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Introduction
by Peter Crowther

Let's talk about space:

WEell, it makes akind of sense, you've either bought this book (Hurrah!) or you're thumbing through it-
maybe thinking about buying it, maybe just hanging around until the counter queue disappears so you
can hit on the assistant you've been eyeing up for the past few weeks, or maybe you've just ducked into a
bookstore and you're waiting for the rain to stop. Whichever, you've still picked up what is, to all intents
and purposes (given the fairly obvious packaging), a science fiction book, so we'll take it asread you've
got some kind of interest in space.

So we'll move forward alittle.
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Do you remember who first took you into space? Because, let's face it, we've all been up there, either via
the printed page, the movie theater or the TV set. So who was that person into whose care you entrusted
your imagination ... saying, albeit silently, "Here | am ... make my senses spin and my jaw drop .. .feed
me Wonder!"?

If it was by the printed page then maybe it was in the capable hands of H. G. Wells or Jules Verne, with
their futuristic visions of space travel, in cumbersome rockets whose viii tragjectory and power source
were alittle shaky even then, around about a century ago for most of those marveloustales. Or maybe it
was the pulp-fictioneers, those penny-a- word scribes who filled page after page of exotic planetary
locations usually populated by scantily-clad females and horrible monsters (boy, it must have been tough
being agirl on some of those orbiting rocks ... at least until the torn- suited Earth astronaut crash-landed
to save the day).

Maybe it was the likes of the "serious" writers ... guys like Isaac Asimov, with his agoraphobic
investigator, his robotic hordes and the mind-boggling read that were the Foundation books; and Ray
Bradbury, with his homespun humanistic homilies of interstellar needles descending onto the Martian
quilt and poverty-line families constructing soapbox rocketsin their back yards; and Arthur C. Clarke,
with his barroom fables from the White Hart and the short story "The Sentinel" that became 2001: A
Space Odyssey.

In fact, maybe it was film-the sight of Spielberg's mother ship descending onto the mountain-top or the
spectacle of the alien toddler bursting out of John Hurt's stomach -or TV (Joseph Stefano's insectoid
Zanti misfits from The Outer Limits, perhaps ... or the scene when one of the folksin Rod Serling's
Twilight Zone diner reveals he'sa Martian) that lit the fire in your soul and set you dreaming about out
there.

There are so many writers and artists and directors who, year upon year, decade upon decade, have
continued the craft, fashioning their own voices and their own ideologies, that it's a genre in which, no
matter where you start into it, it's eminently possible-and frequently essential-to travel back to earlier
works for further entertainment and enlightenment. ix nNMfc»* . .--«Mti* £3lsBii»

Aswe've been told through our TV sets for more than 30 years, space may well be the final frontier.

Of course there's Time to be unraveled yet, and Immortality, but the vastness of space-with its seemingly
infinite possibilities of worlds, cultures, environments, eco structures and so on-invariably strikes the
loudest chord in the minds of fiction readers and mo vie-watchers the world over. And no matter how far
we manage to progress into the void, that frontier will still be there... the line just being constantly
rubbed out and redrawn again and again, each time alittle further away.

Although I've spent much of the last 10 or 12 years involved with horror, dark fantasy and even crime-
both writing it and editing anthol ogies of the stuff-science fiction (or, more specifically, space fiction)
was my first love ... fed from the British black and white reprints of full-color American comic books
such as Mystery In Space or curled up on a sofa listening to the BBC's radio renditions of Charles
Chilton's Journey Into Space.

But it was Patrick Moore who first took me into space via a book.

The year was 1958, and it was probably my first hardcover ... bought by my parents for Christmas (it's
neatly inscribed in my mother's handwriting, penned, I'm sure, little realizing the effect such a gift was
to have on her son) abook entitled Peril on Mars, written by the great astronomer himself. It was
wonderful stuff and | had no hesitation in scribbling down the titles of the three earlier adventures of
Maurice Gray and his friends on the Red Planet. |'ve since had the opportunity of acknowledging that
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formative experience by commissioning an Introduction from Patrick for Mars Probes, an anthology of
new stories about our closest x planetary neighbor to be published in the USin late 2001- it's always
nice to square the books and repay your dues, no matter how long it takes.

Anyway, back in the 1950s and hungry for more science fictional inspiration, | haunted the bookshops
and quickly discovered Angus McVicar's Lost Planet series, featuring young Jeremy Grant, and E. C.
Eliott'stales of Kemlo and his friends on Satellite Belt K. And then on to H. G. Wells's The War of the
Worlds-which | had already read as a Classics lllustrated and so knew the story-and Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs's Princess of Mars and its many sequels.

After that, courtesy of my English Language tutor at Leeds Grammar School, came Ray Bradbury's The
[lustrated Man ... in which "Kaleidoscope", a one-act tale of a doomed astronaut adrift in the void,
brought the concept of space travel firmly into the realms of the possible-even the probable-and,
paradoxically, its downbeat finale made the prospect of such adventure even more attractive than the ray-
gun variety of SF favored by the comic books and the once-so-called "juvenile" adventures.

From then | was firmly hooked.

As | grew older and more adventurous and demanding in my reading, the emphasis on space gave way
to terrafirmatales set sometimes in possible futures, sometimes in the present and occasionally on an
aternate version of Earth on which accepted historical facts and events had been altered ... sometimes
subtly and sometimes not. Thusit was that the science-or ssimply the developmental and speculative
possibilities inherent in this brave and frequently audacious brand of literature-wove its spell.

Now | can enjoy the so-called hard science (quite an achievement for someone who regularly marvels at
both car and computer-and even, when the muse hides for awhile, my desk lamp-when they obligingly
respond to the flicking of a switch) just as much as the space opera of, say, E. E. Smith's Lensman books
and old issues of Amazing and Fantastic.

All of these still grace my crowded bookshelves, though old faithfuls such as some of the ones|I've
already mentioned and the likes of Carey Rockwell's adventures of Tom Corbett, Space Cadet are
(despite, in the latter, the exemplary technical assistance of Willey Ley) alittle more mannered today
than they seemed to be all those years ago. But mannered or not, they all make up a glorious confusion
of adventures and stories set both on Earth and on worlds near and far, and in strange futures ... realities
popul ated by fantastic creatures and barely recognizable versions of ourselves. And every single word
on every page continues to fight the good fight and carry forward the baton of imaginative fiction.

The quartet of novellas in Futures, the second in what will be a continuing series of the very best in long
short fiction, comes from four writers working at the forefront of British science fiction ... four writers
who have carried that baton of imagination with tremendous vigor.

There are echoes of many of the authors I've already mentioned -and a whole lot more-in these four
great works.

| could say that, for me at least, lan McDonald's |atest tale of the rampaging alien infestation known as
the Chaga and, specifically, of its effects on the life of ayoung East African girl, calls to mind much of
J. G. Ballard'swork circa The Drowned World; that Stephen Baxter's consideration of godhood and
immortality on one of Saturn's moons in the sixth millennium seems a touch reminiscent of Arthur C. xii
Clarke's amost mystical parables of Mankind's true destiny set against a backdrop of supposed future
Utopias; that Peter F. Hamilton's centuries-long murder investigation conducted, as forensic science
develops, by descendants of the Roman Empire on an alternate Earth, carries the feel of both Agatha
Christie's Hercule Poirot tales and the Gil Hamilton stories of Larry Niven; and that Paul McAuley's
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epoch- stretching, post-uiet War saga of politics, upheaval and opera at the edge of the solar system
features all the very best in hard science and future history as exemplified by Isaac Asimov's Foundation
cycle.

But that's just my take-yours may well be entirely different: just aswe all bring different things to the
reading process, so too do we take away different things when that process has been completed.

All that is certain isthat great writing is here in these pages ... great invention and great characterization,
too- finally laying to rest (if such a ceremony were really needed anymore) the hoary old chestnut that
SF cares less about humanity and personal relationships than it does about detailing the workings of a
rocket's engines. And you're due for some of the most wonderful and disconcerting suggestions as to
what may lie ahead for the human race.

In their introduction to the 1992 edition of The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction, John Clute and Peter
Nicholls rightly recognize that the secret history of SF isbigger on the inside than it is on the outside ...
and the further in you go, the bigger it gets. Science fiction is more popular now than ever before:
moreover, having at last escaped the withering stigma imposed by the constraints of the old pulp
magazines in terms of both content and execution, it's finally finding warmer receptions in the one-time
frosty corridors occupied by the literati-as surely evidenced by John Updike's recent Toward the End of
Time.

What the great supporters of the field have always said is true: science fiction isthe literature of ideas.
Here are four more ... but they are four covering awhole host of styles and images and approaches to the
field.

Space Opera, Future Civilizations, Alien Invasions, Scientific Advancement, Political Chicanery,
Human Relationship and even Police Procedural-they're all here. But then they would be ... because
those are what science fiction is all about. So no matter who took you into space the first time, you're
about to go again ... in the safe hands of four of the best interstellar pilotsin the galaxy. Enjoy the trip.
matching Trees Grouu

WATCHING TREES GROW
by Peter F. Hamilton

Peter Hamilton brings his trademark flair for narrative sweep and epic ideas to a short novel that tells the
story of anear immortal mankind that grew from the Roman Empire.

ONE

Oxford. England DO 1832

If I was dreaming that night | forgot it the instant when that blasted telephone woke me with its shrill
two-tone whistle. | fumbled round for the bedside light, very aware of Myriam shifting and groaning on
the mattress beside me. She was seven months pregnant with our child, and no longer appreciated the

callswhich | received at strange hours. | found the little chain dangling from the light, tugged it, and
picked up the black bakelite handset.
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| wasn't surprised to have the rich vowels of Francis Haughton Raleigh rolling down the crackly line at
me. The family's old missi dominici is my immediate superior. Few others would risk my displeasure
with acall at night.

"Edward, my boy," he growled. "So sorry to wake you at this ungodly hour."

| glanced at the brass clock on the chest of drawers; its luminous hands were showing quarter past
midnight. "That's all right, sir. | wasn't sleeping.”

Myriam turned over and gave me a derisory |ook.
"Please, no need to call me, sir. The thing is, Edward, we have a bit of a problem.”
"Where?"

"Here in the city, would you believe. It's really the most damnable news. One of the students has been
killed. Murdered, the police seem to think."

| stopped my fidgeting, suddenly very awake. Murder, a concept as difficult to grasp asit was
frightening to behold. What kind of pre-Empire savage could do that to another person? " One of ours?"

"Apparently so. He's a Raleigh, anyway. Not that we've had positive confirmation.”

"l see." | sat up, causing the flannel sheet to fall from my shoulders. Myriam was frowning now, more
concerned than puzzled.

"Can we obtain that confirmation?" | asked.

"Absolutely. And alot more besides. I'm afraid you and | have been handed the family jurisdiction on
thisone. I'll pick you up in ten minutes." The handset buzzed as the connection ended.

| leaned over and kissed Myriam gently. "Got to go."
"What isit? What's happened?'

Her face had filled with worry. So much so that | was unable to answer in truth. It wasn't that she lacked
strength. Myriam was a senior technical nurse, seeing pain and suffering every day at the city clinic-
she'd certainly seen more dead bodies than | ever had. But blurting out this kind of news went against
my every instinct. Obscurely, it felt to me as though | was protecting our unborn. | simply didn't want
my child to come into a world where such horror could exist. Murder. | couldn't help but shiver as|
pulled on my shirt, cold fingers making a hash of the small pearl buttons. "Some kind of accident, we
think. Francis and | have to investigate. I'll tell you in the morning." When, the Blessed Mary willing, it
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might be proved some ghastly mistake.

My leather attache case was in the study, a present from my mother when | passed my legal exams. | had
been negligent in employing it until now, some of its fine brass implements and other paraphernalia had

never even been taken from their compartments. | snatched it up asif it were some form of security tool,
its scientific contents a shield against the illogicality abroad in the city that night.

| didn't have along wait in the lobby before Francis's big black car rolled up outside, crunching the
slushy remnants of last week's snowfall. The old man waited patiently while | buckled the safety
restraint straps around my chest and shoulders before switching on the batteries and engaging the
gearing toggle. We slipped quietly out onto the cobbled street, powerful yellow headlamps casting a
wide fan of illumination.

The apartment which Myriam and | rent isin the city's Botley district, a pleasant area of residential
blocks and well-tended parks, where small businesses and shops occupy the ground floors of most
buildings. The younger, professional members of the better families had taken to the district, their
nannies filling the daytime streets with prams and clusters of small excitable children. At night it seemed
bleaker somehow, lacking vitality.

Francis twisted the motor potentiometer, propelling the car up to afull twenty-five miles an hour. "You
know, it's at times like this | wish the Roman Congress hadn't banned combustion engines last year," he
grumbled. "We could be there in half a minute."

"Batteries will improve," | told him patiently. "And petroleum was dangerous stuff. It could explode if
there were an accident.”

"I know, | know. Lusting after speed is a Shorts way of thinking. But | sometimes wonder if we're not
being too timid these days. The average citizen isaresponsible fellow. It'snot asif he'll take a car out
looking to do damage with it. Nobody ever complains about horse riding."

"There's the pollution factor aswell. And we can't afford to squander our resources. There's only afinite
amount of crude oil on the planet, and you know the population projections. We must safeguard the
future, we're going to spend the rest of our lives there."

Francis sighed theatrically. "Well recited. So full of earnest promise, you youngsters.”

"I'm thirty-eight,” | reminded him. "I have three accredited children already." One of which | had to fight
to gain family registration for. The outcome of ayouthful indiscretion with a girl at college. We al have
them.

"A child," Francis said dismissively. "Y ou know, when | was young, in my teensin fact, | met an old

man who claimed he could remember the last of the Roman L egionaries withdrawing from Britain when
he was a boy."
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| performed the math quickly in my head. It could be possible, given how old Franciswas. "That's
interesting."

"Don't patronize, my boy. The point is, progress brings its own problems. The world that old man lived
in changed very littlein hislifetime-it was almost the same as the Second Imperial Era. While today, our
whole mindset, the way we look at our existence, is transformed every time a new scientific discovery
drops into our lap. He had stability. We don't. We have to work harder because of that, be on our guard
more. It's painful for someone of my age."

"Areyou saying today's world makes murder more likely?"

"No. Not yet. But the possibility is there. Change is aways a domino effect. And the likes of you and |
must be conscious of that, above all else. We are the appointed guardians, after all."

“I'll remember.”
"And you'll need to keep remembering it as well, not just for now, but for centuries.”

| managed to prevent my head from shaking in amusement. The old man was always going on about the
uncertainties and dangers of the future. Given the degree of socia and technological evolution he'd
witnessed in the last four hundred years, it's aquirk which | readily excuse. When he was my age the
world had yet to see electricity and water mains; medicine then consisted of herbs boiled up by old
women in accordance with lore already ancient in the First Imperial Era. "So what do we know about
this possible murder?”

"Very little. The police phoned the local family office, who got straight on to me. The gentleman we're
talking about is Justin Ascham Raleigh; he's from the Nottingham Raleighs. Apparently, his neighbor
heard sounds coming from his room, and thought there was some kind of fight or struggle going on. He
alerted the lodgekeepers. They opened the room up and found him, or at least a body."

" Suspicious circumstances?"
"Very definitely yes."

We drove into the center of Oxford. Half past midnight was hardly late by the city's standards. There
were students thronging the tree-lined streets, just starting to leave the cafes and taverns. Boisterous,
yes; | could remember my own time here as a student, first studying science, then later law. They
shouted as they made their way back to their residences and colleges; quoting obscure verse, drinking
from the neck of bottles, throwing books and bags about... one group was even having a scrum down,
slithering about on the icy pavement. Police and lodgekeepers |looked on benignly at such activity, for it
never gets any worse than this.
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Francis slowed the car to a mere crawl as a bunch of revelers ran across the road ahead. One young man
mooned us before rushing off to merge with his laughing friends. Many of them were girls, about half of
whom were visibly pregnant.

"Thinks we're the civic authorities, no doubt,” Francis muttered around a small smile. "I could show him
athing or two about misbehaving."

We drew up outside the main entrance to Dunbar College. | hadn't been inside for well over a decade,
and had few memories of the place. It was a six-story building of pale yellow stone, with great
mullioned windows overlooking the broad boulevard. Snow had been cleared from the road and piled up
in big mounds on either side of the archway which led into the quad. A police constable and ajunior
lodgekeeper were waiting for usin the lodgekeeper's office just inside the entranceway, keeping warm
by the iron barrel stove. They greeted us briskly, and led usinside.

Students were milling uneasily in the long corridors, dressed in pajamas, or wrapped in blankets to
protect themselves from the cool air. They knew something was wrong, but not what. L odgekeepers
dressed in black suits patrolled the passages and cloisters, urging patience and restraint. Everyone fell
silent as we strode past.

We went up two flights of spiraling stone stairs, and along another corridor. The chief lodgekeeper was
standing outside a sturdy wooden door, no different to the twenty other lodgings on that floor. His
ancient creased face registered the most profound sadness. He nodded as the constable announced who
we were, and ushered usinside.

Justin Ascham Raleigh's accommodation was typical of afina year student-three private rooms:
bedroom, parlor and study. They had high ceilings, wood paneled walls dark with age, long once-grand
curtains hanging across the windows. All the interconnecting doors had been opened, allowing us to see
the corner of abed at the far end of thelittle suite. A fire had been lit in the small iron grate of the study,
its embers still glowing, holding off the night's chill air.

Quite alittle group of people were waiting for us. | glanced at them quickly: three student-types, two
young men and agirl, obviously very distressed; and an older man in a jade-green police uniform, with
the five gold stars of a senior detective. He introduced himself as Gareth Alan Pitchford, his tone somber
and quiet. "And I've heard of you, sir. Y our reputation is well established in this city."

"Why thank you," Francis said gracioudly. "Thisis my deputy, Edward Buchanan Raleigh."

Gareth Alan Pitchford bestowed a polite smile, as courteous as the situation required, but not really
interested. | bore it stoically.

"So what have we got here?' Francis asked.

Detective Pitchford led us into the study. Shelving filled with a mixture of academic reference books and
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classic fiction covered two walls. | was drawn to the wonderfully detailed star charts which hung upon
the other walls, alternating with large photographs of extravagant astronomical objects. A bulky
electrically powered typewriter took pride of place on abroad oak desk, surrounded by alitter of paper
and open scientific journals. An ordinary metal and leather office chair with castors stood behind the
desk, a gray sports jacket hanging on its back.

The body was crumpled in a corner, covered with a navy- blue nylon sheet. A considerable quantity of
blood had soaked into the threadbare Turkish carpet.

It started with a big splash in the middle of the room, laying atrail of splotches to the stain around the
corpse.

"Thisisn't pretty,” the detective warned as he turned down the sheet.

| freely admit no exercise in self control could prevent me from wincing at what | saw that moment.
Revulsion gripped me, making my head turn away. A knife was sticking out of Justin Ascham Raleigh's
right eye; it was buried almost up to the hilt.

The detective continued to pull the sheet away. | forced myself to resume my examination. There was a
deep cut across Justin Ascham Raleigh's abdomen, and his ripped shirt was stained scarlet. "Y ou can see
that the attacker went for the belly first," the detective said. " That was a disabling blow, which must
have taken place about here." He pointed to the glistening splash of blood in the middle of the study.
“I'm assuming Mr. Raleigh would have staggered back into this corner and fallen."

" At which point he was finished off," Francis said matter- of-factly. "I would have thought he was dying
anyway from the amount of blood lost from the first wound, but his assailant was obvioudy very
determined he should die."

"That'smy belief," the detective said.

Francis gave me an inquiring look.

"I agree," | stuttered.

Francis gestured weakly, his face flush with distaste. The sheet was pulled back up. Without any spoken
agreement, the three of us moved away from the corpse to cluster in the doorway leading to the parlor.

"Can we have the full sequence of events, please?' Francis asked.

"We don't have much yet," the detective said. "Mr. Raleigh and five of his friends had supper together at
the Orange Grove restaurant earlier this evening.

It lasted from half past seven to about ten o'clock, at which point they left and separated. Mr. Raleigh
came back here to Dunbar by himself around twenty past ten-the lodgekeepers confirm that. Then at
approximately half past eleven, his neighbor heard an altercation, then a scream. He telephoned down to
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the lodgekeeper's office."

| looked from the body to the door which led back out into the corridor. "Was no one seen or heard to
leave?'

"Apparently not, sir," the detective said. "The neighbor came straight out into the corridor and waited for
the lodge- keepers. He didn't come in here himself, but he swears no one came out while he was
watching."

"Therewould be a short interval,” | said. "After the scream he'd spend some time calling the
lodgekeepers-a minute or so."

"People must have been using the corridor at that time," the detective said. "And our murderer would
have some blood on their clothes. He'd be running too."

"And looking panicked, I'll warrant," Francis said. "Someone would have seen them and remembered.”
"Unless it was the neighbor himself who isthe killer," | observed.

"Hey!" one of the students barked. "Don't talk about me asif I'm a piece of furniture. | called the
lodgekeepers as soon as | heard the scream. | didn't bloody well kill Justin. | liked him. He was atop

chap."
"Peter Samuel Griffith," the detective said. "Mr. Raleigh's neighbor."

"I do apologize," Francis said smoothly. "My colleague and | were simply eliminating possibilities. This
has left al of usrather flustered, I'm afraid."

Peter Samuel Griffith grunted in acknowledgment.
| looked straight at the detective. "So if the murderer didn't leave by the front door..."

Francisand | pulled the curtains back. Justin Ascham Raleigh's rooms looked inward over the quad.
They were in acorner, where little light ventured from the illuminated pathway crossing the snow-
cloaked lawn. Mindful of possible evidence, | opened my case and took out a pair of tight- fitting rubber
gloves.

The latch on the window was open. When | gave the iron frame a tentative push it swung out easily. We
poked our heads out like a pair of curious children at afairground attraction. The wall directly outside
was covered with wisteria creeper, its ancient gnarled branches twisted together underneath athick layer
of whiteice crystals; it extended upwards for at least another two floors.

"Asgood as any ladder," Francis said quietly. "And I'll warrant there's at |east a dozen routes in and out
of Dunbar that avoid the lodgekeepers.”
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The detective took alook at the ancient creeper encircling the window. "I've heard that the gentlemen of
Dunbar College do have several methods of allowing their lady friends to visit their rooms after the
gates are locked."

"And as the gates weren't locked at the time of the murder, no one would have been using those
alternative routes. The murderer would have got out cleanly,”

Francis said.

"If we're right, then thiswas awell planned crime,” | said. If anything, that made it worse.

Francis locked his fingers together, as if wringing his hands.

He glanced back at the sheet-covered corpse. "And yet, the nature of the attack speaks more of acrime
passionelle than of some cold plot. | wonder." He gazed back at the students. "Mr. Griffith we now know
of. How do the rest of these bedraggled souls come to be here, Detective Pitchford?"

"They're Mr. Raleigh's closest friends. | believe Mr. Griffith phoned one as soon as he'd called the
lodgekeeper.”

"That was me," the other young man said. He had his arm thrown protectively round the girl, who was
sobbing wretchedly.

"And you are?' Francis asked.

"Carter Osborne Kenyon. | was a good friend of Justin's, we had dinner together tonight."

"I see. And so you phoned the young lady here?'

"Yes. Thisis Bethany Maria Caesar, Justin's girlfriend. | knew she'd be concerned about him, of course.”

"Naturally. So do any of you recall threats being made against Mr. Raleigh? Does he have an equivalent
group of enemies, perhaps?'

"Nobody's ever threatened Justin. That's preposterous. And what's this to you, anyway? The police
should be asking these questions."

The change in Francis's attitude was small but immediate, still calm but no longer so tolerant. And it
showed. Even Carter Osborne Kenyon realized he'd made a big gaffe. It was the kind of switch that |
knew | would have to perfect for myself if | ever hoped to advance through the family hierarchy.

"l am the Raleigh family's senior representative in Oxford," Francis said lightly. "While that might seem
like an enviable sinecure from your perspective, | can assure you it's not all lunches and cocktail parties
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with my fellow fat old men doing deals that make sure the young work harder. | am here to observe the
official investigation, and make available any resource our family might have that will enable the police
to catch the murderer. But first, in order to offer that assistance | have to understand what happened,
because we will never let thisrest until that barbarian is brought to justice. And | promise that if it was
you under that sheet, your family would have been equally swift in dispatching a representative. It's the
way the world works, and you're old enough and educated enough to know that."

"Y eah, right," Carter Osborne Kenyon said sullenly.
"Y ou will catch them, won't you?' Bethany Maria Caesar asked urgently.

Francis became the perfect gentleman again. "Of course we will, my dear. If anything in thisworldisa
certainty, it'sthat. | will never rest until thisis solved."

"Nor me," | assured her.

She gave both of usasmall smile. A pretty girl, even through her tears and streaked make up; tall and
lean, with blonde hair falling just below her shoulders.

Justin had been alucky man. | could well imagine them hand in hand walking along some riverbank on
asummer's eve. It made me even more angry that so much decency had been lost to so many young lives
by thisvile act.

"Thank you," she whispered. "I really loved him. We've been talking about along-term marriage after
we left Oxford. | can't believethis... any of this."

Carter Osborne Kenyon hugged her tighter.

| made an effort to focus on the task in hand. "We'd like samples of every specimen the forensic team
collects from here, fibers, hair, whatever," | told the detective. The basic procedures which had been
reiterated time and again during my investigator courses at the family institute. Other strategies were
invoked by what | saw. | lowered my voice, turning slightly away from the students so | could speak my
mind freely, and spare them any further distress at this time. "And it might be a good idea to take blood
samples from people in the immediate vicinity as well as any suspects you might determine. They
should all betested for acohol or narcotics. Whoever did this was way off balance."

"Yes, sir," the detective said. "My team's already on its way. They know what they're doing."
"That'sfine," Francis said. Hislook rebuked me. "If we could aso sit in on the interviews, please.”

"Certainly.”

The Oxford City police station was less than amile from Dunbar College. When Francis and | reached it
at one o'clock there were few officers on duty. That changed over the next hour as Gareth Alan Pitchford
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assembled hisinvestigator team with impressive competence. Officers and constables began to arrive,
dressed in mussed uniforms, bleary-eyed, switching on the central heating in unused offices, calling
down to stores for equipment. A couple of canteen staff came in and started brewing tea and coffee. The
building's Maor Crime Operations Center swung into action as Gareth Alan Pitchford made near
continuous briefings to each new batch of his recruits. Secretaries began clacking away on typewriters;
detectives pinned large scale maps of Oxford on the wall; names were hurriedly chalked up on the
blackboard, a confusing trail of lines linking them in various ways; and telephones built to a perpetual
chorus of whistles.

People were brought in and asked to wait in holding rooms. The chief suspects, though no one was
impolite enough to say it to their faces. Gareth Alan Pitchford soon had over thirty young men and
women worrying away in isolation.

"I've divided them into two categories," he told the Operations Center. "Dunbar students sharing the
same accommodation wing; physically close enough to have killed Raleigh, but for whom thereisno
known motive, just opportunity. And a batch of his closest friends. We're still waiting for the last one of
them to arrive, but | gather the uniform division has not located him. First off, | want the doctor to
collect blood samples from all of them before the interviews start; if thisisadrug or alcohol induced
crime we'll need to be quick to catch the evidence."

Standing discreetly at the back of the room, | watched the rest of the officers acknowledge this. It was as
though they were willing that to be the solution.

Like me, they didn't want aworld where one normal, unaffected person could do this to another.

"Wrong approach,” Francis muttered quietly to me.

"In what way?' | muttered back.

"This slaying was planned; methodically and cleverly. Drugs or alcohol implies spur of the moment
madness. An irrational act to which there would have been witnesses. Y ou mark my words-there won't
be afingerprint on either the knife or the window."

"Y ou may beright."

"When Pitchford starts the interviews, | want us to attend those with Justin's friends. Do | need to tell
you why?"'

"No." It was at timeslike this | both appreciated and resented the old man's testing. It was an oblique
compliment that he thought | had the potential to succeed him eventually; but it wasirritating in equal
proportion that | was treated as the office junior. "Whoever did this had to know Justin, which means the
friends are the only genuine suspects.”

"Glad to see all those expensive courses we sent you on haven't been totally wasted,” Francis said. |
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heard a reluctant note of approval in hisvoice. "The only other suspect | can think of is a Short. They
don't value life as much as we do."

| kept my face composed even though | could not help but regard him as an old bigot at heart. Blaming
the Shorts for everything from poor harvests to atire puncture was a prejudice harking back to the start
of the Second Imperial Era, when the roots of today's families were grown amid the Sport Of Emperors.
Our march through history, it would seem, isn't entirely noble.

The interview room was illuminated by a pair of hundred- watt bulbs in white ceramic shades. A stark
light in asmall box of aroom. Glazed amber tiles decorated the lower half of the walls, adding to the
chill atmosphere. The only door was a sturdy metal affair with a slatted grate halfway up.

Peter Samuel Griffith sat behind the table in a wooden chair, visibly discomforted by the surroundings.
He was holding a small sterile gauze patch to the needle puncture in his arm where the police doctor had
taken a sample of his blood. | used my pencil to make a swift note reminding myself to collect such
samples for our family institute to review.

Detective Gareth Alan Pitchford and a female stenographer sat opposite Mr. Griffith while Francis and
myself stood beside the door, trying to appear inconspicuous.

"The first thing which concerns me, obvioudly, isthe timing of events," the detective said. "Why don't
you run through them again for me, please?’

"You've heard it all before," Peter Samuel Griffith said. "l was working on an essay when | heard what
sounded like an argument next door."

"In what way? Was there shouting, anything knocked about?’

"No. Just voices. They were muffled, but whoever was in there with Justin was disagreeing with him.
Y ou can tell, you know."

"Did you recognize the other voice?'

"No. | didn't really hear it. Whoever they were, they spoke pretty quietly. It was Justin who was doing
the yelling. Then he screamed. That was about half past eleven. | phoned the lodgekeepers.”

"Immediately?"
"More or less, yes."
"Ah, now you see, Peter, that's my problem. I'm investigating a murder, for which | need hard facts; and

you're giving me more or less. Did you phone them immediately? It's not a crime that you didn't. You've
done the right thing, but | must have the correct details.”
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"WEell, yeah ... | waited a bit. Just to hear if anything else happened. That scream was pretty severe.
When | couldn't hear anything else, | got really worried and phoned down."

"Thank you, Peter. So how long do you think you waited?'

"Probably aminute, or so. I... | didn't know what to do at first; phoning the lodgekeepers seemed a bit
drastic. | mean, it could just have been a bit of horsing around that had gone wrong, Justin wouldn't have
wanted to land a chum in any trouble. He was a solid kind of chap, you know."

"I'm sure he was. So that would have been about, when ... 7"

"Eleven thirty-two. | know it was. | looked at the clock while | was calling the lodgekeepers.”

"Then you phoned Mr. Kenyon straight away?"

"Absolutely. | did have to make two calls, though. He wasn't at his college, his roommate gave me a
number. Couldn't have taken more than thirty secondsto get hold of him."

"What did you tell him?'
"Just that there was some sort of trouble in Justin's room, and the lodgekeepers were coming. Justin and
Carter are good friends, best friends. | thought he'd want to know what was going on. I'd realized by then

that it was serious."

"Most commendable. So after you'd made the phone call to Mr. Kenyon you went out into the corridor
and waited, is that right?"

"Yes."
"How long would you say it was between the scream and the lodgekeepers arriving?”’

"Probably three or four minutes. I'm not sure exactly, they arrived pretty quick once | got out into the
corridor."

The detective turned round to myself and Francis. "Anything you want to ask?"'

"No, thank you," Francis said before | could answer.

| have to say it annoyed me. The detective had missed points-like had there been previous arguments,
how was he sure it was Justin who screamed, was there anything valuable in the room, which other

students had been using the corridor and could confirm his whole story? | kept my silence, assuming
Francis had good reason.
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Next in was Carter Osborne Kenyon, who was clearly suffering from some kind of delayed shock. The
police provided him with a mug of tea, which he clamped his hands around for warmth, or comfort. |
never saw him drink any of it at any time during the interview.

Histale started with the dinner at the Orange Grove that evening, where Justin's other closest friends had
gathered: Antony Caesar Pitt, Christine Jayne Lockett, and Alexander Stephan Maloney. "We did alot
of thingstogether," Carter said. "Trips to the opera, restaurants, theater, games ... we even had a couple
of holidaysin France in the summer- hired avillain the South. We had good times." He screwed his
eyes shut, amost in tears. "Dear Mary!"

"So you'd known each other as a group for some time?' Gareth Alan Pitchford asked.

"Yes. You know how friendships are in college; people cluster together around interests, and class too, |
suppose. Our families tend to have status. The six of us were a solid group, have been for a couple of
years."

"Isn't that a bit awkward?'

"What do you mean?"

"Two girls, four men."

Carter gave a bitter laugh. "We don't have formal membership to the exclusion of everyone else.
Girlfriends and boyfriends come and go, as do other friends and acquaintances; the six of us were a core

If you like. Some nights there could be over twenty of us going out together."

"So you'd known Justin for some time; if he could confide in anyone it would be you or one of the
others?"

"Y eah."

"And there was no hint given, to any of you, that he might have been in trouble with somebody, or had a
quarrel?'

"No, none."

"What about amongst yourselves-there must have been some disagreements?”

"WEell, yes." Carter gave histeaa sullen glare, not meeting the detective's look. "But nothing to kill for.
It was stupid stuff... who liked what play and why, books, family politics, restaurant bills, sports results,

philosophy, science -we chewed it all over; that's the kind of thing which keeps every group alive and
interesting."
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"Name the worst disagreement Justin was currently involved in."
"Bloody hell!"

"Wasit with you?"

"No!"

"Who then?"

Carter's hands tightened round the mug, his knuckles whitening. "L ook, it's nothing really. It's dways
happening.”

"What is?'

"Okay, you didn't hear this from me, but Antony likes to gamble. | mean, we all do occasionally-aday at
the races, or an evening at a casino-just harmless fun, no big money involved. But with Antony, it's
getting to be a problem. He plays cards with Justin. He's been losing quite heavily recently. Justin said it
served him right, that Antony should pay more attention to statistics. He was alegal student, he should
know better, that there is no such thing as chance."

"How much money?"'

Carter shrugged. "I've no idea. You'll haveto ask Antony. But listen, Antony isn't about to kill for it. |
know Justin, he'd never allow it to get that far out of control."

"Fair enough," the detective said. "Do you know if Justin had anything worth stealing?’

"Something valuable?' Carter appeared quite perplexed by theidea. "No. We're all students. We'reall
broke. Oh, don't get me wrong, our families support us here; the allowance is adequate for the kind of
life we pursue, but nothing more. Ask Antony," he added sourly.

"I wasn't thinking in terms of cash, possibly an heirloom he kept in his room?"

"Nothing that | ever saw, and I've been in there athousand times. | promise you, we're here only for our
minds. Thoughts are our wealth. Which admittedly made Justin the richest of us all-his mind was
absolutely chocka with innovative concepts. But nothing athief could bung in his swag bag." He
pantomimed a catching thought, his beefy hands flapping round his head.

"I thought Justin was an astrophysicist,” Francis said.

"He was."
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"So what ideas could he have that were valuable?"

"Dear Mary." Carter shot Francis a pitying look. "Not industrial ideas, machinery and trinkets for your
factories. Original thoughts. Pure science, that was his playground. He was hinting that he'd come up
with one fairly radical notion. His guaranteed professorship, he called it."

"Which was?"

"I haven't aclue. He never really explained any of his projectsto us. Justin could be very conservative,
in both senses. The only thing | know is, it involved spectrography ... you know, picking out the
signature of specific elements by their emission spectrum. He was running through a collection of
photographs from the observatory archives. | could help him alittle with that-spectrography is simple
physics. We were speculating on how to improve the process, speed it up with automation, some kind of
electromechanical contraption. But we never got past afew talksin the bar."

"Did he write any of this project down?" the detective asked. "Keep notes, afile?"

"Not asfar as| know. As| said, afanciful speculation inits early stages. Talk to any science stream
student and you'll get something similar; we all have our pet theories that will rock the universe if they're
proven.”

"I see." The detective dabbed the tip of his pencil on hislips. "How long had Mr. Raleigh and Miss
Caesar been an item?’

"Oh, for at least ayear. 'Bout time too, they'd been flirting ever since | met them. Bit of arelief when
they finally got it together, know what | mean? And they were so well suited. It often helps when you're
friends for awhile first. And they're both bright sparks." He smiled ruefully. "There. If you want a
qualifier for our group, | suppose that'sit. We're al top of the league in what we do. Except for dear old
Chris, of course. But she's still got the intellect. Gives as good as she gets every time."

Gareth Alan Pitchford rifled through his notes. That'll be Christine Jayne Lockett?"

"Y eah. She's our token artist. The rest of us are science stream, apart from Antony; he's law. Chris
dropped out of the formal route after she got pregnant. Loveslife in the garret. Thinksit's romantic. Her
family don't share the opinion, but she gets by."

"What is your field of study? Francis asked.
Carter glanced up, surprised, asif he'd forgotten the two of us were there. "Nuclear engineering. And a
hell of afield it is, too. Do you know the Madison team in Germany isonly afew years from building a

working atomic reactor? Once that happens and we build commercial reactors to generate electricity, the
world will never burn another lump of coal ever again. Isn't that fantastic! It's the science of the future.”
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He stopped, apparently in pain. "That's what Justin and | always argued about. Damn!"
"Justin disagreed with you about atomic power? | thought he was an astrophysicist.”
"He was. That's why he disagreed. Damn silly stargazer. He kept insisting that fusion was the way
forward, not fission. That one day we'd ssmply tap the sun's power directly. What a beautiful dream. But

that was Justin for you. Always went for the high concept.”

"Can you tell me roughly what time you got the phone call from Mr. Griffin telling you something was
wrong?' the detective asked.

"That's easy enough. It was just after half past eleven.”
"l see. And where were you?'

Carter's face reddened dlightly. "1 was with Chrisin her studio. We went back there together after the
meal."

"| see. Was that usual ?'
"Sometimes I'd go there, yeah. Nothing unusual about it."

"What exactly is your relationship with Miss Lockett? Her number was the first which your roommate
gaveto Mr. Griffith."

"We have athing. It's casual. Not serious at al. Isthisrelevant?’

"Only inthat it gives you and her a definite location at the time of the murder."
"Location ..." His eyes widened. "You mean an alibi."

"Y es. Providing Miss Lockett confirmsit."

"Bloody hell, you're serious, aren't you?"

"Absolutely. So tell me what you did after receiving the phone call from Mr. Griffith."

"I went straight to Dunbar. Hailed a cab. It took about twenty minutes. They'd found the body by that
time of course. | think you were there yourself by then."

"| probably was."

"Y ou said you went straight to Dunbar College from Miss L ockett's studio,” | said. "When did you call
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Miss Caesar?"

"Assoon as | got to Dunbar. The police were everywhere, so | knew it was areal mess. | used Peter's
phone before | went into Justin's room."

"Where was she?'
"At her room in Offers ... Uffington College.”
"And she arrived straight away?' Gareth Alan Pitchford asked.

"Y ou know she did. Y ou were the one who let usin to Justin's rooms, remember? Uffersis only just
down the road from Dunbar, it's less than four minutes walk away. | expect she ran."

"Okay." The detective closed his notebook. "Thank you very much. We'll need to talk to you again, of
course. I'll have a car run you home."

"I'll stay, thanks. | want to be with the others when you've finished interviewing them."
"Of course."

It was Antony Caesar Pitt who followed Carter into the interview room. By that time it was closeto
three o'clock in the morning. A Caesar family representative came in with him; Neill Heller Caesar.

Y ounger than Francis, dressed in avery expensive gray business suit. There was no way of telling what
an inconsiderate hour it was from his deportment; he was shaved, wide awake, and friendly with the
police. | envied that ability to insinuate himself into the situation as if his presence was an essentia
component of the investigation. Another goal to am for. People like us have to be as smooth as a beach
stone.

The world calls us representatives, but negotiators would be more accurate. We're the deal makers, the
oil in the cogs of the Roman Congress. Families, that is the big ones like mine who originated from the
Sport of Emperors, can hardly venture into physical conflict when we have a dispute amongst ourselves.
Violence is going the same way as Shorts, bred out of our existence. Instead, you have us.

Families have their own internal codes of behavior and conduct, while the Roman Congress provides a
framework for overall government. So when two families collide over anything-a new invention, access
to fresh resources-people like Francis and Neill Heller Caesar sit down together and thrash out an
agreement about distribution and equal rights. Two hundred years ago, when the Americas were opened
up, the major disputes were over what territories each family should have to settle, which is when our
profession matured. These days, the big quarrels mostly concerns economic matters-inevitable given the
way the whole world is hurtling headfirst into scientific industrialization.

But representation of family interests also goes right down to a personal individual level. To putitin
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First Era crudity, we were there that night to make damn sure the police caught whoever killed one of us.
While Neill Heller Caesar was there to ensure his family members weren't pressured into confessing.
Unless of course they were guilty. For al our differences, no family would tolerate or cover up for a
murderer.

Nelll Heller Caesar shook hands with both of us, giving me an equal amount of respect. As flattery went,
| have to admit he scored a partial success.

"Hope you don't mind my sitting in," he said pleasantly. "There are two of our flock involved so far.
Best to make sure they conduct themselves correctly now. Could save alot of time later on. I'm sure
everyone wants this appalling incident cleared up as soon as possible. My condolences, by the way."
"Thank you," Francis said. "I'm most gratified that you're here. The more people working on this
investigation, the faster it will be solved. Hope you can manage the crowding. | don't believe this room
was built with such alarge audience in mind."

"Not aproblem.” Neill Heller Caesar sat down next to Antony, giving the young man areassuring smile.
Antony needed the gesture. He had obviously had quite a night; histie was unknotted, hanging around
his collar, his jacket was crumpled, and there were several stains on the fabric. Apart from that he came
over as perfectly average, a short man with broad shoulders, who kept himself fit and healthy.

"Y ou had dinner with Mr. Raleigh and your other friends this evening?' Gareth Alan Pitchford asked.
"That'sright." Antony Caesar Pitt's voice was strained, attempting defiant contempt. He couldn't quite
pull it off, lacking the internal confidence to make it real. He searched round his jacket pockets and
pulled out asilver cigar case. Selecting one of the slim cigars and lighting it was another attempt at
conveying calm nerves. He took a deep drag.

"I understand the dinner finished around ten o'clock. Where did you go after that?"

‘To some friends."

"Andthey are ... ?'

"I'd rather not say, actually."

The detective smiled thinly. "I'd rather you did."

Neill Heller Caesar put afriendly hand on Antony'sleg. "Go ahead.” It was an order more forceful than
any the detective could ever make.

Antony exhaled athick streamer of smoke. "It'saclub | go to occasionally. The Westhay."
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"On Norfolk Street?’

"Yes."

"Why were you there?"

"It's aclub. Why does anyone go to a club?"’

"For adance and a pleasant evening, usually. But thisis different. People go to the Westhay, Mr. Caesar,
because there's an unlicensed card game there most evenings. | understand you're a gambling man."

"I enjoy aflutter. Who doesn't? It's not asif having a game with friendsis amgor crime."

"Thisis not the vice division; | don't care about your personal shortcomings, I'm investigating the
murder of your friend. How long were you there?"

Antony chewed the cigar end. "I finished just after one. They wiped me out, and believe me you don't
ask for credit at the Westhay. It's strictly cash only. | walked back to my college and your constables
were waiting for me. But look, even if | give you the names of the guys | was playing with it won't do
you any good. | only know first names, and they're not going to admit even being there."

"That's not your concern right now, Mr. Pitt. | gather you and Mr. Raleigh played cards on aregular
basis."

"For Mary's sake! | wouldn't kill Justin over a couple of hundred pounds."
"The detective spread his hands wide. "Did | say you would?"'
"Youimplied it."

"I'm sorry if that's the impression you received. Do you know of anyone who had any kind of dispute
with Mr. Raleigh?"’

"No. Nobody. Justin was genuinely a great guy."

The detective leaned back in his chair. " So everyone tells us. Thank you, Mr. Pitt. We will probably
need to ask you more questions at some other time. Please don't |leave the city."

"Sure." Antony Caesar Pitt straightened his jacket as he got up, and gave Neill Heller Caesar a mildly
annoyed glance.

One of the station's secretaries came in as Antony left. She handed a clipboard to Gareth Alan Pitchford.
His expression of dismay deepened as he flicked through the three flimsy sheets of paper which it held.
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"Bad news?' Francis inquired.
"It's the preliminary forensic report.”
"Indeed. Were there any fingerprints on the knife?'

"No. Nor were there any on the window latch. The site team is now dusting all three rooms. They'll
catalog each print they find."

"And work through a process of elimination,” Francis said. "The only trouble with that is, the prints
belonging to all Justin's friends will quite legitimately be found in there."

"That's somewhat premature, isn't it?' Neill Heller Caesar said. "Y ou've no idea how many unknown
prints they'll find at this stage."

"You'reright, of course."

| could tell how troubled Francis was. | don't know why. He must have been expecting negatives like
that in the report: | certainly was.

"Y ou have a problem with it?' Neill Heller Caesar asked him.

"No. Not with the report. It's the way Justin's friends are all saying the same thing: he had no enemies.
Indeed, why should he? A young man at university, what could he have possibly done to antagonize
someone so?"

"Obviously something."

"But it's so out of character. Somebody must have noticed the reason.”

"Perhaps they did, and simply aren't aware of it."

Francis nodded reluctantly. "Maybe." He gave the detective a glance. "Shall we continue."

Interestingly from my point of view, Nelll Heller Caesar elected to stay in the interview room. Maloney
didn't have any family representative sit in with him. Not that the Maloney's lacked influence; he could
have had one there with the proverbial click of afinger. It made me wonder who had made the call to
Nelll. | scribbled anote to ask the police later. It could be guilt, or more likely, anxiety.

Alexander Stephan Maloney was by far the most nervous of the interviewees we'd seen. | didn't consider

it to be entirely due to his friend being murdered. Something el se was bothering him. The fact that
anything could distract him at such atime | found highly significant. The reason became apparent soon
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enough. He had avery shaky alibi, claiming he was working alone in one of the laboratoriesin the
Leigh- field chemistry block.

"Number eighteen,” he said. "That's on the second floor."
"And nobody saw you there?' Gareth Alan Pitchford asked, a strong note of skepticism in hisvoice.

"It was quarter to eleven at night. Nobody else is running long-duration experiments in there right now. |
was alone."

"What time did you get back to your rooms?"

"About midnight. The college lodgekeepers can confirm that for you."

“I'm sure they will. How did you get back from the laboratory to the college?"

"I walked. | always do unless the weather isreally foul. It gives me the opportunity to think."

"And you saw no one while you were walking?'

"Of course | saw people. But | don't know who any of them were. Strangers on a street going home to
bed. Look, you can ask my professor about this. He might be able to confirm | was there when | said |
was."

"How so?"

"We're running a series of carbon accumulators, they have to be adjusted in a very specific way, and we
built that equipment ourselves. There are only five people in the world who'd know what to do. If he
looks at it in the morning he'll see the adjustments were made."

"I'd better have aword with him, then, hadn't 1?* the detective said. He scrawled a short note on his pad.
"I've asked al your friends this question, and got the same answer each time. Do you know if Justin had
any enemies?"

"He didn't. Not one."

There was silence in the interview room after he left. All of us were reflecting on his blatant nerves, and
his nonexistent alibi. | kept thinking it was too obvious for him to have done it. Of course not all the
suspects would have alibis: they didn't part after their dinner believing they'd need one. Ask me what |
was doing every night this past week, and I'd be hard pressed to find witnesses.

Christine Jayne L ockett bustled into the interview room. | say bustled because she had the fussy motions
that put me in mind of some formidable maiden aunt.
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When she came into a room everyone knew it. When she spoke, she had the tone and volume which
forced everyoneto listen. She was also quite attractive, keeping her long hair in a high style. Older than
the others, in her mid twenties, which gave her acertain air. Her lips always came to rest in a cheerful
grin. Even now, in these circumstances, she hadn't completely lost her bonhomie.

"And it started out as such a beautiful day," she said wistfully as she settled herself in the chair. Several
necklaces chinked and clattered at the motion, gold pagan charms and crucifixes jostling against each
other. She put asmall poetry book on thetable. "Do you have any ideawho did it, yet?'

"Not as such," Gareth Alan Pitchford said.

"So you have to ask meif | do. Well I'm afraid | have no idea. Thiswhole thing is so incredible. Who on
earth would want to kill poor Justin? He was a wonderful man, ssmply wonderful. All of my friends are.
That'swhy | love them, despite their faults. Or perhaps because of them."

"Faults?'

"They're young. They're shallow. They have too many opinions. They're easily hurt. Who could resist
the company of such angels?’

"Tell me about Justin. What faults did he have?'

"Hubris, of course. He aways thought he was right. | think that's why dear Bethany loved him so much.
That First Era saying: 'differences unite.' Not true. She's a strong- willed girl aswell. How could a strong
person ever be attracted to aweak one-tell me that. They were so lucky to have found each other.
Nobody else could win her heart, not for lack of trying you understand.”

"Really?' Gareth Alan Pitchford couldn't shade the interest in his voice. " She had admirers?

"Y ou've seen her. She's gorgeous. A young woman of beauty, complemented by afiercely sharp mind.
Of course she had admirers, by the herd."

"Do you have names?’

"Men would ask to buy her adrink every time we went into atavern. But if you mean persistent ones,
ones that she knew ... Alexander and Carter were both jealous of Justin. They'd both asked her out
before she and Justin became lovers. It always surprised me that they managed to remain friends. A
man's ego is such aweak appendage, don't you think."

"I'm sure. Did thisjealousy last? Were either of them still pursuing her?"

"Not actively. We were al friends, in the end. And nothing | saw, no wistful gazes, or pangs of lust,
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would cause this. | do know my friends, Detective Pitchford, and they are not capable of murder. Not
like this."

"Who is, then?"
"I have no idea. Somebody from the First Imperial Era? One might still be alive."

"If so, I've not heard of them, but I'll inquire. Do you know if Justin had antagonized anyone? Not
necessarily recently," he added, "but at any time since you knew him."

"His self-confidence put alot of people off. But then all of us have that quality. It's not a characteristic
which drives someone to murder."

"Mr. Kenyon claims he was with you after the dinner at the Orange Grove. Is thistrue?"'

"Perfectly true. We went back to my apartment. It was after ten, and baby-sitters are devilishly
expensivein this city."

"The baby-sitter can confirm this?"

"Y our officers already took her statement. We arrived back at about quarter past ten."

"And after that? Y ou were together for the rest of the night?’

"Right up until Carter got the phone call, yes. We drank some wine, | showed him my latest piece. We
talked. Not for long, mind you. We hadn't even got to bed before he dashed off." Her fingers stroked at
the book's leather cover. "What a dreadful, dreadful day."

Gareth Alan Pitchford glanced round at all of us after Christine left, his expression troubled. It was as if
he was seeking our permission for the interview we al knew couldn't be avoided. Neill Heller Caesar
finally inclined his head a degree.

Bethany Maria Caesar had regained some composure since | saw her in Justin's rooms. She was no
longer crying, and her hair had been tidied up. Nothing could be done about her pallor, nor the defeated

slump of her shoulders. A sorrowful sight in one so young and vibrant.

Nelll Heller Caesar hurriedly offered her achair, only just beating me to it. She gave him ameek smile
and lowered herself with gentle awkwardness, asif her body weighed more than usual.

"| apologize for having to bring you in here, Miss Caesar," the detective said. "I'll be as brief as possible.
Wejust have afew questions. Formalities."

"I understand.” She smiled bravely.

file://1J|/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton,%20Baxter,%20M cAul ey%20& %20M cDonal d%20-%20Futures.txt (26 of 181)17-2-2006 15:45:52



file://1J)/Peter%20F.%20Hamilton,%20Baxter,%20M cA ul ey%20& %20M cDonal d%620-%20Futures.txt

"Where were you at ten thirty this evening?"

"I'd gone back to my rooms at Uffington after the meal. There was some lab work which | needed to
type up.”

"Lab work?'

"I'm taking biochemistry. It's a busy subject right now, so much is opening up to us. It won't be long now
before we understand the genetic molecule; that's the heart of lifeitself. Oh. I'm sorry. I'm rambling. It
just takes my thought away from ..."

Thistime | was the one who chivalrously offered a glass of water. Shetook it gratefully, a small
flustered smile touching her lips. "Thank you. | suppose | must have got to Uffersjust after ten. The
lodgekeepers should be able to tell you the exact time. They sign usin at night."

"Of course. Now what about Justin. Y ou were closest to him, did you know if he was embroiled in any
kind of antagonism with someone? Some wild incident? A grudge that wouldn't go away?"'

"If you'd ever met Justin you wouldn't have to ask that. But no ... he hadn't annoyed anyone. He wasn't
the type; he was quiet and loved his subject. Not that we were hermits. We went out to parties, and he
played afew games for the college, but not at any level which counted. But we were going to make up
for al that time apart after ..." She tugged a handkerchief out of her sleeve and pressed it against her
face. Tears leaked out of tightly closed eyes.

"I believe that's sufficient information for now," Neill Heller Caesar said, fixing the detective with a
pointed gaze. Gareth Alan Pitchford nodded his acceptance, clearly glad of the excuse to end the
guestioning. Neill Heller Caesar put his arm round Bethany's trembling shoulders, and helped guide her
from the interview room.

"Not much to go on," the detective muttered gloomily once she was outside. "1'd welcome any
suggestions." He looked straight at Francis, who was staring at the closed door.

"Have patience. We simply don't have enough information yet. Though | admit to being mystified as to
any possible motive there could be for ending this young man's life in such aterrifying way. We do so
desperately need to uncover what it was that Justin encountered which led to this."

"I have agood team," the detective said, suddenly bullish. "Y ou can depend on our investigation to
uncover the truth.”

"I don't doubt it," Francis said with a conciliatory smile. "I think my colleague and | have seen enough

for tonight. Why don't we reconvene tomorrow-or rather later this morning, to review the case so far.
The remaining interviews should be over by then, and forensic ought to have finished with Justin's
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room."
"Asyou wish," the detective said.

Francis said nothing further until we were safely strapped up in his car and driving away from the
station. "So, my boy, first impressions? | often find them strangely accurate. Human instinct isa
powerful tool."

"The obvious oneis Alexander," | said. "Which in itself would tend to exclude him. It's too obvious.
Other than that, I'm not sure. None of them has any apparent motive."

"An interesting comment in itself."
"How so?"
"Y ou-or your subconscious-haven't included anyone else on your suspect list."

"It must be someone he knows," | said, a shade defensively. "If not hisimmediate coterie, then someone
else who was close. We can start to expand the list tomorrow."

"I'm sure we will," Francis said.

It seemed to me that his mind was away on some other great project or problem. He sounded so
disinterested.

MURDER. It was the banner scored big and bold across all the street corner newspaper placards, most
often garnished with adjectives such as foul, brutal, and insane. The vendors shouted the word in endless
repetition, their scarves hanging loosely from their necks asif to give their throats the freedom necessary
for such intemperate volume. They waved their lurid journalsin the air like some flag of disaster to
catch the attention of the hapless pedestrians.

Francis scowled at them all as we drove back to the police station just before lunchtime. The road
seemed busier than usual, with horse-drawn carriages and carts jostling for space with cars. Since the
law banning combustion engines, electric vehicles were growing larger with each new model; the newest
ones were easily recognizable, with six wheels supporting long bonnets that contained ranks of heavy
batteries.

"Those newspapers are utter beasts," he muttered. "Did you hear, we've had to move Justin's parents
from their home so they might grieve in peace? Some reporter tried to pretend he was arelative so he
could get inside for an interview. Must be a Short. What is the world degenerating into?"

When we arrived at the station it was besieged with reporters. Flashbulbs hissed and fizzled at everyone
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who hurried in or out of the building. Somehow Francis's angry dignity managed to clear a path through
the rabble. Not that we escaped unphotographed, or unquestioned. The impertinence of some was
disgraceful, shouting questions and comments at me as if | were some circus animal fit only to be
provoked. | wished we could have taken our own photographs in turn, collecting their names to have
them hauled before their senior editors for censure.

It was only after | got inside that | realized our family must have interests in several of the news
agencies involved. Commerce had become the driving force here, overriding simple manners and
decency.

We were shown directly to Gareth Alan Pitchford's office. He had the Venetian blinds drawn, restricting
the sunlight and, more importantly, the reporters view inside. Neill Heller Caesar was already there. He
wore the same smart suit and shirt that he'd had on for the interviews. | wondered if he'd been here the
whole time, and if we'd made atactical error by allowing him such freedom. | judged Francis was
making the same calculation.

The detective bade us sit, and had one of his secretaries bring round atray with fresh coffee.

"Y ou saw the press pack outside,” he said glumly. "I've had to assign officers to escort Justin's friends."

"I think we had better have aword," Francis said to Neill Heller Caesar. "The editors can be relied upon
to exert some restraint.”

Neill Heller Caesar's smile lacked optimism. "Let us hope so."

"What progress?' | inquired of the detective.

His mood sank further. "A long list of negatives, I'm afraid. | believeit's called the elimination process.
Unfortunately, we're eliminating down to just about nothing. My team is currently piecing together the
movements of all the students at Dunbar preceding the murder, but it's not a promising avenue of
approach. There always seems to be severa people in the corridor outside Mr. Raleigh's room. If anyone
had come out, they would have been seen. The murderer most likely did use the window as an exit.
Forensic is going over the wisteria creeper outside, but they don't believe it to be very promising.”

"What about footprintsin the snow directly underneath the window?"

"The students have been larking about in the quad for days. They even had a small football game during
that afternoon, until the lodgekeepers broke it up. The whole area has been well trampled down."

"What about someone going into the room?' Francis asked. "Did the students see that?"

"Even more peculiar," the detective admitted. "We have no witness of anyone other than Mr. Raleigh
goingin."
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"He was definitely seen going in, then?' | asked.

"Oh yes. He chatted to afew people in the college on hisway up to hisroom. As far as we can
determine, he went inside at about ten past ten. That was the last anyone saw him alive."

"Did he say anything significant to any of those people he talked to? Was he expecting a guest?’

"No. It was just afew simple greetings to his college mates, nothing more. Presumably the murderer was
waiting for him."

"Justin would have kept those windows closed yesterday,” | said. "It was freezing all day. And if the
latch was down, they'd be very difficult to open from the outside, especially by anyone clinging to the
creeper. I'm sure aprofessional criminal could have done it, but not many others."

"I concur," Francis said. "It all points to someone he knew. And knew well enough to open awindow for
themto getin."

"That's avery wild assumption,” Neill Heller Caesar said. "Someone could simply have gone to his
room hours earlier and waited for him. There would have been several opportunities during the day
when there was nobody in that corridor outside. | for one refuse to believe it wasin use for every second
of every minute during the entire afternoon and evening."

"The method of entry isn't too relevant at thistime," the detective said. "We still have absolutely no
motive for the crime." | resisted giving Francis aglance. | have to say | considered the method of entry
to be extremely relevant. A professional break-in opened up all sorts of avenues. As did Justin opening
the window for afriend.

"Very well," Francis said levelly. "What is your next step?”

"Validating the alibis of his closest friends. Once I'm satisfied that they are al telling the truth, then wel'll
get them back in for more extensive interviews. They knew him best, and one of them may know
something without realizing it. We need to review Mr. Raleigh's past week, then month. Six months if
that's what it takes. The motive will be there somewhere. Once we have that, we have the murderer.
How they got in and out ceases to be an issue."

"I thought all the alibis were secure, apart from Maloney's," Neill Heller Caesar said.

"Maloney's can probably be confirmed by his professor,” the detective said. "One of my senior
detectivesis going out to the chemistry laboratory right away. Which leaves Antony Caesar Pitt with the
alibi most difficult to confirm. I'm going to the Westhay Club myself to seeif it can be corroborated.”

"I'd like to come with you," | said.
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"Of course."

“I'll go to the chemistry laboratory, if you don't mind," Neill Heller Caesar said. Louche (?7?), | thought.
We swapped the briefest of grins.

Unless you knew exactly where to go, you'd never be able to locate the Westhay. Norfolk Street was an
older part of Oxford, with buildings no more than three or four stories. Its streetlights were still gas,
rather than the sharp electric bulbs prevalent through most of the city. The shops and businesses catered
for the lower end of the market, while most of the houses had been split into multiple apartments, shared
by students from minor families, and young manual workers. | could see that it would be redevel oped
within fifty years. The area's relative lack of wealth combined with the ever- rising urban density
pressure made that outcome inevitable.

The Westhay's entrance was a wooden door set between a bicycle shop and bakery. A small plague on
the wall was the only indication it existed.

Gareth Alan Pitchford knocked loudly and persistently until a man pulled back a number of bolts and
thrust an unshaven face round the side. It turned out he was the manager. His belligerence was washed
away by the detective's badge, and we were reluctantly allowed inside.

The club itself was upstairs, a single large room with bare floorboards, its size decrying a grander
purpose in days long gone. A line of high windows had their shutters thrown back, allowing broad
beams of low winter sunlight to shine in through the grimy, cracked glass. Furniture consisted of sturdy
wooden chairs and tables, devoid of embellishments like cushioning. The bar ran the length of one wall,
with beer bottles stacked six deep on the mirrored shelving behind. A plethora of gaudy |abels advertised
brands which I'd never heard of before. In front of the bar, an old woman with atight bun of iron-gray
hair was sweeping the floor without visible enthusiasm. She gave us the most fleeting of glances when
we came in, not even slowing her strokes.

The detective and the manager began aloud argument about the card game of the previous evening,
whether it ever existed and who was taking part. Gareth Alan Pitchford was pressing hard for names,
Issuing threats of the city licensing board, and immediate arrest for the suspected withholding of
information, in order to gain a degree of compliance.

| looked at the cleaning woman again, recalling one of my lectures at the investigatory course: aline
about discovering all you need to know about people from what you find in their rubbish. She brushed
the pile of dust she'd accrued into atin pan, and walked out through adoor at the back of the bar. |
followed her, just in time to see her tip the pan into alarge corrugated metal bin. She banged thelid
down on top.

"Isthat where al the litter goes?' | asked.
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She gave me a surprised nod.
"When was it emptied last?"
"“Two days ago," she grunted, clearly thinking | was mad.

| opened my attache case, and pulled on some gloves. Fortunately the bin was only a quarter full. |
rummaged round through the filthy debrisit contained. It took me awhile sifting through, but in among
the cellophane wrappers, crumpled paper, mashed cigarettes ends, shards of broken glass, soggy beer
mats, and other repellent items, | found awell-chewed cigar butt. | sniffed tentatively at it. Not that I'm
an expert, but to me it smelled very similar to the one which Antony Caesar Pitt had lit in the interview
room. | dabbed at it with aforefinger. The mangled brown |eaves were still damp.

| dropped the cigar into one of my plastic bags, and stripped my gloves off. When | returned to the club's
main room, Gareth Alan Pitchford was writing names into his notebook; while the manager wore the
countenance of a badly frightened man.

"We have them," the detective said in satisfaction. He snapped his notebook shut.

| took atrain down to Southampton the following day. A car was waiting for me at the station. The drive
out to the Raleigh family institute took about forty minutes.

Southampton is our city, the same way Rome belongs to the Caesars, or London to the Percys. It might
not sprawl on such grand scales, or boast a nucleus of Second Era architecture, but it's well-ordered and
impressive in its own right. With our family wealth coming from along tradition of seafaring and
merchanteering, we have built it into the second largest commercia port in England. | could seelarge
ships nuzzled up against the docks, their stacks churning out streamers of coal smoke as the cranes
moved ponderously beside them, loading and unloading cargo.

More ships were anchored offshore, awaiting cargo or refit. It had only been two years since | waslast in
Southampton, yet the number of big ocean-going passenger ships had visibly declined since then. Fewer
settlers were being ferried over to the Americas, and even those members of families with established
lands were being discouraged. 1'd heard talk at the highest family councils that the overseas branches of
the families were contemplating motions for greater autonomy. Their population was rising faster than
Europe's, abasisto their claim for different considerations. | found it hard to believe they'd want to
abandon their roots. But that was the kind of negotiation gestating behind the future's horizon, one that
would doubtless draw mein if | ever attained the levels | sought.

The Raleigh institute was situated several miles beyond the city boundaries, hugging the floor of awide
rolling valley. It's the family's oldest estate in England, established right at the start of the Second Era
We were among the first families out on the edge of the Empire's hinterlands to practice the Sport of
Emperors. The enormo