi m back on his bench. Galeni was asleep now across the room breathing
heavily. A meal, cold

and congeal ed, sat on a plate at the end of Mles’s bench. It nust be deep night. Mles
contenpl ated the food queasily, then put

it down out of sight under his bench. Tine stretched inexorably as he tossed, turned, sat up, |ay
down, achi ng and nauseous,
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escape even into sleep receding out of reach

The next norning after breakfast they came and took not Mles but Galeni. The captain left with a
| ook of grimdistaste in

his eyes. Sounds of a violent altercation came fromthe hallway, Galeni trying to get hinself
stunned, a draconi an but surely

effective way of avoiding interrogation. He did not succeed. Their captors returned him giggling
vacuously, after a marathon

nunber of hours.

He lay linmply on his bench giving vent to an occasional snicker for what night have been another
hour before slipping into

torpid sleep. Mles gallantly resisted taking advantage of the residual effects of the drug to get
in a few questions of his own.

Al as, fast-penta subjects renenbered their experiences. Mles was fairly certain by now that one
of Galeni’s personal triggers

was in the key word betrayal

Gal eni returned to a thick but cold consciousness at last, looking ill. Fast-penta hangover was a
remar kabl y unpl easant

experience; in that, Mles s response to the drug had not been at all idiosyncratic.

Mles winced in synpathy as Galeni nade his own trip to the washroom

Galeni returned to sit heavily on his bench. H's eye fell on his cold dinner plate; he prodded it
dubi ously with an

experimental forefinger. "You want this?" he asked M| es.

"No, thanks."

"Mn" Gleni shoved the plate out of sight under his bench and sat back rather nervel essly.

"What were they after," Mles jerked his head doorward, "in your interrogation?"

"Personal history, nostly, this tine." Galeni contenplated his socks; which were getting stiff
with grime; but Mles was

not sure Gal eni was seeing what he was |ooking at. "He seens to have this strange difficulty
grasping that | actually nean

what | say. He had apparently genuinely convinced hinself that he had only to reveal hinmself, to
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whistle, to bring me to his

heel as | had run when | was fourteen. As if the weight of nmy entire adult life counted for
nothing. As if I'd put on this uniform

for a joke, or out of despair or confusi on—anything but a reasoned and principled decision."

No need to ask who "he" was. MIles grinned sourly. "What, it wasn’t for the spiffy boots?"

"I"'mjust dazzled by the glittering tinsel of neo-fascism" Galeni infornmed himblandly.

"I's that how he phrased it? Anyway, it’'s feudalism not fascism apart maybe from sone of the late
Enperor Ezar

Vorbarra's experinments in centralization. The glittering tinsel of neo-feudalisml wll grant
you. "

"I amthoroughly famliar with the principles of Barrayaran governnment, thank you," remarked Dr.
Gal eni .

"Such as they are,"” nmuttered Mles. "It was all arrived at by inprovisation, y know"

"Yes, | do. dad to know you aren’'t as historically illiterate as the average young officer com ng
up these days."

"So. . ." Mles said, "if it wasn't for the gold braid and the shiny boots, why are you with us?"

"Ch, of course,” Galeni rolled his eyes toward the light fixture, "I get a sadistic psychosexua
ki ck out of being a bully,

goon, and thug. It's a power trip."

"H," MIles waved from across the room "talk to ne, not him huh? He had his turn."
"Mnm" Galeni crossed his arms glumy. "In a sense, it’s true, | suppose. | amon a power trip. O
| was."

"For what it's worth, that’'s not a secret to the Barrayaran hi gh conmmand."

"Nor to any Barrayaran, though people fromoutside your society seemto miss it regularly. How do
t hey i nagi ne such an

apparently caste-rigid society has survived the incredi ble stresses of the century since the end
of the Time of Isolation wthout
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expl oding? In a way, the Inperial Service has performed sonething of the same social function as
t he medi eval church once

did here on Earth, as a safety valve. Through it, anyone of talent can | aunder his caste origins.
Twenty years of I|nperia

service, and they step out for all practical purposes an honorary Vor. The nanes nmay not have
changed si nce Dorca

Vorbarra's day, when the Vor were a closed caste of self-serving horse goons—

Mles grinned at this description of his great-grandfather’s generation

"—but the substance has altered out of all recognition. And yet through it all the Vor have
managed, however

desperately, to hang on to certain vital principles of service and sacrifice. To the know edge
that it is possible for a man who

woul d not stop and stoop to take, to yet run down the street for a chance to give. . . ." He
st opped short, and cleared his throat,

flushing. "My Ph.D. thesis, y know. °‘The Barrayaran |Inperial Service, A Century of Change.’ "

"I see."

"l wanted to serve Komarr—

"As your father before you," M
found, Mles trusted, only

es finished. Galeni glanced up sharply, suspecting sarcasm but

synpathetic irony in his eyes.

Gal eni’s hand opened in a brief gesture of agreement and understanding. "Yes. And no. None of the
cadets who entered

the service when | did have yet seen a shooting war. | saw one fromstreet |evel =

"I had suspected you were nore intimately acquainted with the Komarr Revolt than the Security
reports seened to

bel i eve," remarked M| es.

"As a drafted apprentice to nmy father," Galeni confirmed. "Sone night forays, other m ssions of
sabot age—+ was small for

my age. There are places a child, idly playing, can pass where an adult would be stopped. Before
ny fourteenth birthday | had

hel ped kill men. . . . | have no illusions about the glorious Inperial troops during the Konarr
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Revolt. | saw nen wearing this

uniform" he waved a hand down the piped I ength of his green trousers, "do shameful things. In
anger or fear, in frustration or

desperation, sonetimes just in idle viciousness. But | could not see that it nade any practica
difference to the corpses,

ordi nary people caught in the cross fire, whether they were burned down by evil invader plasna
fire, or blown to bits by good

patriotic gravitic inplosions. Freedon? W can scarcely pretend that Konmarr was a denobcracy even
bef ore the Barrayarans

came. My father cried that Barrayar had destroyed Komarr, but when | | ooked around, Komarr was
still there."

"You can't tax a wasteland,” M| es murnured.

"I sawa little girl once—~ He stopped, bit his lip, plunged on. "Wat nakes a practica
difference is that there not be war.

I mean—+ meant—to nake that practical difference. A Service career, an honorable retirenent,
| everage to a ninisterial

appoi nt nent —+hen up through the ranks on the civil side, then .

"The viceroyalty of Komarr?" suggested M es.

"That hope would be slightly negal omanic,"” said Galeni. "An appointnent on his staff, though
certainly." His vision

faded, pal pably, as he glanced around their cell-room and his lips puffed on a silent, self-
derisive laugh. "My father, on the

ot her hand, wants revenge. Foreign donination of Komarr being not nmerely prone to abuse, but
intrinsically evil by first

principle. Trying to nake it un-foreign by integration is not conprom se, it’s collaboration
capitul ati on. Komarran

revol utionaries died for nmy sins. And so on. And on."

"He's still attenmpting to persuade you to come over to his side, then.”

"Ch, yes. | believe he will keep talking till he pulls the trigger."

"Not that |I’m asking you to, um conproni se your principles or anything, but | really don't see
that it would be any extra

skin off ny nose if you were to, say, plead for your own life,"’
who fights and runs away |ives

Mles nentioned diffidently. " ‘He
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to fight another day,’” and all that."

Gal eni shook his head. "For precisely that logic, | cannot surrender. Not will not—ean not. He
can’t trust me. If |

reversed, he would too, and be conpelled to argue hinmself into killing me as hard as he now feigns
to be arguing hinmself out.

He's already sacrificed ny brother. In a sense, ny nother’'s death came ultimately fromthat | oss,
and others he inflicted on

her in the nane of the cause.” He added in a flash of self-consciousness, "I suppose that nekes
this all seemvery oedi pal

But +he angui sh of nmking the hard choi ces has al ways appeal ed to the romance in his soul ."

M1l es shook his head. "I'Il allow you know the nan better than | do. And yet . . . well, people do
get hypnotized by the

hard choices. And stop |ooking for alternatives. The will to be stupid is a very powerful force—

This surprised a brief laugh from Gal eni, and a thoughtful I ook

"—but there are always alternatives. Surely it's nore inportant to be loyal to a person than a
principle."

Gal eni raised his eyebrows. "I suppose that shouldn’t surprise ne, comng froma Barrayaran. From
a society that

traditionally organizes itself by internal oaths of fealty instead of an external framework of
abstract |aw+s that your father’s

politics show ng?"

Mles cleared his throat. "My nother’s theol ogy, actually. Fromtwo conpletely different starting
points they arrive at

this odd intersection in their views. Her theory is that principles cone and go, but that hunan
souls are imortal, and you

shoul d therefore throwin your lot with the greater part. My nother tends to be extremely I ogical
Bet an, y’ know."

Gal eni sat forward in interest, his hands | oosely clasped between his knees. "It surprises ne nore
that your nother had

anything to do with your upbringing at all. Barrayaran society tends to be so, er, aggressively
patriarchal. And Countess

Vor kosi gan has the reputation of being the nbst invisible of political wves."
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"Yeah, invisible," Mles agreed cheerfully, "like air. If it disappeared you' d hardly miss it.
Till the next time you cane to

i nhal e." He suppressed a tw nge of homesickness, and a fiercer fear—+f | don’t make it back this
tine.

Galeni smled polite disbelief. "lIt's hard to imagine that Great Admiral yielding to, ah, uxorial
bl andi shnents. "

Ml es shrugged. "He yields to logic. My nother is one of the few people I know who has al nost
conpl etely conquered the

will to be stupid.” Mles frowned introspectively. "Your father’'s a fairly bright man, is he not?
I mean, given his premises. He's

el uded Security, he's been able to put together at |east tenporarily effective courses of action
he’'s got followthrough, he's

certainly persistent.

"Yes, | suppose so," said Galeni

" Hm "

"What ?"

"Well. . . there's sonething about this whole plot that bothers ne."

"l should think there’s a great deal!"”

"Not personally. Logically. In the abstract. As a plot, qua plot, there's sonething that doesn’t
quite add up even fromhis

point of view O course it’'s a scranmble—ehances nust be taken, it’'s always |ike that when you try
to convert any plan into

action—but over and above the practical problens. Sonething intrinsically screw."

"It’s daring. But if he succeeds, he'll have it all. If your clone takes the Inperium he’'lIl stand
in the center of Barrayar’s

power structure. He'll control it all. Absolute power."

"Bullshit,"” said Mles. Galeni’s brows rose.
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"Just because Barrayar’s system of checks and bal ances is unwitten doesn’'t nean it’s not there.
You rust know t he

Enperor’s power consists of no nore than the cooperation he is able to extract fromthe nilitary,
fromthe counts, fromthe

mnistries, fromthe people generally. Terrible things happen to enperors who fail to perform
their function to the satisfaction

of all these groups. The Di snmenbernment of Mad Enperor Yuri wasn’t so very long ago. My father was
actual ly present for

that remarkably gory execution, as a boy. And yet people still wonder why he's never tried to take
the I nperiumfor hinself!

"So here we have a picture of this inmtation ne, grabbing for the throne in a bl oody coup
followed by a rapid transfer of

power and privilege to Komarr, say even granting its independence. Results?"

"Go on," said Galeni, fascinated.

"The mlitary will be offended, because |I'mthrowi ng away their hard-won victories. The counts
wi Il be of fended, because

11l have pronoted nyself above them The mnistries will be offended, because the | oss of Komarr
as a tax farmand trade

nexus will reduce their power. The people will be offended for all these reasons plus the fact
that | amin their eyes a nutant,

physically unclean in Barrayaran tradition. Infanticide for obvious birth defects is still going
on secretly in the back country, do

you know, despite its being outlawed for four decades? If you can think of any fate nastier than
bei ng di smenbered alive, well,

that poor clone is headed straight for it. I'"mnot sure even | could ride the Inperium and
survive, even w thout the Komarran

conplications. And that kid s only—what-—seventeen, eighteen years old?" MIles subsided. "It's a
stupid plot. O . . ."

"Oor "

"Or it's sone other plot."

“Hm "

"Besides," said Mles nore slowy, "why should Ser Galen, who if |I'’mreading himright hates ny
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father nmore than he

| oves—anybody, be going to all this trouble to put Vorkosigan blood on the Barrayaran |nperia
throne? It's a nost obscure

revenge. And how, if by some miracle he succeeds in getting the boy Inperial power, does he then
propose to control hinP"

"Condi tioni ng?" suggested Galeni. "Threats to expose hinP"

"Mm maybe." At this inpasse, Mles fell silent. After |ong nmonments he spoke again

"l think the real plot is nmuch sinpler and smarter. He neans to drop the clone into the mddle of
a power struggle just to

create chaos on Barrayar. The results of that struggle are irrelevant. The clone is nerely a pawn.
A revolt on Komarr is timed

to rise during the point of maxi mum uproar, the bloodier the better, back on Barrayar. He mnust
have an ally in the woodwork

prepared to step in with enough mlitary force to block Barrayar’s wormhole exit. God, | hope he
hasn’t made a devil's dea

with the Cetagandans for that."

"Tradi ng a Barrayaran occupation for a Cetagandan one strikes ne as a zero-sum nove in the
extreme—surely he’s not

that mad. But what happens to your rather expensive clone?" said Galeni, puzzling out the threads.

Ml es smled crookedly. "Ser Galen doesn’'t care. He's just a neans to an end." Hi s nouth opened,
cl osed, opened agai n.

"Except that—+ keep hearing nmy nother’s voice, in ny head. That's where | picked up that perfect
Bet an accent, y’ know, that

| use for Admiral Naismith, | can hear her now. "

"And what does she say?" Gleni’s brows tw tched in anusenent.

"M | es—she says—what have you done with your baby brother?"

"Your clone is hardly that!" choked Gal eni

"On the contrary, by Betan law ny clone is exactly that."
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"Madness." Gal eni paused. "Your nother could not possibly expect you to | ook out for this
creature."

"Ch, yes she could." Mles sighed glumy. A knot of unspoken panic made a lunp in his chest.
Conpl ex, too conpl ex .

"And this is the woman that—you cl ai m#s behind the man who’s behind the Barrayaran | nperiun® |
don't see it. Count

Vor kosigan is the nmost pragmatic of politicians. Look at the entire Komarr integration schene.”

"Yes," said Mles cordially. "Look at it."

Gal eni shot him a suspicious glance. "Persons before principles, eh?" he said slowy at |ast.

" Yep n

Gal eni subsided wearily on his bench. After a tinme one corner of his nmouth twitched up. "My
father," he nmurmured, "was

al ways a nman of great—principles.”

Chapter Ten

Wth every passing mnute, the chances of rescue seened bl eaker. In tine another breakfast-type
meal was delivered

making this, if such a clock was to be relied upon, the third day of Mles’'s incarceration. The
clone, it appeared, had not made

any i medi ate and obvi ous nistake to reveal his true nature to Ivan or Elli. And if he coul d pass
Ivan and Elli, he could pass

anywhere. M es shivered.

He inhal ed deeply, swung from his bench, and put hinmself through a series of calisthenics, trying
to clear the residua

mush of drug fromhis body and brain. Galeni, sunk this norning in an unpleasant mixture of drug
hangover, depression, and

hel pl ess rage, spraw ed on his bench and watched w t hout coment.
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Wheezi ng, sweating, and dizzy, Mles paced the cell to cool down. The place was beginning to
stink, and this wasn't

hel pi ng. Not too hopefully, he went to the washroom and tried the sock-down-the-drain trick. As he
had suspected, the sane

sensor systemthat turned on the water with a pass of his hand turned it off prior to overflow
The toilet worked fail-safe the

same way. And even if by some nmiracle he managed to get their captors to open the door, Galeni had
denmonstrat ed how poor

the chance was of fighting their way out agai nst stunners.

No. His sole point of contact with the eneny lay in the flow of information they hoped to squeeze
fromhim It was after

all the only reason he was still alive. As levers went it was potentially very powerful.
I nformati onal sabotage. |f the clone

wasn’'t going to nmake mi stakes on his own, perhaps he needed a little push. But how could Mles
work it, tanked on fast-penta?

He could stand in the center of the cell and nmake spurious confidences to the light fixture, ala
Captain Galeni, but could hardly

expect to be taken seriously.

He was sitting on his bench frowning at his cold toes—+the clanmy wet socks were laid out to
dry—ahen the door clicked

open. Two guards with stunners. One covered Gal eni, who sneered back w thout noving. The guard's
finger twitched tensely

on the trigger; no hesitation there. They did not need Gal eni conscious today. The other one
gestured Mles out. If Captain

Galeni was to be stunned instantly, there was not a great deal of point in Mles tackling the
guards unilaterally; he sighed and

obeyed, stepping into the corridor

Mles exhaled in startlenment. The clone stood waiting, staring at himw th devouring eyes.

The alter-Mles was dressed in his Dendarii admral’s uniform It fit perfectly, right down to the
conbat boots.

Rat her breathlessly, the clone directed the guards to escort Mles to the study. This tine he was
tied firmy to a chair in

the middle of the room Interestingly, Galen was not there.

"Wait outside the door," the clone told the guards. They | ooked at each other, shrugged, and
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obeyed, hauling a couple of

padded chairs with themfor confort.

The silence when the door closed was profound. Hi s duplicate wal ked slowy around MIles at the
saf e di stance of a neter,

as though Mles were a snake that m ght suddenly strike. He fetched up to face hima good neter
and a half away, | eaning

hi p- sl ung agai nst the contonsol e desk, one booted foot swi nging. MIles recognized the posture as
his own. He woul d never be

able to use it again without being painfully self-aware—a little piece of hinself the clone had
stolen fromhim One of nmany

little pieces. He felt suddenly perforated, frayed, tattered. And afraid.

"How, ah," M| es began, and had to pause and clear his thick, dry throat, "however did you manage
to escape the

enbassy?"

"1’ve just spent the norning attending to Admral Naismth' s duties,” the clone told him Smnugly,
Ml es fancied. "Your

bodyguard t hought she was handi ng me back to Barrayaran enbassy security. The Barrayarans wil |
think ny Komarran

guard is a Dendarii. And | win nyself a little slice of unaccounted tine. Neat, no?"

"Risky," remarked Ml es. "Wat do you hope to gain that's worth it? Fast-penta doesn’t exactly
work on me, y' know." In

fact, Mles noticed, the hypospray was nowhere in sight. Mssing, like Ser Galen. Curious.

"It doesn’t matter." The clone made a sharp throw away gesture, another piece torn fromMIes,
twang. "I don’t care if

you talk truth or lies. | just want to hear you talk. To see you, just once. You, you, you— the
clone’ s voice dropped to a

whi sper, twang, "how |’ve cone to hate you."

Mles cleared his throat again. "I mght point out that, in point of fact, we net for the very
first time three nights ago.

What ever was done to you was not done by ne."

"You," said the clone, "screwed nme over just by existing. It hurts ne that you breathe.
a hand across his

He spread
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chest. "However, that will be cured very shortly. But Galen promised me an interview first." He
wheel ed of f the desk and

began to pace; Mles's feet twitched. "He promi sed ne."

"And where is Ser Galen this norning, by the way?" Mles inquired mldly.

"Qut." The clone favored himwith a sour grin. "For a little slice of tine."

Mles's brows rose. "This conversation is unauthorized?"

"He pronmised nme. But then he reneged. Wuldn't say why."

"Ah—hm Since yesterday?"

"Yes." The clone paused in his pacing to regard M1l es through narrowed eyes. "Wy?"

"I think it may have been sonething | said. Thinking out loud," Mles said. "I'mafraid | figured
out one too many things

about his plot. Sonething even you weren’'t supposed to know. He was afraid |'d spill it under fast-
penta. That suited ne. The

|l ess you were able to punp fromme, the nore likely you d be to nmake a m stake.” Mles waited,

barely breathing, to see

which way this bait would be taken. A whiff of the exhilarated hyperconsci ousness of comnbat
thrilled along his nerves.

“I"l'l bite," said the clone agreeably. His eyes gl eamed, sardonic. "Spill it, then."

When he was seventeen, this clone’s age, he' d been—nventing the Dendarii Mercenaries, Mles
recal l ed. Perhaps it would

be better not to underestimate him Wat would it be like to be a clone? How far under the skin
did their simlarity end?

"You're a sacrifice," Mles stated bluntly. "He does not intend for you to make it alive to the
Barrayaran | nperium™

"Do you think | haven't figured that out?" the clone scoffed. "I know he doesn’t think I can nmake
it. Nobody thinks | can

make it—
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Mles’'s breath caught as froma blow This twang bit bone-deep

"But 1'Il showthem Ser Galen," the clone’s eyes glittered, "is going to be very surprised at
what happens when | cone to

power . "

"So will you," Mles predicted norosely.

"D you think I'"m stupid?" the cl one denmanded.

M1l es shook his head. "I know exactly how stupid you are, I'mafraid.”

The clone snmiled tightly. "Galen and his friends spent a nonth farting around London, chasing you
just trying to set up

for the switch. It was | who told themto have you kidnap yourself. |’ve studied you |l onger than
any of them harder than all of

them | knew you couldn’t resist. | can outthink you."

Denmonstrably true, alas, at least in this instance. Mles fought off a wave of despair. The kid
was good, too good—he had it

all, right down to the screaming tension radiating fromevery nuscle in his body. Twang, O was
t hat home-grown? Coul d

different pressures produce the same warps? What would it be |like, behind those eyes . . . ?

Mles's eye fell on the Dendarii uniform H s own insignia w nked back at himnal evolently as the
cl one paced. "But you

can outthink Admiral Naisnmth?"

The clone smled proudly. "I got your soldiers released fromjail this nmorning. Sonething you
hadn’t been able to do,

evidently."

"Dani 0?" Ml es croaked, fascinated. No, no, say it isn't so.

"He's back on duty." The clone nodded incisively.

M| es suppressed a small npan.
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The cl one paused, glanced at Mles intently, sone of his decisiveness falling away. "Speaking of
Adnmiral Naisnith—are

you sl eeping with that woman?"

What kind of life had this kid | ed? MIes wondered anew. Secret—al ways wat ched, constantly force-
tutored, allowed

contact with only a few sel ected persons—al nost cloistered. Had the Komarrans thought to include
that in his training, or was

he a seventeen-year-old virgin? In which case he nust be obsessed with sex . . . "Quinn," said
Mles, "is six years older than

me. Extrenely experienced. And demandi ng. Accustoned to a high degree of finesse in her chosen
partner. Are you an initiate

in the variant practices of the Deeva Tau |love cults as practiced on Kline Station?" A safe
chal  enge, Ml es judged, as he' d just

this minute invented them "Are you fanmiliar with the Seven Secret Roads of Femal e Pleasure? After
she’s climaxed four or

five tinmes, though, she'll usually let you up—=

The clone circled him looking distinctly unsettled. "You' re lying. | think."

"Maybe." Mles smiled toothily, only wishing the inprovised fantasy were true. "Consider what
you' d risk, finding out."

The clone glowered at him He gl owered back

"Do your bones break |ike nmine?" MIles asked suddenly. Horrible thought. Suppose, for every bl ow
Ml es had suffered,

they had broken this one’'s bones to match. Suppose for every miscal cul ated foolish risk of
Mles’'s, the clone had paid ful

nmeasur e—+eason i ndeed to hate.

M| es breathed concealed relief. So, their med-sensor readings wouldn't exactly match. "It nust be
a short-term plot,

eh?"

"I mean to be on top in six nonths."
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"So |'d understood. And whose space fleet will bottle all the chaos on Barrayar, behind its
wor mhol e exit, while Konmarr

rises again?" MIles made his voice light, trying to appear only casually interested in this vital
bit of intelligence.

"W were going to call in the Cetagandans. That’'s been broken off."

H's worst fears . . . "Broken off? |I'’mdelighted, but why, in an escapade singularly lacking in
sanity, should you have cone

to your senses on that one?"

"W found sonething better, ready to hand." The clone smirked strangely. "An independent nmilitary
force, highly

experienced in space bl ockade duties, with no unfortunate ties to other planetary neighbors who
m ght be tenpted to nuscle

in on the action. And personally and fiercely loyal, it appears, to ny slightest whim The
Dendarii Mercenaries."

Mles tried to lunge for the clone’s throat. The clone recoiled. Being still firmy tied to the
chair, Mles and it toppled

forward, mashing his face painfully into the carpet. "No, no, no!" he gibbered, bucking, trying to
ki ck |1 oose. "You noron! It’'d be

a slaughter—"

The two Komarran guards tunbled through the door. "Wat, what happened?”

"Not hi ng." The cl one, pale, ventured out from behind the contonsol e desk where he'd retreated. "He
fell over. Straighten

hi m back, will you?"

"Fell or was pushed,"” nmuttered one of the Komarrans as the pair of them yanked the chair back
upright. Mles perforce

came with it. The guard stared with interest at his face. A warm wetness, rapidly cooling,
trickled itchily dowmn M1l es’s upper

lip and three-day noustache stubble. Bloody nose? He gl anced down cross-eyed, and licked at it.
Calm Calm The clone could

never get that far with the Dendarii. His future failure would be little consolation to a dead
M | es, though

"Do you, ah, need sone help for this part?" the older of the two Komarrans asked the clone. "There
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is a kind of science in

torture, you know. To get the maxi mum pain for the minimum damage. | had an uncle who told ne what
t he Barrayaran

Security goons used to do. . . . Gven that the fast-penta is useless."

"He doesn’t need help," snapped Mles, at the sane nonment that the clone began, "I don't want

hel p— then both paused

to stare at each other, MIles self-possessed again, regaining his wind, the clone taken slightly
aback.

But for the outward and visible marker of the damm beard, now would be the perfect tinme to begin
screani ng t hat

Vor kosi gan had over powered and changed clothes with him he was the clone, couldn't they tell the
difference and untie ne

you cretins! A non-opportunity, alas.

The clone straightened, trying to regain sonme dignity. "Leave us, please. Wen | want you, 1’1
call you."

"Or maybe | will," remarked Mles sunnily. The clone glared. The two Komarrans exited with
doubt ful backward gl ances.

"It's a stupid idea," MIles began i medi ately they were alone. "You' ve got to grasp, the Dendari
are an elite

bunch—ar gel y—but by planetary standards they are a snmall force. Small, you understand snall ?
Smal |l is for covert

operations, hit and run, intelligence gathering. Not all-out slogging matches for a fixed spatia
field with a whol e devel oped

pl anet’s resources and will backing the eneny. You ve got no sense of the econom cs of war!
swear to God, you’'re not

t hi nki ng past that first six nmonths. Not that you need to—you'll be dead before the end of the
year, | expect. "

The clone’s snile was razor-thin. "The Dendarii, like myself, are intended as a sacrifice. Dead
mercenaries, after all, don't

need to be paid." He paused, and | ooked at Mles curiously. "How far ahead do you thi nk?"

"These days, about twenty years,"” Mles admitted glumMy. And a fat lot of good it did him
Consi der Captain Galeni. In his

mnd Ml es already saw him as the best viceroy Konmarr was ever likely to get-his death, not the
| oss of a minor Inperia
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of ficer of dubious origins, but of the first link in a chain of thousands of lives striving for a
| ess tornented future. A future when

Li eutenant M1 es Vorkosigan would surely be subsurmed by Count M| es Vorkosigan, and need sane
friends in high places. If he

could bring Galeni through this ness alive, and sane . . . "l admt," MIles added, "when |I was
your age | got through about one

quarter hour at a tine."

The clone snorted. "A century ago, was it?"

"Seens like it. 1've always had the sense that |1'd better live fast, if I'mto fit it all in.

"Prescient of you. See how nmuch you can fit into the next twenty-four hours. That’'s when | have ny
orders to ship out.

At which point you will becone—edundant.™

So soon. . . . Notine left for experinents. No tinme left for anything but to be right, once.

Mles swall owed. "The prine ninister’s death nust be planned, or the destabilization of the
Barrayaran governnent wl |

not occur, even if Enmperor Gregor is assassinated. So tell ne
you and Gl en have pl anned for

he said carefully, "what fate do

our father?"

The clone’s head jerked back. "Ch, no you don’t. You are not ny brother, and the Butcher of Komarr
was never a father

to ne."

"How about your nother?"

"I have none. | cane out of a replicator."

"So did I," Mles remarked, "before the nedics were done. It never made any difference to her that
I could see. Being

Betan, she's quite free of anti-birth technology prejudices. It doesn’'t nmatter to her how you got
here, but only what you do

after you arrive. I'mafraid having a nother is a fate you can’t avoid, fromthe noment she
di scovers your existence."
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The cl one waved the phant om Count ess Vorkosi gan away. "A null factor. She is nothing in Barrayaran
politics."

"I's that so?" Mles nuttered, then controlled his tongue. No tinme. "And yet you’'d continue,
knowi ng Ser Galen nmeans to

betray you to your death?"

"When | am Enperor of Barrayar—then we shall see about Ser Galen.”

"I'f you nean to betray hi manyway, why wait?"

The cl one cocked his head, eyes narrow ng. "Ha?"

"There’s another alternative for you." Mles made his voice calm persuasive. "Let me go now. And
cone with me. Back

to Barrayar. You are ny brother—+ike it or not; it's a biological fact, and it won't ever go away.
Nobody gets to choose their

rel ati ves anyway, clone or no. | nean, given a choice, would you pick lIvan Vorpatril for your
cousi n?"

The cl one choked slightly, but did not interrupt. He was beginning to | ook faintly fascinated.

"But there he is. And he's exactly as much your cousin as nmine. Did you realize you have a nane?"
M | es denmanded

suddenly. "That’'s another thing you don’t get to choose on Barrayar. Second son—that’s you, ny

twi n-si x-year s-del ayed—gets the second names of his maternal and paternal grandfathers, just as
the first son gets stuck with

their first nanes. That nmakes you Mark Pierre. Sorry about the Pierre. G andfather always hated
it. You are Lord Mark

Pi erre Vorkosigan, in your own right, on Barrayar.'
clone’'s arrested eyes.

He spoke fester and faster, inspired by the

"What have you ever dreaned of being? Any education you want, Mdther will see that you get. Betans
are very big on

education. Have you dreamed of escape-how about Licensed Star Pilot Mark Vorkosi gan? Conmerce?
Farm ng? W have a

fam |y wi ne business, fromgrape vines to export crates—does science interest you? You could go
live with your G andnother

Nai smith on Beta Col ony, study at the best research academ es. You have an aunt and uncle there
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too, do you realize? Two

cousins and a second cousin. |If backward beni ghted Barrayar doesn’'t appeal to you, there's a whole
"nother life waiting on Beta

Col ony, to which Barrayar and all its troubles is scarcely a winkle on the event horizon. Your
cloned origin wouldn't be nove

enough to be worth nmentioning, there. Any life you want. The gal axy at your fingertips.
Choi ce—freedomask, and it’s yours!”

He had to stop for breath.

The clone’s face was white. "You lie," he hissed. "Barrayaran Security would never let nme live."

Not, alas, a fear without force. "But inmagine for one mnute it is, it could be real. It could be
yours. My word as

Vor kosi gan. My protection as Lord Vorkosi gan, against all comers up to and including Inperial
Security." Mles gulped alittle

as he made this pronmise. "Galen offers you death on a silver platter. | can get you life. | can
get it for you wholesale, for God' s

sake. "

Was this informational sabotage? He'd neant to set the clone up for a fall, if he could . . . what
have you done wi th your

baby brother?

The clone threw back his head and | aughed, a sharp hysterical bark. "My God, |ook at yourself! A
prisoner, tied to a chair,

hours from death— He swept MIles a huge, ironic bow "GCh noble lord, I am overwhel med by your
generosity. But sonehow,

I don’t think your protection is worth spit, just now" He strode up to Mles, the cl osest he had
yet ventured. "Flam ng

megal omani ac. You can’t even protect yoursel f— inpulsively, he slapped MIles across the face,
across yesterday’s bruises,

"can you?" He stepped back, startled by the force of his own experinent, and unconsciously held
his stinging hand to his

mouth a nonent. Mles's bleeding |ips peeled back in a grin, and the clone dropped his hand
hastily.

So. This one has never struck a man for real before. Nor killed either, | wager. Ch, little
virgin, are you ever in for a

bl oody defl oweri ng.
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"Can you?" the clone finished.

Gah! He takes ny truth for lies, when | neant to have himtake ny lies for truth-sone saboteur |
am Wy am1

conpelled to speak the truth to hinf

Because he is ny brother, and we have failed him Failed to discover himearlier—failed to nount a
rescue—Di d you

ever dream of rescue?" Ml es asked suddenly. "After you knew who you were—er even before? Wat
ki nd of chil dhood did

you have, anyway? O phans are supposed to dream of golden parents, riding to their rescue—for you
it could have been

true.”

The clone snorted bitter contenpt. "Hardly. | always knew the score. | knew what | was fromthe
begi nni ng. The cl ones

of Jackson’'s Wole are farned out, y see, to paid foster parents, to raise themto maturity. Vat-
rai sed clones tend to have

unpl easant heal th probl ens—susceptibility to infection, bad cardi o-vascul ar conditioni ng—the
peopl e who are paying to have

their brains transplanted expect to wake up in a healthy body.

"I had a kind of foster-brother once—a little older than ne— the clone paused, took a deep
breath, "raised with ne. But

not educated with ne. | taught himto read, a little. . . . Shortly before the Komarrans cane and
got ne, the |aboratory people

took himaway. It was sheer chance that | saw himagain afterwards. |I’'d been sent on an errand to
pi ck up a package at the

shuttl eport, though I wasn't supposed to go into town. | saw himacross the concourse, entering
the first-class passenger

I ounge. Ran up to him Only it wasn’t himany nore. There was sone horrible rich old nman, sitting
in his head. H s bodyguard

shoved ne back.

The cl one wheel ed, and snarled at Mles. "Oh, | knew the score. But once, once, just this once, a
Jackson’s Wole clone is

turning it around. Instead of you cannibalizing ny life, | shall have yours."

"Then where will your life be?" asked M| es desperately. "Buried in an inmitation of Mles, where
will Mark be then? Are
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you sure it will be only me, lying in my grave?"

The clone flinched. "Wien | am enperor of Barrayar,"
able to get at ne. Power

he said through his teeth, "no one will be

is safety.”

"Let me give you a hint,'
failure.”

said Mles. "There is no safety. Only varying states of risk. And
And was he letting his

old only-child loneliness betray him at this |ate date? Was there anybody hone, behind those too-
fam liar grey eyes staring

back at himso fiercely? What snare woul d hook hi n? Begi nnings, the clone clearly understood
begi nni ngs; it was endi ngs he

| acked experience of.

"I always knew," said MIles softly—the clone | eaned cl oser—why ny parents never had anot her
child. Besides the tissue

damage fromthe soltoxin gas. But they could have had another child, with the technol ogi es then
avai |l abl e on Beta Col ony. MWy

father always pretended it was because he didn't dare | eave Barrayar, but ny nother coul d have
taken his genetic sanple and

gone al one.

"The reason was ne. These deformties. |If a whole son had existed, there would have been
horrendous soci al pressure

put on themto disinherit me and put himin ny place as heir. You think |I’m exaggerating, the
horror Barrayar has of

mut ati on? My own grandfather tried to force the issue by snothering me in ny cradle, when | was an
infant, after he lost the

abortion argunment. Sergeant Bothari—+ had a bodyguard from birth—aho stood about two nmeters tall
didn't dare draw a

weapon on the Geat General. So the sergeant just picked himup, and held himover his head, quite
apol ogetically—en a

third-story bal cony—ntil General Piotr asked, equally politely, to be let down. After that, they
had an understanding. | had

this story fromnmy grandfather, nuch later; the sergeant didn't talk nuch.

"Later, my grandfather taught me to ride. And gave ne that dagger you have stuck in your shirt.
And willed me half his

| ands, nost of which still glowin the dark from Cetagandan nucl ears. And stood behind me in a
hundr ed excruci ati ng,

peculiarly Barrayaran social situations, and wouldn’t let me run away, till | was forced to learn
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to handle themor die. | did

consi der deat h.

"My parents, on the other hand, were so kind, and careful +their absolute | ack of suggestion spoke
| ouder than shouti ng.

Overprotected me even as they let me risk ny bones in every sport, in the mlitary career—because
they let ne stifle ny

siblings before they could even be born. Lest | think, for one nonment, that | wasn’'t good enough
to pl ease them " Mles ran

down abruptly, then added, "Perhaps you're lucky not to have a fanmly. They only drive you crazy
after all."

And how am 1 to rescue this brother | never knew | had? Not to nmention survive, escape, foil the
Komarran pl ot,

rescue Captain Galeni fromhis father, save the enperor and ny father from assassination, and
prevent the Dendari

Mercenaries from being put through a neat grinder . . . ?

No. If only |I can save nmy brother, all the rest nust follow |I'mright. Here, now, is the place to
push, to fight, before

the first weapon is ever drawn. Snap the first link, and the whol e chain conmes | oose.

"I know exactly what | am" said the clone. "You won't nmake a dead fool of ne."

"You are what you do. Choose again, and change."

The clone hesitated, neeting Mles's eyes directly for alnost the first time. "Wat guarantee
could you possibly give ne,

that | could trust?"

"My word as Vorkosi gan?"

"Bah!"

M| es considered this problemseriously, fromthe clone’ s—Mark’ s—point of view "Your entire life
to date has been

centered on betrayal, on one level or another. Since you ve had zero experience with unbroken
trust, naturally you cannot

judge with confidence. Suppose you tell ne what guarantee you woul d believe?"
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The cl one opened his mouth, closed it, and stood silent, reddening slightly.

Mles alnost sniled. "You see the little fork, eh?" he said softly. "The logical flaw? The nman who
assunes everything is a

lieis at |east as nistaken as the one who assunmes everything is true. |If no guarantee can suit
you, perhaps the flawis not in

the guarantee, but in you. And you're the only one who can do anything about that."

"What can | do?" muttered the clone. For a nonment, angui shed doubt flickered in his eyes.

"Test it," breathed M| es.

The cl one stood | ocked. Mles’'s nostrils flared. He was so cl ose—so cl ose—he al nbst had hi m—

The door burst open. Galen, dusky with fury, stornmed in, flanked by the startled Konmarran guards.

"Damm, the time . . . !'" the clone hissed. He straightened guiltily, his chin jerking up

Damm the tining! Mles screaned silently in his head. If he had had just a few nore m nutes—

"What the hell do you think you' re doing?" demanded Galen. Hs voice blurred with rage, like a
sl ed over gravel.

"I mproving ny chances of survival past the first five mnutes | set foot on Barrayar, | trust,"”
said the clone coolly. "You

do need me to survive a little while, even to serve your purposes, no?"

"I told you, it was too damm dangerous!" Galen was al nost, but not quite, shouting. "I’'ve had a
lifetime of experience

fighting the Vorkosigans. They are the nost insidious propagandi sts ever to cloak self-serving
greed with pseudo-patriotism

And this one is stanped fromthe same nold. His lies will trip you, trap you—he's a subtle little
bastard, and he never takes his

eye off the main chance."

"But his choice of lies was very interesting.
at the carpet,

The cl one noved about |ike a nervous horse, kicking
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hal f-defiant, half-placating. "You ve had ne study how he noves, talks, wites. But |’ve never
been really clear on how he

t hi nks. "

"And now?" purred Gal en dangerously.

The cl one shrugged. "He's looney. | think he really believes his own propaganda.”

"The question is, do you?"

Do you, do you? thought Mles frantically.

"Of course not." The clone sniffed, jerked up his chin, twang.

Gal en jerked his head toward Ml es, gathering in the guards by eye. "Take hi mback and | ock him
up. "

He followed on untrustingly as Mles was untied and dragged out. MIles saw his cl one, beyond
Gal en’ s shoul der, staring at

the floor, still scuffing one booted foot across the carpet.

"Your nane is Mark!" M| es shouted back to himas the door shut. "Mark!"

Galen gritted his teeth and swng on Mles, a sincere, unscientific, roundhouse blow Mles, held
by the guards, could not

dodge, but did flinch far enough that Galen's fist |anded glancingly and did not shatter his jaw
Fortunately, Galen shook out his

fist and did not strike again, regaining a thin crust of control

"Was that for nme, or hinP' Mles inquired sweetly through an expandi ng bubbl e of pain.

"Lock himup," growled Galen to the guards, "and don't let himout again until |, personally, tel
you to." He pivoted and

swung away up the hall, back to the study.

Two on two, thought Mles sharply as the guards prodded himdown the lift tube to the next |evel
O at any rate, two
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on one and a half. The odds will never be better, and the tinme nmargin can only get worse.

As the door to his cell-roomswing open, MIles saw Gal eni —asl eep on his bench, the sodden, sullen
despairing ploy of a

man shutting out inescapable pain in the only way left to him He d spent nost of |ast night
pacing the cell silently, restless to

the point of being frantic—the sleep that had el uded himthen was now captured. Wnderful. Now,
just when M1 es needed

himon his feet and prined |like an overtightened spring.

Try anyway. "Gleni!"™ Mles yelled. "Now, Galeni! Cone on!"

Si nul t aneousl y, he plunged backward into the nearest guard, going for a nerve-pinching grip on the
hand that held the

stunner. A joint snapped in one of Mles’'s fingers, but he shook the stunner |oose and kicked it
across the floor toward Gal eni

who was | unbering bew |l deredly up off his bench Iike a wart-hog out of the nud. Despite his half-
consci ous state, he reacted

fast and accurately, lunging for the stunner, scooping it up, and rolling across the floor out of
the line of fire fromthe door

Mles’s guard wrapped an armaround Mles’s neck and lifted himoff his feet, lurching around to
face the second guard.

The little grey rectangle of the business end of the second guard’ s weapon was so close MIles
al rost had to cross his eyes to

bring it into focus. As the Konmarran's finger tightened on the trigger the stunner’s buzz
fragmented, and Ml es’s head seened

to explode in a burst of pain and colored |ights.

Chapter El even

He woke in a hospital bed, an unwel cone but familiar environnent. In the distance, out his w ndow,
the towers of the

skyline of Vorbarr Sultana, capital city of Barrayar, glowed strangely green in the darkness. Inp
M1, then, the Inperia

Mlitary Hospital. This roomwas undecorated in the same severe style he had known as a child,
when he' d been in and out of
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its clinical |aboratories and surgeries for painful therapies so often Inp MI had seenmed his hone
away from hone.

A doctor entered. He appeared to be about sixty: clipped greying hair, pale lined face, body
t hi ckening with age. Dr.

Gal en, his nane badge read. Hyposprays cl anked together in his pockets. Copul ating and breedi ng
nmore, perhaps. Mles had

al ways wondered where hyposprays cane from

"Ah, you' re awake," said the doctor gladly. "You're not going to go away on us again this tine,
now, are you?"

"Go away?" He was tied down with tubes and sensor wires, drips and control leads. It hardly seened
he was goi ng

anywher e.

"Cat atoni a. C oud-cuckoo-land. Ga-ga. In short, insane. In short is the only way you can go,
suppose, eh? It runs in the

famly. Blood will tell."

Ml es could hear the susurration of his red blood cells, in his ears, whispering thousands of
mlitary secrets to each other,

cavorting drunkenly in a country dance with nol ecul es of fast-penta which were flipping their
hydroxyl groups at himlike

petticoats. He blinked away the inage.

Gal en’s hand rumuaged in his pocket; then his face changed. "OM" He yanked his hand out, shook
of f a hypospray, and

sucked at his bleeding thunb. "The little bugger bit ne." He glanced down, where the young
hypospray skittered about

uncertainly on its spindly netal |egs, and crunched it underfoot. It died with a tiny squeak

"This sort of mental slippage is not at all unusual in a revived cryo-corpse, of course. You’l
get over it," Dr. Galen

reassured him

"Was | dead?"

"Killed outright, on Earth. You spent a year in cryogenic suspension."
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Qddly enough, M1les could remenber that part. Lying in a glass coffin like a fairy-tale princess
under a cruel spell, while

figures flitted silent and ghostli ke beyond die frosted panels.

"And you revived ne?"

"Ch, no. You spoiled. Wrst case of freezer-burn you ever saw. "

"Ch," Ml es paused, nonplussed, and added in a small voice, "Am| still dead, then? Can | have
horses at ny funeral, |ike

G andf at her ?"

"No, no, no, of course not.'
parents woul d never

Dr. Galen clucked like a nother hen. "You aren’t allowed to die, your

permt it. We transplanted your brain into a replacenent body. Fortunately, there was one ready to
hand. Pre-owned, but

hardly used. Congratul ations, you're a virgin again. Was it not clever of nme, to get your clone
all ready for you?"

"My cl—ny brother? Mark?" Mles sat bolt upright, tubes falling away from him Shivering, he
pull ed out his tray table

and stared into the mrror of its polished metal surface. A dotted line of big black stitches ran
across his forehead. He stared at

hi s hands, turning themover in horror. "My God. |’mwearing a corpse."

He |l ooked up at Galen. "If I'min here, what have you done with Mark? Were did you put the brain
that used to be in

this head?"

Gal en poi nt ed.

On the table at MIles’s bedside squatted a large glass jar. In it a whole brain, |ike a nmushroom
on a stem floated rubbery,

dead, and nal evol ent. The pickling liquid was thick and greenish

"No, no, no!" cried Mles. "No, no, no!" He struggled out of bed and clutched up the jar. The
liquid sloshed cold down over

his hands. He ran out into the hall, barefoot, his patient gown fl appi ng open behind him There
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had to be spare bodi es around

here; this was Inp MI|. Suddenly, he renenbered where he'd | eft one.

He burst through another door and found hinmself in the conmbat drop shuttle over Dagoola IV. The
shuttle hatch was

jamed open; black clouds shot with yell ow dendrites of Iightning boiled beyond. The shuttle
| urched, and nuddy, wounded

men and wonen in scorched Dendarii conbat gear slid and screaned and swore. Ml es skidded to the
open hatch, stil

clutching the jar, and stepped out.

Part of the tine he floated, part of the time he fell. A crying wonan plumeted past him arns
reaching for help, but he

couldn’t let go of the jar. Her body burst on inpact with the ground.

Ml es | anded feet first on rubbery |legs, and al nbst dropped the jar. The nud was thick and bl ack
and sucked at his knees.

Li eutenant Miurka’s body, and Lieutenant Miurka' s head, lay just where he’d left themon the
battl eground. H s hands

cold and shaking, Mles pulled the brain fromthe jar and tried to shove the brai nstem down the
pl asma- bol t - cauteri zed neck

It stubbornly refused to hook in.

"He doesn’t have a face anyway,
off. "He's going to

criticized Lieutenant Murka's head fromwhere it lay a few neters

| ook ugly as sin, walking around on my body with that thing sticking up."

"Shut up, you don’t get a vote, you're dead," snarled MIles. The slippery brain slithered through
his fingers into the nud.

He picked it back out and tried clumsily to rub the black goop off on the sleeve of his Dendari
Admiral’s uniform but the harsh

cloth scrubbed up the convoluted surface of Mark’s brain, damaging it. Mles patted the tissue
surreptitiously back into place,

hopi ng no one woul d notice, and kept trying to shove the brain stem back in the neck.

Mles's eyes flipped open and stared wide. Hi s breath caught. He was shaki ng and danp with sweat.
The light fixture

burned steadily in the unwavering ceiling of the cell, the bench was hard and cold on his back
"God. Thank God," he breat hed.
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Gal eni | oomed over himworriedly, one arm supporting hinself against the wall. "You all right?"

Ml es swall owed, breathed deeply. "You know it’s a bad dream when waking up here is an
i mprovenent . "

One of his hands caressed the cool, reassuring solidity of the bench. The other found no stitches
across his forehead,

though his head did feel |ike sonebody had been doing amateur surgery on it. He blinked, squeezed
his eyes shut, opened

themagain, and with an effort made it up on his right elbow. H's |left hand was swol |l en and
t hr obbi ng. "What happened?"

"It was a draw. One of the guards and | stunned each other. Unfortunately, that |left one guard
still on his feet. | woke up

maybe an hour ago. It was max stun. | don’t know how nuch tine we’'ve lost."

"Too much. It was a good try, though. Damrit." He stopped just short of pounding his bad hand on
the bench in

frustration. "I was so close. | alnpst had him"

"The guard? It |ooked |ike he had you."

"No, ny clone. My brother. Watever he is." Flashes of his dream cane back to him and he
shuddered. "Skittish fellow. |

think he's afraid he’s going to end up in a jar."

" Eh?"

"Bugh.” Mles attenpted to sit up. The stun had |left himfeeling nauseous. Miscles spasned jerkily
in his arns and | egs.

Gal eni, clearly in no better shape, tottered back to his own bench and sat.

Sone tine |ater the door opened. Dinner, thought Ml es.

The guard jerked his stunner at them "Both of you. Qut." The second guard backed himup from
behi nd, several neters

beyond hope of reach, with another stunner. Mles did not |ike the |ooks on their faces, one
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solemm and pale, the other sniling

nervously.
"Captain Galeni," MIles suggested in a voice rather higher in pitch than he’d neant it to cone out
as they exited, "I think

it mght be a good tine for you to talk to your father, now.

A variety of expressions chased across Galeni’s face: anger, nulish stubbornness, thoughtful
apprai sal, doubt.

"That way." The guard gestured themtoward the |ift tube. They dropped down, toward the garage
| evel

"You can do this, | can't,'
nout h.

Ml es coaxed Galeni in a sotto voce singsong out of the corner of his

Gal eni hissed through his teeth: frustration, acqui escence, resolve. As they entered the garage,
he turned abruptly to the

closer guard and jerked out unwillingly, "1 wish to speak to ny father."

"You can't."

"I think you had better let ne.

" Gal eni’s voice was dangerous, edged, at last, with fear

"It’s not up to me. He gave us our orders and left. He’'s not here."

"Call him"

"He didn’t tell nme where he would be." The guard’ s voice was tight and irritated. "And if he had,
I woul dn’t anyway.

Stand over there by that lightflyer."

"How are you going to do it?" asked Ml es suddenly. "I really amcurious to know. Think of it as
ny |ast request." He

sidled over toward the lightflyer, his eyes shifting in search of cover, any cover. If he could
vault over or dodge around the

vehi cl e before they fired .
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"Stun you, fly you out over the south coast, drop you in the water,’
wei ghts work | oose and you

the guard recited. "If the

wash ashore, the autopsy would show only that you d drowned."

"Not exactly a hands-on nurder,” MIles observed. "Easier for you that way, | expect." These nen
wer e not professiona

killers, if Mles read themright. Still, there was a first tine for everything. That pillar over
there was not wi de enough to stop

a stun bolt.

The array of tools on the far wall presented possibilities . . . his |legs were cranping furiously.

"And so the Butcher of Komarr gets his at |ast,’
"Indirectly.” He raised

the sol etm guard observed in a detached voi ce.

his stunner. "Wait!" squeaked M| es.

"What for?"

Mles was still groping for a reply when the garage doors slid open

"Me!" yelled Elli Quinn. "Freeze!"

A Dendarii patrol streamed past her. In the instant it took the Komarran guard to shift his aim a
Dendarii marksnan

dropped him The second guard pani cked and bolted for the lift tube. A sprinting Dendarii tackled
hi m from behi nd, and had

himlaid out face down on the floor with his hands | ocked behi nd hi mw t hin seconds.

Elli strolled up to Mles and Galeni, pulling a sonic eavesdropper-sensor fromher ear. "Gods,
Mles, | couldn't believe it

was your voice. How did you do that?" As she took in his appearance, an expression of extrene
di squi et stole over her face.

Ml es captured her hands and ki ssed them A salute might have been nore proper, but his adrenalin
was still punping

and this was nore heartfelt. Besides, he wasn’t in uniform "Elli, you genius! | should have known
the clone couldn’t fool you!"
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She stared at him al nost recoiling, her voice circling upward in pitch. "Wat clone?"

"What do you nean, what clone? That’'s why you're here, isn't it? He blewit—and you cane to rescue
me—di dn’t you?"

"Rescue you fromwhat? MIles, you ordered me a week ago to find Captain Gl eni, renenber?"

"Ch," said Mles. "Yes. So | did."

"So we did. W' ve been sitting outside this block of housing units all night, waiting to pick up a
positive voiceprint analysis

on him so we could notify the local authorities. They don't appreciate false alarms. But what
finally canme over the sensors

suggested we’'d better not wait for the local authorities, so we took a chance—vi sions of us being
arrested en masse for

breaki ng and entering dancing in nmy head—

A Dendarii sergeant drifted up and saluted. "Dam, sir, how d you do that?" He trotted on waving a
scanner w t hout

wai ting for reply.

"Only to find you d beaten us to it."

"Well, in a sense, yes . . ." Mles massaged his throbbing forehead. Gal eni stood scratching his
beard and taking it all in

wi t hout comment. Galeni could say nothing at noticeabl e vol ure.

"Rermenber, three or four nights ago when you took ne to be kidnapped so’'s | could penetrate the
opposition and find

out who they were and what they wanted?"

"Yeah . . ."

"Well," MIles took a deep breath, "it worked. Congratul ations. You have just converted an absol ute
di saster into a ngjor

intelligence coup. Thank you, Commander Quinn. By the way, the guy you wal ked out of that enpty
house w th—-wasn’t nme."
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Elli’s eyes widened; her hand went to her nmouth. Then the dark glints narrowed in furious thought.
" Sonof abitch," she

breathed. "But MIes—+ thought the clone story was something you' d nmade up!"

"So did I. It’s thrown everyone off, | expect.”

"There was—he i s—a real clone?"

"So he clains. Fingerprints—+etina—voiceprint—all the sane. There is, thank God, one objective
di fference. You

radi ograph ny bones, you'll find a crazy-quilt pattern of old breaks, except for the synthetics in
my | egs. Hi s bones have none.

O so he says." Mles cradled his throbbing left hand. "I think 1'Il |eave the beard on for the
monent, just in case.”

Mles turned to Captain Galeni. "How shall we—+nperial Security-handle this, sir?" he said
deferentially. "Do we really

want to call in the local authorities?"

"Ch, so I'm*‘sir’ again, amI|?" nuttered Galeni. "OfF course we want the police. W can’t extradite
these people. But now

that they’'re guilty of a crinme right here on Earth, the Eurolaw authorities will hold themfor us.
It’Il break up this whole radica

splinter group."

M| es tanped down his personal urgency, trying to nake his voice cool and logical. "But a public
trial would bring out the

whol e clone story. In all its details. It would attract a |lot of undesirable attention to nme, from
a Security viewpoint. Including,

you may be sure, Cetagandan attention.”

"It's too late to put alid on this."

"I"’'mnot so sure. Yes, runors will float, but a few sufficiently confused runors m ght actually be
useful. Those two," Ml es

gestured to the captured guards, "are small fry. My clone knows nore than they do, and he's
al ready back at the enbassy.

Wiich is, legally, Barrayaran soil. Wat do we need them for? Now that we have you back, and have
the clone, the plot is void.

Put this group under surveillance |like the rest of the Komarran expatriates here on Earth, and
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they’'re no further danger to

us.

Gal eni net his eyes, then | ooked away, pale profile tense with the unspoken corollary: and your
career will be

unconpron sed by a splashy public scandal. And you wont have to confront your father. "I.
don’t know. "

"l do," said Mles confidently. He gestured a waiting Dendarii over. "Sergeant. Take a coupl e of
techs upstairs and suck

out these people’ s contonsole files. Take a fast scan around for secret files. And while you're
about it, search the house for a

coupl e of anti-personnel -scan devices on belts, should be stored sonewhere. Take themto Comodore
Jesek and tell himl

want himto find the manufacturer. As soon as you call the all-clear, we decanp."

"Now, that is illegal,” Elli remarked.

"What are they going to do, go to the police and conplain? | think not. Ah—you want to | eave any
nmessages on the

contonsol e, Captain?"

"No," said Galeni softly after a nonent. "No nessages."

"Right."

A Dendarii rendered first aid to Mles’s broken finger and nunbed his hand. The sergeant was back
down in |ess than half

an hour, anti-scan belts hung over his shoulder, and flipped a data disc at Mles. "You got it,
sir."”

"Thank you."

Gal en had not yet returned. Al things considered, Mles counted that as a plus.

Mles knelt by the still-conscious Komarran, and held a stunner to his tenple.

"What are you going to do?" croaked the nan.
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Mles s |ips peeled back in a grin, cracking to bleed. "Wiy—-stun you, of course, fly you out over
the south coast, and drop

you in. What el se? Nighty-night." The stunner buzzed, and the struggling Konmarran jerked and
sl unped. The Dendarii sol dier

retrieved his restraints, and Mles left the two Komarrans |lying side by side on the garage fl oor
They let thensel ves out and

keyed the garage doors closed carefully.

"Back to the enbassy, then, and nail the little bastard,” said ElIli Qinn grinmy, calling up the
route to their destination

fromher rented car’s console. The rest of the patrol withdrew to covert observation positions.

Ml es and Gal eni settled back. Galeni |ooked as exhausted as Mles felt.

"Bastard?" sighed Mles. "No. That’s the one thing he is not, I'mafraid."

"Nail himfirst," Galeni murnured. "Define himlater."

"Agreed," said Mles.

"How shall we go in?" asked Galeni as they approached the enbassy in the |ate-norning light.

"Only one way," said Mles. "Through the front door. Marching. Pull up at the front, EIli."

M1l es and Gal eni | ooked at each other and snickered. Mles's beard was well behind Galeni’s in
devel opnent —&al eni ' s

after all had a four-day head start—but his split lips, bruises, and the dried blood on his shirt
made up for it, Mles figured, in

augrmenting his general air of seedy degradation. Besides, Galeni had found his boots and uniform
j acket back at the

Komarrans’ house, and MIles had not. Carried off by the clone, perhaps. MIles was not sure which
of them snell ed

wor se—Gal eni had been incarcerated | onger, but Mles fancied he’d sweated harder—and he wasn’t
going to ask ElIli Qinn to

sniff and rate them From Galeni’s twitching lips and crinkling eyes MIes thought he m ght be
under goi ng the sane del ayed

reaction of lunatic relief that was presently bubbling up through his own chest. They were alive,
and it was a nmiracle and a
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wonder ment .

They mat ched steps, going up the ranp. Elli sauntered behind, watching the performance with
i nterest.

The guard at the entrance saluted by reflex even as astoni shnent spread over his face. "Captain
Gal eni! You' re back!

And, er. . ." he glanced at Ml es, opened and closed his nouth, "you. Sir."
Gal eni returned the salute blandly. "Call Lieutenant Vorpatril up here for nme, will you? Vorpatril
only."

"Yes, sir." The enmbassy guard spoke into his wist comm not taking his eyes off them he kept
| ooki ng sideways at Ml es

with a very puzzled expression. "Er—glad to have you back, Captain."

"dad to be back, Corporal."

In a nonment, |van popped out of a lift tube and came running across the marbl e-paved foyer

"My God, sir, where have you been?" he cried, grabbing Galeni by the shoulders. He renenbered
hi nsel f bel atedly, and

sal ut ed.

"My absence wasn't voluntary, | assure you." Galeni tugged on one earl obe, blinking, and ran the
hand t hrough his beard

stubble, clearly a little touched by Ivan's enthusiasm "As | shall explain in detail, later
Ri ght now-ti eut enant Vor kosi gan? |t

is perhaps tine to surprise your, er, other relative.”

Ivan glanced at Mles. "They let you out, then?" He | ooked nore closely, then stared "Mles . . ."

Ml es bared his teeth, and noved them out of earshot of the nesnerized corporal. "All shall be
reveal ed when we arrest

the other ne. Where am 1, by the way?"

Ivan's lips winkled in dawning dismy. "Mles . . . are you trying to diddle nmy head? It’'s not
very funny. . . ."
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"No diddle. And not funny. The individual you ve been roomng with for the |ast four days—wasn’'t
me. |’'ve been room ng

with Captain Galeni, here. A Komarran revolutionary group tried to plant a ringer on you, I|van.
The sucker is ny clone, for

real. Don't tell me you never noticed anything!"

"Well . . ." said Ivan. Belief, and grow ng enbarrassnent, began to suffuse his features. "You did
seem sort of, um off

your feed, the last couple of days."

El1i nodded thoughtfully, highly synpathetic to Ivan’s enbarrassnent.

"I'n what way?" asked M| es.

"Well. . . |I’ve seen you manic. And |’ve seen you depressive. But |’ve never seen
you—wel | —peutral . "

"I had to ask. And yet you never suspected anything? He was that good?"

"Ch, | wondered about it the very first night!"”

"And what?" yelped Mles. He felt like tearing his hair.

"And | decided it couldn't be. After all, you' d nade that clone story up yourself a few days ago."

"I shall now denobnstrate nmy anmazing prescience. \Were is he?"

"Well, that’s why | was so surprised to see you, you see."

Gal eni was now standing with his arns crossed, and his hand to his forehead, supportingly; Mles
could not read his |ips,

t hough they were noving slightly—eounting to ten, perhaps. "Wy, lvan?" said Galeni, and waited.

"My God, he hasn't left for Barrayar already, has he?" said Mles urgently. "W’ ve got to stop
hi m—
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"No, no," said Ivan. "It was the locals. That’s why we’'re all in such a flap, here."

"Where is he?" snarled Mles, going for a grip on Ivan's green uniformjacket with his good hand.

"Calmdown, that's what I'mtrying to tell you!" Ivan glanced down at Ml es's white-knuckled fist.
"Yeah, it’'s you al

right, isn't it? The local police came through here a couple of hours ago and arrested
you—hi mwhat ever. Well, not arrested,

exactly, but they had a detention order, forbidding you to | eave this legal jurisdiction
You—he—was frantic, 'cause it neant

you’d m ss your ship. You were shipping out tonight. They subpoenaed you for questioning, before
t he muni ci pal bench’s

investigator, to ascertain if there was enough evidence to file formal charges."

"Charges for what, what are you babbling about, Ivan!"

"Well, that’s it, why it’'s such a ness. Sonewhere, they got this short circuit in their brains
about enbassi es—they cane

and arrested you, Lieutenant Vorkosigan, for suspicion of conspiracy to commit nurder. To wit, you
are suspected of hiring

those two goons who tried to assassinate Admiral Naisnmith at the shuttleport |ast week."

Mles stamped in a circle. "Ah. Ah. Agh!"

"The anmbassador is filing protests all over the place. Naturally, we couldn’t tell them why we
t hought they were

m st aken. "

Mles clutched Quinn's elbow. "Don't panic."

"I’ mnot panicking," Quinn observed, "I'’mwatching you panic. It’'s nore entertaining.

Ml es pressed his forehead. "Right. Right. Let us begin by assuming all is not lost. Let us assume
the lad hasn't

pani cked—hasn’t broken. Yet. Suppose he has clinbed up on an aristocratic high horse and is
sneering a |l ot of no-coments at

them He'd do that well, it’'s how he thinks Vor are supposed to act. Little schnmuck. Assune he’'s
hol di ng out."
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"Assume away," remarked lvan. "So what?"

"I'f we hurry, we can save—

"Your reputation?" said Ivan

"Your . . . brother?" ventured Gl eni

"Qur asses?" said ElIli.

"Admiral Naismth,” Mles finished. "He's the one at risk, now
eyebrows arched in

Mles's gaze crossed Elli’'s; her

dawni ng worry. "The key word is cover, as in bl own—er, just possibly, pernmanently assured.

"You and |I," he nodded to Galeni, "have to get cleaned up. Meet ne back here in fifteen minutes.
Ivan, bring a sandw ch.

Two sandwi ches. W' Il take you along for rmuscle." Ivan was well endowed in that resource. "ElIli,

you drive."

"Drive where?" asked Quinn.

"The Assizes. W go to the rescue of poor, mi sunderstood Lieutenant Vorkosigan. Who will return
with us gratefully,

whet her he wants to or not. Ivan, better bring a hypospray with two cc’s of tholizone, in addition
to those sandw ches. "

"Hold it, Mles," said Ivan. "If the anmbassador couldn’t get him sprung, how do you expect us to?"

Mles grinned. "Not us. Adnmiral Naisnmith."

The London Munici pal Assizes was a big black crystal of a building sone two centuries old. A slash
of simlar architecture

erupted unevenly through a district of even older styles, representing the bonbings and fires of
the Fifth Cvil Disturbance.

Urban renewal here seened to wait on disaster. London was so filled up, a cranped jigsaw of
j uxt aposed eras, wth Londoners

stubbornly hanging on to bits of their past; there was even a comnittee to save the singularly
ugly disintegrating remants of
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the late twentieth century. MIles wondered if Vorbarr Sultana, presently expandi ng madly, would
look like this in a thousand

years, or whether it would obliterate its history in the rush to nodernize

M| es paused in the Assizes's soaring foyer to adjust his Dendarii admral’s uniform "Do | | ook
respect abl e?" he asked
Qui nn.

"The beard nmakes you | ook, um.

Ml es had hastily trimred the edges. "D stinguished? O der?”

"Hung over."

The four of themtook the Iift tube to the ninety-seventh |evel

"Chanber W" the reception panel directed themafter accessing its files; "Cubicle 19."

Cubicle 19 proved to contain a secured Euronet JusticeConp terminal and a |ive human being, a
serious young man.

"Ah, Investigator Reed." Elli smiled winningly at himas they entered. "W neet again."”

The briefest glance showed I nvestigator Reed to be alone. Mles cleared a twinge of panic fromhis
t hr oat .

"l nvestigator Reed is in charge of looking into that unpleasant incident at the shuttleport, sir
Elli explained, mstaking

his choke for a request for an introduction and slipping back into professional nopde.
"l nvestigator Reed, Admiral Naismth. W

had a long talk on ny last trip here."

"I see," said Mles. He kept his face blandly polite.

Reed was frankly staring at him "Uncanny. So you really are Vorkosigan's clone!"
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"l prefer to think of himas ny twin brother,”™ Mles flung off, "once renoved. W generally prefer
to stay as far renoved

fromeach other as possible. So you ve spoken to him"

"At sonme length. | did not find himvery cooperative. " Reed glanced back and forth uncertainly
fromMles and Elli to the

two unifornmed Barrayarans. "Cbstructive. |ndeed, rather unpleasant."”

"So | would imagine. You were treading on his toes. He's quite sensitive about nme. Prefers not to
be rem nded of ny

enbarrassi ng exi stence."

"Ah? Vhy?"

"Sibling rivalry," Mles extenporized. "I've gotten farther in nmy mlitary career than he has in
his. He takes it as a

reproach, a slur on his own perfectly reasonabl e achievenents . . ." God, sonebody, give ne
anot her straight |ine—Reed s

stare was beconi ng pi ercing.

"To the point, please, Adnmiral Naisnmith," Captain Galeni runbled.

Thank you. "Quite. Investigator Reed—+ do not pretend that Vorkosigan and | are friends, but how
did you cone by this

curious m sapprehension that he tried to arrange ny rather nessy deat h?"

"Your case has not been easy. The two woul d-be killers," Reed glanced at Elli, "were a dead end.

So we went to other

| eads. "

"Not Lise Vallerie, was it? I'mafraid |'ve been guilty of |eading her slightly astray. An
untinmely sense of hunor, | fear

It’s an affliction .

". . . we all nust bear," nmurnured ElIli

"I found Vallerie's suggestions interesting, not conclusive," said Reed. "In the past |’'ve found
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her to be a carefu

i nvestigator in her own right, uninpeded by certain rules of order that hanper, say, ne. And nost
hel pful in passing on itens

of interest."”

"What's she investigating these days?" inquired M| es.

Reed gave hima bland | ook. "Illegal cloning. Perhaps you nmight give her some tips."

"Ah—+ fear ny experiences are sone two decades out of date for your purposes.”

"Well, that’s neither here nor there. In this case the |l ead was quite objective. An aircar was
seen | eaving the shuttl eport

at the tinme of the attack, passing illegally through a traffic control space. We traced it to the
Bar rayar an enbassy."

Sergeant Barth. Galeni |ooked Iike he wanted to spit; |van was acquiring that pleasant, slightly
noroni ¢ expression he'd

found so useful in the past for evading any accusati on of responsibility.

"Ch, that," said Mles airily. "That was merely Barrayar’s usual tedious surveillance of ne.
Frankly, the enbassy | woul d

suspect of having a hand in this is the Cetagandan. Recent Dendarii operations in their area of
i nfl uence—far outside your

jurisdiction—displeased them exceedingly. But it was not a charge in ny power to prove, which was
why | was content to | eave

it to your people.”

"Ah, the remarkable rescue at Dagoola. |'d heard of it. A conpelling notive."

"More conpelling, | would suggest, than the ancient history | confided to Lise Vallerie. Does that
strai ghten out the

contratenps?”

"And are you getting sonething in return for this charitable service to the Barrayaran enbassy,
Admiral ?"

"My good deed for the day? No, you're right, | warned you about ny sense of hunor. Let’s just say,
ny reward is
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sufficient."
"Not hi ng that coul d be construed as an obstruction of justice, | trust?" Reed s eyebrows rose
dryly.

"I"'mthe victim renmenber?" Mles bit his tongue. "My reward has nothing to do with London’s
crimnal code, | assure

you. In the neantinme, can | ask you to return poor Lieutenant Vorkosigan to the custody, say, of
hi s commandi ng of ficer,

Captain Gal eni, here?”

Reed’ s face was a study in suspicion, his alertness nultiplied. Wiat’'s wong, danmt? wondered
Mles. This is supposed

to be lulling him

Reed steepled his hands, |eaned back, and cocked his head. "Lieutenant Vorkosigan left with a man
who i ntroduced

hi nsel f as Captain Gal eni an hour ago."
"Aaah . . ." said Mles. "An older man in civilian dress? Geying hair, heavyset?"

"Yes .

Mles inhaled, smling fixedly. "Thank you, Investigator Reed. W won't take any nore of your
val uable time."

Back in the foyer lvan said, "Now what?"

"I think," said Captain Galeni, "it is time to return to the enbassy. And send a full report to
HQ.

The urge to confess, eh? "No, no, never send interimreports,
Interimreports tend to elicit

" said Mles. "Only final ones.

orders. Wich you nust then either obey, or spend valuable tine and energy evadi ng, which you
could be using to solve the

probl em "

"An interesting command phil osophy; | nust keep it in nmind. Do you share it, Commander Quinn?"
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"Ch, yes."

"The Dendarii Mercenaries nust be a fascinating outfit to work for."

Quinn smrked. "I find it so."

Chapter Twel ve

They returned to the enbassy nonet hel ess, Galeni to galvanize his staff into an all-out
i nvestigation of the now

hi ghl y-suspect courier officer, Mles to change back into his Barrayaran dress greens and visit
t he enbassy physician to have

his hand properly set. If there was a lull in his life after this nmess was cleared up, Mles
refl ected, perhaps he’'d better take the

time to go get the bones and joints in his arms and hands, not just the |long bones of his |egs,
replaced with synthetics. CGetting

the | egs done had been painful and tedious, but putting off the arms wasn’'t going to make it any
better. And he certainly

couldn’t pretend he was going to do any nore grow ng.

Sonewhat norose with these thoughts, he left the enbassy clinic and wandered down to Security’s
of fice sub-level. He

found Galeni sitting alone at his contonsol e desk, having generated a flurry of orders that
di spat ched subordi nates in al

directions. The lights in the office were diMmed. Galeni was |eaning back with his feet on the
desk, crossed at the ankles, and

Mles had the inpression that he woul d have preferred a bottle of something potently alcoholic in
his hand to the |ight pen he

now turned over and over.

Galeni smled bleakly, sat up, and took to tapping the pen on the desk as Mles entered. "I’ve
been thinking it over,

Vorkosigan. I'’mafraid we may not be able to avoid calling in the local authorities in this."

"I wish you wouldn’t do that, sir." Mles pulled up a chair and sat astride it, arns athwart its
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back. "Involve them and

t he consequences pass beyond our control."

"It will take a small arny, to find those two on Earth now "

"I have a small arny," MIles reninded him "which has just denonstrated its effectiveness for this
sort of thing, | think."

"Ha. True."

"Let the enbassy hire the Dendarii Mercenaries to find our . . . nissing persons.”

"Hire? | thought Barrayar was al ready paying for them™

M1l es blinked innocently. "But sir, it’s part of their covert status that that relationship is
unknown even to the Dendari

themsel ves. |If the enbassy hires themin a formal contract for this job, it—eovers the cover, so
to speak."

Gal eni raised his brows sardonically. "I see. And how do you propose to explain your clone to
t hen®?"

"If necessary, as a clone—ef Admiral Naismth."

"Three of you, now?" said Gal eni dubiously.

"Just set themto find your—find Ser Galen. Wiere he is, the clone will be too. It worked once."

"Hm" said Gl eni

"There's just one thing," MIles added. He ran one finger thoughtfully along the top of the chair
back. "If we do succeed in

catching them4ust what is it that we plan to do with ’'enP"

The light pen tapped. "There are,"” said Galeni, "only two or three possibilities. One, they can be
arrested, tried, and

incarcerated for the crinmes commtted here on Earth."
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"During the course of which," MIles observed seriously, "Admral Naisnmith's cover as a supposedly
i ndependent oper at or

will alnost certainly be conpronmised, his true identity publicly revealed. | can’t pretend the
Barrayaran Enpire will stand or

fall on the Dendarii Mercenaries, but Security has found us useful in the past. Command nmay—+ hope
may—+egard this as a

poor trade. Besides, has ny clone in fact commtted any crines he can be held for? | think he may
even be a mnor, by

Eurol aw rul es. "

"Second alternative," Galeni recited. "Kidnap themand returned them secretly to Barrayar for
trial, evading Earth’s

non-extradition status. If we had an order fromon high, ny guess is this would be it, the m nimum
proper paranoid Security

response. "

"For trial," said Mles, "or to be held indefinitely in some oubliette . . . For ny—brother, that
nmi ght not turn out as bad as

he’'d at first think. He has a friend in a very high place. If he can escape being secretly
mur dered by some—ever excited

underling first, en route." Gleni and M| es exchanged gl ances. "But nobody's going to intercede
for your father. Barrayar has

al ways taken the killings in the Komarr Revolt to be civil crines, not acts of war, and he never
subnmitted to the loyalty oath

and ammesty. He'll be up on capital charges. Hi s execution will inevitably follow "

"Inevitably." Galeni pursed his lips, staring down at the toes of his boots. "The third
possi bility bei ng—as you sai d—an

order com ng down for their secret assassination.”

"Crimnal orders can be successfully resisted,” MI|es observed, "if you have a strong enough
stomach for it. High

command isn't as free with that sort of thing as they were back in Enperor Ezar's day,
fortunately. | submt a fourth

possibility. It nmight be better not to catch these—awkward relatives—+n the first place.”

"Bluntly, Mles, if |I fail to produce Ser Galen, my career will be smoke. | nust already be
suspect, for having failed to turn

himup any tine these last two years. Your suggestion skirts—not insubordination, that seens to be
your normal node of
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oper ati on—but sonet hi ng worse. "

"What about your predecessor here, who failed to discover himin five years? And if you do produce
hi m now, will your

career be any better off? You'll be suspect anyway, in the mnds of those who are deternined to be
suspi ci ous. "

"I wish," Galeni’'s face had an inward | ook, deathly calm his voice a reflective murnur, "I w sh
he had stayed dead in the

first place. His first death was a much better one, glorious in the heat of battle. He had his
place in history, and I was al one,

past pain, wthout nother or father to torment me. How fortunate that science hasn’t cracked human
imortality. It’s a great

bl essing that we can outlive old wars. And old warriors."

Mles mulled over the dilemma. In jail on Earth, Galen destroyed both Galeni’s career and Adnmiral
Nai smith's, but |ived.

Shi pped to Barrayar, he died; Galeni’s career would be a little better off, but Galen
hi nsel f —aoul d not be quite sane, Mles

rat her thought. The patricide would not have the rooted serenity to serve Komarr’'s conplex future
needs, certainly. But

Nai smith woul d live, his thought whispered tenmptingly. Left |oose, the persistent Galen and Mark
remai ned a threat of

unknown, and so intolerable, proportion; if Mles and Galeni did nothing, high conmand woul d nost
certainly take the choice

fromthem issuing who-knew what orders sealing the fate of their perceived enenies.

M1l es | oathed the thought of sacrificing Galeni’s pronising career to this crabbed ol d
revol uti onary who refused to give

up. Yet Galen’s destruction would al so danage Galeni, just as certainly. Dammit, why couldn't the
ol d man have pensi oned

hinself off to sone tropical paradise, instead of hangi ng around maki ng trouble for the younger
generation on the grounds, no

doubt, that it was good for 'en Mandatory retirement for revolutionaries, that’'s what they needed
now.

What do you choose when all choices are bad?

"This choice is nmne," said Galeni. "W have to go after them"
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They stared at each other, both very tired.

"Conproni se," suggested Mles. "Send the Dendarii Mercenaries out to |locate, track, and nonitor
them Don't attenpt to

pick themup yet. This will pernmit you to put all the enbassy’'s resources to work on the problem
of the courier, a purely

Barrayaran-internal matter on any scale."

There was a silence. "Agreed," Galeni said at last. "But whatever finally happens—+ want to get it
over with quickly."

"Agreed," said Mles.

Mles found Elli sitting alone in the enbassy cafeteria, leaning tired and a little blank over the
remai ns of her dinner,

ignoring the covert stares and hesitant smles of various enbassy personnel. He grabbed a snack
and tea and slid into the seat

across fromher. Their hands gripped briefly across the table, then she rested her chin on her
cupped pal ns agai n, el bows

propped.

"So, what’'s next?" she asked.

"What's the traditional reward for a job well done in this man’s arny?"

Her dark eyes crinkled. "Another job."

"You got it. |’ve persuaded Captain Galeni to let the Dendarii mercenaries find Galen, just as you
found us. How did you

find us, by the way?"

"Lotta damm work, that’s how. We started by crunching through that awful pile of data you beaned
up fromthe enmbassy

files about Komarrans. We elimnated the well-docunented ones, the young children, and so on. Then
we put the Intelligence

conmput er team downsi de to break into the econonic net and pull out credit files, and into the
Eur ol aw net —+that was

tricky—and pull out crimnal files, and started | ooking for anomalies. That's where we found the
break. About a year ago, the
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Eart h-born son of a Komarran expatriate was picked up by the Eurol aw cops on sone m nor
nm sdemeanor and found to have

an unregi stered stunner in his possession. Not being a deadly weapon, it nerely cost hima fine,
and as far as Eurol aw was

concerned, that was that. But the stunner wasn't of Earth manufacture. It was old Barrayaran
mlitary issue.

"W began following him both physically and through the conputer net, finding out who his friends
were, people who

weren't in the enbassy’s conputer. We were followi ng up several other |eads at the sane tine that
failed to pan out. But this

is where | got a conpelling hunch. One of this kid' s frequent contacts, a man named Van der Pool e,
was registered as an

imigrant to Earth fromthe planet Frost IV. Now, during that investigation | did a couple of
years back involving the stol en

genes, | passed through Jackson’s \Wol e—=

M | es nodded in nenory.

"So | knew you coul d buy docunented pasts there—ene of the little high-profit-margin services
certain | aboratories sell

to go along with the new faces and voices and finger- and retina-prints they offer. One of the
pl anets they frequently use for

this is Frost IV, on account of the tectonic disaster having wecked their conmputer net—ot to
mention the rest of the

pl ace—twenty-ei ght years ago. A lot of perfectly legitinate people who |eft Frost |V then have
uncheckabl e docunentation. If

you' re over twenty-eight years old, Jackson’s Wwole can fit you right in. So whenever | see
sonebody above a certain age who

clains to be fromFrost 1V, |I'"mautomatically suspicious. Van der Poole was Gal en, of course."

"Of course. My clone was another fine product of Jackson's Wole, by the way."

"Ah. It all fits, how nice."

"My congratulations to you and the whole Intelligence department. Remind ne to nmake that an
of ficial comendati on,

when | next nake it back to the Triunph."
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"Whi ch is when?" She crunched a piece of ice fromthe bottom of her glass and swirled the
remai nder around, trying to

| ook only professionally interested.

Her nouth would taste cool, and tangy. . . . Mles blinked back into professional node hinself,
consci ous of the curious

eyes of enbassy personnel upon them "Dunno. W' re sure not done here yet. W should certainly
transfer all the new data

the Dendarii collected back to enbassy files. lIvan’s working now on what we pulled from Galen’s
contonsole. It’'s going to be

harder this time. Galen—Vvan der Poole—will be hiding. And he’'s had a | ot of experience at serious
di sappearing. But if and

when you do turn himup—ah—+eport directly to ne. I'll report to the enbassy."
"Report what to the enbassy?" Elli inquired, alert to his undertones.
M|l es shook his head. "I'’mnot sure yet. | may be too tired to think straight, I'Il see if it

seens to make any nore sense in

the norning." Elli nodded and rose.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked Mles in alarm

"Back to the Triunmph, to put the nmass in notion, of course.”

"But you can tight-beam¥ho's on duty up there right now?"

"Bel Thorne."

"Right, all right. Let’s go find Ivan, we can tight-beamthe data swap right fromhere, and the
orders as well." He studied

the dark circles under her |um nous eyes. "And how | ong have you been on your feet, anyway?"

"Ch, about the last, um" she glanced at her chrono, "thirty hours."

"Who has troubl e del egati ng work, Commander Qui nn? Send the orders, not yourself. And take a sleep
shift before you

start making mstakes too. I'll find you a place to bunk here at the enbassy— she nmet his eyes,
suddenly grinning, "if you
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like," MIles added hastily.

"WIIl you, now?" she said softly. "I'd like that fine."

They paid a visit to lvan, harried at his contonsol e, and made the secured data link to the
Triunph. lvan, MIles noted

happily, had lots and lots of work left to do. He escorted Elli up the lift tubes to his quarters.

Elli dove for the bathroomby right of first dibs. Wile hanging up his uniformMles found his
cat bl anket bunged |unpily

into a dark corner of his closet, doubtless where his terrified clone had thrown it his first
night. The black fur broke into

ecstatic runbling when he picked it up. He spread it out carefully on his bed, patting it into
pl ace. "There."

Elli emerged fromthe shower in remarkably few minutes, fluffing her short wet curls out with her
fingers, a towel slung

attractively around her hips. She spotted the cat blanket, sniled, and hopped up and wriggled her
bare toes init. It shivered

and purred | ouder.

"Ah," sighed Mles, contenplating themboth in perfect contentnent. Then doubt snaked through his
garden of delight.

Elli was |ooking around his roomwith interest. He swallowed. "Is this, ah, the first time you ve
been up here?" he asked in

what he hoped was a casual tone.

"Uh-huh. | don’t know why | was expecting something nmedi eval. Looks nore |ike an ordinary hote
roomthan what |

woul d have expected of Barrayar."

"This is Earth," Mles pointed out, "and the Tine of Isolation has been over for a hundred years.
You have sone odd

i deas about Barrayar. But | just wondered, if my clone had, uh . . . are you sure you never sensed
any difference at all during

the four days? He was that good?" He sniled wetchedly, hanging on her answer. Wat if she' d
noti ced nothing? Was he really

so transparent and sinple that anyone could play hin? Wrse, what if she had noticed a
di fference—and |liked the clone better

?
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Elli |ooked enbarrassed. "Noticed, yes. But to junp fromsensing there was sonmething wong with
you, to realizing it

wasn’t you . . . nmaybe if we'd had nore tine together. W only tal ked by conmIink, except for one
two- hour trip downtown

to spring Danio and his nmerry men fromthe | ocals, during which I thought you d | ost your mind.
Then | deci ded you rnust

have sonething up your sleeve, and just weren't telling nme 'cause |I'd . her voice went

suddenly smaller, "fallen out of favor,

sonehow. "

Ml es cal cul ated, and breathed relief. So the clone hadn’'t had time to . . . ahem He snmiled wyly
up at her.

"You see, when you |l ook at me," she went on to explain, "it nmakes nme feel —-well—-good. Not in the

warm and fuzzy sense,

t hough there’s that too—=

"Warm and fuzzy," sighed MIles happily, l|eaning on her.

"Stop it, you goof, |I'm serious,
do inmedi ate battle with

But she slipped her arns around him Firmy, as if prepared to

any wi ght who might attenpt to snatch himaway again. "Good, |ike—+ can do. Conpetent. You nmake ne
unafraid. Unafraid to

try, unafraid of what others m ght think. Your—elone, good gods what a relief to know that—rade ne
start wondering what

was wong with nme. Though when | think how easily they took you, that night in the enpty house, |
coul d—=

"Sh, sh," Mles stopped her lips with one finger. "There is nothing wong with you, Elli," he
said, pleasantly muffled. "You

are nost perfectly Quinn." H's Qinn .

"See what | nmean? | suppose it saved your life. |1’d been neaning to keep you—hi ndp to date on the
hunt for Gal eni,

even it if was just an interimno-progress report. \Wich woul d have been his first tip-off that
there was a hunt going on."

"Whi ch he woul d have ordered stopped."
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"Precisely. But then, when the break in the case cane, |—thought |I'd better be sure. Save it up
surprise you with the

final result all wapped up in a big boww n back your regard, to be frank. In a way, he kept ne
fromreporting to him"

"If it’s any consolation, it wasn't dislike. You terrified him Your face—not to nention the rest
of you—has that effect on

sone nmen."

"Yes, the face . Her hand touched one cheek, half-consciously, then fell nore tenderly to
ruffle his hair, "I think you' ve

put your finger on it, what felt so wong. You knew ne when | had ny old face, and no face, and
the new face, and for you

alone, it was all the sane face."

H s unbandaged hand traced over the arch of her brows, perfect nose, paused at her lips to collect
a kiss, then down the

i deal angle of her chin and velvet skin of her throat. "Yes, the face . . . | was young and dunb
then. It seened like a good idea

at the tine. It was only later that | realized it could be a handicap for you."

"Me, too," sighed Elli. "For the first six nonths, | was delighted. But the second tinme a soldier
made a pass at ne instead

of following an order, | knew | definitely had a problem | had to discover and teach nyself al
kinds of tricks, to get people to

respond to the inside of me, and not the outside."

"l understand," said M| es.

"By the gods, you would." She |ooked at himfor a nonent as if seeing himfor the very first tinmg,
then dropped a kiss on

his forehead. "I just now realized how many of those tricks | |learned fromyou. How | |ove you!"

When they cane up for air fromthe loss that followed, Elli offered, "Rub you?"

"You' re a drunkard’s dream Quinn." Mles flopped down with his face in the fur and |l et her have
her way with him Five

m nutes at her strong hands parted himfromall anbitions but twd. Those satisfied, they both
slept like stones, untroubled by
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any vile dreamthat Mles could | ater renmenber

M1l es woke nuzzily to the sound of knocking at the door

"Go 'way, lvan,'
hunh . . . 2"

M1l es nobaned into the flesh and fur he clutched. "Go sleep on a bench sonewhere,

The flesh shook him |l oose decisively. Elli hit the light, swng out of bed, slipping into her
bl ack T-shirt and grey uniform

trousers, and padded to the door, ignoring Mles's nmunbled "No, no, doan’ let "imin . . ." The
knocki ng grew | ouder and nore

insistent. "Mles!" lvan fell through the door. "Ch, hi, Elli. Mles!" Ivan shook himby the
shoul der.

Mles tried to burrow underneath his fur. "Al right, y can have your bed," he nuttered. "Y don't
need ne to tuck you in .

"Get up, Mles!"

M1l es stuck his head out, eyes scrunched against the light. "Wy? Wat tinme is it?"

" About mi dni ght."

"Ergh." He went back under. Three hours sleep hardly counted, after what he’ d been through the
| ast four days.

Di splaying a cruel and ruthless streak M| es woul d never have suspected, lvan pulled the live far
fromhis tw tching hands and

tossed it aside.

"You have to get up,” lvan insisted. "Dressed. Peel off the face fungus. | hope you ve got a clean
uni formin here
somewhere— |van was rooting through his closet. "Here!"

Mles clutched nunbly at the green cloth Ivan flung at him ’’Enbassy on fire?" he inquired.

"Damm near. Elena Bothari-Jesek just blewin fromTau Ceti. | didn’t even know you’ d sent her!"”
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"Ch!" MIles came awake. Quinn was by now fully dressed, including boots, and checking her stunner
inits holster. "Yes.

Gotta get dressed, sure. She won’'t mind the beard, though."

"Not being subject to beard burn,” Elli nmuttered under her breath, scratching a thigh absently.
M| es suppressed a grin;

one of her eyelids shivered at him

"Maybe not," said Ivan grimy, "but | don't think Commodore Destang will be too thrilled by it."

"Destang’s here?" Mles cane fully awake. He still had a little adrenalin left, apparently. "Wy?"
Then he thought back

over sone of the suspicions he'd included in his report sent with Elena, and realized why the
Sector Two Security chief m ght

have been inspired to investigate in person. "Ch, God . . . gotta get him strai ghtened out before
he shoots poor Galeni on

si ght =

He ran the shower on cold, needle-spray; Elli shoved a cup of coffee into his working hand as he
exited, and inspected the

ef fect when he was dressed.

"Everything's fine but the face," she informed him "and you can’t do anything about that."

He ran a hand over his now naked chin. "Did | miss a patch with the depil ator?"

"No, | was admiring the bruises. And the eyes. |’ve seen brighter eyes on a strung-out juba freak
three days after the

supplies ran out."

"Thanks. "

"You asked."

M| es consi dered what he knew of Destang, as they descended the lift tubes. His previous contacts
with the comodore

had been brief, official, and as far as Ml es knew, satisfactory to both sides. The Sector Two
Security comrander was an
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experienced officer, accustoned to carrying out his varied duti es—oordinating intelligence-
gat hering, overseeing the security

of Barrayaran enbassi es, consulates, and visiting VIP's, rescuing the occasional Barrayaran
subject in trouble—with little

direct supervision fromdistant Barrayar. During the two or three operations the Dendarii had
conducted in Sector Two areas,

orders and noney had flowed down, and Mles’s final reports back up, through his comand w t hout
i mpedi nment .

Conmodor e Destang was seated centrally in Galeni’s office chair at Galeni’s lit-up contonsol e as
Mles, lvan, and ElI

entered. Captain Galeni was standing, though extra chairs were available by the wall; his stiff
posture worn |like armor, his

eyes hooded and face blank as a visor. Elena Bothari-Jesek hovered uncertainly in the background,
with the worried | ook of

one witnessing a chain of events they had started but no | onger controlled. Her eyes lit with
relief as she saw Ml es, and she

sal uted—nproperly, as he was not in Dendarii uniform it was nore an unstated transfer of
responsibility, |ike soneone

ridding herself of a bag of |ive snakes, Here, this one’'s all yours. . . . He returned her a nod,
Al right. "Sir." MIles saluted.

Destang returned the salute and glowered at him reminding Mles in a faint tw nge of nostal gi a of
the early Gal eni

Anot her harried comrander. Destang was a man of about sixty, lean, with grey hair, shorter than
what was middl e hei ght for

a Barrayaran. Doubtless born just after the end of the Cetagandan occupation, when w despread
mal nutrition had robbed

many of their full growh potential. He would have been a young officer at the time of the
Conquest of Komarr, of mddle rank

during its later Revolt; conbat-experienced, like all who had lived through that war-torn past.

"Has anyone brought you up to date yet, sir?" MIl|es began anxiously. "My original nmeno is
extrenely obsolete."

"l"ve just read Captain Galeni’s version." Destang nodded at the contonsol e.

Gal eni would insist on witing reports. Mles sighed inwardly. It was an old acadenic reflex, no
doubt. He restrained

himsel f fromcraning his neck to try and see.
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"You don't seemto have nade one yet," Destang noted.

M| es waved his bandaged | eft hand vaguely. "l’ve been in the infirmary, sir. But have you
realized yet the Konarrans

must have had control of the enbassy’s courier officer?”

"We arrested the courier six days ago on Tau Ceti," Destang said.

Mles exhaled in relief. "And was he—=2"

"I't was the usual sordid story." Destang frowned. "He conmitted a little sin; it gave them
| everage to extract |arger and

| arger ones, until there was no going back."

A curious nental judo, that sort of blackmail, reflected Mles. In the final analysis, it was fear
of his own side, not fear of

the Komarrans, that had delivered the courier into the eneny’s hands. So a system nmeant to enforce
| oyalty ended by

destroying it—sonme flaw, there

"He's been owned by themfor at |east three years," continued Destang. "Anything that's gone in or
out of the enbassy

since then nmay have passed before their eyes.™

"Quch." MIles suppressed a grin, substituting, he hoped, an expression of proper horror. So the
subversion of the courier

clearly predated the arrival of Galeni on Earth. CGood.

"Yeah," said Ivan, "l just found copies of sone of our stuff alittle while ago in that rmass data
dunp you pulled from Ser

Gal en’ s contonsole, Mles. It was quite a shock."

"I thought it might be there," said Mles. "There weren't too many other possibilities, once
realized we were being

diddled. | trust the interrogation of the courier has cleared Captain Galeni of all suspicion?"

"If he was involved with the Komarran expatriates on Earth," said Destang neutrally, "the courier
didn't know of it."
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Not exactly an affirmati on of heartfelt trust, that. "It was quite clear," Mles said, "that the

captain was a card Ser Galen

t hought he was holding in reserve. But the card refused to play. At the risk of his life. It was
chance, after all, that assigned

Captain Galeni to Earth— Gl eni was shaking his head, |ips conpressed, "wasn't it?"
"No," said Galeni, still at parade rest. "I requested Earth."
"Ch. Well, it was certainly chance that brought nme here," MIles scranbl ed over the gap, "chance

and ny wounded and

cryo-corpses who needed the attention of a najor medical center as soon as possible. Speaking of
the Dendarii Mercenaries,

Conmodore, did the courier divert the eighteen mllion marks Barrayar owes then®"

"I't was never sent," said Destang. "Until Captain Bothari-Jesek here arrived at nmy office, our
| ast contact with your

mercenaries was the report you sent from Mahata Solaris wapping up the Dagoola affair. Then you
vani shed. Fromthe

vi ewpoi nt of Sector Two Headquarters, you' ve been m ssing for over two nmonths. To our
consternation. Particularly when the

weekly requests for updates on your status fromlnperial Security Chief Illyan turned into daily
ones. "

"Il —see, sir. Then you never received our urgent requests for funds?—fhen | was never actually
assigned to the

enbassy!"

A very small noise, as of deep and nmuffled pain, escaped the otherw se deadpan Gl eni

Destang said, "Only by the Komarrans. Apparently it was a ploy to keep you i muobilized until they
could make their

attenpted switch."

"I’ d guessed as much. Ah—you woul dn’t by chance happen to have brought my eighteen mllion marks
wi th you now,

have you? That part hasn’t changed. | did nention it in ny neno."

"Several tines," said Destang dryly. "Yes, Lieutenant, we will fund your irregulars. As usual."
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"Ah." Mles nelted within, and sniled blindingly. "Thank you, sir. That is a very great relief."

Dest ang cocked his head curiously. "Wat have they been living on, the past nonth?"

"I't’s—been a bit conplicated, sir.

Dest ang opened his nouth as if to ask nore, then apparently thought better of it. "I see. Well,
Li eutenant, you may

return to your outfit. Your part here is done. You should never have appeared on Earth as Lord
Vorkosigan in the first place."

"To which outfit—+o the Dendarii Mercenaries, you nmean, sir?"

"I doubt Sinon Illyan was sending out urgent inquiries for them because he was lonely. It’'s a safe
assunption that new

orders will be followi ng on as soon as your location is known to HQ You should be ready to nove
out."

Elli and El ena, who had been conferring in very lowtones in the corner during all this, |ooked up
brightly at this news;

| van | ooked nore stricken.

"Yes, sir," said Mles. "Wiat’'s going to happen here?"

"Since you have not, thank God, involved the Earth authorities, we're free to clear up this
aborted bit of treason

ourselves. | brought a teamfrom Tau Ceti—

The team was a cl eanup crew, M| es guessed, Intelligence conmandos ready, at Destang’'s order, to
restore order to a

treason-raddl ed enbassy with whatever force or guile mght be required.

"Ser Gal en woul d have been on our nost-wanted list long before this if we hadn’t believed him
al ready dead. Galen!"

Dest ang shook his head as though he still couldn't believe it hinself. "Here on Earth, all this
time. You know, | served during

the Komarr Revolt—t’'s where | got ny start in Security. | was on the teamthat dug through the
rubbl e of the Hal omar
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Barracks, after the bastards blewit up in the mddle of the ni ght—+ooking for survivors and
evi dence, finding bodies and dam

fewclues . . . There were a |l ot of new openings for posts in Security that norning. Damm. How it
all comes back. If we can find

Gal en again, after you let himslip through your hands,
Gal eni, "accidentally or otherw se,

Destang’s eyes fell wthout favor on

we' || take himback to Barrayar to answer for that bloody norning if nothing else. I wish he could
be made to answer for it all

but there’'s not enough of himto go around. Rather |ike Mad Enperor Yuri."

"A laudabl e plan, sir
there are a dozen

said Mles carefully. Galeni had his jaw cl anped shut, no help there. "But
Komarran ex-rebels on Earth with pasts just as bl oody as Ser Galen’s. Now that he's been exposed,
he’s no nore threat to us

than they are."

"They’' ve been inactive for years," said Destang. "Galen, clearly, has been quite the reverse."

"But if you're contenplating an illegal kidnapping, it could damage our diplomatic relations with
Earth. Is it worth it?"

"Permanent justice is well worth a tenporary offended protest, | can assure you, Lieutenant."

Gal en was dead neat to Destang. Well, and so. "On what grounds woul d you ki dnap my—el one, then
sir? He's never

committed a crine on Barrayar. He's never even been to Barrayar."

Shut up, MIles! Ivan, with a |l ook of increasing alarmon his face, nmouthed silently from behind
Dest ang. You don’t argue

with a cormodore! M1l es ignored him

"The fate of ny clone concerns nme closely, sir

"I can inmagine. | hope we can elimnate the danger of further confusion between you soon."

M1l es hoped that didn't mean what he thought it did. If he had to derail Destang . . . "There's no
danger of confusion, sir.

A sinple medical scan can tell the difference between us. H s bones are nornal, mne are not. By
what charge or claimdo we
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have any further interest in hinP"

"Treason, of course. Conspiracy against the |nperium"

The second part being denonstrably true, MIles concentrated on the first part. "Treason? He was
born on Jackson’s

Whole. He's not an Inperial subject by conquest or place of birth. To charge himw th treason,”
Ml es took a breath, "you nust

allow himto be an Inperial subject by blood. And if he’'s that, he’'s that all the way, a lord of
the Vor with all the rights of his

rank including trial by his peers—+the Council of Counts in full session.”

Destang’s brows rose. "Wuld he think to attenpt such an outré defense?"

If he didn"t, 1'd point it out to him "Wy not?"

"Thank you, Lieutenant. That's a conplication | had not considered." Destang | ooked thoughtfu
i ndeed, and increasingly

steely.

Mles’'s plan to convince Destang that letting the clone go was his own idea seened to be slipping
dangerously retrograde.

He had to know—Do you see assassination as an option, sir?"

"A conpelling one." Destang’s spine straightened decisively.

"There could be a legal problem here, sir. Either he’s not an Inperial subject, and we have no
claimon himin the first

pl ace, or he is, and the full protection of Inperial |aw should apply to him In either case, his
mur der woul d— M | es noi st ened

his lips; Galeni, who al one knew where he was headi ng, shut his eyes |like a man watching an
acci dent about to happen, "be a

crimnal order. Sir."

Destang | ooked rather inpatient. "I had not planned to give you the order, Lieutenant."

He thinks | want to keep ny hands clean. . . . If Mles pushed the confrontation with Destang to
its logical conclusion,
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with two Inperial officers witnessing, there was a chance the commpdore woul d back down; there was
at |l east an equal chance

Mles would find hinself in very deep—deepness. If the confrontation went all the way to a nessy
court-martial, neither of

t hem woul d energe undamaged. Even if MIles won, Barrayar woul d not be well served, and Destang’s
forty years of Inperial

service did not deserve such an ignoble end. And if he got hinself confined to quarters now, al
al ternate courses of action (and

what was he contenplating, for God' s sake?) would be closed to him He did not want to be | ocked
up in another room

Meanwhi | e, Destang’s teamwould carry out any order he gave them w thout hesitation

He bared his teeth in a smile, of sorts, and said only, "Thank you, sir." Ivan |ooked relieved.

Dest ang paused. "Legality is an unusual concern for a covert operations specialist, at this late
date, isn't it?"

"We all have our illogical nonents."

Quinn's attention was now riveted upon him a slight twitch of her eyebrow asked, Wat the hel
?

"Try not to have too nany of them Lieutenant Vorkosigan," said Destang dryly. "My aide has the
nontraceabl e credit

chit for your eighteen million nmarks. See himon your way out. Take all these wonmen with you." He
waved at the two

uni formed Dendarii.

Ivan, rem nded, sniled at them They're ny officers, dammt, not nmy harem MIles’'s thought snarled
silently. But no

Barrayaran officer of Destang’s age would see it that way. Some attitudes couldn’'t be changed;
they just had to be outlived.

Destang’s words were a clear disnmssal. Mles ignored themat his peril. Yet Destang had not
ment i oned—

"Yes, Lieutenant, run along." Captain Galeni’s voice was utnost-bland. "I never finished witing
my report. 1’11 give you

one Mark, against the commodore’s eighteen nillion, if you take the Dendarii off with you now "
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Mles's eyes widened just slightly, hearing the capital M Galeni hasn't told Destang yet that the
Dendarii are on the

case. Therefore, he can’t order themoff, can he? A head start—f he could find Gal en and Mark
before Destang’ s team

did—That’'s a bargain, Captain," MIles heard his own voice saying. "It’s amazi ng, how rmuch one
Mar k can wei gh. "

Gal eni nodded once, and turned back to Destang.

Mles fled.

Chapter Thirteen

Ivan trailed along, as Mles returned to their quarters to change clothes for the last tinme back
into the Dendarii admiral’s

uniformin which he'd arrived, a lifetinme and a half ago.

"I don’t think I really want to watch, downstairs," |van explained. "Destang’s well |aunched into
a bl oody ream ng. Bet

he’'ll keep Galeni on his feet all night, trying to break himif he can."

"Dam it!" Ml es bundled his green Barrayaran jacket into a wad and flung it against the far wall
but it didn't carry

enough nonentumto begin to vent his frustration. He flopped down on a bed, pulled off a boot,
hefted it, then shook his head

and dropped it in disgust. "It burns ne. Galeni deserves a nedal, not a load of grief. Well—4f Ser
Gal en couldn’t break him |

don’t suppose Destang will either. But it’s not right, not right . . ." He brooded. "And | hel ped
set himup for it, too. Damn,

damm, dam .

Elli handed himhis grey uniformw thout comment. |van was not so w se.

"Yeah, nice going, Mles. I'll think of you, safely up in orbit, while Destang’s headquarters crew
are cl eani ng house down

here. Suspicious as hell —they wouldn't trust their own grandnothers. We're all in for it.
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Scrubbed, rinsed, and hung out to dry

in the cold, cold wind." He wandered over to his own bed and regarded it with |Ionging. "No use
turning in; they' Il be after me

before norning for sonething.” He sat down on it glumy.

M1l es | ooked up at Ivan in sudden specul ation. "Huh. Yeah, you are going to be rather in the
m ddl e of things for the next

few days, aren’t you?"

Ivan, alert to the change in his tone, eyed him suspiciously. "Too right. So what ?"

M1 es shook out his trousers. Hs half of the secured commlink fell onto the bed. He pulled on
his Dendarii greys.

"Suppose | remenber to turn in nmy commlink before | |eave. And suppose Elli forgets to turn in
hers." Mles held up a

restraining finger, and Elli stopped fishing in her jacket. "And suppose you stick it in your
pocket, meaning to turn it back in to

Sergeant Barth as soon as you get the other half." He tossed the coonmlink to Ivan, who caught it
automatically, but then held

it away from himsel f between thunb and forefingers as if it were something he’d found withing
under a rock.

"And suppose | renmenber what happened to nme the last tinme | hel ped you sub-rosa?" said |van
truculently. "That little

sleight of hand | pulled to get you back in the enbassy the night you tried to burn down London is
on my record, now.

Destang’s bird-dogs will have spasns as soon as they turn that up, in light of the present
circunstances. Suppose | stick it up

your— his eyes fell on ElIi,

ear, instead?"

Mles thrust his head and arms up through his black T-shirt and pulled it down, grinning slightly.
He began stuffing his

feet into his Dendarii-issue conbat boots. "It's only a precaution. May never use it. Just in case
| need a private line into the

enbassy in an energency.”

"I cannot inmagine," said lvan primy, "any enmergency that a loyal junior officer can’t confide to
his very own sector

security commander." His voice grew stern. "Neither would Destang. Just what are you hatching in
the back of your twi sty

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (224 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

little mnd, Coz?"

Ml es seal ed his boots and paused seriously. "I’mnot sure. But | nay yet see a chance to save .
sonmething, fromthis

Ness.

Elli, listening intently, remarked, "I thought we had saved something. We uncovered a traitor
pl ugged a security | eak,

foiled a ki dnapping, and broke up a major plot against the Barrayaran |nperium And we got paid.
What nore do you want for

one week?"

"Well, it would have been nice if any of that had been on purpose, instead of by accident,"” Mles
nmused.

Ivan and Elli | ooked at each other across the top of Mles's head, their faces beginning to mrror

a simlar unease. "Wat

nmore do you want to save, M1l es?" |van echoed.

Mles's frown, directed to his boots, deepened. "Sonething. A future. A second chance. A .
possibility."

"It’s the clone, isn't it?" said lIvan, H s nouth hardeni ng, "You ve gone and | et yourself get
obsessed with that goddamm

clone. "

"Flesh of ny flesh, Ivan." MIles turned his hands over, staring at them "On some planets, he
woul d be called ny brother

On others he might even be called ny son, depending on the | aws regarding cloning."

"One cell! On Barrayar," said lvan, "they call it your enenmy when it’'s shooting at you. You having
alittle short-term

menory troubl e? Those people just tried to kill you! This—yesterday norning!"

Mles sniled briefly up at Ivan w thout replying.

"You know," Elli said cautiously, "if you decided you really wanted a cl one, you could have one
made. Wt hout the, ah

probl ems of the present one. You have trillions of cells . . ."

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (225 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

"l don't want a clone,"” said Mles, | want a brother. "But | seemto have been . . . issued this
one."

"I thought Ser Gal en bought and paid for him" conplained Elli. "The only thing that Konarran
meant to i ssue you was

deat h. By Jackson's Wole law, the planet of his origin, the clone clearly belongs to Galen."

Jockey of Norfolk, be not bold, the old quote whispered through Mles’s nenory, for Dickon thy
master is bought and

sold. . . . "Even on Barrayar,'
far, in pursuit of his

he said mldly, "no human being can own another. Gal en descended

principle of liberty."

"I'n any case," said Ivan, "you' re out of the picture now Hi gh command has taken over. | heard
your marching orders."

"Did you al so hear Destang say he neant to kill ny—the clone, if he can?”

"Yeah, so?" Ivan was |ooking nulish indeed, an al nost pani cked stubbornness. "I didn’t |ike him
anyway. Surly little

sneak. "

"Destang has nastered the art of the final report too," said Mles. "Even if | went AW right
now, it would be physically

i mpossible for me to get back to Barrayar, beg the clone’s life frommy father, have himlean on
Sinmon Illyan for a

counternmand, and get the order back here to Earth before the deed was done."

Ivan | ooked shocked. "Ml es—+ always figured to be enbarrassed to ask Uncle Aral for a career
favor, but | thought

you' d |l et yourself be peel ed and boiled before you'd cry to your Dad for anything! And you want to
start by hopscotching a

comodore? No C.O in the service would want you after that!"

"I would rather die," agreed Ml es tonelessly, "but | can’'t ask another to die for nme. But it's
irrelevant. It couldn’t

succeed. "
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"Thank God." lvan stared at him thoroughly unsettl ed.

If | cannot convince two of ny best friends I'mright, thought MIles, maybe |’ m w ong.

O maybe | have to do this one al one.

"I just want to keep a line open, Ivan," he said. "I’'mnot asking you to do anythi ng—

"Yet," cane Ivan's gluminterpol ation

"1"d give the coormlink to Captain Galeni, but he will certainly be closely watched. They’'d just
take it away fromhim and

it would look . . . anbiguous."

"So on ne it | ooks good?" asked Ivan plaintively.

"Doit." Mles finished fastening his jacket, stood, and held out his hand to Ivan for the return
of the coonmlink. "O

don't."

"Argh." lvan broke off his gaze, and shoved the commlink disconsolately into his trouser pocket.
“I"I'l think about it."

Mles tilted his head in thanks.

They caught a Dendarii shuttle just about to Iift fromthe London shuttleport, returning personne
fromleave. Actually,

Elli called ahead and had it held for themm MIles rather relished the sensation of not having to
rush for it, and might have

outright sauntered if the pressures of Admiral Naismth' s duties, now boiling up in his head,
hadn’t automatically qui ckened

hi s steps.

Their delay was another’s gain. A last duffle-swi nging Dendarii sprinted across the tarnmac as the
engi nes revved, and just

made it up the retracting ranp. The alert guard at the door put up his weapon as he recogni zed t he
sprinter, and gave hima

hand in as the shuttle began to roll
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Mles, Elli Qinn, and El ena Bothari-Jesek held seats in the rear. The running soldier, pausing to
catch his breath, spotted

Mles, grinned, and saluted. Mles returned both. "Ah, Sergeant Sienbieda." Ryann Sienbieda was a
consci entious tech

sergeant from Engi neering, in charge of naintenance and repair of battle arnor and other |ight
equi prent. "You're thawed

out .

"Yes, sir.

"They told nme your prognosis was good."

"They threw ne out of the hospital two weeks ago. |’ve been on |leave. You too, sir?" Sienbieda
nodded toward the silver

shoppi ng bag at Mles's feet containing the live fur

M|l es shoved it unobtrusively under his seat with his boot heel. "Yes and no. Actually, while you
were playing, | was

working. As a result, we will all be working again soon. It’'s good you got your |eave while you
could."

"Earth was great," sighed Sienbieda. "It was quite a surprise to wake up here. Did you see the
Uni corn Park? It’s right

here on this island. | was there yesterday."

"l didn’t see nmuch, I'mafraid,” said Mles regretfully.

Si enbi eda dug a hol ocube out of his pocket and handed it over

The Unicorn and WId Aninal Park (a division of GalacTech Bi oengi neering) occupi ed the grounds of
the great and

hi storical estate of Woton, Surrey, the guide cube informed him In the vid display, a shining
white beast that |ooked |ike a

cross between a horse and a deer, and probably was, bounded across the greensward into the
topi ary.

"They let you feed the tane lions," Sienbieda inforned him
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Ml es blinked at an unbi dden nmental image of lIvan in a toga being tossed out the back of a fl oat
truck to a herd of hungry,

tawny cats gall oping excitedly al ong behind. He’d been reading too nuch Earth history. "What do
t hey eat ?"

"Protein cubes, sane as us."

"Ah," said Mles, trying not to sound di sappoi nted. He handed the cube back

The sergeant hovered on, however. "Sir . . ." he began hesitantly.

"Yes?" Mles let his tone be encouraging.

"I"ve reviewed ny procedures—been tested and cleared for light duties—but. . . | haven't been able
to renenber

anything at all about the day | was killed. And the nmedics wouldn’t tell ne. It . . . bothers ne a
bit, sir."
Si enbi eda’ s hazel eyes were strange and wary; it bothered hima lot, Mles judged. "I see. Wl

the medics couldn’t tel

you much anyway; they weren't there.”

"But you were, sir," said Sienbieda suggestively.

O course, thought Mles. And if | hadn’t been, you wouldn’t have died the death intended for ne.
"Do you renenber

our arriving at Mahata Sol ari s?"

"Yes, sir. Some things, right up to the night before. But that whole day is gone, not just the
fight."

"Ah. Well, there’s no nystery. Conmodore Jesek, nyself, you, and your tech teampaid a visit to a
war ehouse for a

quality-control check of our re-supplies—there’ d been a problemwith the first shipment—=

"I remenber that," nodded Sienbieda. "Cracked power cells |eaking radiation."
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"Ri ght, very good. You spotted the defect, by the way, unloading theminto inventory. There are
those who might sinply

have stored them'

"Not on ny team" muttered Sienbi eda.

"W were junped by a Cetagandan hit squad at the warehouse. W never did find out if there was any
col I usi on, though

we suspected sonme in high places when our orbital pernits were revoked and we were invited to
| eave Mahata Sol aris | ocal

space by the authorities. O naybe they just didn't like the excitenent we'd brought with us.
Anyway, a gravitic grenade went

off and bl ew out the end of the warehouse. You were hit in the neck by a freak fragnent of
sonet hing netal, ricocheting from

the expl osion. You bled to death in seconds.'
| ean young nman, once it was

Quite incredible quantities of blood fromsuch a

spread out and sneared around in the fight—the snell of it, and the burning, cane back to Mles as
he spoke, but he kept his

voi ce cal mand steady. "W had you back to the Triunph and iced down in an hour. The surgeon was
very optimstic, as you

didn’t have gross tissue damage." Not |ike one of the techs, who' d been blown nost grossly to bits
in that sane nonent.

"I"d. . . wondered what |'d done. O not done."

"You scarcely had tine to do anything. You were practically the first casualty."

Si enbi eda | ooked faintly relieved. And what goes on in the head of a wal king dead man? M| es
wonder ed. What personal

failure could he possibly fear nore than death itself?

"If it’s any consolation,” put in Elli, "that sort of nemory loss is comon in trauma victinms of
all kinds, not just

cryo-revivals. You ask around, you'll find you re not the only one."

"Better strap down," said Mles, as the craft yawed around for takeoff.

Si enbi eda nodded, looking a little more cheerful, and swung forward to find a seat.
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"Do you renenber your burn?" Mles asked Elli curiously. "Or is it all a nerciful blank?"

Elli’s hand drifted across her cheek. "I never quite | ost consciousness."

The shuttle shot forward and up. Lieutenant Ptarmigan’s hands at the controls, MIles judged dryly.
Sone hoot ed

comrentary from forward passengers confirmed his guess. Mles's hand hesitated over, and fell away
from the control in his

seat-armthat would commlink himto the pilot; he would not brass-harass Ptarm gan unl ess he
started flying upside down.

Fortunately for Ptarm gan, the craft steadied.

M1l es craned his neck for a | ook out the window as the glittering lights of Greater London and its
island fell away beneath

them In another noment he could see the river nouth, with its great dykes and | ocks running for
forty kilometers, defining

the coastline to human design, shutting out the sea and protecting the historical treasures and
several mllion souls of the

| ower Thames wat ershed. One of the huge channel - spanni ng bridges gl eanmed agai nst the | eaden dawn
wat er beyond. And so

men organi zed thensel ves for the sake of their technol ogy as they never had for their principles.
The sea’s politics were

unar guabl e.

The shuttle wheeled, gaining altitude rapidly, giving Mles a last glinpse of the shrinking naze
of London. Somewhere

down there in that nonstrous city Galen and Mark hid, or ran, or plotted, while Destang’ s
intelligence teamquartered and

re-quartered Galen’s old haunts and the contonsol e net | ooking for traces of them in a deadly
gane of hide and seek. Surely

Gal en had the sense to avoid his friends and stay off the net at all costs. If he cut his | osses
and ran now, he had a chance of

el udi ng Barrayaran vengeance for another half-lifetine.

But if Galen were running, why had he doubled back to pick up Mark? What possi ble use was the
clone to himnow? Did

Gal en have sone di m paternal sense of responsibility to his creation? Somehow, M| es doubted it
was | ove that bound those

two together. Could the clone be used—servant, slave, soldier? Could the clone be sold—+to the
Cet agandans, to a nedica

| aboratory, to a sideshow? Could the clone be sold to MIes? Now, there was a proposition that
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even the hyper-suspici ous

Gal en woul d buy. Let himbelieve MIles wanted a new body, w thout the bone dyscrasias that had
pl agued himsince birth .

let himbelieve Mles would pay a high price to have the clone for this vile purpose . . . and
M1l es m ght gain possession of Mark

and slip Galen enough cover and funds to finance his escape w thout Galen ever realizing he was
the object of charity for his

son’s sake. The idea had only two flaws; one, until he nade contact with Galen he couldn't do any
deal at all; two, if Galen

woul d nake such a diabolical bargain Mles was not so sure he cared to see himelude Barrayar’s
ti me-col d vengeance after all.

A curious dil enma.

It was like conming home, to step aboard the Triunmph again. Knots MIes had not been conscious of
undi d thensel ves in

the back of his neck as he inhaled the fanmiliar recycled air, and soaked the small sublin na
chirps and vibrations of the

properly functioning, live ship in through his bones. Things were | ooking in rather better repair
all over than at any tine since

Dagool a, and Mles nade a nental note to find out which aggressive engineering sergeants he had to
thank for it. It would be

good to be just Naismith again, with no problem nore conplex than what could be laid out in plain
mlitary |anguage by HQ

finite and unanbi guous.

He issued orders. Cancel further work contracts by individual Dendarii or their groups. Al
personnel presently scattered

downsi de on work or leave to go on a six hour recall alert. Al ships to begin their twenty-four
hour preflight checks. Send

Li eutenant Bone to nme. It gave hima pleasantly negal onanic sense of drawing all things toward a
center, hinself, though that

hunor cool ed when he contenpl ated the unsol ved problemwaiting for himin his Intelligence
di vi si on.

Quinn in tow, Mles went to pay Intelligence a visit. He found Bel Thorne manning the security
contonsol e. |f nmanning

was the right termp Thorne was one of Beta Colony's hermaphrodite minority, hapless heirs of a
century-past genetic project

of dubious nerit. It had been one of the lunatic fringe’ s |loonier experinents, in Mles’s
estimation. Mst of the nen/wonen

stuck to their own confortable little subculture on tolerant Beta Col ony; that Thorne had ventured
out into the wi der galactic
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wor| d bespoke either courage, term nal boredom or nost probably if you knew Thorne, a | ow taste
for unsettling people.

Captai n Thorne kept soft brown hair cut in a deliberately anmbi guous style, but wore hard-earned
Dendarii wuniform and rank

with crisp definition.

"H, Bel." Mles pulled up a station chair and hooked it into its clanps; Thorne greeted himwith
a friendly sem -sal ute.

"Play me back everything the surveillance team picked up from Galen’s house after Quinn and
rescued the Barrayaran

mlitary attaché and left to deliver himback to their enbassy." Quinn kept her face quite
straight through this bit of

revisionist history.

Thorne obediently fast-forwarded through a half hour of silence, then slowed through the
di sj oi nted conversation of the

two unhappy Komarran guards awakening from stun. Then the chinme of the contonsole; a sonmewhat
degraded i mage

resynt hesi zed fromthe vid beam the slow tonel ess voice and face of Galen hinself, requesting a
report on the guard’ s

mur der ous assi gnnent; the sharp rise in tone, as he heard of the dramatic rescue instead—Fools!"
A pause. "Don't attenpt to

contact nme again." Cut.

"We traced the source of the call, | trust,"” said M| es.

"Public contonsole at a tube station," said Thorne. "By the tine we got sonmeone there, the
potential search radius had

wi dened to about a hundred kil oneters. Good tube system that."

"Right. And he never returned to the house after that?"

" Abandoned everything, apparently. He's had previous experience evading security, | take it."

"He was an expert before | was born," sighed Mles. "Wat about the two guards?"

"They were still at the house when the surveillance guys fromthe Barrayaran enbassy arrived and
took over and we

packed our kit and went home. Have the Barrayarans paid us for this little job yet, by the way?"
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"Handsonely. "

"Ch, good. | was afraid they’'d hold it up till after we'd delivered Van der Poole too."

"About Van der Poole—Galen," said Mles. "Ah—we’'re no | onger working for the Barrayarans on that
one. They’ ve

brought in their owmn teamfromtheir Sector headquarters on Tau Ceti."

Throne frowned puzzlenent. "But we're still working?"

"For the tinme being. But you' d better pass the word along to our downsi de people. Fromthis point
on, contact with the

Barrayarans is to be avoided."

Thorne’s brows rose. "Who are we working for, then?"

"For nme.

Thorne paused. "Aren’'t you playing this one a tad close to your chest, sir?"

"Much too close, if ny own Intelligence people are to remain effective.”" Mles sighed. "Al right.
An odd and unexpected

personal winkle has turned up in the mddle of this case. Have you ever wondered why | never
speak of ny fanmly

background, or mny past?"

"Wel| +there are a | ot of Dendarii who don't. Sir."

"Quite. | was born a clone, Bel."

Thorne | ooked only mildly synpathetic. "Sone of ny best friends are clones."

"Perhaps | should say, | was created a clone. In the mlitary |aboratory of a galactic power that
shal | remain nanel ess.

was created for a covert substitution plot against the son of a certain inportant man, key of
anot her gal actic power—you can
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figure out who with a very little research, |'m sure—but about seven years ago | declined the
honor. | escaped, fled, and set up

on ny own, creating the Dendarii Mercenaries from er, nmaterials found ready to hand."

Thorne grinned. "A nenorable event."

"But this is where Galen cones in. The gal actic power abandoned their plot, and | thought | was
free of my unhappy past.

But several clones had been run off, so to speak, in the attenpt to generate an exact physica
duplicate, with certain nental

refinements, before the lab finally cane up with ne. | thought they were all |ong dead, callously
mur der ed, di sposed of. But

apparently, one of the earlier, |ess-successful efforts had been put into cryo-suspension. And
sonehow, he has fallen into Ser

Gal en’s hands. My sole surviving clone-brother, Bel." Mles's hand closed in a fist. "Enslaved by
a fanatic. | want to rescue
him" H's hand opened pl eadi ngly. "Can you understand why?"

Thorne blinked. "Knowing you . . . | guess | do. Is it very inportant to you, sir?"

"Very."

Thorne straightened slightly. "Then it will be done."

"Thank you." Mles hesitated. "Better have all our downside patrol |eaders issued a snmall nedical
scanner. Keep it on

thenselves at all tines. As you know, | had nmy | eg bones replaced with synthetics a bit over a
year ago. H's are normal bone.

It’s the quickest way to tell the difference between us."

"Your appearance is that close?" said Thorne.

"Qur appearances are identical, apparently."

"They are," confirnmed Quinn to Thorne. "I’ve seen him"

"I . . . see. Interesting possibilities for confusion there, sir." Thorne glanced at Quinn, who
nodded rueful ly.
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"Too right. | trust the dissem nation of the nedical scanners will help keep things dull. Carry
on—all nme at once if you

get a break in the case."

"Right, sir."

In the corridor, Quinn remarked, "Nice save, sir.

Mles sighed. "I had to find sone way to warn the Dendarii about Mark. Can’t have him playing
Admiral Naisnith again

uni npeded. "

"Mark?" said ElIli. "Who's Mark, or dare | guess? MIles Mark Two?"

"Lord Mark Pierre Vorkosigan," said Mles calmy. Anyway, he hoped he appeared calm "My brother."

Elli, alive to the significances of Barrayaran clan clains, frowned, "Is Ivan right, Ml es? Has
that little sucker hypnotized

you?"

"I don’t know," said Mles slowmy. "If I'"'mthe only one who sees himthat way, then naybe, just
maybe—

Elli made an encouragi ng noi se.

A slight smile turned one corner of Mles's mouth. "Then maybe everybody’s wong but ne."

Elli snorted.

Mles turned serious again. "I truly don’t know. In seven years, | never abused the powers of
Admiral Naismith for

personal purposes. That's not a record |I’m anxious to break. Well, perhaps we'll fail to turn them

up, and the question wll

becone noot."

"Wshful thinking," said ElIli disapprovingly. "If you don’t want to turn them up, mybe you' d
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better stop | ooking for

t hem "

"Conpel ling logic."

"So why aren’t you conpelled? And what do you plan to do with themif you do catch 'en®"

"As for what," said Mles, "it’s not too conplicated. | want to find Galen and ny cl one before
Dest ang does, and separate

them And then make sure Destang doesn’'t find themuntil | can send a private report hone.
Eventually, if | vouch for him |

beli eve a cease-and-desist order will come through countermanding nmy clone’s assassi nation
wi t hout nmy having to appear

directly connected with it."

"What about Gal en?" asked Elli skeptically. "No way are you going to get a cease-and-desi st order
on him"

"Probably not. Galen is—a problem| have not solved."

Mles returned to his cabin, where his fleet accountant caught up with him

Li eutenant Bone fell on the eighteen-nmillion-mark credit chit with heartfelt and unnilitary gl ee
" Saved! "

"Di sburse it as needed," Mles said. "And get the Triunph out of hock. We need to be able to nove
out at a nonent’s

notice without having to argue about grand theft with the Solar Navy. Ah—hm D you think you can
create a credit chit, out of

petty cash or wherever, in galactic funds, that couldn’t in any way be traced back to us?"

A gleamlit her eye. "An interesting challenge, sir. Does this have anything to do with our
upcom ng contract?"

"Security, Lieutenant," Mles said blandly. "I can’t discuss it even with you."

"Security," she sniffed, "doesn’'t hide as rmuch from Accounting as they think they do."
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"Perhaps | should conbi ne your departnents. No?" He grinned at her horrified | ook. "Well, maybe
not . "

"Who does this chit go to?"

"To the bearer."”

Her brows rose. "Very good, sir. How nuch?"

Mles hesitated. "Half a mlIlion marks. However that translates into local credit."

"Half a million marks," she noted wyly, "is not petty."

"Just so long as it's cash.”

“I"l'l do ny best, sir.

He sat alone in his cabin after she left, frowning deeply. The inpasse was clear. Galen could not
be expected to initiate

contact unless he saw sone way, not to nmention sone reason, to control the situation or achieve
surprise. Letting Galen

choreograph his noves seened fatal, and Mles did not care for the idea of wandering around til
Gal en chose to surprise him

Still, some sort of feint to create an opening mght be better than no nove at all, in view of the
shrinking time limt. Get off the

damm def ensi ve di sadvantage, act instead of react. . . A high resolve, but for the minor flaw that
until Galen was spotted Ml es

had no object to act upon. He grow ed frustration and went wearily to bed.

He woke on his own in the dark of his cabin sone twelve hours later, noted the time on the gl ow ng
digits of his wall clock,

and lay a while luxuriating in the renmarkabl e sensation of finally having gotten enough sleep. H's
greedy body was j ust

suggesting, in the | eaden sl owness of his |linbs, that nore would be nice, when his cabin
contonsol e chimed. Saved fromthe

sin of sloth, he staggered out of bed and answered it.

"Sir." The face of one of the Triunph's comm officers appeared. "You have a tight-beamcall from
the Barrayaran
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Enbassy downsi de in London. They're asking for you personally, scranbled."”

Mles trusted that this was not literally true. It couldn’'t be Ivan; he would have called on the
private commlink. It had to

be an of ficial conmunique. "Unscranble and pipe it in here, then."

"Should |I record?"

" Ah—o. "

Coul d the new orders fromHQ for the Dendarii fleet have arrived already? Mles swore silently. If
they were forced to

break orbit before his Dendarii Intelligence people found Gal en and Mark .

Destang’s grimface appeared over the vid plate. " ‘Admiral Naisnmith.” " Mles could hear the
quote marks dropping in

around his nane. "Are we al one?"

"Entirely, sir.

Destang’s face relaxed slightly. "Very well. | have an order for you—ti eutenant Vorkosigan. You
are to remain aboard

your ship in orbit until I, personally, call again and notify you ot herw se."

"Why, sir?" said Mles, though he could damm well| guess.

"For ny peace of mind. When a sinple precaution will prevent the slightest possibility of an
accident, it’'s foolish not to

take it. Do you understand?"

"Fully, sir.

"Very well. That's all. Destang out." The commpdore’s face dissolved in air.

Ml es cursed out loud, with feeling. Destang’s "precaution" could only nmean that his Sector goons
had spotted Mark

al ready, before Mles's Dendarii had—and were noving in for the kill. How fast? Was there still a
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chance . . . ?"

Ml es slipped on his grey trousers, hung ready to hand, and dug the secured commlink fromhis
pocket and keyed it on.

"lvan?" he spoke into it quietly. "You there?"

"Ml es?"

It was not Ivan's voice; it was Galeni’s. "Captain Galeni? | found the other half of the commlink
ah, are you al one?"

"At present."” Galeni’s voice was dry, conveying through no nore than the tone his opinion of both
the m spl aced comm

link story and those who invented it. "Wy?"

"How d you conme by the comm | i nk?"

"Your cousin handed it to ne just before he departed on his duties.”

"Left for where? What duties?" Was lvan swept up for Destang’s man-hunt? If so, Mles could
happily throttle himfor

divesting Mles’s ear on the proceedings just when it night have done the nbst good-skittish
idiot!—+f only—

"He's escorting the anbassador’s lady to the World Botanical Exhibition and Ornanmental Fl ower Show
at the University

of London’s Horticulture Hall. She goes every year, to glad-hand the local social set. Admttedly,
she is also interested in the

topic."
Mles s voice rose slightly. "In the mddle of a security crisis, you sent Ivan to a fl ower show?"
"Not |," denied Galeni. "Compdore Destang. |, ah—believe he felt Ivan could be nost easily

spared. He's not thrilled

with Ivan."

"What about you?"
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"He's not thrilled with ne either."

"No, | nean, what are you doing? Are you directly involved with the . . . current operation?"
"Hardly."
"Ah. I'mrelieved. | was a little afrai d—sonebody—i ght have gotten a short circuit in his head

about requiring it of you

as proof of loyalty or sone damm thing."

"Commodore Destang is neither a sadist nor a fool." Galeni paused. "He's careful, however. |’ m
confined to quarters.™

"You have no direct access to the operation, then. Like where they are, and how cl ose, and when
they plan to . . . nake a

nove.

Gal eni’s voice was carefully neutral, neither offering nor denying help. "Not readily."

"Hm He just ordered ne confined to quarters too. | think he's had sone sort of break, and things
are coming to a head."

There was a brief silence. Galeni’s words drifted out on a sigh. "Sorry to hear that . . ." Hs
voi ce cracked. "It’s so damed

usel ess! The dead hand of the past goes on jerking the strings by galvanic reflex, and we poor
puppets dance—nothing is

served, not us, not him not Komarr

"I'f I could nake contact with your father," began M| es.

"I't would be useless. He'll fight, and keep on fighting."

"But he has nothing, now He blew his |ast chance. He’s an old nman, he’'s tired—he could be ready
to change, to quit at

last,"” Mles argued.

"I wish . . . no. He can't quit. Above life itself, he has to prove hinself right. To be right
redeens his every crine. To have
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done all that he’s done, and be w ong—unbearabl e!”

"I . . . see. Well, I'lIl contact you again if I . . . have anything useful to say. There's, ah, no
point in turning in the conmlink

till you have both hal ves, eh?"

"As you wish." Galeni’s tone was not exactly fired with hope.

M1l es shut down the comm i nk

He call ed Thorne, who reported no visible progress.

"In the neantine," said Mles, "here's another lead for you. An unfortunate one. The team fromthe
Barrayarans has

evidently spotted our target within the last hour or so."

"Ha! Maybe we can follow them and let themlead us to Galen.”

"Afraid not. We have to get ahead of them wi thout treading on their toes. Their hunt is a letha
one."

"Arnmed and dangerous, eh? |'Il pass the word." Thorne whistled thoughtfully. "Your creche-mate
sure is popular.”

M| es washed, dressed, ate, nmade ready: boot knife, scanners, stunners both hip-hol stered and
conceal ed, commlinks, a

wi de assortnent of tools and toys one might carry through London’s shuttl eport security checks. It
was a far cry from conbat

gear, alas, though his jacket nearly clanked when he wal ked. He called the duty officer, nade sure
a personnel shuttle was

fueled, pilot at the ready. He waited w thout patience.

What was Galen up to? If he wasn’t just running—and the fact that the Barrayaran security team had
nearly caught up

wi th himsuggested he was still hangi ng around for sone reason—why? Mere revenge? Sonething nore
arcane? Was Mles’'s

anal ysis of himtoo sinple, too subtle—what was he nissing? Wiat was left inlife for the man who
had to be right?
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Hi s cabin contonsole chinmed. Mles sent up a short inarticulate prayer—tet it be sone break, sone
chi nk, some handl e—

The comm officer’s face appeared. "Sir, | have a call originating fromthe downsi de comerci a
contonsol e net. A man

who refuses to identify hinmself says you want to talk to him"

Mles jerked electrically upright. "Trace the call and cut a copy to Captain Thorne in
Intelligence. Put it through here."

"Do you want your visual to go out, or just audio?"

"Both."

The comm officer’s face faded as another man’'s appeared, giving an unsettling illusion of
transnut ati on.

"Vor kosi gan?" said Gal en.

"So?" said M| es.

"I will not repeat nyself." Galen spoke low and fast. "I don’t give a damm if you're recordi ng or
tracing. It's irrel evant.

You will neet me in seventy mnutes exactly. You will cone to the Thames Tidal Barrier, halfway
bet ween Towers Six and

Seven. You will walk out on the seaward side to the | ower |ookout. Alone. Then we'll talk. If any

condition is not net, we wll

simply not be there when you arrive. And lvan Vorpatril will die at 0207."

"You are two. | rnust be two," MIles began. |van?
"Your pretty bodyguard? Very well. Two." The vid blinked bl ank

Si | ence.
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Mles keyed to Thorne. "Did you get that, Bel?"

"Sure did. Sounded threatening. Wo's |van?"

"A very inportant person. \Were'd this originate?"

"A tubeway nexus, public contonsole. | have a nan on the way who can make it in six mnutes.
Unf ortunat el y—=

"I know. Six mnutes gives a search radius of several nillion people. | think we'll play it his
way. Up to a point. Put a

patrol in the air over the Tidal Barrier, file a flight plan for nmy shuttle downsi de, have an
aircar and Dendarii driver and guard

meet it. Tell Bone | want that credit chit now Tell Quinn to neet me in the shuttle hatch
corridor, and bring a couple of ned

scanners. And stand by. | want to check sonething."

He took a deep breath, and keyed open the commlink. "Gal eni?"

A pause. "Yes?"

"You still confined to quarters?"

"Yes."

"I have an urgent request for information. Were's Ivan, really?"

"As far as | know, he's still at—

"Check it. Check it fast."

There was a |l ong, |ong pause, which Mles utilized to recheck his gear, find Lieutenant Bone, and

wal k to the shuttle hatch

corridor. Quinn was waiting, intensely curious.

"What's up now?"
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"W have our break. O sorts. Galen wants a neeting, but—

"MIles?" Galeni’s voice cane back at last. It sounded rather strained.

"Yo."

"The private we’'d sent to be driver/guard called in about ten m nutes ago. He' d spelled |van
attending on M| ady, while

Ivan went to piss. Wen lIvan didn't come back in twenty minutes, the driver went to | ook for him
Spent thirty mnutes

hunti ng—the Horticulture Hall is huge, and nobbed toni ght before he reported back to us. How did
you know?"

"I think I've got hold of the other end. Do you recognize whose style of doing business this is?"

Gal eni swore.

"Quite. Look. | don't care how you do it, but | want you to nmeet ne in fifty mnutes at the Thanes
Tidal Barrier, Section

Si x. Pack at |east a stunner, and get away preferably wi thout alerting Destang. W have an
appoi ntnent with your father and

my brother."

"If he has |van—

"He had to bring sone card to the table, or he wouldn’t conme play. W’ ve got one |ast chance to
make it cone out right.

Not a good chance, just the last one. Are you with nme?"

A slight pause. "Yes." The tone was decisive.
"See you there."

Pocketing the Ilink, Mles turned to Elli. "Now we nove."

They swung through the shuttle hatch. For once, MIles had no objection to Ptarmi gan’s habit of
taking all downside flights
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at conbat - drop speed

Chapt er Fourteen

The Thames Tidal Barrier, know to |ocal wags as the King Canute Menorial, was a vastly nore
i mpressive structure seen

froma hundred nmeters up than it had seened fromthe kil ometers-high view fromthe shuttle. The
ai rcar banked, circling.

The synthacrete nountain ran away in both directions farther than Mles's eye could foll ow,
whitened into an illusion of

mar bl e by the spotlights that knifed through the faintly m sty m dni ght bl ackness.

Wat cht owers every kil oneter housed not soldiers guarding the wall but the night shift of engineers
and technici ans

wat chi ng over the sluices and punmping stations. To be sure, if the sea ever broke through, it
woul d raze the city nore

nmercil essly than any arny.

But the sea was calmthis sunmer night, dotted with colored navigation lights, red, green, white,
and the di stant noving

twi nkl e of ships’ running lights. The eastern horizon glowed faintly, false dawn fromthe radi ant
cities of Europe beyond the

wat ers.

On the other side of the white barrier toward ancient London, all the dirt and grime and broken
pl aces were swal | owed

by the night, leaving only the jewelled illusion of sonething magic, unmarred and i nmortal

Ml es pressed his face to the aircar’s bubble canopy for a |last strategic view of the arena they
were about to enter before

the car dropped toward the near-enpty parking area behind the Barrier. Section Six was periphera
to the mai n channel

sections with their enornous navigation | ocks busy around the clock; it was just dyke and
auxiliary punping stations, nearly

deserted at this hour. That suited Mles. If the situation devolved into sone sort of shooting
war, the fewer civilian bystanders

wandering through the better. Catwal ks and | adders ran to access ports in the structure, geonetric
bl ack accents on the
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whi t eness; spidery railings nmarked wal kways, sone broad and public, sone narrow, reserved no doubt
to Authorized

Personnel . At present they all appeared deserted, no sign of Galen or Mark. No sign of |van

"What ' s significant about 0207?" M| es wondered aloud. "I have the feeling it shoul d be obvious.
It’s such an exact tinme."

Elli the space-born shook her head, but the Dendarii soldier piloting the aircar vol unteered,
"It’s high tide, sir."

"Ah!" said Mles. He sat back, thinking furiously. "How interesting. It suggests two things.
They’ ve conceal ed |van

around here sonepl ace—and we night do best to concentrate our search bel ow the high waterline.
Coul d they have chai ned

himto a railing down by the rocks or sone dam thing?"

"The air patrol could make a pass and check," said Quinn.

"Yes, have themdo that."

The aircar settled into a painted circle on the pavenent.

Qui nn and the second soldier exited first, cautiously, and ran a fast perinmeter scan around the
area. "There's sonebody

approaching on foot," the soldier reported.

"Pray it’'s Captain Galeni,'
his time limt.

Mles nuttered, with a glance at his chrono. Seven m nutes renai ned of

It was a nman jogging with his dog. The pair stared at the four uniforned Dendarii, and arced
nervously around themto

the far side of the parking | ot before disappearing through the bushes softening the north end.
Everybody took their hands off

their stunners. Cvilized town, thought Mles. You wouldn't do that at this hour in sone parts of
Vorbarr Sultana, unless you

had a much bi gger dog.

The sol dier checked his infra-red. "Here cones anot her one."
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Not the soft pad of running shoes this tine, but the quick ring of boots. MIles recognized the
sound of the boots before he

could make out the face in the splash of |light and shadow. Galeni’'s uniformturned fromdark grey
to green as he entered the

lot’s zone of brighter illunm nation, wal king fast.

"All right," said Mles to Elli, "this is where we split off. Stay back and out of sight at al
costs, but if you can find a

vant age, good. Wi st conm open?"

Elli keyed her wist coom MIles pulled his boot knife and used the point to di sengage and
extinguish the tiny

transmit-indicator light in his own wist comm then blewinto it; the hiss of it whispered from
Elli’s wist. "Sending fine," she

confirnmed.

"Got your ned scanner?"

She displayed it.

"Take a baseline."

She pointed it at him waved it up and down. "Recorded and ready for auto-conparison.”

"Can you think of anything el se?"

She shook her head, but still didn't |ook happy. "Wat do | do if he cones wal ki ng back and you
don’ t ?"

"Grab him fast-penta hi mgot your interrogation kit?"

She flashed open her jacket; a small brown case peeped from an inner pocket.

"Rescue lvan if you can. Then," Mles took a deep breath, "you can blow the clone’s head off or
what ever you choose. "

"What happened to ‘my brother right or wong ?" said Elli.
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Galeni, coming up in the mddle of this, cocked his head with interest to hear the answer to that
one, but Mles only shook

his head. He couldn’t think of a sinple answer.

"Three mnutes left," said Mles to Galeni. "W better npve."

They headed up a walk that led to a set of stairs, stepping over the chain that marked them as
closed for the night to

| aw abi ding citizens. The stairs clinbed the back side of the tidal barrier to a public pronmenade
that ran along the top to allow

sightseers a view of the ocean in the daytine. Gleni, who had evidently been nmoving at speed, was
breat hi ng deeply even as

they began their clinb.

"Have any trouble getting out of the enbassy?" asked M| es.

"Not really," said Galeni. "As you know, the trick is getting back in. | think you denonstrated
sinplest is best. | just

wal ked out the side entrance and took the nearest tubeway. Fortunately, the duty guard had no
orders to shoot ne."

"Did you know that in advance?"

" ’\b n

"Then Destang knows you left."

"He will know, certainly."

"Think you were foll owed?" MIles glanced involuntarily over his shoulder. He could see the parking
| ot and aircar bel ow,

Elli and the two soldiers had vanished fromview, seeking their vantage no doubt.

"Not immedi ately. Enbassy security," Galeni’s teeth flashed in the shadows, "is undernmanned at

present. | left ny

wristcomm and bought cash tokens for the tubeway instead of using ny passcard, so they have
nothing quick to trace ne by."
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They panted to the top; the danp air noved cool against Mles's face, snelling of river slime and
sea salt, a faintly

decayed estuarial tang. Ml es crossed the wi de pronenade and peered down over the railing at the
synt hacrete outer face of

the dyke. A narrow railed | edge ran al ong sone twenty neters bel ow, vani shing away out of sight to
the right along an

outcurving bulge in the Barrier. Not part of the public area, it was reached by keyed extension
| adders at intervals along the

railing, all folded up and | ocked for the night of course. They could fuss with trying to break
open and decode one of the | ocked

| adder control s—ti nme-consuning, and likely to light up the alarmboard of sonme night-shift
supervi sor in one of the distant

wat cht ower s—er go down the fast way.

M | es sighed under his breath. Rappelling high over rock-hard surfaces was one of his all-tine
| east-favorite activities. He

fished the drop-wire spool fromits own little pocket on his Dendarii jacket, attached the
gravitic grappler carefully and firmy

to the railing, and doubl e-checked it. At a touch, handles tel escoped out fromthe sides of the
spool and rel eased the wi de

ri bbon- harness that always | ooked horribly flinsy despite its phenonenal tensile strength. Mles
threaded it round hinself,

clipped it tight, hopped over the rail and danced down the wall backwards, not | ooking down. By
the tine he reached the

bottom his adrenalin was punping nicely, thank you

He sent the spool winding itself back up to Galeni, who repeated Mles’'s performance. Gal en
of fered no conmment about

his feelings about heights as he handed back the device, so neither did Mles. MIles touched the
control that released the

grappl er and rewound and pocketed the spool

"W go right,” MIles nodded. He drew his holstered stunner. "What did you bring?"

"I could only get one stunner." Galeni pulled it fromhis pocket, checked its charge and setting.
"And you?"

"Two. And a few other toys. There are severe linits to what you can carry through shuttl eport
security."
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"Consi dering how crowded this place is, | think they're wise," remarked Gal eni

Stunners in hand, they wal ked single file along the ledge, Mles first. Sea water swirled and
gurgled just below their feet,

green-brown transluscence frosted with streaks of foamwi thin the circles of light, silky black
beyond. Judging fromthe

di scol oration, this wal kway was inundated at high tide.

M1l es notioned Gal eni to pause, and slipped forward. Just beyond the outcurve the wal kway w dened
to a four-neter

circle and dead-ended, the railing arcing around to neet the wall. In the wall was a doorway, a
sturdy watertight oval hatch

Standing in front of the hatch were Galen and Mark, stunners in their hands. Mark wore bl ack T-
shirt and Dendarii grey

trousers and boots, mnus the pocketed jacket—-his own clothes, pilfered, MI|es wondered, or
duplicates? H s nostrils flared as

he spotted his grandfather’s dagger in its |lizard-skin sheath at the clone’s waist.

"A stand-off," remarked Gal en conversationally as Mles halted, with a glance at M|l es's stunner
and his owmn. "If we all

fire at once, it leaves either ne or ny Mles on his feet, and the game is mne. But if by some
mracle you dropped us both, we

could not tell you where your oxlike cousin is. He'd die before you could find him H s death has
been automated. | need not

get back to himto carry it out. Quite the reverse. Your pretty bodyguard may as well join us."

Gal eni stepped around the bend. "Sone stand-offs are nore curious than others,"” he said.

Galen's face flickered fromits hard irony, lips parting in a breath of deep dismy, then
ti ghteni ng again even as his hand

ti ghtened on his weapon. "You were to bring the wonman," he hissed.

Mles smiled slightly. "She’s around. But you said two, and we are two. Now all the interested
parties are here. Now

what ?"

Gal en’ s eyes shifted, counting weapons, calculating distances, nuscle, odds no doubt; MIles was
doi ng the sane.
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"The stand-off renmmins,"” said Galen. "If you re both stunned you lose; if we’'re both stunned you
| ose again. It's absurd."

"What woul d you suggest?" asked M| es.

"I propose we all lay our weapons in the center of the deck. Then we can talk w thout
di straction."”

He's got another one conceal ed, thought Mles. Sanme as ne. "An interesting proposition. Wwo puts
his down | ast?"

Galen’s face was a study in unhappy cal cul ati on.

He opened his nouth and closed it again, and shook his head slightly.

"l too would like to talk without distraction,” said Mles carefully. "I propose this schedul e.
Il lay mne down first. Then

M-the cl one. Then yourself. Captain Galeni last."

"What guarantee . . . ?" @Glen glanced sharply at his son. The tension between them was near-
si ckeni ng, a strange and

sil ent conpound of rage, despair, and angui sh.

"He' Il give you his word," said Mles. He |ooked for confirmation to Gal eni, who nodded sl owy.

Silence fell for the space of three breaths, then Galen said, "All right."

Ml es stepped forward, knelt, laid his stunner in the center of the deck, stepped back. Mark
repeated his performance,

staring at himthe while. Galen hesitated a | ong, agonized nonment, eyes still full of shifting
cal cul ati on, then put his weapon

down with the others. Galeni followed suit without hesitation. Hs smle was |ike a sword-cut. His
eyes were unreadabl e, but

for the baseline of dull pain that had lurked in themever since his father had resurrected
hi nsel f.

"Your proposition first, then," Galen said to Mles. "If you have one."
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"Life," said Mles. "I have conceal ed—n a place only | know of, and if you d stunned ne you'd
never have discovered it in

time—a cash-credit chit for a hundred thousand Betan dollars—that's half a mllion Inperial marks,
friends—payable to the

bearer. | can give it to you, plus a head start, useful information on how to evade Barrayaran
security—which is very cl ose

behi nd you, by the way—

The clone was | ooking extrenely interested; his eyes had w dened when the sum was named, and
wi dened still further at

the mention of Barrayaran security.

"—+n exchange for nmy cousin,
and refrain from

Mles took a slight breath, "ny brother, and your prom se to—fetire,

further plots against the Barrayaran Inperium Which can only result in usel ess bl oodshed and
unnecessary pain to your few

surviving relations. The war’s over, Ser Galen. It's tinme for sonmeone else to try sonething el se
A different way, naybe a

better way—+t could scarcely be a worse way, after all."

"The revolt," breathed Galen alnpbst to hinself, "nust not die.

"Even if everybody in it dies? ‘It didn't work, so let’s do it some nore’? In ny line of work they
call that mlitary

stupidity. | don't know what they call it incivilian life."

"My ol der sister once surrendered on a Barrayaran’'s word," Galen remarked. His face was very col d.
"Admi ral

Vor kosi gan too was full of soft and |ogical persuasion, pronising peace."

"My father’'s word was betrayed by an underling," said Mles, "who couldn’t recogni ze when the war
was over and it was

time to quit. He paid for the error with his life, executed for his crime. My father gave you your
revenge then. It was all he

could give you; he couldn’t bring those dead to |life. Neither can |I. | can only try to prevent
nmore dying."

Galen smiled sourly. "And you, David. Wat bribe would you offer ne to betray Komarr, to |ay
al ongsi de your
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Barrayaran master’s noney?"

Gal eni was regarding his fingernails, a peculiar fey smile playing around his lips as he |istened.
He buffed thembriefly on

his trouser seam crossed his arns, blinked. "G andchil dren?"

Gal en seened taken aback for a bare instant. "You' re not even bonded!"

"I mght be, soneday. Only if | live, of course.”

"And they would all be good little Inperial subjects," sneered Galen, recovering his initial
bal ance with an effort.

Gal eni shrugged. "Seens to fit in with Vorkosigan’s offer of life. I can’'t give you anything el se
you want of ne."

"You two are nore alike than either of you realize, | think," Mles nurnured. "So what’'s your
proposition, Ser Gal en?

Why have you called us all here?"

Galen’s right hand went to his jacket, then slowed. He smiled, tilted his head as if asking
perm ssion, disarmngly. Here

conmes the second stunner, thought Mles. Coyly, pretending to the last mnute that it’'s not really
a weapon. Mles didn't

flinch, but an involuntary calculation did flash through his nmnd as to just how fast he could
vault the railing, and how far he

could swi munderwater holding his breath in a strong surf. Waring boots. Galeni, cool as ever
didn't nove either

Even when the weapon Ser Gal en abruptly displayed turned out to be a | ethal nerve disrupter

"Some stand-offs," said Galen, "are nore equal than others.” Hi s snmile tightened to a parody of
itself. "Pick up those

stunners," he added to the clone, who stooped and gathered them up and stuck themin his belt.

"Now what are you going to do with that?" said Mles lightly, trying not to let his eye be
hypnoti zed, nor his mnd

paral yzed, by the silver bell-nuzzle. Shiny beads, bells and whistles.
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"Kill you," Galen explained. H's eyes flicked to his son, and away, toward and away; he focused on
Mles as if to steady his

hi gh resol ve.

So why are you still talking instead of firing? Mles didn't speak that thought aloud, |est Galen
be struck by its good

sense. Keep himtal king, he wants to say nore, is driven to say nore. "Wiy? | don’t see how that
will serve Komarr at this late

hour, except naybe to relieve your feelings. Mere revenge?"

"Not hing nere about it. Conplete. My Mles will wal k out of here as the only one."

"Ch, cone on!" Mles didn't have to call on his acting ability to lend outrage to his tone; it
came quite naturally. "You're

not still stuck on the bloody substitution plot! Barrayaran Security is all warned, they'll spot
you at once now. Can’'t be done."

He gl anced at the clone. "You going to et himrun you head first into a flash-disposer? You're
dead neat the nmonment you

present yourself. It's useless. And it’s not necessary.”

The cl one | ooked distinctly uneasy, but jerked up his chin and managed a proud smile. "I’ m not
going to be Lord

Vor kosigan. I’mgoing to be Adniral Naismith. | did it once, so | know | can. Your Dendarii are
going to give us a ride out of

here—and a new power base."

"Ngh!" Mles made a hair-tearing gesture. "D you think I'd have wal ked in here if that were even
renotely possible? The

Dendarii are warned too. Every patrol |eader out there—and you d better believe |I have patrols out
there—s carrying a ned

scanner. First order you give, you'll be scanned. |If they find | eg bone where ny synthetics shoul d
be, they'll blow your head

off. End plot."

"But my | eg bones are synthetics," said the clone in a puzzled tone.

Mles froze. "What? You told nme your bones didn't break—
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Gal en swivelled his head round at the clone. "Wen did you tell himthat . . . ?"

"They don’t," the clone answered Mles. "But after yours were replaced, so were nmine. Oherw se
the first cursory ned

scan | got would have given it all away."

"But you still don't have the pattern of old breaks in your other bones . . . ?"

"No, but that would take a nmuch cl oser scan. And once the three are elimnated | should be able to
avoid that. "Il study

your | ogs—

"The t hree what ?"

"The three Dendarii who know you are Vorkosigan."

"Your pretty bodyguard, and the other couple,
horror. "lI"msorry you

Gal en expl ained vindictively to Mles’s | ook of

didn't bring her. Now we shall have to hunt her down."

Was that a fleeting queasy | ook on Mark’s face? Gal en caught it too, and frowned faintly.

"You still couldn't bring it off," argued Mles. "There are five thousand Dendarii. | know
hundreds of them by nane, on
sight. W' ve been in conbat together. | know things about themtheir own nothers don't, not in any

| og. And they’ve seen me

under every kind of stress. You wouldn’t even know the right jokes to make. And even if you
succeed for a tinme, becone

Adm ral Naismth as you once planned to becone Enperor—-where is Mark then? Maybe Mark doesn’t want
to be a space

mercenary. Maybe he wants to be a, a textile designer. O a doctor—

"Ch," breathed the clone, with a glance down his tw sted body, "not a doctor

"—or a holovid progranmer, or a star pilot, or an engineer. O very far away fromhim" Mles
jerked his head at Gal en

for a noment the clone’s eyes filled with a passionate |onging, as quickly masked. "How will you
ever find out?"
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"It’s true," said Galen, |ooking at the clone through suddenly narrowed eyes, "you nust pass for
an experienced sol dier.

And you’ ve never Kkilled."

The cl one shifted uneasily, |ooking sideways, at his nentor

Gal en’ s voice had softened. "You nust learn to kill if you expect to survive."

"No, you don’t,’
Fal se argunent."”

Mles put in. "Mdst people go through their whole lives wthout killing anybody.

The nerve disrupter’s aimsteadied on Mles. "You talk too nuch.” Galen's eyes fell one last tine
on his silent, wtnessing

son, who raised his chin in defiance, then flicked away as if the sight burned. "It’s time to go

Gal en, face hardening decisively, turned to the clone. "Here." He handed himthe nerve disrupter.
"I't's time to conplete

your education. Shoot them and let’s go."

"What about |van?" asked Captain Galeni softly.

"I have as little use for Vorkosigan's nephew as | have for his son," said Galen. "They can skip
down to hell hand in hand."

Hi s head turned to the clone and he added, "Begin!"

Mar k swal | owed, and raised the weapon in a two-handed firing stance. "But-—what about the credit
chit?"

"There is no credit chit. Can’t you spot a |ie when you hear it, fool?"

Mles raised his wist conm and spoke distinctly into it. "ElIli, do you have all this?"

"Recorded and transnmitted to Captain Thorne in |.Q,
the danp air. "D you

Qui nn’ s voice came back cheerily, thinin

want conpany yet?"

"Not yet." He let his hand fall, stood straight, nmet Galen’s furious eyes and clenched teeth; "As
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| said. End plot. Let’s

di scuss alternatives."

Mark had | owered the nerve disrupter, his face di smayed.

"Alternatives? Revenge will do!" hissed Galen. "Fire!"

"But— said the clone, agitated.

"As of this nonment, you're a free man." M| es spoke | ow and fast. "He bought and paid for you, but
he doesn’t own you.

But if you kill for him he'll own you forever. Forever and ever."

Not necessarily, spoke Galeni’s silent quirk of the lips, but he did not interfere with Mles’s
pi tch.

"You nust kill your enenies," snarled Galen

Mark’ s hand and ai m sagged, his nouth opening in protest.

"Now, dammit!" yelled Galen, and nmade to grab back the nerve disrupter

Gal eni stepped in front of Mles. Mles scrabbled in his jacket for his second stunner. The nerve
di srupter crackled. Mles

drew, too late, too goddamm | ate—€aptain Gal eni gasped—he’'s dead for ny sl owness, ny one-|ast-
chance stupidity—face

narrowed, mouth open in a silent yell, Mles sprang from behind Gal eni and ai ned his stunner—

To see Galen crunple, convul sing, back arching in a bone-cracking tw st, face withing—and sl unmp
i n deat h.

"Kill your enemies," breathed Mark, his face white as paper. "Right. Ah!" he added, raising the
weapon again as Ml es

started forward, "Stop right there!"

A hiss at Mles's feet—-he glanced down to see a thin [ayer of foam wash past his boots, |ose
monmentum and recede. In a

nmoment, another. The tide was rising over the | edge. The tide was rising—
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"Where’s Ivan?'" Ml es demanded, his hand clenching on his stunner

"I'f you fire that you' Il never know," said Mark.

Hi s eye hurried nervously, fromMles to Galeni, from Glen' s body at his feet to the weapon in
his own hand, as if they al

added up to sone inmpossibly incorrect sum H's breath was shall ow and pani cky, his knuckl es,
wr apped around the nerve

di srupter, bone-pale. Galeni was standing very, very still, head cocked, |ooking down at what |ay
there, or inward; he did not

seemto be conscious of the weapon or its wielder at all.

"Fine," said Mles. "You help us and we'll help you. Take us to lIvan."

Mar k backed toward the wall, not |owering the nerve disrupter. "I don't believe you."

"Where are you going to run to? You can’t go back to the Komarrans. There’'s a Barrayaran hit squad
with murder on its

collective mnd breathing down your neck. You can’'t go to the local authorities for protection
you have a body to explain. I'm

your only chance."

Mark | ooked at the body, at the nerve disrupter, at Mles.

The soft whirr of a rappel spool unw nding was barely audi ble over the hiss of the sea foam
underfoot. Ml es glanced up

Qui nn was flying down in one |ong swoop, |ike a falcon stooping, weapon in one hand and rappeling
spool controlled by the

ot her.

Mar k ki cked open the hatch and stunbl ed backwards into it. "You hunt for lvan. He's not far. |
don’t have a body to

expl ai n~you do. The rurder weapon has your fingerprints on it!" He flung down the nerve disrupter
and sl anmed the hatch

cl osed.

Mles leapt for the door, fingers scrabbling, but it was al ready seal ed—he cane cl ose to snapping

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (259 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt
sone nore finger bones.

The slide and clank of a | ocking nechani smdesigned to defy the force of the sea itself cane
muf fI ed t hrough the hatch. Mles

hi ssed through his teeth.

"Should | blow it open?" gasped Quinn, |anding.

"Y—good God, no!" The discoloration on the wall marking high water was a good two neters higher
than the top of the

hatch. "W m ght drown London. Try to get it open without damaging it. Captain Galeni!"” MIles
turned. Gal eni had not noved.

"You in shock?"

"Hr? No . . . no, | don't think so." Galeni came out of hinmself with an effort. He added in a
strangely calm reflective tone,

"Later, perhaps.”

Qui nn was bent to the hatchway, pulling devices from her pockets and slapping themto the vertica
surface, checking

readouts. "El ectromechanical with a manual override . . . if | use a nagnetic

M| es reached around and pulled the rappeling harness off Quinn. "Go up," he said to Galeni, "and
see if you can find

anot her entrance on the other side. W’ ve got to catch that little sucker!”

Gal eni nodded and hooked up the rappeling harness.

Ml es held out stunner and boot knife. "Want a weapon?" Mark had taken off with all the spare
stunners still stuck in his

belt.

"Stunner’s useless," Galeni noted. "You d better keep the knife. If | catch up with himl’'Il use

my bare hands."

Wth pleasure, Mles added for himsilently. He nodded. They had both been through Barrayaran
basi ¢ unarned conbat

school. Three fourths of the noves were barred to Mles in a real fight at full force due to the
secret weakness of his bones; the

same was not true of Galeni. Galeni ascended into the night air, bounding up the wall on the
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alnost-invisible thread as readily

as a spider.

"CGot it!" cried Qinn. The thick hatch swng wi de on a deep, dark hole.

M | es yanked his handlight out of his belt and hopped through. He gl anced back at Galen's grey-
faced body, |apped by

foam released from obsession and pain. There was no nistaking the stillness of death for the
stillness of sleep or anything el se;

it was the absolute. The nerve-di sruptor beam must have hit his head square on. Qi nn dragged the
hat ch shut agai n behind

them and paused to stuff equi pnent back into her pockets as the door’s nechani smtw nkled and
beeped, slid and cl anked,

rendering the | ower Thanmes watershed safe again.

They both scranbled up the corridor. A nere five neters farther on they came to their first check
a T-intersection. This

mai n corridor was |lighted, and curved away out of sight in both directions.

"You go left, I'Il go right," said MIes.

"You shoul dn’t be al one,"™ Quinn objected.

"Maybe | should be twins, eh? Go, dammit!"

Qui nn threw up her hands in exasperation and ran.

Mles sprinted in the other direction. His footsteps echoed eerily in the corridor, deep in the
synt hacrete nountain. He

paused a nonment, |istened; heard only Quinn’s |light fading scuff. He ran on, past hundreds of
meters of bl ank synthacrete,

past dark and silent punping stations, past punping stations |lit up and hunming quietly. He was
j ust wondering whet her he

coul d have missed an exit—an overhead access port?—when he spotted an object on the corridor
floor. One of the stunners,

fallen fromMark’s belt as he ran in panic. Mles swooped it up with a quick ah-ha! of bared
teeth, and holstered it as he ran

on.
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He keyed open his wist comm "Quinn?" The corridor curved suddenly into a sort of stark foyer
with lift tube. He nust

be under one of the watch-towers. Beware Authorized Personnel about. "Quinn?"

He stepped into the Iift tube and rose. Ch, God, which level had Mark got off at? The third fl oor
he passed opened out

onto a glass-wall ed, |obby-looking area, with doors and the night beyond. Clearly an exit. Mles
swung out of the lift tube.

A total stranger, wearing civilian jacket and pants, whirled at the sound of his footstep and
dropped to one knee. The

silver flash of a parabolic mrror twinkled in his raised hands, a nerve-disruptor rmuzzle. "There
he is!" the man cried, and

fired.

Ml es recoiled back into the lift tube so fast he rebounded off the far wall. He grabbed for the
safety | adder at the side of

the tube and began sl apping up the rungs faster than the anti-grav field could Iift him He
wiggled his facial nuscles, shot with

pi ns and needl es fromthe ninbus of the disrupter beam The nan’s shoes, Mles realized, gleam ng
out fromthe bottomof his

trousers, had been Barrayaran regul ation Service boots. "Quinn!" he yelped into his wist conm
agai n.

The next |evel up opened onto a corridor without gunnen in it. The first three doors Mles tried
were | ocked. The fourth

swi shed open onto a brightly it office, apparently deserted. On a quick jog around it Mles' s eye
was caught by a slight

moverment in the shadows under a console. He bent down to face two wonen in blue Tidal Authority
tech coveralls cowering

beneat h. One squeaked and covered her eyes; the second hugged her and glared defiantly at MIes.

Mles tried a friendly smile. "Ah . . . hello."

"Who are you peopl e?" said the second wonan in rising tones.

"Ch, I"'mnot with them They're, um. . . hired killers." A just description, after all. "Don’t
worry, they’'re not after you

Have you called the police yet?"
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She shook her head nutely.

"l suggest you do so i mediately. Ah—have you seen ne before?"

She nodded.

"Which way did | go?"

She cringed back, clearly terrorized at being cornered by a psychotic. MIles spread his hands in
silent apol ogy, and nmade

for the door. "Call the police!" he called back over his shoulder. The feint beep of contonsole
keys being pressed drifted down

the corridor after him

Mark was nowhere on this level. The lift tube grav field had now been turned off by soneone; the
auto safety bar was

ext ended across the opening and the red glow of the warning light filled the corridor. MIles stuck
his head cautiously into the

lift tube, to spy another head on the | evel bel ow | ooking up; he jerked his head back as a nerve
di sruptor crackl ed.

A bal cony ran right around the outside of the tower. Mles slipped through the door at the seaward
end of the corridor

and | ooked around, and up. Only one nore floor above. Its balcony was readily reachable by the
toss of a grappler. Mles

grinmaced, pulled out his spool, and made the toss; got a firm hook around the railing above on the
first try. A swallow, a brief

heart-stoppi ng dangle over the tower, dyke, and growing sea forty nmeters bel ow, and he was
cl anbering onto the next

bal cony.

He tiptoed to the glass doorway and checked down the corridor. Mark was crouched, silhouetted by
the red light, near

the entrance to the |ift tube, stunner drawn. The—dnconscious, Mles trusted—formof a man in tech
coveralls lay spraw ed on

the corridor floor

"Mark?" Mles called softly, and jerked back. Mark snapped around and |let off a stunner burst in
his direction. MIles put
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his back against the wall and called, "Cooperate with ne, and I’'I|l get you out of this alive.
Wiere's |van?"

This rem nder that Mark still held a trunp card had the expected calnmng effect. He did not fire
again. "Cet nme out of

this and I'Il tell you where he is," he countered.

Mles grinned into the darkness. "All right. I"'mconing in." He slipped round the door and joi ned

his i nage, pausing only

to check for a pulse in the neck of the sprawl ed man. He had one, happily.

"How are you going to get ne out of this?" demanded Mark

"Well, now, that's the tricky part,” Mles admtted. He paused to listen intently. Sonmeone was on
the ladder in the lift

tube, trying to clinmb quietly; not near their level yet. "The police are on their way, and when
they arrive | expect the

Barrayarans will decanp in a hurry. They won’t want to be caught in an enbarrassing interplanetary
i nci dent which the

anbassador woul d have to explain to the local authorities. This night’'s operation is already way
out of control in that anybody

saw 'emat all. Destang will have their blood on the carpet in the norning."

"The police?" Mark’'s grip tightened on his stunner; conpeting fears struggled for ascendancy in
his face.

"Yes. W could try and play hide and seek in this tower till the police finally get here—whenever.
O we could go up to the

roof and have a Dendarii aircar pick us off right now | know which I’'d prefer. How about you?"

"Then | would be your prisoner."” Mark’s whispering voice blurred with a fear-fuel ed anger. "Dead
now, dead | ater

what’s the difference? | finally figured out what use you had for a clone.”

Mark was seeing hinmself as a wal king body-parts bank again, Mles could tell. MIles sighed. He
gl anced at his chrono. "By

Galen’s tinetable, | have eleven mnutes left to find Ivan."

A shifty look stole over Mark’s face. "lIvan's not up. He's down. Back the way we cane."
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"Ah?" Mles risked a flash-peek into the Iift tube. The clinber had exited at another floor. The
hunters were being

thorough in their search. By the time they worked their way up here they’'d be quite certain of
their quarry.

Mles was still wearing the rappelling harness. Very quietly, careful not to clank, he reached out
and fastened the

grappler to the safety bar, and tested it. "So you want to go down, do you? | can arrange that.
But you' d better be right about

Ivan. Because if he dies I'll dissect you personally. Heart and |liver, steaks and chops."

M| es stooped, checked his connections, set the spool’s rate of spin and stop-point, and
posi tioned hinself under the bar,

ready for launch. "Cinb on."

"Don't | get straps?”

M1 es glanced over his shoul der and grinned. "You bounce better than | do."

Looki ng extrenely dubious, Mark staffed his stunner back in his belt, sidled up to Mles, and
gingerly wapped his arns

and |l egs around M1l es’s body.

"You' d better hang on tighter than that. The decel eration at the bottomis going to be severe. And
don’ t scream goi ng

down. It would draw attention.'

Mark’s grip tightened convul sively. MIles checked once nore for unwanted conpany—the tube was
still enpty—and

thrust over the side.

Thei r doubl ed wei ght gat hered momentumterrifyingly. They fell uninpeded in near-silence for four
stories—Mles’'s

stomach was floating near his back teeth, and the sides of the Iift tube were a snear of
col or—then the rappelling spool began

to whine, resisting its blurring spin. The straps bit, and Mark’s grip hand-to-hand across Mles’s
col | arbone began to pul

apart. Mles's right hand flashed up to clanp around Mark’s wist. They braked to a dermure stop a
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centimeter or two above

the Iift tube's bottomfloor, back in the belly of the synthacrete nountain. Mles's ears popped.

The noi se of their descent had seened thunderous to M| es’'s exacerbated senses, but no startled
heads appeared in the

openi ngs above, no weapons crackled. MIles and Mark both ni pped back out of the line of sight of
the tube, into the little foyer

off the tidal barrier’s internal access corridor. Mles pressed the control to release his
grappler and let the spool rew nd; the

falling thread nmade no noi se, but the grappler unit clinked hitting bottom and Mles flinched.
"Back that way," said Mark,

pointing right. They jogged down the corridor side by side. A deep, growling vibration began to
drown |ighter sounds. The

punpi ng station that had been blinking and humm ng when MIles had first passed that way was now at
work, lifting Thanes

water to high-tide sea | evel through hidden pipes. The next station down, previously dark and
silent, was now lit, preparing to

go into action.

Mar k st opped. "Here."

"Wher e?"

Mar k poi nted, "Each punping chanber has an access hatch, for cleaning and repairs. W put himin
there. "

M| es swore.

The punpi ng chanber was about the size of a large closet. Sealed, it would be dark, cold, sliny,
stinking, and utterly

silent. Until the rush of rising water, thrummng with i mmense force, gushed in to turn it into a
death chanber. Rushed in to

fill the ears, the nose, the dark-staring eyes; rushed in to fill the chamber up, up, not even one
little pocket of air for a frantic

mout h; rushed through to batter and twi st the body ceaselessly, roiling against the thick
unyielding walls until the face was

pul ped beyond recognition, until, with the tide, the dank waters at |ast receded, |eavi ng—nothing
of value. Aclog in the line.

"You . . ." breathed Mles, glaring at Mark, "lent yourself to this . . . ?"
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Mark wi ped his pal ns together nervously, stepping back. "You re here—+ brought you here," he began
plaintively. "I

said | woul d.

"I'sn't this a rather severe punishment for a man who never did you nore harmthan to snore and
keep you awake?

Agh!™ Mles turned, his back rigid with disgust, and began punching at the hatch | ock controls.
The | ast step was nanual

turning the bar that undogged the hatch. As M| es pushed the heavy bevel ed door inward, an alarm
began to beep.

"l van?"

"Ah!" The cry fromwi thin was nearly voi cel ess.

M1l es thrust his shoulders through, flashed his handlight. The hatch was near the top of the
chanber; he found hinself

| ooki ng down at the white snudge of lIvan’s face half a neter bel ow, |ooking up

"You!" lvan cried in a voice of |oathing, staggering back and slipping in the sline.

"No, not him" MIles corrected. "Me."

"Ah?" lvan's face was |ined, exhausted, al nost beyond coherent thought; MI|es had seen the sane
| ook on nen who had

been in conbat too | ong.

Ml es tossed down his handy-dandy rappelling harness—he shuddered, recalling that he d al nost
deci ded not to include it

when he' d been kitting up back in the Triunph—and braced the spool. "Ready to cone up?"

Ivan's lips noved in a munble, but he wapped the harness sufficiently around his arns. Mles hit
t he spool control, and

Ivan lifted. Mles helped himslither through the hatch. lIvan stood, boots planted apart, hands on
knees supporting hinself,

breathing heavily. His green dress uni formwas danp, crunpled and beslined. H s hands | ooked |ike
dog neat. He nust have
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pounded and scratched, scrabbled and screaned in the dark, muffled and unheard

M1l es swung the hatch back. It clicked firmy. He twirled the manual |ocking bar. The alarm
st opped beeping. Safety

circuits reconnected, the punp i mediately began to thrum No greater noise penetrated fromthe
punpi ng chanber than a

monstrous sublimnal hiss. Ivan sat down heavily, and pressed his face to his knees.

Mles knelt beside himin worry. lIvan turned his head and managed a sickly grin. "I think," he
gul ped, "I'mgoing to take

up cl austrophobia for a hobby now.

Ml es grinned back, and clapped himon the shoulder. He rose and turned. Mark was nowhere in
si ght.

Mles spat, and lifted his wist commto his lips. "Qinn? Qinn!'" He stepped out into the
corridor, |ooked up and down it,

listened intently. The faintest echo of running footsteps was fading in the distance, in the
direction opposite the

Barrayaran-infested watchtower. "Little shit,” Mles nmuttered. "To hell with him" He re-keyed his
comm for the air patrol

"Sergeant NinP Naismth here.”

"Yo, sir.

"1"ve lost contact with Commander Quinn. See if you can raise her. If you can’t, start |ooking for
her. | last saw her on

foot inside the tidal barrier, hal fway between Towers Six and Seven, headi ng south.”

"Yes, sir."
Ml es turned back and hel ped pull Ivan to his feet. "Can you wal k?" he asked anxi ously.
"Yeah . . . sure," said Ivan. He blinked. "I'mjust alittle . . ." They started down the

corridor. lvan stunbled a bit, |eaning

on Mles, then steadied. "I never knew ny body could punp that much adrenalin. O for so |ong.
Hours and hours . . . how | ong
was | in there?"
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"About," Mles glanced at his chrono, "less than two hours."
"Huh. Seened |onger." |van appeared to be regaining his equilibriumsonmewhat. "Were are we goi ng?
Why are you

wearing your Naismith-suit? Is Mlady all right? They didn't get her, did they?"

"No, Galen just snatched you. This is an independent Dendarii operation at present. |’ m not
supposed to be downsi de just

now. Destang ordered ne to stay aboard the Triumph while his goons were trying to di spose of ny
doubl e. To prevent

confusion."

"Yeah, well, nmakes sense. That way, any little guy they see they know they can fire at." I|van
bl i nked again. "Mles . . ."

"Right," said Mles. "That’s why we’'re going this way instead of that way."

"Should | wal k faster?"

"That would be nice, if you can."

They picked up the pace.

"Way did you cone downsi de?" asked lvan after a minute or two. "Don’t tell nme you're still trying
to save that gracel ess

little copy’s worthless hide."

"Gal en sent ne an invitation engraved on your hide. | don't have too many relatives, lvan. They're
of surprising value to

me. If only for their rarity.

They exchanged a gl ance; lvan cleared his throat. "Wll. So. But you re on shaky ground, trying to
under cut Dest ang.

Say—+f his hit squad is that close—where’'s Galen?" Al arm suffused his face.

"Galen's dead," MIles reported shortly. They were in fact just passing the dark cross corridor to
the outer |edge where

that body | ay.
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"Ah? dad to hear it. Who did the honors? | want to kiss his hand. O hers."

"I think you'll have the chance in just a nmonent.'
person with short |egs, was

The quick tap of running footsteps, as of a

just audi ble from ahead around the curve of the corridor. Mles drew his stunner. "And this tinme,
I don’t have to keep him

argui ng. Maybe Qui nn’s spooked hi m back this way,"
worried about Quinn

he added hopefully. He was getting extrenely

Mar k rounded the curve and skidded to a halt before themw th a hopeless cry. He turned, stepped,
st opped, turned

again like an animal in a trap. The right side of his face was streaked red, his ear was edged
with oozing yellowwhite blisters,

and the stench of burnt hair crept faintly through the air.

"Now what ?" asked M | es.

Mark’' s voice was high and stretched. "There’'s sone painted lunatic back there after me with a
pl asma gun! They’ ve

t aken over the next watchtower—

"Did you see Quinn anywhere?"

"Mles," said lvan in puzzlenment, "our guys wouldn't carry plasma arcs on an anti personnel mi ssion
like this, would they?

Not in the mddle of a critical facility like this—they’'d not want to risk damagi ng the
machi nery—

"Painted?" said Mles urgently. "Like how? Not—ot face paint |ike a Chinese opera mask, by
chance?"

"I don’t know—what a Chinese opera mask | ooks |like," panted Mark, "But they—well, one—had colors
solid fromear to

ear.
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"The ghem commander, no doubt,"” Mles breathed. "On formal hunt. They’ ve upped the bid, it seens.”

"Cet agandans?" said |van sharply.

"Their reinforcements nust have finally arrived. They nust have picked up nmy trail at the
shuttl eport. Oh, God—and

Quinn went that way . . . !" Mles too turned in a circle, and swall owed panic back to the pit of
his stomach where it bel onged. It

must not be permitted to rise to the level of his brain. "But you can relax, Mark. They don't want
to kill you."

"The hell they don’t! He shouted, ‘There he is, nen!’ and tried to blow ny head off!"

Mles's |lips peeled back on a dirty grin. "No, no,
m st aken identity. Those

he carolled soothingly. "Merely a case of

people want to kill me-Admiral Naismth. It’s just the ones on the other end of the tunnel who
want to kill you. O course," he

added jovially, "neither of themcan tell us apart."

Ivan made a derisive sputter.

"Back this way," said Mles decisively, and led on at a run. He swing into the transverse corridor
and skidded to a halt

before the outside access hatch. Ivan and Mark gal | oped up behi nd.

Mles stood on tiptoe, and gritted his teeth. According to the control readout, the tide had now
ri sen higher than the top of

the hatch. This exit was seal ed by the sea.

Chapter Fifteen

Ml es slapped his wist conm channel open. "Nim " he call ed.

"Sirl"
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"There’s a Cetagandan covert ops squad in Tower Seven. Strength unknown, but they have pl asma
arcs."

"Yes, sir," came Ninms breathless voice. "W just found them"

"Where are you and what can you see?"

"I have a pair of soldiers outside each of the three tower entrances, with a backup in the bushes
in the parking area.

The—€et agandans, you say, sir?—fust punped sone plasma blasts out the main corridor as we tried to
enter."

" Anybody hi t ?"

"Not yet. We're flat."

"Any sign of Conmmander Quinn yet?"

"No, sir."

"Can you get a fix on her wist com®"

"It’s somewhere in the |lower levels of this tower. She doesn’'t respond and it’s not noving."

St unned? Dead? Was her wist even still in her wist conmm? No telling.

"All right,” Mles took a breath, "put in an anonynous call to the local police. Tell themthere's
arnmed nmen in Tower

Seven—maybe saboteurs trying to blow up the Barrier. Mike it convincing—+try to sound scared.”

"No problem sir," said Nimearnestly.

M | es wondered how nearly the plasna beam had parted Nims hair. "Until the constables arrive,
keep t he Cet agandans

sealed in the tower. Stun anyone who tries to exit. The locals can sort themout later. Put a
coupl e of point men down in Tower

Ei ght to seal that end, have themwork north and drive the Cetagandans back if they try to exit
south. But | think they' Il head
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north." He put his hand over the conmm and added to Mark, "Chasing you." He lifted his pal mand
continued to Nm "As the

police arrive, pull back. Avoid contact with "em But if you do get cornered, go neekly. W' re the
good guys. It’s those nasty

strangers inside the tower with the illegal plasma arcs they should be after. W re just tourists
who spotted sonething peculiar

while out for an evening stroll. You copy?"

There was a strained grin in Ninis voice. "Copy, sir.

"Keep an observer in sight of Tower Six. Report when the police arrive. Naismth out."

"Copy, sir. Nmout."

Mark enmitted a nuffled nmoan, and surged forward to grab Mles by his jacket. "You idiot, what are
you doi ng? Call the

Dendarii back—erder themto clear the Cetagandans out of Tower Seven! O | will—=

He nade to grab at Mles’s wist; Mles held himoff and put his left hand behind his back

"Ah-ah! Cal myourself. There’'s nothing I'd Iike nore than a gane of stunner tag with the
Cet agandans, since we

out nunber them-but they have plasma arcs. Plasma arcs have nore than three tines the range of a
stunner. | don't ask ny

people to face that kind of tactical disadvantage w thout dire need."

"If those bastards catch you they' |l kill you. How nuch nore dire does it have to be?"

"But Mles," said Ivan, |ooking up and down the corridor doubtfully, "didn't you just trap us in
the center of a pincer

nmovenent ?"

"No," Mles grinned, exhilarated, "I did not. Not while we own a cloak of invisibility. Conme on!"
He trotted back to the T

intersection and turned right, back toward the Barrayaran-held Tower Six.

"No!" Mark bal ked. "The Barrayarans mght kill you by accident, but they' |l kill nme on purpose!"
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"The ones back there,” MIles jerked his head over his shoulder, "would kill us both just to make
sure. The Dagool a

operation left the Cetagandans nore peeved with Admiral Naismith than | think you have grasped.
Cone on."

Rel uctantly, Mark followed, Ivan bringing up the rear

Mles’'s heart pounded. He wi shed he felt half as confident as his grin to Ivan had suggested. But
Mar k must not be

permitted to sense his doubt. A couple of hundred meters of blank synthacrete jerked past as he
ran on tiptoe, trying to nake

as little noise as possible. If the Barrayarans had al ready worked their way this far down the
tunnel —

They came to the last punping station, and still no sign of the lethal trouble ahead. O behind.
Thi s punping station was

qui escent again. It would be another twelve hours to the next high tide. If no unexpected surges
cane downstream it should

stay shut down till then. Still, Mles was disinclined to leave it to chance, and fromthe way
Ivan was shifting fromfoot to foot,

watching himwith growing alarm he' d better be able to offer a guarantee.

He began | ooki ng over the control panels, raising one for a ook within. Fortunately, it was nuch
simpl er than, say, the

control nexus for a Junpship propul sion chanber. A cut here, then there, should disable this punp
wi t hout |ighting up boards

in the watchtower. He hoped. Not that anyone in the tower was likely to be paying nuch attention
to their boards just this

nmoment. M 1les glanced up at Mark. "I need ny knife, please.”

Unwi | Iingly, Mark handed the antique dagger over, and, at a look fromMles, its sheath as well.
Ml es used the point to

pop the hair-fine wires. H s guess as to which ones were which seened correct; he tried to | ook
like he’d known it all along. He

did not hand the kni fe back when he was done.

He went to the punping chanber hatch and opened it. No beeping this tinme. His gravitic grappler
made an instant handle

on the smooth inner surface. Last problemwas that dam manual | ocking bar. If sone innocent—er
not - so- i nnocent —eane
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along and gave it a twirl—ah, no. The sane nobdel of tensor field lever, ally to the gravitic
grappl er, that Quinn had used to

open the hatch to the | edge worked here. Mles blew a breath of relief through pursed lips. He
returned to the control pane

facing the corridor and slapped on his fisheye scan at the end of a row of dials. It blended in
ni cel y.

He gestured toward the open hatch to the punping chanber, as inviting as a coffin. "Al right.
Everybody in."

Ivan went white. "Ch, God, | was afraid that was what you had in mnd." Mark did not | ook rmuch
nmore thrilled than

| van.

Mles | owered his voice, softly persuasive. "Look, lvan, | can't force you. You can head on up the
corridor and take the

chance that your uniformw |l keep you fromgetting your brains fried by sonmebody’s nervous
reflex. If you survive contact

with Destang’s hit squad, you'll get arrested by the locals, which probably won't be fatal. But
I"d rather you stuck with nme." He

| owered his voice still further. "And didn’t | eave ne alone with him"

"Ch." lvan blinked.

As M1l es expected, this appeal for help had nore inpact than |ogic, denmands, or cajolery. He
added, "Look, it's just like

being in a tactics room"

"I't’s just like being in a trap!"

"Have you ever been in a tactics roomwhen the power’s knocked out? They are traps. Al that sense
of command and

control is anillusion. 1'd rather be in the field." He smrked, and jerked his head toward his
doubl e. "Besides, don't you think

Mar k ought to get the chance to share your recent experience?"

"When you put it that way," growled Ivan, "it has a certain appeal."

Mles | owered hinself into the punping chanber first. He thought he could just hear distant
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footsteps scuffing in the

corridor. Mark | ooked like he wanted to bolt, but with Ivan breathing down his neck he had little
choice. Finally Ivan, with a

gul p, dropped beside them MIles keyed on his hand light; Ivan, the only one tall enough, shoved
the heavy hatch shut. It was

profoundly silent for a noment, but for their breathing, as they squatted knee to knee. Ilvan's
swol | en, enpurpl ed hands

cl enched and uncl enched, sticky with sweat and bl ood. "At |east y know they can’t hear us."

"Cozy," grunted Mles. "Pray our pursuers are as stupid as | was. | ran past this place twice." He
opened t he scanner case

and set the receiver to project the north-and-south view of the still-enpty corridor. There was a
very faint draft in the

chanmber, Mles noted. Anything nmore would foretell a rush of water through the Iines, and it would
be tinme to bail out,

Cet agandans or no Cetagandans.

"Now what ?" said Mark thinly. He | ooked |ike he felt trapped i ndeed, sandw ched between the two
Bar r ayar ans.

Ml es settled back against the sliny wet wall with a false air of ease. "Now we wait. Just like a
tactics room You spend a

lot of time waiting in a tactics room |f you have a good imagination, it’s—pure hell." He keyed
his wist conm "N nP"

"Yo, sir. | was just about to call you
crawmling. "A police

Ni m s uneven voi ce sounded |ike he was runni ng, or maybe

aircar just |anded at Tower Seven. We're w thdrawi ng through the park strip behind the Barrier
The observer reports the

|l ocals just entered Tower Six, too.

"Have you got anything off Quinn's wist conm®"

"It still hasn’t noved, sir.

"Has anyone nade contact with Captain Galeni yet?"

"No, sir. Wasn’t he with you?"
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"He left about the tine | lost Quinn. Last seen on the outside of the Tidal Barrier at about the
mdpoint. I'd sent himto

| ook for another way in. Ah . . . report at once if anyone spots him"

"Yo, sir."

Dam, another worry. Had Galeni run into trouble, Cetagandan, Barrayaran, or |ocal? Had he been
betrayed by his own

state of nmind? MIles now wi shed he’d kept Galeni by himas heartily as he wi shed he’d kept Quinn
But they hadn’t yet found

Ivan then; Mles hardly could have done otherwise. He felt like a nan trying to assenble a jigsaw
puzzl e of live pieces, that

nmoved and changed shape at randomintervals with tiny malicious giggles. He uncl enched his teeth.
Mark was regardi ng him

nervously; Ilvan was hunkered down not paying rmuch attention to anything, by the way he was biting
his lips locked in an

internal struggle with his newwon cl austrophobi a.

There was a novenent in the somewhat distorted 180-degree scanner view of the corridor, a nman
| oping silently around

the curvature fromthe south end. Cetagandan point man, M| es guessed, though he wore civilian
clothes. He had a stunner

not a plasma arc in his hand—apparently the Cetagandans were now aware that the | ocals were on the
scene in too great force

to silence by a convenient nmurder, and were now thinking of de-escalating, or at |east
decapitalizing, the Situation. The

Cet agandan scouted up the corridor a few nore neters, then vani shed back the way he' d cone.

A mnute later, novenent fromthe north: a pair of men tiptoeing along as quietly as a coupl e of
gorillas of that size could

nove. One of them was the nunbskull who’d nanaged to appear on a covert op still wearing his
regul ati on Service boots. He

too had exchanged his original weapon for a nore denmure stunner, though his conpanion stil
carried a lethal nerve disruptor.

It looked like it really could be shaping up for a round of stunner tag. Ah, the stunner, weapon
of choice for all uncertain

situations, the one weapon with which you really could shoot first and ask questions |ater

"Hol ster your nerve disrupter, that's right, good boy!"™ MIles nurnured, as the second man too
swi t ched weapons.

"Heads up, Ivan; this could be the best show well see all year."
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Ivan gl anced up, his absorbed uncertain smle transnmuting into something genuinely sardonic, nore
like the old Ivan

"Ch, shit, Mles. Destang will have your nuts for engineering this."

"At present, Destang doesn’t even know |’ minvolved. H sh. Here we go."

The Cetagandan point man had returned. He nade a conme-on notion, and was | eapfrogged by a second
Cet agandan. On

the other end of the corridor, beyond their view due to the curve, the remaining three Barrayarans
came joggi ng. That

accounted for all the Barrayarans that had been in the tower; any outer-perineter backup was now
cut off fromthem by the

cordon of |ocal police. The Barrayarans had apparently given up on their nysteriously vani shed
quarry and were in pull-out

node, hoping to exit via Tower Seven as quickly as possible without having to explain thensel ves
to a bunch of unsynpathetic

Eart hmen. The Cet agandans, who had actually w tnessed the supposed Admiral Naismth run this way,
were still in hunting

array, though their rear guard was presunably closing up with the pressure fromthe |ocals com ng
on strong behi nd.

No sign of the rear guard yet; no sign of Quinn being dragged along as a prisoner. Mles didn't
know whet her to hope for

that or not. It would be very nice to know she was still alive, but fiendishly difficult to
extract her fromthe Cetagandans’

clutches before the constables closed in. Least-cost scenario called for letting her be
stunned/arrested with the nob of them

and reclainmng her fromthe police at their |eisure—but suppose sone Cetagandan goon decided in
the heat of the final crunch

that dead wonmen couldn’t talk? Mles jittered like a boiling kettle at the thought.

Per haps he shoul d have jacked up Ivan and Mark and attacked. The breakabl e | eading the disabl ed
and the unreliable in

an assault on the unknown . . . no. But would he have done nore, done |less, for any other officer
in his command? Was he so

worried about his conmand | ogi c bei ng anbushed by his enotions that he was now erring in the
opposite direction? That

woul d be a betrayal of both Quinn and the Dendarii.
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The | ead Cetagandan darted into the line of sight of the | ead Barrayaran. They both fired
instantly, and dropped each

other in a heap.

"Stunner reflexes," nmuttered Mles. "S wonderful."

"My God," said Ivan, entranced to the point of wholly forgetting his hernmetic enclosure, "it's
just like the proton

anni hilating the anti-proton. Poof!"

The renmai ning Barrayarans, strung out along the corridor, flattened to the wall. The Cetagandan
dropped to the fl oor and

craw ed to his downed conrade. A Barrayaran popped out into the corridor and blitzed him the
Cet agandan’s return shot

goi ng wide. Two of the four Barrayarans hurried to the unconscious bodies of their nystery
opponents. One prepared to offer

covering fire, the other began checking them out, weapons, pockets, clothing. He naturally turned
up no I Ds. The baffled

Barrayaran was just pulling off a shoe to dissect—Mles felt he woul d continue on to the body
itself nmonmentaril y—when a

distorted anplified voice began booning down the corridor fromtheir rear. Mles could not quite
make out the echo-splintered

words, but the sense of it was clearly, "Here! Halt! Wat’'s all this, then?" One of the
Barrayarans hel ped another |oad up the

stunned one for a shoulder-carry; it had to have been the biggest man who’'d been hit, Boots
hi msel f. They were cl ose enough

to the fisheye that MIles could nake out the carrier’s | egs shake slightly as he strai ghtened and
began staggering south under

his burden, two nen taking the point before and the renmaining one the rear guard behind.

The doomed little arny had gone perhaps four steps when another pair of Cetagandans appeared
around the south

curve. One was firing his stunner back over his shoulder as he ran. H s attention was so divided,
he did not see his partner go

down to the Barrayaran point nen's stunner fire until he tripped over the sprawli ng body and fell
headl ong. He kept his clutch

on his own stunner, turned his fall into a controlled roll, and snapped off return fire. One of
the Barrayaran point nmen went

down.

The Barrayaran rear guard | eapfrogged forward around the burdened m ddl e man and hel ped his
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partner zap the rolling

Cet agandan, then ran forward with him hugging the wall. Unfortunately, they overshot the arc of
conceal nent at the sane

monment as a bl ast of massed, unai ned stunner fire from beyond the curvature was clearing the
corridor for sone forward

push from the unknowns—police conbat team M| es deduced both fromthe tactic and the fact that
the Cetagandan had been

firing in that direction. Men nmet energy wave with predictable results.

The renai ni ng Barrayaran stood in the corridor bendi ng under the wei ght of his unconscious conrade
and cursing

steadily, his eyes squeezed shut as if to shut out the sheer overwhel nmi ng enbarrassnent of it all
When the police appeared

behi nd himhe clunped in a circle to face them and rai sed his hands in surrender as best he coul d,
flipping his enpty pal ns out

and letting his stunner clatter to the floor.

Ivan's voice was suffused. "I can just see the vid call to Conmpbdore Destang now. ‘Uh, sir? W ran
intothis little

problem WII you come get ne . . . ?°"

"He may prefer to desert,'
of repeating the

conmented Ml es. The two converging police squads cane within a breath

mut ual anni hilation of their fleeing suspects, but nmanaged to get their true identities
communi cated just in tine. Mles was

al nost di sappointed. Still, nothing could go on forever; at sone point the corridor would have
becone i npassable due to the

pil es of bodies, and the havoc trail off according to the typical senescence curve of a biologica
system choked on its own waste.

It was probably too much to ask that the police clear thenselves, as well as the nine assassins,
out of the path to escape. Mles

was clearly in for another wait. Blast it.

Creaking, Mles stood, stretched, and | eaned against the wall with folded arns. It had better not
be too long a wait. As

soon as the police conbat squad called the all-clear, the bonrb squad and Tidal Authority techs
woul d appear and start going

over every centineter of the place. The discovery of Mles's little conpany was inevitable. But
not lethal, as long as—Mles

gl anced down at Mark, hunkering at his feet—Ao one panicked.
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Mles followed Mark’s gaze to the scanner display, where the police were checking over the stunned
bodi es and

scratching their heads. The captured Barrayaran was being properly surly and uninformative. As a
covert ops agent he was

conditioned to withstand torture and fast-penta too; there was little the London constabl es were
likely to get out of himwth

the met hods at their disposal, and he obviously knewit.

Mar k shook his head, watching the chaos in the corridor. "Wose side are you on, anyway?"

"Haven't you been paying attention?' asked Mles. "This is all for you."

Mark | ooked up at himsharply, scowing. "Wy?"

Why, indeed. MIles eyed the object of his fascination. He could see how a clone could get to be an
obsessi on, and vice

versa. He jerked up his chin in the habitual tic; apparently unconsciously, Mark did the sane.
Ml es had heard weird tal es of

strange rel ati onshi ps between people and their clones. But then, anyone who deliberately went out
and had a clone nade mnust

be kinky to start with. Far nore interesting to have a child, preferably with a wonan who was
smarter, faster, and

better-1ooking than oneself; then there was at | east a chance for a bit of evolution in the clan
Ml es scratched his wist. Mark,

after a nmonent, scratched his arm Mles refrained fromdeliberately yawing. Better not start
anyt hi ng he couldn’t stop.

So. He knew what Mark was. Maybe it was nore inportant to realize what he was not. Mark was not a
duplicate of Mles

hi nsel f, despite Galen's best efforts. Was not even the brother of an only-child s dreans; |van,
with whom M | es shared cl an,

friends, Barrayar, private nmenories of the ever-receding past, was a hundred tinmes nore his
brother than Mark coul d ever

be. It was just possible he had under-appreciated lvan’s nerits. Botched begi nnings coul d never be
repl ayed, though they

could be-Mles glanced down at his legs, seeing in his nmind s eye the artificial bones
Wi t hi n—+epaired. Somretines.

"Yeah, why?" lvan put in at Mles’s | engthening silence.
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"What ," piped Mles, "don't you |like your new cousin? Were's your famly feeling?"

"One of you is nore than enough, thanks. Your Evil Twin here," Ivan nade a horned-finger gesture,
"is nmore than | can

take. Besides, you both keep |l ocking me in closets."

"Ah, but at least | called for volunteers."

"Yeah, | know that one. ‘Il want three volunteers, you, you, and you.’ You used to bully me and
your bodyguard’s

daughter around that way even before you were in the mlitary, back when we were little kids.
renenber . "

"Born to command.” MIles grinned briefly. Mark’s brows | owered, as he apparently tried to imagi ne
M1 es as playground

bully to the very large and healthy Ivan. "It’s a nmental trick," Mles informed him

He studied Mark, who squatted unconfortably, drawing his head down into his shoulders like a
turtl e against his gaze.

Was this evil? Confusion, to be sure. Distortion of spirit as well as body—though Gal en coul d have
been only a little nore awf ul

as a child' s mentor than Ml es's own grandfather. But to be properly sociopathic one nust be self-
centered to an extrene

degree, which did not seemto describe Mark; he had hardly been permtted to have a self at all
Maybe he was not

sel f-centered enough. "Are you Evil?" Mles asked lightly.

"I"'ma nurderer, aren't |1?" sneered Mark. "Wat nore d’you want?"

"Was that nmurder? | thought | sensed sone el enent of confusion.”

"He grabbed the nerve disrupter. | didn't want to give it up. It went off.'
in nenory, white and

Mark' s face was pal e

deeply shadowed in the sharp sideways illumnation cast by Mles's handlight stuck to the wall. "I
meant it to go off."

Ivan’s brows rose, but Mles ruthlessly did not pause to fill himin. "Unpreneditated, perhaps,"”
suggested M| es.

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (282 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

Mar k shrugged.

"I'f you were free . began Mles slowy.

Mark’s lips rippled. "Free? Me? What chance? The police will have found the body by now "

"No. The tide was up over the rail. The sea has taken it. Mght be three, four days before it
surfaces again. If it surfaces

again." And a repellent object it would be by then. Wuld Captain Galeni wish to reclaimit, have
it properly buried? Were

was Gal eni ? "Suppose you were free. Free of Barrayar and Komarr, free of me too. Free of Galen and
the police. Free of

obsessi on. What woul d you choose? Wo are you? Or are you only reaction, never action?"

Mark tw tched visibly. "Suck slime.”

One corner of Mles's nouth curved up. He scuffed his boot through the gook on the floor, stopped
hi nsel f before he

began doodling with his toe. "I don’t suppose you'll ever know as |long as |’ m standi ng over you."

Mark spat the dregs of his hatred. "You're the free one!"

"Me?" MIles was al nbst genuinely startled. "I'Il never be as free as you are right now. You were
yoked to Galen by fear.

His control only equalled his reach, and both were broken together. |I’'m yoked by—ether things.
Waki ng or sl eeping, near or

for, makes no difference. Yet . . . Barrayar can be an interesting place, seen through other eyes
than Galen’s. The man’s own

son saw the possibilities."

Mark smrked sourly, staring at the wall. "You naking another play for ny body?"

"For what? It’s not |like you have the hei ght ny—eur—genes intended or something. And nmy bones are
all on their way

to becom ng plastic anyway. No advantage there."

"I"d be in reserve, then. A spare in case of accidents."
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Mles threw up his hands. "You don’t even believe that any nore. But ny original offer stil
stands. Cone with ne back to

the Dendarii, and 1’1l hide you. Snuggle you hone. Were you can take your tinme and figure out how
to be real Mark, and not

imtation anybody."

"I don’t want to meet those people,"” Mark stated flatly.

By which he neant, his nother and father; MIles caught that without difficulty, though |Ivan was
clearly losing the thread.

"I don’t think they woul d behave inappropriately. After all, they're already in you, on a
fundanental |evel. You, ah, can't run

away fromyourself." He paused, tried again. "If you could do anything, what would it be?"

Mark’ s scowl deepened. "Bust up the clone business on Jackson's Wole."

"Hm" Mles considered. "It’s pretty entrenched. Still, what d you expect of the descendants of a
colony that started as a

hi j acker base? Naturally they developed into an aristocracy. |I’'Il have to tell you a couple of
stories about your ancestors

sonetinme that aren’t in the official histories . . ." So, Mark had picked up that nmuch good from
his association with Galen, a

thirst for justice that went beyond his own skin even if including it. "As life-goals go, it would
certainly keep you occupi ed. How

woul d you go about it?"

"I don’t know." Mark appeared taken aback by this sudden practical turn. "Blow up the |abs. Rescue
the | ads."

"Good tactics, bad strategy. They' d just rebuild. You need nore than one |l evel of attack. If you
figured out sone way to

make t he business unprofitable, it would die on its own."

"How?" Mark asked in turn.

"Let’'s see . . . There's the custoner base. Unethical rich people. One could hardly expect to
persuade themto choose

death over life, | suppose. A nedical breakthrough offering sone other form of personal life
extension night divert them"
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"Killing themwould divert them too," grow ed Mark.

"True, but inpractical in the mass. People of that class tend to have bodyguards. Sooner or |ater
one woul d get you, and

it would be all over. Look, there nmust be forty points of attack. Don't get stuck on the first one
to come to mind. For exanple,

suppose you returned with ne to Barrayar. As Lord Mark Vorkosigan, you could expect in tinme to
amass a personal and

fi nanci al power base. Conpl ete your education—+really fit yourself out to attack the problem
strategically, not just, ah, fling

yoursel f off the first wall you cone to and go splat."”

"I will never," said Mark through his teeth, "go to Barrayar."

Yeah, and it seens |ike all the upper-percentile wonen in the galaxy are in conpl ete agreenent
with you . . . you may

be smarter than you know. Ml es sighed under his breath. Quinn, Quinn, Qinn, where are you? In
the corridor, the police

were now | oadi ng the | ast unconsci ous assassins onto a float pallet. The break would cone soon, or
not at all.

Ivan was staring at him Mles realized. "You re conpletely loony," lIvan stated with conviction

"What, don’t you think it’s time sonmebody took those Jackson’s Wol e bastards on?"

"Sure, but . . ."

"l can’t be everywhere. But | could support the project,
done trying to be ne, that

Ml es glanced at Mark, "if you're al

is. Are you?"

Mar k watched the | ast of die assassins get wafted away. "You can have it. It’'s a wonder you're not
trying to switch

identities with ne." H's head swivelled toward MIles in suddenly renewed suspi cion

M1 es | aughed, painfully. Wiat a tenptation. Ditch his uniform walk into a tubeway, and di sappear
with a credit chit for

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (285 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

half a million marks in his pocket. To be a free nan . . . Hy s eye fell on lvan’s griny Inperia
dress greens, synbol of their

service. You are what you do—ehoose again. . . . No. Barrayar’s ugliest child would choose to be
her chanpion still. Not craw

into a hole and be no one at all

Speaki ng of holes, it was high time to craw out of this one. The last of the police conbat team
was marchi ng away past

the curve of the corridor after the float pallet. Tidal techs would be all over the place shortly.
Better nove fast.

"Time to go," Mles said, shutting down the scanner and retrieving his handlight.

Ivan grunted relief, and reached up to pull the hatch open. He boosted Mles through. Mles in
turn tossed hima line from

his rappelling spool as before. Panic flooded Mark’s face for a nonent, |ooking up at Mles framed
in the exit, as he realized

why he might be last; his expression becane closed again as Mles |lowered the Iine. MIles plucked
hi s scanner fisheye and

returned it to its case, and keyed his wist coom "Nim status report," he whi spered.

"W’ ve got both cars back in the air, sir, about a kilometer inland. The police have cordoned off
your area. The place is

crawming with

em

"Al'l right. Anything from Qui nn?"

"No change."

"G ve me her exact coordinates inside the tower."

Nimdid so.

"Very good. I'minside the Barrier near Tower Six with Lieutenant Vorpatril of the Barrayaran
Enbassy and ny cl one.

W' re going to attenpt to exit via Tower Seven and pick up Quinn on the way. O at least," Mles
swal | owed past a stupidly

tightened throat, "find out what happened to her. Hold your present station. Naismth out."”
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They pulled off their boots and padded south down the corridor, hugging the wall. MIles could hear
voi ces, but they were

behind them The T intersection was now lit. Mles held up his hand as they approached, oozed to
the corner, and peeked

around. A man in Tidal Authority coveralls and a uniformed constable were exam ning the hatch
Their backs were turned.

Ml es waved Mark and Ivan forward. They all flitted silently past the tunnel nouth.

There was a police guard stationed in the |ift tube foyer at the base of Tower Seven. Ml es, boots
in one hand and stunner

in the other, bared his teeth in frustration. So nuch for his optinistic hope of exiting wthout
| eaving a trace.

No help for it. Maybe they could nake up in speed what they were going to lack in finesse.
Besi des, the man now st ood

between Ml es and Quinn, and thus deserved his fate. Mles ained his stunner and fired. The
const abl e col | apsed.

They floated up the tube. This level, Mles pointed silently. The corridor was brightly lit, but
there were no subtle

peopl e-sounds that Ml es could hear. He paced off the nmeters that NNmhad read out to him and
st opped before a cl osed door

marked utility. Hs stomach was turning over. Suppose the Cetagandans had arranged a sl ow death
for her, suppose the

nmnutes MIles had spent so cool and sensible hiding out had nade all the difference.

The door was | ocked. The control had been buggered. Mles ripped it apart, shorted it out, and
heaved t he door open

manual |y, nearly snapping his splayed fingers.

She lay in a tunbled heap, too pale and still. Mles fell to his knees beside her. Throat pulse,
t hroat pul se—there was one.

Her skin was warm her chest rose and fell. Stunned, only stunned. Only stunned. He | ooked up at a
bl urred Ivan hovering

anxi ously, swallowed, and steadied his ragged breathing. It had, after all, been the nost |ogical
possibility.

previous | Table of Contents
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Chapter Sixteen

They paused at the side entrance of Tower Seven to pull their boots back on. The park strip lay
bet ween t hem and the

city, spangled with white sparks and green patches along the illum nated wal ks, dark and
mysteri ous between. Ml es

estimated the run to the nearest bushes, and triangul ated the police vehicles scattered about the
par ki ng areas.

"l don’t suppose you have your hip flask with you?" M| es whispered to |van

"If I had I1'd have enptied it hours ago. Wy?"

"I was just wondering how to explain three guys draggi ng an unconsci ous worman through the park at
this hour of the

night. If we sprinkled Quinn with a little brandy, we could at |east pretend to be taking her hone
froma party or sonething.

St unner hangover’s enough like the real thing, it’'d be convincing even if she started to wake up
groggy.”

"l trust she has a sense of hurmor. Well, what’'s a little character assassination anmong friends?"

"Better than the real thing."

"Urgh. Anyway, | don’t have ny flask. Are we ready?"

"I guess. No, hold it— Another aircar was dropping down. Civilian, but the police guard at the
mai n tower entrance went

to neet it. An older man got out, and they hurried back to the tower together. "Now. "

Ivan took Quinn' s shoulders and Mark took her feet. MIles stepped carefully over the stunned body
of the policeman who

had been guarding this exit, and they all double-tined it across the pavenent toward cover

"God, Mles," panted Ivan as they paused in the greenery to scan the next leg, "why don't you go
infor little petite

wonen? It’d nake nore sense

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (288 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

"Now, now. She only wei ghs about double a full field pack. You can make it. . . ." No shouting
from behi nd, no hurrying

pursuers. The area closest to the tower was actually probably the safest. It would have been
scanned and swept before now,

and pronounced cl ean of intruders. Police attention would be concentrated at the park’s border
Whi ch they would have to

cross, to reach the city and escape.

Mles stared into the shadows. Wth all the artificial lighting about, his eyes were not dark-
adapting as well as he'd like.

he muttered.

Ivan stared too. "l can't spot any coppers in the bushes,

"I"’mnot |ooking for police," MIes whispered back

"What, then?"

"Mark said a man wearing face paint fired at him Have you seen anybody wearing face paint yet?"

"Ah . . . maybe the police nabbed himfirst, before we saw the others." But |van | ooked over his
shoul der.

"Maybe. Mark—what col or was the face? Wat pattern?"

"Mostly blue. Wth white and yel |l ow and bl ack kind of swirling slashes. A ghemlord of niddle
rank, right?"

"A century-captain. If you were supposed to be nme you should be able to read ghem marki ngs forward
and backward."

"There was so nuch to learn. . . ."

"Anyway, |van—do you really want to just assune a century-captain, highly trained, sent from
headquarters, fornmally

sworn to his hunt, really let some London constable sneak up and stun hin? The others were just
ordi nary soldiers. The

Cet agandans will bail "emout later. A ghemlord d die before he'd let hinmself be so enbarrassed.
He' Il be a persistent bugger

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (289 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt

t oo.

Ivan rolled his eyes. "Wnderful."

They wound through a couple hundred neters of trees, shrubbery and shadows. The hiss and hum of
traffic on the nain

coastal highway canme faintly now. The pedestrian underpasses were doubtl ess guarded. The high-
speed hi ghway was fenced

and strictly forbidden to foot traffic.

A synt hacrete kiosk cl oaked with bushes and vi nes hopeful of concealing its blunt utility squatted
near the main path to

t he pedestrian underpass. At first Mles took it for a public latrine, but a closer |ook reveal ed
only one bl ank | ocked door. The

spotlights that should have illum nated that side were knocked out. As M| es watched, the door
began to slide slowy aside. A

weapon in a pale hand glittered faintly in the blackness. Mle ainmed his stunner and held his
breath. The dark shape of a man

sl i pped out.

M|l es exhaled. "Captain Galeni!" he hissed. Galeni jerked as though shot, crouched, and scurried
toward them joining

themin their conceal mrent on hands and knees. He swore under his breath, discovering, as Mles
had, that this grouping of

ornanental shrubs had thorns. H s eyes took instant inventory of the ragged little group, Mles
and Mark, Ivan and Elli. "1'1I

be damed. You're still alive."

"I"d sort of been wondering about you, too," Mles admtted.

Gal eni | ooked—Gal eni | ooked bizarre, MIles decided. Gone was the blank w tnessing stillness that
had absorbed Ser

Galen’'s death w thout comment. He was al nost grinning, electric with a slightly off-center
exhilaration, as if he' d overdone

sonme stinmulant drug. He was breathing heavily; his face was brui sed, nouth bl oody. H's swollen
hand fl exed on his

weapon—+ast seen weaponl ess, he was now carrying a Cetagandan mlitary-issue plasma arc. A knife
hilt stuck out of his boot

t op.
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"Have you, ah, run into a guy wearing blue face paint yet?" Mles inquired.

"Ch yes," said Galeni in a tone of sone satisfaction

"What the hell happened to you? Sir."

Gal eni spoke in a rapid whisper. "I couldn’'t find an entrance in the Barrier near where |1'd |eft
you. | spotted that utilities

access over there," he jerked his head toward the kiosk, "and thought there m ght be sone power
optic or water |ine tunnels

back to the Barrier. | was half-right. There are utility tunnels all under this park. But | got
turned around underground, and

i nstead of conming out in the Barrier, | ended up comi ng out a port in the pedestrian crossing
under the Channel Hi ghway.

Where | found guess who?"

M | es shook his head. "Police? Cetagandans? Barrayarans?"

"Close. It was ny old friend and opposite nunmber fromthe Cetagandan Enbassy, Chemli eutenant
Tabor. It actually

took me a couple of mnutes to realize what he was doing there. Playing outer-perinmeter backup to
the experts from HQ

Sane as | would have been doing if | hadn't been," Galeni snickered, "confined to quarters.

"He was not happy to see ne," Galeni went on. "He couldn’t figure what the hell | was doing there
ei ther. W both

pretended to be out viewi ng the noon, while | got a | ook at the equi pnent he had packed in his
groundcar. He may have

actually believed me; | think he thought | was drunk or drugged."”

Mles politely refrained fromrenmarking, | can see why.

"But then he started getting signals fromhis team and had to get rid of me in a hurry. He pulled
a stunner on me—

ducked—he didn't hit nme square on, but | lay |low pretending to be nore disabled than | was,
listening to his half of the

conversation with the squad in the tower and hoping for a chance to reverse the situation

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (291 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt
"The feeling was just conming back to the Ileft half of ny body when your blue friend showed up. Hs
arrival distracted

Tabor, and | junped them both."

Mles's brows rose. "How the devil did you nanage that?"

Gal eni’s hands were flexing as he spoke. "I don’t . . . quite know," he admtted. "I renenber
hitting them . . ." He
gl anced at Mark. "It was nice to have a clearly defined eneny for a change."

Upon whom M| es guessed, Galeni had just unloaded all the accunul ated tensions of the |ast
i mpossi bl e week and this

mad night. MIles had witnessed berserkers before. "Are they still alive?"

"Ch yes."

M | es deci ded he woul d believe that when he’d had a chance to check for hinself. Galeni’s smle
was alarming, all those

long teeth gleam ng in the darkness.

"Their car," said Ivan urgently.

"Their car," agreed Mles. "Is it still there? Can we get to it?"

"Maybe," said Galeni. "There is at |east one police squad in the tunnels now | could hear them"
"W’ Il have to chance it."

"Easy for you to say," nuttered Mark truculently. "You have diplomatic i mmunity.

Mles stared at him seized by berserker inspiration. His finger traced over an inner pocket in
his grey jacket. "Mark," he

breat hed, "how would you like to earn that hundred-thousand Betan dollar credit chit?"

"There isn't any credit chit."
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"That’s what Ser Galen said. You might reflect on what el se he was wong about tonight." Mles
gl anced up to check what

ef fect nention of his father’'s nane had on Galeni. A cooling one, apparently; sone of the drawn
and inward | ook returned to

his eyes even as Mles watched. "Captain Galeni. Are those two Cetagandans consci ous, or can they
be brought to

consci ousness?"

"At least one is. They may both be by now. Wy?"

"Wtnesses. Two witnesses, ideal."

"I thought the whole point of sneaking off instead of surrendering was to avoid w tnesses?" said
Ivan plaintively.

"I think," MIles overrode him "I had better be Admiral Naismth. No of fense, Mark, but you don’t
have your Betan

accent quite right. You don't hit your terminal Hs quite hard enough or sonething. Besides,
you' ve practiced Lord Vorkosigan

nor e.

Gal eni ' s eyebrows were going up, as he grasped the idea. He nodded thoughtfully, though his face
as he turned his gaze

on Mark was unreadabl e enough to nake Mark flinch. "lIndeed. You owe us your cooperation, | think."
He added even nore

softly, "You owe ne."

This was not the noment to point out how rmuch Gal eni owed Mark in return, though a brief neeting
of their eyes

convinced Mles that Galeni, at |east, was perfectly conscious of the two-way flow of that grim
debt. But Gal eni woul d not

funble this opportunity.

Sure of his alliance, Admiral Naismith said, "Into the tunnel, then. Lead on, Captain."

The Cet agandan groundcar was parked in a shadowy spot under a tree, a few neters to their left as
they rose up out of

the Iift tube fromthe pedestrian subway to the Barrier park. Still no police guard on this end;
the end toward the park, Galen

had i nformed them had a two-nman squad, though they had not risked thensel ves rechecki ng that
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fact. The scurry through

the tunnel s had been hectic enough, barely dodgi ng a police bonb squad.

The spreading plane tree shielded the car fromview of nost of the (closed, at this hour) shops
and apartnments lining the

other side of the narrow city street. No i nsomi ac peepi ng out an upper w ndow coul d have
wi t nessed Gal eni’ s encounter,

M | es hoped. The hi ghway above and behind themwas walled and blind. Mles still felt exposed.

The groundcar bore no enbassy identification, nor any other unusual features to draw attention
bl and, neither old nor

new, a little dirty. Definitely covert ops. Mles raised his brows and whistled silently at the
fresh dents in the side, about the

size of a man’s head, and the bl ood spattered on the pavenent. In the dimess the red col or was
fortunately subdued.

"Wasn't that a bit noisy?" Mles inquired of Galeni, pointing to the dents.

"M Not really. Dull thunps. Nobody yelled." Galeni, after a quick ook up and down the street
and a pause for a lone

groundcar to whisper past, raised the mrrored bubble canopy.

Two shapes huddled in the back seat, hitched up with their own equi prent. Lieutenant Tabor, in
civilian clothes, blinked

over his gag. The man with the blue face paint sat slunped next to him MIles checked one eyelid,
and found the eye still rolled

back. He rummaged in the front for a nmedkit. lIvan | oaded and settled ElIli and took the controls.
Mark slid in beside Tabor, and

Gal eni sandwi ched their captives fromthe other side. At a touch fromlvan the canopy sighed down
and | ocked itself, jammng

themall in. Seven was a crowd.

M1l es | eaned over the back of the front seat and pressed a hypospray of synergine, first aid for
shock, against the

century-captain’s neck. It mght bring himaround, and certainly would not harmhim At this
present peculiar nonent,

Mles's woul d-be killer's life and continued health was a nobst preci ous comodity. As an
afterthought, MIles gave Elli a dose

too. She emtted a heartening noan.
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The groundcar rose on its skirts and hissed forward. MIles exhaled with relief as they put the
coast behind them turning

into the maze of the city. He keyed his wist comm and said in his flattest Betan accent, "N n?"

"Yo, sir.

"Take a fix on ny comm Follow along. We’re all done here.”

"W have you, sir.

"Nai smth out."

He settled Elli's head in his lap and turned to watch Tabor over the seat back. Tabor was staring
back and forth from

Mles to Mark, beside him

"Hel | o, Tabor," said Mark, carefully coached, in his best Barrayaran Vor tones—did it really sound
that sni de?—How s

your bonsai ?"

Tabor recoiled slightly. The century-captain stirred, staring through slitted but focusing eyes.
He tried to nove,

di scovered his bonds, and settled back—ot rel axed, but not wasting energy on futile struggle.

Gal eni reached over him and | oosed Tabor’s gag. "Sorry, Tabor. But you can’'t have Admira
Nai smith. Not here on Earth,

anyway. You can pass the word up your chain of command. He's under our protection until his fleet
| eaves orbit. Part of the

agreed price for his hel ping the Barrayaran Enbassy find the Komarrans who had | ately ki dnapped
sone of our personnel. So

back off."

Tabor’ s eyes shifted, back and forth, as he spat out his gag, worked his jaw, and swall owed. He
croaked, "You're worKking

t oget her ?"

"Unfortunately," grow ed Mark.
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"A nercenary," carolled Mles, "gets it where he can."

"You nmade a m stake," hissed the century-captain, focusing on the adnmral, "when you took contract
agai nst us at

Dagool a. "

"You can say that again," agreed Mles cheerily. "After we rescued their damed arny, the
Underground stiffed us. Did

us out of half our prom sed pay. | don’t suppose Cetaganda would like to hire us to go after them
in turn, eh? No?

Unfortunately, | cannot afford personal vengeance. At present, anyway. O | would not have taken
enpl oyment with," he

bared his teeth in an unfriendly smle at Mark, who sneered back, "these old friends."

"So you really are a clone," breathed Tabor, staring at the | egendary nercenary conmrander. "W
thought. . ." he fell

sil ent.

"W thought he was yours, for years," said Mark-as-Lord-Vorkosigan

Qurs! mout hed Tabor in astoni shment.

"But the present operation confirnmed his Komarran origin,” Mark finished.

"W have an agreenent," Ml es spoke up as if unsettled by Mark’s tone, glaring fromMrk to
Galeni. "You cover ne till |

| eave Earth."

"We have an agreenent," said Mark, "as long as you never cone any closer to Barrayar."

"You can have bl oody Barrayar. |'Il take the rest of the gal axy, thanks."

The century-captain was blurring out again, but fighting it, squeezing his eyes shut and breathing
in a controlled pattern

Concussion, Mles judged. In his lap, Elli’s eyes popped open. He stroked her curls. She enitted a
| adyl i ke burp, saved by the

synergi ne fromthe nore usual post-stun voniting. She sat up, |ooked around, saw Mark, the

file:/lIF|/rah/Lois%20McMaster%20Bujold/Lois%...20Bujold%20--%2009%20Brothers%20In%20Arms.txt (296 of 308) [1/21/03 10:44:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L 0i s%20M cM aster%20B uj ol d/L 0i s%620M cM aster%20B uj ol d%20--%2009%20Brothers%20l N%20A rms.txt
Cet agandans, |van, and shut her

jaw with a snap, concealing her disorientation. MIles squeezed her hand. |I’'Il explain later, his
smile pronised. She | owered her

brows at himin exasperation, You d better. She lifted her chin, poised before the eneny even in
the teeth of her own

bew | der ment .

Ivan turned his head, inquiring out of the side of his mouth of Galeni, "So what do we do with
t hese Cet agandans, sir?

Drop them of f sonewhere? From how hi gh up?"

"There is, | think, no need for an interplanetary incident." Galeni was wol fishly cheerful, taking
his tone fromMles. "Is

there, Lieutenant Tabor? O do you wi sh the |local authorities to be told what the ghem conrade was
really trying to do in the

Barrier last night? No? | thought not. Very well. They both need nedical treatnent, |van
Li eut enant Tabor unfortunately

broke his arm and | believe his, ah, friend has a concussi on. Anpong ot her things. Your choi ce,
Tabor. Shall we drop you off at a

hospital, or would you prefer treatnent at your own enbassy?"

"Enbassy, " croaked Tabor, clearly cognizant of possible |egal conplications. "Unless you want to
try and tal k your way

out of an attenpted nurder charge," he counter-threatened.

"Only assault, surely." Galeni’s eyes glittered.

Tabor smiled nost uneasily, looking as if he’d like to edge away if only there was room
"What ever. Neither of our

anbassadors woul d be pl eased. "

"Quite. "

It was getting near dawn. Traffic was beginning to increase. Ivan circled a couple of streets
before spotting a deserted

aut o-cab stand that did not have a queue of waiting patrons. This seaside suburb was far fromthe
enbassy district. Gal eni

was quite solicitous, hel ping unload their passengers—but he didn't toss the code-key to the
century-captain’s hand and f oot
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bonds to Tabor until |van began to accelerate back into the street. "I'Il have one of ny staff
return your car this afternoon,”

Gal eni call ed back as they sped off. He settled in his seat with a snort as |Ivan seal ed t he canopy
and added under his breath,

"After we go over it.

"Think that charade’' |l work?" asked |van

"I'n the short range—onvi nci ng the Cetagandans that Barrayar had nothing to do w th Dagool a—waybe,
maybe not,"

sighed Mles. "But for the main security issue—there go two |oyal officers who will swear under
chemohypnotics that Adnmira

Nai smith and Lord Vorkosigan are without question two separate nmen. That’s going to be worth a
great deal to us."

"But will Destang think so?" asked |van

"I do not believe," said Galeni distantly, staring out the canopy, "that | give a good goddam
what Destang thinks."

Ml es found hinself in nmental agreement with that sentinment. But then, they were all very tired.
But they were all here:

he | ooked around, savoring the faces, Elli and lIvan, Galeni and Mark; all alive, all brought
through the night to this nonent of

survival. Alnost all.

"Where do you want to be dropped off, Mark?" Ml es asked. He gl anced through his | ashes at Gl eni
expecting an

objection, but Galeni offered none. Wth the jettisoning of the Cetagandans, Galeni had |ost the
hyper - adrenal edge that had

been carrying him he | ooked drained. He | ooked old. Mles did not solicit an objection; Be
careful what you ask for, you m ght

get it.

"A tube station," said Mark. "Any tube station."

"Very well." Mles called up a map on the car’s console. "Up three streets and over two, Ivan."

He got out with Mark as the car settled to the pavenent in the drop-off zone. "Back in a mnute.
They wal ked t oget her
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to the entrance to the DOM |ift tube. It was still night-quiet here in this district, only a
trickle of people flow ng past, but

nmor ni ng rush woul d be starting soon

Ml es opened his jacket and drew out the coded card. Fromthe tense | ook on Mark’s face he was
anticipating a nerve

di srupter, in the style of Ser Galen, right to the last. Mark took the card and turned it over in
wonder and suspi ci on

"There you go," said Mles. "If you, with your background and this bankroll, can’'t di sappear on
Earth, it can’'t be done.

Good | uck."
"But . . . what do you want of nme?"
"Not hing. Nothing at all. You're a free man, for as long as you can keep so. W will certainly not

be reporting Galen’s, ah,

sem -acci dental death."”

Mark slipped the chit into his trouser pocket. "You wanted nore."

"When you can’t get what you want, you take what you can get. As you are finding." He nodded
toward Mark’s pocket;

Mark’s hand cl osed over it protectively.

"What is it that you want ne to do?" Mark denmanded. "What are you setting me up for? Did you
real ly take that

Jackson’ s Wol e garbage seriously? Wiat do you expect ne to do?"

"You can take it and retire to the pleasure dones of Mars, for as long as it lasts. O buy an
education, or two or three. Or

stuff it down the first waste chute you pass. |'’mnot your owner. |'mnot your mentor. |’ m not
your parents. | have no
expectations. | have no desires." Rebel against that—+f you can figure out how+tittle brother

M1l es held his hands

pal m out and stepped back

Mark swung into the lift tube, never turning his back. "WHY NOT?" he yelled suddenly, baffled and
furious.
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Ml es threw back his head and | aughed. "You figure it out!"™ he call ed.

The tube field took him and he vani shed, swallowed into the earth.

Mles returned to the friends who waited for him

"Was that smart?" Elli, breaking off a rapid fill-in fromlvan, worried as he settled in beside
her. "Just letting himgo |ike

t hat ?"

"I don’t know," sighed Mles. " ‘If you can’'t help, don't hinder.” |I can’t help him Glen s nade
himtoo crazy. | amhis
obsession. | suspect 1'lIl always be his obsession. | know all about obsessions. The best | can do

is get out of his way. In tine he

may cal m down, without me to react against. In tine he may—-save hinsel f."

H s own weariness flooded in. Elli was warm agai nst him and he was very, very glad of her.
Rem nded, he keyed his wi st

comm and dismissed Nmand his patrol back to the shuttl eport.

"Well," lvan blinked after a full minute of w ped-out silence fromall present, "where now? D you

two want to go back to

the shuttl eport too?"

"Yeah," breathed Mles, "and flee the planet. . . . Desertion is not practical, |I'm afraid.
Destang woul d catch up with ne

sooner or later anyway. We may as well all go back to the enbassy and report. The true report.
There’s nothing left to lie for,

is there?" He squinted, trying to think.

"For all of ne, there's not," runbled Galeni. "I do not care for doctored reports anyway.
Eventual | y, they becone history.

Enbedded sin."

"You . . . know !l didn't nmean it to work out that way," Mles said to himafter a silent nonent.
"The confrontation | ast

night." A damed sorry weak apol ogy that sounded, for getting the man's father bl own away.
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"Did you imagine you controlled it? Omiscient and omi pot ent? Nobody appoi nted you God,
Vor kosi gan." Chostly faint,

one corner of his nouth turned up. "I’'msure it was an oversight." He | eaned back and closed his
eyes.
Mles cleared his throat. "Back to the enbassy then, Ivan. Ah . . . no rush. Drive slowy.

woul dn’t mind seeing a last bit

of London, eh?" He |leaned on Elli and watched the early sumer dawn creep over the city, tinme and
all times junbled and

j uxtaposed |like the light and shadow between one street and the next.

When they all lined up in arowin Galeni’s Security office at the enbassy, Mles was put in mnd
of the set of Chinese

nmonkeys his Dendarii chief of staff Tung kept on a shelf in his quarters. |Ivan was unquestionably
See-no-evil. Fromthe tight

set of Galeni’s jaw, as he returned Commodore Destang’s glower, he was a prine candi date for Speak-
no-evil. That left

Hear-no-evil for Mles, standing between them but putting his hands over his ears probably
woul dn’t hel p nuch.

M| es had expected Destang to be furious, but he | ooked nore di sgusted. The commodore returned
their salutes and

| eaned back in Galeni’s station chair. Wen his eye fell on Mles his lips thinned in a
particul arly dyspeptic line.

"Vorkosigan." Mles's name hung in the air before themlike a visible thing. Destang regarded it
wi t hout favor, and went

on, "Wen | finished dealing with a certain Investigator Reed of the London Muinicipal Assizes at
0700 this norning, | was

determ ned that only divine intervention could save you fromny wath. Divine intervention arrived
at 0900 in the person of

a special courier fromlnperial HQ" Destang held up a data disk marked with the Inperial sea
between his thunmb and

forefinger. "Here are the new and urgent orders for your Dendarii irregulars."”

Since MIles had passed the courier in the cafeteria, this was not wholly unexpected. He suppressed
a surge forward. "Yes,

sir?" he said encouragingly.
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"It appears that a certain free nercenary fleet operating in the far Sector |1V area, supposedly
under contract to a

subpl anetary governnent, has slipped over the Iine fromguerrilla warfare to outright piracy.
Thei r wornhol e bl ockade has

degenerated from stopping and searching ships to confiscations. Three weeks ago they hijacked a
Tau Cetan registered

passenger vessel to convert into a troop transport. So far so good, but then sone bright sou
anong them hit on die idea of

augnmenting their payroll by holding the passengers for ransom Several planetary governnents whose
citizens are being held

have fielded a negotiating team headed by the Tau Cetans."

"And our involvenent, sir?" Sector IV was a long way from Barrayar by any nmeasure, but MIles could
guess what was

com ng. lvan | ooked wildly curious.

"Among t he passengers happened to be el even Barrayaran subjects—ncluding the wife of Mnister for
Heavy I ndustries

Lord Vorvane and her three children. As the Barrayarans are a nminority of the two hundred si xteen
peopl e bei ng hel d,

Barrayar was of course denied control of the negotiating team And our fleet has been denied
permi ssion by their unfriendly

governments to cross three of the necessary wornhol e nexuses on the shortest route between
Barrayar and Sector |V. The

next shortest alternate route would take eighteen weeks to traverse. From Earth, your Dendarii can
arrive in that |ocal space

area in less than two weeks." Destang frowned t houghtfully; Ivan | ooked fascinated.

"Your orders, of course, are to rescue alive the Enperor’s subjects, and as nany other planetary
citizens as possible, and

to deal such punitive nmeasures as you can conpatible with the first goal, sufficient to prevent
the perpetrators from ever

repeating this performance. Since we ourselves are in the midst of critical treaty negotiations
with the Tau Cetans, we don't

wi sh themto becone aware of the source of this unilateral rescue effort if, ah, anything goes
wrong. Your method of achieving

these goals appears to be left totally to your discretion. You'll find all the intelligence
details HQ had up to eight days ago in

here. "

He handed the data disk across at last; Mles' s hand closed over it itchily. Ivan now | ooked
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envi ous. Destang produced

anot her object, which he handed to Mles with a little of the air of a man having his liver torn
out. "The courier also delivered

yet another credit chit for eighteen mllion marks. For your next six nonth’s operating expenses."

"Thank you, sir!"

"Ha. When you're done you're to report to Commpdore Rivik at Sector |V headquarters on Oient
Station," Destang

finished. "Wth luck, by the time your irregulars next return to Sector I, | will have retired.”

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.

Destang turned his eye on lvan. "Lieutenant Vorpatril."

"Sir?" lvan stood to attention with his best air of eager enthusiasm Ml es prepared to protest
Ivan’s conpl ete innocence,

i gnorance, and victinmhood, but it turned out not to be necessary; Destang contenplated Ivan for a
monent | onger, and sighed,

"Never mnd."

Destang turned to Galeni, who stood stiff-Iegged—and stiff-necked, MI|es guessed. Having beaten
Destang back to the

enbassy that norning, they had all washed, the two enbassy officers had changed to cl ean uniforns,
and they had all filed

| aconi c reports, which Destang had just seen. But no one had slept yet. How nmuch nore garbage
could Gal eni absorb before

reaching his explosive limt?

"Captain Galeni," said Destang. "On the mlitary side, you stand charged with di sobeying an order
to remain confined to

your quarters. Since this is identical to the charge that Vorkosigan here has nanaged to so
luckily evade, this presents ne with

a certain problemof justice. There's also the nmitigating factor of Vorpatril’s kidnapping. H's
rescue, and the death of an eneny

of Barrayar, are the only two tangible results of last night’'s . . . activities. Al else is
specul ation, inprovable assertions as to

your intentions and state of mnd. Unless you choose to submt to a fast-penta interrogation to
clear up any lingering doubts."
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Gal eni | ooked revul sed. "Is that an order, sir?"

Gal eni, Mles realized, was about two seconds away fromoffering to resign his comm ssi on—ow,
when so much had been

sacrificed—he wanted to kick him No, no! WId defenses poured through Mles’s nmnd. Fast-penta is
degrading to the dignity

of an officer, sir! or even, If you dose himyou nust dose ne too—+t’'s all right, Galeni,
abandoned dignity years

ago—except that Mles’'s idiosyncratic reaction to fast-penta nade that a | ess than useful offer
He bit his tongue and waited.

Dest ang | ooked troubl ed. After a silence he said sinply, "No." He | ooked up and added, "But it
does nean that ny

reports, and yours, Vorkosigan's, and Vorpatril’s, will all be bundled up together and sent to
Sinon Illyan for review. | wll

refuse to close the case. | didn’t arrive at ny rank by shying away frommlitary deci si ons—or by
i nvol vi ng mnysel f

gratuitously with political ones. Your . . . loyalty, like the fate of Vorkosigan's clone, has
beconme too anbi guously political a

question. |I'mnot convinced of the Iong-range viability of the Komarr integration scheme—but |
woul dn’t care to go down in

history as its saboteur

"While the case is pending, and in the absence of evidence of treason, you' |l resume your routine
duties here at the

enbassy. Don’t thank ne," he added glumy, as Mles grinned, |van choked back an out-1oud | augh
and Gal eni | ooked

fractionally less black, "it was the anbassador’s request.

"You are all dismssed to your duties.”

M | es squel ched the inmpulse to run before Destang changed his nind; he returned Destang’ s sal ute
and wal ked normal |y

with the others toward the door. As they reached it Destang added, "Captain Gal eni?"

Gal eni paused. "Sir?"

"My condol ences." The words m ght have been pulled out of Destang with pliers, but his disconfort
was perhaps a
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measure of their sincerity.

"Thank you, sir.'
managed a smal |,

Gal eni’s voice was so devoid of inflection as to be deathly, but in the end he

acknow edgi ng nod.

The | ocks and corridors of the Triunmph were noisy with returning personnel, the final placenent of
equi pnent and

repairs by tech teans, and the |oading of the |ast supplies. Noisy, but not chaotic; purposefu
and energetic but not frantic. The

absence of frantic was a good sign, considering how |long they d been on station. Tung s tough
cadre of non-cons had not

pernmitted routine preparations to slide till the last mnute.

Mles, with EIli at his back, was the center of a hurricane of curiosity fromthe nonent he
st epped on board-What's the

new contract, sir? The speed with which the runor nmill cranked out specul ation both shrewd and
absurd was amazi ng. He

sent the speculators on their way with a repeated, Yes, we have a contract—-yes, we're breaking
orbit. Just as soon as you're

ready. Are you ready, Mster? Is the rest of your squad ready? Then naybe you'd better go assi st
‘em

"Tung!" MIles hailed his chief of staff. The squat Eurasian was dressed in civilian gear, carrying
| uggage. "You just now

back?"

"I"'mjust now |l eaving. Didn't Auson get hold of you, Admiral? |I've been trying to reach you for a
week. "

"What ?" Ml es pulled himaside.

"I"ve turned in my resignation. |I’mactivating ny retirenent option."
"What ? Why?"
Tung grinned. "Congratulate ne. |'mgetting nmarried.”
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Stunned, Ml es croaked, "Congratul ations. Ah—-when did this happen?"

"On | eave, of course. She's actually ny second cousin once renoved. A widow. She's been running a
tourist boat up the

Amazon by herself since her husband died. She’'s the captain and the cook too. She fries a npbo shu
pork to kill for. But she’'s

getting a little ol der—eeds sone nuscle.’
"We're going to be partners.

The bul | et - shaped Tung could certainly supply that.
Hell," he went on, "when you finish buying out the Triunph, we can even afford to dispense with
the tourists. You ever want

to try water-skiing on the Amazon behind a fifty-neter hoversloop, son, stop by."

And the nmutant piranhas could eat what was |eft, no doubt. The charm of the vision of Tung
spendi ng his sunset years

wat chi ng—sunsets, froma riverboat deck, with a buxomM|es was sure she was buxom-Eurasi an | ady
on his lap, a drink in

one hand and scarfing down nmoo shu pork with the other, was a little lost on Mles as he
contenpl ated a) what it was going to

cost the fleet to buy out Tung' s share of the Triunph, and b) the huge Tung-shaped hol e this was
going to leave in his

conmand structure.

G bbering, hyperventilating, or running around in small circles were not useful responses. Instead
M| es essayed

cautiously, "Ah . . . you sure you won't be bored?"

Tung, damm his sharp eyes, | owered his voice and answered the real question. "I wouldn’t be
leaving if | didn't think you

could handle it. You ve steadied down a lot, son. Just keep on like you' ve been." He grinned again
and cracked his knuckl es.

"Besi des, you have an advantage not shared by any other nercenary comrander in the gal axy."

"What’s that?" Mles bit.

Tung |l owered his voice still further. "You don't have to make a profit."

And that, and his sardonic grin, was as close as cagey Tung was ever likely to admt that he had
I ong ago figured out who

their real enployer was. He saluted as he left.
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Mles swallowed, and turned to Elli, "Well . . . call a neeting of the Intelligence department in
hal f an hour. We'll want to

get our pathfinders en route as quickly as possible. Ideally, we want to put a teaminside the
eneny organi zation before we

arrive."

M| es paused, as he realized he was now | ooking into the face of the nost wily pathfinder in his
fleet for people-situations,

as versus terrain-situations which called for the talents of a certain Lieutenant Christof. To
send her ahead, out of reach, into

danger —No, no! —was compellingly logical. Qinn s best offensive talents were largely wasted
bodyguarding; it was nerely an

accident of history and security that threw her into that defensive job so often. Mles forced his
lips to nove on as if never

tenpted to ill ogic.

"They' re nercenaries; some of our group ought sinply to be able to join up. If we can find sonmeone
to convincingly

simulate the | ow crimnal-psychotic mnds of these pirates—

Private Danio, passing in the corridor, paused to salute. "Thanks for bailing us out, sir. |
really wasn’t expecting that.

You won't regret it, | swear."

Mles and Elli | ooked at each other as he | unbered on

"He's all yours,"” said Mles.

"Right," said Quinn. "Next?"

"Have Thorne pull everything there is off the Earth commnet on this hijacking incident before we
quit | ocal space. There

m ght be an odd angle or two not apparent to Inperial HQ" He tapped the data disk in his jacket
pocket and si ghed,

marshal ling his concentration for the task ahead. "At |east this should be sinpler than our late
vacation on Earth," he said

hopefully. "A purely mlitary operation, no relatives, no politics, no high finance. Straight-up
good guys and bad guys."
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"Great," said Quinn. "Wich are we?"

Mles was still thinking about the answer to that one when the fleet broke orbit.
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