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<« CHAPTER ONE

The sol dier stands alone. In the time when he nust either
succeed or encounter failure that will follow himbeyond his
grave, he has only a little tine and only two consi derations —
hi s m ssion, and what strength he has within hinself by which
he may acconplish it. Wether he commands a mllion other

men or only the weapon in his own hand, the soldier in the
moment of decision is of all nmen nost al one- Watever of

har mony he has achieved in his adjustment to the world as he
knows it is the source of his strength. If he has adjusted him
self only to chaos, it is inthis time that he will dissolve and
|l ose hinself in its nothingness.

—Joseph Maxwel | Caneron, The Anatony of Mlitary Merit
o »' ><eo

The nost inportant fact of the first half of the Twentieth
Century is that the United States and Engl and both speak
Engli sh. The nost inportant fact of the second half will be
that the dominant race in both the United States and the
Soviet Union is white.

—Her man Kahn, 1960

N <e °»

Crofton's Encycl opedia of Contenporary Hi story and Soci al
I ssues (3rd Edition):

CoDom nium The first attenpts by the United States to forge

a CoDomi nium alliance were defeated by the failure of an
attenpted Conmuni st Party coup and the consequent

deposition of Gorbachev. The Soviet Union splintered al ong
national and ethnic |ines; but when the econonic situations of
both the forner Soviet Union and the United States continued to
deteriorate, many in both nations | ooked back on the Cold War
with nostalgia. Wien a new series of mlitary and political coups
resurrected the USSR, the United States was quick to Join its
fornmer eneny in an alliance that established the supremacy of
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the two domi nant nations over the rest of the world. The alliance
was one of conveni ence rather than genuine friendship...

The Exodus 20152050t In the first generation after the
perfection of the Al derson Drive in 2010 nore than forty

pl anetary col oni es were founded, not counting cl osed-
environment nining settlenents and refueling stops in systens

wi thout Terresteroid planets. Wile the CoDomi niumdid not
encour age governments (other than the US or Soviet Union) to
establish direct settlenments, corporations or settlenent

associ ations cl andestinely backed by governnents were

common. Private col onization ventures were typically either
commercial (e.g. HwSey, q.v.) or religious-ethnic in nature; see
Arrarat (q.v.), Dayan (g.v.), FrieiSand, (qg.v.), Metfi, (qg.v.), others,
spp. During this phase, several mllion emgrants |left the solar
system alnost all voluntary —although both the CoDom nium
Powers offered increasingly strong "encouragenent" to
politically inconvenient individuals and groups. Thus there

are now pl anets whose population is purely Mrnon (Deseret),
Ameri can Bl ack Separatist (New Azania), Russian nationali st
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(St. Ekaterina), Finnish (Sisu), and even Eskino/lnnuit
WUt t Juk) .

The second phase of interstellar colonization began with

di e extension of the Bureau of Relocation's nmandate to

i nclude involuntary transport of colonists (in addition to the
al ready existing flow of convicts, many nerely petty crim -
nals). During this period (2040 to date) voluntary em gration
has remmi ned roughly stable, but involuntary has increased to
| evel s exceeding fifteen mllion persons per year; at the same
time, nore than seventy new planetary col oni es have been
founded, many specifically by the Col onial Bureau as rel oca-
tion settlenents- Gven the sometines extremely margina
habitability of the planets concerned (see Haven, Frystaat)
and the endenic shortage of capital in the outsystem

col oni es, casualties anong the transportees are often heavy,
with life expectancies averaging as little as three years in
some cases.

O
Whunp.

A globe of violet fire blooned for an instant agai nst
the southern horizon, down in the | ow ands, actinic
bri ght ness through the gathering dark and the |ight
cold rain. Firefly streams of tracer began to stitch

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 3

across the ground in long shallow arcs, and die reddi sh
spar ks of expl odi ng nmunitions.

The nercenary sergeant smiled in satisfaction at the
picture his facescreen showed. He turned in his
foxhol e, away fromthe action to the south and toward
the valley below the ridge where his nen | ay conceal ed.
The twel ve-man SAS section was dug in on the | ow
crest, invisible in their spider-holes under chanel eon
tarps. Only the thread-thin tip of the fiber-optic

peri scope showed above the sergeant's canoufl age.

It was dark, Cytheria was just a sliver on the hori-
zon, but that was no problemw th nightsight. The
eneny columm was spread out down the wooded val e
beneath them wi nding through the tall grass and
eucal yptus trees; the slope was in reddi sh-brown na-
tive scrub and shanmboo. Men and mules halted at die
sound of the explosion, then scattered to shouted
orders.

"Now' Sergeant Taras M scowsky said into the
throat-nmi ke. Not what the bastards expected, he

thought with a hard grin in die private darkness of die
hol e.

A heavy droni ng whi sde came through the | ow

cl ouds overhead. Then: crunp .. . crump .. . crunp.
Points of red fire flashed over the valley, proximty-
fused 160mm nortar rounds bursting at ten neters

up. G rcles of vegetation bent away, crushed by bl ast
and flayed by the steel-wire shrapnel. Men and ani -
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mal s screamed or widied or lay still under die iron
flail; the faint bitter scent of explosive joined the
snells of wet earth and grass. Anodier salvo canme in”
and another, the air whistling continuously. The ob-
servers called fire on die clunps of guerrillas formng
around officers and noncons, throwing nen into

panic flight and chopping into dog-neat any attenpt

to rally.

4 ferry PoureHe iv SM Stirling

That's doing it to them Captain,"” M scowsky said

as he threw back the tarpaulin. Then nore formally,

"Sir, they're taking heavy casualties. | estimate thirty
percent casualties on a full conpany. Better than half
the nmules are down, too. They're noving, one six five
degrees true."

"Roger that. Tracking. We'll get the bl ocking group
in fast."

"Sir. W'll lose nost of themif we don't act fast."
"Ri ght. Thank you. Sergeant,"

Sone of the eneny troops were noving straight

west up the slope toward his position; the hill was

gentle, and there was good cover. Mrtar shells |anded
closer, probing for themas they noved up toward the

ridge. The SAS unit was well dug-in, but they were
infiltration scouts, not a line unit. and there were only a
dozen of them M scowsky flashed a ranging | aser at

the center of the eneny group.

"Fire m ssion. Personnel, not arnored. Five-fifty-
six neters, bearing one hundred seventeen degrees."”

"On the way," his commanders voi ce sounded in
the hel nmet mike. Seconds |ater Corporal Washi ngton
spoke:

"Getting troop novenent noise to our rear, Sarge.
Mul tiples, light vehicles and infantry."

"Roger. Cap'n, the Royals are coming in fromny
west . "

"Roger that, M scowsky; the other side of the trap's
moving in fromthe southeast around now. "

M scowsky turned his head in that direction and
switched his facemask to IR sensors. There was a hel

of a firefight going on down there a couple of klicks
away, at the works the guerrillas had been planning to
attack. Small arnms, nortars ... and the | ance-shaped
bl ossom of a Cataphract |ight tanks 76nm cannon
Several of those, conming toward himfast; he could see

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 5

the faint waver of heat fromtheir engi nes. Rel ayed
sound- sensor data gave himthe push from behind the
SAS position. Boots thudding on turf, and a qui et
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whine fromfuel-cell electrics. Then a | ouder shoop-
wonk as their nortars opened up, lighter 81lmm s and
120mm medi uns.

He tapped at the side of his helmet to switch to the
Royal i st units push.

"M scowsky, Fal kenberg's Legion," he said.

A dark machi ne shape cane bounding up the | ow

reverse slope behind him A cycle, boxy body slung

bet ween two wheel s thatwere balls of Charbonneau al | oy
mononol ecul ar thread. It braked to a stop and a figure in
bul I'y Nenmourlon conbat arnor junped down.

"Captain Lewis, 2nd Royal s," the man said.

O hers in the sane canoufl age uni forns and ar nor
were swarmng up the ridge; teans set up nmchine-
guns as the riflenen fanned out and opened fire.
Behi nd them i ght four-wheel vehicles |ike skeletal
j eeps haul ed ammuni tion and heavy weapons, recoil -
less rifles and rocket-Iaunchers.

M scowsky strai ghtened and threw a fornal sal ute.
"Sir. Fal kenberg's Legion presents one eneny col -
um, badly used," he said.

The Royal officer returned the gesture, grinning as he
scanned the action below. Hi s night-sight goggles were
flipped up, and he was using a blocky pair of sensor-

gl asses; less efficient than the nmultitasking facemasks of
the Legion, but Sparta was not a rich planet.

"Sonme of themare putting their hands up already,"

he said. A signals tech cane up behind himand put a
handset into his outstretched palm "First platoon," he
continued into it. "Deploy in skirmsh order and
advance. | want prisoners, but don't take unnecessary
casualties. If in doubt, shoot." Men fanned out and
began to filter into the scrub downsl ope.

6 Je~ry Pounelle 6- S M Stilling

"Wl | done. Sergeant," he went on, nodding to
M scowsky.

"Next insertion, sir?" Mscowsky said hopefully.

The Royal Spartan Army helicopter was still turning
over its turbines behind the SAS squad.

"That's the last of them" Legi on Captain Janey
Mace, Scout Commander, twi tched his thunb toward
the colum of enemy prisoners as they shanbl ed past
under guard down to the river docks.

The Tyndos flowed north fromhere into the

Eurotas, the great river of the Serpentine Continent.
McKenrie's Landing was a riverside town, |ike nost OB
this world; not nmuch of one, which was al so typical
There was- an openpit rare-earth mne cut back into a
snooth green hill, a geothermal plant and a kil oneter
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of railway down to the | oading docks. That and housi ng
for a few hundred peopl e, rangi ng fromtufa-bl ock
Geor gi an houses for the mine-owner down to

pl astic-stabilized ramed earth for the mners'
barracks. A fuel station by the docks, stacked logs for
steaners and peanut oil tanks for diesels. A bar, a
seedy- | ooki ng hotel, a Brotherhood neeting hall, two
churches —established and non-conforni st —and a

tiny Hndi tenple, a three-man Munted Police
station-cumpost-office....

Not many of the Spartan People s Liberation Arny
—Hel ot —aquerrillas had gotten to anywhere useful.
Rosie's Bar and Gill was burning, and one of the
steaners down at the pier was sinking at its noorings.
The rebel plan had probably been to overrun the set-

tl enent just |long enough to weck the mne —it
brought the Royal governnent off-planet hard cur-
rency —kill the G tizens resident, harangue the

convict-transportee section of the | abor force....
Tet ne go after them Cap'n."
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 7

"Can't do that." Mce shook his head. "Back to
training duty. Sergeant. We're going to need every
Royal up to the mark—=

"Yes, sir, but —

"If 1 thought there was one chance in ten thousand
she was still alive |I'd order you to go | ook for her."

"You woul dn't have to order nme or anyone el se.
Captain, dammt, | know she's dead. But | want—=

" Ahead?"
"Ball s would do."

"You'll have your chance," Mace said. It was easy to
see what Mace was thinking. Taras Hamlton M s-
cowsky cane froma culture that took bl ood feuds
seriously. "Right now we've got a war to win. Ser-
geant . "

"Sir." Mscowsky was silent; obedience, not

agreenent. Two nonths ago the war had stopped

being a job to him when Lieutenant Lefkow tz

di ed. Lieutenant Deborah Lefkowitz, w fe of Jerry

Lef kowitz, who had been M scowsky's first officer in
the Legion. M scowslcy would not have lived past his
first battle if Lefkowi fcz had not put his nen ahead of
his personal survival. Deborah Lefkowi tz had been an
el ectronics tech, not a conbat soldier; sheer bad |uck
had put her observation plane over eneny Skyhawk

m ssiles, in the Dal es canpaign. M scowsky hadn't

been able to rescue her, nobody had, after her plane
augured in still spitting out data. Data that had
probably saved the Legion's detachnent here on

Sparta, but nobody had saved Deborah. They found
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her torn clothing and sonme bl ood, but nothing el se,
despite the efforts of the Legion's best trackers.

That's the official story, M scowsky thought. But
Mendota was there, and he's not tal king, and | think
he found somet hi ng nore. Maybe the ski pper has sone
reason to keep things to hinmself, but Cod damm —

8 Jerry Pounelie ir SSM Stirling

Jerry Lefkowitz was far away, eight nonths inter-
stellar transit, though only half that for the fastest
messages, on New Washi ngton with Col onel Fal ken-

berg and the bulk of the Legion. Sparta had originally
been intended as a quiet training assignment for the
5th Battalion and a haven for the nonconbatants. He
woul dn't even have the news about his wife yet. Ms-
cowsky scow ed. At |east he woul dn't have to break the
news. The chapl ai n-rabbi would do that. But | have to
wite him And when idol want an encl osure.

A man in the uniformof a Brotherhood militia cap-
tain came up. "Captain MKenzie, sir," he said to
Mace. "Did | hear sonething about pursuit?" He was
a m ddl e-aged nman, stocky and sandy-haired. There
was a wol fish eagerness in his tone.

The 18th Brotherhood's authorized to send fight-

ing patrols into bandit country," Mace said, nodding
nort hwestward. There | ay the H nal ayan-sized

Drakon range and the vast forest-and-prairie expanse
of hill country known as the U yrian Dal es.

"Not your SAS?" MKenzie said. He | ooked admr-

ingly at the mercenary troopers squatting stolidly in
the rain and | eaning on their weapons. "W'd have
been royally screwed if you hadn't spotted those ter-
rorist scumnmassing up in the ravine country. W've
only got an under strength conpany of the Brother-
hood here; if they'd hit us without warning..."

Captain Mace pulled a pack of cigarettes out of a
shoul cbr - pocket in his arnor, offered one to the Spartan
They lit, sheltering their matches fromthe steady drizzle.

"That's just it," he said. "Look, the eneny never
attack if they think we know they're com ng; they just
call it off and split up and concentrate sonewhere
we're not. And we can't give you |long warning..."

They both nodded. Legi on conmuni cations were
secure —nostly —but the Brotherhood comm i nes

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 9

were | eaky, and there didn't seemto be nmuch that
anyone coul d do.

Most of the three-million popul ation of Sparta was
spread out along the nearly ten thousand kil oneters of
the Eurotas. Mst traffic nmoved at the pace of the
riverboat, with the faster alternative being a blinp.
There was very little high-tech transport; Sparta saved
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its noneyforbuildingits industries, and inported little
in the way of personal luxuries. Even mlitary

hel i copters were still rare, just now starting to cone off
the hues in quantity. Away fromthe little towns and
scattered ranches of the Valley were nountain, swanp,
forest. Easy to hide in, nowthat the satellites were
down. The Helots crept through it like rats in |long

grass, massing secretly, striking w thout warning and
scattering before the Royalist forces could respond.

"I't's |like stonping on bl oody cockroaches," the
Spartan said in frustration. "Can't find the buggers.
When you do, there are always nore of them"

"Mm hmin," Mace said. "And the Legi on doesn't

have enough SAS to make much of a difference.

We've got to train your own Regul ars, your SAS' —
which in the Royal forces stood for Spartan Air Service
—"to give you a broad-based capacity."

McKenzi e nodded unwillingly. "We'll pursue any-
way, " he said. Mre sofuy: "My boy Phyrros was in the
Dal es. He got the Star of Leonidas ... posthunously."

"Be cautious," Muce said.

"Sir." Mscowsky |eaned forward. "Sir, |'ve been
thinldn'." H's provincial accent roughened a little, the
Anglic harshened with the tones of Haven, his home

pl anet. "Either the eneny's going downhill, or these were

recruits. Prob'lysentin for alittle on-the-job training."
"Yes?" Mace | ooked at the prisoners thoughtfully.

Alot of themdid look a little raw, wi thout the
stri pped- down appearance you got after six nonths or

10 Jerry Pounelte 6- S M Stirling

so in Sparta's heavy gravity. Transportees. Convicts and
political prisoners fromEarth; nost of the Helots

were, like a majority of Sparta's popul ation. And they
did break up a bit easily. Not nmuch unit cohesion, as if
they were just out of the eneny equival ent of basic
training- The Spartan Peopl es Liberation Arny

probably hadn't expected nmuch resistance here.

"Well," Mscowsky went on, "if this was a training
exercise, they had a command group sonewhere dose

wat chi ng. M ght be worth going after, Cap'n. Maybe
even that bastard nephew of Bronson s, the one we got
the voiceprint on in the Dales.”

That would be worth it, the mercenary officer

thought Wth Geoffrey Niles in our hands, we'd have
more of a lever. Grand Senator Bronson was illegally
backing the rebellion . . . not that anyone on Earth
seenmed to give a damm anynore about little things like
the CoDom niums Laws of War, or treaties, or any-
thing el se.

"No." He shook his head. "Niles may be dead... or
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still wandering around the Dal es | ooking for the Hel ot
survivors. W've got orders; nmount up, Sergeant"

ofy 4- <e

Crack. A branch broke underneath a boot.

Geoffrey Niles started awake and t hen crouched

| ower under the overhang of blue rock. It was

screened by tall canes of witch hazel and thick crystal -
line snow, only feet fromthe littie brook that purled
down the shallow vall ey under a skin of ice

He forced his breathing to calm clenching his jaw

as it tried to chatter with cold and the effects of mal-
nutrition. The skin on his fingers was cracked where it
gripped the rifle; his body felt like an arthritic seventy
i nstead of the twenty-eight Terran years it actually

bore. Few woul d have recogni zed the sl eekly hand-

sone bl ond Englishman of a scant half-year before in

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 11

the scarecrow figure that crouched in this cave. The
heavy gravity of Sparta dragged at him as sleep
dragged at his eyelids. The air snelted of wet |inme-
stone and nuddy earth; beyond the streamthe first
buds were showi ng on the rock maples, and strands of
green anong the yell ow stal ks of grass.

Anot her crack, and a voice swearing softly. Men
dropped past himto stand on the edge of the stream
and another wal ked up it leading a fl op-eared hound.
Men in uniform. ..

Royal i sts, he thought. Canoufl age uniforms,

Nerour | on arnor and hel nets, but the shoul der-

fl ashes showed Brotherhood nmilitia. Not Roya

Arny regul ars, and thank God not the nercenary
SAS-scouts of Fal kenberg's Legion. The relief was
irrational, he knew, there were a dozen of them and
he had only five rounds left in the clip. The mlitia
were countrymen used to tracking, and well-trained;

they woul d check this overhang eventually. He had
escaped fromthe last battle in the Dales by drifting
downstreamon a river that eventually fed into the
Eurotas. It had carried himfar into Royalist-held
territory, and it had been a | ong sl ow journey back
into the w | derness.

I can't even blame Grand- Uncle for sending ne

here, he thought bitterly. He had asked to go to Sparta,
to serve in the revolution G and Senator Bronson was

cl andestinely backing. J wanted adventure. God!

0 o> -0-
"Lost him Sarge," the man with the dogs said dis-
gustedly. "He went into the creek downstream where
it's clear, but |"'mdamed if | can find where he cane
out."

The mlitia noncomgrunted. "Everyone, spread
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out; he may be lying | ow around here. And keep al ert
—we've cone a long ways west, he isn't the only Hell

12 Jerry Pounetle 6- S M Stirling

around here. Sparks, get me —
W- ’

The sol di er doubl ed over and fell backwards into

the water with a red spot blossoning on his chest. The
others went to ground in trained unison, scranbling
back up the overhang to return fire. The sharp crack-
ling of their New Aberdeen rifles echoed back

over head, answered by others out in the woods; the

sil enced sni per weapon fired again, and a light nma-

chi ne-gun opened up on the Royalist patrol. A body
slid back downslope to lie twitching at the edge of the
wat er next to the bobbing corpse. Branches and scrub
fell after it, cut by the hail of bullets; a nan was
scream ng, an endl ess hi gh keeni ng sound.

Nil es flogged his mnd into thought. He had been

running tar and fast ahead of this pursuit; it was unlikely
there was anot her Royalist patrol near enough to

intervene. Fromthe sound of the firing the guerrillas

out nunbered the governnent soldiers handily, and

according to Spartan People's Liberation Arnmy —Hel ot
—tactics they shoul d..

CGod. If there sttU are any Hel ots —The attenpted
anbush in the Dales had fallen apart so fast the
Royal i sts m ght have nopped up everything but
scattered bands.

Fwfwrp. A rifle-grenade blasting off the nuzzle of
arifle some distance away. It landed on the lip of the
rise over his head and detonated in a spray of notched
steel wire. Then nore rifle fire came fromthe other
side of the creek bed, into the backs of the Royali st
sol diers, and nore grenades. The noise rose to a
crescendo and then died away with startling

suddenness. Niles waited while the Helots nade their
cautious approach, waited until their |eader whistled
an all dear. Then he called out:

"I"'mcom ng out! Senior Goup Leader Ceoffrey
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 13

Ni | es, SPLA!" Spartan People's Liberation Arny, the
formal nane of me Hel ots.

"Qut careful," a hard voice replied.

He pushed through the witch hazel, leaving his rifle
behi nd. The tough springy stens parted reluctantly,
powdering himwith snow He stood with his hands

rai sed. Half a platoon of Helot guerrillas surrounded
him mnost busy about their chores. A fewleveled rifles
at him

"Police it up good, don't leave nothin' for the Gts,"
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the Hel ot sergeant was saying. Men noved briskly,
stripping the Royalist mlitianen of weapons, arnor,
kit and cl ot hi ng.

One Brotherhood fighter was still alive, despite the
row of bullet-holes across the small of his back. The
guerrilla noncom stepped up behind himas he craw ed
and fired with the nmuzzle of his rifle an inch fromthe
back of the other mans head. The hel net rolled away

in a spray of blood- Then he turned back to Niles.

"Who did you say — he began, then stopped. H's
eyes wi dened as he recogni zed the scarecrow figure in
the rags the winter woods had left of his uniform

The sergeant was a short man, as were nost of the
guerrillas, a head shorter than the Englishman's 185
centinmeters; virtually all of the guerrillas were
transportees fromEarth's Welfare |slands, chronically
mal nouri shed as children. Anerican, fromhis accent,
and Eurasian by the odd conbination of slanted eyes
that were a bright bottle green col or

"Jesus and Maria, it is Senior Croup Leader N les,"
he said, saluting and then hol ding out a hand. "Ser-
geant Andy Cheung, sir —hell, we thought you were
dead nmeat for sure!l™

"So did | for a while, Sergeant, so did I," he said.
Rel i ef shook him and bitter regret | wanted out, he
thought. Qut of the Helots certainly, after the horrors

14 ferry PouneUe 6- S U. Stirling

of the canpaign | ast year; poison gas and sl aughtered
prisoners, capital crines under the Laws of War. But
the Royalists would hang him the only chance he had

of getting off this world alive was with the guerrillas.
Of this world and back to a place where the Bronson-
power and wealth could buy inmmnity from anyt hing.

"W gotta get out of here real quick," Sergeant
Cheungwas saying. "Lost half a platoon to them SAS
buggers around here just |ast week; they're seven

H cks of bad news." The noncom grinned at him

"Field Prime will sure be glad to see you again, sir.

Skilly, he thought, with a conplex shiver. Ch, Cod.
<- N <e

"Are you telling ne, gentlenen, that there is noth-
ing we can do to rid our world of these mnurderous
verm n?"

Crown Prince Lysander Collins paced back and

forth before the broad wi ndows that | ooked out over
Gover nment House Square; the Council Chanber

where the Cabinet met was on the second floor of the
Pal ace. It was a rainy spring day, and the breeze car-
ried in odors of wet vegetation fromthe gardens,
together with a danp salty snell fromthe Aegean. He
was a tall young man in his md-twenties, with short-
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cropped brown hair and regular features. Unti
recently it had been a rather boyish face.

Peter Ownensford, Major in Fal kenberg' s Legion,

Maj or General in the Spartan Royal Arny, |ooked up
fromhis readout and files to the prince. Not so young as
he was.

A good deal had happened to Crown Prince

Lysander Collins over the past eighteen Terran

mont hs. Sent to the CoDomi ni um prison-pl anet of

Tanith as unofficial anbassador to Fal kenberg's
Mercenary Legion; he had "seen the el ephant” there.

as a volunteer junior officer, and incidentally earned
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the respect of many of the Legion officers. Owaensford
suspected Lysander Collins would have been nore

than happy to maintain his pseudonym of "M . Conet
Prince" and remain in the Legion's ranks. That was

i mpossi bl e, of course, despite Lysander's bravura
performance, highjacking the rebel shuttle and the
smuggl ed drugs ... as inpossible as his brief and

doomed affair with Ursula Gordon, sonetinme hote

girl on Tanith. Sparta was too inportant to civilization,
and to the plans of Grand Admiral Sergei Lernontov,

for Lysander Collins to have any role but the straight
one laid out for himby hereditary duty. If there's to be
any civilization left once the CoDom nium col | apses.

Lad's grown up a lot, Owensford thought. Lysander

had returned to Sparta to find a full-fledged rebellion in
progress. Did all right, too. Decent as battalion
commander. Even better as field commander in chief.

I"ve fought for worse ones. Now even that was denied

him with his fathers judgnent inpaired by the eneny's
viral sabotage he was de facto ruler of die Collins half of
the Dual Monarchy's executive. He's seen the el ephant

with a vengeance.

"No, sir," Oamensford said aloud. "There is a great
deal that we can and nust do."

The Crown Prince was in uniformat this neeting;

as a Lieutenant General, he could be addressed as a
mlitary superior rather than sovereign, a useful fiction.
"But | amsaying for the record that under present
conditions it will be very difficult to achieve swift and
deci sive victory over the eneny."

He | ooked over at Hal Slater, the other nercenary
present. Commandant of the Royal War Col | ege,

maki ng hima Major General in the Royal Arny.

Possi bly a nore permanent one. Omensford woul d

revert to his nmercenary rank of Maj or whenever the

Fifth Battalion of Fal kenberg's Legion left Sparta.. - if

16 Jerry Pounelle ii S.M Stirling

they left; quite probably this would be permanent base
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for at least part of the nmercenary outfit. And I'm
runni ng a whole arny here. Challenging. Long-termif
he wanted to stay here and becone a Spartan Citizen
Tenpting. Sparta's a good place, and |'mtired of
runni ng/ Torn planet to planet. Onensford | ooked again

at Prince Lysander. He's grown up. | could accept him
as sovereign. | think Hal already has.
Hal Slater wouldn't be filling any active conmands.

He had gone to the regeneration tanks once too many
times, too many bones were titaniumtitani um matrix,
and his wounds woul d keep hi m behind a desk for the
rest of his |life. Running the War Col |l ege was a good
final berth. One he would do well; Hal Slater had
taught Owensford and many anot her young officer,

back in his days with the Legion. H s son George was a
Legi on Captain, and a Brigadier in the Royal forces

And Hal Slater is Falkenberg's oldest friend. If any-
one knows what Fal kenberg's gane is. Slater wll.

Lysander halted at the wi ndow and | ooked out over

the square. "I had hoped to get nore out of the Illyrian
Dal es canpaign," he said bitterly. "W certainly paid
enough for it."

Onensford nodded- The battles against the Helots in

the northwestern hills had been bl oody. Bl oodily
victorious, in the conventional sense ... and a good dea
of that was due to Crown Prince Lysander's refusal to
accept a truce offered by the enenmy when the battle was
won. That had cost the Royal Arny, but they had harried
the eneny units into rout with a relentless pursuit.
Lysander, he knew, was still haunted by the casualties.
They' d | ost sone of those wounded in the eneny's

poi son-gas attacks, because many couldn't be flown out
while the battle continued.

"W paid, but never doubt it was worth it," Owensford
said. He |ooked to Slater and got a nod of agreenent. "1
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doubt if one in five of the eneny escaped on the southern
front High cost in their trained | eaders."”

"Not enough to break them" Lysander said.

"No, sir. But we stopped them Sir, they were in a

fair way to taking and hol ding a good part of the Dal es.
That woul d have given them a sanctuary area. Mre

than that. It would have given thema territory, nmaking
this an actual planetary war instead of an insurgency.
They coul d have called on the CoDomi niumto

i ntervene. Depending on CD politics that night even
have worked. Instead, we got nost of their |eaders,
maybe half of their |ower ranking Meijian

technoninjas, a lot of their equipment. Some of their
units evaporated. Lots of deserters. One unit
surrendered just about to a man."

"CGood recruits?" Hal Slater asked.
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Onensford nodded.

Prince Lysander frowned. "You're accepting Helots
as mlitary vol unteers?"

Onensford grinned slightly. "Not for you, sir. For
the Legion, We'll get thempart trained and ship them
of f as reinforcenments for Col onel Fal kenberg on New
Washi ngton. The point is, sir, don't doubt that you
made the right choice. W not only robbed them of
their victory, we cane close to breaking them"

Slater said, carefully, "It should have been enough
to break them™

“"But it didn't."

"No, sir," Peter Omensford said. 'They've got too
much of f - pl anet support."

"Not just off-planet."

"No, sir." A sore point: Sparta hadn't yet suspended
constitutional civil rights, and the Helots had allies in
the Senate and el sewhere

"Look at it this way. You forced them back to classica
Phase One guerrilla operations," Hal Slater said-

18 Jerry Pounelle if SSM Stirling
"Vi gorous Phase One operations,"” Onensford said.

"Well, yes," Slater said. "It hurts, but Phase One
can't win if you keep your nerve."

Lysander sl amed the heel of his hand agai nst the
stonewor k. That was the antiseptic Aristotelian | an-
guage of a mlitary professional; "Phase One" neant
anbush and sabot age, burnt-out ranches and civilians
killed by | and-mi nes, every sort of terrorist atrocity.

He | ooked at Slater. This is what you neant at the
first Royal Strategy Lecture, isn't it?" He quoted:

"I nsurgency agai nst a nodern state requires powerful
allies operating fromsanctuary. Unfortunately, given
supply of war material froma sanctuary, insurgency
can be continued practically forever."'"

"Yes, sir," Hal Slater said. "Under the present cir-
cumst ances, patience is as important a weapon as

expl osives." He shrugged- "It's also all we have just
now. "

Lysander nodded curtly. Both the professionals

were ol der than he —Oaensford in his thirties, Slater
over fifty —and between themthey had a genera-
tion's experience. He would use that accunul at ed

wi sdom

"I agree. | don't have to like it," he said. "Wuat else
can we do?" He held up a hand. "Not tactics, that's
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obvi ous —what can we do to bring the war to an end?"

Slater smiled thinly; it was not every nman Lysan-
der's age who could keep the need to have strategy
driving tactics firmy before his nind.

"niere are essentially three ways to defeat an eneny,"”

Sl ater began formally. Teaching had been a | arge part of
his mlitary career, even before he became head of the
Spartan War Col | ege. "Physically smashing themis one
—killing so many mat the remai nder give up in despair.
We can only do that with the Helots if they are obliging
enough to ~ther in one place where we can get at them

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 19

TTl ey nearly nmade nmat mistake | ast year in the Dales, but

| doubt they will again. Their |eaders are evil nmen —=

And wonen, Owmensford thought; he remenbered

the mocking contralto voice of the Helot field com
mander in the Dates, with its soft Cari bbean accent.
By the ook on his face, so did Lysander. Neither of
them had forgotten the hel pl ess prisoners sl aughtered
on her order.

"—evil to the point where 'vile' is an appropriate
term but they are not stupid. Inexperienced in rea
war fare, but they are cunning, they have experienced
mercenary advi sors, and they | eam quickly."

Sl ater sipped water and continued. "As is often the

case in war, we cannot force battle on the eneny if they
are not willing to meet us; the ratio of force to space is
too low. There is nothing they nust stand and die to
defend; they have no towns, farns or fanilies as the

Royal forces do, and no base of supply." Slater paused.
"None within our reach, anyway."

Sparta had three mllion people, a tenth of themin
the capital; the Serpentine Continent had ei ghteen
mllion square nmiles of territory. Even the heartl ands
along the Eurotas River were thinly peopl ed.

"Particularly with the limts on surveillance, we are
unlikely to catch | arge nunbers of them at any one
time." Skysweeper mssiles had knocked down every
attenpt to loft nore spy satellites; observation aircraft
were inpossible, of course, and even drones were

hi gh-cost and short-lived if the eneny had counter-
measures. In addition, the Helots' Meijian hirelings
were sinply better at electronic intelligence and
counter-intelligence than anything the Duat Monar -

chy of Sparta could afford, and they were running
ranpant through every conputer on the planet with

me exception —he devoutly hoped —of the Legion's.

At that, his own electronics specialists were spending

20 Jerry Pounelle 6- S U Stirling

a counterproductive amount of tine checking for vi-
ruses and taps, and vetting Royal Arny machi nes. The
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Royal i st forces were back to what scouts and spies
coul d di scover, and whatever the Legi on conmputers
coul d massage out of the data.

"Of course there's an unpleasant inplication to our

| ack of surveillance," Slater said. "Low orbit satellites
they can knock down fairly easily, but geosynchro-

nous? They had to have cooperation fromthe CD

Navy for that."

"Are you sure?" Lysander denmanded

"Near enough," Slater said. "The CD may not have
knocked our geosynch out, but they had to | ook the
ot her way when it happened. And you'll note they
haven't offered to replace it."

"No. When we ask for cooperation, they never say

"no,"' but nothing happens. Delays, red tape, forms not
properly filled out. . . Do you think they're actively
agai nst us?"

Sl ater shrugged- "Or tilted neutral at best."
"What can we do about that?"

"l presurme you've filed a formal protest.”
Lysander nodded. "And you?"

"We've done what we can," Peter Owensford said.

"I'"ve sent off urgent signals to Fal kenberg and Admi -
ral Lernontov. Wth any luck Lennontov can use this
to order active CD intervention on our side."

"How did you send the nessage?" Lysander asked.

"Wth your permssion | would rather not say,"
Onensford sai d.

Lysander nodded qui ckly. That's probably best. Do
you think we can get CD Navy support? When?"

Hal Sl ater shook his head. "It won't be soon- CD
politics is thick soup." H's voice went back to |l ecture
mode, "Tlie second method of defeating an opponent

is to strike at their rear —at the sources of their sup-
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plies and support. Unfortunately, we cannot for the
sane reason we can't |locate them As |long as they have
even tacit CD support, their rear area is off-planet."”

"Bronson," Lysander said; he made the word an
obscenity.

"Exactly. Grand Senator Bronson. Sonehow

Bronson's people are still |anding supplies. His shipping
lines regufarly transit Sparta's system and the supplies
get here. Its |like the geosynchronous satellites. W have
no proof, but its hard to imagi ne any other explanation."

The Treaty of Independence had |eft spatial traffic
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control in the hands of the CoDoni nium forces, and
the Grand Senator was a power in the CoDom nium

So were Sparta's friends —Grand Admiral Serge
Lermontov and Grand Senator Grant, the Blaine
famly... and the result was deadl ock. No new thing.
It was a generation since the CoDom nium as a whol e
had been able to do anything of note. The Sovi et

Uni on was di ssol ving again —but so was the United
States. Between themthey ruled the world, but

nei ther nation renenbered why they had wanted to.

"Bronson," Slater went on, "is al so behind npst of
our econonic problens."

Sparta's main exports were mnerals and

i nt ermedi at e-t echnol ogy products for planets even |ess
i ndustrialized than she. Markets had been drying up,
contracts been revoked, suppliers defaulting, |oans
bei ng call ed due. The planetary debt was

mushroom ng, and Standard and Poor's had j ust

reduced the Dual Mnarchy's credit rating once nore.
The financial comunity was nmore and nore jittery

over the situation on Earth, in any case- Capital was
flowing out to the secure worlds, places like Friedland
and Dayan. and sitting there.

"What does Bronson want ?" Lysander dermanded.
Hal Sl ater shook his head. "W don't know. "
22 Jerry PournelUe 6- S M Stirling

"He seens to have an active hatred for Fal kenberg."

"Yes, sir," Slater said. "But that's a very old story."
"Fal kenberg ruined his Tanith operation," Lysander
sai d.

"Yes, sir. Wth your help." Slater shrugged. "Bronson
never forgets an eneny. You'll have noticed that 'he
hasn't even tried to negotiate with you. But given tfie
resources he's putting into this operation, there has to
be nore at stake than personal aninpbsity. Unless —&

"Unl ess?"

"Unl ess he's feeling old and usel ess and has not hi ng
| eft but his hatreds,"” Slater said.

"What ever his notives, this has to stop." Lysander

stared out at the Spartan | andscape. "Even if we called
out every Brotherhood mlitiaman," he said slowy, "we
woul dn't have enough to finish this quickly. Wuld we?"

"No, sir," Omensford replied flatly. 'They'd disperse.

go to earth and wait for new supplies. W can't keep

any nmilitia unit in the field for nore than a nonth or

so. Helot attacks are planned long in advance; if we
detect them concentrating and nass to defend or
counterattack, they sinply call off their assault and pick
anot her target sonewhere el se. They never attack

without a locally superior ratio of forces, and we don't
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have enough nmechani cal transport to respond quickly
in such cases."

There were a million Citizens; the first-line mlitia

of their Brotherhoods could field a quarter of a nmillion
troops. Unfortunately, when they did the entire planet
had to shut down; the Ctizens were over a third of the
total |abor force, and a nuch hi gher percentage of the
skill ed and nanagerial cl asses.

"We're keeping fifteen battalions under arnms at any
one tine as regional reaction-forces, and we're
bui l di ng up the standing forces of the Royal Arnmy to
twenty-five thousand troops." Onensford said. He ran
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a hand over his short-cropped brown hair. "Whatever

el se the Dal es canpaign did, it certainly gave us plenty
of conbat-tested nen." Action was the best way to
identify potential small-unit |eaders. "And the cream of
the newconers as recruits, too. Everyone wants to

fight for a winner. W'll keep grinding at the eneny."

Hal Slater grimaced slightly. "Now you see why

prof essionals hate guerrilla wars, sir," he said. "It's pure
attrition, unless we can Idll or capture their top

| eaders. "

| ysander smiled sourly. "I've known nercenaries
who liked that land of thing. A long war and no
resol uti on—no, of course | don't suspect that of
Fal kenberg. "

Slater didn't say anything.

"All right," Lysander said. "Attrition with G and
Senat or Bronson sending the Hel ots weapons and

money, and the CoDomi ni um Bureau of Rel ocation

sendi ng convicts and involuntary transportees for
themto recruit from It takes twenty years to produce
a Citizen, gentlenen, and only eight nonths to ship a
transportee fromEarth to Sparta. And yes, | know,

you can recruit among those as well as the enemy. But
damm it, no offense intended. Sparta needs Citizens,
not nmore nercenaries.”

He noved his shoul ders, the unconsci ous gesture

of a man settling a burden he neans to carry. "W can
al so proceed on the political front," he went on
"Breaking up the eneny's clandesti ne networks. And
nailing Croser."

For a nmonent all three men shared a wolfish grin.
Senator Dion Croser, head of the Non-Citizen's
|iberation Front... and al nost certainly | eader of the
whol e insurrection. Alnost all the insurgents were
transportees and non-Citizens; Croser was the son of
one of the Founders, and there was as yet no
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snol dng- gun proof of his involvenent with the
i nsurrection.

"He won't be the last," Lysander went on softly.

Even the nmercenaries were slightly daunted by the

look in his grey eyes. "W can't attack a man who's a
power in the CoDom nium —we can't even defy the
CoDom ni um —yet. But Croser we will get; and
eventual ly, beyond him those responsible for backing
him As God is ny witness, |I'mgoing to see that

nobody is ever in a position to do this to Sparta again-
O," he went on, "to anyone else, if | can help it."

"Meanwhi l e," he continued nore briskly, "we
shoul d prepare for the War Cabi net neeting."
<e -fr ->

The rain had been hitting harder as the Hel ot patro
nmoved northwest The horses hung their heads slightly,
wearily placing one hoof down at a tine. For Geoffrey
Niles the trip was rest and recuperation, after starving
and freezing for the better part of two nonths. By the
end of the second week he was strong enough to curse

the cold drops that flicked into his face as they rode
and trickled down inside his canouflaged rain-poncho,

to realize how nuch he detested the constant snells of
wet human and horse. The forest thickened as they

nmoved closer to the foothills of the Drakons, spreading
up fromthe | ow swal es and vall eys to conquer the

slopes of the hills, leaving only patches in the tallgrass
prairie that was so comon el sewhere in the Illyrian

Dal es. Cccasionally they passed other patrols —once
they nearly tripped an anbush —and nore often saw
foraging parties, out cropping the vast herds of gane
and Terat cattle.

"Not many eneny in this far?" he asked the Hel ot
NCO

"No, sir," the man replied; he kept his rifle across his
saddl ebow, and his eyes were al ways novi ng.

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 25

"Leastways, not big bunches of'em Sonetimes they

send in fightin' patrols, battalion or better, but we scatter
an' harass and they go away. Hard to supply this far in,

too. They got no satellite recce now, can't put aircraft
anywhere near us. Keep tryin' t'locate our bases, though.
Lots of infiltrators. Ambush and counter-anbush work

—helps with training the new chunms, anyway."

Ni | es nodded. They were riding up a long slope; the

rain had a little sleet init now, they nust be at |east a
t housand neters above sea level. Wll into the foot-

hills, and Sparta's 1.21 G gave it a steep atnosphere

and tenperature gradient. The slopes on either side

were heavily wooded with Douglas fir and Redwoods,

oaks and beech; the genetic engi neers and seeders

had done their work well here. Branches net over-

head, and the hooves clattered through gravel and

broken rock. They turned a coner; it took a nonents
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concentration for Niles to pick out the bunkers that
flanked the pathway. They were set deep in the |ineg,
with narrow firing slits hiding the nuzzles of 15nmm
gatlings. H s shoulders crawed slightly with the
know edge that Peltast heavy sniper-rifles had prob-
ably been trained on themfor the better part of an
hour .

"Sir," an officer said, as he swung down fromthe
saddle. "We've got transport for you. Field Prinme is
anxi ous to debrief you herself."

Nil es raised a brow at the sight of the jeep; it was a
| ocal nodel, six ball oon-wheel s of Charbonneau t hread,
but the Helots had had little nechanical transport
before. We're conming up in the world, he thought.

The new base- headquarters was a contrast to the

old, as well. It was a rocky bow several kiloneters
in extent, a collapsed done undercut by water seep-
age. That was common in the Dales, with nmultiple
megat onnes of water com ng down off the Drakon
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sl opes eveiy year and hundreds of thousands of

square kiloneters of old marine |inmestones to run
through. The edges of the ring were jagged fangs
thrusting at the sky; his eyes wi dened at the sight of
detection and broadcast antennae up there, and

| aunching frames for Skyhawk and Tal on antiaircraft

m ssiles. Cave-nouths ringed the bow, busy activity
about nost, but the rolling surface itself was occu-
pied as well.

Not afraid of aerial surveillance any nore. he

t hought. Neat rows of squared-|og cabins, and troops
drilling in the open. Mre troops than he expected,

many nore, but what was really startling was the

equi pment. Plenty of |ocal make, everything fromri-

fl es and machi ne-guns up to the big 160nm nortars

that were the local substitute for artillery; D on Croser
had been siphoning off a share of |ocal production and
caching it in cave-dunps here in the Dales for a ful
decade before the open war began. But there was of F-

pl anet nmaterial as well. in startling quantity, itens he
renenbered from Sandhurst | ectures. A dozen

st ubby 155mm rocket - howi tzers, Friedl ander - nade,

with swarnms of Hel ot troopers around t hem doi ng fa-
mliarization. Six Suslov nmediumtanks, slab-and-angle
conposite arnor jobs with lowprofile turrets and

135mm cannon in hydraulic pods. Those were Co-

Dom ni um i ssue, nmade on Earth.

And bl oody expensive, he thought.

The jeep pulled up at one of the cave entrances. A
man was waiting for him Niles recognized the figure;

190 cmtall and broad enough to be squat- Skin the
col or of old mahogany, a head bald as an egg, and a
great beak of a nose in the round face. Over his shoul -
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ders were the twin machetes that had given himhis
ni ckname, and dangling fromone hand was a |ight
machi ne-gun | ooki ng no bigger than a toy rifle in the
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great paw. The only change he could see was a certain
gauntness to the face.

Two- kni fe," he said, nodding to the Helot com
mander' s right-hand nman.

"Niles,"” the other answered, equally polite and
noncommittal. The big Mayan had not ni nded when

Skilly took the Englishman as her consort; that was the
Donna's privilege. Niles was privately certain that he
woul d al so have no hesitation in quietly killing an
unwort hy choi ce. ..

The caves were |l arger than the old Base One that

had fallen to the Royalists last winter, but the setup
within was simlar, down to the constant chill and snell
of wet rock. G owsticks stapled to the walls,

col or-coded marker strips, occasional wooden walls

and partitions, rough-shaping with pneunatic

hamrers. There seened to be a | ot nore npdem

el ectronics, though. He passed several |arge

cl assroom chanbers with squads of Helots in

accel erat ed-1 eam ng cubi cl es, bow -hel nets over their
heads for total-sensory input. Then they went past
alert-looking guards into a still larger chanber, where
of ficers grouped around a conputer-driven map table.
One | ooked up at him

"Hiyo, Jeffi," she said quietly when he was cl ose
enough to sal ute.

CGeoffrey Niles' throat felt bl ocked. He had thought

he remenbered her. but Sidda Thi bodeau in the flesh
was sonething different froma nmenmory. Very tall,

near two nmeters, nmuch of it leg. Muscled |like a pan-
ther and nmoving |ike one, a chocol ate-brown face
framed in |l oose-curled hair that glinted bl ue-bl ack

H gh cheekbones and full lips, nose slightly curved,
eyes tilted and col ored hazel, glinting with green
flecks. H's nostrils flared involuntarily at her scent,
soap and mint and a hint of the natural nusk. And the

28 ferry Pournelle is- S MStirling

remenbered thrill of not-quite-fear at neeting her
eyes, intelligent and probing and conpletely fera

"Skilly is glad to see you back," she said.

"dad to be back. Field Prine," he said. Realized
with a slight shock of guilt that it was true. Cod, what a
woman.

She smled lazily, and sweat broke out on his fore-
head; then she dropped her gaze to the nmap table.
"W having de post-nmortem" she continued. "Little
training attack go wong, a bit."
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He cleared his throat, |ooked around at the other

of ficers. Many he recogni zed: von Reuter, the ex-CD
maj or; Sutchukil, the Thai aristocrat and politica
deportee, a man with a constant grin and the col dest
eyes Niles had ever seen. Kishi Takadi, the Meijian
technoninja liaison. Another nman he al nost did not
recogni ze. Chandos Wchasta, G and Senator

Bronson's troubl e-shooter. That was a shock; the | ast
time he had seen the little Indian was back on Earth,
during the humiliating interview with great-uncle
Adrian at the Bronson estate in M chigan. The Spartan
m ssion had been a | ast chance to redeem hinself....
"Whi ch neans Grand-Uncl e has nmanaged to get

two-way communi cation going. There were big glacia

| akes in the Drakon foothills where high-powered
assault shuttles could land and take off.

"Brigade Leader Niles," Wchasta said discreetly.
Anot her surprise; N les had been Senior G oup Leader
—roughly a Major —in me SPLA in the | ast canpaign.

Skilly smled and shrugged. "You was right about
Skilly's plan last tinme, Jeffi," she said. "Too
conplicated; or maybe we have de intelligence |eak
here. O both; Skilly think both. Howsoever, de w se
mon | eam from mi st ake. "

"Ah..." Cone on. you bloody fool, don't sound I|ike
a conplete nitwit"... things seemto be well in hand."
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Skilly nodded. "Nunmbers back up sone," she said
judiciously. "Lots nore fancy off-planet stuff com ng
in — she nodded to Wchasta "—and noney, |ots of
nmoney. The Royal s, they doan' know how nuch we

have hid, too. W bl eeding thempretty good now, get-

tin' ready we give themthe real grief."

"Hmm Wn't the CoDo naval station on the

Aegis platform—= He broke off at the ring of wolfish
grins around the map table.

She laid her light-pencil down. "Field Prinme think
that enough anal ysis," she said. «Von Reuter, you
breaks up that group and uses the personnel at you
discretion.” She |ooked at Niles, and the pul se ham
mered in his tenples. "Brigade Leader Niles need a
debriefing.”

<e¢ CHAPTER TWO

Crofton's Essays and Lectures in Mlitary Hi story (2nd Edition)
Pr of essor )ohn Christian Fal kenberg |1

Delivered at West Point, June 17, 2073

The sol dier and the spy have al ways been uneasy bed- fellows

doonmed to unwilling cohabitation. First and forenpst among the
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mlitary virtues is loyalty, above all to one's salt. Correspondingly,
the nost despised military sin —beyond even cowardi ce —is
betrayal of the oath of service. There are, of course, sound and
obvi ous functional reasons for this ethic; the prinmary enotiona
cement of armies is and nust be, trust. Wthout it, no mlitary
force can operate for a nonent. The spy proper —the

cl andestine operative —is above all one who wears a nask, who
dons a uniformand takes an oath under fal se pretenses, who
abuses trust to pass vital information to the enenies of those
whom he infiltrates. Accordingly, none of the protections of the
Laws of War apply to the spy. Indeed, historically sone mlitary
forces have hesitated to use information fromsuch "tainted"

sour ces.

Yet there is no substitute for HUMNT —direct intelligence

of the inner councils of an opponent. Even where the ful

panoply of technical intelligence-gathering is available,

HUM NT is priceless; it gives direct access to the intentions of
the eneny, always the nost difficult aspect of military
intelligence-gathering. Just as inportant, the know edge that
one's own ranks have been infiltrated is a powerful tool, sow ng
suspi ci on and di ssolving the bonds of nutual loyalty that sustain

the operational capacity of a mlitary unit.
*> AN AN

Both principal intelligence officers of Fal kenberg's
Legion sat at the table. Captain Jesus Al ana was a
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short man, dark and slimwith a well-trinmred nus-

tache on his upper Up. His wife Catherine was two
fingers taller and, flanboyantly red-haired, and also a
Captain. As the joke ran, virtually everybody in the
Legi on was; the chain of command depended on your

job, not your pay-scale. Apart fromthemthe office in
Fort Plataia was enpty. The spring rain was falling,
mld here only a few kiloneters outside Sparta City; it
carried a snell of wet adobe clay through the slit of
open wi ndow. Over that cane a sound of boots splash-
ing dowmn on wet gravel and a voice counting keep ..
heep. Cadence for another group of recruits; they

wer e pushing themthrough as fast as possible. Three
Legi on battalions now, spawned by the 5th, and the
Royal arny had doubl ed and redoubl ed.

"Not very hopeful ," Jesus Al ana said.

The Bles lay in front of him in hard copy. Only two
names -.

"Not very hopeful, that one, eh, rmcorazon?"

"Thick as a brick," Catherine replied. "He could

t ake the bi of eedback, but he's hopel ess for anything
requiring an imgination. Wth luck, he'll nake a pass-
able rifleman."

"That | eaves the young woman."

"Fromthe file, much nore hopeful - Finished basic
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training, and non-corn school. Very reasonable to
make her an officer. Higher 1Q Also. lots of determ -
nation, with that background."

"l know. Yet —

"Yet you're a romantic, Jesus. She got out of a Wl -
fare Island."

"Tes," he sighed, and touched a control on the table.
"Recruit Talldns, please."

Margreta Talldns was a young wonan. The russet
eyes were harder than her twenty years would justify.
Medi um hei ght, olive skin and dark-mahogany hair

32
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cropped to a short cap of curls, with a wary edge to her
expression. Looking a little weary; neither the Roya
army nor the Legion accepted wonen for combat ant
positions, but their basic training didn't reflect that.
We may not want themto fight, but it happens often
enough, Jesus thought. Firm body. |ooks good on her.

She will have no difficulty seducing her targets.

Tall dns returned Jesus's hard | ook, then her eyes
darted to the equipnent on the table, a set of flat
screens and a few crackl e-finished m|spec el ectronics

nmodul es.

"Sir. Ma'am" Her Anglic was North Anmerican,

al nost - but - not - qui te Taxpayer class, the voice of
sonmeone who carefully copied the upper-class accents
on the Tri-V.

"Please sit, recruit Talldns," Catherine said. "Now.
I"mgoing to ask you a series of questions. The answers
aren't inmportant in thensel ves —just say what cones
into your head.

"First, how do you feel about the Hel ots?"

Wien the interrogation finished an hour |ater,
Talldns' hair was plastered to her forehead, although
her face was still calm

"Perfect," Catherine said. "Not only can she do it,
she'll volunteer to do it."

"Vol unteer for what, ma'an?" Talidns said.

Jesus Al ana | eaned forward. "C andestine opera-
tions. Very secret, very dangerous."

"WIIl this hurt the Hel ots?"

"If it works, it'll be very danaging to the eneny. W
need your agreenent, first."

Silence stretched; then she nodded with a bitten-
off; "Yes. sir."
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"Why?" Captain Jesus Alana said to the young

woman in recruit coveralls. 'The nmachinery —= he
i ndi cated the book-sized display unit, open on the

PRI NCE OF SPARTA
33

table "—tells us you nmean it. But that doesn't tell us
why you are willing to take the risk."

There was a trace of anger in her voice; Al ana

frowned slightly at that, then recognized it. She was
vol unteering, and she had the slightly bitter self-
accusatory air of a veteran cursing hinself as he vol un-
teered for sonething he knew was stupid. The young
worman spoke at | ast

"My brother," she said flatly.

"Killed in action," Catherine Al ana said.
"Revenge?" she went on, keeping half an eye on the
Voi ce Stress Anal ysis readouts. There was plenty of
data to be authorized in nore detail |ater

"I told George not to enlist,"” she said. "Look, sir
ma' am W both cane from Col unbia Welfare |sland,
you know?"

Jesus nodded. He did know, he'd heard that sone-

thing like half the population of the US lived in places
like that now O course the intentions had been good.
Make the cities safe, get the festering | egions of the
undercl ass out of the downtown ghettoes, put them

where they can be educated, |leamto be sonebody,

| eave the underclass. And, incidentally, put themin
controlled areas. Let themriot, they couldn't get at the
weal t hy.

Now the Citizens —some bureaucrat seventy-five

years ago had a sickly sense of hunor to name them
that —sat and rotted, and the Taxpayers paid for it,
and paid nore for the police who guarded them from
the Citizens. Borloi fromthe convict-worked

pl antations of Tanith kept the Welfare inhabitants
paci fi ed, that and cheap booze and the Tri-V. But sone
escaped. It was possible, barely.

"Yet you nmanaged an education," Catherine said.
"How? Or perhaps better, why?"

"Sister Mary Margaret cared- After a while, | did too."
34 Jerry Pounelle h SSM Stirling

Catherine sml ed reassurance. "Not unlike ne,
t hen."

"You're from Wl fare? Ma' anP"

"H e Legion cares no nore where you cane from

than Sparta does,"” Jesus said. "Nor do either of us
usual ly care why you joined, but in this case we nust
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know nore." He touched the personnel forms on the
tabl e. "Edi son Techni cal School in Pittsburgh. No
record of drug use. Mnor crinmes —I| assune you

were intelligent enough to avoi d bei ng caught at any-
thing major. You and your brother did well on Earth.
Wth your education you should have been wel coned
into the —nornmal society."

"As trained seals," Margreta said. "Qur sosh worker
was proud of us. Ofered us a shot at civil service."

"Which is the dream of half those in the Islands,"
Cat herine said- "So why are you on Sparta? It says you
were voluntary em grants."”

"Didn't seemlike a lot of future on Earth. Wat's

the use of reading books if you don't think? Clear to
us. United States wasn't |ike what the history books
said. W wanted — She stopped. "Damm if | know,

ma'am | guess it seened |like a good idea at the tine."

"Your intentions here?"

"Start a business. Om our own life. Make Gitizen

That was why George enlisted —1 told himit was bet-
ter | do it, |less dangerous. CGeorge and | always | ooked
out for each other. There was nobody el se but the two
of us, but I couldn't in the Army. He thought the stats
| ooked good, but sonmebody has to be unl ucky."

The Al anas nodded. Private George Tal ki ns had
been in the field one week, as a comunications tech,
when the truck he was riding in went over a | and

m ne.

"Anyway," Margreta said, "George and |... Ceorge

made it sort of personal. | was always for the Royali st
PRI NCE OF SPARTA
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side —1 like the way this place is run —but George,

mat nakes it personal."

Tal ki ns | ooked up, and the Al anas both felt a slight
cold chill at the intensity. "Sir, what is it exactly you
want ne to do?"

"Infiltrate," Jesus Al ana said. "Both sides have been
trying that, of course. And we've conbed out a | ot of
people fromthe Royalist organization with this."

He reached out a finger and tapped the Voice Stress
Anal yzer.

"The problemis, the eneny evidently have

sonmething like this too. They al so have better
conmput er equi pnent and nore and better technicians
than we do; the Meijians are expensive but they have
the best there is, a slight edge even on Fl eet
Intelligence standards. They've been runni ng ranpant
through the | ocal conputer nets, and only the fact
Legi on equi pnent i s ROV progranmed has saved

ours from penetrati on —we hope. Per Dios, every
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time we conpare hard copy with governnent or Roya
Armmy conputer files, we find discrepancies! Any
operation we really want to keep secret is to be
wor d- of -nout h only."

Tal ki ns blinked. "How can | help you beat their
screening, if they have that, sir?" she said, nodding to
t he equi pnent

"Well," Catherine said, "it is possible to beat

voi ce-stress detection. Not without elaborate
hypnocondi ti oni ng and bi of eedback training, and even

then only a very small mnority can hope to get through

more than a superficial scan. Then, only a small mnority

of that mnority is qualified for the job in other respects.”

Tal ki ns cl osed her eyes in thought for nearly half a
mnute. "And | fit? Must be. And the Legion is han-
dling this because of security. Does this count for
Citizenship?"

36
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"Assuredly," Jesus Al ana said.

"I't's dangerous, Margreta," Catherine said. "If you
want to wal k out of here, no one but us will ever know
we tal ked."

"How | ong?"

"A year. Perhaps two. No nore than that. But
understand, it will not be easy. For one thing, the
Hel ots are certain to require your participation in an
atrocity. To prove your loyalty to their cause."

"You nean |ike

"Li ke shooting prisoners," Catherine said. "Perhaps
not so clean as shooting."

"Jesus. Like back in WIlliam Penn Island." She was
quiet for a nonent, "I can really nmake a difference?"

"Yes. "

"And Citizenship when it's over."

"Yes."
"Ckay. I'll do it. Wat happens next?"
"You'll be sworn in to the Legion —that's plausible,

we need people with your sort of educational back-
ground, and we've started recruiting locally for a lot of
positions. You have been through the Royal non-corn
school - Assuning you can get past our OCS, you wll
becone a Conet, a very junior officer in training."

That counts for Citizenship?"

"I'n your case, certainly. Wiatever your Legion rank
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on discharge, you will have been a commi ssioned offi -
cer in the Royal Arny."

Mar gr et a nodded t houghtfully.

"I't will all appear to be entirely natural. We train
you, then send you on tenporary duty to the
University. It is certain that the Helots will try to
recruit you once you are there."

"You've tried this before."

"Yes."

"What happened to —my predecessors?”
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Cat herine grinned, "Not what you think. She
marri ed an exchange student, and went to Friedl and
with him"

"You let her go without finishing her hitch?"

"Special circunstances,"” Catherine Al ana said.

"I don't see that happening to ne. Not that | wouldn't
do it if the right guy asked. O was that |last one really
speci al ?"

Jesus shrugged. "We will cross that bridge when the
chi ckens are hatched. For now, you will be transferred
to the Legion and sent to officer candi date school
Under st and, you nust do well there, your instructors
wi Il have no hint that you have any special status.
When you are comm ssioned, Catherine or | will

speak with you again. No one else will know of your
assi gnnent, not now and not later."

"No records?"

"When next we neet we will tell you how to prove

your status in the event that both Catherine and | are
unavail able. Ot herwi se, no, no records. Now, we neet
again in six weeks' tine."

->->e

Good tradecraft. Comet Margreta TaUdns thought,

as the waiter brought her lunch, with a sideways

gl ance for her blue and gold Legi on wal ki ng-out uni -
form Nobody's going to suspect this as a Hel ot

dr opskop.

She very much doubted die owners knew that die

under ground arranged rendezvous here. Half the

patrons in the courtyard tavern were in Royal Arny
uniform nostly recruits out on their first post-basic
furlough, sitting with their buddies or girlfriends or
both; there was a sign outside offering thema di scount.
Many of the rest were machinists or fitters fromthe
Works, in grease-stained overalls. Von Al derhei mwas
running three shifts now, with the war effort
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The Cock and Grill was on Burke Avenue just off

the Sacred Way, not far fromthe CoDo enclave at the
northern end of Sparta City's main avenue. West of

here and stretching to the edge of the M netown sl uns
was wor ki ng-cl ass housing, two or three-story buildings
divided into nodest apartnents; within easy wal king or

bi cycl e di stance of the docks, the big von Al derheim
plant to the south, and the tangle of small factories that
had grown up around it. Many of the buildings had

shops or service industry trades on the ground floors,
like this one. A brick-paved courtyard facing the
sidewal k across a low wall, set with wought-iron tables
and wooden chairs under unbrellas; even on an early
spring day like this, Sparta City's climte was
confortabl e enough, so long as the rains held off. The
traffic in the sidestreet beyond was |ight, an occasi ona
van or horse-drawn dray, bicycles and el ectrocars.

"Here you are. Mss," the waiter said. "One garden

sal ad — a heapi ng bow of greens and vegetabl es,
colorful and neatly arranged "—one nmixed grill —= a
wooden platter of spiced steak strips, pork loin and
| unps of rockcrawl er claw with nushroons and fried

onions "—and a w ne seltzer."

She reached into her belt-pouch for the tenth
Crown pi ece; about what a dockworker made in an
hour, fairly steep by |local standards.

"No charge for Fal kenberg's Legion, Mss," the

wai ter said. He | ooked about seventeen, with a pl eas-
ant freckled face and was probably the son of the
owners. "Conplinments of the proprietors.”

"Thank you," she said sincerely; he rem nded her of
George, a little- Mre naive, but then, on Sparta a kid
could find tinme for chil dhood. And the Legion was
popular in this district. She renenbered the cline-
graphs frombriefings at Fort Flataia; about a quarter
Citizen around here, and nost of the rest established
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famly people, ones who hoped to see their children
make Citizen, or were saving to honestead in the out-
back. The Non-Citizen's Liberation Front didn't route
denonstrations through here, since the inhabitants
tended to turn out with baseball bats and shotguns to
stand in nenacing sil ence.

She took a bite of one of the steak strips; beef stil
tasted a little odd to her. Few enough on Earth ate
much meat these days. Taxpayer food, she thought. A
far cry fromthe endl ess starches, synthetic protocarb
and bacteria-vat protein they issued in the Wlfare

I sl ands.

Still no sign of the contact when she had fini shed.
Waiting. Soldiers and spies, they both spend a | ot of
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their time waiting. Students evidently did, when they
could afford to actually attend a University and not
cramthe study in where sleep ought to go. At the Uni-
versity of Sparta she had net Mary WI i amns;

conversation had led to tal ks about her background on
Earth, the squalid poverty of the Wl fare |Islands. That
made a bitter radicalismplausible —plausible to the
children of privileged who seened to rmake up the
Non-Citizen's Liberation Front at the student |evel

I diots, she thought contenptuously. Walthy

enough to despi se noney. She —and George, God

damm themto hell —had worked their butts off to get
into the nmiddl e classes, not overthrow them Casual
nmeetings had led to the | egal NCLF organization, and
then to the clandesti ne.

Mary had hinted that this would be a real contact,

soneone she couldn't reach herself except through a
series of blind drops and cutouts. No |istening bug

woven into her uniform that was far too risky against
opposition of the quality the Al anas suspected. There

was a team observing her, a reaction-squad and sni pers
with heavy Peltast rifles, so she was probably quite safe.
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And she had the bi of eedback training that nade it
possible to baffle detectors. Had that, and her native w't

Dat anonger, sol dier and spy —and all before ny
twenty-first birthday. What's next. the circus?

Swal | owi ng the last of the food turned out to be a
little difficult. She concentrated, breathed deeply, used
the trick Catherine A ana had taught her of thinking of
a pool of still water, it was quicker and | ess
de-energi zing than the techni ques she had used to
overcone fear back hone. No-Nose Charlie was
nerve-w acki ngenough. They had never been part of

the Organi zati on back on Earth, but they had been
contractors. Too many |icenses for legit operation, too
much paperwork andgraftand pull. Everything outside

the Welfare |slands was sewn up tight by the guilds and
the unions and the big governnent-favored

corporations. Wwo else was there to work for, she
thought. All No-Nose cared about was whet her you

coul d make conputer systens sit up and beg. She and
George could do that, any day of the week.

After a nonment her pul se slowed and the nuscles in

the back other neck rel axed. Margreta sighed, ordered
coffee and pulled sonme | ecture notes out of the attache
case she was carrying. They were on software design

the University was trying to resurrect that, along with a
nunber of other sciences. The probl emwas that the

CoDo Intelligence people had nade nore effort to
corrupt those files than any others, even to falsifying
the early history of its developnent; Bulnt's attenpts
to suppress all dangerous science —which turned out

to nean all science, period —had been all too
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successful. Reinvention had to go back al nbst to the
beginning to do anything nore than assenble the
standard prenmade bl ocks in new positions. Xanadu and
Meiji were runored to have nmade a good deal of
progress, but if they had nobody was tal king.
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A shadow fell across the paper. "Yes?" Margreta

said, looking up and around. It was the waiter; the

pl ace had grown a little nore crowded, extra tables set
out for nore soldiers and the afternoon shift fromthe
factories. "lI'msorry, | was expecting soneone; 1'lI

| eave if you need the table."

"No problem Mss," the waiter said. He sniled
shyly. "Besides, | nmay need to keep on your good
side." At her raised eyebrows. "Just accepted as an
ephebe of the Brotherhood | ast week, Mss, and
reporting to Fort Plataia for training with the 7th
Royal |nfantry Monday next. Anyway, your friend
called. Says they'll be by any time now "

"Thank you. And good luck in the arny; | hope you
haven't been listening to too many romantic stories.
It's hard work." Even by her standards; still, it would
be very useful to have a scientific understanding of
conmbat. The Talldns' twi ns had | earned a good deal on
the streets, and there was teaching available there if
you could pay, but the Legion was a different category
al t oget her,

"You're wel cone. Mss, and ny brother's in the 1st,
he fought in the Dales —you'd think they craw up
cliffs pulling thenselves along by their Ups, to hear
himtal k."

Margreta sniled and shook her head as the young

man bustl ed away, catching a tray of beer steins at the
servi ng wi ndow and weavi ng between the tables to a

boi sterous party in high-collared gray tunics and

st ubbl e- shave haircuts. |nagining hinself one of them
she supposed, as she clipped the attache case cl osed.
Babi es, she thought. Al overgrown babies. Trying to
prove how tough they were.

She started slightly when the dark man in the
conservative brown tunic and tights stopped at her
tabl e.
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"Do not be alarmed," he said, noving forward with
fluid snoot hness- He took her hand in a grip like a
pneunatic danp, as inpersonal as a machi ne too.

"W have now," he went on, seating hinself and |ay-

ing an attache case on the table, "elimnated the

obvi ous; police tailing efforts, inplanted el ectronics,
and the rest. Passive observation is possible, of

course.
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The man was about 175 centineters,

br own- ski nned. Latino fromthe cast of his features.
Unusual ly fit, not nmssive but broad-shoul dered and
moving lightly as a racehorse. Not a native Anglic
speaker, she judged; an ear for the nuances of |anguage
was another thing common to her new profession in
Intelligence and her oldlife on the fringes of the illegal
The nystery man had no trace of a regional or planetary
accent. That was rare. Definitely not a Spartan, their
dialect was so archaic that it was alnost English; it
retained the final "g," differentiated between "c" and
"k," and had fewer of the Spanish and Oienta

| oanwords that nade up so much of the nodem

| anguage. This nman's Anglic had a pellucid clarity like a
very goodAl |anguage program or soneone high up in

t he CoDomi ni um information services.

"I should think the information |I've delivered over
the past weeks woul d be proof of ny bona fides, sir,"
she said; a conbination of respectful ness and firmmess
was best here-

A slight chuckle. "Yes, but as we both know M ss
Talkins, it is often worth the sacrifice of real data to
pl ant a doubl e agent who can feed disinformation into

an opponent's information-bl oodstream G anted that

the fifes you have contributed are nosdy useful, and

all have been corroborated i ndependently, this possi-
bility remains."
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Margreta all owed herself to lick her lips; they tasted
of salt- "Paranoia is also a threat in this business, sir,
she sai d.

A quaver? No, too nmuch. He's got to think I'mval u-

abl e, and an agent with weak nerves is a wal king
invitation to disaster. "Properly safeguarded, an agent
in place in the Legion s intelligence section would be a
pricel ess asset."

"Quite. But an exceedingly risky occupation for an

agent with a confortable position el sewhere,” he said
dryly.
"I"'mscarcely confortable where | am sir," she said

coldly. "My origins ... | have abundant reason to sym
pat hize with the Mvenent."

A skeptical silence. AHright, girl, tine to really act.

"All right. Sir." A calculating viciousness in her

tone now. "I've seen enough to know the Hel ots
stand a good chance of winning. If | get in on the
ground floor, | can really get somewhere —all the

best jobs in the Legion go to Fal kenberg's croni es,
and you can't get ahead unless you hold a line com
mand and wonen can't. | don't want to spend thirty
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years being a glorified comrissioned clerk, or marry
sonme po-faced whi skey-swilling nmercenary and

breed a litter of offlcerlets. | want to be somet hing,
mysel f.
"And," she added, panting slightly, "I want the

satisfaction of seeing those bungling inconpetents who
got ny brother killed stood up against a wall and shot
Al my life —all nmy and George's life —we've had to
wade through wet cenent to get a living, while norons
wi thout a tenth our brains sat fat and happy up on top,
rigging the game against us. We couldn't break in back
hone because we didn't have parents in the business
—bad as bl oody India. And here, these so-called
general s couldn't figure out anything better for a man
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with CGeorge's brains to do than carry a field conputer
over a mnefield."

Amazi ng what buried resentnents you canjnd, she
thought with a slight trenmor of distaste, turning her
head aside and controlling her breathing. Be what you
want to seem as Socrates said

The unseen man | aughed. "Better. Altruists are
unreliable, while resentnment and spite are the unfail -
ing twin engines of conspiratorial politics.” A long
silence, while he looked into the briefcase. "Sincerity,
or so ny equi pnent assures ne. Well.

"However, another problem arises- You have nade
yoursel f an object of suspicion to your superiors by
associating with nenbers of the NCLF which is

popul arly — a shade of irony "—suspected of having
links with the Hel ot Movenent and the Spartan Peo-
ples liberation Arny. 'No politics in the Legion' wll
scarcely stretch to cover that."

"l never joined," Margreta said. "Just hung around
with themand didn't win many argunents." God,

don't let the deal be queered by its own canoufl age!
G adual disaffection was nuch nore credible than a
Saul on the road to Damascus conversion; those were
rarer than hen's teeth had been before genetic engi-
neering.

"I've staged sonme quarrels with the NCLF people

at the University" —which was no problem what a
group of geeks, Mary apart; she's quite nice in a
spoi | ed-brat way —"and made friends with Royalists.
They' ve wel coned ne back like a strayed ianb."

"Perhaps. Although | have a healthy respect for the
Captains Alana. The Legion is a snall organization and
tightly-knit, its officer corps very difficult to infiltrate;

particularly as they al so have access to voice-stress
equi prrent "

Anot her pause. Wio were these peopl e? she
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thought. Not Spartans, not part of the NCLF' s under-
ground apparat. O f-planet hired specialists —she

al nost snorted at the irony. Mercenaries. Mijians,
fromthe captured equi prent —al t hough possi bly

other Orientals, say from Xanadu or even Earth, trying
to nake everyone think they were Meijians. C andes-
tine ops were |like that.

"You are correct, though," the man conti nued.

"Such an asset is too precious to risk. Continue to use
the present dropoffs; a call to this nunmber —= he slid a
slip of paper across the table "—will give you an
energency contact. Please renmenber that emergency

is the operative word. Please al so renenber that you

are now committed; refuse to carry out orders, and we
will sinply let your Legion superiors know what you

have been doing." The Legi ons puni shnent for

treason was hangi ng.

"W won't use this |ocation agai n?"

"No, its utility is at an end. Good-bye, Cornet
Tal ki ns- Leave the |ocation quickly, please."

He nodded and rose to go, brushing past her. She

waited a safe ten nminutes, then rose and packed the
satchel, remenbering to | eave a decent tip, and flagged
a taxi.

"Definitely Meijians," she said, sliding into the back
seat They've got voice-stress equi pnent, too."

"Good to have confirmation," Captain Jesus Al ana

said fromthe front seat. "It would be splendid," he

went on wistfully, "to pull in that son often fathers and
sweat out what he knows. Not with a Meijian, though."

Mar gret a nodded; the technoninjas used a suicide-
condi tioning process, they could stop their hearts by
willing it. And would, if captured.

"Feeding them di sinformation will be even better,"
he said- "And now... debriefing."
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Julio McTieran grinned to hinself as he saw the
young wonan hail a taxi-van and drive away.

Cod, talk about cute, he thought. Walks like a palm
swaying in a south breeze. On her, red hair |ooks good.
It was veiy dark red, of course. His younger sister had
an orange thatch, and in his private opinion she was
honely enough to stop a clock. So that's one of the ter-
ri ble stave-driving nercenaries Mke's al ways npani ng
about. He'd have to tell his brother about that one
when he came back from Mandal ay on | eave

"Julio, you good-for-nothing, stop dream ng and
help me with this!"
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"Yes, nother," he said resignedly, throw ng the
towel over his shoul der and taking the trays.

A big order for the new bunch of soldiers and their

dates; five roast chicken, six burrito platters, seven
orders of honme-fries, ice-creamto follow, three sarsa-
parillas, a carafe of the tavern red, two half-liter steins
of Pale Brewmaster. This bunch weren't recruits; they

had the Dal es canpai gn ri bbon, and one ferret-faced

trooper with nonitors stripes had the MIlitary Medal
Yel | oned teeth showed as he sprawl ed back in his

chair, stein in one hand and the other arm around the

wai st of a girl.

Transportee, Julio thought. He lifted one tray on
each hand, corded forearns taking the strain easily;

Julio believed in being prepared, and he had been
wor ki ng out nore than the Brotherhood training

requi red. Running up and down Ther mopyl ae Poi nt

wi th hand-wei ghts fifteen times every norning, then
back hone through the streets before the traffic
started. If a transportee can get the Mlitary Medal,
certainly can.

Hi s nother was | aughing and talking with the sol -
diers; sone were fromthe nei ghborhood, sone from
the Valley, a few even fromthe M netown sl unms, but
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they were all enjoying her banter. Julio felt invisible as
he held the trays for her to serve, watching the way the
soldiers' girls clung to their arnms. sniling and | ooking
pretty and fresh in their thin print frocks- Only one

more week, he thought doggedly. One nore week ttU

report.

He was turning with the enpty trays when he

noti ced the bicycle stopping outside. Nothing unusua
about it, a two-seater comuter nodel, thousands |ike
it. The two nen on it were dressed in ordinary clothes,
except that they were wearing white Carnival masks
weeks and weeks before the season. The young nman
recogni zed the shape one drew from beneath his cl oak
easi |y enough; the Walther 10mm nmachi ne- pi stol was
part of the training programfor his Brotherhood. It
was the fact that it had no place here, that it was so
strange, that was what kept himstanding and staring
blankly while the man raised it, finger tightening on
the trigger.

One of the soldiers had better refl exes. The
snaggl e-t oot hed nonitor kicked the table over for a

barri cade and drew his sidearmin the same notion

firing without even getting out of the chair. The
terrorist gunman | urched backward off the bicycle, and
nmost of the burst went high, cracking into the rooftiles.
Di ners were shouting, trying to get to their feet, but
they were bl ocked by the table and their chairs and the
screaming, mlling patrons, bottles and food and w ne
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and bl ood. The soldier fired again, not quite quick
enough to stop the second man on the bicycle as he

jerked the pin froma grenade and | obbed it into the

Cock and Gill's courtyard. Julio's eyes followed its arc.

Fi ve second fuse, he thought with detachment. The

men on the bicycle were both down now, the soldier

who had shot them was prudently behind the heavy

oak of the table, and his hand reached up to jerk down
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the girl who had been sitting beside him Few of the
ot her patrons had that training, nmost had not even seen
t he weapon | and.

Three seconds. The obl ong grenade clattered to the
brick not far fromhim spinning on its side like a top
Fragnmentati on nodel, he realized; that was part of
ephebe training too. Lined with coils of notched stee
wire, kill-radius of fifteen neters.

It detonated | ess than a second after he dove onto it
and flattened hinself to the ground.

N CHAPTER THREE
Crofton's Encycl opedia of the Inhabited Planets (2nd Edition):

Terraf orm ng: techni ques whereby an extrasolar planet is

rendered nore habitable for humans and/or other Terran life.

Prior to the discovery of the Al derson Drive (q.v.), terrafornmng
referred primarily to hypothetical projects to render planets such

as Mars and Venus inhabitable. Wile technically practical, the

di scovery of worlds with oxygen-nitrogen atnospheres and

carbon-based life cycles has made such endeavors non-cost -

ef fective. Habitable planets have proven to be relatively comon,

and rile basic sinilarities in their biologies —e.g. the preval ence of
cl ose anal ogs to DNA —has gi ven consi derabl e support to the
"panspernlia" hypothesis that the basic building-blocks of life are

i ntroduced from space, where conpl ex hydrocarbons and anmmo

adds are forned spontaneously. Differences in detail, for exanple

the "handedness" of sugars or, |less seriously, the presence or

absence of various vitam ns, pose severe problens to human

col oni zation. A randomintroduction of Earth bacteria, plant life

and sinple animals is an excellent trial indicator of the suitability of
a roughfy Earthlike world for human settl enent

As a general rule, the |l ess advanced the ecol ogy, the easier the
introduction of Terran forms will he. On Tanith (g.v.), which
contrary to surface appearances is in a post-M ocene,
post - manmal i an stage of evol utionary progress, only intensive
protection by man allows any Terran plant or animal life to
survive at all. The native species are sinply nore efficient. Most
oxygen- at nosphere planets are | ess fornidable, and sel ective

i ntroduction of higher animals is possible once the native
ecosystens are di sorgani zed by human activities. Mst favorable

of all are worlds like Meiji (qg.v.), Xanadu (q.v.), or Churchill (q.v.),
where the native ecol ogies are notably sinpler than the Terran;
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here the introduced forns, with some sinple genetic
engi neering to conpensate for factors such as differences in
| ength of year, often replace the local life-fornms spontaneously.
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An extrenme exanple is Sparta, (q.v.), where the relative youth

of the planet and the great rapidity of continental formation and
subsi dence neant that the |ocal ecology had barely begun to
colonize the | andnasses at all. Faced with an entire planet of
virgin ecol ogi cal niches, the introduced plants and ani mals

expl oded across whol e continents, conpletely replacing the

meager native species (anal ogs of nbsses, Schens and ferns, with
sonme anphi bi ous insects) alnost overnight. In turn, the

i ntroduced speci es have engaged in conplex and fluctuating

i nteractions as pl ant-herbivore-predator associations are worked
out to fit the patterns of a world never quite like Earth. A stable

ecology may take nmillennia to form. ..
*«> n o>

"Excel lent," Dion Croser said, lighting his pipe.

Thank god the geneticists got the gunk out of tobacco,
he thought absently. G eatest aid to concentration ever
invented "Excellent work." He was a tall man, 180
centineters, rangily athletic; his face was nostly

Angt o-aquiline, and the eyes were blue. Their slant and
the hi gh cheekbones were a | egacy froma
California-nisei nother, but Croser was Sparta-bom

the second generation after the Founding.

"Particularly getting soneone inside the Legion's
Intelligence service

"Not a high-ranking source; and our contacts

through the Royalist secret service indicate the double
agent may be under suspicion already. W are devel -
oping plans to replace this agent, and to extract

maxi mum asset-val ue in the neantine."

The man sitting across fromhimin his study did
not |l ook nmuch like Kenjiro Mirasaki, head of
Speci al Tasks Inc., of New Osaka; nore |like an
Ameri can of nestizo background, if anything. But
then, he had seen Miurasaki in his own persona

only once —if that. A knight of ghosts and
shadows i ndeed, Croser thought. Mercenary
technoninja, an ironic ally for the Non-Citizen's
Li beration Front. Politics nmade strange bedfell ows,
and Bronson's nobney even stranger ones.
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"Still, we've gained valuable infornmation already,"
he sai d al oud-

Kenjiro nmade an expansive gesture; even his
body- | anguage had changed with the disguise.

"Largely a confirmation of material from other
sources. Capital Prime," he said. "W are still work-
ing on cracking the control codes for the conputers
of the Legion itself; even that will be of limted
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utility, since they are ROM programmed. Best to
proceed very cautiously, very cautiously indeed- Qur
probes have positively identified CoDom nium
Intelligence security and counter viral systens,
Fleet HQ |l evel. Excellent work, if unsubtle; Buint
has been keepi ng many of the people they 'disap-
peared' over the past century working in their own
research institutes."

"Certainly," Croser said. "Wll, Earth Prime was
right, they are working hand-in-glove with Lernontov.
Dam the CD anyway."

Once the Denocratic Republic's established, | have
to get a priority effort going on conputers. W can't
depend on foreigners. He glanced up, into the mask of
North Anerican affability that Mirasaki was weari ng.
And |' muneasy at the extent | depend on this one

al ready, he nused. Meijians had a reputation for
fanatic loyalty to their enployers. But Bronson —
Earth Prime —is the enpl oyer here, and what does
the Senator really want?

Murasaki inclined his head. "Even so, Earth Prinme

is not without influence on the CoDom nium NMore

may come of that. As for now, Capital Prime, | would
recommend certain selective assassinations.”

Croser frowned. "I thought you'd started on the
regi onal governnent s?"

"Yes. | was referring to key personnel in the upper
structures of the eneny."
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"Not the kings, | hope?" That would be a little too
much, at this point. For that matter, he intended to
exile rather than execute them after he won.

"No." Miurasald spread his hands. "David | is a very
conpetent adm nistrator and econom st, but is eno-
tionally incapable of adjusting to harsh conflict. W
woul d not wish himreplaced. As for Al exander —- a
thin smle "—he is still too popular and trusted,
anong many non-Citizens as well. Renoval would be
counterproductive. H's judgnent is still uncertain”
the news of the viral psychopoi soning of the King had
conme out sone tinme ago —"and Prince Lysander is

al arm ngly capable, and has a w de follow ng anong
tfie young. A heroic soldier-king is not our need at this
point. No, | was referring to technical personnel; the
Royal i st governnent's nobilization is proving alarm
ingly effective."

"Agreed," Croser sighed, rubbing thunb and

forefinger on the bridge of his nose. | wonder if the
fear aroused by Al exander's poi soning was worth the
anger? Try to be a little less sloppy than you were with
the Arnstrongs, won't you?"

He had felt a little sick, when the pictures cane in.
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Oh, Senator Steven Arnstrong was a bul | - headed
reactionary of the worst sort —typical new nbney

greed and pushiness —but Alida had been charm ng.

It was a pity about the children, as well. Wfe, children
and hard-won ship all destroyed in an afternoon; it was
no wonder the man had gone crazy.

Mur asakfs bow was slightly out of the character

he was playing. "Still, Capital Prime, Arnstrong' s
Secret Citizen's Arny has been of i mense value to
us," he pointed out.

"Feh," Croser said, using a pipe cleaner to tanp down
the tobacco. "Mad dogs, the lot of them even if they are
throwi ng nore and nore of the non-Citizens our way."
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Two nore bonmbings this week, one of a group of
transportees just off the shuttle and heading for the
CoDo encl ave, the other of a meeting of the new

M grant Farmworker's Union, the first all-non-Citizen
| abor organization. Armstrong's group was mad with
fear and hate, but their actions mght as well have
been dictated from Movenent headquarters

"We' Il have to dispose of themalf, first thing after
we take over," he said. Actually, there are an uncom
fortabl e nunber of people to be disposed of. | should

take sone tinme to think about this: granted you can't
make an onel et without breaking eggs, no point in
beheadi ng the chicken. He coul d not govern Sparta

wi t hout sorme of the old ruling class. "Still, they help
our recruiting considerably. Beautiful symretry." He
grinned. " 'See, the Royalists have their extrem sts too,

and they can't control themany nore than the NCLF

can the Helots.' By the way," he added, rem nded.
"Field Prinme says that she needs nore of your people
if they're going to get things rolling again after the
Dal es canpai gn."

The Meijian bowed a”in. "W sacrificed a nunber of

assets,"” he said judiciously. "But an eariy breaking of the
myth of Citizen invincibility is some conpensation

Granted that the Royalists held the field, we

denonstrated that our troops could fight the Royal Arny."

"Well, the dice rolled that way. Could have been

much better, could have been nmuch worse." Sitting by
the receiver during those crucial hours had aged hima
year. Unbelievabl e exultation, when it |ooked |like the
mercenari es and the Royal forces had wal ked into a
trap, then the savage di sappoi ntnent of seeing it close
on his own people instead. The conbat experience of

Fal kenberg' s peopl e had been enough to offset

Mur asakfs penetration of the Royalist intelligence
comput er s

54 jerry PouneUe 6- S.M Stirling

"My next political nove," he went on, "is a direct
assault on the legitinmcy of the Royalist government.
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Best to get it done before they proscribe the NCLF

and ne, personally; that's com ng, although we'll fight
to delay it. Here's how the open and cl andesti ne wi ngs
can help —=

<e «e -0

"Don't you have to be at the neeting, Lynn?"
Mel i ssa von Al der hei m sai d.

"No, they've put it off until tonorrow, " Prince

Lysander replied to his fiancee; loudly, as the noise
fromthe factory floor was fairly heavy, even up here in
the control booth. They've brought in sone politica

anal yst fromEarth that Fal kenberg's people think wll
get to the bottom of our problens; he'll be addressing
the War Cabinet."

This was the new von Al derhei m works, barely a

decade old and on a greenfield site on the southeastern
fringe of the city, with its own dock on Constitution Bay.
Fromthis station they could see out over the huge
machine-littered concrete bay of Assenmbly Hall Three

The vehi cl es were noving down the length of it on

wheel ed pall ets guided by the central Wrks conputer
stopping at each team station while groups of overalled
machi ni sts swarned around it. Overhead trolleys

| onered sheets and components, welding torches fl ashed,
pneumatic tools shrilled- The air was full of a low electric
humm the snell of ozone and oil and hot netal

Al like sonething out of a historical docunentary
on the First Industrial Revolution, Lysander thought
wyly. Something to be proud of, nonethel ess. Most
worl ds had a thin scattering of nodern equi pnent
over a mass of hand-tools. He extended an arm around
Mel i ssas wai st as she cane to stand beside him she
was wearing overalls too, but the contents were very
pl easant .
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"Lynn!" she said, in nock protest, as his hand wan-
dered slightly. "Not here!"

"We've got to stop neeting like this, then," he said,
straight-faced. "People will begin to suspect, if we keep
traveling to the sane factories." Tliey had been friends
from chil dhood, their eventual marriage an understood
thing. Lately it had been sonething he | ooked forward

to nore and nore. Melissa's not just smart and pretty,
she's a real friend, and someone who wants the sane

t hxngsl do.

"Forgotten your hotel girl?"
"Yes. "

"l don't believe you."
"Melissa—

"Its all right. It's nice that you say it. And we have
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our duties," Suddenly she was all business. "I have a
surprise for you."

"Pl easant, | hope."
"The war isn't going well."

"Depends on what you nmean by well. W're not

| osing." He waved expressively at the factory. "But
we're putting effort into the war that ought to go into
building civilization."

"Have you thought of negotiation with —with
Croser ?"

"Sure," Lysander said. "All he wants is for us to dis-
mant| e everything that brought us here. Build a

wel fare state and all that inplies. No thanks. But the
worst of it is. |I think we're just a sideshow, " Lysander
sai d.

" Si deshow?"

"Something like that. The real war is political, and
it's being fought in the Gand Senate. If the
CoDom ni um woul d help us —hell, just stop hel ping
the God damed eneny! —we'd end this damed

war and get on with our lives. Including our wedding."
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"I'ts bad, then."

He grimaced. "Bad and getting worse," he said.

The enemy can nove faster through the Dal es than

we can down in the | ow ands, and they're starting to
stick their heads out again. Nothing decisive, but
they're killing ranchers —We've got to move faster
and hit harder, or there won't be a ranch standing
within a day's ride of the hills come sumrer."

"Wel | then, cone see the present |'ve nade for

you," she said, |eading himdown another staircase into
Bay Six, past a bank of hunmi ng fabrication nmachines.
"W nade, | hel ped.”

He spared the machines a gl ance. Shooth man-

hi gh shapes, with nothing on the exterior but a
consol e, screen and the ingress and egress ports. Put
your netal in one end, program and any possible
shape cane out the other, forned by everything from
powder - deposition to an ultrasoni c beam untouched
by human hands. Earth-nmade by Hyundai, bought

forth or fifth-hand, and still representing an invest-
ment so huge that the Finance Mnistry had had to
handle it. Here they were the tiny heart of the great
pl ant; mating machi nes to nmake nachine tool s that
human operators could use to do the actual produc-
tion work. Sone day ... Sone day Sparta woul d have
real factories, robot-run.

They went through a big sheet-netal door with two
armed conpany guards. Inside white-coated techni-
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cians were working around an arnored vehicle, with

parts of several nore nearby. "Here it is!" Mlissa said.
"Behol d: the Cataphract." She stood to one side and

cl apped; there were good-natured cheers fromthe
techni ci ans doi ng the final testing.

"Your Hi ghness, M ss von Alderheim" A bow from
the chi ef engi neer.

"Sorry to interrupt, M. Azziz," Lysander said
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absently. Suddenly even the wonan at his side receded
from consci ousness for a nonent as he | ooked at the
sl eek gray-green bul k of the machine before him "I
didn't think you could actually come up with a tank
worth building," he said.

"More of a light arnored gun system sir," the engi-

neer denurred; his swarthy face split with the smle of

a professional who sees a difficult problem sol ved.

"We're just not up to cernet conposites, and no real -
istic thickness of steel is much use. Mss here did it. on
that CAD- CAM machi ne over at the University."

Mel i ssa nade a disnissive gesture. "Just playing
with the program" she said, blushing. "Thank Andre
Char bonneau. "

" Char bonneau?" Lysander sai d-

He knew t he name, a French material s engi neer
arrested for illegal research and sentenced to trans-
portation by Buint thirty years ago. The Frenchman
had been | ucky enough to be sent to Sparta, and had
been a fixture of the von Al derheimindustrial enpire
for two decades. The single-crystal iron-chrone all oy
he had devel oped was one of Sparta's fewreally cut-
ting edge products and a staple export.

The new vehicle was a box about six and a half

meters long and three and a quarter wide, no nore

than two and a half tall, sharply sloped in the front and
sides. Suspension was on broad treads with seven road
wheel s and drive sprockets at the front; the
wedge-fronted turret nounted towards the rear of the

hull carried a | ong cannon and coaxi al machi ne-gun-

"The arnmor's a sandwi ch," Azziz said, slapping it

af fectionately- ' Twenty mm of steel, then a | ayer of

i nt erwoven Nemourlon and iron-chronme thread in

i nsul ac, then another 20mm of steel. Wth this on top."
He held up a square of sonme hard glossy material, on a
sheet-netal backing. "Hi gh-stability explosive. Fire a
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shaped-charge warhead at it, and it expl odes and
disrupts the plasna jet. A d Dayan idea."

"From Earth, really," Mlissa said, smling indul-
gently at the enthusiasmof the men. "But | dug it out
of a big |oad of datadunp we bought as part of a job-
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lot fromthemw th those used shuttles.”

Azzi z nodded and dropped the plate of explosive
casually to the deck of the Cataphract.

"*Whole thing is bulkier than cernet, and gives

about 75% of the protection for the sane weight," he
said. "It'll stop nost light antitank weapons if they hit
on the frontal slope. Thirty tons total weight; the
tracks woven Charbonneau thread again, with inset
tungsten cleats, the suspension s hydrogas units taken
fromour heavy mning truck, and the engine |ikew se
—seven hundred horse-power turbocharged diesel,

top speed of 80 kph and a range of 700 klicks. Three
versions, this one with the rapid-fire 76mm gun, one
with a 125mm rocket how tzer, beam gui dance, and

an infantry fighting-vehicle.

"Not hi ng but basic four-way stabilization on the
weapons and a | aser range finder, I'mafraid," he con-
tinued, with gathering excitenent. "But if we could
get nodem el ectroni cs and sensor |lots to upgrade

them | swear there'd be a big export narket. Not
quite as effective as the stuff North American Mtors
or Daimerwerk Friedl and AG put out, but a |ot

cheaper —a fifth the cost, and hell of a damm si ght
easier to nmamintain on a nonindustrial planet.”

"Toys for the boys," Melissa said. At their surprised
glances: "Its just nmachinery to ne. Lynn. | don't get
that, ah, sensual satisfaction fromit. W' ve done up a
set of duplicate jigs, by the way, for the plant in O yn-
thos, and we're starting series production

i medi ately. W can —=

Wkur uwmng. The expl osi on seenmed to go on forever,
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vibrating fromthe pressed-netal internal partitions and
of f the high ceiling of the plant

Were was that, where was that?" Lysander

bar ked, hand cl earing the sidearmhe was wearing
with his undress grays. Nobody was down, not hing
burni ng. But close. The communi cator on his belt
squawked:

"On the way. Prince!" Harv, with the headquarters
reaction squad. Thank God | let himtalk ne into
bringi ng them Lysander thought.

The technicians had taken cover; an al arm kl axon

was bl aring. Melissa had vani shed. A nonent's panic,

bef ore he saw her head energe fromthe Cataphracts
turret. Smart girl. Probably the safest place in mles.
The prince cocked his head; his ears were still ringing,
but he knew where those screans were comning from

Azziz was at his side, one hand clutching a piece of

st eel bar stock.

"Stay back, man," Lysander snapped.
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"Stay back, hell," the engineer said, although he did
drop behind a little. "I didn't sell everything | owned
on Earth and nove here to lose it all to convict scum™

They dodged t hrough the door to the next bay. "MW
God!" Azziz exclainmed in horror

Lysander did not think the enotion was for the two

workers |ying on the ground; Harv's reaction squad was
there, spreading out to search and giving first aid to the
wounded. The object of the engineers attention was

the first of the four Hyundai fabricators. The exterior
telltal es had gone dead, and one side of the boron-fiber
out er sheat hing was bul ged and bl ackened.

"Rui ned!" he screaned, slapping his hands to his
head. 'Two million CD credits and a year's shipping
time, and its ruined."

Hi s piece of bar stock clattered to the floor as he
rushed over to the machine. Harv rose from beside
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one of the wounded technicians and went over to a

robot trolley stacked with sections of 75nm steel -all oy
square beams, bent to exanmine themand lifted the end
of one, then another.

"Think 1've found it, sir," he said, saluting. "Quick
wor k. Sergeant," he replied. Harv M ddl eton, body
guard and Phraetrie-brother, would never qualify for a
commi ssion, but then he wouldn't want one. All he
wanted was to stay close to his Prince.

"Sabot age, Prince. The operator there, he said he
and his buddy canme round and fed the square stee
billets there into the nachi ne every hal f-hour or so,
and saw that the bin of parts noved off."

Lysander wal ked over and | ooked at one of the

nei ghboring fabricators- There was a feed-armthat
gripped the raw stock, with an automatically adjusting
chuck to hold it while the interior mechani snms got a
firmagrip.

"They had a fresh trolley here. They put the first

one in, turned away to check on the finished parts, and
just when they wal ked around behind it blew. Mist be
sonmething in the steel, sir."

"Probably," the Prince agreed grimy. Hi s sidearm

was still in his hand; he slapped it back into the hol ster
with a sense of angry futility. "Cordon it off, until the
Mlice get here. Don't disturb the site, the forensic
experts will want it mat way." Probably was the bars, he

t hought. Which either came fromthe snelter right

here, or down from A ynthos on a barge. The barge, |I'd
bet; thousands of kUcks of opportunity to substitute.

"Sony to spoil your furlough, Sergeant," he
cont i nued.
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Harv smiled broadly and tapped the butt of the rifle
slung over his shoulder. "W were figuring on doing a

ni ght - patrol exercise around your hunting | odge," he said.
To see that you and M ss weren't disturbed, sort of "
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"That won't be necessary; we won't be using the
cottage," Lysander said flatly. "Neither of us will be
| eaving the Pal ace."

The NCO s face fell slightly. Lysander forced a

smle and cl apped himon the shoul der; Harv could be

a bit of atrial sonetimes, but he was a good man and a
Br ot her.

"Visit your own girlfriend. Sergeant," he said.

"Whi ch one?" Harv said, returning the snile. Then
he | ooked to his nmen: "Excuse ne, sir?"

The of ficer nodded, turned and wal ked back

t hrough the doors, brushing aside the crowmd of fright-
ened technicians and their questions. Mlissa was
sitting on the side of the Cataphract, waiting.

"Bad?" she sai d.

"Two nmen injured," Lysander replied. "One of the
Hyundai's is wrecked."

She wi nced. That is bad." He explained, and she
shook her head ruefully.

"Don't tell me we're going to have to inspect every
shi pnent of raw stock!"

"I"'mafraid so," he said. Softly: "I'mafraid it's too
risky for us to visit the Theranenes. Personally, the
Pal ace will do ne quite well, and to hell with appear-

ances." He held out his hand.
A CHAPTER FOUR

Confusion is often apparent in discussions where the

terns guerrilla, partisan, insurgent, terrorist, and nmercenary
are used. CuerriUa, partisan, and insurgent are interchange-
able. These three words refer to one whose aimis to
overthrow a governnent by armed force, largely through use

of indigenous resources. International conventions provide

for the treatnent of guerrillas, insurgents, and partisans.
They nust bear arns openly, wear an identifying synbol that

is recognized at a distance, and conformto the |laws of war.
Conpliance with these sinple rules places the insurgent,
guerrilla, or partisan in the category of a legally recognized
conbatant, one who is due prisoner-of-war status if captured.

Terrorists enjoy no | egal protections. They normally concea
weapons, mingle with the civilian popul ations for persona
protection, andnay take hostages to achieve their ains. Defying
i nternational conventions, they are usually treated as conmmon
crimnals. Terrorist methods often involve armed and ill ega
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coercive propaganda. The nost typical terrorist goal is to achieve
wi despread recognition for a cause through outrageous actions
that conpel international attention

One term nercenary, is apt to be much in evidence during

the 21st Century, and it may be used as inappropriately then as it
is now. Commercial contractors currently maintain some

weapons systens, perform housekeeping duties at nmilitary and

naval installations, and conduct military training. They have even
drafted mlitary plans. The use ofcommercialfirnis in mlitary
affairs is growing, and their staffs are often conmposed of
ex-mlitary and -naval personnel. But are these conpani es and
their enpl oyees properly | abel ed as nercenaries?

The word nercenary is nore often used in perjorative
descriptions. The termusually has nore to say about the witer
or commentator's political orientation than it does about the
person described. A true nercenary's sole notivation is financia
reward, the acid test being whether he would switch sides for
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more nmoney. In other words, the nmercenary does not

di scrim nate between political causes or nations to which he

offers his services. His work sinply goes to the highest bidder. As
a practical matter, nost people who are described as nercenaries
are actually adventurers who discrimnate between the politica
causes they support...

—RodPaschal

UC 2010: Special Operations and

Unconventional Warfare in the Next Century

(I'nstitute of Land Warfare, Association of the US Arny, 1990)
0- -0 *0-

Letter found in War Office general delivery box, Sparta
Cty:

Dear Maj or - General Owensford:

Hi yo, Petie! This Skilly dropping you a line to thank you

for the seminar in operational art you give us Helots back in
the Illyrian Dales. That will teach Sidlly not to nake she

pl ans so fancy! Skilly, now she understand nore of what
Clausewitz wite about friction and other thing as well.

Expensive | esson, Fetie, but as old Socrates say, know -
edge be a treasure nobody can take away.

We Helots | ove die know edge, so we want to | eam everything
you can teach. W be comi ng back for nore. Again ... ana again

and again. As nmany times as it take until we get it right and
pass FinaTVictory exams. Protracted Struggle, hey?

Gve Skilly's regards to Baby Prince. He getting so hard-
nose, pretty soon maybe he go into her line of work? But he
right not to care nothing about those prisoners and wounded.

You and you gunboys was | ucky, but you earned it.

Ski daThi bodeau
Field Prime, Spartan People's liberation Arny
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PS: Maybe you be |ucky again. Maybe twi ce. But we only need
be lucky once.

<- 4- <e

"The inportant thing," Peter Oamensford said, "the
great thing, is not to | ose our nerve."

There were nmurnurs of approval around the Coun-
cil table. "Are you going to give that letter to the
press?" soneone asked.
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"I don't know. Would it be nore likely to stiffen
resol ve, or frighten people?"

"Both, | think." Alan Hruska, Mlice chief for Sparta
Cty, |looked thoughtful. "Me, I'mfor telling the Gti-
zens everything we can."

"Right," Omensford said. "It's our nmjor advantage.
Citizens are our partners, not our slaves. Besides, she
could send a copy to the press herself. Al right, 1'lI
hand it to Harold Preston at the Tribune. W owe him
—that was a good job he did on the Cock and Grill

bonbi ng. "

Hruska nodded. "I1'd say so."
"How s the boy?" soneone asked.

Hruska shrugged. "No change. He'll be nmonths in
the regenn tanks, but they figure they can rebuild him
I want himon the force when he gets out—=

"And we could use himin the Arny," Ownensford

sai d. Pancake on a bonb and get a choice of careers.
"What ever happens with him he's got a nedal

comng. | take it his nedical's paid—

"Sure, his phratrie took care of everything."

That's good —ah." Omensford stood to greet a
newconer. "Dr. Whitlock. Gentlenen, Dr. Cal dwell
Wi dock, political consultant."”

There was a flurry of greetings. Horace Pl umrer,
secretary to the War Cabinet, stood. "I will inform
their najesties that we are ready to begin."

Rol and Dawson, Principal Secretary of State,
indicated a place at the table next to Onensford,
and Whitlock went to it. He bowed slightly.
"Madanme Attorney Ceneral. Gentlenmen. My

pl easure to be here." He spoke with a thick

Al abama accent.

"I wish that were true." Attorney General El ayne
Rusher | ooked nmore like a society lady in her thirties
than a grandnother of fifty-five, or would if there
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hadn't been so many worry lines at the comers of her
eyes. "But it's nice of you to say so."

"Ma'am " Wi dock took his seat. He was a tall |ean

man in his early fifties, |ooking younger from carefu
exerci se and expensive regeneration treatnments; even
under Sparta's heavy gravity he was | oosely rel axed.

A bl ond nustache and trimmed goatee set off |ong
careful l y-arranged yel |l ow | ocks, and he was dressed
with foppish care, in multihued tunic, tool ed boots,

bl ack-satin tights, broad sash and an enerald stickpin
in his cravat, the height of Earth fashion

"How long will you be here?" Peter Omensford
asked.

"I won't be leavin'. Closed out ny affairs on Earth
before | cane.”

" Good God."

"Not easy," Wiitlock said. "My fanmly settled
Mont gonmery, you know. And we've had the Jackson-
ville plantation ever since the Yazoo Purchase."

"I't's that bad on Earth, then?"

Whitl ock | ooked up to see that everyone was |isten-

ing, and nodded. "I'll have a few words about that in
the neetin*. But yes, things are happening on Earth.
Wth John Grant dead, | wouldn't be surprised to see
Unity out of office next election. If things |ast unti
t hen, which—=

The door at the far end of the chanber opened,
"Centl emen, |adies —their Mjesties.”

Everyone stood as the kings, Al exander and David,
entered with | ysander.

The King | ooks better, Onensford thought with

relief. Lysander had told himthat Melissa and the
Prince's nother Queen Adriana had been working on
himin relays to take a vacation at the sumrer pal ace
on the island of Leros. Two weeks anobng the orange
trees and olive groves had worked wonders in speeding
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the cure; Al exanders sidn was tanned and firner, his
eyes had | ost nost of the desperate hunted | ook, and

he noved less like a man carrying a doubl e-wei ghted
pack. By contrast, his co-monarch David | ooked as if

he were still in nmourning. He'd been Crown Prince
Regnant for years until his near-invalid father quietly
died. At least the Helots had the decency to let us bury
the king without incidents. David s rather |ow key
coronation was marred by three car bonbings and an
attenpted riot. The riot was suppressed with casualties
to the rioters; relatives of the police were killed by the
car bonbs. Another incident of oppression for the
opposition to exploit.

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%20...20M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (47 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:01 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

On the other hand, David Freedman al ways | ooks

i ke that when we have to increase taxes. The Freed-
man ki ngs had been econonics professors of a very

| ai ssez-faire bent, back when Sparta was the dream
child of the Constitutionalist Association on Earth.
Every regul ation or tax was like tearing off a piece of
skin, to them One could synpathize, but that noney
was buying what his men needed to tight and w n.

The royal party took their places at the center of the
tabl e. Al exander nodded to Horace Plumrer. "M ster
Secretary."

Tour Maj esties. Your Highness. The first order of
business is a report on the current situation. Genera

Onensford-"
°0 °0 *»
** .. so0 by the end of spring, we'll have better

than thirty thousand people under arnms in the Roya
Army, under the Enmergency Program" Owensford
concluded. "In addition we have a full two regi-
ments of the Spartan Legion. W' ve got four
conpani es of Hel ot deserters trained and headi ng
out to New Washi ngton as reinforcenents for Col o-
nel Fal kenberg. "
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"Tell us about that," Attorney General Rusher said.

"Not much to tell," Ownensford said. "W offered
amesty to any captured eneny enlisted troops who'd
join the Legion, and got about two thousand. Half that
many made it through training. W turned the others,
the ones who wouldn't volunteer, over to the Mlice."

"What happens to the washout vol unteers?" Rol and
Dawson asked-

"Tumed over to the Mlice same as those who told
us to go to hell," Peter said, "Provides an incentive to
finish training."

"They go to the far end of the island,” the Mlice
chief said. "Separated fromthe ordinary POM. R ght
now bot h groups have enough work just building their
canp and raising their own food, but we hope to have

an education programfor those that stay out of trouble
and want to get back into mainland life." He shrugged.
"One nore thing to do, and we're in no big hurry to do
it, not until the war's over."

"So none of your trained Helot warriors will stay on
Sparta," Elayne Rusher asked.

"That's correct, ma'am we couldn't trust them here.

O f-planet —= Owensford shrugged.

"Legion's been making troopers out of that sort for-
ever," Dr. Witiock observed.
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"All true," Onensford agreed. "And finally, we've
reinforced the Fifth Battalion, Fal kenberg's Legion,
almost to full reginental strength, mostly with recruits
just off the CD transports. Unavoi dably, this nmeans
tenmporary conpromi ses with unit quality, but we're

wor ki ng on that."

"Nothing |i ke conmbat to sharpen up the troops,"
Whi dock said dryly.

"Quite true," Omensford said. "Especially NCO s.
O course we've accel erated officer and NCO training.
We're conbing the CD transports for men with
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Mari ne experience. But the best training is still live
fire. Unfortunately we're getting all too nuch of that."
H e map wall sprang to life.

"Notice the pattern of incidents.” He called up an
arrow and traced the line of southern Drakons, south
and east fromthe Rhyndakos toward the coastal town
of Colchis. "Attenpted infiltrations, here and here.
And too nmany successes, because we have no satellite
reconnai ssance, and not nuch aerial."

"Dr. Whitlock," Al exander said. "Do we dare renew
the satellites? The | ocal CoDom ni um conmander

won't answer. Says the question is insulting. But we
haven't infinite resources—

Whi dock nodded. "I wouldn't, just yet. Adnmira

Lernontov is aware of the situation, but his efforts to
make sone changes here were bl ocked by Vice

Adm ral Townsend."

"Townsend?"
"A Bronson grandson," Witiock said.
"That sounds om nous," Hal Sl ater said.

"Om nous indeed. Colonel Slater. Excuse ne. Gen-

eral Slater," Widock said. "Control of the Fleet is
very much in dispute just now, and unfortunately
there are other critical situations demanding Adnira
Lernmontov's attention and influence."

"Such as New Washi ngt on?" David Freedman asked.

"Yes, Majesty," Whidock said. He | ooked around
the room "Do you want that report now, with all these
peopl e?"

"Yes, | think so," Al exander said. "If we can't trust
this group, we're finished."

"All right. But with your permssion, Sire, 1'll let
General Owensford finish telling us how he sees the
situation before | begin."
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"Al'l right," Alexander said, "I take it that we won't
be getting a new satellite.”
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"Maybe not just yet. Sire."

"l see. Ceneral —

"There's not a great deal nmore to report,” Oaens-

ford said. "There have been actions here, up die valley

of the Jason and into the Lycourgos Hills. W know
they've gotten snmall forces into the foothills of the Pin-
daros and Par nassus ranges east of the river.

Meanwhi l e, activity of all sorts is increasing through-
out the Mddle Valley; their latest trick is to drop
mnes into the river. W' ve recovered a few. Big box of

pl astique with a sinple pressure trigger; blows the
bottom out of a river boat quite thoroughly."

Lord Henry Yanaga, Mnister of Interior and
Devel opnent, nade a sound of disgust. "Wat's the
poi nt, beyond sheer sadi sn?"

Onensford shrugged. "The sanme point as putting

small units into the Lower Valley," he said. "W have
to divert resources to sweep for mnes, and every man
we keep in the Lower Valley is another we don't send

to the Mddle."

The plan was to keep them bottled up,’
said. "That's not working."

Yamaga

"No, nmy lord. | haven't enough troops for that.
Actual |y, Al exander the Great and Julius Caesar

together couldn't seal that area air-tight, not with a
mllion foot-infantry. Controlling guerrilla warfare of
this type sops up soldiers the way a sponge does water."

"So what will we do?" Freiherr von Al derheim

af fected a nonocl e and | ooked very Prussian, but his
voice was friendly. He'd been suspicious of the Legion
mercenari es when they first arrived, but lately had
become one of their chief supporters.

"W hold on," Omensford said. "And continue to

build strength. Majesties, ny original assignment here
was to train nercenaries you could hire out off-planet
for hard currency. That we're doing. As Dr. Whidock
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observes, there's nothing like live fire training to
cement unit cohesion. In that sense this war has actu-
ally hel ped us get ahead of schedul e—=

"At fearsone cost," David Freedman sai d-

"Yes, Majesty, but the costs of recruiting and train-
ing this many sol di ers woul d have been fearsone
anyway. Wien this is over, we'll have trained cohesive
units under battle tested | eaders. | should think they
woul d command a good price."
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"Perhaps," David said. "But | never |iked that
schene to begin with." He shrugged. "OfF course if we
hadn't begun when we did, we woul dn't have had
troops ready to fight this —rebellion. W mght have
| ost already. Your pardon. Ceneral. Please continue."

"Maj esty. Sone things go well. the Coast Guard

Reserve, our brown-water navy, has got control of a |ot
of our rivers, and contests the rest with the rebels.
They used to get nearly a free ride. Not any nore,

"Production of Thoth mssiles is up. W don't have

as many as |'d like, but the pace accelerates. Freiherr
von Al derheim s factories are ahead of schedule in
helicopter and small aircraft production. W don't

have avi ation conpany up to TO&E in every regi-

ment, but at |east they all have sone kind of aircraft,
and brigade |l evels have nore. That gives us consider-
ably nore strategic nmobility.

"W can't use those for tactical engagenents, of
course. The rebels have quite enough anti-air to
prevent that. On the other hand, having to cany air
defense missiles cuts down on their nmobility and
complicates their logistics, and they don't have air
capability.

"The result is that we've cut way back on their abil-
ity to resupply fromour arns factories. They used to
steal us blind, but they can't do that any nore. The
bad news is they stockpiled a great deal, and they're
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still-receiving off-planet supplies from sonewhere.

Every tinme we cut into their quantity, there's new
increase in the quality of what they get. Alnpbst as if it's
a gane."

"Ah," Whiuock said. "And there's where you put
your Bnger on it."

"Sir?"

"In a very real sense, it is a game. Very high stakes
game, but a gane right enough."

"l expect you're going to explain that," Ownensford

sai d.
"Yes. 1'll have to lecture."
"Dr. Whiuock, | assure you, you have our full atten-

tion," King David Freedman said. "Perhaps you
shoul d begin your report now, "

"Sire. Well. Al along, it nust have been obvious to
/fall that this rebellion hasn't got a coon's chance with-
out help fromoff-planet."

"Yes, of course,"” Al exander said.
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"And not just a little help. I don't know what al
Bronson has put into this, but it's got to be nore than a
billion credits."

"That nuch," David Freedman nused. "Yes, |
believe that —but Dr. Witlock, why?"

"That's the question," Witlock said. "Wat could he
want mat's worth that nmuch? There's only one answer
that nmakes sense. Enpire."

There was a long silence. "Wth hinself as
enperor," Al exander said at |ast.

"H msel f, an heir, a whole group of heirs," Witlock
said. "Yes."

"Way in God's Nane would he want the job?" Al ex-
ander demanded.

'Cause he thinks it's got to be done, and he's sure
he and his people are the only ones that can do it,"
Whitlock said- "I know y'all think of Bronson as purely
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mean and sel fish. | can understand Spartans seeing
himthat way, but |I'msurprised you two — he indi-
cated Peter Onensford and Hal Slater —"bought into

that. Col onel Fal kenberg al ways knew better."

"Bronson? A misguided idealist?" David Freedman
asked.

Whiti ock shrugged. "Call hima patriot if you prefer.
He'd think of hinself that way."

"And we stand in his way," David said. "Wy?

Because we —the Collins kings anyway —early on

chose to be part of Lemmontov's schenme? Is that why

our people are being bled to death in a filthy little war
we can't wi n? Because of this ill conceived alliance
with Lernmontov?"

"David," Al exander said gently. "Please excuse ny

coll eague. Dr. Wiitlock. Stiff, he has a point. Have we
merited Senator Bronsons attentions because of our
support of his enenies? Could we have avoided all this
by remaini ng neutral ?"

"I very much doubt it. Sire. And now | really wll

have to lecture. If you'll excuse ne, | think better on
my feet." Widock rose and strode to the nmap wal |,
where he paced back and forth. "Always did |ike black-
boards," he said absently. "I take it that everyone in
this roomis cleared for —for everything."

"Yes, of course," Al exander said.
Whi dock was silent as he | ooked at them one by

one.
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"You can proceed," Hal Slater said.

"As General Slater says," Lysander said carefully.

Whi dock nodded to Slater, then bowed slighdy to

Prince Lysander. Thank you. H ghness. Al right, let's
start fromthe begi nning. The CoDomi nium s com ng
apart. Wen it does, there'll be war on Earth, and it
wont stay confined to Earth. Enough of the nationalist
el ements on Earth have close ties with their col onies
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that die war will spread beyond the solar system W
have a nane for dial Interstellar war. But we don't
know much about what mat neans. Just diat it'll be
pretty bad, bad enough diat its worth a lot to stop it.
We okay so far? Good

"So. The Grants and die Blaines saw dlis com ng

twenty years ago. Earlier, probably, but dial's when
diey hired ne to study dieir options. Problem was,
diere weren't nany options. Too nmany col oni es hate
each odier. Sone areas, die Fleet's all diat keeps die
peace. Renove the Fleet, war starts like dial." He
snapped his fingers. "Cbvious conclusion is diat die
Fl eet, or a good part of it, has to keep operating if
we're to have any chance of holding onto civilization

"That' |l cost noney. A lot of nobney, and a Fleet's no
good wi di out bases, recruiting grounds, retirenent

hones, home ports for famlies. You going to keep
civilization, you got to have a civilized honme base. You
need forward bases, too, out anong the barbarians.

Qut posts, listening posts, refueling facilities, bases.
Sonme of those can be enclaves, but it's better to have
whol e pl anets.

'That takes soldiers. Long tinme ago, man naned

Fehrenbach said it, you can fly over a territory, you

can bonbard it, you can blow it to hell, you can even
sterilize it, but you don't own it until you stand a sev-
enteen year old Idd witii arifle on top of it. So. Were
to get soldiers? Can't hire 'em Not enough noney,

but worse, when you hire nercenaries, what have you

got ?"

Everyone | ooked at Stater and Owensford, then
| ooked away.

"Course diere's nercenaries and nercenaries,"

Wi dock said. They ain't all alike by a |ong shot. Take
Fal kenberg's outfit. It started as the 42nd
CoDomi ni um Li ne Marines. Decorated all to hell,
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elite outfit even before Fal kenberg took it over. No
surprise that it stayed together after the CD ordered it
di sbanded. Lernontov hel ped find 'emwork. Figures.

Fal kenberg and Lernontov go back a |long way. Lot of
loyalty in both directions. You can think of

Fal kenberg's outfit as a kind of Praetorian Guard for
Ler mont ov, except that Lernontov's no woul d- be
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"But that's one reginment. Need a |l ot nore troops to
hol d thi ngs together. Were to get thenP"

"Sparta," King David said. "You and ny father —

"Let's don't get ahead of ourselves. Sire," Witlock
sai d. "What we've established so far is a need for
bases, and troops to guard themw th. There's another
need. planetary governnents interested in civilization.
Pl aces wi thout any grudges to work off, no anbitions
to drive them That's Sparta. Not nuch wonder you

were one of the first they tried to sign up.”

"There was no commitment. Then," Al exander sai d.

"W were friends with Lernmontov and Grant, and we

got sone trade concessions, favorable interpretations
of regul ati ons—=

"Al'l of which ended when the G ants and Bl anes
| ost control," David said.

"Sure, but anyone could foresee that would

happen,” Whitiock said. "You had to knowit, there
woul dn't have been no need for this conspiracy if it
hadn't been clear things were going to hell and nobody
could stop the trip. What were your alternatives? Join
up with Bronson?"

Al exander shrugged. 'That was never offered to us.
If we had =

"If you had, you'd have ended up with no inde-
pendence at all," Witiock said. "Bronson planets have
puppet governments, with a Bronson resident calling
the shots. Can't see Sparta going along with that,"
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"Nor |," Baron von Al derheimsaid. He | ooked
thoughtful. "But is this what will happen ifCroser and
his people w n?"

"Yep."

"Do they know this?" Sir Al fred Nat hanson asked.

Nat hanson was M ni ster of War, but that was an

adm ni strative rather than a conmand position. Under
the Spartan constitution the Kings were the

commanders in chief, and could issue orders directly to
their generals. For all practical purposes. Crown
Prince Lysander was the actual War Mnister, with

Nat hanson handl i ng adnini stration and details.

"l doubt it,"* Whitiock said. "Y all know Croser better
than me. Wuld he find the role of puppet very
attractive?"

"Attractive, no," Al exander said. "But | really don't
know i f he would accept it. | knew his father well, but
Dion is a bit of an enigma. Wuld he take the trap-

pi ngs of power without the substance? Probably. He
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woul d persuade hinself that this was for the best,
woul d serve some hi gher good."

"And that he'd be able to use his position to take
charge sone day," Roland Dawson said. "Yes, | think
that's how his mnd would work. But surely he expects
to gain both substance and trappings."

"Well he sure ain't got nmuch chance of it," Witiock
said. "Not given who he's running around with." He
clicked the screen controller, and an inage forned on
the wal | screen.

"Field Prinme. That's what the Helots call their mli-
tary commander, just like Croser is Capital Prinme, and
Bronson is Earth Prinme. Interesting set of designa-
tions, no? Don't show any one of them subordinate to
any other. Anyway here she is."

The wonman on the screen was in her early thirties,
clearly Eurafrican. 175 centimeters, according to the

76
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scal e beside the inmage, with a hi gh-cheeked,
snub- f eatured handsoneness and a nmane of

| oosely-curled hair. Staruingly athletic-Iooking. An
insolent half-smle was on her |ips.

"Ms. Skida Thi bodeau, aka 'Skilly,' born Belize Cty,
Bel i 2e, 2061; nother Mennonite, ki dnapped into
prostitution, father a pinp. O phaned at six, primary
education in a Catholic charity school - Transported by
the Belizian gov' mint —gallows-bait thensel ves —

for 'offenses against public order' in 2083. Better

| ookin' than your average terrorist, but hoo, |ordy, |ook
at that record! Arson, insurance fraud, illegal sub-
stances trafficking, assault, intimdation, nurder
racketeer-in', you name it and she's dabbled in it.
When your police people closed in on her accounts

and suchli ke, they found she'd nmanaged to accumnu-

|ate better than six mllion crowns."

"No small sum " Lysander said dryly.

"Right. Got npbst of the noney out, too. Presunme its
stashed where she can get at it if she has to vani sh fast
She was an, ah, intimate friend of your good Citizen

Dion Croser fo' six years, but no trace of political ties.
No paper trail"

Chi ef Hruska nodded sourly. "No crimnal record,

except for the one assault charge that got her in jail.
W' ve known she was a crimnal for years, but no

evi dence. She noved around a |lot, but she stayed with
Croser every couple of nonths. They openly went to

ni ght spots together."

"And of course Croser is sinply shocked to di scover
she was involved in crimnal activities," Attorney Gen-
eral Rusher said.
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"The point is, she's not likely to knuckle under to
anybody," Whitlock said. "Doesn't fit her personality.
So here she is, out there carryin' water for Croser, and
if Croser's not smart enough to see what Bronson has
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in mnd for Sparta, this one is. Leavin' us with the
question, just what in hell is her ganme?"

"Do you have an answer?" Al exander asked.

"Only the obvious, she thinks that when the fightins
over. Field Prime'U be runnin' the show and Capita
Prime and Earth Prinme can dance attendance.” He
shrugged. "If she can out maneuver Bronson she's a
rare bird for sure.”

"Devious, but inexperienced," Hal Slater said.

"I nexperienced at this land of intrigue, that is. She wll
have been the cl everest around where she canme from
Able to outsmart anyone. Look at her battle plan in
the Dal es canpaign. Intricate, fine tuned, clever —
and utterly unworkable. | suspect it's the sanme thing
here. She sinply has no experience at dealing with
really clever people, people served by an equally
intelligent general staff. Her experience with Croser
probably has done little to disillusion her —and of
course Bronson's people aren't going to."

"Until it's too late,” Wiitlock said. "Yeah, | reckon
that's the size of it. She figures when its over she'll be
in charge with Croser to help her, and he reckons the

same Aing only reversed."

"they really do intend to becone the governnent,"
Davi d mused- "They want to govern."

"No, Sire, they don't want to govern. They want to
rule,"” Caldwell Wiitlock said. "Not quite the sane
thing. And as General Ownensford's report shows,
they've made a fair bit of headway."

Al exander shook his head in wonder. "How could
people |like that put together an arny, an army capable
of fighting real troops, right under our noses?"

"Careful plannin'," Witlock said. "An eye for

conditions. And a lot of help fromoff-planet. Conditions
first 1 was just remarking to General Owensford here,

this isn't the sort of war he's used to. It's revolutionary
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war, the type they had on Earth a hundred, hundred and
fifty years ago. You see, you're the victins of your own
success. Oppression and despair don't produce

revol ution; there's been exactly one successful slave
revolt in all of recorded history. No, what produces
revol utions is hope —conbined with a certain anmount

of social disorganization. Defeat in war will do it but
BuRel oc' s given you the equivalent —and frustrated
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anbitions. The undercl asses may furnish the troops, but
its people on the make who | ead them

"Places like Meiji or Churchill, they're too

honogenous and stable for this |and of war. They'd

have to be outright invaded. Frystaat, say, or Diego are
quite effectively oppressive. They'd have shot your
Croser years ago. You, |I'mafraid, are stuck right in the
mddle. In nost places civilization is a thin crust on a
sea of barbarism Rome had her Goths and Saxons,

Earth bred "emin its own guts. Still, the systenis had a
certain stability. The nmasses never get to see the rulers,
mostly they're left to rot while dangerous ones are

shi pped out, or recruited fo' the Marines and the

Fl eet; the productive workin' minority is kept in |ine by
the threat of the —pardon nme, usin' Earth

term nology —Citizen hordes. An* the tiny oligarchy

that runs things is secure. Except fromitself, which is
where the systenis breakin' down there, a lot like old
Rone.

"Now, " he went on. drawing on his cigar, "out here,

you' ve got problems fromthe bottomup, instead. Tall
under st and, you've got an unusual rulin' class here. A
full third of the popul ation, and visible. Then the CD
sends you Earth's barbarians. And what do you do? You

give them a chance. You give them no excuses. None.

You nmake it plain, their failures are their own fault, and
you rub it in by making the rewards of success visible

and bel i evabl e.
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"That worked fine so long as you didn't get over-

whel med. Lots of them nmade good, you' ve achi eved a

remar kabl e and adnirable social nmobility. But a | ot

just don't mamke good. Too nany generations of failure,
too long away from even suspecting what citizenship

is. They see you as rich slavenmasters, and they get told
all they got to do is take what's conming to them GCkay,
you can handle that if you don't |ose your nerve, but
nobody ever said it was going to be easy."

"W give them every opportunity to get ahead-
Beconme Citizens, or, nore likely, their children will,"
Lord Yamaga said. "My grandfather was a transportee!"

"Yessir, but don't forget how things change. First
generation transportees got here into a working soci -
ety, lots of opportunity. No opposition to speak of.
Now you get floods of these barbarians. Most raised in
cesspits ruled by two-1egged rats. Exanple, Sidda Thi-
bodeau, of Belize. Only difference there between the
street gangs and the gov'nmint is tirepower. Mz Thi-
bodeau grew up in an environnent where there's no

| aw nor norals either; she's got enornous ability, and
the noral outlook of a hammerhead shark." Another

medi tative puff.

"OfF course, the denographic m x here doesn't help.
The surplus of males, that is. Big concentration of
young, socially alienated and sexually frustrated nal es

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%20...20M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (57 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:01 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

with no prospects of startin' a famly is a recipe for
trouble. Recruitin' theminto an arnmy and sendi ng
them of fworld was a good idea, only too | ate. Because

of the next factor: who's taking advantage of the condi-
tions."

"Croser," soneone said; they made the word sound
like a curse

True. Typical in Uopian settlements to get a rebel -
lious elenment in the second generation. Your bad | uck
to get one who's perversely brilliant, with a chil dhood
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grudge agai nst your whol e social system Knows his-
tory, knows the weak points of your society —I've

read sone of his papers fromhis university days. Al so
a charismatic | eader who can win loyalty™ not afraid to
del egate, and he knows how to pick able people.

"Been plannin' this for the better part of two
decades, 1'd say. Accunulatin' funds —does it shock
you if | say he controls nore noney than Frei herr von
Al der hei m here?"

The industrialist did | ook shocked.

"Lot of debts," Whidock said. "But |ots of power, too.
"Where did he get it?" van Al derhei m demanded

"Lots fromoff-planet," Whidock said. "Easy to

guess the source."

"So Bronson has bought hin? Why? What does
Bronson want with us?" Al exander demanded.

"Regi nents. Sane thing Lernontov wanted,"

Whi dock said. "You set out to build a reginent factory.
That was fine by Bronson. He'd figured on Croser

doi ng that anyway, you might as well get a good start.
Then two things happened. Ms. Skilly got anxious to
start things novin' —don't know why, naybe she's
beginning to feel her age —and you brought in

Fal kenbergs Legion to train these troops. That was
enough to get Bronson's attention."

"Because he hates Fal kenberg," David said.

"Well, Sire, that's a piece of it, but if you bet on

G and Senator Adrian Bronson gettin" carried off by

his emotions, you'll |lose every time. Not that he minds
i ndul gi ng his grudges when he can, he's got a hell of a
streak of nean, but think onit. If you'd built normal
mercenary regi ments for use off-planet, who' d they be

| oyal to?"

"The paymaster, | presume,"” Lysander said quietly.
"Exactly. But Your Hi ghness was with Fal kenberg's
Legion on Tanith. Wo are they |oyal to?"

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 81

"Fal kenberg. | see," Lysander said. "Suddenly what
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Bronson saw as an asset —nercenary regi ments he
coul d subvert —becane a possible threat."

That's about the size of it," Widock said. "Before
that, his support for Croser was noninal, the kind of
diing he does lots of places for insurance, a way to
keep his hand in. Sparta didn't |ook |ike having any
special ties to Fal kenberg and Lernmontov. Then all of
a sudden, Prince Lysander here goes to Tanidi. where
Fal kenberg and one of die Blaines are in cahoots to
mess up Bronson's plans to get nore control over die
Fl eet. Crown Prince Lysander becones M. Conet
Prince, and diat right diere would be enough to take
notice of."

"Why?" Davi d asked

"Reckon you never net Fal kenberg, " Wi dock

said. "If you had, you wouldn't ask. Anyway, pretty
soon he don't have to guess whedi er Prince Lysander's
going to choose the Lernontov side in die upcom ng
struggles, 'cause M. Conet Prince goes and ruins
Bronson's whol e operation for him™"

"Ganme. You said gane," Lysander said.

"Up to not long ago that's what it was," Wi dock
said. "Bronson didn't want Croser to win and consoli -
date his position, but he didn't want himto | ose,
neidier. So he sends just enough to keep hi m going.
But that all changed last year. Nowit's all out.”

"And so he sent die technoninjas," Slater said. "And
stepped up his of f-world support by a lot."

"So what will happen now?" Lysander asked.

"Not to get ahead of ourselves," Witlock said.

"First | ook at what you're facing. For twenty years
Croser's been laying a political franmework w di out
much opposition. After all. it didn't occur to anyone
diat organizin' die non-GCitizens was anydiing but

an exercise in futility. Developin' an ideology: |
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mentioned this was an archaic sort of place? Wll
you' ve got sonething really ol d-fashioned here. A
real, honest-to-god Leninist-Moist vanguard party
that believes in itself. Ch, not strictly Marxist —
el ements of that —nore |ike National Socialism
really. Then he started buildinl up an arny. The

bri gadi er here knows nore about the ways that

m ght be done."

Onensford nodded. "We've put together something

of a picture fromthe prisoner interrogations," he said.

"You'd start small, with sone commtted partisans

Get themmilitary educations, and bring in snall
parties of people with training —there are plenty of
good officers and NCO s on the beach on Earth, and
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the NCO s would be nore val uabl e than the officers, at
first Not all that nmanywho'd be willing to link up with
thi s gang, but enough. Send others off to enlist in nmere
units on other worlds, which would get you
conbat - experi enced nen. Use all those to train

sel ected local recruits who're comrmitted to your cause.
It would start small, but once you got well started
expansi on could be geonetric- W' ve al so determ ned
that they —presumably Croser —started stockpiling
weapons and equi pment, in the Dales and el sewhere, a
full decade ago. Skinmm ng export shipnents, nostly.
Croser's conpani es woul d get export orders,

over-order enough to cover the five or ten percent
they'd take, then use the profits on the real sale to
cover the excess. Conplicated, but workable, and you
woul dn't have to have many people in the know. "

Al exander rolled a pen between his fingers. "But
surely Croser —if it is he —couldn't think that
such a force could overthrow the governnent?
After all, the Brotherhoods can call out hundreds
of thousands of troops in an energency."

Whi dock waved the tip of the cigar to enphasize
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his point. "Not attack and di splace —but you're
thinkin' in terras of nodemwarfare, small decisive
campai gns, your Majesty. The eneny is usin" an

ol der nodel. Their target isn't really your armed
forces, it's your society as a whole. They give you
nothing to attack, while you have to guard every-
thing. You can't call out the Brotherhoods en masse
for long; too nmuch shuts down. And many of them
are scattered on farnms and ranches niles from any-
where when they're not under arms. There's a
mlitary saying —

"Frederick the Great," Onensford supplied, "Wmo
def ends everything, defends nothing. Quite true."

"And a Chinese saying," Whitiock continued, "which
suns up the nethod: death by a thousand cuts."

Anot her puff. "Wn't work, not the way Croser had it
pl anned original. The rebels are underestinmatin" the
solidarity of your Brotherhoods, also how mad they're
getting." A bleak smle. "Ruthless people don't
under st and how nean good fol ks can get when their
codes are violated. But he has outside help now an
that nakes all the difference."

‘Death of a thousand cuts' applies politically as
well as mlitarily," Whidock continued. 'This referen-
dum he's pushing, for exanple."

David snorted. "A farce. A referendum on universa
suffrage, when we don't have universal suffrage?
Not hi ng but an opinion poll."

Whi dock chuckl ed. "Thing is, you people have
made a big thing of votes. Back on Earth, not three
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countries left where votin' nmeans a thing; doesn't in the
US, certainly. Here, it's a jealously guarded privilege.
Rest of the population figures since Citizens' put so
much store in it, vote nust be a good thing to have

Since nost Citizens won't go within ten yards of

Croser's poll, give you odds it'll be done scrupul ous
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honest and still win big. No legal force —but it'l
pol ari ze the popul ation even nore. Wo's going to
conme right out and admt; yes, |I'mlower than a snake's

beUy in a wagon rut and don't deserve a say? There'l
be some appeal to those worldn' towards Citizen status
for thenselves or their |ads, too.

"I't's psychological-political jujitsu. After he wins,
he' Il claima popular mandate. Then again, sone of the
measures you're being forced to adopt will push the
fringe of the Citizens towards Croser. Hi gher taxes, fo
exanple. Then, linmtin' access to firearns. Necessary,
but many of youm have what anpunts to a religious
taboo agai nst regul ation of guns; 'arned nen are free
men.' Likew se war regulations of all sorts. Those who
don't go to Croser will be pushed towards the radicals
on the other fringe, mat poor fool Arnstrong and his
Secret Citizen's Arny, or the radical Pragmatist Party
crowd. Lot of pure self-interest there, too. Frontier
pl anets with | abor shortages al ways have a tendency
towar ds bound | abor systens, slavery or indentured.
Thin profit margins, an' with full enployment, workers
tend to be nobile. Real, real tenptin' to use
extra-econom ¢ nmeans to get secure supplies of

workers at a price that |eaves sone margin. Mst of
your Citizens've shown commendabl e restraint, but
the/re getting mad and scared. And every nove in that
direction frightens the non-Citizens still nore."

"Wage sl avery. Enserfrent,"” Al exander said. "I
know it happens, but it is contrary to every principle
on which ms governnent was founded"

"Sure," Whidock said. "But the eneny of every free

man is a real greedy successful one. Biggest enem es

of capitalismare successful capitalists. That's why you
got to have governnents, but just havin' one ain't
enough either. There's plenty of people start at the
bottom get rich on freedom and hard work, and then
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try to take over the governnment so they don't have to
wor k any nore.

"Fact is, when all this is over, | got some advice for
you on tinkerin' with your system G ve your individua
workers a bit nore power and uni on bosses and owners

a bit less. But that's for happier tinmes. Right now, this
random terror canpaign gets you tightenin' the screws,
giving nore power to the owners 'cause they're |oyal,
scaring the little guys. That, and showin' the Roya
governnent can't offer protection even to the Citizens.
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Coin' after non-Citizen loyalty and Citizen norale."

The ring of faces around the table was set in grim
anger; they had known the outlines of it, but the
Eart hman' s di spassi onate assessnent was a shock

Onensford turned his uniformcap in his hands.

"It shows in their mlitary approach." he said nedi-
tatively. "Puzzled the hell .out of ne, at first. They
didn't seemto be fighting, as | understood the term

As Dr. Witlock said, we've beconme accustonmed to a
certain style of warfare. Essentially linmited, careful not
to damage the prizes we're fighting for, in societies too
fragile to stand the strain of nmass nobilization. Var

bet ween condottieri captains; nmaneuver warfare,

we're prepared to fight, but only until one side has an
unbeat abl e advantage. Then we make terns. Sol di ers

are few and expensive and very carefully trained, and

the mercenary captains don't expend them easily.

"Qur enemes here," he said, "aren't fighting that
kind of war. At all. And they're willin'" to expend
troops, 'cause they got nore than you do."

Dr. Wi dock ground out his cigar- "The details are

in nmy report, gentlenen," he concluded. "Sorry I
couldn't be nore optimstic. You got sone real prob-

| ens. Nothing you couldn't handle by nuddlin' al ong

if they didn't have ofiworld help, but they've got that.
Lordy, do they ever."
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"And Bronson really wants to be enperor,” El ayne
Rusher sai d-

"More likely Chairman," Whidock said. "But yes."
"Enperor of what?" David Freednan denanded.

"As nmuch as possible. Your Mjesty."

"That's inpossible," Peter Omensford said.

Whi dock shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe not. Look at it

like this. Sparta's neutralized Far from having an arny
and t he beginnings of a fleet, you won't have control of
your own planet. Get the Grand Senate to depose
Lennont ov before things cone apart, while people

are still listening to the Senate, and put a Bronson nan
in as Gand Admiral —=

"Wul d the Fleet permt that?" Al exander asked.

"They mght. Strong tradition in the Fleet, obey

orders and stay out of politics. And stay together. As |ong
as Bronson is careful about who he puts in, there'll be a

| ot of pressure to go along, stay together. The last thing
nmost of those captains want is war with each other."

"WIIl that happen?" Lysander denmanded.

"Probably not. First place, he hasn't got the votes to
depose Lennontov, won't so |long as Grant hangs on."

"W can presunme you have done all you can do on
that score," Lysander said. Whitlock nodded. " So.
Since there's no nore we can do, we concentrate on
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our own problens. You can prove that its Bronson
who' s aiding the rebel s?"

"Yes, Highness, and not |ong ago that would have

been enough. Grand Senators aren't supposed to be
pursuin' wars of their own. But the fact is, the
CoDom nium s com ng apart fast. It's every senator for
hinmself. O herself. And Bronson will offer what it
takes to get what he wants."

"Because he doesn't intend to honor his debts."
"Maybe, but don't count on it. Good politicians
keep promi ses, and he's been in politics a long tine.
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Don't matter anyway, what's obvious is that Bronson s
got massive resources on and off Earth. The Bronson

fam ly's disposable incone is certainly greater than the
Dual Mbonarchy's."

"And he's willing to spend billions supporting our
enem es, " Al exander sai d.

"Sure. He needs a reginent factory. You have one,"
Whi dock said. "Wen the CoDominium coll apses, it'll
be like the fall of the Roman Enpire. Bronson's
Eart h-si de nmoney' || be gone anyway. Right nowit's
use it or lose it time,"

"New Washi ngton," Lysander said. "What about
t hat ?"

Whi dock nodded- "That's going well- Fal kenberg and

hi s enpl oyers have a good hal f the planet under control,
and a handle on the rest as long as the Fleet doesn't
interfere. It won't, because Lennontov's seeing to it, but
that's using up a lot of the Blanme and Grant clout."

"Leavi ng none for us, which is why we can't count
on the local CD fleet to protect our recon satellites,"
Lysander said.

That's the size of it. Your Hi ghness On the other

hand, the New Washington situation won't last for-

ever, and when that's done, you're the top order of

busi ness.” Whitlock shrugged. "All you have to do is

hold on. We got us a political war here, and we going

to have to nake sone political plans. 1'Il be talldn' wth
/all about that another tinme."

"I just realized," David Freednan said. "If we
hadn't becone involved with Lennontov, this would
have gone on anyway. Croser would have built his
strength, with help from Bronson, and we'd never
have known it was happening."

Lysander's voi ce was not much above a whi sper
"And no one cares about Sparta. W're just a catspaw
in a larger gane."
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Whi dock nodded gravely. "Wuldn't put it quite

that way, Highness. | do see what you're driving at.
Both Lernontov and Bronson think they're protecting
civilization, civilized values in a world going to hell
Difference is, Fal kenberg and Lernontov ain't quite

so certain they're the only ones who know what's best
for the universe. Hell, they |like free people. They're
| ooking for friends and allies, not just subjects."”

"I wish | could believe that," David said.

"What choi ces have we?" Al exander asked. "The
whol e basis of civilization is collapsing.”

"No nmore | aw," Ownensford said
They all | ooked at him

"The Laws of War and the Mercenary Code —

we' ve been able to enforce them because everybody
who mattered believed in them and those who didn't
were mlitarily contenptible; we could force themto
abi de by the custons. Dr. Wi dock nentioned our
internal barbarians; that's where our armes are
recruited from but they've been under the command
of civilized men. Now we've got an arny —not a nob,
but a real army —whose | eaders are barbari ans
thenselves. For a lifetine, we've managed to nake
war a limted thing. Putting a wall of glory around it,
making it terrible but splendid Nowit's going to be
terrible and squalid."

Lysander didn't say anything, but Peter Owensford
felt a chill when the Prince | ooked at him

<e CHAPTER FI VE
Crofton's Encycl opedia of the Inhabited Planets (2nd edition):

"Ereaty of I|ndependence, Spartan: Agreenent signed be-

tween the Grand Senate of the CoDomi nium and the Dua

Monarchy of Sparta (q.v.), 2062. The Constitutionalist Society's
original settlement agreement with the Col onial Bureau of the
CoDoni ni um had provided for full internal self-government,

but the CoDom niumretained jurisdiction over a substantia
enclave in Sparta Cty (g.v.), the orbital transit station Aegis
(g.v.), and the refueling facilities around the gas-giant pl anet
Zeus. In addition, during the period of self-governnent a Co-
Dom ni um Marine regi ment remained in garrison on Sparta

and its conmander al so acted as Governor-Ceneral, enforcing

the residual powers retained by the Col onial Bureau, nostly
having to do with the regulation of involuntary col oni st and con-
vi ct popul ati ons.

In line with Grand Senator Fedrokov's "New Look" policy of

reduci ng CoDom ni um i nvol verrent in distant systenms where

practicabl e, negotiati ons began with the Dual Mnarchy in 2060.

Under the terns of the Treaty, the Royal governnent becane fully
responsible for internal order and external defense of the Spartan
system and all restrictions on local mlitary and police forces were
renoved. The transit station and Zeus-orbit refueling stations were
al so turned over to the Royal government. However, the treaty al so
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stipulated that certain facilities were to be nmaintained, at Spartan
expense, for the use of the CoDom nium authorities and the Fleet;

these included docking, fueling and repair functions, and orbit to
surface shuttles. Al so mandated was the continued receipt of
involuntary colonists at a level to be set by the Bureau of

Rel ocation, and for this purpose the CoDom nium encl ave in

Sparta City was retained with a reduced garrison. Penally
provisions in the Treaty authorized direct intervention by the
Conmandant of the enclave should the Royal governnent fail to
fulfill these obligations...
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N N *»

"Leader selection and devel opment in Wstern specia

operations forces began a departure frommlitary norns after a
perception of battlefield failure during the Ml ayan Energency

in the 1950s. The | eadership of the SAS, dissatisfied with the
unit's performance agai nst communi st terrorist bands,

determned that a revision of the induction and initial training of
SAS personnel was warranted. The programthat was devel oped

not only applied to the enlisted ranks; officers were also included
in a demandi ng and whol |y new sel ecti on process.

The SAS sel ection system elim nated candi dates who are
physically inferior, cannot exhibit sound i ndependent judgnent
under stress, and | ack determ nation- The system i nvol ves
several weeks of arduous, individual |and navigation treks. The
candi dates carry heavy rucksacks. Each man plots his own |onely
course day after day and cannot rely on others to nmake the
decisions. During the trial, candidates are not encouraged, but
i nstead given every opportunity to drop out of the course, an
action that would elimnate their chances to join the unit.
Normal |y only about 15 to 25 percent of candidates are able to
conpl ete the course and be selected for nenbership in the
regiment. The qualities of those who pass the trial include a high
I Q superb physical condition, and denonstrated ability to
choose wi sefy despite conditions of great fatigue and nenta
stress. Only the deternmined, self-reliant, and quick-witted are
selected to serve in the SAS. ..

—Rod Paschal
LI C 2010: Special Operations and
Unconventional Warfare in the Next Century

(I'nstitute of Land Warfare, Association of the US Army, 1990)
<e e (- ->

at the beginning of the war it was easy, we could wal k
into Kabul and attack where we wanted. We had our bases 2
to 3 kilometers fromthe eneny positions, even at 6 to 7 kil o-

meters fromthe biggest Soviet base of Darlahman ... In
1982, they had a 3 kiloneter security belt, but it wasn't very
effective . . . eventually we received 207mm rockets with 8

kil oneter range, and targets inside the capital were con-
stantly under fire.

eventual ly, they spread out around their belts of out-
posts, trying to control an area around the city w de enough
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to keep it out of range of our rockets. In spite of the three

rings of defensive positions they built, we are still regularly
slipping through and our operations are still going on ... O
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course we have to be very professional now. Al operations
have to be carefully planned. W have to have a | ot of protec-
tion groups because all positions in their area nust be
engaged ... routes nust be clearly known. Alternative retreat
routes have to be studied. W have to take care of mi nes,
booby-trapped illum nating flares that give away our posi-
tions, even dogs.

—Muj ahi deen commander, Afghani stan, 1985

N N <e

The tiltrotor engi ne changed pitch. The plane cir-
cled the mlitary base before | anding.

"Good to see the Battalion again. Prince," Harv
M ddl et on sai d.

Lysander smiled briefly before turning back to the

wi ndow. "Reginent, now O wll be when we |eave."
Bel ow, the First Royals, Prince Royal's Oa, was
encanped on and around three snall hills set in the
endl ess grassl ands. They were supposed to be on |ight
rear area security duty, a kind of working rest and
recreation. Soft duty, but Lysander was pleased to see
that hadn't stopped themfrombuilding a fortified
canp, with perimeter wire and pl owed mnefields, and
mutual Iy supporting fields of fire. They were doing
good work. He was eager to talk with them There'd
been a | ot of personnel changes in the First Royals
si nce Lysander had been Major Collins in command of
the Scouts in the Dal es canpaign, but the Reginent
woul d renenber him

"Good canpaign, Prince," Harv said.

Readi ng ny thoughts. Yep, we didn't do bad at all

He | aughed softly as he caught hinself thinking how
much sinpler his life had been in those days. Sinpler,
maybe, but it sure got frustrating. It had been a nonu-
mental violation of the principle of the unity of
command to have the Crown Prince serving as a unit
commander, and as soon as he'd proved hinself to the
men, Ownensford had noved himout, back to politics

and staff schools and desk work and pretending to
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coordinate the entire war. It was inportant work, but
Lysander was gl ad of any excuse to get out anobng the
troops. Wien this war's over I'll let David run the
econony. rU take nilitary affairs Maybe even | ead the
Spartan Legi on of f-pl anet.

The hold of the tiltrotor transport plane was
crowded with a full platoon of the Life Guards. Al
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Citizens or advanced candi dates, they were theoreti-
cally under the command of an aristocratic young

| i eutenant, although Sandy Dunforth was unlikely to
contradict Staff Sergeant Harv M ddleton in a conflict-
When the pl ane touched down, Harv would be first

of f, and the Guards woul d take stations all around the
field, as if it were dangerous for the Prince Royal to
visit his own reginent.

Hell, 1'msafer here than wal king the streets of
Sparta City, he thought nordantly. The Hel ot assassi -
nati on canpaign has to be stopped. W can only guard
so many of our people. Death of a thousand cuts, but
we don't have to die. As Omensford keeps saying, the
great thing is not to | ose your nerve They cant win by
killing teachers and adm nistrators. Not as long as
we're willing to fight back

The sound of the turbines deepened as the pl ane

came in toward the hilltop and the engine-pods tilted
backward. The pilot was an artist; the big craft
touched down with scarcely a jar, and the guard pl a-
toon fanned out as the rear ramp went down with a
sigh of hydraulics. Lysander waited obediently unti
Harv signed the all-clear. Harv was Lysander's ol dest
friend, a Phraetrie-brother, but also playmate and
compani on when they were children Not that we're

all that ol der now M ddleton knew he wasn't intellec-
tually gifted, and didn't care: Prince Lysander could
do the thinldng for both of them about everything but
Lysander's safety. Wen it came to protecting his
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Prince, Harv's hunorlessly intense sense of duty gave
hi m a nononani acal intelligence.

Lysander blinked at the bright sunshine outside.

Sentries and messengers were scurrying all over the field.
A group of three officers came out of the Headquarters
building to stride briskly toward them The |eader was
Maj or Benni ngton, a short conpetent-|ooking nan,
Spartan-bom Citizen, an engineer turned sol dier. Wen

he saw who had come, he shouted back into the orderly
room Bugle notes sounded, and a conpany hastily

fornmed as an honor guard.

Benni ngt on sal uted, "Hi ghness, they told us to

expect visitors, but not who. Apol ogies —=

"No problem" Lysander said. He returned the

salute, then went over to clasp Bennington's hand and
clap himacross the shoulder. "It's good to see you,
Jamie, ny Brother," he said formally. He raised his
voice, "And all of ny Brothers."

"And you. Brother." Bennington was careful to
clasp hands with Harv as well. Then he led the way to
the waiting troops.

They wal ked past the |eading ranks of the honor
guard. Lysander stopped. "Sergeant Ruark. Good job
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spotting that mnefield in the Dales," he said. "Saved
ny arse."”

Ruark grinned, and so did the nmen around him

Lysander stopped to talk with several nore of the
men he recogni zed, before | etting Bennington | ead
hi m away.

"Its good to see you, sir,"
shoul d have told us—=

Benni ngton said. "But you

"Qur communi cati ons have been | eaky, and

headquarters thought it better not to say who was
com ng. Surprising you wasn't the purpose, but no way
to avoid it."

"Yes, sir.
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"You |l ook tired. So do the troops."

"A bit, sir. It was tough out there. But we've had

three weeks to rest up, and it's getting tinme to go back
into the line. But first —Wth your perm ssion, we'll
have 'dining in' at the mess tonight. Not often we have
our Battalion Commander with us."

" 'Fraid it will have to be 'dining out,’ Lysander
said. "Omensford and some of the staff will get in
shortly. Please see they're invited —Wo's ness presi-
dent ?"

"Capt ai n Hooker, sir. Preston Hooker. Denartus
Phraetrie."

"Ah. Pl atoon commander in heavy weapons sup-
port."

" Conpany commander now. Yes, Sir.

"Lots of new faces," Lysander said. "I don't get here
often enough. | know |I'monly nom nal commander

but dammit, | ought to know ny officers, all of them
in this reginent anyway!" He grinned. "Yes, | said
reginment. First Royal Cavalry, Prince Royal's Omn.
You'll get the official word soon enough, along with a

pronotion."

"Thank you, sir.

"Not much of a surprise, the way we've been addi ng
to your duties, but | thought | should bring The Wrd

mysel f." He | ooked around the conmpound. "Yep. New
faces, now, nore conming. |'ve got ny work cut out
learning themall. | knew all of Fal kenberg's people

when we had them showi ng us how. Things working
all right wthout thenP"

"Yes, sir. W mss their technical skills sonetines,
but this is a Spartan regi nent now. "
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Lysander nodded, pleased at the pride in Bennington's
voice. "Right. Sparta needs —our own people. Now

show me around. Only you'll have to indicate where
we' re headed, else Harvwill have kittens."
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 95

Bennington led the way to the edge of the raw
earth bern-i. They | ooked out over the rolling |ands
bel ow. The 1st Mechani zed Battalion, 1st Royal Spar-
tan Infantry, was encanped on three hilltops near the
wor ki ng parties they were helping to guard. The hil
canps were | eaguered behind earth berns thrown up
by "dozer blade- The troops were in undress uniforns,
weapons stacked, a few doi ng useful things, but nopst
seened to be just enjoying the nmild weather. They
were a hundred kil oneters inland and north of the
Aegean, but the gentle hand of the sea lay across the
rolling volcanic hills. This district was warm enough
that there were palns in sone of the sheltered swal es
al ong the Aegean coast.

"Good | and," Lysander said.

"Sir." Bennington grinned. "Like nost of Sparta.
Hasn't quite nade up its mnd what to be."

"Grassland, | think," Lysander said. He used his

bi noculars to scan the terrain around them A few trees,
sonme scrub brush. An occasional live-oak. "Crass. | bet
you get sone spectacular fires conme sumrer."

"Yes, sir, that we do."

Long rolling hills faded into haze on the distant

hori zon of a planet |larger than Earth. The pale
three-quarter sphere of Cytheria sat on the edge of the
wor | d. Somet hi ng nmoved out at the edge of what he
could see. Antel ope, he thought, running free in the
knee- hi gh mut ant ki kuyugrass on the hilltops.

Bl uegrass in the rocky areas, higher growhs on the

sl opes and flats, feathery panpas grass, sloughgrass
and big bluestemtaller than a man's head. Everything
was vivid green fromthe cool -season rains, starred and
woven with cosnmps and crinson nmeadow rose. The

scent was as heady as chilled white w ne.

"God, | love this planet."
"Yes, sir. Wsh everyone did," Jani e answered
96 jerry PouneUe 6 SSM Stirling

grimy, "The Prince Royals have been taking it on the
chin. W needed the rest. Thanks for getting us this
assi gnnent . "

Lysander nodded. A rest fromthe brutal |ate-w nter
canmpaign in the northwest, trying to stop raids out of
the Dales. A war of anbushes and burnt-out ranches
and endl ess cold and nmud and | ow | evel fear, seasoned
with continuous frustration and spiked with nonments
of raw terror. Al ways wondering if the next step would
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be onto a mne, if that clunmp of trees held a sniper
Too many recruits and never enough tine to teach, as
the Royal Arny doubl ed and redoubl ed and units

were mned for cadre; newconmers nmaki ng stupid new

bie m stakes, rushing in straight |lines towards a noi se,
showi ng |ights, wal king against the skyline. Getting
drunk alone in an A ynthos cathouse and endi ng up
knifed in an alley, for that matter.

"The problemis, the rest gives people tinme to think,"
Jami e said. "Everyone was feeling fairly good after the
Dal es canpai gn; we'd whipped their butts. The nen

were wal king tall. Then we | anded on a greased sl ope
and spent the whole winter running as fast as we could
to stay in one place."

Lysander ran a hand through his short brown hair.

"Don't | know it, Jamie," he said- "Look, that's one
reason | came out here to talk to you. W've got to start
t hi nki ng beyond the next year; beyond settling this war,
cone to that. We both know the Helots wouldn't |ast six
mont hs wi t hout outside help. Hell, without the CoDo
shoveling their human refuse on our heads, there

woul dn't be any Helots."

"True enough,"” Jam e Benni ngton sai d, narrow ng
his eyes slightly. "Meani ng?"

"Meaningwe're in this ness because we're hel pl ess.
Not just against Earth. Wiitlock says the CoDom nium
won't last five years. Wthout the Fleet —=
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"Yes, sir," Bennington said- "That gets discussed in the
mess of a night. Friedlands friendly enough now, but —

"Or Meiji. Look at what's happening to Thurstone
and Diego, and that's with the CoDom niumstill try-
ing to keep order. Wthout it there'll be no order at al

out here any nore."

"And so, Lysander ny Brother, you are saying that
we should not plan on soft garrison life after we toll off
the Helots."

"More than that”

"More than that," Bennington rmused. "More than

that, my Prince. So. You will want nore than just the
Spartan Legion ready for expeditionary duty. And we
are chosen?"

"I'"ve thought of it. What will the nen think? WII
they foll ow orders?"

"Depends on who gives the orders," Bennington
said. "They'll follow their Prince. Just about anywhere,
after the Dales."

They went back toward the orderly room |Inside
were the duty sergeant and two corporals. The ser-
geant junped to his feet. "Sir. I'lIl informthe officer of
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the day that you're here."

Bef ore he could do that, a corporal canme in from
(he next room "Sergeant, urgent nessage from —=
He stopped when he saw Lysander and Benni ngton

"Carry on," Benni ngton said.

"Sir. Urgent signal, sir. Message through the Ru-
ral Emergency Network fromthe Hall eck ranch at
Three Hlls. O dest son and three hands m ssing.
Suspi cious tracks. The |l ocal constabul ary requests
assi stance. "

"Ri ght," Bennington said. "Sergeant, alert the ready
t eam—

"Hal | eck?" Lysander asked.

"Yes, sir.
98 Jerry Pounelle 6- S M Stirling,

"Dam, " Lysander said. "Wuld that be Aaron
Hal | eck' s pl ace?"

"Sergeant ?" Benni ngton asked.

The duty sergeant typed at a console. "Says here
Roger Halleck, let's see, Roger Halleck, Divine Tw ns
Phraetrie, son of Senator Aaron Halleck, sir."

"That's torn it," Lysander said. "Senator Halleck's
grandson mi ssing. Major, 1'd count it a favor if you
sent the best you have on this one."

"Right." Bennington conferred with his duty naster
sergeant. "Who've we got?"

"Sir, the ready platoon is |ieutenant Hartunian's
scouts. About as good as we have for this sort of thing."

"Get them noving," Bennington said.

"Sir." The sergeant turned to his console.
"What's the situation out there?" |ysander asked-

Benni ngton activated the map wall. "We're pretty

sure there aren't any big gangs operating around here
—they'd love to get at the road to Col chis before we
finish it, but there's no cover south of the Drakons.'
He waved toward the nountain chain to the north and
west. "Snow up there. Hard to get through w thout

| eaving tracks. But there's canyon country over here.
Anyt hing could hide in those caves."

"Hartunian's ready to roll, Major," the sergeant said-
Benni ngt on eyed the map. "Lousy roads. Sergeant,

tell the chief constable we'll have troops there in about
two hours."

"No planes?" |”“sander asked.
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"Only have three,” Bennington said. "All down for

mai ntenance. Try not to let that happen, but some-
times there's no help for it. Sergeant, you'd best have
them speed up the work on those ships—

"Just did, sir. First plane operational in ninety
m nutes. "

"Ri ght . "
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"l can speed things up," Lysander said. "Sergeant,
have Lieutenant Hartunian load his nmen into ny
tiltrotor. You sending anything el se?"

"Yes, | thought I'd send a troop of Iight arnor,"”
Benni ngton said. "The exercise won't do them any
harm and Hartuni an may need hel p. "

"Whose?"
"'*'B troop. Captain Reid."

Thank you. OK, nmount them up and get them on
the road. Mnd if | tag along with Hartuni an?"

"I's that wi se, H ghness?" Bennington asked.

"Gven it's the Hallecks, it mght be," Lysander said.
"W won't get in the way." He went to the orderly
roomdoor. "Harv!"

"Prince!"

"Pick a squad of Ufe CGuards and |oad up. Alert the
pilot we're noving out. W're going hunting."

Harv grinned wol fishly. "Yes, sir!"
® O- N <-

Three Hills Ranch was typical of the Colchis Gap
district, a fairly small operation. Not in area —the
Hal | ecks had patented better than two thousand
hectares —but in scale. Mst of the rangeland the
arnored col um passed t hrough m ght never have

known the hand of man. Except that the grass itself,
the grazing herds of buffalo and inpala, nustang and
onanger and pronghom even the wild geese mgrating
north in sky-darkening flocks, were all of thema sign of
man' s presence; Spartan evol ution hadn't produced
much native life on land. Coser to the ranch
headquarters they saw bl ack-coated Angus cattle and
shaggy brown beefal o under the guard of nobunted
vaquer os, and around the ranch house itself waving
strips of contour-ploughed cropland. Not nuch,
because there would be little market here; what
cash-noney this spread saw woul d be from herds
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driven down to the slaughterhouse in Colchis town on
the coast, or wool haul ed there by bull ock wagons.
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The Senators younger son, setting up on his own.
And | ooking to make good as a farmer. There were
new fields under cultivation, sprouts show ng green

against the rawred soil. Beets and sunflowers and soy-
abeans, some cotton; powered vehicles on Sparta ran
mostly on al cohol or vegetable oil, and the new road

woul d provide a market. The ranch house was singl e-
story and not particularly |large, with whitewashed
wal I's of rammed earth, roofed in honme-made tile that
supported a satellite dish. Half a dozen vaquero cot-
tages nearby, and a bunkhouse; nmuch like the
rancher's dwel ling except for size. Qutbuil dings were
scattered, sheds, barns, a set of windm || generators
and a stock-damfringed with willows. Mdest but
carefully cultivated fl ower beds and | awmns and tal
trees surrounded the houses to make an oasis in the
huge ri ppling | andscape.

Exactly what we're trying to build here. Frontier
people. The frontier of humanity, and the bastards won't
let us alone. It's not Spartans who are destroying us.

A wi ndsock narked a | andi ng area near the house,

an open pasture beyond a row of big gumtrees. Bet-
ter than thirty people and two |ight arnmor vehicles
awai ted themthere, which was quick work in a district
as spread-out as this. Most were in mlitia canmo uni -
forns and body arnor. A couple of the vaqueros were
in their normal |eathers, probably non-Citizens, but
their rifles were as nmuch a part of their working equip-
ment as their clothes, and they | ooked just as
determined as the rest. Of to one side a pack of
hounds that | ooked to be nore than slightly m xed
with gray wolf lay in disciplined silence.

as

"Juni or Lieutenant Cantor, 22nd Divine Tw ns
Br ot herhood Battalion,” a man introduced hinsel f,
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as Lysander swung hinself down fromthe tiltrotor.
Nobody junped di stances like that in Sparta's
gravity. Except new chums, who wondered why

they ripped tendons and sprai ned ankl es. "Brother
Hal l eck," the militia officer went on, introducing
the owner. Roger Halleck was a stocky rancher in
his forties with gray in his shag-cut brown hair, a
finger mssing fromone hand and a bul | dog
determnation to his square face. A lot like the
Senator, actually, Lysander thought.

"This is Lieutenant George Hartunian, Prince
Royal ‘s Owm," Lysander said. "And Lieutenant San-
ford Dunforth, Life Guards."

"Hi ghness— Cant or began

"And for the nmoment |'m Col onel Collins, First
Royal s Regi mental Commander," Lysander said. "No

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%20...20M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (73 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

point in getting too formal, Citizens. Now what's our
situation?n'

"My boy Demetrios was up north about six klicks,
scoutin' for a new watering dam Had a handset,
reported all well at sundown yesterday. Nothing this
momi ng, so | sent my top hand out. M guel ?"

"Don Roger," the vaquero said, nodding with

dignified formality. "My Prince, | took young Saunders
with nme" —a big-boned bl ond youth, another of the
vaqueros, shuffled his feet in acknow edgment —"to
the stream where the canp was. W found a canpfire
still warmw th unburied enbers; this Don Halleck's
son woul d never do, he was well taught. Also we found
this."

He handed a snall object to Lysander. A spent car-
tridge case, standard 10mm rmagnum cal i ber. He
brought it to his nose. Becent. Sparta City Arnory
mar ks on nme base. which neant little..

"See," the vaquero said. "The tiring pin inprint is a
very little lowand to the right of center? 'H e young
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Don Demitrios's gun, veridad. Also we find this, a
thousand nmeters north." A ring. Lysander's brows rose.

"Its his," Halleck said. "Hi s grandnother left it to him"

"Twenty horses, maybe nore, cane during the night
fromthe south,”" Mguel continued. "Before the rain,
because the marks were al nost washed out. Only in

the nud by die streamwe see them you understand."
Lysander nodded. The grasses which had clainmed this
countryside so quickly after the terrafonni ng package
made a deep tough sod. They paused, then went on

with the young Dons horses as well."

Lysander started to speak, then stopped and turned
to lieutenant Hartunian

George Hartuni an strai ghtened. "Not nuch doubt
about what happened." he said. "Lieutenant Cantor,
what do we know of enemy activity in the area?"

"Sporadic. Largest group we've seen was a dozen,

on horseback. This group nay be tw ce that size, but
they shouldn't be any problem no heavy weapons.
Except =

Except they've got the squire's son as hostage,
Lysander thought.

"Anyway, " Cantor said, "we had instructions to cal
on the regulars, and since | don't have any experience
wi th hostage situations—

"Neither do I," Hartunian said. He hesitated, clearly
| ooking to Lysander for orders he wasn't going to get. "A
troop of scouts will be here in an hour," Hartunian said
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"Send themafter us. | guess it's time for the rest of us to
nmove out." He |l ooked to the dogs. "Is that pack well
trai ned?"

"They can follow a scent,"” Halleck said. He | ooked

at Hartunian and shrugged, a gesture that clearly said
he didn't believe that waiting for the regular troops
had been worth the delay. "Colonel, the best thing wll
be for us to get on the trail, and you | ook with that
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tfltrotor. That way we just might find sonething."

Lysander gl anced up at the sky. Three hours of
daylight, maybe a bit nore." He projected a map onto
the ground. "Dunforth, you'll take the tiltrotor. Cover
this area, but stay away fromthe canyons-1 don't have
to tell you the whol e purpose of this just could be to
lure that plane into range of a mssile.”

"Sir. Shouldn't | stay with you?"

"No. Now get | ooking, and be careful. Keep Regi -

ment up to date on your location." Lysander |ooked to
the avail able transportation. Two Cataphracts, and
three von Al derheim 6x6 trucks. Little enough
There'll be a light arnor cavalry columm comi ng up
before dark. Send it after us. And |I'm ordering Regi-
ment to send another cavalry troop."

"Fuel ," Hartuni an sai d.

"Til authorize air resupply," Lysander said. Expen-
sive. Damed expensive, but Senator Halleck's al ways
been one of the team and by God we can take care of
our own. "Now | oad up."

"I''"l'l be going," Halleck said quietly.

"And me." A girl not nore than twenty. Freckl es,
strawberry blond hair and furious blue eyes, in mlitia
gear. "7 trained those dogs, as nmuch as Denetrios did,
Dad. | ride and shoot as well as he does, and he's ny
brot her."

Lysander raised his brows at the rancher

Unwi | Iingly, he nodded. "Lydia is the best hunter on
the place, next her brother. My famly," he added,
noddi ng to two nutinous | ooking boys of about

fourteen, "runs to twins. And no, |sagoras and Al exi as,
you're not going."

"Load up, then," Lysander said. He waited until the
Hal | ecks were in the trucks. "You go with her," he told
M ddl eton. "Hartunian will take the | ead Cataphract.
I"l'l be in me other one until Reid' s troop catches up."
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Harv started to protest and thought better of it.
"Yes, Prince."
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"M ssile attack. Taking evasive action."

Lysander noted the ditrotor's location on his map
projection. "OK, you ve found them" Lysander said.
"Now get well back, refuel, and stand by. If they had
one nmissile they'Il have nore."

"Yes, sir.

"OK, driver, push it," Lysander said. They rolled
onwar d-

"Bl oody hell," Lysander cursed quietly. "There goes
the chance of using the IV sensors.™

The hills to die west were aflame for better than a
kilometer to either side; there was a strong easterly

wi nd, enough to nove the fire briskly despite the early
season. Tall grass will bum even when green, if the fire
is set with torches and fanned by noving air. The

hi gher partial pressure of oxygen on Sparta nade it

even nore deadly than prairie fires on earth.... Haze
and snoke and the pal e-yell ow di sk of the setting sun
made it difficult to see the nountain peaks beyond.

"Halt." The burbling roar of the diesels sank to a | ow
murrmur, no louder than the roar of the fire

approaching them froma kil onmeter away. He coul d

snell the thick acrid snoke of it, over the hot netal of
engi nes and the overwhel mi ng sweet ness of crushed

gr ass.

The tracking force was advancing along a front as

wide as the fire itself, Cataphracts in the lead with the
trucks a hundred neters behind. He swi veled to | ook
around; nothing, except the clouds of birds fleeing the
grassfire, and the twin-track marks the arnored

vehi cl es had beaten through the turf. They were

tendi ng south of west, up into the higher country on
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the fringes of the Drakons. Not the nine- and
ten-thousand neter peaks of the mdrange, but stil

nmore than high enough to carry eternal snow and

glaciers. The hills here were al ready several hundred

met ers hi gher than the Gap country proper, unclai nmed
land, with tendrils of brush and forest down the vall eys.
Percepti bly colder than the Hall eck ranch, too

"Regi nental command push," he said.

"Benni ngton here," the Major replied after a second.
"Collins here. We're getting closer, but they set a
grassfire. W'll have to stop and find the scent again on
the other side."

"They were |aying mnes back here," Benni ngton

said grimy- "New winkle. Anti-vehicle mnes in the
track, as a decoy; laser trigger rigged to a directiona
m ne off to the side. Lost two of the sappers.”
"Goddam " Lysander said.

"My sentinents exactly. Not to nention a farm
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wagon further down the road, another fatal. Get them
sir."

"WIIl do, Jame."

The 6x6 jounced up, with the dogs and the Hall ecks.
The trucks had excellent cross-country nobility,

Char bonneau-thread tires gripped |ike fingers, but the
ride was rougher than the broad treads and hydrogas
suspension units of the Cataphracts. M guel, the chief
vaquer o, swung down, wi ping at his soot-streaked face
with a bandanna.

"The hyo de puta picked the spot for their fire well,
my Prince," he said. "No deep valleys, the ground only
rolls. More broken country beyond. Sonmeone anobng

them nust be hinself an Uanero, a plainsman. Donna
Hal | eck says that the forest begins only ten kiloneters
i/ond, very bad country with many ravines and cliffs;

cs, firs, deodar cedar and r hododendron thicket."
"I"ve hunted | eopard there," she said fromthe bed
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of the truck; her father and Harv were beside her
Tricky, Pumice soil and rock, pretty steep. Landslide
country in the rains."

We' || never get themin there, Lysander thought.

H s speed advantage woul d be | ost; anbush country,
and easier for the bandits to di sperse. Roger Hall eck
was | ooking grimy furious.

"Backbun®?" the vaquero asked, |ooking at the
approaching fire.

"Nix that'" Lydia Halleck said. 'Too | ong —I ook, we

can run it, if a couple of your |obsters go through first
right ahead of us. W'll only be in the flane-front for a
second or so and nothing flammable will be touching

the ground. Hose everything down, and the dogs will

be able to take it."

HeU of a risk, he thought. Then: Cod damm it, these
are ny people, I'mnot going to let their kinfolk be
dragged of f by those scum

"OK," he said- "Citizen, Mss Halleck, if you'd pre-
fer toride in one of the Cataphracts?" A famly
mul ei shness confronted him

"H e dogs need me to stay with them" the girl said.
WeU. not much chance her father won't stay with her,
Lysander thought.

"Sir?" Harv, standing next to the Hallecks. "Sir, if we
cover everything with a couple of ground sheets and
soak it, we'U be safe enough under."

Lysander blinked in surprise; he had expected
anot her polite-but-tirmrequest that Harv ride in the
Cat aphract with him "Carry on. Sergeant." He | ooked
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west An hour of daylight left. "Let's nove."
*0O- <e N

Lysander buttoned the hatch down and | ooked at

the wall of snoke ahead of them it towered into
the sky, and the flames were tw ce the height from
the ground to the top of the Cataphract s turret.
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"CGoose it!" he said.

The arnored vehicle gathered speed with a pitch-
and-yaw notion |ike a boat beating through a nedi um
sea. For a nmonment there was darkness shot with red
out si de the vision-blocks, and his ears popped as the
overpressure NCB system punped air into the fight-
ing conpartrment through its filters. Then they were
through, on a broad expanse of snol dering bl ack stub-
ble kilometers wide. The truck was through as well,
covered in soot and smut but still functioning; as he
wat ched the tarpaulin over the rear deck was thrown
back, revealing grinning humans and hysterical dogs
pul I'i ng agai nst the short-staple | eashes tied down to
the railings.

The colum pulled to a halt on the unbunmed grass,

the fam liar shhhh against the hulls replacing the
poppi ng crunches of the bum The Hal |l ecks and M gue
moved efficiently to quiet the dogs; the cycl e-nounted
scouts pulled up fromtheir wide circle west of the fire.
As steady in their way as the humans, the dogs soon
settled down and began to cast about, tails high and
waggi ng furiously; they had been follow ng the on-again,
off-again trail all day, and they were getting into the
spirit of it. Well-trained pack, too, Lysander thought,
studyi ng the ground ahead. No yelling off after

sonet hing el se once they' ve been given a scent.

The land was rising again, the ridges getting sharper
It suddenly occurred to himhow different it would have
| ooked in his grandfather's tine. dive green
pseudonoss nen, and scraggly patches of senm banboo,
scarred by the erosion the introduced vegetation
resisted so much better. Grass and brush all mixed in,
just beginning its long march to conquest. One |ong
human lifetine, an eyeblink in the history of a world.
Even the insects and bacteria beneath his feet were of
strains that had come here | ess than a century ago.
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"Message, sir," his driver call ed.

Lysander frowned. "Right." He retrieved the head-
set fromthe Cataphract. "Collins here."

"Suggestion. "

Onensfords voice. And he's not using honorifics
because there's only one person out here he uxsutd say
"sir" to. OK he thinks soneone is |istening. Soneone
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with our scranbler codes... "Yes, sir," Lysander said.

"Wait five right where you are.”
"Dammit, they'll get away—
"Strong suggestion.”

Lysander started to protest and thought better of it.
"Roger . "

The tilt-rotor | anded on a | evel spot close by. A
dozen nen, led by Onensford in conbat dress. "lke
totalk to you for a mnute, sir," Onensford said.

Lysander |l et hinmself be |led away fromthe others.
"What's all this. General ?"

"Hi ghness, do you know what the hell you're
doi ng?" Owensford demanded

"1'"m chasi ng down those scunbags—

"No, sir, you' re naking certain that the Senators
grandson is killed, and probably endangering every-
one around you." Owensford said evenly. "You don't
think this was a coinci dence, do you?"

"Eh?"

"Senator's grandson gets ki dnapped. Not killed, Kkid-
napped, just before the Crown Prince visits the

regi ment assigned to security duty here. The Prince
Royal ‘s Owm regiment to be exact. May be coinci -
dence, sir, but nore likely | eaks in the Pal ace."

"To what end?"

"God knows," Owensford said. "But they run to
complicated plans. My guess is they hoped you' d be
sucked into this operation.”
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"Am | that easy to predict?"

"Senator's grandson, kidnapped in your reginent's
sector, plain trail to follow " Omensford shrugged

"l see. So now what ?"

"They plan a surprise for us, | think," Osensford
sai d. "Just nmaybe we have one for them" He turned to
the group who had conme with himin the tiltrotor

"M scowsky. "

"Sir." Sergeant Taras Hamilton M scowsky was a
stocky man, dark, cleariy of Eurasian descent.

"Got a readi ng?" Onensford asked.

"I think so, sir." Mscowsky squatted and used his
hel met to project a map onto the ground in front of
him "They'll be here, in canyon country. They'll have
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split up into smaller groups, but there' |l always be an
obvi ous mai n body—*

"It's been that way so far," Lysander said-

"Yes. sir. Point being to get you to divvy up your
force while they | ead you by the nose."” The stoCKy ser-
geant grinned slightly.

"By the nose," Lysander said. "You nean the dogs."

"Yes, sir.
"So what do we do now?"

"Chase 'em" M scowsky said. "The trail will divide
somewher e about here, where you'll be just about at
dark. You'll want to follow on after dark. Don't.

I nstead, nmake canp, but not on the nmain trail, offhere
sonewhere, |ike maybe you're going to follow the

wrong branch. Keep a good watch, and | nmean good,
sir."

"You expect themto attack us? In the dark?"
Lysander asked.

"Be nore likely if you was to canp in the obvious
pl ace,” M scowsky said. "But they might try and hityou

anyway. And they'll sure as hell sendout scout parties to
| ook you over. What they' |l want is to get you chasing
110
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themout there in the canyons and woods in the dark. |
don't suppose | have to tell you, don't do it?"

"l see. And then?"

M scowsky shook his head. "Then cones the fun
part," he said, but his grimlook denied the words.

The dogs barked in glee, then nmlled in confusion,
casting along two diverging trails. Lysander cursed
loudly. "Bring us up level, Delman," he said to the
driver.

The Cataphract quivered and flowed forward with

an oil bath snoot hness; there were grindi ng sounds as
the tungsten cleats of the treads net an occasi ona
pi ece of pumice rock

"Six horses that way, sir." Sergeant Salcion pointed
to the left, southwest over a small hillock. 'The rest
went straight west."

Lydi a Hal l eck squinted into the vani shing sun
"West over that ridge is the begi nning of canyon coun-
try," she said.

M guel had been quartering the ground while the
ot hers spoke, occasionally stopping and going to one
knee to part the grass gently with his' hands; it was over
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a nmeter high here, new green shoots mingling with
wi nters pale gold straw.

"Here," he said, indicating a spot of bare wet red-

di sh earth between two tufts. "This horse is shod by
the Three Hills farrier; the others have nachi ne-made
shoes." He | ooked up at Lysander. "Qurs are hand-
hamrered from bar stock," he expl ai ned

"It's nearly dark," Lysander said.
"We're gaining on them" Lydia said. "Cone on!"
"Right," Hartunian said. "Munt up!"

"No, | think we make canp," Lysander said. "Can-
cel that order." An hour ago |'d hove been right with
them There's so damed nmuch | don't know, and it
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can get ny people kiUed. He | ooked at his map. The

trail divided al nbst precisely where M scowsky had

said it would. Lysander pointed southwest. "We'l|-

canp on that hill. Full perimeter. Get set up while
there's still daylight."

"But we can catch them " Lydia shouted. "No, you
can stay if you're scared of the dark, but sone of us
aren't! Wio's with me?"

Pet er Onensford had been talking quietly with the
girl's father. Halleck said, "Not enough, Lydia. Not
enough. "

"But — She stood defiantly. "M guel =

The vaquero | ooked to the rancher.

"You'll stay here, and that's an order," Lysander said.
"Owensford!"
"Sirt"

"See that they stay and canp is nade."

"Sir."
"Dammed cowards," Lydia said. "I never thought I
woul d have to say that about a Prince of Sparta.

Coward. "

The hilltop was largely dirt, with sone boul ders,

whi ch they usedas part of the fortifications Omensford
insisted on. Foxholes, trenches, ranparts; tanks hul

down in earth bunkers, truck revetted. Theworkwasn't
finished until well after dark. Finally Omensford was
satisfied. "Larraby, you'll take first perineter patrol."

«l -<- »
Sir.

"H ghness, M. and Mss Halleck, there'll be hot tea
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in the command bunker. Care to join ne?"

The command post was nore trench than bunker.
Onensford's orderly handed out nugs of tea and left
t hem

"This is crazy," Lydia said. "W could have caught
up to them=

112 Jerry PoumeUe iy S M Stirling

"Very likely," Onensford said carefully. "At |east
they certainly hoped we woul d."

"They — Lydia's eyes wi dened. "Ch." She turned
to Lysander. "Hi ghness —I'msorry, really, | didn't —=

"It's all right," Lysander said.

"Better than all right," Omensford said. "I just hope
they were listening."

"Real earful," Halleck said. He put his arm around
hi s daughter. "Sonebody had to protest," he said.
"Knew you would, and if canme nore natural if you
didn't know. "

"l shoul d have guessed." She blushed. For just a
monent, enbarrassnent overcane her frantic con-
cern for her twi n. Enbarrassnment, and sonething

el se, fear of a loss greater even than her brother

"I didn't," Lysander said. "It took General Owens'

ford to show ne. And that sergeant, Ms —=

"M scowsky," Owensford said. "Havenite. Gew up
thinking like a bandit." He glanced at his watch.
"Anot her couple of hours, if they're comng."

"Comi ng. You expect themto attack us here, then?"
Lydi a asked.

"Ma' am-=

"I'"'mLydia, General Omnensford,"” the girl said
qui etly.

"Lydia. You put it stronger than we woul d. W don't
exactly expect an attack, but if they have the strength
we think they do, its one of their options. We need to
be prepared, that's all. My guess is they won't. W built
a fortified canp in a place they didn't expect, and one
thing we've | earned about the Helots, they don't do

much on the spur of the nmoment. They |ike

conplicated plans, and they won't have time to nmake

one up. Hartunian will see to the watch. | think what

we should do is try to get sone sleep."

"That won't be easy," |~dia said.
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"For any of us," Lysander said. "Good tea. Now I
think 1'll take General Owmensfords advice."
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It was dark outside. Two hours until noonri se.
Lysander paused to let his eyes adjust, and heard steps
behi nd him

"Not much chance for nmy boy, is there?" Halleck
asked.

"l don't know," Lysander said.
"Probably dead al ready."

"Maybe not," Lysander said. "M scowsky thinks
they'll use himas bait"

"For what? For you," Halleck said. "God damm—
H ghness —Oh Cod dam it. Well, we can't |let them
do that."

"Prince."

| A/ sander woke from a pleasant dream Dawn |ight,
hardly bright enough for shadows. "Right, Harv."

"General Onensfords respects, he's in the com
mand bunker with coffee," Harv said.

"Ri ght" Lysander pulled hinself out of the bedrol
and pulled on his boots. Oaensford and Lydia Hall eck
were seated close together in the comand bunker
Lysander wondered if she'd been there all night. He
got his coffee and sat across fromthem

"Good norning," Omensford said. "There are over
a hundred of them Wth heavy weapons. Big nortars.
Rocket | aunchers. Maybe nmore. Well dug in, too."

"Christ."

"I'"d have wal ked right into that,'
"Wrse, |'d have taken you—

Lydi a sai d.

"The point is, it didn't happen," Ownensford said.
"Anyway, now we know what we're facing, the news
gets better."

"Such as?"
"They have three live prisoners. The bad news is
114 Jerry PouneUe if S.M Stirling

they know how many we are, and they didn't run
away, " Owensfbrd said.

"How do we know all this?" Lysander asked.

Onensford grinned. "They' re not the only ones who
can sneak around in the dark."

"M scowsky. "

"Fol |l owed their scouts back, of course. This is an
eyebal | report."
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"That is good news. All right, what next?"

Onensford | ooked pointedly at Lydia Hall eck. She
stood. "Whatever happens, thanks, Hi ghness," she
sai d- "And —thank you, Peter, for explaining things."

"Wsh I had nore hope for you," Omensford said.

"Yeah." She clinbed out of the bunker, |eaving
Lysander and Omensford al one.

"You asked what's next," Ownensford said. "I can
make a suggestion.”

"Make it"

"Order me to handle the situation, then get the hel
out of here."

Lysander frowned. "I can't do that—=

"Wth all respect. Highness, you should do that,
There's a |l ot at stake here—=

"Damed right =

"A lot nore than Senator Hall ecks grandson,"

Onensford said. "Look, this situation is all fucked up
We're out here in the mddle of nowhere. W have one
ace in the hole, but otherw se we're outnunbered and

out gunned. If we bring up reinforcenents they'll kil
their hostages and run for it into the badlands. If we go
straight in they'Il likely creamus. "the whole deal is

tailor made for a defeat, and the biggest disaster of all
will be that the Prince Royal was in charge and rucked
it up! Bluntly, Hi ghness, losing that kid will be bad

enough, but it'll be a lot worse if it nmakes you | ook
i nconpetent. Wiich, by the way, |'mpretty sure was
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 115

one object of this exercise in the first place."

"How the hell could they have known |'d be here?

For | ong enough that they brought in all that stuff?"
Lysander demanded. "Damm it, | didn't know nyself |
was conming until |ast week!"

"Yes, sir, but your favorite regi nent was here | ong
enough, " Owensford said. 'The original objective
woul d have been giving the Prince Royals a bl oody
nose. For that matter, it was predictable you' d visit
when the Battalion was upgraded to Reginent. Then
they heard when you were coning, and that nmade it

all the better."”

"And | took the bait," Lysander said. "l see. But damm

it, Peter, | cant just abandon that boy! His grandfather is
one of my father's ol dest friends! Even if he wasn't—
they're ny people! This, this ranch, this is what Sparta is
for! 1 can't let themtake risks | won't take—=
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"You can, and you will," Onensford said. "Renmem

ber the eneny's objectives. Hi ghness. They can't

defeat us as long as we keep our nerve, but if they can
make the people | ose confidence in the governnent,
they're halfway to winning. And for all practical pur-
poses right now, you are the governnent. You're

al ready the good luck charmfor half the soldiers in the
Royal Arny. That doesn't mean you can't risk getting
killed, but it sure as Hell does nean you've got to be
careful not to |l ook Iike a fool."

"Il work on that," Lysander said. "Now show ne the
situation, and tell me what you think we should do."

"That still doesn't work," Oaensford said. "I may

have it all wong too." He grinned suddenly. "Hell

nei ther one of us should be here, come to that. This is
a job for a captain." He projected a map on the bunker
wal | . "An expendabl e captain.”

Lysander didn't answer. After a while Ownensford
said, "Here's the situation. They're dug in, here, a
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natural redoubt, with heavyweapons. They won't want

us to get close enough to spot for artillery and nmissile
fire, so they'Il try to intercept us well short of their
mai n area, probably here. They don't know M s-

cowsky's group has them under surveillance, which

means we can pound themw th Thoth missiles."

"We didn't bring any Thoth m ssil es—=

"I took the liberty of using Legion conmunications

to send for the SAS support unit," Omensford said. "I
didn't have themreport to anyone in the Royals, but
they're out there. Anything M scowsky can see, we can
hit w thout warning,"

"You suspect a traitor in the Royal s?"

"l suspect leaks in the Royals," Owensford said.

"Not necessarily a traitor, but that's possible. Those
Thot hs are our mmin advantage, and we'll want to use
them properly."

"So we can kill themany tine," Lysander said. "If
we don't mnd killing die hostages too."

"Sonmething like that."

"What happens if we wait for the rest of the regi-
ment to conme up?”

"Don't know," Omensford said. "But they have to
worry about that. My guess is if they get worried
enough, they kill the hostages and scatter."

"But if they think they have a chance of getting

mne—

"They'd take risks for that," Omensford agreed.
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"But they're not fools. They aren't going to wait unti
you have a whol e battalion of arnor here—=

"What if we don't bring the reinforcenments here at

all," Lysander said. "Suppose | send the reginent

around behind them here. The nmain body won't be in
position until dark, but a scout platoon can be in posi-
tion a lot earlier than that."

"And then we go in after thenP"
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"More or less," Lysander said-

*Tli ey outnunber us, you know." Owensford said-

"Sure. But it's what you'd do if | weren't here,
right?"

Onensford shrugged. "It's what |1'd expect frommy
hypot heti cal captain who ought to be in charge of this
cockamani e deal ."

Then we'll do that."
"An expendabl e captain."

"So we're not expendable," Lysander said. "W'Il be
careful. Now let's go."

Nearly dusk. Peter Owensford used the command

tank's optics to peer into the shadows ahead. Christ,
here | amacting like a captain again. He grinned
slightly. At least by God |'ve got soneone to fight. Not
just chasing ghosts. And soneone to fight for..

Just ahead woul d be the eneny's redoubt. This

woul d be the tricky part. "They see you comng," M s-
cowsky s voice said in his ear. "They're all spread out,
wai ting."

"Command push," Peter said. "Halt the colum.”

The two | ead Cataphracts slowed, stopped. The
infantry fanned out to both sides. Ahead lay a four
hundred neter escarpnent topped with a dense stand
of trees, the sun already |ost behind it. Sonewhere
al ong the base of that escarpnent, no nore than

two kiloneters away, was the rebel anmbush. M nutes
ti cked by

"They're getting nervous," M scowsky said. The sig-
nal was faint but clear. "Timng's gonna be tricky."

"The great thing," Peter said aloud, "is not to |ose
your nerve." His driver grinned slightly, then nodded.
Five long m nutes..

"Here he cones,"” the driver said. He opened a port
in the arnor of the tank, and brought in a thin cable
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whi ch he handed to the conmmuni cati ons sergeant
who sat in the | oader's seat.

After a noment the sergeant handed Peter a head-
set and m crophone. "Secure conmmunications, sir."

"Ri ght. Thank you. Report by sections. Report."
"Section One set and | oaded, sir."

"Section Two in place and | oaded sir."

"Annor units ready."

That woul d be Lysander, of course. J filet that kid
ki U hinmsel f, John Christian will have ny hide. Christ,
he's aU that's holding this goddam pl anet together, and
here we are playing conpany comuander. "K

Here's the situation. They don't suspect the SAS team
is observing them They know we're here, and they're
stirring around, wondering why we've halted. It's a war

of nerves."

"It will be dark soon enough."” A fenale voice. /
m ght have known Lydi a woul d be tal king for her
fat her.

"We'll give Mobile One a little nore tine," Peter
sai d.

The wait seened endl ess.

"There's a group noving out. R flenmen. One gre-

nade | auncher. | count el even, noving toward your
position," M scowsky said- "Bearing one niner five at
four five zero meters relative ny position. They're
movi ng out now. Call it vector niner zero."

Sonewhere out there, mles away near the horizon,

a Legi on SAS signal section had sent up a balloon and
tethered it in line of sight to Mscowsky. It would be
able to receive M scowsky's narrow beam signals with-

out any possibility of interception. O course signals
the other way to M scowsky woul dn't be secure at all,

but there was nothing they could do about that.

Onensford plotted the eneny patrol s position on his

hel met display. "Visitors comng," Peter said. "Call it a
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dozen, moving due east. If they continue on course
that will put themright on top of Section One."

"Scout Section Four noving to intercept.”
"Roger that."
"CGetting dark. General."

"Scout Four here. W see them They'll have Sec-
tion One in sight in six mnutes."

And here we go. Peter punched in codes. "Thoth
Daddy, fire mssion, roll four anti-personnel,’

he sai d.
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"l say again, Thoth Daddy, roll four anti-personnel
Relay to SAS One they're on the way." Then without
wai ting for acknow edgment he changed channel s.
"Scout Four. Intercept and destroy that patrol, Scout
Four."

"WIIl intercept and destroy. Scout Four out."

"Sections One and Two | oad concussi on. Arnor
units stand by."

"Acknowl edge four birds on the way," M scowsky

sai d. "They do not appear to have intercepted the alert
to ne, | say again they are not reacting. Thoth Daddy,
give ne four nore, anti-personnel, | say again, four
anti - personnel . "

*Thot h Daddy here. On the way."

Timers on Peters consol e began their countdowns,
flickering sets of red numbers

From ahead and to the |left came a sudden stanmer of

rifles and machi ne guns, then grenades. Contact.

"Execute al pha," Peter said. "I say again, all units, execute
pl an al pha, | say again, execute plan al pha. Mve out!"

The Cataphract engines were loud in the falling
dusk. There were nore shots and the bright flash of
grenades to Peters left. Then the Cataphracts noved
over the ridge.

"I ncom ng!"

Sonet hi ng burst overhead. C uster bonbs rained
around Onensford s position. Any uncovered infantry
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out there would be in trouble. Mre bonbs fel
around them They're using their big stuff. Good.

Peter stared at his console. There was not hing he
could do now, it was up to the conputers. Geen |ights
flickered- Antennas they'd spent the afternoon putting
out a klick to each side backtracked the eneny's
artillery shells. Pulses cane into the conmand
conputers- Analysis. Alight flashed. Locked on. Mre
lights, as information went at the speed of |ight from
the command unit to the tiltrotor aircraft twenty

kil onmeters away, then to M scowsky and his missile
control wunit...

"Cot it," Mscowsky said. "Four missiles acquired.
Qui dance set. Locked."

There were flashes fromover the ridge. Four
mssiles, lofted fromthe aircraft named Thot h Daddy,
| anded anmong the eneny's heavy weapons with an
accuracy better than one neter.

Thot h Daddy, give ne nore,
"Anti-personnel, streamit."

M scowsky sai d.
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"On the way."

" Rebel conmander . Rebel conmander , "
Onensford sai d.

He | ooked down at the screen, split to offer himviews
fromany of the vehicles. Not much to be seen. The

Hel ots were well dug in anong their boul ders. No

artillery left. No perinmeter guards left. Not likely to have
much conmuni cations, they may not hear ne. Peter

touched his consol e to change conmuni cati on channel s.

"Move in fast"

"Sergeant Cheung, Spartan People's Liberation
Arny," a voice replied. "You got something to say,

Gt?"

Sergeant. "Let ne speak to your conmandi ng
officer."
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"That's me, Cit." A laugh, that m ght or mght not
have been cut off short. "Wat you want?"

O ficer dead, or escaped? No tinme for that—"You're
surrounded, your heavy weapons are destroyed, and
we have you | ocated. Surrender now and you'll be
treated as prisoners of war."

"Well, well, Baby Prince—
This is Col onel Ford," Peter said.
"Where's the Prince?"

"Not here." Jesus Al ana says keep them tal ki ng.
About anything. "Do you want to talk to the Prince?
He's coming, he'll be here shortly."

A nasty laugh. "No need to wait for him W got the
ranchers boy," the rebel said. "Gve us twenty hours
headstart, and we'll let himgo."

Twenty hours? That's too nuch," Oaensford said

"How | ong?"

"Wl l, not twenty hours—

"Hell, you don't nean to give us nothing," the rebe
sai d.

"Not true," Owensford said. "G ve up and you'll be
well treated. Killing hostages gets you hanged."

"Yeah, well. worth just one try,"'
"OK, we're sending himout."

the guerrilla said.

Li ke Hell you are. Onensford switched to his com
mand channel. "All units, stand by. Section One.
Section Two. Make ready. SAS One, stand ready."
Back to the eneny |eader. "Don't do anything rash."

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%20...20M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (89 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

"Me? Rash? Nah, never." A figure was pushed out

from behi nd one of the jagged boul ders. Ownensford

upped the gain to maxi mum and the face sprang out

at him Lydia's face, in a square-jawed nal e version
The hair was darker blond, plastered to the side of his
head wi th bl ood, and one eye was swol |l en al nost shut.
The young man |inped; his hands were bound behi nd
him.. with barbed wre.
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"You see him Ct?"

"Execute, all units execute," Peter said. Then to the
rebel, "No, see what?"

Denetrios Hal |l eck was wal ki ng upright, with care,
wat chi ng where he put his feet but noving as quickly
as he coul d.

"You see hin®"

"This is Crown Prince Lysander Collins. Stand by,
Sergeant Cheung, |'mcomng up to talk to you."

"What the hell?" the rebel said. "Where? Show
your sel f —=

"I'"'mright over here, Sergeant."
"l don't see you—=

Mortar shells fell around the rebel position. The bl ast
of a concussion grenade knocked the Hall eck boy flat.
Sonet hi ng noved in the shadows near where he fell

"Pour it on," Peter ordered. "Co for it, all units, go
for it, go, go, go!"

"Go," Lysander said. The sweat under his arnor

turned suddenly cold and gelid; |ike those nightnares
where you waded through thick dank air, unable to
turn and see what chased you

Breachi ng charges flew through the air like blurring
snakes; the soft wrvunps of their explosions across the
mnefield were lost in the hammer of the 76s and the

t hunpi ng crash fromthe rocket how tzers. The

Cat aphract was tossing as they drove forward; out of
the corner of one eye he saw the 6x6 truck pacing

them That wasn't supposed to happen. They reached

the rocks, and arnored nen | eaped out anobng the

rebels. Another flurry of shots. Then silence.

So qui ckly, Lysander thought. Silence fell, broken

only bythe crackling of snall grass fires andshouts, and
moans from the wounded. Lysander halted the

Cat aphract and clinbed down sl owy. Bodies

ever ywher e.
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"Hey Sarge, maps!" someone shout ed.
"Don't touch nothing! It'Il keep till norning."

Shots and a grenade off to the left. Someone was
running, and half a dozen Royals |ed by a sergeant
gave chase.

Lysander carefully made his way back down the
hill, out to where nedics hovered over two figures.

Two. "Status?" Lysander asked.

"This one's stable," the nmedic said. He indicated the
Hal | eck boy. "Broken ribs, but |I think nothing inter-
nal. The other one will nake it if we get himin the
tanks in tine, but it's going to be close."

"Who is he?" Lysander asked.

"Corporal Owassee," a voice said from behind him
Lysander turned to see Sergeant M scowsky. "M ne.

He put his flak jacket over the kid, and they shot the
shit out of him Sir."

Lysander touched his helmet. "Dustoff. Get in here
now.

"Already on the way," the aerial dispatcher said.
"Sergeant, whatever that man wants, we'll get it for

him" Lysander said. Rewards and risks. Statecraft.

"W owe him J owe him big."
"Yes, sir."

"Now, Were's the rebel |eader?" Lysander asked.
Sergeant M scowsky Jerked his head toward the row

of boul ders behind him "W got him Up yonder. Sir."
Lysander started forward, but M scowsky was in the

way and didn't nove. For a nonent Lysander stared

at the man. "Let ne by."
"Well. sir—=

"Prince," Omensford said from behind him
"What's goi ng on?" Lysander denanded.
"Maybe you don't want to know," Ownensford said.

"You can go, Sergeant”
"Sir." Mscowsky anbled off into the dark.
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"Al'l right," Lysander said quietly. '"Just what is this?

Muti ny?"

"Of course not. Your Highness. You're in total
command here. Anything you order will be done. Any
question you ask will be answered," Owensford said.
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"The Laws of War—

"A good officer knows what to see, and what not to

see," Omensford said. "And the Laws of War apply to
prisoners of war. A status this group |ost when they re-
fused to surrender while hol ding hostages."

"CGeneral —

"Yes, your Hi ghness?"

Lysander | ooked up the hill intinme to see Ms-

cowsky vani sh behind one of the boulders. "I hate this
war, " Lysander said.

"We all do."

"WIIl they | eam anythi ng?"

"If there's anything to learn. The inportant thing
now is to keep hi mdrugged so he can't suicide before
the Alanas can talk to him"

"He called hinself Sergeant Cheung—

"Yeah. W think he's a bit nore than that," Owens-
ford said. "You may not know it, but Croser has a
bodyguard naned Lee Cheung." Peter shrugged. "It's

not an uncomon name, but Lee Cheung is known to

have a brother who's a major in their equival ent of
special forces. At the least we may find out how they
knew you were out here, traitor or leak. You'll notice
he did ask for you."

"I want to see that man," Lysander said. "I want to
talk to him find out why—

"I'n due tine, H ghness." Owensford flashed a |ight

on the trail. "Nothing nore to do here, and the nedics
woul d rather we were out of the way. The cleared path
is marked, stay on it and be careful ."

The sounds of battle had faded, and now cane the
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inevitable aftermath, the snells of blood and death,
screans and groans of wounded and dyi ng. "They've

done this to us," Lysander said. "W can't even walk in
the forest without worrying about mnes. The nines wll
be here for fifty years, a danger to foresters, children,
animls —they don't care. Ceneral, what do civilized
peopl e owe to barbarians?"

"Sir?"

"W owe them nothing. General Owmnensford. W
owe t hem not hing."

*» CHAPTER SI X

New York TUMS&, My 17, 2094:
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Luna Base. In a speech before the Grand Senate today, G and
Senat or Adrian Bronson denounced anti - CoDoni ni um parti sans
in both the United States and the Soviet Union

"No man," Grand Senator Bronson said, "has done nore than

I to curb the CoDom nium s excesses- No | onger does the

CoDom nium pretend to be an omni conpet ent government, a
veritable interstellar enpire. Therefore extreme measures such
as this [referring to the proposed 50% cut in Fleet
appropriations] are not appropriate at this time."

In other matters. Grand Senator Bronson's notion to instruct
the CoDom ni um conmmander in the Sparta systemto investigate
terrorist activities against Fleet personnel and agents of the
Bureau of Rel ocation was passed by acclamation. "W cannot
tolerate such activities," Bronson said. They nust be
unconprom si ngly suppressed. "

*» N N

I love to see a lord when he is the first to advance on

hor seback, arned and fearl ess, thus encouraging his nen to
val i ant service; then, when the fray has begun, each nust be
ready to follow himw llingly, because no one is held in esteem
until he has given and received blows. W shall see clubs and
swords, gaily coloured helnmets and shields shattered and spoil ed,
at the beginning of the battle, and many vassals all together
receiving great blows, by reason of which many horses wl|

wander riderless, belonging to the killed and wounded. Once he
has started fighting, no noble knight thinks of anything but

br eaki ng heads andarns —better a dead man than a |live one

who is useless. | tell you, neither in eating, drinking, nor sleeping
do | find what | feel when | hear the shout "At Thenmt from both
si des, and the neighing of riderless horses in the confusion, or

the call "Help! Help!," or when 1 see great and small fall on the
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grass of the ditches, or when | espy dead nmen who still have

pennoned | ances in their ribs.
—Bertran de Born, A Poem of Chivalry, 11th Century

<>Ke <e
" .., and we're not happy at all with the way things
are going; Mjor Omensford," Beatrice Frazer said-
There were nods down the table of the Battalion

Counci| Meeting; the Legi on comander si ghed

slightly and kneaded the bridge of his nose with

thunb and forefinger. This was not a staff session. It
was a neeting of the ruling body of the Fifth as an

aut ononobus comunity, just as the Regi nental

Counci | governed Fal kenbergs Legion as a whole; stil
not hing resenbling a denocracy, but considerably

nmore political than a strictly mlitary meeting of the
unit's officers alone. Beatrice Frazer and Laura Bryant
represented the civilian wonen and children; Sergio
Quiterrez sat at the far end with the senior NCO s.

"W were |ooking forward to Sparta as a pernanent
base; the wives and children came here to set up rea
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hones while the Legi on was dropping into a conbat
zone on New Washi ngton. Now we can barely go into
Sparta City."

Everyone nodded; there had been no terrorist
attacks on Legion civilians yet, but that was as mnuch
because of caution and careful planning as anything

el se.

"And the worst of it is," she went on, "that otherw se
it's close to ideal here. Not just the weather and the

food —= That brought some chuckles; Tanith s perpet-
ual steambath had been driving everyone berserk, the
Legions civilians worst of all"—but things in general

The Education Mnistry's people have been a great
help with the children; they have good school s here,
and on Tanith we had to do everything ourselves. No
borloi, either."

Nods; Tanith lived by the drug trade- Drugs grown
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by slaves, at that, and the general social atnosphere

was about what you woul d expect. Nobody had been

at ease with the prospect of their children grow ng up

in a place like that, and you could only isolate fromthe
surroundi ng envi ronnent so nuch.

"In fact," she went on, "we've made nore friends
here than on planets we've stayed on for years. If it
wasn't for the war..."

"W woul dn't be here," Owensford answered diyly.
"We'll coordinate with the RSMP and try to see the

civilians can visit town safely, Ms. Frazer. 1'd also
appreciate it if the defense drills for the wonen and
children were stepped up. In fact, I1'd like to appoint a

standing commttee of you, Ms. Savage, and, hmm
Ms. Fuller, together with Veterans Smith, Puzdock
and Shaoping, to review the procedures and suggest
alternatives. Any objections?"

"We' Il need access to the planning conputers,"”
Beatrice Frazer said.

"Coordinate with the Captains Al ana," Ownensford
said. "Qbjections? In favor?" A unani nous show of
hands. "Battalion Sergeant Guiterrez?"

The stocky chicano smled. "Sir," he said, "with the
men, we've got al nost the opposite problem They
like this place too nuch.”

Onensford frowned; |ike the CoDomi ni um Mari nes
fromwhom the Legi on had grown, and the French

Forei gn Legi on before them desertion had al ways

been one of Fal kenberg's Legi ons' problens. Soldiers
like soft duty, but you have to let warriors kil

sonmet hing once in a while. You can use nen who like

to polish equiprment in barracks, but you'd better have
some warriors, too...
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"Not going over the hill, exactly, sir," Quiterrez said-
"Flenty of fighting. Gets downright personal. But nost
of our |ong-service people could get pernanent ranks
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in Ae Spartan arnmy a couple of junps up fromwhere
they are, conmi ssions even. The pays good, they

could get Citizenship, and hell, the people here |ike
soldiers, sir. These are good nen we're training, too,
not people you'd be ashaned to serve with. And since
the Legion' 11 be retaining a base here, it wouldn't be
like cutting thensel ves of f. You can expect a drop in
reenlistnments as contracts cone due. This is a place
we can bel ong."

Onensford nodded. "The CoDom nium Fl eet |ikes

this place for retirenent, for that matter. But we have
towin, first. Top," he said. "Otherwise this won't be a
pl ace anyone can |ive."

"Wn. Yes, sir. Major, danmit, they won't let us w n!
Maj or, we know who's behind nost of this—=

"We' ve been over this already. Top. Conments
noted. Now, we've received a conmuni que from

the Colonel — A rustle around the table. "None of
you need worry. |'ve given the casualty list to the
chapl ai ns.

"Came in an hour ago with the CD courier shinp.

The nessage is just short of ten Earth nonths ol d.

The Regi ment | anded safely, took its initial objective,
and has noved on AUansport; they expect sone fight-

ing there. Col onel Fal kenberg approves our neasures

to date — just after he | anded and found out how
rapidly the situation had deteriorated. Cod, we

t hought that was bad. "—but warns that nobilization
on a larger scale nmay be needed and aut horizes the

necessary reassi gnnents."

A chuckl e, especially fromthe officers. Exactly
what you' d expect from Christian Johnny.

"And a nmessage for all of us," Owensford touched
the console in front of him

Fal kenberg appeared on the screen at the far wall
Tlie colonel was seated at his field desk and wore field
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uniform "We're noving ahead of schedul e here,"
Fal kenberg said. "Light casualties. Good |ocal sup-
port. Details attached.

"Your reports say things are rough there,"

Fal kenberg said. "I'msorry to hear it, but | have to say
I"mnot greatly surprised. | did hope you' d have sone
time before our enenmies built up strength, but Sparta

is inportant to Bronson and his people. It's even nore
inmportant to us, the way things are developing. It's vita
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that you keep Sparta independent. | know you'll do
that, whatever it takes

"Admi nistrative matters. Major Owensford is here-
with pronpted to Lieutenant Col onel, and authorized
to accept whatever Spartan rank he feels is justified.

"Col onel Slater will now assure hinself that this
roomis secure and all present are authorized and
cleared for discussion of reginental business."

The screen went bl ank. Omensford | ooked at each
person in the room then typed in a phrase on his con-
sol e. Fal kenberg reappear ed.

"As all of you know, there's nore happening than we

can usual ly discuss in Council neetings. | regret that,
because you' re being asked to endure hardships

wi t hout knowi ng why. | can only say, what you're doing
is inmportant to us all. To the Reginent, and to

what ever future civilization has out here. That future is
uncertain. The CoDominiumis breaking up, but it's

not dead yet. It still has great power. That power is

di vided. Qur group, the faction | oosely headed by the
Grants, the Blaines, Adnmral Lernmontov —

"—Bl oody blunt about it," George Slater said

"—controls part of the Fleet. A smaller group is

|l oyal to the Bronson faction in the person of Vice Ad-
mral Townsend. Most of the Fleet is trying to stay
neutral: '"No politics in the Fleet, the Fleet is our fa-
therland.' W can all synpathize with that view. W' ve
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all held it. It's now an obsolete notion. There is no
Fl eet, and we'll have to build a fatherland, a fatherl and
for ourselves and a honme for the Fl eet.

"What you're doing is significant to that effort. If
things go well here, we'll have influence in New Wash-
i ngton, enough influence that we should be able to
base naval and nmarine units here. That won't be
enough. We'll al so need bases on Sparta.

"The question inevitably arises, who do | nmean when

I say \ve? | don't know. Clearly sonme entity |arger than
the Legion, and for that nmatter |arger than whatever

part of the Fleet joins our faction, | confess | don't yet
know what that entity will be. | have ny hopes. | think
you may be in a position to know better than | do.

"W face a very uncertain future. I'll do what | can
to take some of the pressure off you, but frankly, | can't
do much just now. The situation here will require all

our political resources until we have New WAshi ngt on
stabilized. Don't feel ignored, though, because what
you're doingis vital. You' re distracting our enemes, the
enem es of the Legion, and, for that matter, the

enem es of civilization. Wat they throw at you there
they can't throw at us here. You're hel ping grind them
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down. It won't be easy, that kind of canpaign never is,
but | know you can do it

"We're going to win. Never forget that. Godspeed
and Cod bl ess you." The inmage faded-

"Bl oody hell," soneone said.

"A war of attrition," George Slater said. "Mjor —

Colonel, | have a request. | won't put it as a notion
until | see what you think."
"Very well,"” Owensford said.

"l propose that we ask ny father to sit on this
Council. Wth all due respect, none of us here is very

experienced in Fleet politics —=
"And CGeneral Slater has been with Fal kenberg
132 ferry PouneUe is- S.M Stirling

| onger than anyone else,"” Onensford finished. "As you
all know, Col onel Fal kenberg is very sensitive to the
principle of unity of command. He was therefore

careful not to inply that General Slater was in any way
associ ated with command of Legion units here. | nuch
appreci ated that. However, | agree with Captain Slater
The situation here is not what we expected. Events

have noved nmuch faster than we expected. | think we

can use the experience of retired Lt. Colonel Ha

Slater on this Council, and | will entertain a notion to
that effect"

"So noved. "
"Second. "

"Moved by Reginental Sergeant Cutierrez and
seconded by Ms. Frazer. Al those in favor say aye.
Nays? | hear none. Let the record show the vote was
unan—

There was a brisk knock at the door. Owensford
frowned. "Cone."

The door opened. Omensford | ooked up, felt his
face freeze into blankness at the junior lieutenant's
expr essi on.

"Sir," the young nan said. "Sorry to interrupt. Prior-
ity nessage from Sparta City. The transportee shuttle
has been sabotaged. There are over a thousand dead,
and the .. . Sir, the CoDom ni um encl ave Comran-

dant has sumoned all heads of governnment and

armed forces to a neeting. Imediately, sir."

Onensford started to rise. "Wait a mnute,"” he said.
"Heads of arned forces? Plural ?"
"Yes, sir. The summons includes the Helots ... and

they' re under CoDom nium safe conduct. Any action
agai nst themfor the duration of the conference period

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%20...20M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (97 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

or twenty-four hours thereafter will be treated as an
attack on the CoDoni ni um*"

Peter | ooked down the table at the shocked faces as
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he tried to control his own. "Gentlenen, |ladies," he
said formally. "I'mafraid we'll have to adjourn.”

N N <-

"Skilly will be back in a mnute."

Geoffrey Niles raised hinself on one el bow to watch

her go. There was a rel axed pleasure in the way the
muscl e cl enched and rel axed in her buttocks as her

hi ps swayed, shadowed in the dimlight. Not at aR what
you' d expect in sonme ways, he thought. She was
fastidious as a cat, when there was opportunity. One of
the nost frequent punishnent drills for Helot recruits
was for not washing; the of fender was scrubbed down

by their entire squad, u4ng fl oor-brushes...

The cave air was still chill, but he ignored that now,
not pulling up the coverlet despite his nakedness; he
had | earned the trick of that, these | ast few nonths, of
being indifferent to how you felt physically. Learning a
good deal from Skilly, he thought with a sour grin,
runni ng over the last hour in his mnd. Even

exhausted, it stirred him Cod, what a |ay!

"Lot of fun, all around,"” he nurnured to hinself.
Whi ch was odd agai n, considering that he was stil
working like a slave; no harder than she, of course-
Less if anything... "But it's rarely boring."

The t hought of England and the eternal petty

round, traveling in to Amal ganmat eds offices in the
City, vacationing in the Alps or the famly's private
island in the Caymans. ... Brainless debs and endl ess
bl oody boredom Now there was sonething chilling-

Not mat there was anything wong with inherited

weal th, except that it tenpted you to waste yourself.
You couldn't really enjoy nothing but enjoynent, and
once nere were a certain nunber of credits in the
account adding nore was just nunbers. Not many of

the peopl e he had known on Earth had anyt hi ng
approaching Skilly's dianond-hard concentrati on and
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si ngl e-m ndedness; they scattered thensel ves instead,
alittle bit of this and that. No way to acconplish
anyt hi ng.

Adventure isn't the thing, he nused. He'd | earned

that, floating down the river holding onto the corpse of
one of his nen, after the Dales battle |last year
Adventure was |i ke happi ness, not sonething you

could set out to find; that way lay safaris and pointless
risks that were sinply bigger anusenent-park rides

What really mattered was acconplishi ng sonet hi ng.
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Somet hi ng big and worthwhile, and putting everything
you had into it, that was what people |like G and-Uncle
Bronson or Miurasald or Skilly did. Starting off with
nothing and aiming to win a war and rule and reshape a
pl anet; that was sonething worth spending your tine

on.

He yawned again. Wll, Gand Uncle, maybe I'|

surprise you and find ny own career on this little jun-
ket, he thought. He stirred uneasily at the thought of
goi ng horme now, his Sandhurst classnmates woul dn't
understand.... | had no choice! Not really, and then it
wast ool at e—

There was a notebook on Skilly's side of the bed, one

of hundreds she kept neatly shelved, a 20cm x 10cm

bl ack- bound vol ume. That was another surprising

thing, the way she hated to waste tine. If there was

not hing else to do she'd whip out one of these and start
witing, thoughts and observations and plans... . Idly,
he flipped open the front cover

Postwar # 7, he read. There were plastic markers on
the side, dividing it into sections: pers., poUt., mdtry.,

econo.
Personal first, he thought.

Freehand pencil sketches. O hinself, nude or in
fanci ful uniforms, or with Skilly. Are we ready that
acrobatic? Notes for insignia, flags. Floor-plans and
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el evati ons of houses and gardens. One picture of a
ragged, big-eyed urchin, and it was several nonents
bef ore he recogni zed a younger Skilly. A |ast series,
showi ng himand Skilly and a baby; in a cradle, at her
breast, playing with Niles.... Touched, he closed the
not ebook and set it down again. Maybe she fancies the
dynastic connection. Marriage into the Bronson dan

Cadet branch, but still quite a step up fromBelize. And
what would Grand Uncle think? But it's sonething to
t hi nk about .

"Definitely,"” he nurnmured, closing his eyes for a

monent In fact, it was an exciting thought. A dynasty,

he mused. Not that Skilly had ever said anything directly
agai nst Croser, but... Mst dynasties start with ruthless
pirates, he rem nded hinself. O |ucky soldiers, or

bar barian i nvaders. No reason they can't becone
enlightened in twne. Civilizations have been founded by
enl i ghtened barbarians... Could SkiUy think that way?
Wth a Bronson connection, could she be a satrap in a
real social order? Wuld she accept that?

"Up again? Jeffi really be a nmon of iron," Skilly

| aughed, sliding back into the bed- Her feet were cold
when she entangled themwith his —they were nearly
the sane height —and so were her fingers as she
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trailed them down his chest and stomach.

"God, woman, you nust be slipping sonmething into
my drinks," he said in nock-horror.

"Lots of red neat and fresh air," she said, kissing
hi m and kneadi ng. "But we spare you poor knees and

elbows this tine," she went on, rising and straddling

his hips. "Skilly good to her Jeffl, hey?" she said, |ook-
ing down at himheavy-lidded as she | owered onto him

with taunting slowness. "Enjoy while you can, we in

the field soon."

"Soon? Ah!" He ran his hands up to her breasts.
"Hrmrn. Mmm nice. We been spending de
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winter nmake life miserable for the kings, now they
getting good and nad. W gots to make them spread

out — she grinned "—so they not get it together for a
concentrated thrust." Her hips gave a quick downward
jerk. "Too many of us to stay pure guerrilla anynore,

SO.

Nil es laughed a little breathlessly. "You're thinking
strategy at a tine |like this?"

She | eaned forward agai nst his hands, |ocking her

own on his shoul ders. The mane of curled black hair

fell over his face as they began to rock together, but he
could see her teeth and eyes glint through

"Skilly is always thinking, Jeffi," she gasped.
" Al ways. "

Ski da Thi bodeau slid herself a little to one side and
pi cked up the notebook, sparing a fond glance for the
man sl eepi ng besi de her and hooking up the coverl et
to warmhis feet. She pulled a pencil fromthe spine
and |icked the point as she flipped the book open.

Polit. The first section was a list of books on

i nternal -security technique; she ran down them and
added anot her note; seer. pol. —Oan budget —I abr
cnps. profit —see R Concfuest, details. Inportant to
be thrifty. Also —Bival grps. —balance. But it would
be easy to go too far. see Anat. der SS-Staat.

On to rmtry. The first page of that carried an
abbreviated star map centered on Sparta's sun, wth
transit-times radiating out |like the spokes of a wheel
Underneath it was a note: conscr. arny —10/15 div.,
and a list of planets. She put a checkmark beside
Thur st one, then stopped for a nonent.

Them first, but who next? Haven? she asked hersel f;

it was not nearly as close, but the shimerstone trade
was val uable. On the other hand, it was still CD, and
pretty worthl ess otherwi se. Not enough people to
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serve as a recruiting ground for further expansion. It
did have a refueling point . . . The pencil noved

Haven pass. nxt., CD goes; expl. beyond? Tinme enough
to think about that when the Denocratic Republic
started building up its navy. Build or take. So nuch
easier to take than build.

She slipped the pencil back into its hol der and sank

down on the bed, pulling up the bl ankets. Niles

shifted closer in his sleep, and she sniled to herself as
she yawned and prepared to drop off.

Life is good, she thought contentedly. A |light began
to flash beside the bedsi de comuni cations unit; she
frowned at it, then swung out of bed and belted on a
robe. This better be inportant, she thought.

<e -fr <e

"Well, we know how it was done," General Des-
jardins said. 'Those fools in the SCA thought they
could terrorize the CoDoni niuminto stopping invol -
untary transportation. They smnmuggl ed a suicide
bormber on the shuttle; through the Aegis station."
Most spaceships with cargo or passengers docked at
the orbital transit-station, and boarded the surface
shuttles there.

"Mngled with the transportees, and managed to

get cl ose enough to a coolant punp during reentry.
They didn't notice that there were CD officers on
board the shuttle as well as el even hundred convicts!"

Onensford nodded taudy. The Royalist party was
sitting in one coner of what had once been the
Oficer's Mess of the CoDom nium Marine garrison;

the dry, slightly nusty air of the big dimy-lit room
carried a faint ghost of banners, of raucous cel ebrations
wi t h bagpi pers and Cossack dancers, a lingering

sadness. The remmining staff of the enclave rattled
around |like peas in a very enpty pod, and the junior

of ficers who had brought the two parties here had
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been men in their forties ... There, but for luck, go |
the nmercenary thought with a shudder. Stranded here

in a lost outpost of a dying enpire. He glanced up at
the group across the room around a hastily-dusted
table of their own; Dion Croser and his NCLF gang.
Croser was talking with one of them |aughing and

sl apping the man on the shoul der

Bast ard.

There was a stir at the entrance; the honor guard
there was not giving the sane carefully neutral salute
they had accorded the Spartan kings and their Legion
of ficers.
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The Hel ots, Omnensford thought sardonically Meet the
eneny.

They had cone under CoDomi ni um saf e-conduct,
in a heavily arned Marine shuttle.

Pity, he thought savagely. O herw se they'd never
get out of here alive. They may not anyway, once
drop ny little surprise into the neeting. Then

observe. Know the enemny.

The CD Commandant had insisted on seeing all

parties to the civil war, including those that did not
recogni ze each other as belligerents and those claim
ing neutrality. The Royal governnent had spent three
days protesting the safe-conduct for the Helots; the
Mari ne commandant had been synpathetic —no

doubt where nme CoJDo garrison's synpathies |ay, par-
ticularly after the violations of the Laws of War —but
standing orders left no latitude, not with a G and
Senat or breat hing down their neck

The CoDomi ni um m ght be tottering towards its

grave, but the wal king corpse of it still possessed a
power no planet w thout space-navy capacity coul d

i gnore. Even now, a blatant violation like the shuttle
bonbi ng coul d not be ignored. Not even when Sparta's
friends included influential Senators and G and
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Adm ral Lernontov. Especially then, when those

friends fought for their lives and any excuse m it serve
their enemes to bring themdown. There were so nmany

enem es, Kaslov's nurderous neoStalinists in the

USSR, Harnon's denented Patriot Party in the US

bot h openly courting nuclear war with nihilistic relish
Bronson and his opportunists playing both sides against
the mddle for private gain...

Take a good | ook, he rem nded hinself, studying the

hal f - dozen rebel |eaders. They were in canmoufl age
jackets and | eather trousers and boots, but neatly
pressed, brasswork and the badges on their berets
pol i shed. A touch of bandi do-fi anmboyance here and
there, a brass earring or long braided hair, a bit of
swagger. Skida Thi bodeau was in the midst of them

and her eyes flicked over himwi th a steady considering
| ook as she passed, |ike a predator in hot jungle
thoughtfully eyeing a wild boar

Onensford straightened slightly, feeling an instinc-
tive bristling. The dog and the wol f, he thought
ironically. He had studied the records and the pictures
carefully, but they had not prepared himfor this sleek
exoti c handsoneness, the graceful deadliness of a fer-
de-1 ance.

It must have taken considerabl e courage to cone
here, anyway; there were nore than a few Spartans
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and sone Legi onnaires who woul d have risked the

CoDomi nium s anger to kill the eneny |eaders. This

was a bitter war, and the reason for it was right here.
Omnensford studied themcarefully; one or two m ght

not be aware of the danger they were in, several of the
others were slightly stiff with the know edge of it,
under their bravado. Skilly was conpletely rel axed,
even slightly amused. The nercenary officer felt his
teeth show slightly. Mst soldiers endured danger by

an act of will. He had known some who enjoyed it...
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and a few who were sinply not nuch affected one way

or another, icemen. He had never |iked them there

was sonething missing inside in soneone |ike that, and
the Hel ot | eader | ooked to be a prinme exanple. There
was a nmind behind the big dark eyes.. -, But no soul
he deci ded. None at aS

Ace Barton | eaned cl ose and whi spered: "Notice
Mles," he said-

That nmust be the tall blond man; he felt their eyes

and turned to give thema false and toothy grin as the
Hel ots seated thensel ves. Skilly | eaned back in her chair
with arnms and | egs negligently crossed, and went
instantly to sleep,

"Doesn't look much like the pictures.” They had
extensive video files on the Honorable Geoffrey Niles,
and despite the unm stakabl e Nordi ¢ cheekbones and
mal e- nodel | ooks, this was a different man. "Qur little
sprig on the Bronson famly tree isn't nearly so nuch
me silly-ass Englishnman, these days," Barton replied

t hought ful ly.

"Can't say that it's altogether an inprovenent,"
Onensford said. Nearly two Earth years in the wil der-
ness had thinned hi mdown, and gi ven hi m sonet hi ng

of the feral |look the others at the Helot table had.
"Keepi ng bad company and all."

"CGentl enen, ladies." The CoDom ni um | i eut enant

called fromthe inner door; he had a flat Russian face,
ash-blond hair turning gray and body stringy under

t he bl ue-and-scarlet dress uniform "The Comman-

dant will see you now. "

"Ten-Tiur," the garrison Sergeant-Mjor said. "This
meeting will conme to order.”

There was a rustle, the mlitary nen standing to and
the civilians a little straighter; the kings had al ready
been seated, of course, being heads of state. David |
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| ooked no nore worried than usual; the inprovenent
in Al exander | was as night and day.

Col onel Boris Karantov returned the polite nods of
die Spartan and Legion soldiers and i gnored the Hel -
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ots. He sat carefully, |owering hinself down by his
hands; he was in his seventies and | ooked ol der, regen-
eration treatnments or no.

"Be seated, gentlenen, ladies." H s Anglic was stil
slightly Russian.

"W are here to discuss violations of the Treaty of

I ndependence governing rel ati ons between this pl anet

and the CoDominium And of the Laws of War. Let

me first establish that the CoDominiumis strictly
neutral in the current conflict; | amuninterested in the
rights or wongs of that struggle as you perceive them

I remind you that this neeting is being recorded, and

the records will be nmade available to the appropriate

of fices of the CoDom nium Authority as well as to the

G and Senate."

There was a flat weariness to the tone, the voice of a
man who has excl uded everything but the perform
ance of a job in which he no longer really believes.

"Now, a shuttle —a civuian vessel —= he

pronounced it wessle "—under charter to the Bureau

of Rel ocation, carrying both involuntary col onists not

yet transferred to Spartan jurisdiction, and off-duty

of ficers of the CoDomi nium Fl eet, has been destroyed

by an act of criminal terrorism | have called all possible
parties here to account for this crime. Your Mjesties?"

"We, the Dual Mnarchy's government denounce

this abhorrent act." Al exander |ooked sternly toward

Ski da Thi bodeau. "It is quite possible that this was an
operation organi zed by this person as a provocation to
discredit us. However, we are fairly sure that a

di ssident group called the SCA is responsible, and if —
when —we catch the individuals responsible, they wll
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be subject to trial and execution. O turned over to you
for punishment. Conmmandant. Sparta values its

relations with the CoDonminium" A subtle rem nder

that they had powerful friends in the Grand Senate.

Kar ant ov nodded non-comm ttally, his fingers

rolling a light-pencil. "Still," he said judiciously, "this
SCA is believed to have links to your own security

apparat. You say this is entirely a matter of disaffected

i ndividuals, but this would be claimed in any case."

H s eyes rose to Croser. "M. Croser, your organiza-
tion has also been linked to terrorist activities. You
have to say?"

Croser's nod was politely deferential. "Sir, firstly, the
NCLF is purely a peaceful political party. Its true we
hope to formthe governnent after the illegal Royali st

regine is rejected by the people in the upconing
referendum —David | snorted, and Al exander al nost

rose in his fury, with General Desjardins |laying a hand on
his arm —"but we seek to use only legitinmte neans."
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Karantov made a slight bored gesture, as if waving
the Spartan through the necessary pieties.

"More to the point," Croser continued, his face and
voice taking on a flatter, harsher tone. The NCLF

draws its strength fromthe oppressed classes —that is,
fromthe transportees oppressed by the Royali st

regime. Every transport which | ands increases our just
strength. It would be suicidal for us to interrupt the
flow, even if we would stoop to such an atrocity as this.

"No," he went on, the nellow voice taking on a

ringing quality, "the only logical candidate is the
Royal i sts thensel ves —Il ashing out in their
desperation, now that the whirlwind they created by
their own actions is out of control. Through this

fal se-front SCA, which they use to disguise actions too
repul sive even for themto openly adnit to. Certainly
the SCA has claimed responsibility."
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Bastard, Owensford thought. But a snmart bastard.
No way to prove that wasn't true

Karantov's head turned toward the Helots. Their
commander was sitting with one fist supporting her
chin, watching the byplay between the others with
| azy enjoyment.

' These NCLF rabbi bl ancos be getting sone thing

right every now and then, even if they be wuss weak-
lings," she said lightly. The Spartan Peoples

Li beration Arny be a transportee arny. Wy we kil
our own recruits?”

The CoDo officer nodded grimy; obviously |oath-
ing the speaker to the point of physical distaste at
listening, equally obviously accepting the argunent.

Al exander shook off the police commander's hand.
"I repeat, as a provocation, of course. You would very
much like to ruin our relations with the CD. "

Skilly grinned insolently and | eaned back with one
arm hooked around the back of her chair. She exam
ined the nails of the other hand.

Tsk, tsk," she said, with nock-kindness. "Od nman
be having de fantasies. He need the doctor, bad."
"Silence!" Karantov rasped. After a nonent:

"Under the Treaty, | have the right to resune command

of the Aegis station if the Spartan governnment fails to

performits duties. This will be done. Lunabase inforns

me that heavy shipments of involuntary colonists will be
received shortly, and I will not allow anyone entrusted

to ny care to be endangered!"

"Col onel ?" Skilly's voice was chocol ate-snmooth this
time; Omensford gl anced aside at her, narrow eyed. She
was keeping her own on her nails, the long black | ashes
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droopi ng. "Maybe be better you land the convicts
sonewhere el se. Safer than this dangerous city, which be
too big to secure, hey? Also city is full of legitimate
mlitary target place, nmaybe we attack it soon."
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A brilliant smle. "W Spartan People s Liberation
Army prom se solemn not to attack any place the shut-
tles land, if no Royal troops be there."

The Royal governnent del egation tensed; this was

the real rebel ploy. Karantov pursed his |ips thought-
fully, calling up the map-function of the table- It
blinked from steel-gray to transparent, show ng an
over head vi ew of the Serpentine continent.

"Where woul d you suggest?" he said.

"Wel |, anywhere on the river do K, " she said
bl andly. "Howsoneever, all the towns have the sane
obj ection as Sparta City."

She reached over and tapped a spot on the south
shore of Lake Al exander, where the railway from
A ynthos circled around the Vul can Rapi ds.

"This be the best spot, | think. Plenty open water,

al ready docks for the m neral barges, and not nuch
town. We agree not to attack there or anywhere within
five kiloneter."

"Commandant, that woul d cause consi derabl e
adm nistrative difficulties,” David | broke in.

"Three of ny officers and a thousand peopl e whose

only offense was to be there when the B ureau of Relo-
cation cane through died just now Your Mjesty,"
Karantov said frostily. This is considerably nore than
an administrative matter."

He gl anced at the nmap again, then at the guerrilla
| eader with unconceal ed suspi ci on

"I and nmy staff will consider this natter.
Provisionally, we will seal off all portions of the
Aegis station dealing with BuRel oc. The shuttles
will take transportees to the surface — he tapped
the Lake Al exander |ocation "—and nothing nore,

no other traffic."”

The Spartans wi nced slightly; that would cost them
heavily, especially in the CD credits BuRel oc would

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 145

no |l onger pay for services on Aegis, and in the fore-
gone lift-capacity of the shuttle s surface-to-orbit runs.

"Furthernore, | amreferring this matter to ny

superiors. | warn you that there will at the |east be
heavy fines, particularly if me culprits in the nurder of
my officers are not found; | am asking for

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%2...0M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (106 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

rei nforcenents," Presently there were only about a
conpany of Garrison Marines on Sparta. "Possibly a
CoDom ni um bl ockade of this planet for violations of
the Laws of War will be ordered."

This time faces paled. Bronsons aid to the Helots

was al ready cl andestine, and would not be affected.
The Royal government would face riots and coll apse,
particularly in the cities. Sparta was only sem -
industrialized, it sinmply could not function without
of f-pl anet supplies; was nore vulnerable than a truly
primtive world-

Tkne, Onensford thought, and cleared his throat.

"Col onel Karantov, if you please. | have a further
conplaint with regard to violations of the Laws of
Vear . "

Karantov rai sed his eyebrows, and the Hel ots' eyes
turned to the Legion officer like turrets tracking.

"As to offenses committed against civilians, or

anong i ndi genous arned forces, that is beyond ny
jurisdiction." Karantov | ooked wi stful; he was old
enough to renmenber times when a CoDomi ni um

officer's word was law in such matters, and had been a
grown man when the Fleet was still arbiter of all
conflicts.

"The of fense concerns a nenber of Fal kenberg's
Legi on,"” Owmensford said,

He felt a chill satisfaction as Skilly | eaned over and
spoke rapidly to a subordinate, who began to tap
frantically at an opened | aptop. A buzz broke out from
Croser's party, until he cut it off with a knife-hand
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gesture; the Spartans | eaned forward |i ke hounds on a
| eash. Omensford slipped a nessage cube into the
receptor.

"Li eut enant Deborah Lefkow tz, Fal kenberg's

Mercenary Legion || A7732-ze-1," he said. A picture

of her flashed up, together with her service history.
Anot her shot of her with her husband and their two
children, ages four and six. Then a full-Iength other
most | y- naked body, |ying spread-eagl ed and open-

eyed with its throat cut fromear to ear.

"Gene typing, finger and retina prints give positive
ID," Onensford said, keeping his voice even with an
effort. The Legion was very nmuch a famly. . . . And
have to explain this to Jerry. "She went MA from an
aircraft downed near this site during the battle of the
Illyrian Dales |last year. The cave was being used as a
C3 post; our counter battery fire hit an amrmunition
dunp, and the survivors evacuated qui ckly. Evidence
that it was being used by the rebels follows."

Karant ovs gray pug-dog face was enotionl ess as he
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turned it fromthe screen to the Helots. Omensford

saw Skilly's own go equally blank, like a mask from an
Egyptian grave, but the fingers of her right hand

moved slightly, flexing. Everything took on a di anond
clarity as he realized with an icy shock that she was cal -
cul ating. On whet her Karantov woul d order her

arrest, and on how many she could kill before the

guards shot her down. Geoffrey N les was pale, |ook-

ing at the photo on the screen-

The wonman spoke, softly. "Skilly did not order that.

If she had. Skilly would have seen that the body was
di sposed of with a thermte charge. And if you get she
the genotypes — sperm sanples fromthe rapists

woul d have yielded that "—Skilly will give you the
bodies. Wth confessions. Because Skilly does not |ike

to be left holding the bag."
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For a nonent sonething with teeth | ooked out
from behind the snmooth features

"Qur investigation into this matter will require the
perpetrators alive," the CoDom ni um comrander
said. H s face and voice were near expressionless;

Skillys were as well, but her eyes flicked sideways to
Onensford, and her head inclined slightly.

Good nove, he translated nentally. There was
not hing he could do now. after |aunching this torpedo.

"Field Prinme has read your Laws of War, the old

version and the new," Skilly said; left unstated was the
shrinking field of application, as the CoDoni niumns
power faded. "And the Mercenary Code." The

i nfluence of the free conpanies had grown with every
passing year, particularly if you counted the arm es of
pl anets |ike Covenant who nade their living from

hiring out their fighting nmen. "Conducting interna

trial and punishnent fulfills the letter of both," she
went on. "And we has no intention of doing nore."

One of Karantovs fingers tapped at the table. "I did
not know you were a ... practitioner of the Code," he
said with heavy irony.

Beneat h t he expressionl ess nmask there was the hint
of a cold snarl when Skilly spoke, an ancient anger and
cont enpt.

"Field Prime doesn't give a pitcher of warmspit for
you Code, or sone dead bitch," she said, in the sane soft
voi ce. "Never no |laws or codes to protect Skilly where

she cane from... but she doan pick fights she can no
win, either. No point in paying no attention to Spartan
|l aws; themor us go to the wall, anyways. But only a foo

get into a new battle when this one not won yet. Skilly
Thi bodeau be no fool. SPLA conplying with your Code
this tinme, and that all you going to get. Col onel."
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"Puni shment of individuals is not sufficient if the
violation was policy set by |leaders," Karantov said.

148 Jerry PouneQe 6 S.M Stirling

"My investigators should be involved." The threat of
detenti on was unspoken.

"Skilly regrets mat not possible," she said; then she
grinned like a wolf. "Skilly al so give standing orders
anyt hi ng she say when under a gun be di sregarded.

Can no play dis game without you willing to | ay down
the stakes, non. You safe-conduct is unconditional..
and Skilly have certain friends on Luna."

Karantov made a small wave of dismssal. "I expect
the transcripts and the executions promptly,"” he said.

The Helots stood. "Ch, very pronpt,"” Skilly said;

the fingers of her gun-hand rmade that snmall uncon-
sci ous gesture again. "You get all you ask for, Colonel,
and nore."

"l request that nmy evidence be presented to the
Mlitary Affairs Commttee of the G and Senate, and
that copies be sent to the commandi ng of fi cer of every
registered mlitary organization wthin the

CoDom nium " Ownensford said formally. Someone
involuntarily drewin a breath. It was inpossible to
det erm ne who, but Peter thought it m ght have been
Geoffrey Niles.

"Skilly don't see any need to do that. She will find
your crimnals. If this be record, then nake the record
dear, Skilly have nothing to do with that, and neither
do any other allies." The heavy-lidded eyes swept the
others at the table, before she turned on her heel and
left.

"Your comments are noted," Karantov said.

"Col onel Omensford, your request is reasonable and

will be granted. Copies of the relevant portions of this
hearing will be furnished to all registered mlitary
organi zati ons.

"W now adj ourn nmeeting until | and my officers
can consider this matter. That will be all, gentlenen,
| adi es. Your Majesties. Stay for a nonment if you woul d,
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Li eutenant Col onel Owensford." The CD commander
enphasi zed his role by using Onensford' s rank within
Fal xenberg's Legi on, a regi stered mlitary
organi zation. ..

"Pl ease be seated, Piotr Stefanovich." Karantov
touched a button to summon the steward. "Vodka and
tonic, please. And you, Col onel ?"

"\Wi skey and water, thank you.'
gl asses.

They raised their
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" Spacebo, Col onel. And congratul ati ons on your
pronotion."

"Cheers, Colonel Karantov. May you not regret
yours." Onensford sighed. "You played that pretty
hard- nosed, Boris," he said. "On the Spartans, |
mean. "

The ol der man shrugged. "No nore than | nust."

He | ooked to be certain that the recording cameras

were turned off. "OF course, Piotr Stefanovich, it is

dear that this is Arnmstrong's Black Hand apparat, no
connection to the Spartan governnent. But this | can-

not say in public. No nore can | say Grand Adnira

Wi shes nost earnestly that you put down this revolt

qui ckly." He paused, |ooking into his vodka and then
shapping it back with a flick of his wist. "No politics in
the Fleet. Bah. Nowis all politics."

"Maybe its time for you to choose sides.”

"Sergei and | wish you victory; Gant too, but we

Russi ans nmost of all," the Russian CD officer continued
softly. "This Croser, we Russians know his kind all too

wel | ; and the Thi bodeau woman, yes. The True
Believer, mad and brilliant, and the bandit killer
follower... too many times has our suffering country

seen the likeofthem" Hecrossed hinself in Othodox
fashion, right to left. "W nust hope that sin does not lie
so heavy on Sparta as it does on the poor rodina."
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"So why are you

"My friend, this is not the tine. Some power
remains, to the CoDom nium to the Senate. Enough
to have ne renoved here if | give cause. Another
time—=

"Anot her dne may be too late.”

"I think not. Your war goes badly? Surely you do not
| ose. "

"Let's say we're not winning. Boris, the Fleet holds
all the power out here."

"Power? Power to destroy, perhaps. Not to build.
Not yet."

"Dammit, certainly enough power to intercept off-
pl anet supplies to the rebel s?

"Yes, probably."
"So why—=

"Comodore Cuil df ord has Navy comrand here.

He is typical of new Fleet officers," Karantov said. "He
chooses sides, not by principle, not by which is right
side, but which side wins, which is how he is

Conmodor e when sector like this would not rate nore
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than Captain of Fleet."
"And he thinks Bronson will w n?"

"He thinks he does not know. He thinks that by

doi ng nothing he will anger neither side, be able to
deal with winner." Boris Karantov shrugged.
"Sometimes that tactic works."

"It al so ensures that whoever does win will have no
use for you," Peter said carefully.

"Agreed. Is this warning, Rotr Stefanovich? | tell you
again, | do all | can. Mdre andtheywill renmove ne."

"More a warning to Cuildford, | think. Dammt,
Boris, a surveillance satellite would make a | ot of dif-
ference!"

"I will speak with Captain of Fleet Newell. You will
understand, Piotr Stefanovich, there is much synpathy
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for you in Fleet units here. Many have famlies here,
many have retired here, many nore think to retire
here. |Is not popular to watch this planet destroy itself.

"W are not destroying ourselves. W are being
destroyed. There is a difference."

"W, Piotr?" the CD man asked ironically.

"Yes. It's as nmuch ny fight as the Spartans. |'ve
found sonething worth fighting for —dammt, it can
be your fight too."

"Da. | know. "
"Then for God's sake help us."

"I tell you again, it is not yet tine." Karantov
reached into his attache case, and pulled out a mes-
sage cube. "The latest fromour observers at New
Washi ngton; sonewhat nore recent than officia
channels.” A CD Fleet courier could take a direct
route, through unsettled systens with no refueling
stations, if there was need.

"In brief, Astoria has fallen to the Legion, and your
Colonel is tearing up the Colunbia Valley to neet the
Friedl anders." He smled wanly. "A swift canpaign,
glory or defeat, and an honorabl e eneny- It seens |like
a vision of paradise, no?"

"So Fal kenberg has won?"

"When this nessage was nade, he was w nning his

war," Karantov said. "He will hold the inportant parts
of the planet. After that— He shrugged. "Is politics,
again."

"Thank you for the nessage."
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"And is this. From Grand Adniral Sergei

M kael ovitch, news so secret that it cannot be sent
except by word of nouth. The Grants have done al

they can to make Bronson relinquish this feud- He will
not "

"What does he want ?"
Karant ov shook his head. "Sone say he is mad. M, |
152 Jerry PouneUe is S.M Stirling

bel i eve not. But whatever his plans, he is spending
fortunes, and we dare not come to an open break with
him Not yet."

"We can tie himto the nmurder. That was his G and
Nephew there wi th Thi bodeau! | can't think Adrian
Bronson wants to be associated with atrocities.”

"Nor |. Your pictures will go to Sergei M kael ovitch,
and to Grand Senate. | can do no nore than that."

"I't may be enough."

"And it may not. My friend, Earth s life hangs in this
bal ance. Sergei Lennontov is no |longer sure that we
have one year, nuch less the ten we have all planned.
Certainly we do not if things come to open fight with
Bronson faction. My friend, we have done what we

coul d!'"

"Its nice to know you tried," Omensford said dryly.

Karantov snorted laughter. "Still am, thinking the
problemw Il yield to *can do,' eh, ny friend?"
"Boris, |'mbeginning to doubt | can do bl oody any-

thing. This war..."

The ot her man nodded. "Sone help | can be, per-

haps. The Admiral sends you Fleet Intelligence report
on Kenjiro Miurasald; we are certain now that he is
mercenary Bronson has hired for Croser."

"Bronson hired himdirectly?" Omensford said, bal-
anci ng the nessage cube in his lingers and then
slipping it into a pouch on his belt.

Kar ant ov nodded. "Wich may yet be cause of great

regret to Croser. Be careful, Piotr Stefanovich, be very
careful. The Meijians have sonme of best conputer
personnel in all seeded worlds, and Special Tasks, Inc.
hires only best of those. Mirasald is |ike ghost;

runored to be here, to be there, never proven. He
commands hi ghest fees. and his chosen held is the
under m ni ng of an opponent's own weapons and

personnel. | read fromreport. 'Subtle to a fault.
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Treacherous as a snake, and bound by no soldier's
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honor, not even as Meijians understand it. His only
scruple is loyalty to his enployer for nme termof the
contract.' " Karantov shrugged. "Fromthis | suspect
primary notivation is aesthetic —he is artist, artist of
assassination and subversion and death."

"That about describes the way things have been

goi ng," Owensford said feelingly. "All right It's a war of
attrition. The great thing is not to | ose your nerve. But
bl oody Hell, | could still use an observation satellite.”

Kar ant ov nodded, tapping his fingers against the
tabl e. "Request has been noted. Now. Grand Adnira

al so sends you hel p, twenty conputer specialists
recently retired fromBulnt. Experts in counter vira
work. This is, you understand, of npbst extrene
secrecy."

Onensford snmiled. "Boris," he said, "it's also
extrenely wel come. W& need them our own people

have enough to do with the Legion systens and a few
here in the capital; it's getting pretty bad out there."

°» °» -0-
"Interesting," the dark figure in the corner said.
"Very interesting information. Not vital, of course.”
Keys clicked as he scanned forward through the data.
"Interesting. They have discovered our origins from
Fleet Intelligence. Ah, they are sending technical spe-
cialists to help the Legion. Fascinating, and
incrimnating if ny principal could use this before the
Grand Senate, which of course he cannot. No access
codes, | see,"

"Miurasal d,"” the Hel ot commander said. "Skilly did
not appreciate that little surprise back with the CoDo."

Geoffrey Niles took another drink fromhis canteen;

water, unfortunately. | could we a drink right now, he
t hought. Cod. those pictures..

"Bl oody right," he rasped. "Qur plausible deniability is
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running too sodding thin for confort, M. Mirasald. If
the Grand Senator has this pinned on him—and I'm
pretty conspicuous —he'd |l ose half his influence in the
Fl eet, and every second nere on all the hundred pl anets
woul d be tal dng potshots at his people and interests —=

"Jeffi," Sidlly said, without taking her eyes fromthe
Mei jian.

The neeting was taking place in a farnhouse

nort hwest of Col chis; the Mwvenent had financed the
owner, decades ago. Land on the Eurotas was cheap,
and nostly free once you were a day's ride away from
the river, but equi prent was expensive. A few thou-
sand Crowns had nmade the difference between

peasant mi sery and nodest confort for the owner and
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his fanily, enough for ploughs, harrows, a satellite dish
for the children's education. In return couriers had a
safe place to stop.... the sound and snell of cooking
cane up through the floorboards of the attic. It added

an unreality to the neeting, N les thought: death and
conspiracy to the scent of fresh bread and a roast.

"Jeffi," Skilly went on, "in case you not notice, non
you working for Skilly now, not Earth Prime." She
turned back to the Meijian. "Well?"

He shrugged. "QOperational security in the conbat
zone is your responsibility,"” he said.

Sidlly shifted slightly; the Meijian did not tense, but
the chilly air of the attic was fully of a coiled al ertness.

"Yoshida was in command of that post." the wonan
said. "He responsible, Mirasald; should have his head,
too."

"No," Miurasald said flatly. "I do not abandon ny
peopl e. "

"Neither does Sidlly," the woman said. "Ones who
ofied the nmere fucked up by not hiding de evidence, and

they pay." She smiled at the ghastly pun. "But Yoshida
commander on site —he shoul d have checked-"
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"Field Prinme," Niles said. "If we just tightened the

behavi or of the troops up—

"Jeffi, shut up," Skilly said. She turned her head

toward him a slight trace of fear crept down the

Engli shman's spine. 'This the Revolution, Jeffi; we try
fighting by your rabbiblanco rules, they loll us all in a
month. That the reason their stinkin* Code there at all."

Niles fell silent; usually it was a teasing joke when
Sidlly referred to himas a rabbi bl anco, white-ass.
Not this tine.

Mur asal d chuckl ed softly. "Not the way our enem es
woul d put it, but noral considerations aside, quite
accurate. The Law of War certainly has a conservative
effect, making it difficult to fight wars with large or
radical ains. It favors established, regular forces."

He turned his attention to Ski Dy once nore. "I

woul d rem nd you that Earth Prine's main goal is to
hum liate the Legion. Not nerely to defeat it, but to
make Fal kenberg and its individual nenbers suffer,

to cause them pain and anguish. So | was ordered."

"Good, OK, absolutenente, once we win you can

have them all fucked to death by donkeys —but not
while it can backfire on we. Mn, Fal kenberg got

i nfluence! He winning his war, too. W get him mad
enough before Hel ots hol ding die planet, we gets the
Legion an' twenty thousand meres from Kali knows
where, themriding down in CD assault boats pretty
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i kely. Nobody off-planet except naybe Lernontov
much care what we do to Spartans, not enough to do
much, but the neres be a different story"

*Ts it certain that won't happen now?" Niles asked.
"Those pictures. Properly used, they mght get quite a
few vol unteers."

"Why?" Sidlly asked. "Not they fight."

"Not everyone woul d agree," Niles said.

"Jeffi, you crazy. Fal kenberg, maybe he get mad
156 Jerry Pounelle is S MStirling

enough, he talk them nmeres around, but it not they
fight unless they get paid."

"Yoshi da shall be reprimanded," Mirasaki said.

Sidlly snorted. "And all you people, they out of the
chain of command in nmy area,"” she said flatly. "No
operations wi thout regular Hel ot clearance."

"As you wish. Field Prime," Mirasald said, inclining
his head. The two | eaders stared at each other with
mut ual respect and equally absolute |ack of trust. The
Meijian rose and left without further word.

Ni |l es | ooked fromthe technoninja's back to Skilly's
face. Alike, he thought with an inward shudder. How
could I have missed it? What did that old book say
about Kritias, the pupil of Socrates who had become
one of the Thirty Tyrants?

"When a man is freed fromthe bonds of dogma and
custom where wi U he run? He has gotten hose, of the
soul if you like the word, or from whatever keeps a

man on two feet instead of four. And now Kritias too is
running on the nountains, with no nore between him

and his will than a wolf has."

When Niles was a child he had | oved Turkish

Delight; on a visit, Adrian Bronson had grown tired of
hi s whi ni ng and bought mm a whol e box while they

were at a county fair on the estate. Niles could
renenber the exact nonment when pleasure turned to

di sgust, just before the nausea struck; he had never
been able to eat the stuff again. No | essons |ike those
you teach yourself, his grand uncle had said to his

nmot her. . ..

"Sometimes Skilly think that one, he a sick puppy,"”

she said neditatively, |ooking after the Meijian. "Ukes
to hurt people. But terror only effective if it be used
selective... O maybe he not care so nuch who w ns?
Maybe he bossnman doan care?" Then her gaze sharp-

ened, fixing on the Englishman's face.
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"Ah, Jeffi, Skilly think you maybe getting second
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t houghts, maybe think Skilly not been telling you
everything," she said, grinning at him 'Too |late, me
mon. " She stepped cl oser, over the piled trunks and

boxes, putting a hand under his chin. "River of fire and a
river of blood between you and de old |ife now You be
Skilly's now, Jeffi. Skilly's and the Dreadful Bride's.

Cone on, we got a long ride ahead and a battle to tight."
e0 N N

"You know, Ceorge, |'m breaking the Code," Bar-
ton said to the other officer beside himin the I ounge
of the blinmp. "The unwitten sections, at least."

"Ch?" The other man | ooked up fromhis |aptop

The sunlight was fading outside, even fromtwo

t housand neters altitude; bel ow the obl ong shadow of
the lighter-than-air craft had faded as darkness fell.
They were two hundred kil oneters west of Mandal ay

now, anghng north across the bend of the Eurotas to
reach the Iands north of O ynthos. Bel ow t hem were

t he vast nmarshes around Lake Lynkestis, not a |ight
showing in all the area fromhorizon to horizon. The

| ounge was walled in clear plastic, a warm bubbl e of
light in the vast black stillness; sonmehow the throbbing
ofthe diesels was a lonely sound as they | eaned back in
their chairs with tobacco and cof fee and brandy.

Behi nd them the riding beacons of the other five
aircraft were drifting anber spots.

"Yeah. Gettin' enotionally involved with the
clients.”

"I know how you feel," Slater said. "Honelike here,

isn"t it?"

Barton pulled on his cigarette and nodded; they had

a lot in comon, despite Slater being half a generation
younger. Both fromthe Anerican sout hwest, he by

birth and Slater by heritage. Their famlies were from
country areas that had changed little since the com ng
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of the CoDom nium where as recently as their

teen-age years it had still been possible to pretend they
lived as free nen in a free country. Barton had been

born in Arizona, and George Slater had visited kin

there often enough. Slater's nother was a colonial from
a largely Anerican-settled planet as well.

"Better than home, if it weren't for the war," Barton
said. "After we —there | go again, after the clients win
— I "' mgiving serious thought about buying back ny
contract fromthe Legion and making a go of it in the
Royal Arny."

"Can't resist being a brigadier, eh?" Slater said,

| aughing silently. His face creased, |leathery with |ong
exposure to strange suns; he was a tall whipcord-Iean
man, brown hair sun-faded-
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"I't doesn't hurt," Barton said frankly. The pay isn't
spectacul ar, he reminded hinself. No better than

what he'd been getting as a Captain in the Legion,
considerably |l ess than he'd usually rmade as an inde-
pendent mere conmander with Barton's Bulldogs, if

you factored in the foreign-exchange difficulties. The
opportunity to use his skills on a |arger canvas was
nmore inportant; it had not been easy, going back

down the scale after having his own outfit. Before

Fal kenberg smashed it back on Tanith; that had been
just business, of course. Business, and | was on the
wong side. Didn't used to be so clear cut, right side,
wrong side. Now—

Now it's inportant.

"1*11 be hanging up nmy guns in another few years no
matter what," he went on, discarding a frayed tooth-
pi ck and fishing another out of a pocket. He had

pi cked that habit up on Thurstone, when tobacco was
unavail able. "I'm damm near sixty, George. Long past
time to think of settling dowmn." Even with regenn, it
was half a lifetine.
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"Me too," Slater replied. Barton gl anced over at

himin surprise. "G ndy doesn't think draggi ng the kids
fromone base to another is all that good an idea," he
expl ai ned. "Wants themto have a hone before they

| eave the nest. | always wanted |and of nmy own; any-
way, it's what | was raised to. Dad doesn't talk about it
much, but he still remenbers | osing the ranch.”

And you' d waited | ong enough. Barton thought,

with a certain wistful envy. Slaters father had been
wi t h Fal kenberg since before he took over the 42nd
CoDomi ni um Marines, the unit that had followed him
to becone the Legion. H's wife was a col onial, coun-
try-bom They had four children, fromthree to ten

"For that matter," Barton said, "I think Pete
Omnensford woul dn't m nd having a hone. He may
have found soneone to share it with—

"That Halleck girl?"

"Well, | notice he found reasons to visit the Hall eck
ranch, and now Lydia Halleck s in Sparta City for a
year at University—

"Well, well," Slater said. "Hadn't heard that | ast
part. Hell, Ace, we're none of us getting any younger
And this is a good world, good in |ots of ways."

"Can't fault the Spartans for their terns," Barton

said neditatively. Lateral transfer at their brevet ranks
was the least of it; automatic Gitizenship, |andgrants
,.. With their Royal Arny pay and partial Legi on pen-
sions throwmn in, they would be well-to-do nmen by |oca

st andar ds.
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"Mmm/m . And," Slater went on, "this place is
one of the few |'ve seen whose governnent doesn't
make me want to pinch ny nose and ' hol deth aside
tfie skirt of the garnent.'"

Barton's face went bleak. "Yeah. | like the people,
too. Which is why |'ve started wanting to win even
more than usual." You always did; a matter of
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sel f-respect, the Code, and of course you | ost fewer
men that way.

"Agreed." A shrug. "OF course, we're getting a | es-
son in what Christian Johnny al ways said, remenber?
"Soldiers are the cleanup crew.'"

One of Fal kenberg's history | essons was on how sel -
dommnilitary nmen had rmuch say in how their efforts

were applied. Arned force was a blunt instrunment in
politics, liable to do nore harmthan good unl ess

aimed with extrenme precision. At best, it bought tine
and space for the political |eaders to repair the politi-
cal mistakes that had | eft no choice but violence in the
first place.

The ot her man nodded and sipped at his brandy-
Danmed good, he thought.

"Well," he said, "at least this time we aren't hired by
the ones who screwed up." To bury the evidence under
t he bodi es.

"Dad's | ooking into another matter," George Sl ater
said. "Loyalties. It's easy to see what holds the Spar-
tans to their cause. The Hel ots are another matter

Whi docks working on political persuasion. W should
too."

"Sure," Barton said, "How?"

"Ch, maybe remnd them just what their |eaders do.

Left their troops and ran like hell at the Dales, saved
their skins by sacrificing everyone else. Get that story
across, and the first tinme they get a setback it's every
man for hinself." Slater tanped tobacco into a pipe.
"It's not as if the people they're follow ng are

adm rable. In anyway."

"Maybe their troops don't know that—=

"I'"'msure they don't,"'
woul d they stick?"

Slater said. "If they did,

"Maybe sone woul d. Revolutionaries. | |earned all
about fanatics on Thurstone, hell, before you were
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 161

bom But it's sonmething to dunk about." He | ooked at
his watch. "Another day's work in dynthos," he said.
Slater would be taking over there; it was the second-
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|l argest city on Sparta, center of the Mddle and Upper
Val l eys of the Eurotas. "And then on to the wilds of
the north for me. Should be interesting."

<o o e

"Are you all right, Margreta?" Melissa asked. She
had to | ean cl ose and put her ear to the young soldier's,
given the noise level. "You're pale as a sheet."

"I"'mfine," Margreta shouted back. Her fingers
were shaking slightly as she put on her helnet; the
noi se |l evel dropped i mediately, as the sonic sensors

automatically filtered out the background. "It's just..
the news about Lieutenant Lefkowitz, you know?
Everyone in the Legion is — Mstly mad enough to

rip out veins with their teeth, she thought. Wth ne,
it's nore personal. |'ve got to work with the animals
who did that.

Mel i ssa nodded and gave the younger woman's

shoul der a squeeze. Margreta sniled back. Be here. Be
ready for possible extraction, were all the orders diat
had conme from her clandestine Hel ot contact.

It had run through Fort Plataia |ike fire dirough
standi ng grass, and die execution of die four Helots
had done litde to cal mthe anger. The CoDoni ni um
audiorities had litde alternative but to accept diat as
sufficient; the Legionnaires would not. The Brother-
hoods seemto be al nost as angry, Margreta

di ought. There had been a del egati on of condo-

| ence, and a new rush of enlistnents. Frightening to
have di e eneny's nature driven home so thoroughly,
but diere was sonmediing in knowi ng you had a big
famly to protect you ... or at |east avenge you.

The new vehicle assenbly bay was even | ouder than
usual . Arnored vehicles were noving down die
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conveyor, and the air was full of die ugly howing rasp of
heavy-duty grindi ng machi nes, the ozone-snelling flash

of electrowel ders and the whine of pneumatic tools.

Each light tank started the line as an open frane; as it
passed down computer-controll ed overhead cranes

swung in, first with sections of hull-arnor to be wel ded
on, then with conmponents and engi nes and

transm ssions. Lighter parts |like the roadwheels and
tracks ran on trolleys up to the sides of die line, and the
last thing to be added was the turret with its basket,

| onered onto the Cataphract. These particul ar nodels

were SP guns, with 155mm gun-howi tzers in big boxy
turrets.

"Just shows what you can do if you have to," Melissa
said again, smling and wavi ng about at the vast exten-
sions which had nearly doubled the area of von

Al derheimWorks # 2. This time the Legi on hel met
delivered it in conversational tones. "After the war,
we' |l have twi ce the capacity we did going in. O
course, nost of it will be for tanks."
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They had becone friendly, after neeting at the
University's software departnent. Melissa von Al der-
hei m was nore than the daughter of Sparta's
weal t hi est industrialist and fiancee to Lysander Col -
lins; she was the best CAD CAM desi gner on the

pl anet. That was a rare art, these days, when design
changes were nostly a matter of styling and Buint
suppressed all real change. Miuch of the new output of
war machi nes was her doi ng.

"Two fifty per nonth of the AFV*s, and fifty of the
SP howi t zers?" she said.

Mel i ssa nodded. "It's the stabilization and optics that's
the bottl eneck," she said- "W're getting the Friedl ander
stuff through now. And an inquiry about what we're

using it for."

A natural worry; Daimerwerk Friedl and AG had
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 163

lucrative markets for armored fighting vehicles al
through this sector, and hiring out their panzer units
was even nore inportant to them Vehicles were

par ked outside, several hectares of themwaiting to be
driven down to die plant's docks on Constitution Bay,
everything fromjeeps and trucks to the sel f-propelled
guns she had seen under construction inside. The

| andi ng pl atforns were busy, barges and steanboats

and di esel s unloading netals and fornms, |loading with
vehi cl es and engi nes and general goods for transship-
ment upriver.

"This is going to cause the enemy hard trouble,"”
Margreta said. Then shivered. Wiy am | frightened?
she thought. It was just a routine consulting trip
and Maj or Ownensford said a hunch was your subcon-
cious telling you somet hing.

The main gate of the factory was on the other side
of the conplex, facing the main road into town; von
Al derhei m Works # 2 had been built on a greenfield
site, with plenty of roomfor expansion

FAMP. Al npst too loud to be an explosion, a pillar

of flanme reaching for the sky. Truck-bomb, she

t hought nunbly. Lots of big articulated trucks driving
up there all the tinme, although how they had got a
bonb past the checkpoints and inspections ... O
course. Use a legitimate | oad of explosives. And a sui-
cide driver. Wio would I ook for a bonmb in a ten-kilo

| oad of shell filler? Even this far away the bl ast was
perceptible, and the two Royal Arny troopers guard-
ing them wheeled, their rifles com ng up
automatical ly.

Cod, please. God, Margreta prayed, an atheist's des-
perate reflex as she cl eared her pistol

"WAit a minute," she said to herself, crouching and

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%2...0M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (120 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

| ooki ng around. Not hing, except the normal work of
the docks grinding to a halt as everyone turned to | ook
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at the pillar of snoke. The expl osi on was spectacul ar,
but not really damagi ng. No secondary blasts .., "It's a

di version!" she shouted, "Get —

KRAK A Peltast rifle; the nmassive 15nm round

smashed t hrough one soldier's spine and out the front of
his chest in a shower of bone and bl ood, ignoring his body
arnmor as if it were tissue. |Inpact sledged himforward
with his linbs flopping like a rag doll's. Margreta drew
and dove for cover; her arnored torso struck Melissa at
the same nonent, sending the slight Spartan woman

four steps back on her heels toward the shelter of an APC
Tlie Legionnaires free hand was reaching up to drag the

ot berwoman down into safety and —

KRAK- The 15nm round, which woul d have

punched through Melissa's center of mass if Margreta

had not noved her, struck and stdmed all al ong her

arm from shoul der to fingertips instead, shattering

bone and tearing nuscle. She went down with |inp

finality, her head thudding into the tungsten-steel

cleats of the personnel carrier's treads. KRAK Into the

|l eg of the soldier she had shot, blasting it off at the shin.

"God darrmi" Margreta shouted, pulling her com

muni cator free and dropping the usel ess pistol from

the other so that she could funble a hypo from her

belt and slap it against Melissa's neck. Gray skin, rapid
breat hing, sweat... shock.

"Medic, dustoff, Ms. von Alderheimis down, repeat,
dust of f soonest," she said. "Wund trauma, interna
bl eeding, nultiple fractures of the right arm" The
other Spartan trooper rose fromhis crouch and nred.

"Tall dns, Capital Seven here," a cal mvoice said
fromher hand unit. Her chest seenmed to turn tight
and squeeze; that was her Hel ot contact's codenane.
"Make sure of the von Al derhei mworman if you can.

Quickly."
Goddam she thought to herself. It seened to cone
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 165

fromsonme distant part of her mind, while her body
and nouth did things on their own.

"Quard Graffin von Alderheim" she said sharply,
drawi ng her pistol and noving forward into the maze

of parked vehicles. The sol di er shouted usel essly
behi nd her, and there was the heavy bwanggg of a

Pel tast round ricochetting off arnor, sending hi mback
to cover.

"God damm." Dangerous, but she had to get out of
the vicinity of Melissa. Otherwise, it would be difficult
to explain her survival
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And there were sonme things that you couldn't do
even to keep your cover

"God damn, we Legionnaires are supposed to

stop this sort of thing." That stopped her, for a
monent. We. We had al ways been her and Geor ge,
after Mdther went away. A helicopter went by

over head, and she shook herself back to awareness.

A CHAPTER SEVEN

Thomas Cook if Conpany: Al manac of Interstellar Travel
Transit tines for standard merchant charten

(Standard Terran nonth of 30 days)

Earth —Sparta (via Tanith); 6 nont hs
Tani t h — New Washi ngt on/ Franl di n systen 4 nont hs

New Washi ngton —Sparta (via Tanith): 9 nont hs

—all travel times nay he reduced by 50% or nore for nava
couriers, warships or assault transports.

PSS A -0-

When bad nmen conbi ne, the good nust associate; other-
wise they will fall, one by one, an unpitied sacriBce in a
contenptible struggl e.

— Edrmund Buri ce,
Thoughts on the Cause of the Present Discontents

<e -0 <e

Further, war, which is sinply the subjection of all life and
property to one nonentary aim is norally vastly superior to
the nmere violent egoismof the individual; it devel ops power

in the service of a suprene general idea and under a disci-
pl i ne whi ch neverthel ess pernits suprene heroic virtue to
unfol d. Indeed, war alone grants to mankind the magnificent
spectacl e of a general submission to a general aim

—Jakob Burl chardt, Reflections on History
<e A -V

"The bones in the arm and shoul der were severely
damaged. Shattered would not be too strong a word,"
the doctor said, with the inpersonal synpathy of her
craft. "Massive edema and tissue damage as well, from
hydrostati c shock."

Lysander |istened, but nost of his attention was
PRI NCE OF SPARTA

el sewhere. Melissa's face was barely visible through die
quartz view port in the regeneration tank universally
known as a mummy case. Her head was covered with a

white surgical bandage but it | ooked nore |ike an old
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fashi oned night cap. There was no makeup, but she
sel dom wore much anyway, and enough remai ned of

her tan to give sone illusion of healthy color. She
| ooked rel axed, even peaceful, but very hel pl ess, and
very still. She's always been so active. And now —

A nurse shoul dered t hrough, studied displays and

touched a few of the controls around the cocoon-Iike
capsul e of the regeneration tank, andleft silently. There
were half a dozen Life Guards outside the door, and a
sandwi ch-arnmor slab closed off the w ndow, but

otherwi se the small private roomin the St. Thomas

Royal Hospital was nothing out of the ordinary. Every
ward was overcrowded with war casualties, and the
regeneration clinics nmore than any.

Lysander swal | owed, hol ding his hel net awkwardly
in hands that suddenly felt too big. Freiherr von
Al derhei mwas there, |ooking sonehow defl at ed;

Lysander's father was there as well. holding hinself
erect now, but with an effort that showed the stoop

| urking beneath it. Recovery fromthe eneny's virus
attack was preceding, but still slowy. Queen Adriana
stood by, holding her husband's arm al nost visibly
willing strength into it.

CGod, | hate hospitals, Lysander thought. There was

the snell, of course, but that wasn't as strong as in a
battlefield surgical unit. Mstly there was a feel of sick-
ness to them a concentrated msery that soaked into

the wal | s thensel ves.

"That's fairly straightforward regenn work. though,"
Dr. Ruskin continued; her fingers touched the scanner
equi pnent tucked into the | oops of her green gown
slightly nervously. This was rather distingui shed com
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pany for a sickroom "At |east seventy-five percent,
possi bly conpl ete recovery. It's the neurol ogi cal dam
age that had us worried nost of the norning. Ten

hours of Sir Harlan's best work. It was, well, what he
was able to do was wonderful, that's all."

“She will recover?" von Al derhei m asked-
"Yes, we think so."
She doesn't sound very sure, Lysander thought.

"And she can still have children?" von Al derheim
i nsi st ed.

"Yes, there were no injuries of that land," the doctor
said. This tinme she sounded nmuch nore confidant.

"Does she know we're here?" Queen Adriana
asked.

"No, Madane," Dr. Rusldn said. "W're using a
neur ol ogi cal hookup to keep her asleep until the
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regeneration stinulation process takes hold."

"So there's no point in her father and my son staying
her e?"

"I wish they wouldn't," Rusldn said. "We're terribly
crowded, and sone of the staff are awfully young; they
want to see Hi s Hi ghness close up, and that can be
disruptive. It really would be better if you go back and
wait at the Palace. We'll let you know in plenty of tine
bef ore we wake her up."

"She shouldn't be alone," Lysander said. "W failed
her. | failed. Her and the whole planet, | can't protect
them and —=

"Nonsense, " the Queen said. "You can't be every-
where at once."

"1 know, Nbther, but— .

"And the doctor is right, Lysander, W are in the
way. "

"How |l ong? Until she wakes up?" Lysander
denmanded.

"Ni ne days minimum More likely eleven."
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 169

"Hrfm You're certain there's nothing we can do
her e?"

"Not hing but get in the way," the doctor said. "You
could go say a few words to anyone off duty in the staff
| ounge. They all want to see you. But otherw se—

Her voice softened. "You needn't worry that she'll be
negl ected. Hi ghness. There's no one here who doesn't

| ove the Princess. Soon to be Princess. W'Ill have

her well in tinme for the-wedding, Prince Lysander. |
swear it."

"Thank you. And there's work to do." He started

toward the door, then went back inside the room al one
after the others left. Lysander, Prince of Sparta, put
bot h hands on the tank and spoke quietly. "lI'msorry,"
he said- He straightened and | ooked at the bl ocked off
wi ndow as if he could see through to the city outside,
to the city and the countryside beyond. "lI'msorry." He
stood that way a long tinme. Wen he turned to | eave,

his face mi ght have been carved from stone.
3 &o N N

Di on Croser stepped to the edge of the dais and

rai sed his hands. Silence fell across the stadiumlike a
ripple through the ocean of forty thousand faces, all
turned toward him Behind himhis inmge stood, fifty
meters high on the great screen; he flashed his fanous
grimsmle and | eaned his hands on the lectern. It was
hill night, but the blazing rectangles of light all around
the upper tiers nade a white day of the sloping seats,
shutting out the dark and the stars. Searchlights stood
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between them shining vertical pillars thousands of
meters up into the sky until they nmerged into a canopy
of white haze; between them were gi ant Moyvenent

banners, the black circle on red with the red = sign in
its mdst.

"Victory!" he said.
The word rolled and boonmed back fromthe anpi-
170 Jerry Pounelle 6- S M Stirling

theatre, and the crowd roared. A wave of pure noise

that thudded into you like a fist in the gut. Terrifying,
if you were the crowd's eneny. Exhilaration beyond

wor ds when di e adoration of the many-throated beast
struck. The stadium was just off Government House

Square; they would be hearing it in the Pal ace

hearing it in every house in Sparta Gty.

Power, he thought. This is power.

The sound went on and on, building until the

ground shook with it; the white-noise surf of it gradu-
ally nmodul ating as the disciplined bl ocks of NCLF
mlitants chanted.

"Dion the Leader! Dion to Power!" Mbre and nore
falling in with the chant. "D ON THE LEADER
DI ON TO POVNER! "

He |istened, waiting for the peak nonent; they

were |ike sone snoboth sculptor's material under his
command, and he could feel threads of unity stretch-

ing out fromhis mnd to each of theirs. The sound was
unal tered, but he could feel a nonent s snpoth pause
inside hinself, like the hesitation of water at the top of
a fountain s arc. He raised his hands, and silence fel
like a curtain into an aching void.

"My people," he said, and there was a sigh |like a
vast noan.

You are ny people, he thought. Foolish and brutish
and short-sighted, you are what others have made
you. ©Made you, and then despised you for it; but you
will followme. and | will give you back your pride.
Make you worthy of yoursel ves.

"My people —the people of Sparta! Tonight we

cone here together to celebrate a great victory, a vic-
tory over oppression, over arrogant elitism For half a
year, we have canpai gned together in the Constitu-
tional referendum Peacefully —

—except for the riots and so forth —
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"—we have gone from nei ghborhood to nei gh-

borhood, fromtown to town. explaining our just cause
—the cause of denocracy, of universal sufferage and
human equality. Not once have we forbi dden those
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who oppose us, those who have usurped the People's
power, from argui ng agai nst us. Toni ght we see the
results!"”

It was a warm early-sumer night, and the lights

and crowd nade it a hot one; he could feel the thin
filmof sweat on his face fighting with the makeup
artist's powder, and trickling down his flanks. Snel
it as well. That did not bother him it was a sign of
honest | abor, of the |abor that had earned himthis
prize. He made a small notion with the fingers of

his |l eft hand, and behi nd hi m nunbers sprang out
across the simulacrumof his own face.

"Two thirds have voted yes to the great question of
our day: Should all Spartans share equally in the sov-
ereign franchise of citizenship as their inalienable
ri ght? The Peopl e have spoken! Let those who dare
deny their voice and their right!"

Anot her roar, harder this tinme, with an undertone
of guttural nenace that bristled the hair along his

spi ne.

"Fel | ow Spartans —fellow citizens — another

crashing bark of cheering "—our struggle has been

long and difficult. I must confess,” and he | owered his

eyes, "there was a time when | too, was heedl ess of the
sufferings of the people —better than the corrupt
clique around the sel f-appointed kings only because

was i gnorant rather than callous."

Anot her wash of sound, denial this tine.

"Yes! But | went to the People, learned fromthe

People — he raised his face, letting humlity slide into
an expression of iron determ nation "—and together,

we built the Movement. Only a few of us at first, but
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nmore and nore as the years went by. The vanguard of
the People, building their power brick by brick."

He gripped the sides of the lectern, |eaning forward
and letting his voice go | ow and confidential. The
sound- system here was excell ent.

"The kings thought they could stop us with bribes

and lies, by having the Mlice and the RSMP break
heads. Many of our brave conrades — he shot one

hand out towards the NCLF contingents, with their
Party banners inscribed with the names of the martyrs
"—have fallen. Yet not once have we answered their
provocations in land, despite the brutalities, the
brutalities that have driven sone poor souls into the
hills. Helots in truth, ground down under the heel of
mlitarism—and while we cannot condone their
actions, we understand only too well their reasons.

"And that is howwe'll build the New Order —
brick by brick, with discipline and patience. First, we'll
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present the results of the people s will to the Kkings.
Then, whether they agree or not —because those

sane results show that ours is the rightful authority —
we'll hold elections for the Constitutional Conventi on,
and there we, the People's choice, will nake a new
Sparta, one that will produce sonething besides the

endl ess taxes and war and poverty the kings and their
flunki es have brought us. And then we'll elect a gov-
ernment of the people!"

"Dl ON THE LEADER! DI ON TO PO/ER
DO\t DIONT DI ONEY

This time he let it go on nuch |longer, falling away
raggedly into silence.

"But," he said, then paused while the quiet built.

"But. If the Royalist clique refuse to heed the people's
will then —if they try to turn the guns of the bandits
and ni sgui ded youngsters they cal Tthe Royal Spartan

Army on us —why, then -+ His | ean, slab-and-angle
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face contorted, and a fist crashed down on the podi um
"They' || feel the people's anger!"

A choppi ng gesture cut short the answering how . "I

make not threats." he continued blandly. "United,

we'll carry the people's cause to victory. You have done
a great deal, and there's a great deal nore to be done.
Toni ght, enjoy your well-earned victory."

He drew hinself up, and gave the Myvenent sal ute,
fists denched and wrists crossed over his head, then
wheel ed and wal ked briskly through the door beneath
the huge overhead display screen

"Congratul ati ons, Leader!"

He waved to the crowd of NCLF functionaries; his

bodyguards cl osed in around him protecting from al

but a few of the hands thrust forward. Croser wal ked

slow y, grabbing the proffered hands and cal ling peo-

pl e by nanme, he nmade a point of knowi ng as many as

he coul d. Fragnments reached him best speech ever

and, inspiring. It was that, he thought critically; a first-
rate professional job of work, if he did say so hinself.
Oratory and organi zati on were the basic skills of the

revol utionist, and he had both.

There were only a few of the inner circle in the room
where he sat to let the specialists sponge off the makeup
One of them was Mirasaki, he thought —it was difficult
to tell, with the Meijian —but npst were section-heads
and the anal ytical staff, going over the effect of the
ref erendum campai gn and the neeting toni ght on

publ i c opi nion.

' That shoul d throw about one percent of the Citi-
zen body to us,"” the senior statistician was saying.
"About two percent to the SCA. Unfortunately, itu
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also firmup nost of the rest with this new Crown Loy-
alist Party."

Croser scow ed slightly, holding out his fingers for a
cigarette before he stripped off the tunic and began to
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towel down his torso; his neck and shoul ders were
beginning to ache slightly with the | eftover tension of
hi s performance. The Loyalist-Pragmati st nerger was

not unforseen, but it was still a negative devel oprent.
So was the tightening loyalty of many non-Citizens to
the Royalist cause; loyalty to their Ctizen enployers,
in many cases. Particularly out in the long-settled parts
of the countryside, where it was becoming a serious
enbarassnment to the Helots. Bad enough that npbst of

the Lower Valley had either given the referendum a

"no" answer, or boycotted die whol e operation. Too
many boycotted the el ection, and the Royals know that,
know we faked it. but they aren't saying anything.

Why? But it didn't natter. Nunbers didn't count.

What counted was strength. And we're gaining, and
they're | osing, because we hww we're going to wn.

0 N *»

Croser's image faded fromthe tel evision screen. Dr.

Cal dwel | Whi dock stared at the set for a nonent.

"Man could charmthe scales off a snake," he said. He
turned off die set and | ooked up at his visitor. "Drink?
You | ook |ike you could use one."

"l suppose,” Lysander said absently. "But it doesn't
do any good."

"No, reckon not, and good tiling you know that,"
Whi dock said. "But this tine | dunk no harm done.
Bour bon all right?"

"Sure. Dr. Whidock, we've got to do sonediing
about that man."

"Wel |, yeah, you surely do," Whidock said. One sec-
tion of die book case behind his desk was hinged. It
swung out, books and all, to reveal a snmall cabinet.
Whi dock poured two drinks, added water, and handed
one across his desk. "Cheers. Yes,-sir, your Highness,
you surely do. So why don't you?"

"What shoul d we do?" Lysander asked.
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"Turn himover to Jesus and Catiierine Al ana,"

Whi dock said. "I doubt he knows everything, but he'l
sure know enough you could put a big dent in dieir
operations.”

"Just arrest hin? Question himw di drugs, or
worse? W can't do dial"

"Well, you can do diat," Widock said. "Least for
now you can. Gve himnore time and naybe you won't
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be able to. But right now you can, and you'd save lives
by doin' it" Widock sipped at his drink and | ooked
over die top of die glass at Lysander. "For instance, |
expect he approved diat attack on your |ady."

Lysander | ooked as if Whidock had struck him
"You believe diat."

"Surely do. Can't believe diat wasn't approved at

their highest levels. Tell you anodier tiling. | hope you
got real good people watchin' diat hospital. Real good,
and a lot of'em 'cause diey're likely to try again."

"Why? What did Melissa do to thenP"

"She did plenty,"” Widock said. He ran his stubby
fingers through his mane of white hair. "Plenty.
Desi gned those tanks for one. Snhubbed M. Croser
and diat Skilly woman at a night dub for anodier."”

"I didn't know diey'd net."

"Happened when you were off-planet," Whidock

said- 'Yeople tell ne diings maybe diey don't tell you
Story got back here you were on Tanith all set up with
diat hotel girl. Lady Melissa took to being squired
around by di e youngest Harriman boy. | guess |'m not
surprised no one told you."

"No, no one did —

"Don't reckon it mattered a |l ot eidier," Widock
said. "Far as | can see she was pretty careful 'bout
where di ey went, public places, avoid scandal. Sensi-
bl e | ady, even when she's nmadder'n hell at you. Wdi
good reason, too. 'Course her whole point was that
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you'd find out. bit of irony there you never did- Any-
way, one night they went to a charity thing, and Croser
was there with that Sidlly. He got drunk, started talk-
ing to her about you and what you'd be doing on

Tanith. | don't know what all was said, but it ended up
she sl apped Croser hard across the face and wal ked

out. Looked for a minute Iike Croser was going to do
somet hi ng about that, but nothing came of it. But he
sure didn't like it, and neither did that Skilly."

"l never knew —But that's not reason to have her
lolled™

"M ght be to him" Witlock said. "Just might be, and

if she said the wong things about that SidBy person,

there'd be another. But the real reason to kill her is to get
at you. |If they thought she didn't |ike you, thought she

was goi n* through with this marriage for politics, she'd

be safe enough, they'd purely |love to have you in a bad

marri age where you're likely to do sonething stupid.

But the way you two been canyin' on, like love birds, it's
pretty clear you nade up what ever problens you had,

and that's not so good, the way they see it."
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"What the heBis it to thenP"

"Come off it. Hi ghness,” Witlock said. "You got to
know, for all practical purposes right now you are the
nation. Oh, sure, people |love your father, but they
think of himas the old king, nice old man, symnbol of

the nation and all that, but still, he's the old king. And
they trust David to do what's best if there's peace, but
there ain't no peace, and they don't see there'll be -any

peace without you make it happen. Now nost tines

maybe its best you don't act like you know all this, but
this is atime for sone plain talk. Whatever future this
experinent in the good society has got, right now it
pretty nuch rests on you."

Lysander didn't say anything. Witlock nodded.
"So, we got that straight. Now, about Croser."
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"But —Dr. Whidock, he's been careful, there's no
evi dence to connect himor his political movenent
with any of this. No crimnal acts."

"Well, that's right, and if that's what you're waiting
for, you'll never get it," Witlock said. "Son, a |ong
time ago a nan naned Burke said that for evil to win
all that's got to happen is that good nmen do nothin’
That's happening here. You're in a war, and you got to
fight it like a war."

"And if we get like the eneny what's the point of
Wi nni ng?"

"That's what King David' s always sayin'," Whidock

said. "Your father, too, sometinmes, not so nuch now.
Lysander, let me tell you sonmething, you couldn't in a
mllion years be |like themeven if you was to work at
it." Widock studied papers on his desk for a nonent-
"You better think about it. 1'll go on plannin' the
politics for you, and Pete Oanensford will go on fightin
the eneny for you, good nen will go on dyin' for you,
and hell, it may be enough. Prince Lysander, it just may
be enough, and maybe you got a point. You' ve got a
decent government, and Lord knows |'d hate to see it
turn mean, but you better think. Your H ghness. Just
how many of your people are you willing to see killed
just so Citizen Dion Croser can have his legal rights?"

N CHAPTER EI GHT

To be a general it is sufficient to pay well, command well,
and hang wel |.

—Sir Ral ph Hopton circa 1689

o »<e o

The discipline enforced by firing squad or pistol is inferior
to that accepted, self-inposed discipline which characterizes
good sol diers. Regul ations designed to keep dull-witted con-
scripts together on the shoul der-to-shoul der battlefiel ds of
t hebl ackpowder era are inappropriate in an age when weap-
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ons and tactics demand di spersion on the battlefield, and

when the initiative may be nore inportant than blind obedi-

ence. In the last analysis fighting spirit centres on the norale
of the individual soldier and the snmall group of conrades

wi th whom he fights.

—John Keegan and Richai-d Hol nes; Sol diers
O <e <e

If I learned nothing else fromwar, it taught me the false-
ness of the belief that wealth, material resources, and

i ndustrial genius are the real sources of a nation's mlitary
power. These things are but the stage setting: those who
manage t hem but the stage crew.

The play's the thing. Finally, every action large or small is
deci ded by what happens there on the |ine where nen take

the final chance of life or death. And so in the final and great-
est reality, that national strength lies only in the hearts and
spirits of nen.

-S.L. A Marshall
N 4_ *>
Crofton's Encycl opedia of the Inhabited Planets (2nd Edition):

Stora Mne: Mning settlenent in the southern foothills of the
Kuprwi Mountains (qg.v.), north of Lake Al exander in the Upper
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Val |l ey section of the Eurotas river, on the planet Sparta (g.v-).
The initial CoDom nium University survey of Sparta indicated

that the eroded vol cano | ater christened Stonioerg contained
unusual concentrations of nmetallic ores. Researchers

hypot hesi zed that during the original uplift process which
produced the Kupros Muntains, a "plug" of freakishly

m neral -rich magma was extruded through a fissure. Over tine,

the rapid erosive forces produced by Sparta's 1.22 G stripped
away the covering of softer rock, exposing the core and
depositing alluvial metal deposits extensively in the area. The
rock of northern slopes of the mountain contains up to 8%
copper, 6%l ead, 2% silver and significant quantities of platinum
pal I adi um and thorium group netals; |ocally higher

concentrations are studded through the mass of the nountain

and nearby deposits of "ruddl e" hematite have iron contents of

up to 83% Exploratory nmining began during the period of

CoDom ni um admi ni stration and full-scale exploitation

comrenced with the chartering of Stora Mnes Inc. in 2041

Bot h open-pit and shaft mning is carried on; facilities include a
geot hermal power plant, snelters and concentration plants, the
215-kilometer electrified railway to Lake Al exander, and

m scel | aneous support, maintenance and repair industries.

Description: The settlenent of Stora Mne |ies on an eroded

penepl ane at the northeastern edge of Storaberg M. Built-up

areas are largely confined to "ribbon" devel opnents al ong the
val | eys of the northeast-southwest tending ridges. The centra
town is laid out on a grid basis, form ng an H surroundi ng two
public squares, and includes a business district, public buildings
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and the railroad station. Total population (2090) is 27,253,

i ncluding many tenporary workers housed in conpany barracks.
Climate is severe, roughly anal ogous to northeastern M nnesota

or southern Siberia; the | onger seasons nake this a | oose

conpari son, however. The sflt-hlled basins and rocky hills of the
pi ednmont zone running down to the | akeshore have been

ext ensi vely devel oped to supply the mining | abor force and enjoy
nore noderate tenperatures...

oA -V e

There is a sem -facetious classification of officers long famliar
to many of the mlitary fraternity. It does credit to the

under standi ng of its unknown originator as well as to his sense of
hunor. Its lightly sketched inplications when further explored
and a little anplified approached conclusions that are not so
hunorous. Using the terns "brilliant,"” "energetic," "stupid," and
"l azy" and applying themto a selected group of people of whom
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i
the stupidest and | aziest may still be well above the average of

brilliance and energy in the general community, a scale for
measur enent of certain aspects of individual mlitary potentia
may be constructed...

Tile O ass Four officer we nust study diligently, to devise the
means of identifying himin, and elinmnating himfrom the
mlitary services. The conbination of stupidity and energy is the
fornmula of ambition other than a | audable kind. The anbition
generated is too often entirely personal and totally unconcerned
with any elenments contributing to the general welfare that are

not also an occasion of individual preferment , . . Mrally
courageous he is not, since this quality is all too often

i ncompatible with personal ambition. G ven experience, he may

be to a degree | earned. He may be cautious, crafty, cunning, and
is seldom | acking in decisiveness, but he can never be wi se, just,
| oyal, or conpletely honest. Al too often he achieves a personally
successful mlitary career. Energetic stupidity, once invested
with authority and all owed to accunul ate experience, can do a
convincing initation of a hard driving professional soldier..

—Joseph Maxwel | Cameron, The Anatony of Mlitary Merit

°» <e N

Wnter still lay heavy on the southern sl opes of the
Kupros Mountains. The dawn was bright but hard,

and the cold wi nd sighed nournfully through the
branches of the dark pines and | eafl ess birch-trees.
These nountains were not as high as the Drakons; the
qui ck erosion of a heavy-gravity world had scoured

t hem down, al though the peaks were still glacier-
crowned fangs four thousand neters high. The | ower

sl opes were a wil derness of canyon and gully badl and,
tunbl ed boul ders | arger than houses, rushing torrents
and new forests just gaining a foothold am d the shat-
tered granite and vol canic scree.

Ski da Thi bodeau sat | ooking thoughtfully down ne
I ong slope toward the foothills; Lake Al exander was
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i nvi si bl e beyond. C oud-shadow noved across the

huge chaotic | andscape, and the young sun tinged the
snowdrifts with pink. An orderly handed her a cup of

cof fee, and she chewed on a ration bar, a |eather of
fruits and nuts. It was cold enough to nake the hairs in
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her nostrils stick together when she inhaled, but snow
m ght begin to nelt by m daftenoon; weather turned
quictdy this time of year in the Upper Valley.

"CK," she said after a nonent. "Von Reuther, how
are the troops?"

"Those in the |atest wave fromthe Dal es are now

fully rested. The first arrifals are restless." The GCer-
man- born ex-CD officer had been in charge of

keepi ng the inflow i nconspi cuous until she arrived.
"Some attenpted to desert."

"We doan all ow no deserters.”

"Ja, we know how to deal with those." The Gernan
shrugged- "We have done so. But these are not regul ar
sol diers, and we are short of non-comm ssioned offi-
cers. Too many were | ost covering our retreat in the
Dal es. "

"Hard fight, but we win in the Dales,” Skilly said.
"Victory there. Show we can stand up to the Cits."

"I agree. And so we tell the recruits," von Reuther

said evenly. "But they were also told they will w n soon.
They believe this, but one does not | eampatience in

Wel fare Island. The war goes on, for nmany |onger than
anyt hing they have ever done in their nmiserable lives."

"You knew what kind of recruits you were getting,"
Skilly said. Her voice hardened. "You tell ne you
know how to nake sol diers out of them You say
CoDos been doing that for fifty years, taking gang-
banger honeboys and naki ng them Marines."

"And so we have. Field Prine. But we do not also

hi de from police while we train CoDom nium

Mari nes, ja? Wen they graduate they parade, people
cheer, pretty girls admire unifornms. Not here." He
straightened formally. "Field Prinme, if you are not
satisfied with my performance—=

"You not thinking of quitting on Skilly?" Everyone
in the roomstiffened, and tension nounted. Then,
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suddenly, she grinned wol fishly. "You doin' fine. Doan
worry so much. Everything goin' just |ike we want."

The Hel ots had been noving nen and supplies

fromthe Dales to the Kupros in dribs and drabs since
the mdwi nter battles. It was a long way fromthe

Dal es, north and east along the foothills. Longer when
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you had to nove in snmall bodies and take extreme care
not to be observed. The Kupros hel d few peopl e away
fromthe mning settlenments, but there were ranches
in Ae hill-and-basin country of the piednont, and the
odd trapper el sewhere.

"You want fighting, we do that, all right. Now listen
up, everyone." The dozen or so conmanders | eaned
closer. "QOperational plans you all got, so Field Prime
will tell you the general stuff again. W not trying to
hol d what we take, but this be no hit-and-run, either.
Two overall objectives: tenporary econom c danage,
maybe some | oot, but mainly we denoralize the mli-

tia. Then it easier next tinme."

She dusted her hands, set the cup down on the pine
needl es and w apped her arns around her knees. The
hard wol fish faces about her were intent. Everything
seened very clear: von Reuther's nethodical clock-

m nd maki ng notes, Two-knife's rock solidness, N les
still with alittle of the detached air —not as much,
maybe he getting over it; this fight show it one way or
the other —the others frowning a H de- One of them

rai sed a hand.

"Field Prime, the original planning called for

maxi mum attack on off-world mning equi prrent. My

I ask why that's been changed?" They were all aware of
the i nportance of denying the Royalists foreign
exchange to buy weapons systens.

"Because, Hemandez, due to our, ah, consultants,
and ot her things which you got no need to know, the
overal | schedul e been noved up. W be needi ng CD
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credits and Friedl ander marks soneday too. And
maybe von Reuter getting them parades he wants
sooner than we think."

Predatory grins at that. None of these nen intended
to live in caves for the rest of their lives.

"OK," Skilly continued. "So you got the schedul e of
targets, stuff they can replace but not quick. Now,
basic, this is a terror raid. Renenber, though, it

sel ective terror. W has to show the workers they
shoul d be nore afraid of us than the Royalists, and the
Cits that fighting us is no way to protect their
househol ds —ust the opposite, that the fact. Useless if
they think we kill everyone no matter what they do.
Understand nme? W want to denoralize, not make

cornered rats. Collateral damage in the course of
operation be fine; any unauthorized nurder, rape,

| ooting or arson, | want punished quick and public and
hard. Skilly will hang anyone not understand that.

"So," she went on, after neeting the eyes of each

"Next, we gots to have real careful tining. Troops,

they full of beans and think they can lick the world, we
convi nced themwe won the Dales fight. They believe
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that, doan natter what really happen." And they do
fight good. AU of them For a monent she remem

bered the provisional conpanies |eft behind to protect
the retreating | eadership. No onelets w thout eggs.
Too nany eggs that tinme, but Skilly | eam "Good they
got confidence, bad if they be getting the stuffing
knocked out. Better we not believe our own propa-

ganda; we still no able to fight the eneny on their own
terns. W nmake them fight on our terns. First —
<-<e<»

"It's a good computer system"” the nmilita staff chief
of Stora Mne said; the conmander was out with the

troops. "Only as good as the input, of course, but it
does hel p us coordinate things on the security side."
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"l see." Ace Barton was deliberately noncomittal

They were a very long way indeed from Sparta Gty
—seven thousand kiloneters or nore by river, about
half that as the crow flew —in an area crucial to the
war effort- The windows on one side of this room
showed the reason why. The great openpit m ne had

been operating for fifty years, but it had only just
begun to make a mark on the jagged side of the
mountain, itself a lone outlier of the Kupros range that
stretched across the northern horizon. A semcircular
bite had been taken out of its side, stepping up the
striated rock in snmooth terraces; there were huge
diesel -electric trucks at work there now, hauling down
the ore blasted free fromthe face. Another charge
went off, and hundreds of tonnes slid slowy down to
lie in a nibbled pile. As the dust clouds settled,
hundreds of overalled figures swarned forward with
pneumati c hamrers, while others waited with
scoop- | oaders.

The nmanager —her name was O af son —nodded
when she noticed the direction of his eyes.

"Bit archaeol ogical, the technique, but it's actually
cheaper than sonic crushers and robots," she said
cheerfully. "Cheaper than asteroid m ning, even, zfwe
wat ch the costs carefully. This is an unusual formation:

copper, silver, thoriumand platinum iron, nickel
Mechani cal crushing, then powdering, chemi cal

separation, magnetic; we ship the easier stuff in ingot
formdown the railway to the | ake, south to the Vul can
rapi ds by barge and then down to d ynthos over the

railway around those. Powdered slurry along the same

route for the nore refractory materials. W run some

shaft m nes underground as well, and this is the

collection point for a |lot of independent outfits up in the
hills." Ascow. "Or was, before the bandits got so bad."

She indicated the jagged |ine of the nountains.
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"We've got a geothermal power station here as well,
about 400 MW so what with one thing and anot her
we' ve becone the second center of the Upper Valley,
after dynthos."

Ansel m Barton had been exam ning the retrieva

system it was |like much else on Sparta, a cobbl ed-

t oget her conprom se. Bul ky | ocally-nmade displ ay

monitors, rather than the thin-filmliquid crystal units
made el sewhere, and nultiple termnals routed through
ordinary laptops into the mainframe unit. That was a
featurel ess cube about three tinmes the size of a briefcase,
hooked in turn to a databank about the same size-

"Eart h- made?" he asked-

"Earth's systens are overpriced junk." G afson

replied with a snort; her civilian hat was deputy

Vi ce-presi dent for operations of Storaberg M nes Inc.

"No, from Xanadu. Thirty years old, and still works like

a charm" She nodded again at his unspoken question

"Yes, we check for viral infiltration regularly, and we've
had your people up on the link too, once a week. That

what brings you here?"

"Part of it. W' ve brought sonme technicians al ong
with us,” Barton said. He was nervous about that-
However careful these people were, they were work-

ing with old equi prent and they were provincials.

The Legion's own conputers had Read Only Menory
programm ng; efficient for mlitary use, but not flex-
i bl e enough for a civilian operation. And Mirasaki's
technoni njas are just too damm good with computers.

"Tart of it. Wiat's the rest of it?" she demanded.
"You're here with your headquarters groups, Legion-
naires at the landing field, and two battalions nore on
the way- Sonething's up?"

"Well, not really. Bit of paranoia- Here, show off
your system"

"No problem" G afson said. "Here's how we've
186 Jerry PouneUe » S M Sttrftng

managed it. This systemis got lots of capacity; we got it
cheap, that's why we've got a central unit rather than a
di spersed network."

She called up a map of the mine and area. 'There

are about six thousand people working for the Com
pany, a thousand or so Citizens and | ong-term

enpl oyees, the rest casuals. As many again in depend-
ents, service industries and so forth. W' ve always had
a Conpany police" —Storaberg Mnes Inc. was

owned by the managers and skilled enpl oyees, nostly
—"whi ch we've expanded to about five hundred mnen,
with Citizen officers and light infantry weapons. Your
Captain Al ana's peopl e checked them we spotted half

a dozen Hel ot plants anong the recruits, and hanged
themto di scourage others."
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"This perineter?" Barton asked, drawi ng a finger
along a dotted I|ine,

The whol e installation was spread out over kil omre-

ters of rough country, patches of housing or nmachinery
sheds in pockets of flat ground separated by forest and
rocky hilts.

"Well, that's the problem It's hard enough to get

people to live up here anyway, you couldn't at all if you
tried to cramthemin cheek-to-jow . W've got first-
rate all-weather roads, though." A true rarity on

Sparta, outside the capital and sonme of the |arger

t owns.

"H e perineter guard is sensors and detectors, with

bl ockhouses here" —points sprang out —"nmanned by

the security force and by mlitia on rotation. If there's an
alarm all the Citizens and the reliable non-Ctizens and
their famlies concentrate here, in the Arnory, or at
assenbl y- poi nts throughout the settlenent, and nove

to where they're needed. Al the real non-conbatants,

kids and so forth, head for the Arnory; its massive.

mostly underground, with a cleared field of fire all
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around- Not that we expect an attack here, of course, the
Hel ots haven't been within fifty kilometers of us, but

we' re al so the coordinating point for the other nining
settlenents, and the farm ands and ranches all around

the north shore of Lake Al exander. There are nore of

them than you'd expect, with the mnes to feed. There's
good land up here, it just doesn't cone in big blocks Iike
it does down in the Valley

"And then," she continued, "we've got the woods al
around the mne sown thickly with disguised sonic and
vi sual sensors; anything suspicious is routed directly
through here and to the rel evant perineter posts.

M nefields all around; nultiple-use, they can be set
for command detonation or sonic, thermal or vibra-
tional triggers —cost a fortune."

Barton nodded. "Okay. Now let's | ook at that
perineter."

" ,\b\/\/?"

"No tine like the present." He led the way outside
the room and down the corridor toward the coffee
room When they got there he ushered her inside
despite her surprise, and closed the door behind him
A Legi on sergeant had set up equi pnent on the lunch
tabl e.

"Secure, Andy?"

"Yes, sir. There was a bug, but | sort of stepped on
it"

"Bug? In here?" Karen O afson stared at the red-
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hai red headquarters sergeant. "Are you sure?"

"Dam sure. You put it there, right?" The sergeant
stared nmenaci ngly at her.

"What ? General Barton—

"She's okay, sir," Sergeant Andrew Biel slds said,
continuing to study the console he had set up on the
table. That's genui ne shock reaction."

"Bight. Was there a bug in here, Andy?"
188 Jerry Pounelle 6- S.M Stirling

"Not in here, sir. But there's a couple in the corri-
dor, and I'lIl bet my arse the conputer system s been
penetrated. Ma'am if you'd just put your hand on this
plate for ne. Now the other hand here. Excellent.
How s the weat her outside? Know any Hel ots?"

Fury and curiosity were fighting it out on Karen
O afson's face. Curiosity won. "All right. CGeneral, what
i sthis?"

Barton got another nod from Sergeant Bielslds.
"They' re planning sonet hing,"” Ace said. "Sonething
big, fromthe nunber of troops they've been infiltrat-
ing into this area. Damed near a reginent."

"I —how do you know t hat ?"

"Luck. Good and bad | uck. The good |uck was one

of their deserters got to sleeping with a local girl, one
night tried to warn her to get away before this week.

Bad | uck was local intelligence decided not to risk
sending it on the wire—=

"Or telling me," Karen said indignantly.

"Yes, ma'am But it took a week for the report to
reach Captain Al ana. Since then we've seeded sone of
Mace's scouts into the area. Sonething's up, all right.
Somet hing big and ugly."

"Ch, God—You said '"this week."'"

"Yep. So. First thing | want you to do is shut things
down," Barton said. "Close off all mne operations
while we do sonme security checks. Do it slow, nake it
| ook I'ike routine maintenance, but start buttoning up
and getting your irreplaceabl es secured, and | nean
start right now I'mparticularly worried about that
conputer system You rely on it too much."

"W can't operate without it—

"Exactly. Andy, | want Jenny and her techs to go

over this place and put in nmanual backups for the
security stuff, especially all the control systens. That
bl oody conputer is a point failure threat, and | don't

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 189

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%2...0M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (138 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

like it. It goes down, we have a hell of a job controlling
things."

"Yes, sir. W'll start in the norni ng—

"No, Sergeant, you'll start tonight," Ace Barton said.
"And we'll just dammed well pray it's not too late."

e Q- ° > A

Warrant O ficer Jennifer Schramm poured coffee

and sprawed in a plastic chair that couldn't have been
very confortable. It was well after m dnight.

"You |l ook like you can use a break," Ace Barton
sai d-

"CGeneral, that's a fact."
"How nuch have you got done?"

"About half of it," she said. "I've got manual
activation lines for the nmine fields. Some bypass
conmuni cations, but we're running out of optical
fiber."

"More coming in tonmorrow," Barton said. "Wat
does the conputer know you' ve done?"

"Nothing, sir. Well, it knows we shut down its access
to sone controls for a while, but as far as it's con-
cerned everything's nornmal again. Wiat we did, we've
jury rigged a nmanual control console. Throw a couple
of big switches and the conputer's bypassed, you've
got manual control." She sipped coffee. "Frankly,
General, |'mamazed at how nuch they trusted to chat
damm conputer.”

Think it's been penetrated?”
"l know it has been."
Ace frowned. "How do you know?"

"Well, | don't really, but |I feel it. Fault logs. They're
squeaky cl ean, General Barton, and | don't |ike that.
It's |ike sonmething was erased, maybe. Sanme for access
records. Sone of themare missing."

"M ssi ng?"
"Yes, sir. Again, it just |ooked too damm clean so |
190 Jerry Pounelle b S M Stirling

got Andy to have a talk with a couple of the techs, and
of course they were playing war games on the dam
computer —and there's no record of it. Uke sonmeone

wi ped the access record files."

"The techs—

"No, sir. Look, playing ganes m ght get them
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docked an hours pay at worst, if anyone really gave a
damm, but erasing logs, mat's a firing offense, and they
bl oody know it."

Barton touched his conmmunication card. "Wally."
"Honi stu here."

"Wal ly. take a break. Cone drink sone coffee and
put your feet up."

"Well, alittle busy, but that sounds right, sir.
Jenni fer | ooked a question

Barton smled. "Bight. Wally's been with me a | ong
time. My adjutant in Barton's Bulldogs. Way | asked
hi m nade it an order."

"You really think they're listening to everything?"
Jenni fer asked.

Ace shrugged. This room's secure, don't know

about the rest. Tell you this, if the conputer's bugged,
the control roomis. And Andy found a bug in the cor-
ridor. It shouldn't have been there, not smart to put
one there."

"Too easy to find?"

"Somet hing like that. Not obvious, but not that hard

to find either. Alnost like maybe it's an early warning?
Maybe so when we disable it they know we've found

it? | don't know. | can't think the way the rebels do."

Maj or Honistu came in and cl osed the door. Tm
damm busy. General. Wat's up?"

"Sit down, Vally, and let's talk a m nute. Jenny
doesn't like what she's finding in the conmputer. More
i ke what she's not finding."

Honi stu nodded judicially. "I got the same ugly
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feeling. General. Add in the intelligence reports,
and we got problens."

"Right. What you're doing out there is inportant,
but so is doing a bit of thinking while we have the
chance. Lets talk."

*» <e -0
Alarnms rang in the corridor.

"That' Il be it," Ace Barton said. "OK, Wlly, get
moving. 1'Il be in central control." He |ed Warrant
Oficer Schramm up the corridor while Honistu ran off
in the other direction.

Karen d af son sat at the central console. An al arm
wheeped softly, and one screen blinked red. She
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| ooked up as Barton canme in. "Energency NetworKk.
The Torrey estate is under attack."

The screen showed a man in conbat arnor thrown
on over indoor clothes. Tall, with rather |ong brown
hair and a fl amboyant mnustache, in his thirties.

"Alan, this is CGeneral Barton."

"Barton. Alan Torrey here," he said; he spoke with
the accent of an American of the taxpayer class. "I'm
definitely under attack, by a conpany or better. They
overran the RSMP post up at the Vel ysen place, then
hit here. W stopped them butt-cold."

A grimsmle; Barton decided that he rather |iked
Citizen Alan Torrey.

"All ny people are arnmed, | won't enpl oy anyone

can't trust. That gives us nearly a hundred guns, and
we' ve been preparing for this. The problemis the
Mlitia reaction-force fromDanniels MII; they cane
running, and hit an anbush about four kiloneters

south of here. Had to fight their way off the road and
onto a hill; they've taken better than fifty casualties,
and they need help bad. | can't do it, we're holding in
our bunkers but if we conme out their nortars will

sl aughter us."
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A man burst through the door of the operations

control center. He was hastily buckling on arnor.
"CGeneral alert, Karen. General, we're sure glad you're
here. ™"

"My husband and partner," Karen said.

"Karl O afson, general co-manager and Mj or of
the 22nd Brot herhood, for my sins. Al an, can you give
me a rel ay?"

"Here."

This time the screen split. "Captain Solarez here,
Major Tinmins is down." The new figure was
crouched in a shallow hole behind a rock, with a
wounded comuni cations tech |ying beside himand
operating the pickup. Snall-arns and expl osi ons
sounded from the background.

"Report, Captain," the mlitia Major said.

"I'"ve got thirty dead, sixty wounded and three
hundred effectives, that counts the wal ki ng

wounded. W had to | eave nmpst of our heavy weap-

ons with the transport. The enemy have us under

vi sual observation and they're sending us heavy fire,
medi um nortars, 84 and 105mmrecoilless rifles,

heavy machi ne guns. Not hing fancy but they've got
plenty of it. W' ve beaten off one attack already, in
company strength."
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A map of the mlitia position cane up; squares

i ndi cated possible eneny dispositions. The

Br ot her hood fighters held a done-shaped rise, as high
as anything in the vicinity; the road wound past it.
followi ng the | ow ground up fromthe shores of the

| ake. The gap into the sedinentary basin that held the
Torrey estate was still two kiloneters north and west,
but the picture-pickup showed col ums of snoke from
that direction.

"Major, | can hold here but not forever," the captain
went on. "We've no water except the canteens, very
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little in die way of other supplies, and |I'mtaking steady
| osses. Either soneone tries to pull us out, or we'll have
to fight our way through to the Torrey's. This is

obvi ously bigger than we thought."

"Hold," Karl O afson said. "W'Ill come get you."

Ace Barton spoke. "Wat do you have on hand,
Maj or ?" he asked.

"Qur security battalion, Brigadier," the mner

replied. 'There's another Brotherhood reaction-force
battalion here, nobilizing now, I'Il |eave those. W' ve
got a little surprise, a six-gun battery of 155mm
gun- howi tzers, just up fromthevon Al derheimplant in
A ynthos. And plenty of trucks, we'll take the m ne
vehicles. Pick up nore infantry at the rally-point at
Danniels MI1, and nounted scouts to cover our flanks."

Barton picked his words with care; interfering in

the | ocal chain of command was not sonething to

be done lightly. '"This isn't going to be anything you
can handle,” he said. 'They're risking too nuch for
just a raid. They've got something much bigger in

m nd. The nmine itself, for a guess. You go out there
and they' |l anmbush you just like they did the
original relief force."

Maj or O af son nodded. "We'Il be careful. And

counting the second-line people and the perineter
guardposts, that still |eaves the equivalent of a com
plete rifle-reginent here. It's a chance, sir," he said.
"But one we've got to take."

Barton signed agreement; that instant concern was
a weakness of these friends-and-neighbors mlitia out-
fits, as well as a strength.

"Hell," the militia officer went on, "with nearly a
thousand men and artillery, | don't think we'll have
much troubl e chewi ng up anything they send at us."

Barton had been witing on a pad of engineering
paper. He handed that to O afson. DONT REPLY TO
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THIS. TH'S ROOM | S BUGGED. GO FI ND MAJOR
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HONI STU AND PAY ATTENTION TO HM "I expect

you're right," Barton said aloud. He tapped the paper
again. "Not nuch can happen to a force that size
Godspeed, then. Who'll hold operational commuand

her e?"

"l was hoping you would, sir.

"Right." Barton wote quickly VITAL YOU SEE
HONI STU. He watched O af son | eave and turned back
to the console. Bad |luck. Not enough tinme to nake a

real plan. |'ve got a bad feeling about this one.
AN *> AN

"Good," Sidda nurnured to herself.

Her face-shield was showi ng the input froma

pi ckup three kiloneters south. An arnored car |ed out
the gate between two pill boxes, trailed by a huge boxy
m ne-cl earing vehicle. Trucks followed it, 6x6 npodel s
crowmded with infantry in nottled-white w nter
camouf | age and Nenourl on arnor; they towed heavy
nmortars or two-wheel carts with ammunition and
supplies. A string of them and then two of the big ore
trucks. Those pulled cannon, nediumjobs with the

|l ong barrels turned and cl anped over the trails, riding
on four-wheel ed carriages. Mre trucks..

She turned to the Meijians clustered around their
equi pnent. 'This had better work," she grated.

One of them | ooked up and bowed slightly. "W are

downl oadi ng i nto the eneny nai nframe even now,

Field Prinme," he said politely. "There will be too little
time for the eneny to react."

As was expl ai ned before, went unspoken. The

Legi on techs were doi ng random sweeps of the nore
vital Royal Army machines, of which the Stora M ne
was one. No way to | eave the pirate taps in for any
I ength of tine.

She grunted assent and turned to a display table
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showi ng an overview of the m ne and town. Too nuch
here depended on the Meijians; too much on the

NCLF's secret apparat. Neither the technoninjas nor
Croser's people had ever failed her seriously before..
but this was the first tine so large a Helot force had
depended on them so totally.

And we not just fighing the hicks. Barton. Barton
suspect ed sonet hi ng. What was he doi ng here? How

much coul d he know? She tried to renenber what

she'd been told about Brigadier Barton. O der than
Onensford but subordinate, could sonething be

made of that? Bad sign he here. Shouldn't be here. Not
now, not when things critical

Even in the Dales battle there had al ways been the
option of pulling back; they had never been so deeply
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committed that the eneny coul d have destroyed them

all, although it had been necessary to sacrifice the bet-
ter part of two battalions to get the | eadership cadre
out. Now they had to attack, attack an i mensely

strong defensive position with forces that were barely
superior to the Royalists even with the diversion draw
ing off sone of their strength-

No way Skilly can win a straight fight here, she

t hought - She woul d need five tines the troops and

nore equi pnent for that. But if they lost this tine, the
Moverent s edge woul d be bl unted, perhaps forever

The t hought of | osing the instrunent she had worked

so long and hard to forge made her stomach feel tight

and sour; with an effort of will, she nade her hand

stop its instinctive desire to rub soothingly. . . . Arnor
woul d stop it anyway.

Ni | es gave her a grin and a thunbs-up; he | ooked
better now that conbat was near and there was no

time to brood. That was another anxiety, she had seri-
ous doubts whether the Englishman had thought

through the inplications other orders.
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He toughen up a lot, she thought. Now we see if it
enough.

- 0- - 0- °0
"Where's Fatim, Eddie?"

The nechanic jerked at the voice and rolled his
trolley out fromunder the truck. The sirens were stil
wai | i ng across the nmaintenance conpound parking-1Iot.

"Ah, she's sick," he said, |ooking up and wi ping his
hands on an oily rag. "I canme down to see the vehicle
park was ready."

Christ, | hope | didn't hit her too hard, he thought.
She was a good boss, and no nore a Citizen than he

was. Had been the one to get himthe assistant main-
tenance chiefs job, too. But you didn't retire fromthe
Moverent, and when it gave you the word you

obeyed. O died, and your famly with you, wherever

you tried to hide

Christ, howdid | ever get into this? Shit. shit, shit |
don't want to kiU anybody. Not even the Cits, hell the
ones here haven't been so bad —

the man in nmilitia uniformlooked around; fifteen

4x4s, another ten 6x6s. Stora Mne was |avishly

equi pped wi th nechani cal transport by Spartan stand-
ards, since you couldn't haul ore by horse-drawn

wagon; even with the nobile Brotherhood force gone,

there were still scores of trucks and vans in the settle-
ment, a fair nunber of private cars as well- The
energency plan called for his two ready conpanies to
billet here, able to reinforce anywhere in the spraw -

i ng conpl ex.
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'They OK?" the Citizen-soldier said, jerking his
head toward the transports.

"Sure, sir. Ticking over normal, but | just wanted to
check. You know what's happeni ng?"

"Goddam rebel s' ve attacked a ranch, the boss took
sonme people out to put themdown," the militiaman said.

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 197

More mlitia were coming up, and at a wave from
t he conmander began | oadi ng propositioned packs of
weapons and equi pnent on the trucks.

"Not hi ng wrong here?" the nmechanic asked; a man
with a wife and a new baby had a right to sound
wor ri ed.

Wy did | listen to that bastard Sverdropov? First

it had been hide things, turning a blind eye to a crate
on a run down to the | ake, passing nessages, just nore
uni on work Sverdropov said, and he'd been sore-

headed back then after the last outfit he was with
broke a strike with scabs. The Myvenent had gotten
himhis first job here ... Then bigger things, and when
he baul ked they threatened to turn himin, then it was
hangi ng of fenses and he had to keep goi ng.

"Nah, just playing safe,” the mlitiaman said; he

| ooked worried, but not very. "You'd better get to your
shelter station, but thanks for checking. Eddie. G ve
my regards to Mary."

"No problem sir," the mechanic said, zipping the

equi prent bag and wal king toward the office with a
friendly wave to the nearest troops. Sweat trickled
down his ribs fromhis arnpits despite the cold, as the
| eft-over bonmbs clinked in the duffle-

''s- e

Legi on Corporal (Headquarters Adjutant Staff)

Perry Bl ackbird was in his last enlistrment before
retirement. He'd been too old to go with the Legion to
New Washington. In fact he was plenty old enough to
rate a desk job at headquarters, but Andy Bielslds had
asked himto come along on this job. "Got a feeling on
this one, Perry. Can use your nose," Bielskis had said.

And Andy had the best nose in the Legion. Perry
had wat ched Andy grow up in the Legion. He and
Andy's father had been sergeants together. O course
that was back in Blackbird' s drinking days, when he

198 jerry PouneUe 6- S.M Stirling

went up to sergeant and back down to PFC with

seasonal regularity. Nowwith his seniority he was paid
as much as a sergeant, and he didn't have any comrand
responsibilities, which was the way he liked it. Wat
with Jeanine narried to a farner and C ara dead these
five years, he lived alone and he'd been getting crustier
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and nore set in his ways. "Do ne good to get out," he'd
told Andy. "Hell, sonebody's got to watch out for you."

And there was sonething wong here. Perry

Bl ackbi rd wasn't sure what, but things didn't feel right
Maybe it's | know Major Barton is worried sick, and
Andy ain't too happy. H's instructions were to nose
around, see how these mlitia carried out procedure,

wat ch for anything suspicious, see what he could

i nprove

Now he wat ched as the mechanic went into the
office. Then he turned to the nilitia sergeant. "lIs that
standard, a civilian nmechanic workin' your notor pool ?"

"Well, sure, this is a mne, not everyone is mlitia.
Eddi e's a sorehead sonetinmes, but he's all right." The
Citizen sergeant's voice had an edge to it. Plainly he
didn't think they needed any outsiders to tell them
how to operate.

"Standard procedure during an alert is nobody's
alone with a truck he ain't going to ride in," Blackbird
said, "Don't you do that here?"

"Well, sure, but who the hell follows procedure al
the tinme? Never get anything done that way."

"You like this Eddie?"

"He's all right.”

"Trust him do you? Wth the lives of your troops?"
"Sure —what are you getting at?"

"Wy isn't he mlitia?"

"I don't know, never asked. What the hell do you
think you're getting at?"

"Not hing, Sarge, nothing at all. But | sure amgladit
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 199

ain't nme getting into one of themtrucks. Have fun,
Sarge." He touched his commcard. "Andy, |'m going
into the mai ntenance office, | may needhel p. Send ne
a couple MPs, and nmaybe you better cone a-running."

He left the militiaman staring at his back
<- A o>

"Captain Mace," Barton said.

The Scout commander | ooked up fromthe plotting
board. The Legion techs had set up their own battle
tech systemin the conputer center that doubled as
mlitia HQ "Sir."

Barton typed at his own console. "HAVE THEY
FOUND THE BUGS | N HERE?"

TWO- -
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THI NK THATS ALL?"
" NEGATI VE. "

Al oud he said, "How long would it take to string
| andl i nes of our own between the perineter bunkers.
HQ and the main interior points?”

"About a day, using all the nmen, sir," Mace said

"I think we should get on that as soon as this fracas
is over," Barton said.

“Sir."

Christ |I'mno goddam actor. "FI ND THOSE DAWN
BUGS !'!" he typed. "Meantine, collect our spare
conmmuni cators, and send one to the commander's
bunkers. And the power and conmunications

bui I di ngs. "
"Aye, aye, sir."

Barton turned to the screens. The local mlitia had
mobi li zed with snooth efficiency, fanning out to their
duty posts. Second-line Brotherhood personnel were
seeing the famlies and children to the Arnory; an

i mensely strong position, dug into solid rock and
surrounded by pillboxes. And | don't like this one
damed bit.
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"CGCet ne the relief colum."

Karl d afson's face showed, |ooking up fromthe
tail of a truck set up as a command post. From
sonewhere outside the field of vision came an

unm st akabl e booooom heavy artillery in action

"Report, Mjor."

"Light resistance on the way here, sir. Mnes, and
snipers, alot of mtemwith Peltast rifles" —which had
consi derabl e antivehicle capacity —"we | ost the
armored car, and the mine-clearing vehicle is dam
aged. W& had to stop and depl oy several tinmes, but

we' ve pushed through to within firing range of the
trapped reaction force, and with themto observe

we' re shooting the rebels out of their positions."

"Are you in ground contact?"

"I think so, at least, my forward patrols are running
into them Infantry screens."

" Resi st ance?"

"They're giving a stiff fight and then pulling back
Laying mines as they go." The mlitia officer grinmaced,
and the nmercenary nodded. That was sonething of a

Hel ot trademark. "But they don't have time to set

conpl ete nets, or equipnent for air-delivered stuff."
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Qdd, Barton thought. The eneny had repeatedly

shown they did have sone capacity in that field. Not an
unlimted one, but this was a fairly inportant action-
Certainly the largest battle in the Upper Valley so far.
One of the few where the Hel ots had operated in
battalion strength.

"And they're keeping their nortars on the reaction
force position, nostly."

Mor e under standabl e. Causi ng maxi mum Citizen

casualties seened to be a strategic aimof the eneny

hi gh command, and the pinned-down force was a con-
centrated, sitting target. And | still don't like it. "All
right. Major, carry on, but keep ne in the |oop."

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 201

"Yes, sir. | expect to break up the eneny concentration
within the next few hours, and pursue their elenents as
they split up and withdraw "

Barton | eaned back in the chair. That ought to be that,
he thought- The screens showed orderly activity, the |ast
of the children going down the elevators at the arnory...

Hi s Legi on console screen lit. "SERGEANT
Bl ELSKI S REPORTS REACTI ON FORCE VEHI CLES
MAY BE SABOTAGED PGCSSI BLY BOVBS ABOARD | T
| S CONFI RVED THAT BOVBS WERE PLACED | N
MOBI LE RESERVE VEHI CLES "

"Jesus Christ,"” Barton said.
"Sir?" dafson said.

"Maj or, this computers show ng sonethi ng odd.
Fve got a terrain plot. You see that secondary road off
to your left there?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Di snount your men and go investigate it."
"Sir?"

"Now, Major. Go take a | ook yourself."
"General, mat will delay us—=

"Major, indulge me. It won't take five mnutes. |
don't quite know what this thing is trying to tell ne,
and 1'd rather have you go in strength. Now get nov-
ing, please. And stay on line with nme."

d afson reacted to the tone of command. "Yes, sir.
Captain, disnmount the unit, please—

Dear God, let themget out of those trucks and I'l]I
buy the bi ggest dammed Easter candl e-Bl oody HeU.

That perineter nmonitor's repeating, | saw those rab-
bits nove exactly the sanme way last tine | |ooked. His
hand reached for a button. It was 1045, exactly.
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"COK, shut it down, just |eave the punps working,"
the foreman said. "We'll pop that rockface when the
alert's off."

202 Jerry PourwSe 6- S M Stirling

He had hal f-turned when the prybar struck him

behind the ear. Then he was staring at the wet stone of
the tunnel floor; there was time for a nonent of sur-
prise before sonething hit the back of his head. The

| ast sound he heard was crunpling bone.

"Conme on, we gotta get everything in place before
1050!'" the man who had struck him hissed. The six
men in hard hats and overalls began taking bricks of
pl asticine fromtheir carryalls. Two of them began
shoving extra | oads of dynamite down the holes bored
into die glistening black stone of the stope-face.

"Tunps, transformers and the conveyor," the man

conti nued, |ooking nervously back over his shoul der at
the long tunnel that |ead towards the cage of the

m ne's shaft-el evator.

"Wbn't nobody notice the body?" one of the work-
ers asked.

"No way, when we pop her they'll be boiling nud
all through here." He glanced at his watch. "Cone on,
we' ve only got five minutes!"

o\ A A

"Here, you, what're you doing there?" the power-
pl ant supervisor asked. "This isn't your workstation."

The turbine roomwas quiet, except for the

ever-present humming of the rotors, but that was nore
felt than heard- He was the only one of the supervisory
staff here, nost of the rest were in the mlitia..

"Hie overalled figure at the steaminlet rose and tuned-
Consdously the supervisor felt only surprise; drilled
refl ex made himdraw his sidearmas he saw the man pul

a machi ne-pistol fromhis carryall Brotherhood training
brought it up two-handed, crack-crack-crack and the

wor ker was spinning away with red bl otches on his

cl ot hing. Hands cane around the turbine housing behind
the muzzl e of another submachi negun, and the

supervi sor dropped flat as 10mm bul | ets sl apped t hrough

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 203
the air where his chest had been, whined off netalL

Jesus God, that'll blow the steam pi pe! he thought,
returning fire, |ooking at the brick of plastic explosive.
The whol e fl oor would be flooded w th superheated

water fromthe boreholes that slanted down into the

nmagmna.
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More bullets, and feet were noving off on the floor
sonmewher e

Two of them he thought, snapping a new magazi ne

into the pistol and scuttling backward. The pul se ham
mered in his ear, but there was no tine to be dazed-
Got to report.

There was five nmeters of open space between the

turbi ne he was using as cover and the control room The
supervi sor took a deep breath and leapt, rolling the |ast
two neters. Lead flicked pits fromthe concrete at his
back, and shattered through the wi ndows as he spraw ed
through the door of the control room and sl amed the
nmetal portal behind him d ass starred and shifted above
himas he crawl ed to the comuni cator consol e and
reached up from bel ow; fragnments cascaded over him

when he reached it, as one of the attackers put another
di p through the wi ndows. He shielded his face with his
gun arm and keyed the unit.

"M ne Central, Powerhouse One, rebel attack, rebe
attack!"

"I amsorry, your call cannot be conpleted as sent.
Pl ease indicate your call direction and try again."

"God damm you!" Panic button. The Legi on guys had

put in a panic button. It was just over there. H's | egs
didn't want to work, but he could still drag hinmself across
the floor to the desk, reach up and slap the button

Al arnms hoot ed. Sonewhere off in the distance he
heard shout s-

"Move, damm you!"
"God damm it, there wasn't sposed to be any
204 Jerry Pounelle is S M Stirling

mot her fucking al armns,’
the fuck out of here!"

someone shouted. "Let's get

"Hey you, shithead, get your ass back here—
"Fuck off."

"Who's there? Sergeant, what the hell, get the Ad
Man! There's rebels in here. Oficer of the Guard!
Power house! "

There were shots, and nore people shouting, and it
all faded away.

n -0 -0

It was a thousand neters of rocky open field from

the bunker's lip to the begi nning of the woods. Broth-
erhood Lieutenant Hargroves squinted through the

I R scanner and frowned in puzzl enment.

"Brother Private Diego, you sure the audio sensors
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don't pick up anything? |I got stuff noving around out
there. What's on the visual s?"

"Nothing, sir. Birds, deer ... big herd of deer.
Sound and sight."

"Yeah, that might be it, but I'mnot counting on it.
Anything fromthe patrol ?"

"Regul ar check-in blips, sir."
"Get me Central."

He picked up the mcrophone. "Central, this is

Li eutenant Hargroves. |'ve got sone funny readi ngs

on ny direct view sensors but they don't match with

the stuff through you. Could you check it? And I'd |ike
to send out another patrol."

"Report acknow edged," a voice said. Captain
A afson, right enough, the militiaman thought.

"Yes, ma'am but can | send out the patrol ?"
"I"'msure you can handle it. Lieutenant?"
He frowned, uncertain. "But the patrol, nma' anP"

"l have full confidence in you. Lieutenant. Remem
ber to maintain radi o communi cati ons sil ence under
all circunstances."” A dick.

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 205

BuUshit. There's something dammed wong here.
"Hel| —get ne the Captain.”

"No answer, sir. It's ringing through but nobody's
picking it up."

"The hetl you say!" Nobody answering in the com
pany conmand bunker? "Fire up the radar! Get the
dammed |ights on!"

"Sir, standing orders

"Do it, Diego! Everybody, stand to your guns.
Mar kham get on the minefield circuit.”

"Shit! Sir, nultiple nmetal contacts within three
thousand nmeters. Multiple!"

He keyed the hel net radio. "Captain, are you there?"

"Hargroves, what the hell are you doing calling ne
on the hailing frequency agai n?"

"Captain, | didn't —Sir, the landlink's down and

I'"ve got radar traces —

"Down? You reported in on it not five mnutes ago!"
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The desperate voice of the comunications tech
broke in. "Sir, we're being targeted, designator |asers
and—

Sonet hi ng blinked out of the sky at them behind a

trail of fire. There was an expl osion on the roof of the
bunker that threw themall to the floor, l[oud enough to
jar the senses.

"Radar's gone, radar's gone!"

Har groves | eapt up and to the observation slit. Men

were coming out of the woods. Rocket trails slamred

down out of the sky to his left and right, and nore from
positions anong the trees. The bunker shook under
repeated i npacts, and he could hear screaming in the
backgr ound

"Open —~

Anot her streak of fire. He had tinme to drop down
and wrap his arns around his head, before there was a
slamm ng inpact and a violet light |oud enough to

206 Jerry Pounelle 6- S.Af Stirling

show t hrough his clenched eyelids. Powdered con-

crete made hi m choke and gag, while savage heat

washed across the backs of his hands. Bl ast bounced

hi m back and forth in the right-angle of wall and fl oor.
When he opened his eyes a single tear-blurred gl ance
showed that there was nobody else alive in this cham
ber. He staggered erect, head and shoul ders out of the
gaping semcircle that sonething had bitten through

the observation slit of the bunker, and keyed the hel -
met radi o again.

"Perineter six, under rocket attack! Answer ne,

sonebody, please, they're through the wire —=

A hi gh-pitched janm ng squeal drove into his
eardruns. Arnmed nmen were swarm ng out of the woods;

a long bl ade of flane showed as a recoiless rifle fired,
and t he bunker shook again. None of the gatlings was
firing. Bangatore torpedoes erupted beneath the coils of
razor wire, and the eneny poured through as the earth
was still falling back. They came runni ng, screaning.

Har groves sl apped the audio intake of his helnmet to

zero, leaving the m ke open as he w ped at the bl ood
runni ng down fromhis nose. "M nefields inoperative,"

he shouted, bringing up his rifle. Almlow. Fire. One
down. "Perineter five and four not supporting."” A

saw edged brrrrrt. brrrrrt. cane fromhis left, then
ceased. "Correction, five still maintaining fire. Eneny is
in at least battalion strength. The nine fields are

i noperative-1 have no reaction for—

A CHAPTER NI NE
I f one has never personally experienced war, one cannot

under st and why a comander shoul d need any brilliance and
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exceptional ability. Everything |ooks sinple. Everything in

war is very sinple, but the sinplest thing is difficult. The dif-
ficulties accunul ate and end by producing a land of friction

that is inconceivable. Countless mnor incidents —the |and

you can never really foresee —conbine to | ower the genera)

| evel of performance, so that one always falls far short of the

i nt ended goal

—C ausewitz, On Strategy
<o *0- -O

"Field Prime, Attack Force one here. Bunker
secured,” N les said.

And |'m gl ad, he thought fervently. Running for-
ward across a minefield that might be activated any
monent had not been one of the nore pleasant expe-
riences of his life, with only a piece of intrusive
sof tware between hi m and being shredded into a
dozen pi eces.

The bunker listed as six on his map was nore of a
tangl ed depression of earth and crumnbl ed ferrocon-
crete now, the sappers had nade sure with a cratering
charge centered right on the twi sted weckage of the
radar pickups. There were nore thumnping crashes

behind him as they laid strip charges to clear real as
well as virtual paths through the m nes.

"This Field Prine. Proceed with Phase Two."

Ni | es stood, waved his hand in a circle around his
head and chopped it south; the jamr ng that bolixed
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the eneny's small-unit push was unfortunately
affecting their own, as well. The off-world hel netcom
systens could filter it, but there were only enough of
those for senior conmmanders. Squads rose and dashed
by him heading into the open parkland that separated
the perineter bunkers fromthe interior villages of the
Stora M ne. The men were bowed under their

burdens, bundl es of Friedl ander target-seeker

m ssil es, satchel charges, flanmethrowers. O hers were
swinging right and | eft, |uggi ng machi ne-guns and
portable gatiings, setting up blocking positions to
prevent the intact bunkers fromsortieing and cl osing
the quarter-arc wedge the Helots had driven into the
north face of the mine's defenses.

"Am advanci ng. Phase Two in progress," he said.
The headquarters conpany had formed about him
"Fol | ow ne!"

N N -fr

"Broadband jamm ng, sir," Legion Signal Corps
Corporal Hiram Klingstauffer said cooly, hands danc-

ing across his controls. "I can filter it."

"Right," Barton said. Breath in. Breath out. Surprise
is an event that takes place in the nmind of a
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commander. No antiradiation mssiles available to him
up here, though. The replacenent shipnents for the
ones lost in the Dales were still on their way. The
eneny's |l ogistics seemed to operate nuch faster.. -

He strode over to the wi ndow and used a chair to

smash out the thick double panes; cold air flooded in, and
the sound of explosions and small-arms fire. Mst [oudly
fromthe north, but there were flashes and crunping

sounds fromall around the perineter, and that was the

nost accurate information he was likely to get for a while.
lights flashed and di ed over the mnine-works south of the
town as the 24-hour ardanps went off. Barton wheel ed

and | ooked at the conputer displays.
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Power Central. A peaceful, unmarked control
boot h, di stance shots of humm ng nachi nery and
workers attending it.

Perineter. Alight blinked on, and a nilitia major's
voi ce shouted: "Long live the Revolution!"

Karen O afson recoiled as if it had bitten her.

Turn it off," Barton said. She | ooked at him bl ankly.
"It's in eneny hands, nothing but disinformation
Forget the dammed thing." He went to the Legion
console and threw the big switch at the top. Lights
wi nked. "1'mtaking manual control of the defenses."”
O what Jenny's crew nanaged to rig, anyway. Cod
damm it, we needed anot her week. He pushed that

t hought aside. What he needed didn't matter any

more. It was what he had that counted

First things .first. Puzzle out just what did which.
There was a crude map above the nanual consol e.

Right. Infiltrators attacking the power house- Activate
the minefields, detonate on contact. North side first,
that's where the noise is. He threw the swtch.

The response was instant. A dozen blasts, lights
flared near the power house, along the whole north
peri phery. More explosions. Blasts all along the inner
perinmeter swath. Then nore, in the park areas.

"What ' s happeni ng?" Karen O af son denanded.

"Sonmebody was where he shoul dn't have been," Ace
said absently. "Sone of those were secondary expl osions.
Think you can get that thing working again?"

"I can try. 1I'll dunp it and reboot from WORM "

WORM Wite Once, Read Many. Barton remem

bered. Conputers weren't his specialty, but this was
supposed to be a way to nake sure nobody tanpered

with data because once it was burned into a glass disk
it didn't get witten over

"Security systenms only. Now " Her hands noved,
wi th gathering speed. Blood trickled down her chin
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froma bitten Up. The screens went bl ank, flickered,
came back up with nothing but a red = sign in a black
circle, the Helot banner. Then they flickered again
and stayed bl ank.

"Sir," Klingstauffer said calmy. "I"'mgetting radio
fromall the mlitia units. They're questioning wth-
drawal orders they've received, denanding
confirmations. The Captain in charge of Perineter 10
through 14 registers that he is w thdrawi ng as ordered
but under protest."

"G ve ne a broadband over ride. In clear."”
"Sir."

"Karen, turn that damm conputer off. Never mnd
trying to restart it. Shut it down so it doesn't send out
any nore orders.”

"Ri ght," Karen said.

"Here's your general channel, General. No probl em
with the direct wires, but they' re janm ng hell out of
radio."

"Right. No harmtrying." Ace keyed the mke. "ALL
UNITS, ALL UNITS, THI S IS GENERAL BARTON " Cal m

Ace, they won't hear any better if you shout. O wi S. they
—"Klingstauffer, send for sone bull horns." He keyed
die m ke again. "All units, you are on your own, | say
again, all commanders, ignore any other instructions,
take command of your units. Act as you think best under
the circunstances. The central conputer systemis
conprom sed, | say again the central conputer is
conprom sed. Look around you, react to what you see,
and 1dll the sons of bitches. Relay these orders to any
other units you can find"

"Klingstauffer, get that nessage going on a continu-
ous | oop, general broadcast."

t <n< —
Sir.

"And get runners going with bull hons to repeat it
anywhere and anyhow they can."

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 211

"Ri ght -

Barton went to the Legion direct line console. It

was difficult to tell what he had there. Direct |ines, but
to where—He keyed one. Nothing. A second. "This is
Barton, Command Central. \What do | have?"

"Captain Trent, vehicle reserve. Cod damm. GCen-
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eral, I'mglad to hear fromyou!"
"What's your status?"

"We're on foot, sir. Vehicles sabotaged, your man
found out just in time, lost a truck and sonme troopers,
it was real bad, real bad, but—=

TRENT! "

"Yes, sir.
"Get hold of yourself. Wat's your status?"

"Sir. Sir, | have two conpani es of disnounted infan-
try. Five percent casualties.”

"Right. Uke it or not. Captain Trent, you have the
only effective force | can comuni cate wi th. Captain,
the mine's under attack. The perineters been
penetrated at the north sector, possibly el sewhere. W
have unreliabl e conuni cations, and nmany of the
mlitia have been given false orders by the centra
conmputer. Do you understand?"

"No, sir."

"Good man. "Il explain it. The central conputer

was briefly taken over by the eneny, Captain. God
knows what it told your people to do. W have shut it
down. "

uG]J

"Right. So the one thing we do know is, they're
inside the perineter in the north sector, possibly
stations 10 through 14 as well."

"Yes, sir?"

"So you've got to do sonething about it. First thing,
get the word to all unit commanders. Two itens. |tem
one, the mne fields are active again. Chase the

212 jerry Pourwtte irSM Stirling

bastards into the mnes. Itemtwo, all unit commanders
are on their own. Act as they think best. You got that?"

Captain Trent sounded scared, but he said, "Sir.
Instruct all units, disregard previous orders, act on
their own judgment. And the nmine fields are active
again."

"That's it, son. Now take a deep breath, think about
what you're going to do, and do it. You'll be fine."

"Yes, sir."
"Are any Legi on peopl e there?"

There's a sergeant —

"Get noving on your instructions, then put himon
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And | eave a conmuni cations squad to man this |ine at
all tines."

"Sir." Trent left the m ke activated when he put it
down. Ace Barton could hear him shouting orders in
t he backgr ound.

Scared as hell, but he's naking sense.

"Maj or O afson, weak signal," Klingstauffer said.

"Barton here. O afson, the mine is under attack, the
perineters penetrated, north side for certain, possibly
other areas. Your vehicles may have been sabot aged-
Check for bonbs. Then cancel your present m ssion

and defend the mine. | say again, the mne's under
attack, your vehicles nmay have been sabotaged. Your
instructions are to abandon your present position and
return to defend the mine Did you get all that?"

Hi ssing and buzzi ng.
attack —=

—penetrated. —under

Not hi ng about checki ng vehi cl es Dam. Ace
repeated his instructions.

"Not hi ng, " Klingstauffer said.
"Did we get through?"
"CGod knows. "

"Repeat those orders, and ~r”~y" Jesus, | could go
broke buying candl es and altar flowers.

PMNCE OF SPARTA 213

The direct |ine squawked. "Sergeant Bielstds, sir.
"What happened down there, Andy?"

"Turncoat, sabotaged Ae trucks. Bl ackbird snelled
arat. We've got him Captain Trent's scared but he's
st eadyi ng down."

"What | needed to hear. Andy, about that traitor
Keep him | want himalive, Andy. That's really inpor-
tant."

"Yes, sir. He's scared, keeps tal king about how
they'Il kill his famly, wife and little girl—=

" Name?"

"Edward L. Bishop. Wfe is Mary Margaret Ryan
Bi shop. Son Patrick Janmes Bi shop, age 2 nonths."

"Can you get his famly into protective custody?"

"No, sir, they're with the other nonconbatants in
the mai n bunker."
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"Best place for them OK, Andy, you're on your
own. | got other problemns."

"Record this, sir. Bishop was recruited by one
Leontin Sverdropov, a shop steward. |'d guess Sver-
dropov has bi of eedback conditioning."

"Cot it. Have your Mrs pick himup if he can be
found. Anything el se, Andy?"

"No, sir. Blackbird and I'Il help get The Wrd out to
the other units.”

"Do that. Command Central out." Barton took a
deep breath. "d afson, any progress?"

"There's some sort of viral bit floating around in the
system RAM every tinme | power down it drags in a
trickle current and reboots fromthe infected config
when we come back on line, instead of fromthe ROM
backup. "

"Right. Turn it off. Just shut it down, then go
through and fix it right. For nowwe' |l rely on manua
and what the Legion installed."

"Yes, sir.
214 Jerry Pounelle if S.M Stirling

"Klingstauffer, can you get Mace?"

"Standby one. Here, sir.
"Janmey, what's your status?"

"I'"ve just got to nmy command, sir. Fromwhat | can
see, they didn't expect the mne field to activate."
Mace's words were punctuated by di stant expl osi ons.
"They' ve got troops still out there in the nmines, both
rings."

"Serve them bl oody right," Barton said. "Ckay,
Janmey, nmake ne the best esitmate of the situation you
can and report back."

" Roger."

"Sir." Klingstauffer said fromthe plotting table.
"Incoming, nmultiples, bonbardnment rockets, heavy
mortars too fromthe trajectories. Target zones follow "

Unes swam over the plotting table, and red circles
mar ked the inpacts. Lot of those are enpty space, he
t hought. Then: O course. Air-sown nines. They're
trying to wtsnobU ze us. The sky how ed outside, but
the bop sounds of the bursting charges were not

foll owed by the surf-roar ofbonblets or the crunching
detonati ons of HE warheads. Instead there was a
multiple fluttering whirr, as the rockets split and
scattered hundreds, thousands of butterfly n nes.

Over the blinp haven where the nen of the Fifth were
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nmovi ng out, over the wecked vehicles of the reaction
force, around the perinmeter garrisons, down the main
streets.

"I ncom ng, bonbardnment rockets and nortars,
multiple," the sergeant said tonel essly.

"Rather a lot, isn't it?" Barton said. He whistled
softly. "Rather a lot indeed. Were'd they get it all?
Uke they're going for broke. Klingstauffer, can you get
me General Owaensford?"

"Ms. Schramm s working on the antenna now, sir.
Five m nutes."

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 215

"Right" Stop. Breathe deep. Now go to the w ndow

and | ook out —Secondary explosions in the mne-
fields. Sonmeone was taking sone real punishnment So

are our people, with aU that artillery pouring in, but
the Helots have to be losing nore, they're in the open

"Legi on Headquarters, Fort Plataia sir."
"Onensford here."

"Barton. Uploading situation report." There was a
war bl e of data. ' Teed conplete.”

"Received." A long pause. "Jesus, Ace, what's going
on up there?"

"This one's it, sir. I'd say they've comm tted damed
near everything they have. Not just troops, |ook at how
much ordnance they' re expending."

"So why are you talking to ne?"

"I'f you'll look close at the situation report, Genera
Onensford, you will discover that you are God
dammed near the only person | can talk to."

"Ch. Lahr! Andy, get Jesus and Catherine in here

on the double, then start |ooking into what direct com
muni cati ons we have with any unit in General Barton's
Conmand. Mve! OK, Ace, what you got from where

you sit?"

"One hell of a nmess. Boss. | got a bad feeling on this
one. No conmmand, no control, no communications,
and no bl oody intelligence."

'They any better off?"
"Some," Ace said. He took another deep breath.

"Actually, things can't be going so good for them
either. They penetrated the conputer system here,
good nove, everything was tied to it. Used the
conputer to disable the mnes and security
systens. Had sone inside help, too, saboteurs, God
knows what el se. But we turned the mine fields
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on with manual. | don't know how nmany of
their troops are out there, but a |lot of mines are

216 jerry Pounmelle if S.M Stirhng
going off and there's a |l ot of secondary expl osions."

"Ace, are you telling ne you have nost of the Hel ot
army trapped inside your perineter?"

" Ski pper, we just may, but it's not clear just who has

who trapped. | doubt their conmand el ements are in
here. They don't much go in for Ronmel style- More
like Htler."

"Well. Clarifies your objective, doesn't it?"

Barton | aughed. "General, just at the frigging

moment the objective is to live through all this! But
yeah, | see what you nean. W got themin a killing
zone. Only problemis, we don't have a | ot handy to |ol
themwith, and they seemto have plenty to do

unto us."

"You have two battalions com ng."

"Up river and up those roads. This' U be |ong over by
t hen. "

"Royal Cavalry in dynthos. Prince Lysander went
up there yesterday. | could send that. The Air Cav
units could be there in a couple of hours."

"Maybe not," Ace said. "They've got bugger al

equi prrent up here. They nmust have known that Air

Cav was down there. This is typical Skilly- Devious-
Started with a small attack on an outpost to lure out the
reaction force, an anmbush for the relief colum to nake
Stora Mne commit their nobile force, an anbush for

that, then the main attack —sure as God nade a nmul e
onery, they've got something that can take out the

ai rborne troops, and it's already in place"

"Good thinking, Ace. Still, I will have to report to
the Prince."

"Yes, sir, but make sure he understands. Christ. He's
there with the Air Cav? | didn't know that, but bugger
all, it doesn't nmean they didn't."

"It doesn't nmean they did, either, Ace. Thanks to
Maj or Cheung we plugged that Pal ace | eak."

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 217

"They coul d have another. Dammit, Peter, they get
me thinking they're ten feet tall—=

"The great thing —=
"I's not to lose ny nerve. Yes, sir. Wico."

"Right. You're in charge, Ace. |I'll see what | can
organi ze from here."
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"Thanks. It's heating up, | better get back to it
Don't let them suck the Prince into anything stupid."

" Godspeed, CQut"

Sonet hi ng was happeni ng outside. A line of nassive

expl osions slamed their way across the open space
outside the control building. One struck a parked
ore-haul er, throw ng the hundred-tonne nmachi ne onto

its side; a nonent later it pinwheel ed across the grave
again, as a fuel dunp went up in a soft whon®? of

orange flanme and bl ack snoke. The crunp ... crunp
sounds echoed off the nobuntainside, were joined by

ot hers throughout the settlenment as nore expl osive fel
out of the sly

Ace Barton took a deep breath. "Sergeant, feed
counterbattery data to the perineter posts and the
arnmory." The arnmory at least had light artillery in
revetnments, and heavy nortars of its own. "Do what

you can to get conmunications so we have a decent
situation report. And anybody you can get to, tell them
we win if we hold on. They haven't acconplished dick

yet, and their surprise is over. Now all we have to do is
live through this."

*0O- > >

"W got to get out of here!" sonmeone was screani ng.
"Keep noving, keep noving," N les barked into the
speaker.

They were supposed to be destroying the town,

pl anting expl osives everywhere, making the G tizens
homes uni nhabitable- If | take tinme to do that, we
won't get out of here at all, Niles thought. And the
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m nefields are active again. He shuddered. A few

m nutes earlier and he a have been in the mddle of

that field when it activated. As it was he'd lost a fifth of
his command to the mines. Dead or run away and

there' U be nore of those. Just vani shed. Wiere do they
think they can run? There was no safe place. If the

Royals didn't find you, Skilly would. But Skilly won't

hold this area after tonight, so aU they'R have to worry
about is the Boyals.

Groups of infantry were noving, but it wasn't a very
orderly maneuver. They were supposed to fan out and

make contact with the other Helot formations that

woul d be pouring in through the breached defenses, but
not all the defense systemwas breached, and it wasn't at
all dear just what part was. Sonmewhere out there he
should find reinforcenents, but he didn't know where.
This is beconi ng one nonunental cock-"up

H s force was divided. He had | ed sone across the
greensward while the mnes were off, but not all had
made it before the field was suddenly activated. Not
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only had he Iost nen, he'd |ost contact with a third of his
force, who were back there in the perineter, trapped
between two mne fields. Paths would have to be

cl eared before they coul d advance or retreat, but there

was no one to dear them

"I ncom ng!"

Niles hit the dirt. There was a ni ghtmare of expl o-

sions, sone dose, sone distant. He scrabbled with his
radi o. "Cease that artillery on north sector, | say again,
cease, you're dropping into areas we hold."

There was no acknow edgnent, but eventually it
stopped. Niles got up to look at the situation. Men
were cursing. They knew where that barrage had cone

fromand they didn't like it at all. "wo's fucking side
are they on?" soneone shouted. There were answering
curses.
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Ni |l es put that out of his mnd, and tried for a calm
assessnent of the situation. He was near a residentia
community. The houses were shuttered, but they

weren't all enpty. Fire spat froma house half a kil o-
meter away. Helot fighters dove for cover like reeds
rippling in the wind- Sone returned the eneny fire,
shooting wildly, while others hugged the ground and
wai t ed- The bl ack stone bl ocks of the shuttered house
eroded under the return fire as if they were being
sandbl asted, in a shower of sparks and ricochets, but it
didn't stop the Spartan sniper. Finally two Hel ot rock-
eteers cane up. They snapped open the coll apsable
fiberglas tubes, cane up to kneeling position and took
careful aim these were the |ight unguided bunkerbus-
ters. WPK)oo(-crash. A house half a block fromthe
target showed a spurt of flanme. There were nore rifle
bl asts and the Hel ot went down. Hi s partner cursed

and got the rocket |auncher.

Niles tried to shout to the nan to nove to a differ-
ent location, but he wasn't listening. He got the

| auncher | oaded, raised up, ained. Another whoosh,
and this tine the windows of the house blew out in a
spect acul ar shower of fire and shards. A burning fig-
ure staggered out the door to lie and twitch for a
second. One nore obstacle out of the way, but it had
cost themtine.

Ask me to give you anything but tine. Wo said
that? Doesn't matter. "Keep noving! Up, up, nove,
move," Niles urged. "You can't stay here!

"Sir, jamm ngs off."

Nil es cursed silently; that neant the Royalists had
conmmuni cati ons again. Continued Hel ot jamm ng
woul dhi nder their own side now nore than the eneny.
And I'min a pocket, and 1 don't know what | have in
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here. The tinetable was shot all to shit. N |les had never
beli eved much in that tinmetable. Too damed
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complicated, too many units to get to different places,
too many things had to happen at the same time- Skilly
kept insisting it was a sinple plan Just a sinple wedge
attack, breach the defenses, seek out and destroy, but it
hadn't | ooked sinple to Niles. It was hard enough just

to get one unit to nove on a schedul e, under fire or not,
and this had dozens. Niles had tried to get von Reuter

to discuss it, but the German wasn't about to criticize
Skilly's plan. No one would. Afraid to sound like
defeatists. So we went with this, and now—

"Over to standard radio corn,"” he said. "Codes. Wo
have we got contact with?" He punched the first chan-
nel button.

"Group Leader ben Bella here."
"Situation?"

"Codes CORNUCOPI A an' HEPHAESTUS." The

war ehouse and snelter areas. Forces advanci ng but
obj ectives not secured. "W can't find the under-
ground Movenent |iaison."

"Keep | ooki ng, have to evacuate our peopl e.
"Sure, sure, |I'll keep |ooking. Bloody god dam hell!"
" Probl ems?"

"Hal f ny troops are dead in the fucldng m nes! The
m nes were supposed to be off!"

"Yes, | know, we took |osses too," N les said. "Wat

el se?"
"They were supposed to be off, damm it!"
"Cet hold of yourself. Report."

"We've got sniper fire and infiltrators fromthe resi-
dential districts, and sonebody's spotting for that
goddam artillery of theirs, it's too dammed effective,
they must have their conmputers up again!"

Li kely, actually. "Follow standing orders." Those

called for blasting down any building fromwhich hos-
tile fire was received. He winced; a little severe... but
what el se could they do?

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 221

" St andi ng orders Hi s subordi nate broke off

with laughter.
"Ben Bel | a? What the hell?"

"Standi ng orders, sir? HALF My FUCKI NG
MORTARS AND ROCKET LAUNCHERS ARE
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QUT I N THE FUCKI NG M NEFI ELDS! | don't
know where the rest are. | don't know where the
ammunition is. Sir."

"Sir, sir," his comunications sergeant said. "Goup
Leader Martins."

"A morment. Al right, ben Bella, link up with the
Moverrent peopl e and do what you can to get back on
schedul e

He heard nore laughter fromben Bella. "Sched-
ule! That's great! Schedule." Mre |laughter, then
si | ence.

Can't say | like that nuch. "Go ahead, Martins,
Ni | es here."

"Sir, Code WH TE GUARD." Heavy resi stance,

cannot advance. Martins was supposed to be securing
the main snmelter conplex. N les | ooked down at his
map; about half a kiloneterwest of the blinp haven, in
a tangl e of workers' bunkhouses and mai nt enance

sheds. "lI've identified Legion troops, and Brotherhood
first-liners, | think they're fromthe reserve force."

Dam, Nl es thought. The truck-sabotage was

supposed to have knocked them out of the fight entirely.
Wel |, everything couldn't work But had anything

wor ked since the mnefields cane back on? How many
survived, and how nmuch are they worth? H s head

pounded, and it was hard to think. No way to know the
situation. And back up there in central control, they had
the conputers back on, they knew where everything

was. Barton —Barton, what the hell was Barton doing

out here anyway. Barton wasn't supposed to be here.

this was supposed to be provincials, amateurs, and now

232. Jerry PouneUe 6- S.hi. Stirling

we're fighting Barton and the Le”on and t hose dammed
SAS units will be out there waiting/or us. He shook off
the feeling of hysteria. "Martins, can you get through?
Answer in dear."

"No, sir. Everytine we punch a hole, they fire the
buil dings and fall back, or pinch us off behind the
neck of the penetration. | don't have enough edge in
nunbers, and these are good troops. Too many civil -
ians running around getting in the way, too."

Anot her amateur, has to explain everything. But |'m

not nmuch nore than an amateur nyself, and these

Legion types, this is their business, they do this all their
lives. "Code STALINGRAD." Dig in and hol d.

"Bull shit."
"What ?"

"I'"l'l do what | can, but everything's fucked up,"
Martins said. "You better figure sonmething fast, or it's
goi ng to be bugout boogie and there won't be fuck all
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can do about it Sir,"
"Field Prime," the comunications sergeant said.

Thi s ought to be secure. Qught to be. "Marl borough
here." Stupid code nane.

"Report."

He worked to keep his voice calm and not to give

irrel evant conplaints. Uke ammunition in one place,

and guns in another, troops separated fromtheir
commander s—" Heavy | osses averaging thirty percent

due to unexpected activation of the mne field. Ben
Bella's still advancing but hasn't secured objectives.
Martins is pinned down, unable to advance at all. Part of
my troops are with ne at Sugar M ke Two, but the rest
are still out at the bunkers with the mninefield between
us, and | don't have a good estimate of what's with nme
and what's behind. Troops are conplaining that the

m nes weren't supposed to detonate, and some of them
are unhappy about taking friendly fire."
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"Field Prinme know that. Qur friends don't have any
expl anations, they still |ooking. You ought to be finish-
i ng Phase Three, non!"

"Field Prinme, that tinmetable cannot be kept. It

doesn't even nake sense any nore. The surprise is

over, they're organizing, their conputers are up, their
artillery counterfire prograns are starting up, and our
whol e force is exposed!"

There was a pause, "You sayin' you want to run
now?"

"Field Prinme, | amsuggesting that it is inpossible
to conplete the mission."

"Field Prime will consider that, but not tine to give
up. Perimeter Ten to Fourteen pulled out when we
jinmmed the coom and we overran they bunkers,

now we using them" The outer defense positions had
all-round fields of fire. "Sw ng.a couple of conpanies
up they ass, see if we can nutcracker them W rende-
vous at Objective A-7, eh?"

"I will comply, but my advice is to get out before we
take nore | osses. We've hurt them and so far we stil
have an effective force, but —

"Field Prime will consider recomendati on. Now
do nutcracker.™

"Roger wilco."

Ni | es | ooked up. "Sutchuldl, you will take A and C
compani es and swi ng east agai nst those garrison
johnnies," he said. What's left of them Between them
there's not a full strength company, and | have no idea
of what they're facing. "Da Silva, you're in charge
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here. Remmi nder of the reserve, follow ne."

He lead the way, at a steady wolf-trot rather than a
sprint; they had better than a Idick and a half to go.
The troops foll owed by pl atoon col ums, spaced out

al ong the verges of the road on alternate sides. The
composition soles of their boots rutched steadily on
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the hght snow covering of the roads and sidewal ks.

Noi se was increasing fromeither side, small arns fire
and expl osions. Mrtar shells went overhead, naking
everyone hunch their shoulders involuntarily. They

| anded to the east, fire support against Royalist mlitia
probing at the Helots- Return fire went sfwonp-

whirrrr overhead in the opposite direction. The

garrison was getting its heavy weapons into use.

They ran through a section of park, where pine-trees
were blazing like torches, with an overwhel m ng stink
of tar.

"M nes!" soneone screaned. A butterfly mne
popped up, and half a squad flopped. A leg |ay

i mprobably in the center of the path they'd been
runni ng on.

"Keep noving," Niles ordered. "Cone on, we're
goi ng hone! "

The nmen noved ahead, but cautiously now. N les
tried to hurry them

"Tuck off," someone shouted- "You want to run

t hrough m nes, you cone up here in front and do it."
There were shouts of agreenent. "Damm right" 'This
de revolution! Oficers to the front!"

"I ncom ng!"

A box pattern of high explosive fell around them

and several mnines detonated. One man screaned, but

no one el se seened to be hit. "They clearing the m ne
field for us!" someone shouted. O hers | aughed and
the units began to nove forward agai n. Another round
of artillery, ms tinme behind them

There's luck, Niles thought- "Myve out, nobve out."

He wondered how many were following him Not as

many as started- There were gaps in the ranks. Dam
fools, don't they understand, they can't stay here. He
ran on.

Finally they were through the park and into a
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 225

busi ness district. Artillery flashed in the distance, but
not hing was falling on themat the nonent. Buil dings
were burning on either side; |arger ones now as they
came closer to the center of the dispersed settlenent,
flames licking up fromthe windows to soot-stain the
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white stucco. Heat drove out the days chill, turned the

uni forms under the arnor sodden-wet; the snoke was

thi ck and choking, billow ng just over head- high.

Bodi es lay crunpl ed; he saw one hal f-out of the

driver's door of a scorched van, pistol still inits hand- A
woman dangl ed froma shattered shop-w ndow, |ying

on her back with spears of glass through her chest, |ong
blond hair falling a full meter to the sidewalk to rest in

a pool of bl ood,

A bullet went overhead with a nasty krak. Mbre,
and a nman dropped.

' Take cover!" the platoon conmanders were shout -
ing. Two nen sprinted out to retrieve the wounded
man. " Crew weapons, set up weapons,"” N |es shouted.

A machi ne gun crew got into action, then another

crew opened up with suppressing fire against the

sni per. A noncomran fromone clunp of troopers to

the next, assigning target sectors. Good nman. | need to
get his nane.

Ni | es put hinmsel fbehind a bullet-riddled el ectrocar;

the Conpany Leader in charge of the area cane

sprinting across the open street with his radiotech and a
squad at his heels. They dashed into the cover of the car
body and crouched besi de the Englishnman, panting.

Nobody spared a glance for the two dead nmilitia
fighters sprawl ed beneath the body of the car; a man
in his fifties, and a boy who probably had never
shaved, both in bits and pieces of uniform and arnor.
The bullets that killed them had probably been a
mercy, after the burning fuel drained out and down.

"Situation?" N les said.
226 jerry Pounelle is S MStirling

"Hell of a fight for this district, sir," the Helot officer
replied; Steve Derex, Mles renenbered. He was a tal

| anky man, heavy-featured, with the fashionable

guerrilla braid down his back and a nasal Wl fare

accent; one armhad a stai ned bandage around it. "W
rushed them out, but they kept com n' back through

the sewers and snipin', thicker'n crabs inna hoors cunt.
CGot the cure for thet, right enough."

As if on cue, there was a nassive thunp under their
feet, a sound that shuddered up through the sol es of
their boots into the breastbone rather than to the ears.
Manhol e covers all along the broad concrete roadway
sprang into the air with a belch of sooty fire.

"Took a fuelin' station and jist ran the hoses down,
the guerrilla said with vindictive satisfaction. "Wt"

sir,

youz troops, maybe we kin clear an' hold this sector."
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Ni | es | ooked across the street. Two and four story
bui l di ngs, offices nostly. Perhaps a | aboratory or assay

of fice. Nothing of any great inportance, certainly

not hing worth losing a whole battalion for. From beyond
that canme a steady booning sound, rolling and echoing

oS the cliff-line of the open pit nmine just to their south.
The arnory, and the gun-batteries around it.

Clear and hold for what? But that's the Plan—

"Lets do it, then," he said, |ooking at his watch. 1130
hours, he thought. The tinmetable was shot all to hell
and there wasn't anything to acconplish. Wat did
Skilly expect to do?

<e —fy A

"W rendezvous at (bjective A7, eh?" Skilly said,
listening to the ripping canvas sound across the sky.

"Roger wilco." N les' voice sounded hard and fl at,
tightly confident.

"TncoTTOng/ "

Stdda went flat along with everyone else in the
headquarters unit- The shot fell a thousand neters
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behi nd them crackling echoes through the jagged
hills. Then there was a flash visible even in bright
noonl i ght, and anot her expl osi on that shuddered the
ground beneath her. Secondary expl osion, as piled
amruni ti on went up.

"Goddam that counterbattery too good!" she said.
That was the fifth heavy nortar they had lost in the
last fifteen nminutes. Tliere weren't many left.

The Legionnaires are feeding the plotting data to
the Royali st gunnery conmputers,” consultant Tetsuko
said, not glancing up fromhis consol. "Fal kenberg's
troops use Xanadu m |l spec multiband radars, difficult
to jam and their passive sensors are al so very good.
And the artillery is dug-in and has arnored overhead
protection. Not very vul nerable even to precision-
gui ded munitions."

"Field Prinme don't need explanations, Field Prine
need results,"” Skilly said.

Crunp. Crunp. That heavy-nortar battery was

down to two tubes, but they were maintaining fire.
Skilly felt a stab of warnth; they m ght have been
gutter-scum once, but she had shaped sonet hi ng
different, as proud and deadly as a King Cobra.

"Report from d ynt hos?"
"The Royalist airborne is not scranbling."”

Sheee-it. The little Fang missiles were in perfect
position, and the Royals couldn't know about them
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The air cavalry was a serious problemin her Upper

and M ddl e Valley operations al ready, and the Spar-
tans were training nore. Half the purpose of this raid
had been to lure the helicopters out where they could
be killed- "Maybe we outsnmart us, cut comuni ca-

tions too good so they don't know we here yet," she
said. "We hurt them enough here, they cone." And

maybe the Prince, too, there was a report that he'd
been seen in Aynthos. If he there, he will cone run-

228
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ning, not like himto send his troops out and not go. W
get himand this war is half over. If we stay here, pun-
ish the Cits, maybe they send that air cav, maybe they

send the Prince, we win it all. Getting rid of the air-
borne woul d be worth taking heavy | osses, getting the
Prince worth even nore. We could still win, win big.

But suppose he didn't come? If the air cav didn't
come? Then she grinned. They wi U cone next tine. Next
tvre they send everything they have. even the old king.
"OK, the Mollnir ready?"

"As instructed. Field Prime. W have it set up on
the bunker line in the center of our penetration
t hrough the eneny defenses.

She touched her helnet. "Von Reuter?"

"Fal | back conpl ete and standing by," he said stolidly.

Von Reuter was a confort; the man didn't give a dam

for the Movenent, but cared a great deal about doing his
prof essi onal best. Wien it canme to making a pursuit as
costly as possible, he had a certain sadistic

i magi nati veness as well; anyone who canme after them —
assuning we gets away at ail —would get a very bl oody
nose, while the Helot forces broke up into dozens of snall
parties and nade their way to propositioned

hi di ng- pl aces and supply caches. And when it was over,

the Kupros Muntai ns woul d be a second place the Roya
forces woul d be extrenely cautious about entering,

woul d have to guard continuously. It was still a good plan.
"Right," she said. "Let's go."

This time they would ride in- style; the first people

back out had dropped off transport. Soneone had even

taken tine and a spray-paint can to sketch a red = on e
sides of each. Skilly led the slide down me hill to the vans
and trucks. As they boarded and drove bunpi ng and

crashing down the rock-strewn streanbed they passed

ot her captured vehicles heading north into the
wadi - and-gul Iy country. They were | oaded with sedated
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wounded, or with boxes and crates of refined silver and
pl ati num and thorium fromthe | ooted warehouses, or
medi cal supplies, food, clothing. . . . Mney to slip

of f-pl anet through Bronson's outlets to pay for weapons,
to pay troops and bribe and buy and intinidate here on
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Sparta. Supplies to help sustain the expandi ng Hel ot
forces. They would drive the vehicles to destruction,
then transfer the loot to nul eback and scatter it.

" ' Make War support Var,' " Skilly quoted to her-

self, as they drove onto the ringroad of the base. That
chink Sun Tzu knew he busi ness. The background

chatter humed in her hel net phones, and the sound

of conmbat was a continous diffuse stutter all around,

| ouder than the roar of engines. Behind a fragnent of
wal | the Meijians had erected the Mollnir, a squat
two- st age rocket shaped |ike a huge artillery shel

twi ce the height of a man.

"Faster," she sai d.

There nust be at |east a thousand, maybe as many

as two or four thousand arned Ctizens within the
perineter, besides the formed units in the bunkers and
the Legion soliders. Speed and the air-sown mines and
di srupted communi cati ons had kept them from
concentrating, but that would not |ast |ong. The trucks
and vans careered down the streets, veering between

wr ecked and burning vehicles. The | ead car went over

a body with a sodden thunp; a how ing dog dashed by,
its coat ablaze. Not only houses and cars were on ftre,
t he wooded tongues of ridgel and between the built-up
areas had caught as well, and smoke was drifting in
bil | owi ng cl ouds.

Hel ot soldiers with MP brassards and |ight-wands

were directing traffic, nost of it people on foot noving
at a run. Mre vans and trucks w th wounded and | oot
passed them parties of Mywvenent undergro unders

clung to their sides or ran back toward the perineter,
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those too conpronised to stay even with this degree
of confusion, and the scores of transportee recruits
they had picked up.

Most of those not on pickup or guard duty were | ay-

i ng boobytraps, everything from grenades taped to
doors to huge time-detonated mnes in the sewers; a
lot of themwere wired into the settlenent power sys-
tems, and there was going to be a very unpl easant
surprise when they got the turbines running again.

Skilly grinned like a wolf at the thought, opening

di e door of the van and dropping out at a run as it

sl owed down besi de the bl ock of buildings she

want ed. The gui des waved themin through doors that

had been bl asted off their hinges with a recoilless-rifle
shel |, up steel-franed stairs that sagged and creaked,
into a corridor slashed and pocked with the renmai ns of
close-quarter fighting with grenade and bayonet.

"Down," the man at the head of the stairs warned.
"Under observation." The building was fibrocrete, but
the tall rectangle of window at the south end | ooked
out onto eneny-held open ground and the arnory-
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fortress. Teltast snipers.”

They squatted and duckwal ked down the transverse
corridor; the floor was wet and sticky, and the

bl anket - w apped formof a Helot trooper lay in one
doorway, the hole blasted through his hel met show ng
why. The corridor turned, and they were in a | ong room
| ooki ng out over the open space. Mdire Hel ots spraw ed
on the floor, form ng heads-in starfish circles amd
maps and plotting tables and a tangl e of

conmuni cations |ines-

"Yo, Niles," Skilly said; it was safe to cone to a
crouch here, and she scuttled quicldy over to his side.
"Crack this nut yet?"

"No, Field Prime," he said. "Here, take a | ook." They
moved to one side beyond the last of the tall narrow
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wi ndows, and he offered her the thread-thin jack of a
pi ckup canera one of his troopers was hol ding over a
wi ndow on an extension grip. "Careful with that. Yip."

The guerrilla comander ni pped down her face

shield and plugged the jack into her helnet. A view of
the field outside sprang into being on the inner surface
of die shields conplex materials. The Brotherhood
fortress had taken advantage of the proximty of the big
open-pit mine a kilonmeter further south; nothing

showed of the nmain bunker but a | ow nmound of turf set

in a dozen hectares of |andscaped park. The plans
Intelligence had stolen —Mwvenent Intelligence and

the Meijians both —showed an underground weddi ng

cake, fibrocrete and steel running down six stories;

generators, air-filtration systens, die works. The
Spartans had al ways known it was a dangerous

uni verse. The bunkers radiating out fromit were
newer, but also knitted into the parks contours, from
die litde gatiing-pillboxes to die round covered
gunpits. As she watched a hatch slid open and die
ban-el of a light gun appeared, a 155mmwi di a

doubl e-baffl e nuzzle brake. It fired, a pale orange
flash agai nst die noon sun, and die hatch was cl osed
again in smoodi coordination with die recoil of die
cannon.

"Slick," she said.

About a second all-told, the hatch nmust be keyed to

die lanyard of the cannon, not a practical interval to hit
it widi a PCM Sonebody had gotten |ucky; one of die
gunpits was a crater blasted open to die sky, but diey
could peck at diemall day and not do diat again, and
now di e Hel ot army was taking | osses.

A van expl oded, taking widi it two trucks and some
mot orcycl es, tossing men and loot in all directions.
Sonedi i ng el se expl oded.
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"Stop diat bunching up!" Skilly screaned.
232
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Ni | es | ooked at her, then away.

Getting hot, here, not quite |like what Skilly
expected. She had hoped for better results, hoped the
Br ot her hood gunners weren't quite that good. If they
coul d have knocked out the bunkers and gun

enpl acenments, a Helot force squatting on the arnory
roof woul d have el even hundred civilians under its
boots. The Royalists tal ked a good |ine about not
bargai ning for hostages, and held to it fairly strongly
when it came to their own men .. - but it was another
thing to say "go ahead" when soneone had a gun in
your child's ear.

She was aware that Niles was sayi ng sonet hing.

and a | ot of our people are still in there inside
the perineter."

"Pull themout."

"As | just told you, the Royals have managed to acti -

vate a nunber of their mne fields, and their artillery is
hi ghly accurate. W can't pull out. Mich of our force

is pinned down." Ni|les waved behind them at the

trucks going by "I hope that |oot is good, because we

paid a heavy price for it."

She was still studying the gun enpl acenents. She
seemed di stracted. Then she touched a button on the
side other helnet. "Anything from d ynt hos?"

"Two choppers rode out, down river."

Down river. Away fromthe action, and away from

her m ssile enplacements. Were could they be going?
"Not hing el se? Nothing? All right. W'll make them
come here. Now we use the Mollnir."

Niles frowed. "Well, that will take out one of the
gun enpl acenent s—

"Do the big central bunker pretty good, though."

"No nmlitary targets in the central bunker. Just non-
conbatants. "

"You thinking |ike a rabbiblanco again, Jeffi." He
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frowned, a little insulted. |1've gotten beyond the naive
stage, | think, he told hinmself. "Wat do you nean?" he
said stiffly

"Nonconbat ants. Am no such, just enemes wth
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gun and enem es without gun. Get that Mollnir
ready. "

"Sk —Field Prime, they've got close to four hun-
dred womren and —wel |, nearly a thousand children
in there, and =

"Get ne the fort, Jeffi. They get just one chance,
i ke everybody."

"You can't —=

She was standi ng between himand the others in

the room whose eyes were on the w ndows or the cor-

ridor in any case. Ceoffrey Niles froze as the muzzl e of
her Wal ther jabbed like a blunt steel finger into his left
side, exactly where the arnor |atched under his arm

pit. Her face | eaned closer to his, and she flipped up
the shield; there was tension in the green-fl ecked

brown eyes, and her voice was pitched soft.

So that nobody else tvill see or hear, he knewwith a
di stant coner of his mind. For ny sake, if it cones out
right. If he passed what he suddenly realized was a
carefully contrived test.

"Jeffl, Skilly want you with her when we win. But

Skilly going to win, Jetfi nmy sweet." A slight smile, ten-
der. "Welcone to Skilly's world, my non, where she

live all her life. This the real world, and it like this
every day. " The hi gh-cheeked brown face went utterly

cold. "I doan give ne order twi ce, non."

He was al ready one over the limt.
<-ex»e)

"Jesus Christ, what's going on back there!" Karl
d af son barked. "W've been out of corn |ink for bet-
ter than half an hour!"

"Maj or," Barton began, "ptease listen closely." He
234
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waited for a second, until the man in the screen
nodded.

The eneny partially penetrated our security

systens, used themto di sorganize the defenses, and

| aunched a major attack on Stora Mne in conjunction
with internal sabotage. They've overrun substanti al
areas of the settlenent. They have taken heavy | osses,
and we' ve stopped them but they're still out there."

Enotion rippled across the square bl ond-bearded

face, fear, rage, astonishnent. Then not hing but busi-
ness; Barton nodded in chill approval. There was no
time for anything el se.

"W've reheved the Torreys, but they've abandoned
the attacks. And thanks to your warnings we found the
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bonmbs in our trucks."

"d ad you got that nessage,"” Barton said. "Wasn't
sure you had."

"Just heard part of it, something about sabotage,
decided to look into the trucks. Thank Cod. Al right.
We're 120 klicks fromyou. | can be back there in two
hours, three at nost."

"No you can't," Barton said. "The road's mned, and
I"msure there are anbushes set up all along it."

There was a | ong pause. "Qur famlies are back
there, in the arnory bunker."

"1 know. It won't do thema bit of good for you to
get lolled, though."

"Al'l right, what do you want ?"

"They're beginning to realize they can't hold here,"
Barton said. "They'll start to retreat —and they don't
have all that nuch choi ce about the route they'l

take if they want to get away with the | oot they've
been scoopi ng up. They have trucl doads of stuff

they've stolen."

"Christ. Fromwhere? Qur honmes?"
"Probably,"” Barton said "Keep hold of yourself. The
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best thing that can happen right nowis for themto

load up with loot they won't want to give up. Loot will

sl ow them down as nuch as all the nines they' ve been
scattering. | don't know this area all that well, but from
the map it sure |ooks Iike you can cut across the ridge
line and show themthat two can play this anbush

gane. "

"Christ Almighty! Harry, give ne that map. Wo

knows this area? Yeah, get him —General, | think you
have sonet hing. Davis? Wat's this ridge |ike? How
long would it take to get over to here—=

Anot her voice. "No road, but there's good trails.
Let's see, maybe fifteen Hicks. Four hours? Three for
those in real good shape."

They nmay be past by then, but nmaybe nut," Barton

said. "I don't think they quite appreciate how hard a
retreat under fire can be. Get over there and see what
you can do," Barton said- "Be careful, you're not trying
to stop them just punish themas they go out, and mat's
aU you do. Don't try pursuit. Don't try anything fancy.
Just get where you can see them dig in and hurt them
no need to dose with them"

"Roger. OK, we're on the way."
<o <o -»

"It's the Royalist comuander,"”
hoar sel y.

Geoffrey Niles said
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Sidlly touched her helmet. This Field Prine, Spar-
tan People's liberation Army."

"Mpajor Bitterman here." A wonman's voice. The cen-
tral arnory would be held by administrative troops.
"What do you want ?"

"You getting one chance to surrender, or we crack
you like the egg,"” Skilly said flatly.

"You haven't been doing much cracking as yet, rebel."
There was confidence in her voice; die arnmory bunker
woul d wi thstand nost things, short of a nuclear weapon.
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"So far. Field Prime be nice. Major, de |lads and al
in there you responsibility. You put themin mlitary
zone. Better you left them out, nobody out here get
hurt who not fighting. Last chance."

"I've seen what you did to our homes," Bitternman
said. "And this is not a mlitary zone. There is no mli-
tary force here. This is a hospital and bonb shelter."

"Well, too bad," Skilly said." 'Cause it mlitary to ne."
"VWhat do you want ?"
"You surrender."

"You know what you ask is inmpossible. | don't have
the authority. | tell you this is a hospital and shelter
There are no military units here."

"They all around you out there."
"Well, yes—
"Ceneral Barton here. Who is this?"

"Calls herself Field Prinme, General," Major Bitter-
man said.

"Field Prime, this is General Barton."

"Good. Surrender, and | don't smash in that
Arnory."

The Arnory is a hospital and shelter for noncom
batants," Barton said.

"I don't believe you, but | don' care nuch either
You surrender or we crack it open."

"CGeneral, she's bluffing," Bitterman said. "This
pl ace woul d wi t hstand anything up to nukes."

"Field Prime don't bluff, as you going to find out.
gi ve you your chance. You don't get another."
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"Suppose the hospital did surrender?" Barton
demanded. "What does that do for you?"

"Ch, fuck off," Skilly said. She cut the connection
"Hey, Jeffi, that bunker be one big mlitary target.
Skilly not to blane if the Cits put people over the
amm and power supply, hey?"

He nodded. "Yes... | suppose that's true," he said-
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Hi s shoul ders straightened. It is A damed sight nore

of a mlitary target than Dresden was, after all. Not
that it mattered, the Boyalists already had evi dence
enough to hang themall six tines over for violations of
the Laws of War. Unless we win. Wnners wite the

| aws.

She touched her hel nmet again. Tetsuko. Do it"
AN AN *>

Barton | ooked down at the plotting table. The

Hel ot attack reached through the perinmeter of Stora
Mne like a knobbly treetrunk, with branches reaching
out to touch objectives, tw sting around obstacl es or
strongpoints. He was starting to get an accurate pic-
ture; also starting to put serious pressure on the
attackers. Daring. Bold. But they depended on their

el ectronic edge too much. |If we'd been here anot her
week—

If we'd been here anot her week they would have

found out and called off the attack. Attack? O raid?
Did they have an objective other than | oot and gener-
ally smashing things up?

Information was flowing in now Disorganized as
they' d been, the Brotherhood had put up a good

def ense, which was what Barton had intended-

Def ense in place was a | ot sinpler and easier than a
coordi nated attack, and these Brotherhood troops al
knew each other, had worked with each other, knew
what to expect. The eneny had pummel ed themin a
few places, but by and | arge the Brotherhood forces
had hel d, and that was all they needed to do.

There was one coherent eneny force around what

had been defensive post 12, and many pockets of dis-
organi zed Helots, some in nminefields, others in old
bunkers, but all cut off fromthe eneny's nmain body.
Put screening units out to keep those groups di sorgan-
i zed and make sure they didn't rally, because sone
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were in a position to do sone real damage if they
broke free, but otherw se | eave them alone for the
moment. They'd surrender soon enough when they
saw t hey were abandoned.
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That left the rest of the Helots, an organi zed force

of fewer troops than he had in total, but larger by far
than any integrated force he could put together. The
Hel ot mai n body was dug in and hol ding, but rear ele-
ments were already w thdrawi ng, and they were

sendi ng back a stream of heavily | aden vehicles. Con-
centrate artillery fire on that group, especially on their
escape routes. Every possible shelter, and every cross-
roads, had |long ago been added to the target data

base, so it was a matter of picking targets for indirect
fire and feeding in their coordinates. Drop rounds

onto the roads, knock out vehicles that woul d have to
be cl eared away before anything else could get past.
Make the eneny think he was being cut off. It took
steady veterans to go on advanci hg when they were
afraid their line of retreat was cut.

Bi ght The artillery fire plan could be left to the |oca
mlitia officers. They could read maps as well as he
could, and they'd seen the terrain.

And that woul d be wearing the eneny down sone-
thing fierce. Wiich is about all J can do just now.

Aggressive patrols to nmake the eneny bunch up

and aggressive artillery to pound them when they did
bunch up, and nmeanwhil e gather enough troops to

mount a real counter attack. Tinme's on our side now....

"Sir," the technician said. "Launch, fromone of the
peri nmeter bunker |ocations under enemny control."

The sergeant was frowning as he tracked. 'Very odd
trajectory, sir. Straight up, alnost. Several —better
than five clicks."

Sone sort of suborbital ? he thought. Then: Oh,
Christ. The whol e purpose of the attack was suddenly
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plain. Not just to shatter the mne, to denoralize the
Citizens of Stora Mne and the northlands around it.
Sone wounds anger, but there are others that break

the spirt. That's what the eneny intended. Had

i ntended aS al ong. Hi s hand stabbed out toward the
communi cator, then froze. There was not hing he coul d
do, nothing at all

"Sir, it's a two-stage. Conputer says antifortress
penetrator, heavy job. Apogee. Coni ng down under
thrust. Coming dawn fast. Jesus, Mach 181 20! Jesus,
it's —=

The ground shook beneath their feet.
LIDSY N -0-

"Prepare to pull out," Skilly said, raising herself to
her knees and w ping bl ood fromthe corner of her
mout h. The expl osi on had been nore |ike an

eart hquake, m s dose.

Tli e bunkers around the underground fortress were
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intact, but there was a gaping hole near the entrance
to the main bunker. Snoke rose fromit. It | ooked bad,
| ooked terrible.

Baf fl es and multiple arnored doors had protected

the weapons posts. The steady fire continued, then the
Spartan defenders realized what had happened behind
them and then every remai ni ng weapon opened up,
firing continuously with no thought of maintaining
conceal ment. Wre-guided missiles |ashed out in

return fromthe Hel ot positions, beanriders. The
savage exchange of fire continued for a mnute, then
di ed away. The Helot troops couldn't take the | osses
and dove for cover. Soneone screaned near by.

"Fuck this shit, fuck it, fuck this notherfucking
shit!"

"Steady," Skilly shouted. "General comm Phase

RAK Yip had raised hinself to reel in the
surveill ance camera; the sniper bullet punched
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through hi s shoul der, upper lungs and out the other
side w thout slow ng much. Everyone dove as it

whi ned around the room pinging off concrete with
that ugly sound that told experienced ears the

t hunb-si zed lunp of flattened metal might hit anyone
fromany direction. The guerrilla NCOs heel s

drumed briefly on the floor, as blood fl ooded out
from nose and nmouth and the nassive exit wound

under his left arnpit.

"—Phase Five, say again, Phase Five," Skilly
r epeat ed.

Al most on the heels of her words the first of the huge
demolition charges the guerrillas had cobbl ed together
fromcaptured blasting explosive went off, with a jarring
thunp that was |oud even a kilonmeter away. The

remaining nmilitia could be expected to press their
pursuit with reckless courage, and the Hel ots intended

to nmake thempay for it. Wth expl osive and steel rather
than close-quarter fighting, where possible; with
ambushes where it was not.

"Now. Jeffi. Now we run, and they come after us,
and we kill them"

N CHAPTER TEN
No battle plan survives contact with the eneny.

—Hel rnuth von Ml t ke

*»e »<e

"Al'l day for nine hours we ran. It was the contagi on of
bewi | dernment and fear and ignorance. Runpbur spread at every
halt, no man had his orders. Everyone had sone theory and no
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pl an beyond the frantic desire to reach his unit. In ourselves we
did not know what to do. Had there been soneone in authority

to say, 'Stand here, do this and that' —then half our fear would
have vani shed. So | began to realize, sitting in ny swaying car,
how i nportant the thousand dreary things in an arny are. The
drill, the saluting, the uniform the very badges on your arm al
tend to identify you with a solid machine and build up a feeling
of security and order. In the nonment of danger the soldier turns
to his mechanical habits and draws strength fromthem" Al an

Moor ehead, on the retreat from Gazal a, June, 1942

— Quoted in John Keegan and Ri chard Hol mes, Sol diers

<e AN AN

Cro/ton's Encycl opedia of the Inhabited Planets (2nd Edition):

Adynthos: town at the head of navigation on the Eurotas

Itiver (q.v.), Sparta, (qg.v.). Established as Fort Tanner during
CoDomi ni um adni ni stration, 2030. Conmuni cation with Lake

Al exander and its mining settlenents by rail and slurry-pipeline
(2060), followed by rapid growh; river-port, fitting out point for
out back expeditions, and industrial center. Power supplied by
hydro devel opnents on Vul can Rapi ds (potential in excess of

1000 MM). Snelters, refineries, direct-reduction steel mll,

m ni ng machi nery, building supplies, explosives, genera

manuf acturing. Pop. (2090) 66,227 not including part-tine

resi dents.

Description: The town lies on the sout hwestern bank of the
river inmediately below the Ninth Cataract of the Wul can

242 jerry Pounelle 6- S M Surfing

Rapids, in an area known as Hecate's Pool. Mst buildings are
constructed of |imestone blocks from nearby quarries; notable
features include..

*>e e

Mel i ssa was down, hurt and bl eedi ng, and shells

were falling all around them but Lysander coul dn't
get to her. His |legs were paralyzed, and when he tried
to craw filthy hands cane out of the ground, reached
up with sliny fingers to drag hi mdown. Mhssa

nmoaned softly, and Lysander shouted to her, shouted
that he was conming, but he couldn't nove, and —

"Prince."

"I"'mcomng! | swear it—

"Prince."

Lysander sat bolt upright on the cot. "Harv. |I'm

awake. God, what a horrible dream Mlissa, she was
—Yhat is it, Harv?"

"Urgent signals. Prince You re needed in the
orderly room Helots attacking the Stora M ne
compl ex. "

"Right, I'lIl be there in five mnutes." He suddenly
realized where he was. "My conplinents to the col o-
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nel, and can he alert the reginent."

"Al ready being done." Harv said. "Choppers w nd-
ing up and they're rolling the arnor out."

"Ri ght. Thanks."

Col onel Bennington and his senior officers were in
the staff roomclustered around a nap table. "Atten-
tion, please," Captain Larry Sugar-man, the adjutant,
said. They fell silent as Lysander canme into the room

"Carry on, please. Jam e, what's happeni ng?"

"Sir, its an all-out assault on the Stora M ne

compl ex," Bennington said. 'We don't have direct
communi cations, we're getting everything on rel ay
through the Legi on Headquarters in Sparta Gty.
General Owensford is on line and would like to speak
wi t hyou when you have a nonent."
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Lysander | eaned over to study the displays on the
map table. There's a hell of a lot nore 'maybe' and
‘probabl e' and "could be' and plain runor than rea
i nformati on here."

"Yes, sir, the Helots seemto have disabled the main
computer at Stora. Disabled or worse; there are indi-
cations they got control of it."

The circles, solid, shaded, and dotted, blinked as the
tabl e was updated. Sone of the dotted circles vanished,
others noved to shaded. A few shaded turned solid as

sightings and identifications were confirnmed, but there

was still more runor than fact reported on that map
table. "Better let ne speak to General Owensford,"”
Lysander said. "I'mnot |earning nuch here. | presune

you're getting the regiment ready to respond.™

"Yes, sir. Sergeant, see if you can get Genera
Onensford, please."

"On line and holding, sir," the sergeant said. He
handed a headset to Lysander.

"l ysander here."

"Onensford, Highness. Urgent request. Do not
send out any air cav reaction force. |I'Il explain, but
that's an urgent advice, sir."

Lysander stared at the map- New data flowed in.

The i npersonal circles moved or changed sizes, with
bright flashes indicating battles. Friendly units shrank
as he watched. Confirmed casualties. "Qur people are
taking a licking," Lysander said. "And they need help.

| suppose you have reasons."

"Sir. This is an all out assault, reginental to brigade
strength, carried out with full intelligence. They have
to know where your units are. Possibly even that

you' re commandi ng them Therefore —
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"l see," Lysander said. 'Therefore they' ve already
factored in the First Royals and think they can dea
with us.”
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"Exactly, sir.

"Isn't that called taldng counsel fromour fears,
General ? Paral yzi ng oursel ves because of what m ght
happen?"”

"Yes, sir, but in this case it may be wise. W don't
know nearly enough. What we do know is they were
willing to commt in strength to this operation know
ing your force was there and ready. The plan was
conplex: initial attack to draw out the reaction force,
anbush that, sabotage the nobile reserve, infiltrate
sabot eur s—

"Jesus, and all that worked?" Lysander demanded.
"More than ought to have."
"Skilly," Lysander said.

"Yes, sir, | believe so. | have only intermttent con-
tact with General Barton at the nmine, but it's ny
i mpression he believes so, too."

"Devious," Lysander said. "So it could be a bluff to
keep us from sendi ng reinforcenents."

"Sir, she's devious all right, but I can't think the Hel-
ots would risk this nmuch on the hope that you'd think
it through and not send a reaction force."

"Point taken." Lysander grinned wyly. "And she
probably thinks this was a sinple plan, not much to go
wrong. Advice?"

"Keep your options open. You're our reserve, don't
commit yet. You're closer than | am" Omensford said.
"And you won't be cut off fromdirect contact with
Barton at the mine forever. You can decide what to do
when you have a better idea of what the situation is."

Lysander considered the map again. "Barton's in
command at the mne?"

"Yes, sir. Local commander asked himto take over."

"All right. W'll be his reserve until the situation
develops. You'll keep ne up to date, and get ne
contact with Barton when that's possible."
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"Anyt hing we know, you'll know, " Owensford said.

Lysander studied the map table. 1'd give a lot for
satellite observati ons Have do sonethi ng about that,
there nust be a way to convince the CD. And what the
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heU am | doing, acting like I"'min charge? But it's ny job.
and no one else is going to do it, whether | get it right or
not. And right now—He turned to Bennington. "Jam e,

get your two best pilots. Load up two ships with scouts.
Have them duck out this way, down river, then sw ng

wi de and angl e back. one out to each side of the valley.
Straight recon nission, with the option of comitting

the scouts if that |ooks worth doing. If they've gone to
this much trouble to set up an anbush of the air cav, |
can't think they'Il give it away attacki ng one ship, but the
pilots should be careful anyway."

"Yes, sir. If the Helots can infiltrate a big unit they
can have a couple of small ones, too."

"Good point. And any scouts they do drop will need
full rocket support. But you know that."

"I'"Il see to it, sir.

The First Royal scouts were not as well trained as

the Legion's SAS units, but they'd been trained by the
Legi on, and had sone conbat experience. Training' s
over. Time to get sonme use out of them For that matter
it's about time for Sparta to stand up i ndependent of
Fal henberg' s Legion. "Jam e. General Owensford esti-
mat ed regi nent to brigade strength cormitted at the

m ne. "

"Yes, sir.
"I'l'ien they can't have nmuch left to block the roads."
vl =

"How nuch could they infiltrate up here?"
Lysander demanded "We've had regul ar air sweeps-
Jam e, if they're good enough to have another
regi ment beyond what's conmmitted already, we're
going to | ose anyway. Now are they that good?"
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"l see your point. No, sir.

"Get the ground units noving upriver. Usual pre-
cautions, recon units |ead, watch for mnes, but get
them novi ng. Keep the aviation units grounded unti

we figure out what Mz Skilly has in mnd. Next thing,
get your Intel and aviation people together and figure
out where they're planning on engaging the air cav."

"Engage with what?"
"l don't know. Assune sonething effective.”

"M ssiles,"” Bennington said. "Right." He funed to
his adjutant. "Larry, who've we got for this?"

"McCul | och and Levy, sir?"

"Good choice. And Captain Flinderman, | think
G ve themthe assignnent and have themreport when
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t hey' ve thought of sonething."

"Yes, sir.
"And get the ground units noving."

Captai n Sugarman spoke quietly into his headset.

Lysander turned back to the nmap table After a few

monent s the di splays changed again. Friendly unit

reports becane nore reliable, although there was still a
| ot of confusion about enenmy strength and | ocations.

| ysander studied nme situation carefully. The entire Stora
garrison, nearly a full reginment of well equipped and
trai ned Brotherhood troops, reinforced by Legion units,
and they were reduced to ineffective and di sorgani zed
pockets. What could do that to then? Whatever it was
couldn't be small, and he becane nore certain the

eneny had comritted all they had. The Helots coul dn't
possi bly have any | arge strategic reserve, and not nuch
el se either. Anti-aircraft mssile units, infiltrated and —

Infiltrated where? "Jam e?"
"H ghness?"

"Have your experts consider this: a small
anti-aircraft mssile unit in hiding somewhere al ongthe
route fromhere to the nine, probably close to this base.
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Not so close they can't get away once they launch their
birds, but close enough to observe what we're doing.
Preferably with a good escape route through terrain
that would halt arnor."

"Tut that way. H ghness— Benni ngton mani pu-
| ated the nmap control s.

"Right. | see it." Lysander increased the gain on the
Decel ea Forest, a university experimental arboretum
and park north of Aynthos Base. It was easily |large
enough to hide a conpany of missileers, it overl ooked
the Valley road north, and the broken terrain and gul -
|ies extended down to the river.

"Ht us, bug out to the river. Wthout air we

couldn't stop themcrossing, and that gives them a hel
of a head start in getting away," Bennington said. "Its
sure where |'d put an anbush for air cav."

"Can't do any harmto send sone scouts up there.

We m ght get lucky," Lysander said. He pointed to the
map table. "It's about tinme some luck fell our way,
because it looks like we're getting lunched up there."

"Right." Bennington studied the map. "And | think

I"l'l send sonme artillery units north along the nain road,
on up past the Decelea tunoff, but not too far past, say
to about here, where they'll have that park in range—=

Lysander grinned agreenent.
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Benni ngton called his adjutant. "Larry, please ask
Li eutenant Arnold to alert his nen, then report here.
We have a job for him™"

Such a sinple thing to do. Sending nmen off to craw

around in a forest until they can bring in artillery sheik
onto other men. He | ooked at his hand, and

renmenbered a line froma poem Just a line. "The hand

that signed the paper... these five kings did a king to
death." Wy do they obey ne? They're ol der and nore
experienced. He remenbered Oaensford, during the

Dal es battle, and later in the rescue of the Halleck boy.
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At least they try to tell me when I'm maki ng a nmess of
thmg/i. He turned back to the map table.

"Royal Leader, this is Arnold. | have |ocated our

obj ective. W have an eneny unit under observation

They are unaware of our presence, but | can't guarantee
that for long if we attenpt to close. Visual and IR
observation. Data transm ssion follows, stand by."

I mges on the map tabl e swam dissol ved, and
reformed as update data flowed in. Lysander and
Benni ngt on eagerly bent over the display

"Mssiles, all right,"” Bennington said. "I don't recog-
nize the type. Let's see if we have a visual." A blurred
i mage appeared on one of the wall screens. "Stil

doesn't mean anything to ne. You, sir?"

Lysander shook his head. "Afraid not. Ckay, let's
buck this back to the Capital. Maybe the Legi on has
sonething in its data base."

"Ri ght." Bennington nmade adjustments. "Whatever

they are, they're anti-air. Gve '"emany capability you
Hire, they were | ooking right down our throats here. If
we'd sent the air cav out in a body to follow the high-
way, or even the river—

"Yeah. How long will it take Arnold to get into posi-
tion to attack thenP" Lysander asked.

"We'll have to ask him but 1'd give himat |east half
an hour."

"Pl ease see that your artillery is in place and ready
to fire at that tinme."

"Yes, sir." Bennington sounded enthusiasti c.

They studied the nap as they waited. The First

Royal s regi mrent was poi sed and ready, all they needed

was assurance that they could nove safely. And the right
objective. If we can find the eneny we can hU t hem
Deflrutely need to talk to the CD people. There has to be
a way to get sone satellite observations
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"Urgent signal from General Ownensford for Prince
Lysander." Sergeant Rosdus sai d.

"Put himon the speaker. Lysander here."

"Sir —" The word was choked of f. Everyone in the
conmmand room | ooked up, puzzl ed.

Onensford was quiet for a monent. Then his voice
turned cold and inpersonal. "Sir, the mne garrison is
engaging in a spontaneous all out counterattack. It is
expected that when the attack nakes contact with the
eneny it will be repul sed with heavy | osses. The coun-
terattack began when the garrison | earned that the

Hel ot s had used an earth penetrator rocket to attack
the hospital and civilian shelter area. General Barton
is attenpting to halt the attack and reorgani ze die gar-
rison troops, but he has had limted success. The
eneny is retreating. CGeneral Barton is worried about
anbuscades- He is attenpting to halt the pursuit unti
our forces are better organized.

"Civilian casualties were heavy, anmounting to sixty
percent in the hospital and nay be as high as fifty per-
cent anong wonen and children in the shelter.”

The command roomfell silent. Soneone nade a
deep grow i ng sound-

"Can you get nme a direct link to Stora?" Lysander
asked.

"Yes, sir, but | thought 1'd better tell you this first."

"Quite correct. Ceneral Owaensford. | suppose
Acre's no chance this was an acci dent?"

"No, sir, they threatened to attack the central shel -
ter unless it surrendered. The attack was an earth
penetrator mssile, specially designed to attack hard
targets. It was |aunched instantly after the Helots
ceased comuni cation. There was no tinme for evacu-
ation. It was deliberate, sir." Omensford s icy cal mwas
begi nning to fray.

Cold fiay gnawed at Lysander's stommch, but he felt a
250
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preternatural calm "All right. Get me General Barton."
"Yes, sir, I'lIl patch himthrough."

"Barton here."

"General, this is Lysander. Peter told ne."

"Yes, sir.

"I't's not your fault. You couldn't have prevented it."
"l don't see how | could have, sir. But we have five
hundred dead children here, and | was in command. "
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"Can you get me a general circuit? | want to speak
to everyone there."

"Klingstauffer, H s H ghness wants a general cir-
cuit. Shall | announce you, sir?"
"Yes, please.”

There was a pause, then, "All units. This is Cenera
Barton in comand center. H s Hi ghness Prince
Lysander Collins will speak to you now. Your Hi gh-

ness —

"My people. My sisters and brothers. Please listen. |
share your grief, and together we will nourn Sparta's
dead. That is later. For now, | have a conmand. | order
you to live. \Wherever you are, whatever you are doing,
stop, take heed, think. You are what the enemy wanted
you to be, enraged citizens seeking vengeance,

vul nerable to their treachery.

"And THAT IS NOT ENOUGH. You shall be avenged,

but you will not be avenged through haste and nadness!
Vengeance denmands victory, and victory denmands that
we act together, as a disciplined arnmy! Brothers and
Sisters! Organize. Organi ze and obey your officers.

"People of Sparta. | amcom ng, | ambringing the

i nstruments of vengeance and destruction. Wait for

me. And know that this will not end today, not today,
and not tonmorrow. It will not end until we are

avenged. Mre than avenged. Together we shall pur-

sue these creatures wherever they go, relentless
pursuit, until we have killed themall, killed them not
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only for revenge but to cleanse this |land, we shal
cleanse this land of all nenory of these creatures.
They do not deserve to breathe the sane air as free
men and wonen, and by God Alm ghty | swear it,

they shall not!

"W cane here to this enpty | and, and we nmade a

home. W built a land of honor, and we offered to
share it with anyone worthy, and this is their answer.
They cry for their rights. W will give themtheir due.
We will give themjustice

"My brothers and sisters, listen. Do not throw your
lives away. Halt and think. Man your assigned stations.
Find your officers. Cbey them O ganize, nake ready,
and wait for me. | am com ng, ny people. Never

doubt it. | amconing. God nmay have mercy on these

wol ves but we shall not."

N <e <e

"Legi on headquarters has identified those m ssiles,
sir. Something new, but the Legion data base has specs
on them Fucking bastards," Captain Tyson said.

Lysander's | ook silenced him "Good. Feed the per-
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formance data to the air ops comander. Wat | want
is a good feint. Send the choppers out as if they're
headed north, but turn away before they're in danger."

Tyson strai ghtened "Can do."

"Li eutenant Arnold reports eneny alerted," the
conmuni cati ons sergeant said. "They're setting up
their birds, like they expect us."

They heard the speech," Lysander said. "O

sonmeone up north heard it and sent an alert. Doesn't
matter. They expect us to cone running. Arnold in
position?"

"Five mnutes, sir. Artillery's targeted. Rockets in
pl ace. "

"Get those choppers going, then. Col onel Ben-
nington, you'll take conmand of this operation. Hit

252
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them neutralize them take sonme live prisoners able

to tell us how they got here, then let the constabul ary
finish themoff. | want this regi nent headed north as
soon as possible."

"Yes, sir. You want ne to conmmand?"

"Yes. As soon as we've defeated the anbush, ['I]I
take the air cav and get up to Stora."

"This may not be the only mssile force they have."

"May not be, but it probably is. Jam e, they can't
cover the whole countryside. W're scouting alternate
routes, 1*11 take one of those, but by God I'm going.
They need ne up there."

"Aye," Jami e Bennington said. 'That they do, ny
Prince."
<e o> <-

Twenty officers and as many civilian | eaders were
gathered in the command center of the Stora M ne.
They greeted Lysander with grimsatisfaction. "W
wai t ed. Hi ghness,"” soneone said. "Now |l ead us."

Ace Barton rose wearily to attention and sal uted.
"Hi ghness. You'll be taking conmand now. 1'd like to
go back to the Legion."

"Deni ed," Lysander said. "General, you will con-

tinue in conmand here." He | ooked at the grimfaces
around him "You'll need an expert," he said- 'This is
General Barton's work, and he is good at it."

"Not good enough."
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"I forbid that," Lysander said. "Until now we didn't
know, couldn't know, the true nature of our eneny.

Bl ami ng ourselves for not foreseeing this crimnal act
is pointless. Ceneral Barton, you will organize the pur-
suit. The objective is to harass and punish the eneny,
of course, but that's not the nmain objective. It is far
nmore inportant that you avoid their traps, avoid casu-
alties. Preserve our people, so that we can win this war
and rebuild."

PRI NCE OF SPARTA
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"Speak for yourself," soneone said. An elderly cap-
tain. "W |lost a daughter and two grandchil dren.
don't care what happens to ne as long as | take sone
of themwith ne."

"How many others feel that way?" There were mnut-

ters, but before they could answer, Lysander shouted,
"That is treason. Captain Caldon." He paused to |et
that sink in. "l said treason, and | neant it. Sparta
needs you alive, not dead."

He strode into the crowd, and stood anpng them

"W will cleanse this planet," he said. 'To do that we
must win this war. Not just loll a few hundred, a few
thousand, while their | eaders skulk off to do this again.
We have to defeat them conpletely, defeat their sol-
diers and hang those who ordered this. Anything | ess

|l ets themget away to kill nmore wonmen and children.”

There were nutters of agreenent. "How, then?"
Karen A af son asked-

"It won't be easy," Lysander said. "You can't do it

alone. Aretreat is always faster than the pursuit unless
the retreating force is utterly routed, and these
weren't- They were prepared to retreat. You've already
run into anbushes.”

More nuttered agreenment. "And so did they,"
Karen d af son sai d.

"Yes. That was good work," Lysander said. "Mjor

A af son hanmered themwel |, but still they were able
to screen himout and slip past. This is what they're
best at"

"But —Hi ghness, what can we do, then?" Karen
denmanded.

"Harass them vyes, but carefully, avoid their traps,
avoi d their anbushes. Kill and capture anything they
| eave behind. W've already cl eaned them out of the
Val | ey behind us. Four different pockets poised to
anbush us, and we have destroyed themall. You can do
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the sane. Keep them noving, make themsplit up into

smal | groups and di sperse. Harass them Many will
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desert their cause. The rest will be so dispersed they

can't do nmuch harm You'll have this army neutralized,
and this is their main force. Brothers, sisters, you do
this, and I'Il do the rest. Together we'll win this war."

"What about the others? Sone of our workers

joined this rebellion. W' ve found them dead, wearing
their Helot arm band,"” Karen O afson said. "And that
awful little man who put the bonbs in the reserve
force trucks. They have spies everywhere."

"We'll take the prisoners back to Sparta City and
wing themout, and we'll send technicians to screen the
others here," Lysander said. "But be careful. W don't
want to force anyone to join the conspiracy. In fact —
General Barton, you're authorized to issue a genera
amesty for anyone not directly involved in atrocities.”

" But —

"He's right, Ms. Oafson," Barton said. "Of course
the amesty won't apply to those we caught in the

act .

"No, they'll go back to the capital. The inportant
thing is towin, win and rebuild. End this war once and
for all, and leave it behind us- W can do that."

"How?" Captain Cal don asked.

"W have to deprive themof their bases. W need
surveillance satellites. W nust halt their off-planet
supplies. None of that can be done here, and nost of it
I"l'l have to do nyself. 1I'll have to go back to the capital
It's time towin this war, but | can't |eave this Hel ot
field arny intact- It has to be nade ineffective, and for
that | need your help. Al of you, doing the best work

you can. WIIl you help nme?"

The ol d captain studied the prince's |ook. |ooked to
hi s conrades, and turned back to Lysander. "As you
command. "

<e CHAPTER ELEVEN

Forns of governnent change. Long ago Janes Bur nham

fol | owi ng Hobbes, pointed out that while it is easy to convince
peopl e that government is valuable, it is not quite so obvious that
any particular formof government is best. The belief that fifty
percent plus one will best |ook out for the interests of the whole
is as much a myth as the tvine Right of Kings, and certainly no
nmore conpelling than the notion that the state nmay be best

pl aced in the hands of those educated to the task. Al exander
Ham I ton, hinmself "the bastard son of a Scots peddler," argued

for a strong hereditary conponent to the United States
Constitution on the grounds that an aristocracy would | ook to the
future and not nmerely to the next election. Cearly he expected

an open aristocracy which could be entered on nerit, but he was
not shy in defending hereditary rights for those who had won

adm ssi on.

By the Twentieth Century it had been repeatedly proved that
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the qualifications required to obtain the office of chief of state
were not optinmumfor actually performng the job; and this

regardl ess of whether the state was a constitutional republic |ike
the United States, or the kind of revolutionary anarchy favored

by its southern neighbors...

If the ancients fromAristotle to Machiavelli were agreed on

one thing, it was that when a state required strong arned forces
for its survival, those arned forces had better be comranded by
a single person; that the political crimes of one bad ruler were
infinitely preferable to the dangers of dividing mlitary
command. Better Tiberius than a conmittee. The first two

hundred years of the United States of Anerica seened to

di sprove that thesis, partly because prior to 1950 the United
States woul d never have dreaned of keeping a |arge standing

arny in tine of peace, and even had it done so, that army woul d
have been conscripts, not |ong service vol unteers.

The events of the Twenty First Century denonstrated that the
anci ents may have been w ser than the nodens thought..
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—From Utopia to inmperiwn: A History of Sparta

from Al exander | to the Accession of Lysander,
by Cal dweH C. Whitlock, Ph-D. (University of Sparta Press, 2220)

N -0- *»
Cro/ton's Encycl opedi a of Contenporary Hi story and Soci al
I ssues (3rd Edition):

Interdictioni The CoDomi ni um G and Senate has al ways

reserved the right to declare an interdiction of space travel to or
fromany solar systemor body therein, as punishnment for actions
contrary to |l aws which the Grand Senate regards as outside the
jurisdiction of even sovereign planets. The nost usual cause for
such action is an attack on CoDom niumcitizens, particularly on

Fl eet personnel, or a violation of the Laws of War (q.v.). Many

i ndependent planets regard interdiction as an intolerable

i nfringement of their sovereignty, and an attenpt to reduce them
to the quasi-satellite status of nost Earth governnents

It is noteworthy that interdiction has never been attenpted
against a planet with significant naval strength..
o/ -V e (-

But perhaps naval warfare best illustrates the effect of both
permanent and contingent factors in limting the scope, intensity,
and duration of operations. Specialized warships are probably
quite recent in origin. The first navies may have been
antipiratical in purpose, though there are grounds for thinking
that the advantages conferred by the ability to nove forces al ong
rivers or coasts first pronpted rules to nmaintain warships. But at
any stage of econonic devel oprnent, navies have al ways been
expensive to build and have required handling by specialized
crews. Their construction and operation therefore demanded
consi der abl e di sposabl e wealth, probably the surplus of a ruler's
revenue; and if the earliest formof fighting at sea was piratica
rather than political in notive, we nust renenber that even the
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pirate needs capital to start in business.

—John Keegan "The Paraneters of Warfare"; SifHQ The
Quarterly journal of MIlitary History, Vol 5:2, Wnter 1993
N

LY 00

The house stood on | arge open grounds. The entry
drive | ed past a gatehouse manned by Royal Regi nent
sol diers, and through a small grove of elmtrees.
Beyond that was half an acre of well tended grass

| eading up to the Georgian style house. The porch was
as large as nmany mlitary houses.
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Hal Sl ater answered the door hinself, and waved

his visitors inside. "Conme in, please. Colonel Karantov.
Wel come to ny hone. | think you net ny wife some

years ago?"

"Wel cone, Boris," Kathryn Slater said. She wore a
sinmpl e black dress of el egant design, with a firestone
pin. Her earrings flashed with a shade of green that
could only have been greenfire; it was clear that

Kat hryn Mal col m Sl ater was not worried about

noney.

"Ms. Kathryn Slater, General Slater," Karantov

acknow edged. "I present Captain of Fleet O ayton
Newel | . "
Newel |, i ke Karantov, wore civilian clothing, and

there was nothing to indicate that they were two of the
hi ghest ranki ng CoDom nium officers in the Sparta
system Karantov kissed Kathryn s hand, and after a
moment Newel | did |ikew se

Hal Sl ater |eaned on his cane to bow stiffly, and
ushered them across the entry hall toward the rear of
the house. "We're neeting in ny study," Slater said.
"It's as secure as the Legion can nmake it."

"I would say trustworthy, then," Karantov said.
Captain Newel|l stopped in the entry hall and

| ooked around the room at the parquet floors, col-
ums and nirrors, original paintings on the walls.
Twi n curved staircases led up to a nusician s bal cony
above the entry. "Very nice," he said-

"Mostly Kathryn's design," Slater said

"I npressive," Newell said. "And very lovely."

"Thank you,' Kathryn Slater said. "Hal was offered an
official residence as Commandant of the War Col | ege,
but we decided we'd rather build our own. W've lived so
many places, and this will probably be our last."

"You are pleased to live on Sparta, then," Boris
Kar ant ov sai d-

258
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"Veiy. | don't think anyone has ever appreciated us
quite so nuch. Now, if you'll excuse ne, I'll |eave you
to your work," Kathryn said. "You won't be disturbed.

Pl eased to nmeet you. Captain Newell."

Hal Slater led. the visitors into his study. Karantov
and Newel| went into the room and stopped short at
the sight of several others already there. Karantov

bowed stiffly "Your H ghness. | expected to neet you,
of course. But —Anatoly, Sanuel, you | do not
expect."

"Il explain,"” Hal Slater said. Russians never con-
sider a neetingfriendly if it doesn't open with a drink
"But first, may | get you anything? |'ve let the servants
go for the day, but we have just about anything you

woul d Iike."

"Cognac, perhaps," Karantov said-

Hal opened a panel ed cabi net and poured brandy
froma crystal decanter into small gl asses which he
handed around to everyone. They all lifted themfor-
mally To Sparta,"” Slater said.

Boris Karantov | ooked quizzically at Slater, but
raised his glass and drained it. "Sparta, then." After a
monent Captain Newell did the sane

"Excel | ent cognhac," Karantov said. Terran?"

"Yes, fromthe Crinea," Hal said. To Russians, all
brandy is cognac no nmatter where it cones from "Do
you care for nore?"

"Not just at nonment."

"Pl ease, be seated," Slater said, "I believe everyone
has nmet? W will have one nore visitor —ah, | believe
that's himnow. " Hal |eft, and cane back a few

nmonents later with Dr. Wi dock

"Dr. Caldwell Whidock. You'll renmenber himas a
political consultant to Col onel John Christian

Fal kenberg. Dr. Widock is now also in die enploy of
the Dual Monarchy. Dr. Whi dock, Col onel Boris

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 259

Kar ant ov, CoDoni ni um Fl eet Marines. Fleet Captain
Clayton Newel |, CoDomi niurn Navy. Captain Anatoly
Nosov, formerly of the CoDomi ni um Navy, reared, now
a Captain of the Royal Spartan Naval Reserve. Captain
Sanuel Forrest, also retired as a Captain of the
CoDomi ni um Navy, now Rear Admiral, Royal Spartan
Naval Reserve. And of course you know Crown Prince
Lysander. Caldwell, we just toasted Sparta's health."

"We'll say | join you in the sentinment," Wi dock
sai d. "H ghness-" Wi dock bowed slighdy, and fumed
to the others. "Gendenen, |I'mproud to neet y'all."
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"Also in the enploy of Sparta," Karantov said, "My
| ask. Doctor, to whom do you give prinmary |oyalty?"

'"There's no cause to choose,"” Wi dock said. "No

conflicts.”
"None at all?" Karantov frowned. "Interesting."
The study was |arge and confortable, lined with

book cases. The furniture was | eadier, nassive
couches and chairs. Everyone found a seat. "Pl eased
you could all come," Hal Slater said. "I hope no one
will think | amrude if we plunge right in."

"Pl ease do," Fleet Captain Newell said. "I confess |
amintrigued to leamdiat two of my former shipmates
are now officers of die Royal Spartan Navy. Matter of
fact, | didn't know Sparta had a navy." If you listened
closely you could still hear a bit of American New

Engl ander accent in Newells careful speech. "Doubt -
less all will be explained."

"l could have introduced diemas Citizen Nosov

and Citizen Sir Samuel Forrest," Slater said carefully-
"Citizenship was bestowed wi di dieir naval comm s-
sions, and His Majesty was pleased to confer die

Order of die Golden Fleece on his new Admral."

"Ah," Newell| said. "And dlis offer —it is an offer,
isn't it?"

Lysander smled slighdy "It is indeed. Fleet
260
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Captain. The Kings in Council have authorized
extending Citizenship to CoDom ni um personnel
willing to serve the Dual Mnarchy. And honors, as
deserved, of course."

"l see,” Newell said.

To be brief," Dr. Wiitlock said, "we can offer com

m ssions, and generous pay to our Navy Reserve,

| eastwi se to those who join up early, being as how we
dont have nuch Navy. Citizenship. Land. Damm good
pensi ons, and a chance of honors, on retirenent from
the Spartan Navy." He | ooked at Karantov. "W can
use experienced Fleet Mrines, too."

"You have naval personnel but not ships," Newell
said carefully.

"Well, that's right just at the nonment," Wi Uock said.
"But you know how things are back around Earth. That
could change pretty fast You never know what happens
to ships when a fleet starts comng apart.”

"Or where Sergei Lennontov orders ships to go,"
Karantov said, "I take it | amincluded in offer?"
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"Well, yes," Hal Slater said. "You'll need a place to
retire in a few years anyway, Boris. Your famly is

al ready here. You can retire fromthe CD any tinme you
liire, and take service with the Royal Spartan Navy. And
if the CD stops your pension, we'll pay it. In addition to
your Spartan pay, of course."

"I's this the deal you have, Sanuel ?" Newel| asked-

"Yes." Sanuel Forrest was a big man, |arge enough

that he nust have had difficulty getting around in CD
war shi ps wi t hout bashing his head. They guarant eed

our CoDomi nium pensions. Did quite a bit better

than that, actually Certainly better than | expected."

"What do you want fromus, Samnuel ?"

"We like it here," Forrest said. The only thing
wong with Sparta is the war. Dr. Witl ock—=

"Wel |, everybody knows the war would end |ike
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that—= Dr. Wi Uock snapped his fingers "—if the

CoDomi niumfleet did its proper job of intercepting

arms snuggling into Sparta. That and protecting our
observation satellites. Gve us our satellites and stop the
eneny bringing in weapons, and we'll finish the war

ri ght enough.™

"l see," Newell said. He |ooked significantly to
Karant ov, then back to Lysander. "You do

under stand. Your Hi ghness, that we are not in
command here? Commpdore Cuil ford does not

want to be commtted, to either side. He turns a
blind eye to the smugglers- To his credit, he has not
gi ven Bronson's people direct assistance."

"Merely stops the rest of /all from doing your jobs,"
Whitl ock said. "Well, thank the Deity for small favors
even so. But gentlemen, not to rush you, but where the
hell did you think of running to when the
CoDoni ni um br eaks up?"

Karantov inhal ed sharply. "You use strong words."

"Situation calls fo' strong words," Wiitlock said- "You
got to be hearing the sane things | am So nany factions
in the Grand Senate nobody can get a coalition together
Budget crisis in the United States. Political crisis in
Russia. Already had one mutiny in the fleet, ship's crew
didn't want to be transferred." Witl ock shrugged.
"That's what we know about. Now, here we got a good

pl anet, stable governnment that wants y'all, wants y'al
enough they're willing to give you sone | and, pay good
nmoney, and guarantee your CoDom nium pension to

boot —I don't need to tell you, if there ain't no
CoDomi niumthere ain't likely to be no CoDom nium
pensions. So you got all this you can | ook forward to."

"And all you want is
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"All we want," Prince Lysander said softly, "is for you
to do your duty. You have the reputation of nmen of
honor, and you have done your duty to the
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CoDonnni um Now —now you have a duty to

civilization. Make no m stake, gentlenmen. W' re going
to wn this war, and once we have won it, we will take
nmeasures to see we are never again dependent on

anyone el se for our protection. We will have a Navy."

"And /all can be part of building it," Wi dock said.

"You could start in any tinme. And of course if you retire
here, it nmakes sense to keep this place as healthy as
possible. It's gpin' to be your home, so the sooner this
war is over, the better for everybody —including you."

"Da," Karantov said- "But H ghness will excuse me if |
saywe do not see you wish to WOT this war." He shrugged.

"That can be renedi ed," Lysander said. He stood,

and the others scranbled to their feet although there

was no need to. "If that is your objection, | think it wll
be net soon enough. Dr. Wi dock, you have ful

authority to negotiate for ne," Lysander said. He

bowed slightly. "I'Il leave the specifics to Dr. Wi dock
But rest assured, rest assured, gentlenen, we do

intend to win this war, and we will do whatever we

must do. Wwteverwe nmust do. Good afternoon."”

"Qur Prince has grown a very great deal," Dr.
Whitiock said softly after Lysander left the room
Everyone nodded.

"Negotiate," Boris Karantov said.

Caldwel | Whitiock smled broadly. "Negotiate

i ndeed." He nodded to Slater, and Hal went to the bar
and poured their glasses full of cognac again. Whidock
passed diemout. "Now, what /all want is hones, good

| and, good positions for your famlies. Education for
your children and grandchildren. Let ne point out,
gendenen, that one, two, maybe five percent of die
devel oped | and on Sparta belongs to rebels. Wrth a
whole ot Al diat will cone to die governnent when we
win. W have | and, honors, tides, a decent place to live.
We need a navy" He raised his glass. "Here's to you."
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Karantov | ooked to Newel |, dien back to Whidock
"Fal kenberg makes no m stake in choosing you as his
representative,"” he said. "I have always thought to

retire to raise horses, perhaps sail snmall boats on a
sui tabl e | ake. What say you, Captain Newell? Lord
Admiral Newell has a pleasant sound. As does Baron
Karantov. To Sparta."”

Cl ayton Newel| |ooked at die odiers, dien around
die room He hesitated for a |l ong nonent before he
spoke. "You speak for bodi Fal kenberg and die Dua
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Monar chy. " Wi dock nodded. "Which nmeans you
speak for Lernontov and die Grants, even if you do
not acknow edge diat."

"Ch, | reckon | can say | do," Wi dock said. "Long
as it's strictly anong us friends. Blanmes too, for diat

matter. But you will understand. Captain, what w di
di e communi cations difficulties, sonetinmes we don't
have orders, but we still got to act."

"And you have diat audiority?"

"W really are layin' all our cards on die table,"

Whi dock said. "Well, it's dlis way. Col onel Fal kenberg
val ues King Al exander and Prince Lysander a lot, and
of course anydiing purely havin' to do widi Sparta is
goin' to be decided by die Spartans. Anydiing else is
sort of up to ne, and Lieutenant Colonels Slater and
Omensford, acting collectively."”

Newel | sat in an overstuffed | eadier chair. "And you
see no conflict of interest? Between Lennontov's
interest and Sparta' s?" He | ooked to Forrest and
Nosov. "Nor do you?"

Sanuel Forrest shook his head. "Not really. You have

to be aware diat King Al exander has been a Lernontov
ally for along tine. R ght now, under die CoDoni ni um
Treaty, Sparta isn't even supposed to have a foreign
policy, let alone a navy, so how can diere be a conflict
over external matters? But die sinple answer is that
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Ki ng Al exander and Prince Lysander are aware of die
situation, and they've left Dr. Wiitlock to negotiate for
them so they nust not see nuch conflict."

Newel | stared at each one in turn for a long time, then
contenplated his still full glass. Finally he said, "Cearly
Boris is convinced that your Prince Lysander, and all of
you, may all be trusted." He spoke slowy and carefully,
measuring every word. "I will confess, what we hear
fromEarth is alarming, and litde would surprise ne.

War, a coup by Admiral Lernontov, perhaps nore likely

a coup against the G and Admral. No one knows what

to expect." He shrugged. "Look, | find your offers
attractive, I'd be a fool not to. But what happens if you
don't wi n? Suppose Boris and | help you, and you | ose?
W' d be ganbling everything."

"W are now," Hal Slater said carefully. "W don't
intend to | ose.”

"No one does," Newell said. "But it's not entirely in
your power. You nust know what you're up against.
Bronson's got noney, power, anbition. He has his own
shipping line, and enough noney to armthose ships.
You could win your war, and still find this planet
destroyed, with no CoDom nium force to avenge you."
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"Which is why we need a fleet," Sanmuel Forrest said.

"I't need not be a large fleet, just enough to take on arned
mer chant nmen. A squadron would do. | believe there is a
squadron here, now. " He raised his glass. To Sparta."

Anat ol y Nosov stood and held out his glass for a refill.
"Let us be specific. You have four warships here. One is
frigate Vol ga, Commander Vadi m Dzirkals, very much a
Lermont ov supporter. One is cruiser Vera Cruz, your

own, and we presune your officers will follow as you | ead.
One is frigate Kirou; 1 do not know Commander
Chormovil, but | understand he is intelligent, and

certainty he was pronoted by Lernontov. Mre to the
point, four of his bridge officers fornerly served with nme

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 265

in Mbscoa. Fourth is destroyer Aegir, with American
commander. | believe Captain Forrest knows hi m—

"Harry C arkson," Forrest said. "A Townsend man, but
I think nost of his wardroom has other sentinents."

"A fleet," Karantov said, "Perhaps sufficient no mat-
ter what Bronson sends."

"You' re suggesting nutiny," Newell said. H's eyes
darted around the room

"l suggest nothing," Nosov said. "But it is very mnuch
possi bl e that soon there is no CoDominium and it is
to advantage of us all that we consider possibilities."
He raised his glass. To Sparta.”

"I'f there is no CoDomi nium those with control of
naval power will have great power indeed," Newell
mused. "Much could be done with a squadron of

war shi ps. Not just here."

"Well, | suppose," Dr. Witlock said. "But then

there's this. One tinme. Napoleon was adnmirin' his
troops on parade. 'See the bayonets of ny Quards,

how they gl eam' he said. And Talleyrand said, Tou

can do anything with a bayonet. Sire, except sit onit,’
I"d think the same thing might apply to your warshi ps,
Captain. You can blow hell out of a planet, but where
you goin' to set down? You want to face the kind of

war the Spartans have been fighting? Spend your lives
wonderi ng when soneone's going to kill your fanily?
Long tinme ago, a man naned Ortega y Gasset pointed

out, rulin's not so nuch a matter of an iron fist as it is
of a firmseat." He raised his glass. To Sparta."

"I will drink to Sparta,” Newell said. "And perhaps
when Spartans have achieved that firmseat. we wll
continue this discussion. Until then —= He raised his
glass. To Sparta."

*» CHAPTER TWELVE

It will be agreed that the aimof strategy is to fulBll the
obj ectives laid dowmn by policy, naking the best use of the
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resources avail able. Now the objective may be offensive in

nature (e.g., conquest or the inposition of severe terns), it may

be defensive (e.g., the protection of certain areas or interests) or
ft may nerely be the maintenance of the political status quo. It is

t heref ore obvious straight away that fornulae such as that

attributed to Causewitz, 'decision as a result of victory in battle,"’
are not applicable to all types of objective. There is only one
general rule applicable to all: disregard the method by which the
decision is to be reached and consider only the outcone which it

is desired to achieve- The outcone desired is to force the eneny

to accent the ternms we wish to inpose on him In this dialectic of
wills a decision is achieved when a certain psychol ogi cal effect

has been produced on the eneny: when he becones convinced

that it is useless to start or alternatively to continue the struggle.
—Genera] D Arnee Andr6 Beaufre,

An Introduction to Strategy, 1965

<' <o <e

Fromthis time Cataline turned his back on politics because it

i nvol ved envy and strife and was not the speedi est and nost
effective means for attaining absolute power. He obtained
quantities of noney from wonen who hoped their husbands

woul d be killed in a revolution, conspired with a number of
senators and kni ghts, and coll ected pl ebei ans, foreigners, and
sl aves. Lesser | eaders of the conspiracy were Cornelius Lentul us
and Cet hegus, then praetors- To the Sullans up and down Italy
who had squandered their profits and were eager for simlar

doi ngs he sent messengers. Gains Mallius to Faesulae in Etruria
and others to Picenum and Apulia, and these quietly enrolled an
army for him These facts were still secret when they were
communi cated to Cicero by Fulvia, a woman of position.. -

— Moses Hadas, A History of Borne
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<e AN AN

The Senate Chanber was unusual ly quiet. High

marble walls, a dais for the speaker, benches encir-
cling it. The Chanber had been designed as a
romantici zed version of the best description they had
of the place of governnent of ancient Sparta.

Two thrones, one to either side of the rostrum

stood enpty as the Senators took their places around
the room There was an electric air, which made Sena-
tor Dion Croser nervous. Wat did they plan?

There was a thundering knock at the door. The
Sergeant at Arnms opened it, |ooked out, and dosed the
door again. "My Lord Speaker, the Kings ask

adm ssion. "

The Speaker's nanme was Loren Scaevoli, a dry stick
of a man nearing his hundredth year and | ooking it
even with regenn; he had been the youngest of the
Founders. Hi s voice had an unusual inflection to it this
day, al nost of glee. "Senators, the Kings ask adni ssion
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to our chamber. What say you?"
"Aye and wel cone'" a hundred voi ces shout ed.
"Three cheers for H's Mjesty Al exander V"

The cry ran through the chanber, and the crashing

hurrah echoed fromthe high marble walls of the big

sem circular room One hundred twenty-three

Senators lined the benches that encircled the dais; one
hundred seventeen cheered. Dion Croser stood

politely with his handful of supporters, waiting for the
sound to die.

"Three cheers for King David!" |If there was any |ess
enthusiasmit was hard to notice, but when soneone
shouted "And for Prince Lysander!" there was no m s-
taki ng the renewed enthusi asm

"It is the will of the Senate that the Kings be
admtted," Scaevoli said formally. The Sergeant
opened the door to allowthemin, then closed it to
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exclude the Life Guards. By tradition the Kings of
Sparta were guarded only by Senators when they
entered the Senate chanber, and they entered only by
perm ssion, not as a matter of right.

They came down the center aisle together, walking
slowy.

Sonet hi ng unusual , Croser thought with a prickle of
interest, |ooking down at the Speakers dais. He had
devel oped a certain affection for the nock-cl assica
at mosphere in this room and even for the cut and
thrust of Parlianentary debate. Decadent and
doomed, of course, but he would nmiss it; even the
smel |'s of tobacco and the | eather cushions-

The Kings took their places in the twin thrones on
either side of the Speaker's chair. David I, solem and
grimfaced, as if he dreaded what was about to hap-

pen. And Al exander, smling, |ooking very healthy

i ndeed, conpared to a few nonths ago. Damm hi m

The waxing insanity of the Collins king had been a

| arge part of his plans. Behind the dais the display wall
was set to show the crowned nountain of the Dua

Monar chy.

for now, Croser thought. For now.

The Privy Council, led by Crown Prince Lysander,

filed in, taking their seats in the horseshoe-shaped area
surroundi ng the thrones. That was unusual, except for

the Budget Debates and the yearly Speech fromthe
Thrones. Then the five Ephors, the direct

representatives of the Citizens. Croser raised his eyes
to the spectator's gallery that ringed the upper story of
the chanber, just under the coffered ceiling. One of
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his supporters was arguing with the guard.

Troubl e, he thought, |ooking down at Us fingers

arrangi ng the papers on the table before him Bl ack
fol ders against the creany stone, the whole interior
was lined with it... He tapped at the terminal built
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intoit; the library functions were active, but not the
conmuni cat or .

The senators who had escorted the Kings to their
thrones filed back to the benches. The Sergeant at

Arms carried in the mace of office on its crinson cush-
ion, and the Senatorial Chaplain delivered his

i nvocation, ending as always, "God save the State," but
it seemed nore than perfunctory today.

'This one hundredth seventy-ei ght session of the
Senate of the Dual Monarchy of Sparta will now cone

to order. This is to be an Executive Session; | rem nd
all nenbers of this august body that there exists a
state of apprehended insurrection."”

Croser pressed a key "Point of order, M. Speaker,"

he said, and the conputers relayed his voice until it
seened to conme from everywhere and nowhere. "Is

this to be a closed session? Pursuant to the Senatori al
Rul es of Procedure and the Constitution, Article XX,
Ri ghts of Assenbly and Information Access, | protest
that such action is highly irregular if not unconstitu-
tional w thout prior notice."

The Speaker's eyes were al nost hidden by their
wr i nkl ed pouches.

"Senator Croser, you are not recognized."

"l protest!"

"Protest is noted; please be seated, sir.

The Speaker raised the anplification. "Senators, |
spy strangers. The Sergeant at Arns will dear the Sen-
ate Chanber of all who do not belong here."

Sonet hi ng squeezed at Croser's stomach, as the

clerks and secretarial staff left their posts. Shouts cane
fromthe galleries; Guard troops were clearing them

and t hough their unifornms were the gray and bl ue and
silver of cerenony, their nfies held nmagazi nes and

fi xed bayonets. He hal f-rose and chopped one hand

down across his chest; above him his bodyguard
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Cheung rel axed fromthe beginning of a nove that
woul d have ripped out a soldier's throat as he sprang to
sei ze a weapon. The visitors were |ed away, out of the

gal l eries, out of the chanber.
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Croser keyed the circuit that connected himwth

the other NCLF representatives in the Senate. "All to
be detained," he nmurnmured. "So that nothing can get
out. Although silence is a message in itself.”

"Leader, what shall we do?" one of his supporters

hi ssed in his ear
"Shut up."

"But, Leader —
"Shut up and stay shut up. Not one word, any of

you; not under any circunstances what soever."

Croser forced his lips to stop curling back fromhis
' teeth, tasting sweat as he reached out calmy to take a
sip of water. What was it that old tonbstone said? "

expected this, but not so soon."

The Speaker rapped his gavel. "I recognize the

Presi dent of the Council of Ephors,"” he said.

Citizen Sel ena Borah Dawson, w fe of the Principa
Secretary of State, and very popular in Citizen Assem
blies, The Ephors functioned |largely as onbudsnen,

but they had certain fornmal duties as direct repre-
sentatives of the Gtizens. "Senators, | ask for a
resol ution which under the Constitution the Kings

may not request, but which you may grant."

There was a ripple of novenent. Croser hit the
record and pl aybacVscan functions. "Ah, interesting,"
he murmured. "See, there are the ones who knew it

was coning." Excellent security on this neasure, if
Miur asaki hadn't picked it up. A damagi ng bl ow,

despite all the preparations.
"Senators, | nmake no speeches," Sel ena Dawson

sai d. "The Speaker will show the evidence on which
the request of the Citizens will be based."
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"H e Speaker touched buttons, doing the work of his
vani shed cl erk. The crowned mountain faded from

the giant display screen above the dais, to be repl aced
with a close-up shot. Croser recognized it; the Vel ysen
ranch, with the dead bodi es displ ayed.

"Senators, bear witness," the old nman said.

The i mage faded, to be replaced by another. This
time a bleeding child, screaming by the corpse of its
mot her out side a burning buil ding.

Hrmm Croser thought. Oh yes, the Hune Con-
sol i dated Fi nanci al Bank bonbi ng.

More. Burnt out ranches. A playback of Steven
Armstrong' s engi ne crew drowning before the camera
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as their ship sank, of his famly burning in their car.
Chaos and blood in a restaurant, and a young man

with his ribs peel ed open by the grenade he had

snot hered. The frozen body of Deborah Lefkowi tz, as
the Helots and the scavengers had left it. Mre still;

after fifteen mnutes Croser |eaned back in his chair
and let his eyes slide down to the panel before him
flicking through shots of the other Senator's faces.
Even a few of his own NCLF appoi ntees were | ooking
gray; there were tears el sewhere on the benches, and
not only anmong wonen. A few were | ooking away al so,
swal | owi ng. Col | eagues noved to assist one elderly
representative who fainted

"And the final horror," the Speaker said. The wall

was filled with the i mage of the shattered bunker at the
Stora M ne. The canmera noved inside, to hospital beds
thrown over, then came to a halt on a tangle of broken
and bl eeding children shielded by dying wormen. "A
del i berate act, done with equi pment inported for the

pur pose, " Scaevoli said. "lnmported from of f-planet,
brought all this way to be used to kill our wonen and
children. Madane President, do the Ephors have a

request of this body?"
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"W do. My Lord Speaker The State is in danger.
We ask for the Utimte Decree.”

Lars Arnstrong leapt to his feet, "At last!"

| might have known, Croser thought. Steven Arm
strong's brother, and his successor as representative of
the Maritime Products Trade Association

Scaevoli | ooked to the Ephors. "Is this the request
of the Ephors? Do each of you agree?" Three nods of
assent. A fourth, a young man thought to be a radica
fireball, stood staring in horror at the screen- He
| ooked fromthat to Croser, |ooked defiantly to the

Speaker. "Aye," he said.

The Speaker bowed, and turned to the chanber. "I
recogni ze Senator Arnstrong."

"My Lord Speaker, | nove that the Senate instruct

die Kings to take all neasures necessary to ensure the
safety of the state, effective as of this date and to run
for one Spartan year before expiry or renewal ."

"M . Speaker!" Croser said, shooting to his feet.
"l recogni ze Senator Croser."

"I'f the honorable Senator noves the Utimte
Decree — essentially a drastic formof martial |aw,
with the suspension of civil rights "—then surely there

must be debate beyond nmere assertion! Is this a
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del i berative body, or a rubber-stanp whose assent is
secured in advance by conspiracy?"

O a lynch nmob, he thought, |ooking at the faces
glaring at himfromevery corner of the chanber.

"M . Speaker."
"l recogni ze Senator Arnstrong."

"M . Speaker." Arnstrong was a tall blond man

like his brother, perhaps a little heavier, with hair
that was thinning on top. His smle was nuch |ike
that of the carnivore piscoids his fanmly's ships

hunted. "I can best reply using words other than
ny own.
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"How | ong, O Croser. how | ong" he began, in a
cal m conversati onal tone.

"How long will you continue your abuse of our for-
bearance? What bounds wtB. you set to your display of
reckl ess contenpt? Are you not affected by the alarm

of the people, by the rallying of all loyal citizens, by the
convening of the senate in this safely-guarded spot, by
the | ooks and expressions of all assenbl ed here? Do

you not perceive that your designs are exposed? The
Senate is weU aware of the facts, but the crimnal stiU
lives. Lives? Yes, lives; and even conmes down to the
Senate, takes part in the public deliberations, and

mar ks down with om nous gl ances every single one of

us for nassacre.

"As to why — Arnmstrong pointed silently to the

screen.

Croser waited out the applause. You'll envy your
brother before I'mthrough with you, he thought
coldly.

"M . Speaker," he said quietly.

"l recogni ze Senator Croser."

e, "My conplinments to the Senator on his ability to

par aphrase the C assics; however, he is not Marcus
Tullius Ccero. Nor is this Rone. Nor aml," he went
on, letting a slight sneer into his tone, "the brother of
the man whose agents destroyed a shuttle with over

one thousand nen, wonen and chil dren aboard —an
atrocity | note is not anong the disgraceful collection
of denmmgogi ¢ propaganda to which we have been

exposed! An atrocity which has inperiled the

i ndependence of Sparta."

One of Arnstrong's friends gripped himby the arm
as he began a |unge forward.

"If this assenbly,” Croser went on, "w shes to enu-
| ate the Senate of the | ate Roman Republic —and
court the same fate at the hands of anbitious generals
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and nercenary armes —then at |least nmy voice wll
have been heard in warning!"

He sat. Not bad, he thought. Not that it would nake
any difference, but it would be there on the record.
Anot her Senator asked for the floor

"l recogni ze Senator Hollings."

"M . Speaker. While | agree that a grave emergency
confronts the State, | amdisturbed by the reckless
haste with which the Utimte Decree has been pro-

posed; in fact —=

Croser glanced at his wist; a half-hour since the
session began. Longer the better, he thought.

At | ast the Speakers gavel fell. "Senators, do | hear
a second for Senator Arnmstrongs notion?"

"l second."

"Senat or Makeba seconds. Senators, a notion is

before this assenbly. The Ephors acting in their
capacity as Protectors of the Citizens have requested
the Utimte Decree, authorizing the Kings to take al
necessary actions to safeguard the State, and it has
been duly noved and seconded. Duration is one year
fromthis date, subject to renewal by vote. A two-thirds
majority is necessary for the passage of this Decree.
Senators, you have one minute to register your will."

A thick silence descended; despite the ventilators,
Croser could snell the sweat of fear and tension. At
| ast Scaevoli |ooked up fromhis desk and smiled at

hi m
"For, one hundred seven votes. Against, eight votes.

Ei ght abstentions. The Decree is in force, as of this
day, April seventeenth, 2096, and this hour."

The old man rose, noving with careful dignity. There

was a slight gasp as he lifted the Mace of the Senate
fromits cushion; the procedure was laid down in the
Constitution, but Sparta had never seen it done in all the
years since the Founding. Scaevoli turned, bowi ng as he
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| aid the synbol of representative power on the enpty
plinth equidistant between the two thrones.

"Your Majesties,”" he said, bowing to the left and
right. "Into your hands we yield the Sword of the
State. May God preserve and gui de you."

"Anen, " Al exander sai d.

He stood. After a nonment David | stood as well.
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"Qur first act shall be to appoint Crown Prince
Lysander as Master of the Forces," Al exander said,
"He shall act in the name of the Kings with the
authority of the Kings until such tinme as we shal
resci nd those powers." He bowed toward David.

David said, "So be it," and sat.

Al exander was still on his feet. "Senators," he said.
"One man is the author of our mseries; one man is
responsi bl e for the unspeakabl e conspiracy which has
caused so nuch suffering and death anong Qur

peopl e." He paused, as aU eyes turned to Croser
"Fromrespect for your august assenbly's imunity
fromexecutive action, | nowrequire that you place
under arrest Senator Dion Croser, on charges of High
Treason, and take himfromthis place to be delivered
to duly appointed officers who shall place himin
custody and hold himat our pleasure.”

Croser stood; sonething seenmed to pass fromhis
face, as if an invisible mask had been renoved.

"Very well." His voice cut through the buzz of
excitenent that tilled the chanber, clear and carrying
enough not to need anplification; half a dozen
Senators were el bowing their way toward him

Treason?" he said coldly, then laughed. "I too have
an appropriate quotation. 'Wiwy is it that treason never
prospers? "Wy, if it prosper, none dare caU it treason!'"

Suence fell for a nonent. "And if this is treason
rest assured | shall make the nost of it. |I'll be back"
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"Attach the | eads here and here, please," Jesus
Al anasai d.

They had selected a small staff office in the Pal ace
for the interrogation; the chair to which Croser was
strapped was al ready secured to the floor, and the
equi pnent had been easy to set up

"As you can see, gentlenen," Alana went on, "this is
a conpletely non intrusive technique. No pain or
drugs. The subject condemms hinsel f."

Al exander and Davi d seated thensel ves in one cor-

ner, determnation and distaste on their faces; the
Senators joined them and Scaevoli, who watched with
bright-eyed interest- Prince Lysander entered in ful

uni f orm
"About tine," he said softly, smiling at Croser

" About bl oody tinme,"
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" Cat heri ne?"
"Ready to calibrate," she replied, |ooking up from

di e desk.

"Senator Croser," Jesus Alana said politely. "You
realize this systemdoesn't require your coll aboration?
Your body and nervous systemcannot lie to the
machi nes; even if you don't say a word, 'yes' and
will conme through as clearly as if you had shout ed.
Why don't you cooperate now, and save us all tine and
troubl e, and yourself sone disconfort?"

no

Croser could not nove in the padded clanps, but
he managed to spit with fair accuracy at the Legion-
naire's feet- Jesus Al ana si ghed.

"I's your nanme Dion Croser?" he asked.

"Got it, positive," Catherine said.

"Are you a dol phin?"

"Negative, Jesus."

"Are you | eader of the conspiracy to overthrow the
Dual Monarchy?"

"Positive, ninety-seven percent. Fear reaction.
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aggressi on. Anbi val ence; he's been wondering if he's
stiff really in charge."

Tlus time Croser spoke: "Om*"

"Do you know the woman known as Field Prinme?"
"Om nane padne hum"

"Does she work for you?"

"Tk T »

No—

"Uncertainty," said Catherine.

"Wth reason," Jesus answered. "You have been

engaged in warfare against the Dual Mnarchy. Are

you in the enploy of anyone off-planet? Are you in the
enpl oy of Grand Senator Bronson?"

Cat heri ne shook her head.

Jesus Alana smiled thinly. "Have you received

material and financial assistance from Grand Senat or
Bronson? Thank you. Do you receive much assistance
fromthat source? Was one itemof that assistance a

|l arge missile designed to penetrate and destroy
fortresses? Ah, you remenber that mssile. Were you
aware that this mssile was to be enployed in the attack
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on the Stora m nes?"
"Not for that!"

"Not for what, Senator?" Jesus asked pleasantly.
"You were then aware that there would be an attack on
the mne. Did you approve that attack?"

"Om nane padne hum"

"To whom did you give that approval ? Did you give
approval to Field Prinme? Thank you. I|s Skida
Thi bodeau t he person known as Field Prinme?"

"Om nane padne hum"

"Where is Field Prine now? Do you want to see
her? Shall we bring her to you when we have captured
her? Perhaps you would care to be in the sanme cell?"

Croser | ooked as if he had swal |l owed a serpent.
Cat herine held up her thunb and forefinger joined
inacircle. Her smle showed w cked gl ee.
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"Does Senator Bronson have representatives on

this planet? Ah, does he have nore than one? Ah.

Tliank you, we will return to that point later. For now,
does the termtechnoninja nean anything to you? Do

the technoninjas work for you?"

"Doubt again, Jesus," Catherine said.

"So. Ms. Thibodeau calls herself Field Prine. Do

you have a title in this novenent? Wat is that tide?
Are you call ed President? Chairman? Sonet hing

Prime? Ah. Sparta Prime? Political Prinme? Myvenent

Prime?"
"Om mane padne hum "

"City Prine? Not city but closer. Ah. Capital

Pri me? So. You are known as Capital Prine," Jesus

said. "You see. Senator, it does you no good to evade,
and | fear your bio-feedback training is not up to this
task. Do you know where Field Prine is? Do you

know where her primary base is |ocated? Thank you.

Do ot hers around you know? Does the bodyguard

known as Cheung know?" Jesus smiled wol fishly. "You
may be pl eased to know that the Cheung brothers are
reunited, in the basenent of the Palace. W will soon

know al | that they know. "

"So much for your legalities," Croser said. "Lee
Cheung has committed no crinme. | didn't know he had
a brother."

"Both |lies," Catherine said.
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"Ah, but under the U timate Decree we need not
prove a crinme to detain sonmeone," Jesus said.

"It wasn't passed yet when you arrested him"

"True, but he was seen to be arnmed in the Senate

Gal leries. He was detained for proper identification,
but before his rel ease —you see. Senator, you are not
the only one who can enploy the law for his own pur-
poses. W now require confirmation of information

we already have. |Is the primary base canp in the

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 279

Sout heast? Here, on this map."

"Om nane padne hum"

"Do you ever eat dogfood for breakfast?"

"Om mane padne hum "

"Was your nother attractive?"

"Om nane padne hum"

"In this sector then? Ah. In this river valley?"
"Om nane padne hum"

"How far fromthe river is the entrance to that cave
known as Base One? Mdre than two hundred kil one-
ters? More than three hundred?"

"Om mane padne hum "

"Did you order the assassination of Alicia Arm
strong?"

"Om nane padne hum"

"Ah," Catherine said. "Reaction danping a little . - -
Negative. He didn't"

"Was the bonbing which killed Alicia Arnstrong
done on your orders."

"Om nane padne hum"

"Positive, with some anbival ence, Jesus. Renarkably
good control over his pulse rate," she added.
"Congratul ati ons, Senator. |'ve worked with few better."

"Did you intend the bonbing to kill Senator Steven
Arnstrong?”

"Om nane padne hum"
"Positive, he did,"
"I's Senator Hollings a nenber of your conspiracy?"
"Om nane padne hum"

"Negative on that, but there's sonme anmbiguity."
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"Do you consider Senator Hollings to be an uncon-
sci ous supporter of your conspiracy?"

"Om nane padne hum"

"Yes-no."

"A dupe?”

"Positive."

280
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"Wbul d you call hima useful idiot?"
That's it," Catherine said.

"I's the moon rmade of dog droppi ngs?"
"Om nane padne hum"

"I's the base canp nore than thirty kilonmeters from
the bend in the river? Ah, is it nore than fifteen?
More than ten? More than ten but |ess than fifteen,
then..."

"I'"'mglad that's over," Al exander said as the guards
took Croser away. A | ook of distaste bent the Spartan
king's nouth for a noment. "It's necessary, but | don't
like it."

Lysander's face showed no enotion at all

"Over for the nonment, Sire," Jesus Al ana said, |ook-
ing up fromhis notes. He punched a key. "There, the
RSMP and the MIlice can act on the new infornation.
There's a great deal nore infornmation yet to be got out
of Croser," he added. "Madre de Dios, |'m happy we
didn't have to beat it out of him that one, you could
pull his toenails out and get nothing."

"I can still hardly believe it," David said, shaking his

head and | ooking at his hands. "Al|l these years, he was
and this was inside him this sewer. How could, he

was meeting people and sniling at them and tal king

and all along... Is he mad?"

"No. Sire," Catherine Al ana said, beginning the
shut down on her equi pnment as she went on

Thi bodeau may be, technically, fromthe profile

we've built. Human beings have a capacity to | eam
speech, and to devel op a conscience; if they aren't
taught at the right stage, conscience atrophies, and you
get a feral child or a sociopath. She could be a
borderline sociopath. Croser's as sane as any of us here
—and as bright, 1Q of about one hundred fitty-two —
he's just too bloody evil to be allowed to live."
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"Amen, " Al exander said grimy. "And he'll hang,
along with the others we catch."

"And his property goes to reward loyal Citizens,"
Lysander said. He | eaned forward to study the formhis
father held in his hands. It was a proscription notice,
bearing the Royal seals and signatures, describing the

i ndividuals' crimes and ending with an identica

procl amation: to be cast out fromall protection of |aw,

decl ared to be anpbng the enem es-general of human-
kind. to be dealt with as wol ves are.

"Suitable," he said. "I just hope we catch themall, k"

"W won't," Jesus replied, calling up sone of his
notes. 'They had plans; cut-outs, dispersal plans,
duplicate facilities, you name it. Friend Croser was
smart enough to arrange not to know a | ot of details,
and a lot of themw Il be going to ground right now.
We'll sweep up a good many of the big nanes, and any
nunber of the dupes who didn't know the NCLF was

in the rebellion.”

"W nust be careful of those," Al exander sai d.

"They have committed no crinme—

"Sire, they were at best very stupid," Lysander said,

"And while we can't proscribe stupidity, we don't need
toreward it. | take it. Captain, you do not consider this
nmor ni ng deci sive."

"On the contrary. Highness, | believe it is the nost
deci sive act since the war began. W have undoubt -
edly hurt themvery badly, and if we can keep them on
the run we may be able to end this war."

'The | eadership,"” Al exander said. "W need M ss

Thi bodeau. "

"And Murasaki," Jesus Al ana said. "He perhaps
nmore than the others, Sire."

"W shall proclaimrewards for both of them" Al ex-
ander said. "One nillion crowns, payable in
CoDominiumcredits if so desired, for the head of
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Ski da Thi bodeau. Two million if she is delivered alive.
Half a million for Murasaki dead, one million alive.
Hal f that for information |eading to their death or cap-
ture. We'll set up ways to nmake it easy to tell us."

"That should prove interesting," Jesus said. "Sone

of those gutter scumwould sell their entire famlies for
much less. | foresee interesting tines for their

| eadership."

"What will you do now?" Al exander asked | “sander

"Melissa will recover," Lysander said. "I'd like to
stay with her, but you've just nade nme Master of the
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Forces, and | don't suppose I'l|l have a free nonent.
I"mnot protesting, it's what | asked for."

"Be careful what you wish for," Catherine Al ana
sai d softly.

"Exactly. W will need to nmarshal our forces against

this Base One of theirs, and this tinme we will destroy

it. It and all the equipnent in it. But that isn't going to
be simple."

"Indeed," Jesus Al ana said- The Legion will assist,
of course, particularly with the artillery, but nobst of
this nmust be primarily a Spartan effort."

"Yes. And that, | have to say, is quite satisfactory. It's
not that | don't value the Legion s contributions—=

"But it's nice to have your destiny in your own
hands." Catherine said. "W understand, H ghness.
Maybe better than you think."

N CHAPTER THI RTEEN

Querrillas required a base. Although they traditionally

lived partially at their eneny's expense —because of their

rai ds agai nst supply depots and convoys —guerrillas stil
needed a place that provided them an assured source of sup-
plies, such as Mna's secluded area and powder factory.

Wthout such a base, the need for food, fuel, equipment, and
ammuni ti on woul d dom nate their operations, place a severe
constraint both on their nmovenments and their choice of

obj ectives for their raids, and could drive themfromone raid
to another in search of supplies until they had exhausted their
physi cal and psychol ogi cal resources. In addition, a base pro-
vided a place for rest and recuperation and a point to which
they could retreat. Thus, the base had to be reasonably

secure from eneny attack..

—Archer Jones, The Art O War in the Western Wrld
<e -0- <>

One of the surest means of naking a retreat successfully is

to famliarize the officers and soldiers with the idea that an
eneny may be resisted quite as well when coming on the rear

as on the front, and that the preservation of order is the only
means of saving a body of troops harassed by the eneny dur-

ing a retrograde novenent. Rigid discipline is at all times the
best preservation of good order, but it is of especial inpor-
tance during a retreat. To enforce discipline, subsistence

must be furnished, that the troops may not be obliged to
straggle off for the purpose of getting supplies by marauding.

It is a good plan to give the command of the rear-guard to
an officer of great cool ness

—Baron Antoine Henri de Jonini, The Art of War
N .$. N
The helicopters skimmed in | ow over the hilltop
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The long twilight of Sparta's northern-hem sphere

sumrer was settling over the Dales, throw ng purple
shadows over the forested vales between nme hills-
Garnering dusk nmade die nmuzzle flashes huge bel ches

of | eaf-shaped flame as the howitzers bell owed from

their laager, six 155nm cannon on hght-tank chassis.

They and their supporting vehicles were dug in behind

a two-neter berm gouged out by the engineering

vehicles. A line of trucks snaked back to the south,
bringi ng up heavy shells to feed the iron appetite of the
guns. A radar vehicle stood a little to one side, its big
gol f-ball shaped tracking antenna rocldng slightly on its
gi mbal s; other vehicles were spotted around the

encl osure, APC s for the crews, conmunications tanks,
trucks, a field-Kkitchen.

Peter Onensford stood in the open doorway of the
aircraft; the nonment the skids touched down he tum

bl ed out, followed by his Headquarters group. Then

me | ead helicopter whirled away, and the second

touched down briefly to disgorge its |oad. The dark
machi nes sped south, hugging the nape of the earth,

the low slicing sound of their silenced bl ades fading
qui ckly. The sol diers' boots swi shed in grass, sank into
the soft fluffy purple-brown earth thrown up by

spades and earthnoving nmachinery or sinply ripped

free of the sod by treads and wheels; it snelled as rich
as new bread, under the overpowering sweetness of
crushed grass and the diesel -expl osive stink of war.

Fwe tubes firing, he thought, remenbering to | eave

his mouth slightly open so the overpressure woul d not
damage eardruns. The sixth nust be deadlined for

mai nt enance, about par for the course. The artillery
barrage halted, an echoing silence broken by the

squeal of bearings as the self-propelled guns shifted
targets. Of on the horizon to the north light flickered,
Iighter weapons firing. Omensford tapped into the
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battalion push as he wal ked toward the command tabl e

set up at the rear of an APC. Shashtri had just

acknow edged a request for counterbattery fire; as they
wal ked up he could see a spyeye or RPV surveillance
canera view of the target, two batteries of heavy
nmortars firing fromwithin a narrow erosion-cut gully in
the linmestone rock. Sash-is singsong voice nurnured

as the little Krishnan bent over the table.

Muzzl e flashes cane fromthe eneny 160's. The

tabl e was Legi on-standard equi pnent, either what

they had brought to Sparta or one of the shipnents of

Fri edl ander battle electronics just coming in; |ooking
down was |ike being suspended in an aircraft observing
the Hel ot battery. The silence was eerie, you expected
to hear the CRUMP and whistle of heavy nortars

gi ddy- maki ng, as the viewpoint shifted. Definitely an

RPV about a kilometer to one side. The nuzzles of the

nmortars di pped as the hydraulics |owered theminto

| oadi ng position.
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"Fire mssion. HE and anti-personnel equal neas-

ures," Mjor Sastri said. He touched controls and a
grid sprang out on the table-screen, and then a red dot
centered on the eneny position. "Bearing and range,
mar k. "

Anot her voi ce sounded, calmand flat, the battery
commander. "Received and | ocked." d angs and rat-
tles fromthe guns as the autol oaders cycled. "Loaded
basebl eed HE standard. Gun one, ranging fire. Mark.
Shoot . "

A short massive sound, slapping dirt and grit across

the firebase in a hot puff as the first gun fired and gas
shot out of the twin-baffle nmuzzle brakes. "H e gun
recoil ed, and the vehicle rocked back on its treads
slightly, digging the spades at the rear of the chassis
deeper into the dirt. A sound |like heavy cloth tearing
faded across the sky to the north. The nortars on the
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screen were firing when the shell exploded el even
seconds later, on the |ip of the crevasse in which they
were enpl aced and directly above them

"Correction," Shashtri said. He read off nunbers
fromthe map table. "Execute fire mission, battery, fire
for effect,"” Shashtri said.

Al nost on the heels of the words the other guns of

the battery opened up, cycling out the heavy shells at
one every seven seconds. On the screen the narrow

slit in the earth vani shed; nost of the 155mm r ounds
dropped neatly through it, to gout back out in white-
light flashes. Several struck the rock Iips on either side
and penetrated before expl oding, sending multitone
cascades of chal ky rubbl e down into the depths of the
canyon. Snoke and dust bill owed back, silent and
dreadful; then the amunition with the nortars deto-
nated in a string of secondary explosions that lifted the
whol e hillside up in a crackle-finished done of snoke.

The inmage jiggled. An operator spoke:

"Acqui sition on the drone. Tracking. Evasive

action." The surface rushed up and the vi ewpoi nt was
jinking down a valley. Suddenly canoufl age nets
showed between the trees, | R sensor enhancement.
Onensford | eaned forward in sharp curiosity, and then
the screen went to pearly-gray bl ankness.

"Battery, fire mssion," Sastri said thoughtfully.
"Three rounds. Penetrator and imnpact-fuse, mark."
Hi s fingers touched a portabl e keyboard. "Whatever
was under that net is deserving a tickle."

He | ooked up and saluted- "Wth you in a nonent,
sir. Captain Uu. take over. This way."
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They wal ked downsl ope and south, speaking qui -
etly; the helnmet earphones filtered the huge thuddi ng
noi se of the guns.

"Not having much trouble?" Omnensford said.
"No indeed, sir. The prelimnary artillery duel went
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as expected, and now they have nothing with the range
to reach us, while we can hit themas we pl ease. The
drones provi de good observation, and ne Spartan

scouts are proving very effective as well. This is a very
one-sided battle, and so I ong as we have amunition it
will continue to be.”

"Just the land | like," Onensford said. "Well done."

' Thank you, sir. Ah, here we are." The secondary

| aager was a little apart fromthe reginmental artillery
battery; one vehicle was a trailer, fromwhich a tent
had been unf ol ded.

They ducked inside the tent, flipping up the visors

of their helnmets. There were four men inside; George

Sl ater, comrander of 1st Brigade, the spearpoint force
of die Royal Army columms heading north into the

Dal es. The Royal Army col onel commandi ng the 2nd

Mechani zed Reginent . . . Mrrientes, Oaensford
remenbered, he'd been a Brotherhood mlitia officer

| ast year, transferred to the Field Force shortly after
the first Dales canpaign. A Royal Arny interrogator, a
sergeant; tall, wry-slender, beak-nosed and thin-faced,
with steady dark eyes. And a Helot, in the dentist-style
chair, his head and |inbs inmobilized by clanps; his
face had the gl azed, wandering | ook of someone under
questi oni ng drugs.

Not really truth drugs, the nercenary reni nded

hinself. Al they really did was make you not give a
damm, and feel very, very chatty. Individual reactions
varied widely, as well, unless you had tine and facili -
ties to do up a batch adjusted to the subject's persona
bi ochem stry. Spartan biochenm sts had the know edge

to do that, but the proper equi pnent was rare outside
the University.

"Carry on," Ownensford said. He caught the ser-
geant's eye. "lInportant prisoner?"

"Equi val ent of colonel, sir," the interrogator said.

288
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"I'"ve got a transcript..
"Is it your fault, Perrez?"

He bent to the captive's ear.

"No," the man nuttered, his eyes roving the room
wi t hout seeing the faces around them
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For a nonent he tailed off in a nutter of Spanish
Spangl i sh, actually; Owensford recognized the dialect,
common in the tier of states south of the Rio Gande
whi ch had once been part of Mexico. The sergeant's
gentl e urging brought himback to something nore
general |y conprehensi bl e.

"That maricon kraut von Reuter, he no pull back fast
enough. If Skilly were here, no esta problema, the Cits
woul dn't conprende where we were. Uttle shits,

sneaki ng through the trees and spying, Skilly would get
them Two-knife would. Reuter doesn't have half the
cojones Skilly does." He giggled, speculating obscenely
on where she kept them

"So where is Skilly?"

"She run off, she and Two-knife both. Gone. Bug
out, baby."

"Leaving you behind with von Reuter."
"Yeah. "

"\ 2"

"She got a plan, that one."

"She didn't tell you the plan, did she? Ran off, |eav-
ing you behind. How do you know there was a pl an,
that she wasn't just saving her own skin?"

"Naw, she wouldn't do that. She wouldn't!"
"What do your troops think about the plan?”

"They don't believe no plan. They think what you
say, she run off, save hide. Hey man, you got any
agua?"

"Sure. Here you go. Were did you say Skilly
went ?"

"Didn't say. You trying to fool ne! But | didn't say
because | don' know where she went. Bugged out,
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that one, say she got a plan, and off she goes. Wth
that Jap."

"What Jap?"

"Crazy one. Mirasal d-san. Nothing working the
way he expect, not any nore. He go off mad, that
one." The prisoner began to sing obscenely.

The sergeant got up and canme over to them "Prob-
ably not a lot nmore today," he said. 'That stuff tires
di em out fast."

"I's this one guilty of atrocities?" Onensford asked.
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"Not that | know of," the sergeant said. "He wasn't
at Stora at all. Want ne to work on atrocity stories?"

"Actually, no," Oaensford said. "If he's not obvi-
ously guilty of a hanging offense |I'd as soon keep it
that way. Tell you what. Sergeant, you see what el se
you can get, then wap himup good and turn himover
to ny headquarters people. 1'll take him back to
Sparta City. Sort of a present for His Majesty."

"Yes, sir.

Onensford led the way out of the tent. Qutside he
turned to Morrientes. "So we're not going to catch
their |eaders."

Morrientes shook his head. "This is independent
corroboration,” he said. "Mst of the Helot high com
mand just aren't here. Nobody's seen themin days."

"That nust upset the hell out of their troops,"”
Onensford sai d.

"Well. yes, sir. 1'd say so, because when we advance
we find abandoned equi prent, weapons even. and
whol e pl atoons ready to surrender."”

"Good. Keep pushing," Omensford said, "And we
may even have a surprise for you. A pleasant one."

"Sir?"

"I't looks like Prince Lysander has tal ked the CD
into maki ng sure our next satellite stays intact."

"Now that's good news."
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Omensford stood for a time listening to the artillery
bombardnent. What the hell plan has Skilly got this
time? Whatever it is. we can see she pays like hell for
it. "Good work, Morrientes. Very good work indeed.
Carry on, and Codspeed."

N N <e

Bri gade Leader Hans von Reuter raised hinself to

hi s hands and knees, then staggered to his feet w ping
at the blood at the coner of his mouth. Around him

hi s headquarters staff were doing the sane, righting

pi eces of equi pnent that had toppled when the sal vo

| anded practically right outside the cave. His ears were
ringing, and he worked his nmouth carefully and spat to
get the iron-and-salt taste out of his nouth.

"Location," he said. His face was inpassive, a
squar e chiseled bl ank. Now I know how von Paul ns
felt in Stalingrad, he thought. Duty is duty, however.

There were screans fromoutside, fromnen and
the worse sounds of wounded horses. They grew
| ouder as wounded were dragged inside and carried
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over to the inprovised aid-station on the other side of
the big cavern, laid down anid the glossy stalactites
that sprouted fromthe sandy floor. Corpsmen with

red Msynbols on their jackets scurried anbng them
sorting themfor triage and sl appi ng on hyposprays of
anesthetic. Qutside a slow series of rifle-shots gave the
horses and mul es sl ashed by shrapnel or pul ped by

bl ast their own peace.

"Here, ah, here, sir," the plotter said, drawing a
black circle on the plastic cover of the map, once the
easel was back up.

"Hmmph, " von Reuter grunted. Too far. The Roy-

alist position was twenty kil oneters back, and the only
weapons he had avail able that m ght reach that far

were twisted scrap under a hillside half a kiloneter
away.
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Infiltration® he thought Again, no. The eneny had
gotten much better at that sort of thing; also, there
were just too many of them and clearly they intended
to pound himto bits before advanci ng. They'd be
inserting those SAS teans across his retreat routes, too.
No dangerous subtleties or daring sweeps, just a

strai ght hamrerbl ow, rolling northwest and then
veering northeast toward the exact |ocation of Base
One. The Royalist colums were coordinating well,

with intensive patrolling between. He was having
enough probl ens stopping themfrominfiltrating his
own positions. Mstly they were bypassing or

punchi ng through any screen he put into place, the

|l ead el ements encircling the Hel ot bl ocking forces for
the foot-infantry marching up behind to elimnate-

This is the set piece battle the Royals have al ways
want ed. Now they have it.

It shouldn't have happened. \When the Senate

passed its Utinate Decree the Helot army should

have di spersed, disbanded if necessary. Let the Royals
have the bul k of the equi pnent and stores, take the

i rrepl aceabl e equi prrent and retreat to the hills and
wastes with the even | ess replaceable trained officers
and non-corns —We did not do that intine. Field
Prime was certain that we would have nore tine, but
there was no tinme at aU. The Legion SAS forces, then
Royal s, both with those dammed missiles, were in place
in hours. W could have fought past themif we had
sent everything imediately, but Field Prine tried
anot her plan, then another when that failed, and now J
am def eat ed

Doubly defeated, because it had taken all his skill to
preserve the Stora Commando as it attenpted to

retreat fromthe determ ned attention of the

Br ot herhood forces and mlitia- When he was ordered
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to return to defend Base One, the Commando was
292 Jerry PoumelUe 6- S M Stirling

dooned as an organi zed force. Except/or those already
extracted. Sone of the best of the Comando. And

many of the politicals. And it was the sane here, many
of the best gone before! arrived Cone to | do not know

wher e.

Doubtl ess Field Prinme has a plan, and doubtless it

will be brilliant, and conplex as usual. Anmateurs
beUeve sinplicity means that a few things can go wong
and the plan will still work. She has no concept.

Fal kenberg's people well understand that no battle plan
survives contact with the eneny. Field Prine has heard
the words but they have no neaning to her

| et she has conme close to success Perhaps this tine
it will work.

She only has to win once.

And none of that was inportant. Hi s m ssion now

was to delay the eneny as nuch as possible. He could
use anything left of the equipnent, and del ay was

nmore inportant than preserving his force. O course
they nust not know that, or they will sinply run away.
Al ready they resent that Field Prine is no | onger here.
Von Reuter sighed. He had taken no part in the attack
on' hon-conbatants at the Stora M ne, but he was

quite certain to be tried as a war crimnal for his part
in the poison gas attack in the Dales; and even if he
coul d surrender he would not. He had ms professiona
honor to consi der.

The orders are to delay. | amnot told why, mnerely

that it is inmportant. It is not easily done. His forces
simply could not nove as fast as the Royals, not at foot
and ani mal -transport speeds; it was difficult even to
break contact once the Royals advanced. Hi s heavy
weapons were outranged, and could be used once and

once only: then they were destroyed by the suddenly
excel l ent eneny artillery.

They find us easily. Alnbst as if they have a satellite.
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 293
Surely they do not. Field Prime would have told me?

Smal| anns fire crackl ed; he | ooked up sharply,
estimating distances.

"Evacuate," he snapped. "Conpany Leader G m
bowitz." The chief of the field-hospital |ooked up.
"You have the eneny wounded here as wel | ?"

The doctor nodded, swall ow ng; he knew as well as
t he conmander what canme next -

"W cannot take prisoners or wounded with us," von
Reuter said regretfully. "I nust ask for nedica
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volunteers to remain with themuntil the eneny
arrives. They will have permnission to contact the
Royal i st commanders once their troops are in me

i medi ate vicinity."

That made it unlikely the Hel ot wounded woul d be

sl aughtered. |ndividual soldiers of both sides were as
likely as not to shoot out of hand individual soldiers of
the other who tried to surrender, but the Royalist sen-
ior officers were sticklers for the Laws of War. For that
matter, wounded men and nmedics in an organi zed set-

ting were reasonably safe.

He turned. "Quickly, please," he said, "Croup
Leader Sandina, please see to the denolition charges
on the equi pnent we cannot renove."

N CHAPTER FOURTEEN

There are two central causes of the generally poor West-

ern mlitary record in the field of counterinsurgency. The
first is that Western arm es are either not |arge enough or do
not consider it inportant enough to maintain a full-tine,

wel | -qualified cadre for counterinsurgency tasks. This is per-
haps a good choi ce, because the main task for these

organi zations is to ensure an adequate response in the event

of higher forms of conflict. The resulting cost, of course, is to
occasionally field partially qualified novices in counterinsur-
gency situations where professionals are required. The

second cause of l|ackluster Western mlitary performance is

that Western peoples will not long tolerate the use of their
sol diers in suppressing rebellions in a distant |and, whether
their soldiers are in a direct conmbat role or serving as advi-
sors.

An international corporation conposed of former Western
officers and soldiers skilled in acceptabl e counterinsurgency
techni ques would largely solve both of these Western coun-
terinsurgency problens . . . Considering the record of nost
Western governnments in the field of counterinsurgency, the
corporation would not have to work very hard to achieve
conparatively superior results. And a comrercial concern
woufd likely attain those i nprovenents at considerably |ess
cost.

—RodPaschal
LI C 2000: Special Operations and
Unconventional Warfare in the NesS Century

(I'nstitute of Land Warfare, Association of the US Army, 1990)

<o o e )

If, inthe future, war will be waged for the souls of nmen, then
the inportance of extending territorial control will go down.
Long past are the days when provinces, even entire countries,
were regarded sinply as itens of real estate to be exchanged
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anong rul ers by means of inheritance, agreenent, or force. The
triunmph of nationalismhas brought about a situation where
peopl e do not occupy a piece of |and because it is valuable; on
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the contrary, a piece of |and however renote or desolate is
consi dered val uabl e because it is occupied by this people or that
To adduce but two exanpl es out of many, since at |east 1965

I ndi a and Paki stan have been at | oggerheads over a glacier so
renmote that it can hardly even be |located on a nap. Between
1979 and 1988, Egypt spent nine years of diplomatic effort in
order to recover Taba. Now Taba, south of Elath, is a half-nile
stretch of worthl ess desert beach whose very existence had gone
unnoti ced by both Egyptians and Israelis prior to the Canp
Davi d Peace Agreements; all of a sudden it becane part of each
side's "sacred" patrinony and cof fee-houses in Cairo were

named after it..,

Anot her effect of the postul ated breakdown of conventiona

war will probably be a greater enphasis on the interests of nen

at the head of the organization, as opposed to the interest, of the
organi zation as such... Individual glory, profit, and booty gai ned
directly at the expense of the civilian population will once again
becone inmportant, not sinply as incidental rewards but as the
legitimate objectives of war. Nor is it inprobable that the quest

for wonen and sexual gratification will re-enter the picture. As
the distinctions between conbatants and nonconbat ants break
down, the least we can expect is that such things will be tolerated

to a greater extent than is supposed to be the case under the
rules of so-called civilized warfare. In many of the lowintensity
conflicts currently being waged in devel oping countries this is

al ready true, and has, indeed, always been true.

—Martin van Crevel d
The Transformati on of War, 1991
O *> N

The Council Chanber was colorful, and for the

moment buzzing with informal chatter. Mst seats at the
bi g conference table were taken. The conspi cuous
exceptions were the cabinet secretary's console at one
end, and a single large armchair at the center. The War
Cabi net was already at the table. Rear Adnmiral Sanuel
Forrest, as senior Naval officer, sat between Generals
Onensford and Slater, the deep m dnight blue of his

Navy tunic contrasting with the nore colorful armny
garrison unifornms. Madanme El ayne Rusher, the
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Attorney General, was next to General Lawrence

Desj ardi ns, Chief of the Royal Spartan Munted Poli ce.
Rol and Dawson, Principal Secretary of State, chatted
with Lord Henry Yamaga, Secretary of State for the
Interior and Industrial Devel opnent. Eric Respari of
Finance listened to themwi th a sour expression
Everyone knew that Respari had been an avid student of
the late King Jason's econonics theories; now he
resenbl ed the Freedman King in expression as well. Sir
Al fred Nat hanson, called Mnister of War even though
his office was adm nistrative rather than part of the
chai n of command, was hard at work on hi s not ebook
conputer. At the far end of the table Dr. Cal dwell
Whitiock sat alone. He had been invited by Prince
Lysander, and if some of the regular nenbers of the
War Cabi net resented his presence, none of them were
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going to say so, especially not today.

In addition to ne principal officers at the conference
tabl e, another dozen chairs along the walls were filled
with experts: Legion Captains Jesus and Catherine

Al ana, Al an Hruska, the Mlice chief for Sparta City;

Spartan and Rrotherhood military; Legion officers;
civilian officials, npbst carrying notebook conputers.

The roomfell silent as Horace Plummer, Secretary

to the Cabinet, came into the conference chanber

and stood just inside the door. "My lords, |adies, gen-
tl enmen, H s H ghness Crown Pnnce Lysander, Master

of the Forces by order of the Kings acting under the
Utimte Decree of the Senate of Sparta." Everyone
stood. The mlitary acted fromhabit, as perhaps did
some of the others, but some were reacting to the sol -
em formality of Plumrer's announcenent.

Lysander wore the mlitary uniformof an officer of

the Royals but with no insignia of rank. He | ooked

ol der than his years as he took his place at the center
of the big conference table. There was only one chair
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there. Previously there had al ways been two, and
Lysander had sat across fromthem where Cenera
Onensford was now. Lysander nodded pleasantly to
everyone, but took his seat in silence. After a nonent
the others sat down as well.

"The agenda is on your screens,"” Plumrer said.

"Wth his H ghness's perm ssion," Roland Dawson
said, "the agenda will endure a brief wait. We under-
stand there is good news from St. Thonas's."

Lysander frowned for a noment, then suddenly his
smile returned, as if he had renmenbered to wear it
agai n. "Thank you. Yes, very good news indeed. G af-
fin Melissa is recovering well."

"Wel | enough to have enjoyed a brief visit to the

Pal ace | ast evening. Her father nentioned it this
nor ni ng. And, Highness, | have heard that we may

have better news shortly," Dawson continued relent-

| essly. The Principal Secretary of State was the | eader
of the majority party in the Senate, and by definition a
politician, and not even the Utinmate Decree would
change that. "I understand the Queen is consulting

the Archbi shop to reschedul e the weddi ng. | under-

stand and appreciate that Your Hi ghness woul d prefer
this to remain a private matter, but the Ctizens will be
overjoyed at the news, and | ask permnission to make

t he announcenent."

Lysander | ooked around the room at the eager
faces. Even the dour finance mnister was sniling
agreenent wth Dawson.
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"l'ime we had some good news to announce,"
El ayne Rusher sai d.

The Citizens will certainly want to celebrate,” Sir
Al fred Nat hanson sai d.

Lysander nodded. "I expect you're right. I'Il |eave
the details to you, then. Now —and thank you, Rol and
—M. Plumrer, if we can get back to the agenda?"

298 Jerry Pwnelle 6- S.Af. Stirling

"Item One. A report fromthe mlitary field com
mands, " Horace Plumer said. "General Onensford."

"H ghness. My lords and | adi es. You've seen the

overall figures, and the rest are in the conference room
conputer. | can sunmmarize in two words. We're

Wi nni ng."

' Thank God," Rol and Dawson said. The Principa
Secretary of State nopped his brow with an al ready
danp handkerchi ef. "How soon do you think this wll
be over?"

"Not as soon as you'd like, I'mafraid," Peter
Onensford said. '""We're stretched pretty thin, no
reserves to speak of- Nearly everything we've got has
been thrown into the two canpaigns, the Stora pursuit,
and the reduction of their nmain base. W're w nning,
but it isn't all that easy, there are conplications. Ful
details are in the reports on your consol es there.
Unfortunately, | rnust ask you not to renove el ectronic
copi es of those reports fromthis room W know the
computers here are clean, and they have no physica
connecti on whatever to any other system”

"General ?"
"General Desjardins?"

"Does this nean we still can't rely on our conputer
systens?"

"Correct," Omensford said. "W captured a fair
nunber of Helot technicians in training at Base One,
and we've learned a ot fromthem Mirasal ds people
were deeper into our conputer systens than | woul d
have i magi ned. W | earned that nuch nostly by infer-
ence and skilled questioning of Helot officers and
trainees." Peter Owensford nodded acknow edgnent

to the Captains Alana. They smiled briefly. Both

| ooked both overworked and triunphant.

"Unfortunately, we didn't get a single live
technoninja," Omensford said. 'The four we did
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apprehend were dead when captured, or died before
they could be drugged. Interestingly there was one
al ready dead, killed by torture, apparently by Hel ot
experts. No one seens to know anything about that,
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unl ess Captain Al ana has | earned sonething since | |ast
spoke with him Yes, Jesus?"

"W have one Hel ot officer who said the execution

was personally ordered by Field Prinme, as punishnent
for failures during the Stora M nes operation,"” Jesus
Al ana said. "Apparently this was demanded by the
seni or survivors of the Stora Commando. They felt
they had been betrayed, and someone shoul d be pun-

i shed"

"So," Lysander said. "The vipers are tangi ng each
ot her, "

"So it woul d appear, Highness," Omensford said.

"We're beginning to see fair nunbers of defecting
officers. Especially in the Stora Commando group,
where we got a colonel, one Hami sh Beshara, code

nane Ben Bella. Incidentally, his spetsnaz brigade
commander was our friend Niles." Ownensford

stopped- Prince Lysander's face had frozen into a nask
of hate. "Ben Bella had nothing to do with the nmissile
attack, Hi ghness. Jesus?"

"No, ny prince. To the best of ny skills, no one we
have captured had any notion that the mssile would be
used against a non-mlitary target. Colonel Ben Bella
thought its purpose was to destroy the geo-therma
generating systemif, as happened, the sabotage effort
failed." Jesus shrugged. "I amcertain | could find

evi dence to convict himof wanton destruction of
civilian property, but I would not care to argue the case
in a CoDom niumcourt martial. Especially since the
man surrendered on prom se of amesty for all except
deliberate atrocities. He has a different conception of
atrocity than we, but he is convinced he conmitted
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none —and that the mssile attack was an atrocity He
insists that he would not have all owed that had he
known, and while | may doubt he would have risked his
life to prevent it, it is certain he believes he would
have. "

"VWich brings us to a decision item" Ownensford
sai d when Lysander didn't answer. "W have captured
a nunber of Helot soldiers, and in the base canp we
took prisoner other rebels. The Hel ots have no con-
ception of non-conbatant status. All their
menbership are rebels, and woul d be expected to
fight. They are nearly all arned, and some of their
worren and children were killed bearing arns agai nst
our forces. O hers threw away their weapons. In any
case it is difficult to think of a ten year old child as an
armed eneny."

"Nits make |ice," soneone sai d.

Onensford frowned. 'That has been said in
every revolutionary war in history," he said. "And
it's no nore appropriate here than it was in
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Pal estine or Kurdistan. Your Highness, we wll

need policies and procedures. \Wat shall we do

with captured Helot soldiers and their non-nmilitary
adher ent s?"

"W can't just let themgo," Yamaga said. 'They

won't work. They woul dn't work before they becane

Hel ots, and they won't work now, and now they've got

a taste for rebellion. And training with weapons. Let
them | oose and they'lIl turn crimnals even if they don't
rejoin the rebellion.”

"They have to be taught to work," Madane Rusher
said. "Wrk habits."

"Arbeit macht frei," Ceneral Desjardins said. "A
much abused sl ogan, but | believe Madane El ayne

has the essence of it. They nust becone convinced
that work is a better alternative than banditry."
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"W can use sone of the soldiers in expeditionary
forces," Hal Slater said. "And the Leg?on. But that
requires transportation. I can't think we want them
armed and at large on Sparta until they've been
obedient for a few years." He chuckled. "Pity we can't
make them i nvol untary colonists to sonewhere el se.
Send themto Byer's and let themtry the crimnal life
in Hell's-a-comin'-"
"Now there's a thought,"
we can't do that."

Yamaga said. "Pity indeed

"But the question is, what do we do with them

now?" Owensford said. "W've got the island canps.
The Legi on training programworked all right. Last
time we had transport we shi pped over five hundred
retrained Helots to reinforce Fal kenberg on New
Washi ngton, and |last | heard they were doing well
enough- O course that's the creamof the crop, the
ones with enough gunption to stick it."

"You sent back a thousand nore who'd vol unt eered

and couldn't finish your course,” Sir Al fred Nathanson
said. "And they're sonmething of a problem For the
monent we've been able to keep order on the Island,
even have themgrowing their own crops. But we can't
mai ntain concentration canps like that forever!"

"Bit of a mess for the Coast Cuard," General Des-
jardins said. "W've been worried that the Helots

would try to rescue those people So far the only rea-
son they haven't has been the physical isolation, but
we're using resources |I'd like to put to other uses. W
| ose a few of those wet navy craft and all those Hel ot
soldiers are available to the rebellion again."

*We can't just shoot them" El ayne Rusher said.

"No, Madam " Finance M nister Respari agreed.
"Leave aside the ethics, none of the others would
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ever surrender if we did that. General, Sir Alfred,
I"mafraid your island canps are the only sol ution
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we have. And the canps are cheaper than the war,
by alot."

"Actually, there are two problens," Yanmaga said.

"There are the prisoners of war, of course. And

al though we can't send off the crimnals as colonists to
a pleasant place like Hell's-a-conin', the CoDomni ni um
keeps dumpi ng involuntary col onists on us. | grant you
they're not quite the sane situation, some of the new
colonists fit in well enough, but all too many are nearly
as nmuch trouble as rebels." He shrugged. "And for a |ot
of themit's only a question of tine before they go from
bei ng usel ess mouths to joining the rebellion and
killing our people. Bread and circuses, that's what they
want . "

"Every denocracy in history has wanted bread and
circuses," Roland Dawson said. "Not our party, of
course, but there are Ctizen groups who'd rather try
bread and circuses than continue the war."

"Danegel d," Hal Slater said. "Never a very w se
thing to give anyone, certainly not to crimnals."

"I't is not what they will get," Lysander said. His voice
was | ow, but the room becane qui et when he spoke.

"Build that kind of welfare state and we corrupt our own
peopl e. This government will not pay people to be poor,

nor will we set up paid officials with an incentive to have
poor and idle clients. General Desjardins, | take it your
RSMP doesn't find Island duty pleasant."

"They hate it. H ghness- So would you."

"I expect | would. Let ne point out that there are
advantages to this. No one wants to nmake a career of
adm ni stering the canps, so there is no one who has a
good reason to retain those canps if we find a better
solution.”

"No one |'d want in the RSMP," Desjardins sniffed.

"Keep it that way," Lysander said. 'Too nany
nati ons have destroyed thensel ves by all ow ng
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potentially fatal changes to their institutions as an
expedient for winning wars or settling domestic crises.
Every institution you build has people who want to

keep on doing what they do. It's the nature of
governnent, to build enduring institutions, structures
that stay long after their purpose is over. |f you pay
people to help the poor. you have people who won't be
paid if there aren't any poor, so they'll be sure to find
sonme. Sparta was created as the antithesis of that kind
of welfare state, and by God it will stay that way. |'d
rather | ose the war than change that."
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There were nutters of agreenent around the table.
"Hear, hear," Witiock said.

"That's clear, then," Lysander said. "Now |l et ne

poi nt out that when we win this war we will have far
nmore Hel ot prisoners, sone of them genuine war
crimnals."”

"Hang them " Desjardins said.

"Those we can convict of atrocities, certainly. But
how many will that be?"

"Ronme crucified a rebel at every nm|epost from
Vesuvius to Rone after the Spartacus rebellion,"”

Madane Rusher said. 'That's what? No nore than a
thousand, surely, and it's renenbered to this day.
suppose if we top that we'll get a place in the history
books, but I'mnot sure it's a place we want."

"Nor |," Lysander said. "I'mnot sure what to do with

those nerely swept up in the rebellion, but there's a
sinmple solution to what to do with the active participants
in the rebel cause. They wanted to try the barbarian life. |
propose to give themtheir wi sh. Turn them |l oose on the
island. WoIf Island. They get hand tools, seeds, and a few
farmani mal s. No weapons, and no technol ogy. If they

dont work, they starve. After a few years the survivors can
try to negotiate a better deal."

"Stark," Rol and Dawson sai d.
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"I't's better than they planned for us," Lysander said.
"Sir Alfred, this will be your concern. Please see to it."

"Yes, Hi ghness."
"Sir?"
"Admiral Forrest."

"This is ny first cabinet nmeeting. |I'mnot certain of
the procedure," Forrest said-

"We're fairly informal, Admral," Lysander said. "If
you believe you have sonething we shoul d know that's
rel evant to the discussion, it's quite proper to speak up."

"Yes, sir. | was going to say, the news fromne

CoDom niumis confusing and contradictory. Runors

of mutinies in the fleet. Ships beached for |ack of
money to repair and fuel them Stories of rivalries,
along with official documents that don't acknow edge
that there's anything unusual happening at all. One
thing is certain, the BuReloc transport is overdue. It
may be that we won't be getting so many involuntary
col oni sts. ™"

"A consummation devoutly to be w shed," Hal
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Slater said carefully. "I hear nmuch the sanme as Adnira
Forrest. "Hie CD s having trouble finding enough

money to operate all their ships. It's probable we won't
have as nmuch trouble with involuntary colonists as we

t hought we woul d. "

"Or mat it will all happen at once, with a number of
shi ps comi ng simultaneously,"” Lysander said. "But
thank you for bringing that up. | presune everyone

here knows that Adm ral Forrest has persuaded the

| ocal CoDoni ni um Fl eet Commander to saf eguard

our observation and conmuni cations satellite. W're
told mat they're also intercepting the clandestine arns
shi pnents to the rebels.”

"W very nmuch owe Admral Forrest a vote of
t hanks," El ayne Rusher said.

"I ndeed," Lysander said. 'Those Fang missiles
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coul d have been a lot of trouble. Still can be, but at
| east there aren't infinite supplies of themcomng in.
And the other high tech gear. Fromall of us, and from
me personally, Admiral, thank you. W won't forget."

" Thank you. Hi ghness," Forrest said. "OF course
had consi derable help fromDr. Witlock. He can be
extrenely persuasive."

"Wl I, thank you," Whidock said. "Mst inportant

thing is to convince the local CD people they'll be bet-
ter off with us as a strong and peaceful place to cal
hone, and the best argunents for that are Admira

Forrest and Captain Nosov."

Lysander nodded agreenent. "General Ownensford,
pl ease continue your report."

"Yes, Highness," Omensford said. "As | said earlier
we're winning. The renewed satel hte pictures have

been extrenmely useful, especially in the pursuit of
their northern group, the force they called the Stora
Conmando group. | am pleased to report that the

Stora Commando is no |longer a threat to anyone. For

a while they retreated in an organi zed and di sci plined
manner. That gave Ceneral Barton a lot of trouble, but
shortly after the Utinate Decree they becane little
nmore than di sorgani zed straggl ers.

' The change was sudden and dramatic. W have

since | earned that nost of their |eadership was evacu-
ated, leaving the rest on their own, which was pretty
demoral i zi ng when the word spread anong them

Many who hadn't taken a personal part in atrocities
surrendered very soon after that. The rest are disor-
gani zed, nostly city punks in the w | derness,

rel entl essly pursued by outdoorsmen who enjoy their
wor k. You could al nost feel sorry for them™

"No you couldn't," Lysander said. 'They demanded
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their rights. They'll get justice. How many crimnals
have we caught ?"
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"Not so many as |'d |ike, because of course the ones
we could prove to be war crinminals don't surrender

On the other hand, over six hundred have accepted

the amesty. O those, nine were easily proven to be
war crimnals, thirty-four probably are, and four were
traitors, actual Ctizen supporters of the rebels."

"Probably," Rol and Dawson sai d. "Wat neans
probabl e, given your —techni ques?"

Jesus Al ana shrugged. "It is expensive and tine
consumng to question every captive," he said. "And are
we so certain we want the answers? |If we know soneone
is guilty of war crines, we nust nake a decision as to
what to do with him"

"What happened to the Ctizens?" Lysander
denmanded.

The traitors are in the Capital prison. Hi ghness,

awai ting Their Majesties' pleasure. Oyours," Onensford
said. The/re a different case. The Hel ot soldiers we |et
go to the Island after interrogation, but we know who
they are if we really want to find them again."

"Mutilation," one of the Brotherhood intelligence
officers said. "W should chop off a finger. O toes.
Make it a lot easier to find them again."

Lysander didn't answer, and there was an awk-

ward silence. "It's much the same around their Base
Canp," Onensford said at |ast. "Better organized,
but nost of their |eadership has bugged out. The
troops left behind were supposed to sell their lives
dearly. Sonme did, but it's beginning to sink in that
they're fighting for a lost and dreary cause, and

| eaders who' ve run away. Once again we're seeing
bot h i ndi vidual s and organi zed groups | ooking for
amesty. Qthers have scattered into the wastel ands,
but this time with not nmuch nore than they can

carry." Owensford shrugged. "Frankly, 1'd rather be
on the Island than on the run. Better soil, and
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woul dn't have to worry that Mace's Scouts were
| ooking for ne."

"But we still haven't caught their |eaders."

"Qther than Croser and his Capital gang, no.

"CGeneral, every one of them seens to believe Skilly
has a plan," Lysander said. "Do we have any notion of
what it is?"

"No, sir."
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"I keep renmenbering the Dales," Lysander said-

"Where they had a plan that couldn't possibly work, only
it very nearly did, because we certainly were not
expecting poison gas. Captain Al ana, you saw t hrough
that one just in tinme. Wat can they be planni ng now?"

"l confess to thinking much on that subject,"” Jesus
Al ana said. "Alas, ny prince, with little result. Nor has
Cat heri ne been nore successful .

"We're winning, but they're not giving up- Not try-
ing to nake terns," Lysander said. "I take that to
mean they still believe they can win."

"Clearly," Hal Slater said.

"But they're losing Losing badly. There's no way
they can win."

"Well," Owensford said. "Perhaps. W can hope so,

but in any event there is one thing I nust rem nd you
of . Highness. It may or may not have anything to do
with Skilly, but its clear that every gain we have nmade
could be wi ped out by the CoDomi nium Gve the

Hel ot s enough of f-pl anet support and we woul dn't be

Wi nni ng any | onger "

"Admiral, is this likely?"

"No," Forrest said. "Likely, no. But of course it's
possi ble.”

"Sonme day," Lysander said, but he said it so softly that
Peter Owensford didn't think anyone el se had heard.

N CHAPTER FI FTEEN
Crofton's Encycl opedia of the Inhabited Planets (2nd Edition):

Corinth: Town at the head of the Corint/iian @uff, (qg.v.), a long
(700 kiloneter), funnel-shaped inlet on the northeastern portion
of the Serpentine Continent. Corinth, founded by settlers from
New Newf oundl and in 2053, is primarily a collection point for

near by ranches and a fishing-base. The Corinthian GQulf, with its
deep and nutrient-rich waters, is a spawni ng-ground for severa

i mportant species of large piscoid hunted for their |eather, oi
and pharmaceutical derivatives; anong these are the Mammoth

Dai sy, the Tennisnet and the CaSeybeak. Galleybeak caviar is

noted as a delicacy on several planets, having an exotic flavor and
m | d stinmulant and euphoric qualities. Tennsnet gl ands are
processed for a well-known anti obesity drug. Corinth's facilities
i nclude deep water docks, small-scale ship repair facilities,

war ehouses and mari ne processing plants. Popul ation (2091),

6, 753 not including transients.

-0- A -V

Anot her characteristic of the year 2010, famliar to those who

wi Il have lived through the last quarter of the 20th Century, is
that nost of the world's towintensity conflict will probably be
i nsurgenci es- Terrorism in and of itself, is a weak reed when it
comes to effecting political changes. On the other hand,

gover nnent s have been brought down by insurgents..
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One aspect of insurgency that prom ses to be a bit different in
the year 2010 has to do with a shift in denography. The

conti nued nmovenent of Third World populations to cities nakes

it probable that urban underground organizations will constitute
a grow ng percentage of insurgent novenents..

—Bod Paschal !
LI C 2000: Special Operations and
Unconventional Warfare in the Next Century

(I'nstitute of Land Warfare, Association of the US Arny, 1990)
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AN AN AN

Geof frey Niles woke at the sound of voices, but
fromlong habit he lay still, eyes closed, as if stil
asleep. It was a habit devel oped at school to avoid per-
secution by older boys, but ms tine it saved himfrom
far worse. He lay still and thought about where he

was.

They were in the ranch house of a farm Skilly had

bought years before. The nomi nal owners were a

couple Skilly had found in the slunms of M netown. As
usual her instinct for choosing the right people served
her well; H ldy and Rose \Wheel er had quietly tended

the farm increasing its value and drawing no attention
to thensel ves, quiet non-Citizen farnmers who ignored
politics like many in this Corinthian district a thousand
kil ometers northeast of the Capital. Yet when Skilly

had appeared, nearly alone and on the run, they were
eager to hel p. Geoff had been anmmzed at the facilities
they had quietly built up in a cave driven into the cliffs
behi nd the ranch house. O fices, storage for weapons,
residence, all waiting until Sidda Thi bodeau shoul d

need mem

They could relax here. Back in Sparta City they'd

been in a different house every night, welconme in soneg,
grudgingly accepted in others, uatiy refused adm ssion
twice, and always afraid of betrayal even by those who
seened gl addest to see them It had been an enornous

relief to | eave the capital even though that required
traveling in disguise on the public rail system Skilly had
a dozen di sgui ses, papers, business travel docunents,

and they' d needed them In this tine of the Utimte

Decree it wasnt enough just to buy a ticket and get on a
train. You had to convince the police that you had a
legitimate reason for travel, and they wote it all down to
be fed to the conputer system But they'd got here, safe
for me first time in weeks...
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He was alone in the big bed. Skilly, dressed in a tee
shirt and nothing el se. sat at her comuni cations
consol e. She had the speaker volume | ow and spoke
softly as if trying not to awaken him but Niles
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wonder ed why she didn't use the headset if that was
what she really wanted. For that matter there was a
console in the next room

Testing? he wondered. She had done a | ot of that

since the Stora incident. She still didn't trust himcom
pletely. That was close. | could have got nyself kill ed,
and for nothing, there was nothing | could do, nothing
at aB.. He shuddered at the menory, Skall/s cold |augh
as she launched the mssile, the inpersonal way she

| ooked at the results. The worst was when she told him

| ater that he'd been right, it hadn't been such a good
idea after all. "Should have listened to ny Jefiy. some-
times he got good instincts." No remporse except that it
hadn't worked as she intended. And she sttU thinks to
found a dynasty. My God, |'ve got to get out of here.
He' d thought that nmany times since the Stora cam

pai gn, but there was no place to go. The Royals would
cheerfully hang himif they could catch him and the
only places he knew to hide fromthe Royals were con-
trolled by Skilly

He lay still and listened. Skilly was talking to some-
one, and she wasn't happy at all. "You supposed to be
working for Skilly," she said.

"My sincere apologies. | amafraid ny enpl oyer

neglected to tell me mat" Skilly had the vol une set | ow,
and the voice was very |l ow and quiet, so that Niles

barely heard it, but he was certain that it was Mirasal d.
"I was told to consider your interests, as well as those of
Capital Prine, but not to the neglect of ny prinmary

m ssion. I ndeed, now that Capital Prime is regrettably
detained, it is not certain that your interests and ny

enpl oyers are the same."
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"Wy you say that?"

"Let us say that ny enployer had known Capita

Prime for many years, and thus understood him He

has never net you. Alas, while | have great admiration
for your talents as a | eader, a bald narrative of events
does little to justify that to soneone who does not

know you well- Al due to bad |uck and m sfortune, of
course, but it does not appear that you have enjoyed
great success."

"Skilly told Capital Prinme it was time to go under-
ground," Skilly said- "But Capital Prine trusted you to
warn himin time. Not Skilly's doing."

"Ah, no, of course not," Mirasaki said. "But perhaps
had you nore thoroughly considered the inplications

of your use of our earth penetrator? Capturing the
mne and its town was a bol dly conceived goal

adm rable in concept, possibly decisive if conbined
with suitable political strategy. The CoDomi nium w ||
often act to aid an actual government in possession of
territory. Using the earth penetrator as a nmeans of
bringing the Stora garrison to battle on favorable
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ground was al so an admirably bold notion. Alas, it did
not have the proper effect.”

"That bad luck too," Skilly said. "You don' tell ne
that Prince Baby is up there. Everything fine until he
rallies the troops, nake them go back to their holes
and organi ze. That Prince one real piece of bad |uck
Best we loll that one. H mand that whol e group of his.
He put a price on ny head, | put one on his. You kil
him now. "

"Ah, | was under the inpression that you were

thoroughly aware that Prince Lysander had gone

north. My mistake. As to his denmise, this is not so easily
acconplished as it would have been earlier," Mirasald
said. 'The Royals are, after all, very nuch alerted."

They still neet sonetines," Skilly said. "Report to
312 Jerry PounmeSe 6 S.M Stirling

the Senate. Broadcast to the people." She | ooked
around, but Geoffrey Niles had never opened his eyes
fully, and she saw him apparently still asleep. Her
voice fell even lower, so that Geoff didn't hear all of
what she said next. " whol e dam pl ace whil e they
init."

"There are fewreliable ways to acconplish that."
"One sure one."
"l had thought you were opposed to using that."

"Skilly not Hke it, because it cause trouble for the
future. But right now. maybe she don't got a future
unl ess sonet hing drastic happens.”

"That is of course nmobst unfortunate,"” Mirasald said.

"But | have only the one device, and there is sone
question of where to use it. Indeed, you have been
persuasive in arguing against using it at all. Certainly it
will greatly upset the CoDoniniumelenents, and it is

never wise to do that w thout powerful reasons."

"Yeah, | understand that," Skilly said. "But think,
you don' do sonething soon, Skilly facing the ugly,
ugly jaws of defeat,"

"No one understands that better than me," the soft

voi ce said. "But we have sent you vast resources, and
fear we have very little to show for all that huge
expenditure. W have enbarrassed the Legion, but it

seens to have survived the experience, perhaps did not
even notice. The Royal Government is stronger than

ever. | regret | nust point this out, but you do not seem
to have nuch to offer now Have you established contro
over the politicals in Sparta Cty?"

"Yes."
Geof f suppressed a shudder. Regai ning control of

die political apparatus after the mass arrests follow ng
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the Utinmate Decree had been a nightmare. There had
to be secure cutouts, discontinuities in the command
structure, or the entire apparatus would have fallen in
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the first hours; but once the known | eaders were
renoved, nmaking contact with those renmi ning was
extrenely difficult, and proving that you were entitled
to give themorders, and that they should continue the
fight, was nore difficult still. Nles's admration for
Skilly had increased enornously, but his horror at

her methods had grown equally. Her energy was

boundl ess, and she had set up a nunber of contin-

gency plans just in case this happened. She was
particularly skilled at blacknmail, and she had enough
evi dence to hang nost of the political |eadership three
times over. And one of those who had refused to take
her in was found the next day with his testicles stuffed
into his eye sockets.

So we haw control of the politicals. It takes a |ot of
personal contact to do it, and we can't do that easily
because Skilly insists on noving fromplace to place al
the tine. Afraid soneone will try to collect the bounty,
| suppose. | wonder how | ong she' U stay here? It's safe
here, but she's not getting nuch done.

"You bl ow de Pal ace when the governnent is al

there," Skilly said- "Gve Skilly a week warning, hell, six
hours, and it'll be all over, Skilly will own this place. No
Ki ngs, no Senate, no government Just the organization."

"Well, it is a possibility to consider," Mirasald said.
"But | think we first stay with the original plan. Let us
see what that will acconplish before we attenpt your

way. |f that fails, perhaps there is another."

"You just be sure to give Skilly notice first. Those
politicals not so easy to control, not trained troops. Maybe
both together? Between CD and your stuff, we knock out

the government. Skilly does the rest. We take over the
Capital, we win, andwe only gottowi n once...."

n <e -fr

The girl was about twenty, and she had been pretty
in an unsophisticated way. Now her hair had been cut
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off with a bayonet, her swollen |ips oozed bl ood, and
she was missing at | east one tooth. The nose was swol -
len as well, probably broken, one eye was bl ack, and
there were other bruises, particularly on her thighs.
She was sprawl ed naked across a couch, and one of

the Hel ot soldiers was fastening his trousers.

Geoffrey Niles | ooked at the scene with distaste.

"Seens a bit of a waste,” he said. Soldiers. Warriors. My
Cod. First the Lefkowitz ffrl. those pictures! Pictures sent
to Luna Base and every mercenary outfit registered with

the CD, and they stiU don't learn, they think they' re going
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to win and then they can nake the rules. Rules! And
everyone knows nmyfasmy is associated with this.

"WAst e, Brigade Leader? W' re supposed to kill her,
but there wasn't nothing said about not having sone
fun first"

Ni | es shook his head. "Odd notions of fun. In any

event, | need confirmation of sone information she
probably has. Get her dressed- I'll bring her back when
I"mthrough.”

"They say she don't know nothing. The Legion types

never told her anything rmuch, she's no use," the

Conpany Leader said. He finished fastening his

trousers and grinned. "Course it depends on what you

want to use her for, but being as what you're gettin', you
sure don't need any of this,"

Nil es's ook silenced him 'There are things we have

to know. People she's seen, map | ocations. They

weren't supposed to give her to you until we were
finished. Just get her cfothes. Can you dress yoursel f?"
he asked the girl.

"Yeah." Her voice was distorted.

Then do so.

She lay still for a noment. The Hel ot officer
smashed his hand across her mouth. "You call himsir,
and you do what he says now, bitch."
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She pulled herself into a sitting position with an
obvious effort. Niles watched as the girl pulled on
trousers and a shirt. She had no underwear, and Nl es
wondered if it had been destroyed in the process of
undressing her. Her only shoes were boots, and he

waited for her to get those on. Although she noved
slowy and carefully, nothing seemed to be broken. As
she finished with her boots, Niles swiftly lifted her to
her feet, pulled her hands behind her, and snapped on
handcuffs. "Do you want her back?" he asked.

"Well, it mght be fun to have her again before we
kill her."

"We'll see. If she cooperates with us. Al right —
Talkins, isn't it? Cone along." He pushed her out into
the corridor of the cave

"Watch her," the Helot called. "She bites. O did.
Taught her not to do that."

The passage led to cellars of the farnmhouse, but

hal fway along it was a side passage. Niles opened that
door, pushed Margreta Tal ki ns t hrough and fol |l owed

her, carefully closing it behind him "All right," he said.
"In a mnute |'"'mgoing to take those cuffs off, but I

want you to be sure you understand what's happeni ng."
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"And what's that?" Margreta s speech was slurred by
her swollen |ips. She spat bl ood.

"We're getting the hell out of here," Niles said.

Her eyes wi dened. "We. Wy?"

"Look, we don't have a tot of tinme," Nles said. "I

want to surrender to the Royals, and | need bargaini ng
chips. You're one of them Now we have about an

hour, maybe two, before Skilly calls in asking for ne,
and as long after that as it takes for her to figure out
what's happened. By that tine we'd better be a hell of

a long way fromhere. Can you run?"

"Alittle. I"'mpretty bruised. If 1'd known |I'd have to
run, | wouldn't have fought so hard."
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"Look, I'm sony."

"Yeah. It could have been worse. All right, 1*Utry to
keep up. Look, | don't know what's going to happen,

but do ne this, don't let themget nme alive again, al
right? oK, let's go."

"All right, we can stop for a few mnutes." N les
said. 'Tve got sone dones and equi pnent stashed

under the rocks here. W'll take five mnutes to let you
change. 'Hi ere are weapons here, too."

She stunbled forward and sat heavily. "I guess I'm
not in as good shape as | thought."

"How d they catch you?"

"I think they were always on to ne," Margreta Tal ki ns

said. "At least since Craffin Melissa lived through that
assassination attenpt. They were pretty sure | couTd have
killed her. Ever since | think they've just been using ne to
pass false information back to the Legion. The | ast thing
they did was send nme on a wild goose chase, so |'d give

the wong story about where they were hiding. | really
thought 1'd located Skilly, and getting that information
out was worth anything. | guess they'd decided | wasn't

anynore use, because thatwas a setup.”

Niles lifted a flat rock. "Here we are. Canteens, to
beg?n with. Water or whiskey?"

"Wat er- Whi skey woul d be great at first, but | don't

think it will help for long." She drank deeply. "Let ne
have t he whi skey," she said suddenly N | es handed the
other canteen to her. She took a sip and gargl ed heavily,
then spat it out. "That helps. Now if you' |l hand ne that
bandanna and | ook the ot her way— She | aughed. "Or

dont, Jesus, you'd Uink I'd be over any kind of npdesty."

Geoff fished in the crevice under the rock, carefully
not | ooking at her

"On. That stings," she said. "I don't suppose you've
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got sone nilder form of disinfectant?"
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"No. | do have sone nore clothes. |ncluding

underwear. Jockey shorts, a bit large for you, but better
than nothing." He held them out behind himand felt

her take them "And sone clean trousers and shirt. |

made this cache when | heard they were bringing in a

Legi on prisoner, but | didn't know you'd be a giri."

"Grl," Margreta said. "Lord. man, if this hasn't
made a worman of me, nothing will. But thanks. |
think. You still haven't explained what this is all about"

"Actually, | did. I want out. Qut of all this. Ammesty
and a ticket off Sparta.”

"Look, we both know I'm not worth that nuch, not
if you were part of anything serious."

"I wasn't. Not Lefkowitz, not Stora. | was in the
Dal es, poison gas, technically a violation of the Laws
of War, but that was against mlitary targets."

"And t he ant hrax?"
"Ant hr ax?" Geoff said "No, | didn't know about that."

"They used it. Ruined a whole farmvalley. Look,
still don't see where | cone in "

"You can talk to them | know sonme things they wll

want to know," CGeoff said- "But if they shoot me before
I can tell themthat, it won't do anyone any good. You
they'Il listen to, and | presume you have ways to nake
contact with the Legion. They m ght even provide you
transportation.”

"Sure, if you get ne to a tel ephone. Al right, you can
turn around now. And thanks for turning your back."

She | ooked better, but still awful. He found a ban-
danna and wet it fromthe water canteen, then added
a dash of whiskey. "Hold still, I'Il clean your face And

here's a conb."

"If you have a mrror—

"l do, but let me clean you up a bit first."
"Cnh. Tli at bad?"

She tried to | augh, but he could see tears at the
318 Jerry PouneQe 6- S.M Stirling

conmers of her eyes. He w ped off the worst of the
dried bl ood and senen fromher face. It was hard to do
wi thout hurting her, and he winced as badly as she did
when he had to touch sone ot her bruises.

"There were four of them" she said. "One managed
twce."
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"M ssTal | dns—=

"I think under the circunstances. Brigade Leader
Nil es, you may call ne Margreta,"” she said sol emmly.

"Margreta. Jesus, |I'msorry, Margreta. Uh —and
I'"m Ceof frey or Geoff, of course.”

"Not Jetty?"

"My God no, never again. Speaking of which." He

held up a mni-uzi. "The monent of truth. I'mgoing to
give you this now If you want to shoot ne in retaliation
for what they did to you, please nmake it quick.

deserve that nuch. Margreta, |'mvery sorry they did
this to you® and if | could have prevented it | would
have, but there was nothing | could do. God dam it! It
was |ike Stora, nothing I could do! | could get lolled
and it still wouldn't have changed anything! They'd
have shot ne and the rocket woul d have gone on

schedul e, and the same thing with you, until Stdlly left
I couldn't interfere with—Sorry. You're the one who
was hurt, and |'m shouting about it."

She didn't say anything. After a nonent, Geoff

handed her the nmachi ne pistol. He stood and wat ched

as she checked the |oads. 'They're not bl anks," he

said. "I'd invite you to fire a few rounds, but it mght
attract unwanted attention."”

"I"mnot going to shoot you," she said. "Back there in
the cave | would have, you and them and then nyself.
but —CGooff, are we really going to get away?"

"l surely hope so. Now, how nmuch of this can you
carry? We still don't have a lot of time. And | hope your
Legi on peopl e think enough of you to cone get you."
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"So doI. Al right, find me that tel ephone.”
"Ch, that's no problem | have a conmunicator,"'

Geoff said. "All we have to do is get to a place where
it's safe to use it"

"Lets go, then," she said. She sounded very snal

and vul nerabl e, and CGeoff N |es had never hated the
war so nuch. He took her hand to |lead her, and after a
monent she let him

<- CHAPTER S| XTEEN

The advant age whi ch a comander thinks he can attain

t hrough conti nued personal intervention is largely illusory. By
engaging in it he assunes a task which really belongs to others,
whose effectiveness he thus destroys. He also nultiplies his own
tasks to a point where he can no longer fulfill the whole of them
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—Hetmut h von Mol tke
<e 4- -0

Crofton's Encycl opedi a of Contenporary Hi story and Soci al
I ssues (3rd Edition):

The Bani The proudest achi evenent of the CoDom niumera

was the near absence of enploynment of nuclear weapons in an

era of nuclear plenty. The one issue that united the Fleet, from
the | owest Une Marine recruit to the Gand Adm ral was
insistence that the Fleet and only the Fleet had the right to
possess nucl ear weapons, and only the Fleet could use them and
it would not do so except under nuclear threat. Not even the
Grand Senate coul d order nucl ear bonbardment.

Nucl ear weapons renai ned a theoretical |ast resort to the

Fl eet no matter what the opposition, but the only tines they
were ever used was in retaliation for first use by others; on
t hose occasi ons the vengeance of the CoDom ni um Navy

could be terrible..

oA *>» -0

The Royal Messenger had a gri m expression. "Gen-
eral Owensford, Prince Lysanders conplinents, and
can you cone to the war roomright away."

"Certainly," Peter said. Sonething in the Messen-
gers tone nmade himsend for his chief of staff.

He was al nost finished dressing when Andy Lahr
came in. "Trouble at Fort Plataia. Good norning, sir.
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Tr oubl e?"

"There's a CoDom ni um squad at the gate, with an
official order that no one is to enter or |eave the Fort
wi t hout CoDomi ni um perm ssion."

"Jesus Christ. What did Captain Al ana do?"

"Not hing," Lahr said. "Didn't acknow edge, pend-

ing orders, but he has told everyone to stay inside, and
put the Fort on alert.”

"Sounds good. Tell himto hang onto that until |
know what's going on."

"Already did. You got any idea of what's going on?"
"No, but | expect |I'mabout to find out."

Both Kings and Prince Lysander were in the war
room

"Good norning." Peter bowed. "This | ooks serious."

"I't is," Alexander said- He held out a docunent. "This
appears to be authentic,” he said. "It's an order fromthe
CoDom ni um Sect or Headquarters, in the nane of Vice

Adm ral Townsend but actually signed by Genera

Nguyen. Sparta is directed to surrender all units of

Fal kenbergs Mercenary Legion to the CoDomi ni um

for transport from Sparta to a neutral world to be agreed
to after the Legion units are disarmed and enbarked."
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"I see. That's ridiculous,"” Peter said. "It's invalid on
its face. Vice Adm ral Townsend hasn't that authority,
and certainly no Marine general acting in the admral's
nanme does! For that matter, the CoDom ni um hasn't

the authority to order you to do any such thing, even if
it's enacted by the G and Senate."

"They may not have the authority," King Al exander
said, "but they have the power. They brought a battle-
cruiser and a troop transport with a regi ment of Line
Marines. The Marines are to be stationed on Sparta
ostensibly to protect our independence from foreign

i nvaders —which neans you. You're to be taken off-

pl anet in the troop transport."”
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"VWhat does Cay Newell have to say about this? O
Conmodore Guildford for that matter? He's a trim

mer. |If he obeys this order he's thoroughly conmitted
to Bronson and he knows it. | can't think he wants
that"

"W don't know, " Al exander said. "I've sent for

Adm ral Forrest The whol e War Cabi net and Privy
Council. But the fact is, we've been unable to talk to
anyone in CoDom ni um headquarters except this

newconer, a Colonel Cotti. who is comng here

shortly to present his demands. Hi s reginent is |anding
now. They didn't ask permi ssion, they sent us a
courtesy information, and that after they'd | anded the
| ead el ements.”

"There's nore," |”sander said. "We're also directed

to cease all fraternization with CoDom ni um

personnel, and dismiss fromour service any CD
officers who retired less than five years ago. Some new
regul ati on. Henceforth all comunications with
CoDom ni um personnel are to be official business

t hrough the proper channels, and no informal contacts
allowed. A full interdict is laid on Sparta until we —=
he found a place on the paper he was hol di ng and read
"—denonstrate good faith efforts to conply with the
directives in paragraph two, to wit, to disarmand
surrender to nme proper CoDom nium authorities al
persons at present enrolled in or in the direct enploy
of the organi zati on known as Fai kenberg's Mercenary
Legi on, sonetinmes known as the Forty-Second, and
paragraph three relative to fraternization and

enpl oynent of retired CD officials. Al CoDomni ni um
Marine units stationed on Sparta are directed to
cooperate in enforcenent of these orders."

"This can't last," Peter said. 'Wen Lernontov
hears about this, he'll rescind it."

"And by then Sparta City may be a battlefield," King
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 323

David said. "I don't even know how to send a nmessage
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to Grand Adniral Lernontov. They seemto have
bl ocked all our communi cati ons. Not hi ng
acknow edges. "

"I's our satellite still working?" Peter asked.
"Interesting question," Lysander said. He lifted the
phone and spoke briefly, then set it dowm with a puz-
zl ed |1 ook. "Yes. Wich must mean sonething, but I'm
dammed if | can figure what."

"Maybe Forrest will have a suggestion," Peter
Onensford said. "Now if you'll excuse ne, I'll have to
i nform Commandant Canpbeil at Fort Plataia.”

"Interesting that you nanmed it that," Lysander said.

"Yes, sir." Plataia was the site of a najor Spartan

victory over Persia, the place where Thernopyl ae was
avenged, but it was also a city: an Athenian ally, under the
protection of Athens. A faithful ally And was destroyed

when the Athenians refused to cone to its aid. And how

much of that story does Lysander know? "It seened |ike

a good idea at the tinme. If you'll excuse nme?"

<) <e -0
"Sir, | have ny orders," Marco Qotti said.

The col onel of the 77th CoDomi ni um Mari nes was

a weathered man in his forties, with a blue-jowel ed
aquiline face and eyes bl ack enough that the pupils

di sappeared in them H's skin was pale fromtine

under a faint sun, and he | ooked confortabl e enough
under Spartan gravity. But not confortable at all with
this final conference in the Pal ace audi ence chanber
over | ooki ng Government House Square. He stood at

the end of the Council Chanber, facing the kings and
their advisors. "lI'mnot supposed to even talk to you
whil e you' re enpl oyi ng CoDoni ni um peopl e in your

arnmed services." He indicated Adnmiral Forrest and
Captain Nosov. "I'Il use ny judgment on that, but
don't have any choi ce about the Legion. Fai kenberg's
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Legion will disarmand surrender, and there aren't any
alternatives."

Davi d Freedman | ooked withering contenpt at the
CoDomi ni um col onel . "You have no alternatives,"”
King David said. "Wen a stupid man i s doi ng sone-
thing he knows is wong, he always clainms it is his
duty."”

"It may surprise you mat | read Shaw too. King David,"
Col onel Ciotti said- "Butitdoesn'tchangenyorders."

"Hi ghly irregul ar orders," Al exander said.

Qut side the wi ndow Sparta City lay at m dsumer

peace on a clear norning, a quiet hunmo{ traffic no
| ouder than the sound of birds in the parks bel ow,
drifting in with the scent of roses and warm dust.
Unbel i evabl e, Al exander thought. That aU this can he
shattered in a monent. As if to echo his thought, the
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doubl e crack of a hypersonic transport conming in
sounded. Not a conmercial flight; all such had ended
when the interdict was laid on. This would be the | ast
of the transports bringing down the CoDom nium s
troops. A full reginent, and the fornmer CD people said
a very good one.

Anot her transport snapped past, startlingly dose.

Two of the Brotherhood representatives, a banker and
the owner of a chain of clothing stores, |ooked at each
other with ashen faces. They stood with the other
Phraetrie | eaders, mddl e aged nen, a few wonen.
Serious people; it was a high honor on Sparta- Most of
them had children up at the front, with the Royal Arny
or the mobilized MIlitia, and all of them had famlies
and hones here in Sparta City.

The orders are unusual. | grant you that," Col onel
Ciotti said, regretful firmess in his voice. "But | have
no grounds for questioning their validity."

"You don't?" Lysander asked. "Seal ed orders, in the
name of the Vice Admral but signed off by a Marine
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General, froma Sector Command HQ All

communi cations as well as commerce nterdicted-

Col onel, you know as well as we do that this is a
political nmove by G and Senator Bronson, and those
orders will be rescinded the instant that G and
Admiral Lernontov hears of them"

"l don't know anything about politics," Cotti said.
"Don't you, Marco?" Sanuel Forrest asked gently.
"Then you've forgotten a | ot since the Hi gh Cathay
canpai gn. You didn't used to be anyone's dupe."

"My orders forbid nme even to talk to you," Ciotti

said. "And | won't."

*Tliis is a violation of the Treaty of |ndependence,"”
David said. "Interference in the Dual Mnarchy's
internal affairs."

"That's politics too," Cotti said. "And | won't be
involved in politics. Look, Your Mjesties —Mjor

Omensford —1 didn't ask to be sent here; ny nmen and
I were doing difficult work on Haven, and necessary
work at that. | strongly suspect, hell, | know, we're

bei ng used to pursue sone Grand Senator's private
vendetta, and |'mpretty sure | could nane the

Senator. It certainly wouldn't be the first tine that's
happened to Ae Fleet. The way things are going, it

may well be the last. But that's all irrelevant. The 77th
has a valid order, and as of 1800 hours, the troops of

Pal kenberg's Legion will be in defiance of the

CoDomi nium |f that happens, appropriate action will

be taken. Please don't nake it worse than it has to be

by trying to get in the 77th s way, because anyone who
does is going to die, and it's as sinple as that. Mjesties,
gentl enen, |adies, good day." He rose, clicked heels
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and inclined his head to the nbnarchs, and left with his
ai des at his heels.

There was a nonent of silence, then everyone tried
to talk at once. Peter Omensford listened for a
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monent, then called, "Attention!" in a parade ground
voice. "The roomfell silent for a nmonent.

"So. What does it nean?" Lysander demanded. He
turned to Admiral Forrest. "What is happeni ng?"

"I don't know. It doesn't neke any sense at all," For-
rest said. "They've cut off all comrunications with
Karantov and Newell. | can't even get through to
Commodore Cuildibrd! Sone of this is pretty obvious.
Nguyens notives are dear. He's been in bed with the
Bronson faction forever, and Bronson can be pretty
generous. |Immunity, pardon, or hell, a newidentity
and a | ot of noney on whatever planet he likes."

"And what planet will want himafter this?" King
Al exander demanded.

"Mpj esty, there are places Bronson stands high,"
Anat ol y Nosov said. He shrugged- "And not so many

pl aces that woul d wel cone Nguyen in any event, but
this is not inportant. | agree with Adnmiral Forrest,
problemis to understand why C otb does this. My
guess is he thinks there will be no rescinding order
fromLernmontov."

"But — King Al exander's eyes wi dened-
"I don't think 1'mgoing to like this, but please ex-

plain," |ysander said.
"If Gand Admral Lernobntov is alive and still holds
command, he will rescind that order. Cotti knows

this. Inference is obvious."

"l agree," Admiral Forrest said.

"You're saying Lernmontov is dead?" King David asked.
"Dead, or deposed. Majesty." Nosov said. "I fear so."
"VWi ch raises other questions," Forrest said. "Just
what does Qotti know, and how does he know it?" He
shrugged. "But what's inmportant is, what will we do
now?"

"What shoul dwe do?" David said sinply. "Fight, or
obey? Ordinarily the Kings are required to seek counse
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on such matters. Wth the Utinmate Decree in effect |
suppose we don't have to, but perhaps it's better.”

There were nmurnmurs anong the councilors and
observers

' Terhaps you have a choice." Peter Oanensford said-
"W don't. Once we're disarned we're hel pl ess, and
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while | doubt Ciotti would be party to our slaughter, he
could sure as hell deliver us to soneone who woul d be

If they can do something this raw. God knows there's

not hing they can't do—er that Bronson won't do."

"So you'll fight," Al exander said. 'The Legion wll
fight."

"We'll try. Qur fighting strength is supporting
Spartan operations at Base One and Stora. Cotti
knows that, and he'll make it plenty tough for any of
themto conme hone. What we've got left is retired
troops, staff officers, some mlitary police, the
dependents, agai nst a Une Marine reginent. Before

we can get any strength transferred fromthe front,

he' Il be at the gates of Fort Plataia denmanding
surrender. Once he has our base and our dependents,
it'll be easier to deal with the rest of us. He already has

guards posted around the Fort. They're not letting
anyone | eave, not without a fight anyway." Owmensford
shrugged. "We can't even run away. Not our people at
the Fort, anyway. | suppose sonme of the field units
coul d di sband and hi de out, but they' |l put a lot of
pressure on you people to help them hunt us down,
and nobody's going to want to abandon our

dependents to G otti anyway."

"But what wi |l happen?" sonmeone asked.

For answer, Owensford pointed to the main screen. It
showed Marine equi pnent rolling up fromthe shuttle

docks to the CoDoni ni um encl ave; tank-transporters

and personnel carriers, artillery, general cargo- The nen
mar ched behind, in battiedress of synthileather over
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arnor. The harsh nal e sound of their singing crashed
back fromthe walls of the deserted streets:

"We've left blood in the dirt of twenty-five worlds
We've built roads on a dozen nore,

And aS that we have at the end of our hitch

Buys a night with a second-rate whore.

The Senate decrees, the Gand Admral CaGs

The orders come down from on high

It's "On FuU Kits' and ' Sound Board Shi ps.

W' re sending you where you can die."

"I't woul d have been easier to stop their |anding, of
course," Omensford said conversationally. "Once
they're down and sorted out into their units they're a
| ot stronger."

"Except we don't have any way to control what
| ands on Sparta,"” Lysander said.
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"The lands that we take. the Senate gives back
Rat her nore often than not,

But the nore that are killed, the | ess share the | oot
And we won't be back to this spot."”

"And if we fight then?" Al exander asked.

We' |l break the hearts of your women and girls
We may break your arse, as well
Then the Line Marines with their banners unfurled

WI!l follow those banners to hell —

"What will happen? We'll probably |ose," Peter

Onensford said. "Cotti's heart won't be init —he'd
never have started this if he'd thought we'd resist —
but he'll fight because it's what he's done all his life
and he doesn't know what else to do."
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"W know the devil, his ponps, and his works,
Ah, yes! W know them wel | !
When you' ve served out your hitch in

the Line Marines,
You can bugger the Senate of Hell!"

"Of course the Bronson people are counting on
knocki ng Sparta out once we don't have your help any
nmore, " Lysander said.

"l expect so," Omnensford said. "Actually it's rather
late for that. You' ve learned well. Still, you'll be
hurt. Muirasaki's technoninjas will have your com
muni cations in knots once they round up all the
former CD technicians. You' ve got good universities
here, but they're not prepared for what Mirasaki
does. Not many are. Still, we've done a pretty good
job on the Helots, at Base Canp One, and the Stora
Conmando operation. If they'd tried this stunt a
coupl e of nmonths ago, who knows, they really m ght
have knocked you out of the war. Now — He

shrugged. "You' ve got a better chance than we do.
Preserve your strength, take it slow and careful,
think you'll be all right in the end."

"Then we'll drink with our conrades and

t hrow down our packs,

We'll rest ten years on the flat of our backs.
Then it's "On Full Kits' and out of your racks,
You nust build a new road through Hell!"

"CGeneral Omensford," Lysander said. "I think you
are | aboring under a m sconception."

"H ghness?"

Lysander stared at the screen. Rank after rank of
Mari nes swung by the pickup. The tenpo of the song
changed, to a flurry of druns and horns.
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"The Fleet is our country, we sleep with arifle,
No man ever begot a son on his rifle,

They pay us in gin and curse when we sin,

There's not one who can stand us unl ess

we' re downw nd.
We're shot when we | ose ow turned out

when we win,

But we bury our conrades wherever they fall
And there's none that can face us though

we've nothing at au"

"You seemto think we're going to abandon you, "
Lysander sai d.

"It's the sensible thing to do," Onensford said.
"No, by God," Al exander said. "Do you think that

little of us, Peter Onensford? What have we done that
you think that?"

"Sire— For sone reason Peter Onensford
couldn't talk.

King David raised his head from his hands. "W

here in this room have no choice," he said. "But —you
all know what we have here. The Ufe Guards, sone
training units, and little else. Al the first |ine Brother-
hood units are up north. There's nothing left but the
second-line MIlitia units. Od men, and boys and
worren. Enough to put down riots or fight terrorists,
but can we ask themto fight that?" He pointed at the
screen. "Ceneral Owensford, the Freedman Life

Guards are at your disposal, and ne with them but |
can't order the nilitia to face Une Marines."

"There's no need to order them" Lysander said. He
turned to the Brotherhood representatives. "Ctizens and
Brothers. The Kings will lead their guards in defense of
the allies of Sparta. WII the Brotherhoods join us?"

"Yes, Hi ghness." Allan Hyson, the banker, | ooked
scared, but his voice was firm "How could we not?"

N CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

There is a paradox in the study of individual mlitary nerit

i nasmuch as peopl e generally believe that the fundanmenta

strength of soldiers is derived fromthe mutual dependence

of conradeship and its assurance of being never left to fight
alone. This is superficially true, but only in the sense that the
strength of nutual dependence is an end product itself.

Not hi ng can be derived from nutual support anong a group

of nothings. The man in a unit who has nothing within him

self of any positive value is at best a vacant file. Unit strength
is built of individual strength in positive quantities, however
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smal | . The approbation of his conpanions in arns is the
greatest reward of a soldier's life. He never wins it by relying
wholly on the efforts of others to assure his survival. In battle,

when a man is not acting by reflex and retains a nmonment for

i ntrospection, the sensation of aloneness is nost vivid. It is
not to right or left or backward that he | ooks for strength of
survival, but within himself. He is lost if there is nothing
there of substance.

—Joseph Maxwel | Caneron,
The Anatony of MIlitary Merit
N 0 ->

"Urgent signal, sir," Andy Lahr said. "Captain
Cat herine Al ana."

"I's this circuit secure?"

"Yes, sir, direct line of sight systems, the Palace to
Plataia. | mean, with Murasald | suppose we can't be
sure about anything, but 1'd bet on it."

"I't will have to do. OK, Andy, put her on screen."”

Catherine was in battle dress, arnor and |eather, her
hair hi dden under a conbat helnet. "New intelligence
report," she said. "Conet Talldns has reported in.
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We' ve arranged a pickup, but | prefer to send her to
the Pal ace. The CoDomi ni um m ght or mght not |et

her in here, but it wouldn't be much of a favor to put
her in the mddle of a battle after all she's been
through. They were pretty rough on her. Anyway, | told
her to ask for you, code Jehosophat."

"Al'l right, I'Il arrange to have her brought in. W
can send her over to St. Thormas Hospital. Any reason
| should talk to her nmyself? Andy Bielslds is here."

"She knows where Sidlly is.”
"jfesus. Tell ne, quick."

"Unfortunately, it's where Skilly was. A farmhouse

up near Corinth. Wirth raiding, but you won't get any-
one inportant. TaUdns didn't exactly escape. Ceneral
she was rescued."

"By whon?"

"Sir, you're not going to like this. By Geoffrey N les.
He's with her, and will be at the Pal ace shortly"

"Nl es. Under sone kind of ammesty?"

"Saf e conduct," Catherine said. "W didn't have
much tine, the Helots are | ooking for them and so
it was kind of a package deal, | had to bring in
both."

"I''"ll do what | can. That Stora business really got to
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Prince Lysander. If we can show Niles had any con-
nection to that, Lysander will hang himand there

won't be a thing | can do about it. O want to do about
it for that matter."

"Yes, sir. Anyway, | told Niles he could walk out with
a reasonabl e head start. CGeneral, he did rescue Mar-
greta TaUdns."

"Yeah. Al right, | said I'll do what | can."

"H ere's nore. The reason Skilly isn't at the farm
house is that she's in Sparta Cty, Mnetown to be
exact, organizing the Helot revolt to take over when

t he CoDomi ni um Marines kill off die governnent of
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 333
Sparta. Wen the Marines march on us. she'll start a

general uprising,"

"How truly good," Owensford said. "I have to

face the 77th Line Marines with all nmy forces up
north, nothing here but secondary militia, and | get
to deploy for a general uprising as well. Actually, |
expected it. Nice to see that effort wasn't wasted.
Any idea of just what strength she's got?"

"No, sir, and | don't think she knows either. The

U timate Decree caught them off guard, and a | ot of
their politicals have deserted the cause now that it's
dangerous. O course if she | ooks |ike w nning they'l
be back. General, that's not the worst of it."

"Captain, just what can be worse?"
"Mirasaki. He's got an atom bonb."
"Ch, boy. Do we know what he plans to do with it?"

"No, sir. N les may know nore about that. He was

bei ng cagey, holding back sone information to bargain
with. O course he may be wong, but 1'd bet a |ot that he
bel i eves he's not wong, that Mirasaki has a bonb and
Skilly has worked out a way to use it to her advantage.
Maybe you can find out nore when he gets there."

"Il try. Wsh | had you here."

"Use Andy. He's better than me, al nost as good as
Jesus," Catherine said "OK, sir, |I'll get back to defense
organi zation."

"Yeah. How s norale."
"Not good, but how could it be?"

"Right. Tell themto hang on. Cotti may want to
carry out his orders, but he doesn't want his bright and

shiny regiment all bloodied either. |I'm hoping that
when he realizes he has a real fight he'll reconsider."”
"Yes, sir. Well, 1'd best get to work. Al ana out."
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Catherine didn't sound as if she believed that Cotti
woul d reconsi der, which was all right, because Oaens-
ford didn't really believe it either
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A\ e 0- A\

The gates of the CoDom ni um conpound swung

open. Alnost silently, two Suslov tanks fl owed out,
sensors scanning as their turrets swng the 135mm

aut ocannon back and forth. The scouts had gone over

the wall earlier; infantry followed the arnor, depl oying
into open formations.

Lysander felt his pal ns sweat as he wat ched
through the pickup fromthe lead tank. God | wi sh |
was there. Like hetl | do.

The plan was to keep the CD Marines in the urban

areas, prevent their full deploynent. Try to keep them
fromwi nning quickly. Every hour's delay was anot her
chance Lernontov woul d send counternmandi ng or -

ders. O sonething. Hell, the horse may | earn to sing.

The tanks nmoved forward. God, |I'mglad |I'm not

there. Those were better machines than his nmen had,
and crewed by sol diers everyone called the best in the
human uni ver se

He had put the Spartan-nmade arnor in the forward

posi tions, holding the Legion's handful of nodem
tanks and AFVs back to contain penetrations. The first
of the Marine tanks was nosing down the avenue | ead-
ing south, with a screening force of infantry fanned
out ahead, shadowy figures darting from one piece of
cover to the next.

"Now, " he said.

The pi ckup nonitor shuddered, and buried bl ast

charges dropped the fronts of the buildings on either

side into the street- A barrier of rubble slid down across
the pavenment in a cloud of dust and brick that billowed
out to obscure the nightvision scope's view. Overhead

the freight-train runble of artillery passed, and

seconds later the lead elenment of the 77th Marines fel
under the hamrer of airburst shells. Autonatic

weapons opened up, streans of tracer from
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wel | -covered positions further down the street killing
or pinning the Marine foot soldiers. The first Suslov
accel erated, rising up over the rubble that bl ocked the
street.

The nonitor shuddered again, this tinme as the

7Gmm gun of the Cataphract opened up, hamering

five shells into the thinner belly arnor of the nedi um
tank. The flashes were bright; the heavier vehicle

sl ewed around and halted. An instant later it expl oded,
a muffl ed whunp sound and bel ches of yell ow orange

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%2...0M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (248 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

flame through slits and hatches.

"Got him got him" the Cataphracts conmander

was saying. "W got — The pickup went bl ank.

"Switch to secondary," Lysander said.

"Captain Porter here."
"Collins here."

"Hi ghness, the rebels are making their nove con-
currently with the Marine attack. Power's down except

for buildings with auxiliaries." That meant the whole
city was dark, no streetlights, probably no water. "City
corn lines are conpletely garbled. Heavy janm ng on

the air. Firing in the streets, and fires, fromwhat sen-
sors | have left. Seens to be centered in M netown."

Lysander nodded grimy. Every Field Force soldier

and mlitiaman was needed to contain the Marines; so
were the MIlice The unorgani zed reserve of the

Br ot her hoods woul d have to contain the M netown-

ers. That might be difficult; there were sixty thousand
new chuns in there, many of them hungry, and there

had been no tine to root out all the rebels.

"The third line will have to handle it," he said.
That's aU there is. he thought. O dinary people.

Anot her light flashed. "Sir! Mjor Donald here. The
Mari nes are—

-0- <e *>»
"Where do you think you're going?"
336 Jerry Pounelle 6- S M Stirling

Thomas McTi ernan sucked in his gut and nanaged

to fasten the arnor; a decade as a tavern and restaurant
keeper had left hima good deal heftier than he had
been when he | ast wore the Brotherhood nilitia

equi pnent. Behind himan open w ndow | ooked out

over a street dark except for the light of a three-quarter
Cytheria and the ruddy gl ow of burning buildings a
little further north; the lowrent district was abl aze
fromend to end. No fire sirens sounded, not since the
rebel snipers slaughtered the first response of the
amateur fire conpanies. He could see the flashes from
shel I s expl odi ng near the CoDo enclave, as well, and
the staccato echoes of snall-arnms fire. Both were

i ncreasing, and even as he watched Marine artillery
opened up frominside the enclave, firing south against
the Royal guns dug in near Governnment House

Squar e.

"Didn't you hear the King?" he said, turning on her.
Thei r bedroom was pl ai n enough; there was a

hol ogram of a serious-1o0o0king young man i n Royal

Armmy uni form Another of a younger man; that one

had the sinple starburst of the Order of Thernopyl ae
laid across it. "I'"'mgoing to help stop the rebels, the

file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournelle,%2...0M.%20-%20The%20Prince%200f%20Sparta%20UC.txt (249 of 286) [5/21/03 11:09:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Jerry%20Pournelle/Pournel | e,%20Jerry %20%20+%20Sti rling,%20S.%20M .%20-%20T he%20Pri nce%6200f %620Sparta%20U C.txt

Mari nes, get the bastards who hurt Julio —=

Then he took in the hunting clothes on her stout
body, the shotgun firmy clutched in her hands.

"Not without me, you aren't, Thomas MTi ernan,"

she said. "And don't say it. Al the young, strong, fit
ones are off with the Arny, like Mke — they both

gl anced toward the picture of their son in uniform"—

and we're what's left."

He stared at her in silence for a nonent, then
snorted. "Startin' to renenber why | nmarried you,
Maria," he said.

The arns case was in the back of the bedroom cl oset.
A Peltast rifle lay there, massive and ugly-handsone and
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shining with careful maintenance. He threw the

bandol eer over his shoulder, then ducked his head
through the carrying strap, grunting as he cane erect.
These nothers are heavy, he thought. One of his knees
gave a warning tw nge, |egacy of an ancient soccer gane.
Hope | don't have to sprint nuch.

H s daughter was waiting at the head of the stairs, a
gangl i ng buck-toothed girl with a nop of carrot-col -
ored hair, just turned thirteen and adding pinples to
her mass of freckles- She was wearing the brown cot-
ton-drill uniformof the Royal Spartan Scouts,

conpl ete with neckerchief, and carrying the scope-
sighted .22 rifle they trained with. Her father opened
hi s nouth, hesitated.

"Just keep your head down and don't do anything
dam-f ool , understand?" he grow ed.

"Yes, Papa," she said.

Dam si ght nore respectful than she usually is, he

t hought, working his nouth to nmoisten it. Christ, | wsh
I was twenty again A young man didn't think he could
die. A young man didn't have responsibilities ... A

young nman didn't see his son after he 'd thrown hinself
on a grenade mhis own hone.

They came out into the courtyard that was the patio
of the fam |y business, and a shadowy figure |eaped
back with a cry.

"Jesus, Thorn!"

"Ah, Eddie," MTiernan said. recognizing the
nei ghbor who had the appliance-repair shop down at
the comer. "Sorry."

They wal ked out into the street. A crowd was gat h-
ering; he recognized nost of them but it was odd to
see the same faces you passed the time of day with
mlling around with guns in their hands.
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"Thorn, we're putting up a barricade at the end of
the street. Mnd if we use your van?"
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He wi nced —that was three years scrinping and
saving —then nodded and threw the nan the keys.

"Hey, sprout, get your bike," a younger voice said.
"M . Kennedy says we gotta be couriers to the other
parts of the nei ghborhood-"

H s daughter gave hima brief kiss on the cheek and
dashed away; Maria MT|I eman cane back out of the
door, her shotgun slung nuzzl e-down al ong her back
and two | arge hanpers in her hand.

"Sandw ches," she said, to his unspoken question.
"They' || need sandw ches at the barricade."

"Eddie," he said, struck with a thought. He hoisted
the Peltast rifle up with the butt resting on one hip.

"Yeah?"

"Get nme a couple of people, will you?" He pointed

to the library at the end of the street with his free
hand; it was a neo-Californian period piece, with a
square four-story tower at one conmer. "Wth sonmeone
to watch nmy back, | could do a |ot of good from up
there with this jackhamrer."

"Yeah! Hey, Forchsen, Ms. Brust, c¢'non over here!"

Sonebody pedal ed up, breathless, shouted in a
voi ce just beginning to break.

"Hey, I"'mfromJefferson street! My Dad sent ne to
tell you the Mnetowners are comng right up Paine
Avenue, nust be thousands of them nol otovs and
guns and all, they've got some trucks covered with
boil erplate, too. Com ng through where the Marines
bl ew down the buildings."

A growl ran through the househol ders, nechanics,
st orekeepers, clerks. The crowd fl owed toward the
barricade, into tiring positions in upper floors;

McTi eman heard wi ndow- gl ass bei ng hamrered out

with rifle butts as he | unbered wheezing toward the

i brary, gasping thanks as Ms. Brust the schoolteacher
came up to take some of the weight off his shoul der.
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Her machi nepi stol cl anked agai nst himwith every
stride, to a mutter of "sorry, sorry."

On Burke Avenue, on scores of others like it, the
Battle of Sparta City had begun.

(3 -0- <e

"Report, Group Leader Derex?" Kenjiro Mirasaki
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said, indicating the map table. The conmander of the
Hel ot regulars infiltrated into Sparta City | ooked
exhausted, his arnor dark with grinme and snoke.

"Not so good, sir," he said. "Here." The map

showed M netown as a solid splotch of Mywvenent red,

with |l ong tangl ed pseudopods reaching out across the
city; there was another, snmaller block on the other side
of the Sacred way, and a scattering |ike neasl es al npost
to Government House Square. Fromthe Co-

Doni ni um encl ave a single broad straight arrow drove
sout h, overl appi ng the Movenent forces.

"Trouble is, them M netowners ain't gettin' out as

much as we'd like," the Helot said regretfully. "Well,
not surprisin'. Handing 'em guns don't make them
fuckers soldiers, sir. Too many barricades and Cits with
guns. Not m hshy —the mlishy fightin' the Marines
—just Cits, but they kin shoot. Nearly got me, b' God;

sni pers thicker'n dogshit out there. Peltast rifles, too,
themarnored cars ain't worth jack shit agai nst them
fuckers." A |l ook of grudging respect nmade the Helot s
face | onger than ever.

"Wl |, anyways, when the M netowners do git out,

‘n overrun places with Cits in 'em they just stops to
| oot, rape and burn and drink anythin' they kin find,
transm ssion fluid included. Then the Mlice fiyin'
squads hits and drives 'emback. Qur own fires is get-
ting so outa hand they're blockin' us too. Too many of
"emround the edges of M netown."

"Flyi ng squads?" Mirasald said thoughtfully. "How
do they coordinate, w thout conmunications?" Mich
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of the Royal Army equipnment was still functioning,
but the ordinary city facilities were frozen.

The Hel ot of ficer brayed | aughter. Mirasaki

frowned, and it sobered the tall man down to a grin.

"H ey ain't using the corn, sir. They's usin' Evil Scuts."
"Eagl e Scouts?" the Meijian said, baffled.

"Little notherfuckers're on rooftops and in attic

wi nders all over town, anywhere Cits live, blinkin' at
each other with flashlights. Mrse code." This time

the adnmiration was ungrudged. "Runnin' nessages by

bi cycle, too."

"Di spose of them™

"How, sir? | ain't got but the one G oup, seven
hundred countin' every booger and ass-w pe.
V Movenent gunmen will have to do it."

Mur asaki nodded thoughtfully. Surprising, he

t hought. Anal ysis had indicated the bl ockade and
CoDom niumintervention would frighten the

popul ace into sitting this out.
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"Recommendat i ons?"

"Sure, sir. Them M netowners don't have the disci-
pline to overrun even weak forces, but they got nore'n
enough nunbers and firepower, with what we handed

out. Your cell-leaders — he jerked a thunmb at the

men and wonen behind him in civilian clothes but
armed and wearing = sign arnbands "—Kkeep tiyin' to
lead fromthe front. Like tryin' to stiffen up a pitcher
of spit with a handful of buckshot, just wastin' mnen
who're willing to tight. Put automatic weapons teans
behind the crowds. Fire on anyone who retreats. Set
the fires in the center of Mnetown, big ones. They'l
charge the barricades if you get themtoo crazy-scared
of what's behind themto stop."

The technoni nj a nodded-

"Do it. Now. Also, detach two conpanies for the
EncQosung attack on Fort Plataia.”
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The Hel ot hesitated. "Sir —
"I't is essential."
Orders crackl ed out.

oA °» °»

"G ad to see you. Conmet Talldns," Owaensford said.
"Hi ghness, | present Cornet Margreta Talldns. She
hol ds conmi ssions in both the Legion and the Roya
Intelligence Corps. Talldns, Crown Prince Lysander."

"I'"'mproud to neet you. Highness," Margreta said-
She | ooked down at her ill fitting clothing with enbar-
rassnent. "They didn't tell ne | was to neet you—

Lysander took her hand and ki ssed her fingers. "I'm
very pleased to neet you. We'll repeat the introduc-
tion at a nore pleasant event," Lysander said. He
turned to her conpanion. "I can't say |I'm pleased to
see you, Mles. Frankly, 1'd rather talk to a snake."

"I wish | could resent that," Geoffrey Nl es said.
"But unfortunately |I understand all too well."

"Were you at Stora?" Lysander demanded.

"At Stora, yes, Hi ghness. But | had nothing to do
with the attack on the Armory. | would have pre-
vented it if | could.”

"You knew it was to take place?"

"I knew we had an earth penetrator nmissile. | did

not know its target until less than five minutes before
the launch. | protested the targeting, and was told that
if | continued to protest | would be shot. | did not
order that target, nor did | pass along any orders
concerning that mssile."

"Sergeant Biel skis?" Owensford asked.

"No hesitations, and no doubts,"” Andy Bielslds said.
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"I'f he's faking that, he's the best | ever saw |'d say
genui ne, sir."

"If you like I'll submit to any questioning technique
you want to enploy," N les said. The only viol ation of
the Laws of War that | have been involved in or
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condoned was the gas attack in the Dal es, and that was
against mlitary targets only. There weren't even any
civilians in the area."

"All right, we'll hold that one in abeyance,"” Onens-
ford said. "Comet, what was promsed to M. N les?"

"Free passage out if he didn't talk us into a better
deal, and a reasonabl e head start before pursuit."”

"Tal I dns, you sound exhausted. | suppose its best
you're here as long as we're talking to Grand Senat or
Bronson' s nephew, but as soon as we're done | want
you to go check into St. Thomas's," Owensford said.

"Thanks, sir, but | reckon I can still fight."

There's no need," Lysander said.

"Every need," Margreta said. "Highness, | intend to
accept Citizenship just as soon as |I'mdischarged. This
is ny home, and |I'll sure feel better when we' ve got

these scum cl eaned out of it." She touched her
brui sed cheeks and bl ack eye. "And | reckon |I have
some personal reasons, too."

"Well, | can't argue that," Onensford said. "All
right, Niles, you hinted that you want a better dea
than a safe conduct out of here. What do you want and
what will you trade?"

"What | want is a free pardon,” N les said-
"Not a ticket off-planet?"

"I'f I have to take that I'Il do it, but I'd rather earn ne
right to stay here," Geoff said. "Stay here, help rebuild.
Hel p undo some of the damage |'ve caused." He | ooked
significantly at Margreta. "Marry, work for Citizenship."

"Why this change of heart?"

"I't would take a long tinme to explain, and we don't
have a long tine,'* Geoff said. "You |leama | ot about a
society fromfighting it. And about its |eaders. And
what | learned was to adnmire you people."

"And what do you have to bargain w th?" Osmens-
ford demanded
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"Information. I'Il give it all to you, and you deter-
mne what it's worth- I'Il accept your valuation."
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Lysander |l ook coldly at himfor a while. "Al right.

Spill it.”

Ceof f told them of the conversation he had heard

between Skilly and Murasald. "I didn't actually hear

the word 'nuke,' " he said, "but | can't think what else

it could be. Murasald has one, but only one, nuclear
weapon, and he intends to deploy it either to destroy
the Pal ace, or Legion Headquarters at Fort Plataia, If
it was left to Skilly it would be the Pal ace, but ny
guess is that Mirasald prefers Plataia."

"But you don't know it's a nuke," Lysander said,
"and in any event you don't know where it is. Were it
is now, or where it is going to be. Wo would know?"

"Skilly, and Murasald," Geoff said. "And maybe not
Skilly. Miurasald is crazy. Apparently Grand Uncl e gave
hi m t he assi gnnment of undernining Sparta, and the
secondary but al nost equally inportant goal of pun-

i shing Fal kenberg's Legion."

"Sounds a bit odd," Omensford said. "The Legion's on
New WAshi ngton. We're just some odd bits and pieces."

"Including the famlies," Niles said. "Mirasald
woul d delight in the anguish it would cause

Fal kenberg and his people on New Washington if they
heard their fam hes were killed- O captured by
Bronson people."

"That nust take real hate," Ownensford said. "Is
Bronson that crazy?"

Ni | es shook his head slowy. "General, | don't know.
I used to think he was crazy like a fox. That's still the
way to bet it."

"Al right," Lysander said. "General, your eval u-
ation? Is his informati on worth what he asks?"

"I't's close. Talkins, have you a recomendation re-
garding this man?" Osensford said.
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"He saved ny life," she said- "And he —was very
much a gentleman.”

"Wl l, you have a large favor comng fromthe
Crown, " Lysander said.

"Ch. Well, if it's large enough to cover his pardon
I"lIl ask for it," Margreta said.

Lysander nodded. "So be it. Geoffrey Niles, you

have a free pardon for all acts commtted since you
arrived on Sparta to this nonment. Conet Tal ki ns,
you've still got a favor com ng, you didn't use nore
than half your credit on this."

"So," Omensford said. "Sergeant, take M. Niles to a
conference roomand see if he remenbers anything
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el se worth knowi ng. Particularly clues about where
this Gotterdanmerung is going to go off."

Lysander stood. "I don't suppose | can be nuch

help with that. Cornet Talldns, please go to St
Thomas's. It won't be any picnic. I'mafraid the hospi-
tal is going to end up as part of the defense system"™
e »<' <o

"The next push with their arnmor may get through,”
Lysander said bluntly, to the officers grouped around
them "We're sopping up their infantry, us and the
Citizens, but we've got to get. nore antitank teans out
t here—=

It had been only five hours since the attack began
Five hours. God. He could hear his own words as he
briefed his nen, but sonewhere beneath it was run-
ning a stream of nenory, smashed buil di ngs and nen
gaping in death around burning iron. Only five hours
and we're already back to Governnent House Square.
The St. Thomas Hospital had been the only building
suitable for a redoubt.

"Sir, rebels, they're in the main ventilation shafts on
| evel four!™

Lysander jerked his head up fromthe map. "Bl oody
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helI! Conme on —not you, just the riflenen."

The nmachi ne-gunner at the w ndow nodded,

tappi ng off another expert short burst at the shadowy
figures darting between the burning cars mthe | ot

bel ow. God Damm. The CoDo Marines were not

cooperating with ne Helots deliberately, but the effect

coul d be the sane.

.Lysander |ead the way out of the orderly roomthey
had taken over as tactical HQ at a poundi ng run
Whunded nen and the sick evacuated fromthe | ower

| evel s | ooked up at himas he passed, slaloned off the
wal |l at the axial corridor with the rifle squad at his
heel s. This was | evel four; his redoubt. And Melissas
roomwas quite close to where the main airshaft
branched off fromthe service core

"There!" he shouted.

There was novenent behind the grillwrk screen,

across fromher door. He fired fromthe hip as he ran,
wal king the bullets up the wall and into the neter-
square grille. Mdre novenent, a jerk. A flash of white
Iight, and suddenly he was |ying agai nst the door and
the door was open, and Melissa was | ooking at him
Smiling. Then horrified, and beginning to struggle out
of bed- She had a pistol in one hand, and a book in the
other. Sone distant part of himrecognized it; the
Church of Sparta Book of Hours.

"No, stay there, darling, please."
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"Bastards," he wheezed, levering hinself over so
that he faced the corridor. The door swung shut
behind him Thin, no protection

Pai n stabbed into his ribs, making himcough. That

was a nistake, because white |light ran behind his eye-
lids and the world rocked, and vonmiting would really
be a mstake if his ribs were in the state he thought
they where. Already in hospital, nothing | can do.

"Bastards," he gritted again, and used the rifle to
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climb to his knees. "Bastards!" The nmen who had fol -

| oned him here were down, noving or still but down.

An arm dangl ed out of the black hole up near the roof
where the screen had been, shredded and dripping, a
head and shoul ders and too many teeth show ng

where bl ast had ripped the skin and nuscle off a skul
like a glove off a hand. H e body jerked and trenbl ed,
Not alive. Moving. More of themmthe shaft.

Lysander sl unped against the wall, ignoring the
gratings under his chest. The arnor would hold it for a
while. He clanped the rifle between his side and his
arm brought up the wavering nuzzle.

"Bastards!"

Bang and ptank as a bullet slammed through the

thin lath and thinner metal behind it, the al unmi num
airshaft itself. Holl ow boom ng as sonething big
thrashed around in that strait space, and the hole
began to |l eak red down the gray-white plaster of the
hospital wall.

" Bast ar ds”®

Anot her shot, another, recoil hammering into his

side, spacing them down the I ength of the corridor, the

| ength of the hidden shaft. Someone came up behind

him another rifleman, firing with him slow and

del i berate. Then a thunderclap; fire shot out around

the body stuck in the hole like a cork in a bottle, and

pl aster showered down as the netal ballooned. Harv

came trotting down the corridor reloading his grenade

| auncher, calling over his shoulder for stretcher-bearers.

Lysander | ooked to see who his conpani on was.
"Wl l, Conet Talldns. | think you' ve earned anot her
favor. Now do ne one. Stay with Melissa."

"Aye aye, sir.

Harv brought the nmedics up. "Lady, | sure thank
you," he said. "It was supposed to be me with the
Prince, and— He gestured to the nedics.
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"l can stand," Lysander gritted. "I can't sprint but |

can command. Get ne up. Back to the war room
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Now. "

AN AN 0

Centrifugal force kept the outer rimof the space
station at .9 gee, which was confortable conpared to
Sparta. Everyone knew that high gravity was nuch
better for your health, people in high gravity planets
lived longer due to the increased exercise, but .9 gee
was still a relief. Sergeant Wallace and the 77th
Captai n whose nanme Boris Karantov coul dn't

renenber had remarked on it. They'd tal ked about

many things in an attenpt to be pleasant, and to take
Karantov's mind off the fact that he was a prisoner in

his own office.

After a while they turned on the tel evision screens.

They showed the battles in Sparta City fromthe view of

the Marines of the 77th. The battle wasn't going

snmoothly. In five hours they'd nade a weck of part of

the city, but they hadn't stopped the city resistance at all
And now there were other scenes, of rebels attacking

die citizens although they carefully avoided fighting any

units of the 77th.
Boris Karantov watched the battle with horror.

He maintained a chilly silence until the Mrine
lieutenant had left the room Then he spoke to the
polite Line Marine sergeant. "Sergeant Wall ace,
good nen are being killed down there. Your

conr ades, Legionnaires, Spartans. And you are
illegally det ai ni ng legitimte CoDomi ni um
authorities who could end this nmadness."

The Line Marine sergeant didn't like his situation at
all. "Sir, the Captain told me—=

"Sergeant, do you deny that | am senior
CoDom nium Marine officer in this systen"

"No, sir."
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Then forget your captain. | amgiving you orders:
assist me in regaining control of this station."
"Col onel, | can't do that—=

"Sergeant, you will do that. O shoot ne now If you

di sobey this order and | amalive when this is over,
Sergeant Wallace, | will have you hanged in | ow grav-

ity, and the last thing you will see will be recordings of
that." He pointed at the screens. "O do you tell ne

you Join mlitary services to acconplish that?"

"Jesus, Colonel, all | knowis they tell me - He
| onered his voice. "Colonel, the story is you're all Ler-
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nmont ov people, and Lernontov is out. Arrested.
Adm ral Townsend is in charge now "

"And you believe Fleet will go over to Townsend,
which is to say, Bronson?"

"God damm, Col onel, we don't know jack shit about
politics, | know | got ny orders.”

"Whi ch are rescinded," a voice said from behind

him "Sergeant, if you reach for that weapon | will
cheerfully cut your throat. Colonel, if you'll relieve him
of that sideann —there. Thank you."

Thank you. Now who are you?" Karantov
demanded.

"Master Sergeant Hiram Laram e, SAS, Fal ken-
berg's Legion, at your service. Colonel. Wen we
couldn't rai se communi cations. Col onel Ownensford
sent us up to have a | ook."

"How the fuck did you get here?" Sergeant Wall ace
demanded,

"I confess curiosity nyself," Karantov said-

"Navy hel ped," Laram e said. They was getting

worried they couldn't reach Captain Newell or any of
their own officers, sir, so they was glad to hel p us cone
take a | ook. Ueutenant Deighton's |ooking to help

Captain Newell, sir."

"What have you done with the others of the 77th?"
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"Cot 'em handcuffed outside," Laram e said. "Ser-
geant Wallace, if you'll put your hands behind you —
careful, now, and nobody gets hurt. Thank you. Col o-
nel, General Ownensford would like mghtily to speak
with you. Shall | get himfor you?"

"Yes, please, Sergeant. And please to find out status
of Fleet Captain Newell, if you will..."

->e e e

Mari ne Captain Saunders Laubenthal slid up

behi nd the wi ndowsill and | ooked out onto the street

outside. The dead fromthe |ast Spartan counterattack
littered it; many were down bel ow, where his nmen had

had to dear themout w th grenades.

We took the street, he thought bitterly. And now
there's anot her bl oody street to take.

"lIrony," he nuttered to hinself.
"Sir?" Sandeli said

The bl ack was the senior sergeant now, and second-
i n-command of the conpany since Lieutenant
Cernkov had been carried back to the enclave and the
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regeneration stimulators. The unit had taken twenty
percent casualties in the night's fighting.

"I was planning to retire here," Laubenthal said
absently. "CGods, if these are nilitia we're fighting, 1'd
hate to see their best. They just don't give up."

From anot her wi ndow fire stabbed out across the

street toward the Spartan positions. A body pitched
forward to tunble off a balcony and forward to the
pavenent two stories below, arifle rattling beside it.

"Got thempretty well suppressed, sir," Sandeli said.

Hnt. "Al'l right; tell first platoon to —=

A sound interrupted him a high-pitched shrieking
fromfurther down the street to the north, back al ong
their path. Then a scatter of running figures; they were
pushing a handcart before them w th a uniforned

Spartan wired to the front of it and a thicker nob
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behind. The uniformwas on fire, and the nob behi nd

fell on the Spartan wounded in the street bel ow the
Marine position with clubs and tools and bayoneted
rifles. More screans rose, and the flood of ragged
humanity spilled over to the building the Royalists still
hel d; the Marines had done their work of suppressing
fire all too well.

"Kaak," Sandeli muttered in his native tongue; shit.

Captai n Laubent hal stood and touched the side of
his helmet. "The last bloody straw," he muttered.
"Damed if |I'Il see good soldiers nmurdered."

"Sir?"

"It appears that we're out of touch with HQ ser-
geant," he said. "I do not seemto hear a thing. A
Conpany! Open fire, selective. Drive off those jackals
and rescue the Spartans.”

"Sir?"
"You heard ne, soldier!"

"Fucking A, sir! Carnthers. New targets! Cl ean

house! " He turned back to his captain. "Sir, | hope you
never get that nother fucking radio working again."
<o <o Lo

"Onensford here."

"Dei ghton here, sir. | have Fleet Captain Newell
and Col onel Karantov with ne."

"Thank God. Bons, what's happening up there?"

"Ciotti's people had us under house arrest," Karan-

tov said.
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" Thought it was something like that- Guildford
too?"

"Sir, they've taken hi m somewhere el se, possibly
aboard that battlecruiser Patton, sir," Lieutenant
Dei ght on sai d.

' Thank you. But you have returned control of the
CD space station to Fleet Captain Newell and Col onel
Kar ant ov?"

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 351

"I can do that now, sir. Fleet Captain, Colonel, any
time you' d like you can relieve ny troops with those
you' ve sel ected,”

"I wWill see to this," Boris Karantov said. "l also w sh
to see that ny landing craft is nade ready. Piotr Ste-
fanovich, nmy thanks. W will speak again."

"CGeneral Slater, let me add nmy thanks as well."
Newel| said. "I can't say | enjoyed being under arrest."

"No, sir. If you'll pardon ne. Captain, what the hell
is going on? Has G otti lost his m nd?"

"Not quite," Newell said. "According to the sergeant

who was hol di ng Col onel Karantov prisoner. Qotti got,
along with his orders to cone here and arrest you, a
message to the effect that Lernontov has been deposed-
It doesn't seemto have been an official order signed by
the Grand Senate, but a nessage from soneone at Fleet
Headquarters. There was another fromthe G and

Senate, or maybe froma Senate Conmittee."

"Or an individual G and Senator?"

"Possibly. Since Ciotti's the only one we know who

read it, | don't have the details. Al | knowis, we got
word Ciotti was coming with special orders, and as

soon as he got here he used his troops to take control of
this station. We didn't suspect a thing. | couldn't figure
out what was his hurry, but then not long after GCotti's

t akeover here. Signals got a | ong coded nessage from

Fl eet Headquarters. Ciotti's people can't decode it,

and ny people said they couldn't, but that may have

been a story for G otti. I'mchecking on that now "

"From Fl eet Headquarters, but can't be decoded

by Fleet signal officers," Oamensford said. "Captain, if
aU el se fails, perhaps Col onel Karantov can decode it.
O King Al exander."

"Hm | see,"” Newell said. "All right, 1'll have a
copy sent down to you- If" you can read it, | expect you
ought to."
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"Meanwhi | e, what do you intend to do?" Owens-
ford asked. "Wth Guildford out of conmmunications,
you're the senior Fleet official in this system™
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"Until Quildford shows up again," Newell said. "O
we get authenticated orders from Fl eet Headquar -
ters.”

"And if Lennontov has been thrown out in a Bron-
son coup?" Onensford asked.

"I''"l'l think about that. Now, if you'll excuse ne,
General, | thank you for the rescue, but there are
serious matters demanding ny attention. | want to get
to ny ship!"

"Certainly. When you get the urgent parts done,
Admi ral Forrest and Captain Nosov would like to
speak with you."

Newei | grinned- "I just expect they —I have an
intercomlight. Colonel Karantov wants to be patched
in. Just a nonment. Boris?"

"Da. Piotr Stefanovich?"

"I"mhere, Boris."

"Do not surrender. | amdeparting for planetary
surface," he said. "Godspeed ny friend."
<o <o Lo

"Are we going to die, Ms. Fuller?" the girl said.
Juanita Full er | ooked around the bonbproof shelter

at the sea of faces; there were fifty children here, and
hers was the ultimate responsibility. A dozen shelters
like this ... The one who had asked the question was
just too young to be up above helping with the

| ast-ditch defense, around el even. Her face was grave
behind the CBWsuit's transparent visor, but sone of

the others were sniffling back tears.

Mar k! sonet hing wail ed inside her. But Conet

Mark Fuller was with Aviation Conmpany of the Legion
on New Washi ngton. Lieutenant by now If he's stiU
alive. We didn't have enough tinme! A few nonths, just
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enough to begin healing fromher horrible captivity in
t he escaped-convict settlenment on Tanith. Now she

was supposed to face danger like an officer's |ady .
I"'mjust a girl, I'monly nineteen.

"Of course we aren't going to die, Roberta," she

said, putting a teasing note into her voice. "You just
want a chance to get up there and fire a gun." The

m ni uzi hung heavy on her hip. 7 did all right on the
firing range. Could | use it on a nman?

"Let's have a song, everybody," she said. "Because

there's no school today..

Little bunny froo-froo
Hoppi n through the forest —
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Roberta began to sing, and then the others took it up

"Pickin'" up the field mce
VWhackin' 'cmon the head!"

"Jodi e! Do not whack Angie on the head!"

L3>3 > N

"Sonmet hing funny that | didn't notice, Kinnie?"

Captai n Jesus Al ana asked. The notion sensors said a
conpany | evel attack was com ng out of themthrough

the fire and snmoke of the night; the Legion had pulled
back to its original encanprment, setting incendiaries in
the huge Royal Army |ogistics buildings that nade up
much of the base

Base commander, he thought. Base commander of a
rifle platoon. Adult hands were far too fewin Fort
Pl ataia to spare anyone fromthe firing line.

Hassan al ' Ji nnah chuckl ed again. "Just rem nds ne
of old tines, sor," he said, stroking the stock of his
machi ne-gun. "Ah, here they cone." The Berber had
been a | ong-service man when the Legion was still the
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42nd CoDomi ni um Marines and John Christian
Fal kenberg 111 had been a shavetail second |ieutenant;

for the last twenty-five years his job had been chi ef
nmess steward. "Rem nds ne of Kennicott, sor."

A very good steward, since he was devoutly Mislim
and never touched al cohol. The coctdng | ever of his
rifle made a tch-clack sound as he eased it backward
and chanbered a round

Jesus Al ana pressed his eyes to the vision block. The
dark outside slipped away, replaced by a silvery day |ike
none waki ng eyes had ever seen. The vast stores area in
the western extension of the base was a pillar of flane
behi nd the advancing Helots; two light tanks in the

| ead, and an infantry screen follow ng. They came at a
cautious trot, the AFVs taking advantage of each
bui l di ng, and the foot soldiers noving forward by

squads and secti ons.

"Pretty drill," he said, and pressed the stud. The
ground erupted in a line of orange fire. He blinked;

when he opened his eyes again his wife was beside
him whistling through her teeth.

Cat hy only does that when she's really nervous, he
thought, unslinging his rifle. Her grenade |auncher spat
out its five rounds, choonk-choonk-choonk-choonk

There were no living targets when he brought up his
weapon. "Doubt they'll try that again,"” he said
thoughtfully. "And it can't have been their whole effort."”

The posts reported in, except for one. "Three?" he
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said. "Post three?"

Mortar shells whisded overhead. Landline cut?
Possi bly, and he had no one to spare to | ook.

"They' || be back. At least once," he said.

"Twice," al' Jinneh said. "Care for a bet, sor? Bottle
of Cavaret Zi nfandel ?"

" Agai nst what ?"

"Bl ue Mountain coffee, sor. Half a pound”

PRI NCE OF SPARTA 355

"Done. Though you win either way, Mess Steward"
o <e -0-

Li eutenant Col onel Scott Parley studied the nap
table, then | ooked up to Colonel Marco Ciotti. "Six
conpanies fail to report. Colonel."

"The commruni cati ons environnent is very bad,"
Cotti said. "But this is strange. Send nmessengers with
new equi prment and orders to report instantly."

"Yes, sir." Is it that he doesn't know, or he doesn't
want to know? Six conpanies don't report. W know

two went over to the eneny! Could it be all six? Six
conpani es of Line Marines gone over to the eneny!

Not hing |i ke that has happened in thirty years. O
course they haven't exactly gone over, hut they're hel p-
ing the Spartans put down the M netown rebellion,

and a damed good thing, too. Surely Cotti knows?

The assault on Fort Plataia has been repul sed, "
Cotti said.

"Yes sir."

"Have themregroup and wait for assistance. Sergeant
Kramer, get me Captain Donovic on the fatten."

"Yes, sir. Have to relay through the space station, sir."
That's all right."
"Yes, sir. It'll be a mnute."

Scott Farley watched the map di splay, but his atten-
tion was on the colonel. He had a very good idea what
Cotti had in mnd, and he didn't like it.

"Here's Captain Donovic, sir.

"Ciotti here. Captain, I'mlosing far too many nen

in this operation. | need your heFp. Please set up to
bonbard designated targets in the Governnent

House and Fort Pl ataia areas."

"You really think that's necessary?" Donovic asked.
"CQuildford isn't going to like it."
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"l see no point in telling Cormmobdore Cuil dford
until die battle is over," Ciotti said. "I also see no point
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in continuing to take casualties fromthese people.

They were given every opportunity for honorable

surrender, but it is clear they intend to fight long after
the result is inevitable. Wy should | |et our Marines

be sl aughtered in this sensel ess action?"

Senseless. It's senseless, all right, Lt. Col. Parley
t hought. But not the way you think! Cod damm. Cod
damm, dam—

"Colonel, I"'mnot sure this is wise," Captain
Donovi ¢ sai d.

"What is unwise is holding off any longer," G otti
said. "You know what is at stake here, and time is

not on our side. Now please make ready for kinetic
ener gy weapon bonbardrments. | will designate

targets. It will not take long, and we will finish the
resistance, at Fort Plataia and in the city itself. W
can then proceed with our plans."

"Al'l right,"” Donovic said. "I don't like it, but I like
failure even |l ess, and as you say, tine isn't exactly our
friend here. Sound general quarters. Battle stations.
Prepare for planetary bombardment." Al arm kl axons

hooted in the background-

"Capt ai n Donovic."

The voice was strange. Everyone in the map table
room | ooked up, startl ed.

"Who the hell is that?" Donovi c demanded.

"This is Fleet Captain Sanmuel Newell. | am

apparently the seni or CoDom nium of fi cer present.
Captain Donovic, | forbid you to use your ship to take
part in this battle. You will please secure from genera
quarters and report to nme in person. You will find ne
aboard Vera Cruz."

"How the hell —= Cotti said

"You're not the system comrander," Donovic said-

"No, | understand that Commodore Guildford is a
guest aboard your ship, Captain Donovic," Newell
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said. "l trust he is better pleased with that status than
was in nmy own offices on the space station. | have not

heard you order your ship secured from general quar-
ters, Captain, and I amwaiting."

"Be dammed if I'I|l take orders fromyou."

"Very well," Newell said. "Conmander Tayi or,
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sound general quarters. Battle stations. Divisions
report when cleared for action."

"Vera Cruz. A cruiser,"” Donovic said. This is a bat-
tle cruiser. You' re bluffing."

"Am | ? Tayior, general signal to the squadron. Con-
ti nue previous deploynent. Battle stations, prepare
for fleet action against the battlecruiser Patton. Al
units to report when ready for action.”

"Vol ga on station and ready for action, sir!"

"Kirov cleared for action, will be on station in five
m nutes, sir!"

"Newel |, you've lost your mind! Are you going to
fire on ne? W need unity in the Fleet, not this!"

"Exactly, Captain Donovic," Newell said. "And

you're going to achieve unity by bonbardi ng an

i ndependent pl anet against the direct orders of the
system conmanders? Ever think that our famlies are
down there on Sparta where you've hel ped start a God
damed war ?"

"Aegir sounding general quarters now. On station in
twenty minutes."

"You' re not Commander Cl arkson!" Donovic
shout ed.

"No, sir, this is Lieutenant Commander Ni el sen."

"Where's d arkson?"

"He's not available, sir," N elsen said. "Proceeding
with general quarters. Captain Newell."

Thank you. Captain Donovic, | amstill waiting."

There was a | ong pause. Then: "You know. there's
never been a fleet action like this, four smaller ships
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against a battle cruiser. | think we can take you,
Newel | . "

"Plus the space station. Al units, prepare for gen-
eral engagenent.”

"But we'd be hurt pretty bad. And what the hell, we

m ght not win. Robbie, secure fromgeneral quarters.
Captain Newell, you'll understand if | decline your in-
vitation to join you aboard your ship, but | agree we'l|
need to continue this conversation wthout so nmany
eavesdr oppers.

"Colonel Ciotti, | regret that your request for fire
support has been overrul ed by the acting systemcom
mander. | fear you're on your own. Good |uck."

The speakers went silent. Cotti cursed quietly.
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"All right. W'll have to do it on our own." He

| ooked at the map table. "Maybe we won't have to

take the Palace. It |looks like the rebels are about to
do that."

<e N <e

"GO " Goup Leader Derex was screamng like a
madman. "Go! CGo! Go!"

The Hel ots streaned toward the pal ace steps. One

unit dashed to the flagstaff to haul down the crowned
mount ain of the Dual Monarchy. Their |eader had

begun to unfasten the hal yards when a group burst out
of the pal ace.

An old man, and ten of the cerenonial Life Guards.

They didn't | ook cerenonial at all though, as they
depl oyed on the huge steps, hiding behind the Doric
columms and the great |ion statues.

Soneone fired four times. The elderly | eader of
the Guards took another step forward, stunbled,

and fell. For a nmoment there was a lull in the fight-
ing. A woman burst out of the palace and ran to

bend over him She was still for a nonent, then she
st ood.
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"Spartans! They have killed the King! The Hel ots
have killed the King!"

A monment of hushed silence; then a roar. Fromthe

pal ace, fromthe buil dings around the square, from
tunnels, seemingly fromthe sky itself, the cry was
repeated. "Spartans! The Helots have killed the King!"

And another cry, wordl ess, an aninmal sound of rage.
The Ufe GQuards charged forward, firing coldly and ef-
ficiently and rapidly. They reached the party around
the flagstaff, and the only Helots still standing were
battered to the ground- One of the guards fell on the
Hel ot soldier and beat himwith his rifle butt.

And fromthe square came nilitia, wounded sol -
diers, old nen and wonen, children barely old
enough to seize weapons fromthe fallen. They cane
out and they came out to kill

Der ex wat ched his conmand di ssol ve, vani sh, not so

much beaten as destroyed. Men threw down their

weapons to run, and that was no good either. The eneny
was out now, out in the open, out where they could be
killed, but they weren't dying, it was his nen who were
bei ng sl aughtered, shot, stabbed, strangled, beaten to
death with baseball bats. A wonan sat on a Helot's chest
and pounded at his head with an iron frying pan

Derex stood to rally the nmen, and a grenade | anded
nearby. He threw hinself away fromit, to the ground,
but the world had turned to slow notion, he couldn't
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fall fast enough, and the sound of the grenade was
| ouder than anything he had ever heard in his life.
A <e A

The screens panned down a street where out num

bered Spartan militia battled a Hel ot nob. The pickup
was back far enough that it didn't show all the details,
but there were enough.

Parl ey | ooked at the others in the room Col onel
Ciotti. |ooking unhappier by the mnute, |ike a man out
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on alinmb with no way off it Mjor Bannister, staring at
the map table with tears in his eyes, unable to | ook at
his col onel. Sergeant Major | mranual Kramer, who

didn't | ook nmuch better. Lieutenant Beeson, who kept

| ooking at the nonitor screens as if he hoped they' d go
awnay.

We're on the wong side, Farley thought. And I'm
seni or man except for the Colonel. | should do somne-
thing. But—

The cry canme through the speaker system " Spar-
tans! They have lolled the King!"

Qotti | ooked up fromthe map. "Sony to hear that."

"Sorry to hear that," Lt. Colonel Farley said. Some-
thing burst inside his head. "Sony to hear that! Sorry
to hear that!"

"Control yourself, Scott," Cotti said

Scott Farley stood stiffly for a noment. He | ooked

to the others in the room They didn't nove. He put

his hand to his pistol. Cotti stared in disbelief, and stil
no one noved.

"Col onel ," Parley said. "We're on the wong side here."
"How dare you—

"I dare because |I'mright," Faiiey said- "And you know
it. Colonel. I don't know what was in those goddam coded
messages, | don't know what Bronson prom sed you, but
Colonel, it couldn't possibly be worth this!"

"Spartans! They have killed the King! The Hel ots
have killed the King!"

Thank God!" Lieutenant Beeson sai d.
"Beeson?" Ciotti said.

"I't wasn't us, it was the Helots," Beeson said. "Col o-
nel Parleys right, sir, we're on the wong side."

"Parley, | will overlook—
"No, sir, no you won't, because | won't back off,"

Parley said. "Colonel. | can't take this. I'"mrelieving
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you of command. Banni ster, general orders, all units.
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Cease operations against the Spartans, and assist the
Spartans agai nst those barbarians."”

Banni ster stood frozen.

"Do it and I'Il have you in a cell with this mutineer,"
Cotti said. "Sergeant Mjor."

"Sir?"

"Pl ease conduct Colonel Parley to the Provost Mar-
shal for confinenment. Bannister, order the renewed
assault on Fort Plataia."

Banni ster didn't nove-
Nei t her did Sergeant Major Krarmer.

"Spartans! They have lolled the King!"

Ciotti |ooked around wildly. H's pistol was hung
neatly with his uniformtunic in the cloak room "Ser-
geant Major —=

Kramer shook hinself, as if to wake up. "No, sir.

"Sergeant, you've been with me twenty years!"”

"I"'mwith you now, Colonel. I'll always be with you.
But —we're on the wong side, Colonel, it's the
wrong fucking side, and you know it, sir, you have to
know it."

Parl ey nodded slowy. "Sergeant Major, | think
Colonel Ciotti has had a mld stroke He needs rest.
Pl ease take himto his quarters and | ook after him
Maj or Banni ster, please send that order."

Banni ster nodded slowy. He raised the nicro-
phone. "All units," he said. "Attention to orders."

When Col onel Karantov and his Fl eet Mrine

guards arrived ten mnutes later, he found the 77th in
full cooperation with the Spartan forces. The battle of
Sparta City was over.

<e CHAPTER El GHTEEN
>A wel | - hi dden secret of the principate had been reveal ed;

it was possible, it seened, for an emperor to be chosen out-
si de Rone.

—TFacitus, H STORI ES, 1, 4:

-» > ->

Surveying this watershed year of 1941, from which man-

ki nd has descended into its present predicanent, the

hi stori an cannot but be astounded by the decisive role of in-
dividual will. Htler and Stalin played chess with humanity. In
all essentials, it was Stalin's personal insecurity, his obsessive
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fear of Gernmany, that led himto sign the fatal pact, and it was
hs greed and illusion —no one el se's —which kept it opera-
tive, a screen of false security behind which Htler prepared
his nurderous spring. It was Hitler, no one else, who deter-

m ned on a war of annihilation agai nst Russia, cancel ed then
postponed it, and reinstated it as the centerpiece of his strat-
egy, as, how, and when he chose. Neither man represented
irresistible or even potent historical forces. Neither at any
stage conducted any process of consultation with their peo-

pl es, or even spoke for self-appointed collegiate bodies. Both
were solitary and unadvised in the manner in which they took
these fateful steps, being guided by personal prejudices of
the crudest kind and by their own arbitrary visions. Their

|li eutenants obeyed blindly or in apathetic terror and the vast
nati ons over which they ruled seemto have had no choi ce but
to stunmble in their wake toward mutual destruction. W have
here the very opposite of historical determ nism—the

apot heosis of the single autocrat. Thus it is, when the noral
restraints of religion and tradition, hierarchy and precedent,
are renoved, the power to suspend or unl eash catastrophic
events does not devolve on the inpersonal benevol ence of

the masses but falls into the hands of nen who are isolated by
the very totality of their evil natures
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—Paul Johnson, Mdem Ti nes:

The World fromthe Twenties to the Nineties (rev. ed. 1991)
<o <o <o

There is danger that, if the Court does not tenper its doc-
trinaire logic with alittle practical wisdom it will convert the
Bill of Rights into a suicide pact.

—Justice Robert Houghwout Jackson,
Terminielh v. Chicago 337 US 1,37 (1949)

<o o »n<le

As with any conpl ex event, many factors were inportant in

the transformation of Sparta froma nation founded by university
prof essors seeking to establish the good society to the nucl eus of
what is formally called the Spartan Hegenony and which in all

but name is the first interstellar enpire; but analysts are

uni versally agreed that nmuch of the change can be traced to the
will and intent of one man, Lysander |, Collins King of Sparta. It
remains for us to exam ne how Lysander, originally very much in
agreenment with the Spartan Founders that the best policy for
Sparta would be an armed neutrality on the Swi ss nodel, came

to enmbrace the necessity of enpire-

We nust al so understand that although Lysander did accept

the necessity of an enpire uniting a nunber of planets, he did
not come to it willingly. Indeed, it was thrust upon himin a
surprising manner. .

—Fromthe preface to From Utopia to Inperium A History of
Sparta from Al exander | to the Accession of Lysander, by Cal dweU
C. Wiitfock, Ph.D. (University of Sparta Press, 2220)

- 0- <> A
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The war room was nearly deserted. Harv sat

nmoti onl ess at one end, and Lysander was in the center,
hi s head bowed over the displays, although it was
doubtful that they gave himmnuch information. Two
orderlies and a communi cations technician were stil

on duty. The lights flickered off, then back on, as Peter
ent er ed-

«t ~"
Sire.
Lysander stared at him

"Victory, your Mjesty. The CoDom nium forces
have changed sides, and the Hel ots are defeated.
More than defeated. Annihilated for the nmost part.”

"Thank you." Lysander tried to stand, but his |egs
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ewouldn't hold him He cursed. "Another hour—If the
battle's over | should go to Mdther."

"She's under sedation at St. Thomas's, sire," Peter
said. "And while the battle is over, there are a great
many things to be done. Beginning with evacuation of
the Pal ace. |'ve cone to escort you."

"You really believe in that atom bonb?" Lysander
denmanded.

"l don't disbelieve init," Peter said. "I'mal so order-
ing Fort Plataia evacuated. Just in case."

"Good idea. A bonmb here would get Governnent

Square. St. Thonas's —

"Yes, sire, I'mworking on that. too. W don't have
much transportation, though, and its not going to be easy.
The Queen Mdther and Graffin Melissa will be out of

there in five mnutes. A couple of hours to get everyone.

"l suppose its best. Al right, CGeneral, where shal
we go?"

"Wth your permssion, Sire, | won't tell you unti
we're on the way. W' ve checked this room many
times, but still—=

Lysander shuddered. "Wn't we ever be free of

those verm n? General, you have no idea how weary
amof living this way, scared of the very walls —any-
way, let's go. | trust you'll have good conmunications
and status displays where you're taking ne."

Onensford I ed himout through the Pal ace. The
corridors were nmostly deserted. Peter tried to steer
Lysander toward the back gates, but that wasn't possi-
bl e. Lysander broke free and went to the front gates.
"Wher e?" he demanded
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Pet er Onensford sighed and led himto the place

where King Al exander had died. A blanket still lay on
the marble steps. "It was there, sire. The Helots were
going to raise their flag, but the King brought out his
guards and prevented that."
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Lysander knelt and lifted the blanket to reveal the
bl ood stained marble. He stared across the public
square, to the flagstaff where the Crowned Muntain

proudly flew. "Get lights on that flag," he said. "I want
it to stay there until we can put up a statue. Al right,
General, let's go."

The command caravan was parked ten kil oneters
fromthe Pal ace. Most of both the Legion and Spartan
mlitary staff officers were there- Admiral Forrest
waited inpatiently as Lysander |inped in, |eaning
heavily on a cane, and was seated with the assistance
of twoorderlies.

"H ghness —uh, excuse me. Sire. General Omens-
ford," he began eagerly.

"l gather Cotti is talking," Omensford said-

"Ch, yeah. It was this way. Cotti got the order to
arrest the Legion and pronounce an interdict on

Sparta. It |looked |egitinmate enough, even though it was
signed by Nguyen in Townsend's nane. \Wat nade it
suspi ci ous was the other nmessages he got.

"First, there was a long report on the breakup of the
CoDomi num The Grand Senate is dissol ved, but

there's not enough stability on Earth to have anot her
election, and a lot of places aren't even stabl e enough
to appoi nt new Senators."

"Jesus," Onensford said.

"There's nore. The Senate di ssol ved, but appar-

ently a snmall group of Senators got together again in
the Senate Chanber, and decl ared the adjournnent

invalid on some technical grounds. That neant this

Runp was in theory a legitinmate Senate, or at |east
could call itself that. It proceeded to pass a nunber of
resol utions, one of themthe order to inprison all ner-
cenaries on Sparta, another deposing Gand Admira
Lennont ov and ordering his arrest.
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"Then there was another nessage, apparently from
Bronson hinsel f as the new Chairnan of the Nava
Affairs Committee. It promises Ciotti pronption to
Li eutenant General in command of this system pro-
vi ded that he gains control here."

"So the swine wasn't just follow ng orders," Lysan-
der said.
"Well, Sire, he can plead that he was," Forrest said.
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"He did have orders. |'d have questioned them nyself,
but he can plead that he considered themvalid."

"So what's his status?"

"Karantov has sent himup to the space station

under guard. Lieutenant Colonel Farley is confirned
as commander of the 77th. My guess is that Ciotti wll
be sent off on Patton."

Lysander turned to Onensford. "General, | want
you to request that Karantov turn himover to us for
trial."

Peter shook his head. "Sire. | don't think that would
be a good idea. | don't think Karantov will do it. He's
not going to put a CoDom niumregi mental com

mander up before a mercenary court martial, and if he
turns Ciotti over to you, what's to prevent Sparta from
demandi ng the heads of every CD officer who ever

did you harn? As Admral Forrest says, Cotti can

pl ead that he had valid orders. Sire, if you do make

that request it'll cone better through your govern-
ment than through me. My advice is that you don't ask
at all."

"I'"ll consider that advice," Lysander said.

"He's lost his reginent because of what he did,"
Pet er Onensford said.

"l suppose. He's getting off easy. General, what's the
status of that atom bonb?"

"We're searching,"” Omensford said- "OF course we
don't know there is one."
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"But you think there is.”

"I think we can't take any chances, Mjesty. Now

we have anot her problem Do you have the passwords
to your late father's conputer systenf In particular,
where he kept his codes?"

"Possi bly," Lysander said. "Wen the fighting
started he gave nme a disk."

"W have a | ong nmessage from Fl eet Headquarters

that no one seens able to decode,"” Owensford said.
"W suspect its from Gand Admiral Lernmontov, in

whi ch case your father mght be the only one in this
systemwith a key."

"You don't?"

"No, sir, nor does Karantov. Whitiock nmay have one.
O Slater. W're trying to find them now "

"Are they m ssing?"

"Unfortunately,” Omnensford said. "Wen |ast seen,
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Ceneral Slater and his cadets and instructors were
driving a M netown nmob off their campus, and we
think Whitiock was with him"

"You think they're all right?"

"Yes, Sire," Peter said. "Hal Slater has been through
nore battles than anyone on this planet, and they
weren't facing what you call first class opposition.”

"And he'd have code keys you don't have?"

"It's possible,” Omvensford said. "Lernontov has

known Hal nearly as |long as he's known Fal kenber g.

But our best bet is to see if you can find your father's
codes, "

"A'l right. | suppose the sinplest thing is to start with
this disk. Where do you have your code equi prent ?"
Lysander got to his feet and | eaned heavily on his cane.
"Harv, | can use sone help. Let's go. General."

"CGeneral, | have soneone calling for you. It nmay be
the rebel commander."
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Lysander | ooked up fromthe code machi ne. "Ter-
haps you should talk to her. On the speaker, please."

"Yes, Sire. Al right, put her on." He lifted the
m crophone. "Owensfordhere."

"H yo, Petie. You be remenbering Skilly, | think."
"I renenber you."
"You sound cold, Petie. Like you don' |ike ne."

Onensford made frantic hand signals. The techni -
ci ans nodded agreenent. Keep her talking. "I presune
you have a nessage for ne."

"Sure, | want to know if you wan' take up that job
offer I make you. O maybe you want to hire ne?
That's what you done with Barton after you def eat
him no? So maybe you hire ne."

"Well, we could discuss it," Onensford said.

There was a long hard | augh. "Wy, Petie, you tryin

to stall me! Lyin* to me, too. But | don' be on here |ong
enough for you to trace where | am Petie, so maybe

we ought to talk serious. | guess Jeffl told you about
Murasaki's big surprise.”

"What woul d that be?"

"Ch, come on, now," Skilly said. Her chuckle was

loud in the handset. "I know you talk to him because
we see himgo into that palace, himand that spy chick
you send us. So he tol' you about Mirasal d's bonb,
which is why you frantic to get everyone out of Cov-
ernment Square and your Fort. Ever stop to think I
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know you evacuate those peopl e? Maybe | even know
where you are. If | don' know now, | find out soon
enough, and you can't keep running all the tine. Can't
govern no country when you can't stop |ong enough to
go to the pot.

"Now you think you goin' find that bonb, or find
Skilly, and you maybe right. Maybe right. Skilly down
to the triarii now, not many Skilly's people left, who
knows, maybe one turn she in for all that noney."
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"So what do you want?" Owensford asked.

"Skilly want what Mles gets, a ticket off this planet,"”
she said. "You give nme that, | give you the bonb.
Murasaki too, if you fast enough to catch him but I
don' pronise Miurasaki. He clever and he fast. But you
get his bonmb."

"You ask for too nuch," Omnensford said. "You and
Niles aren't the sanme case."”

"Yeah, he white ass gentleman," she said. "But I

suppose what you nean is Stora Mne. Skilly sorry about

that. Bad thing, but if it end the war, kindness after all
Thought it work, thought North Valley would surrender,

but your peopl e tougher than we think. And Baby

Prince up there to rally the troops, too. Anyway, that

wat er over the spilled mlk. Question nowis, maybe you

catch Skilly and naybe you don't, and neanwhil e you

going to lose a lot of Citizens and a lot of that city, cause
Skilly got nothing left to bargain with."

"W don't even have a way to get you off-planet,"”
Onensford said, "Just at the noment, space is control -

|l ed by el enents of the CD Navy and it's not certain

just who they're loyal to. They |like us sone, but they
hate you a lot. and | doubt we could talk theminto |et-
ting you |l eave Sparta even if we wanted to."

"Now, Petie, you wouldn't lie to Skilly, would you?

Dam | wish | have one of those gadgets you like so

much, but | bet you got your phones jiggered same

way | do, filter out all that overtone stuff before it goes
out, 'no? Anyway, | make you one last offer. You take
the price off Skilly's head, and you stop | ooking for
Sidlly Qutlaw Skilly, that all right. Sidlly take care of
herself. Any cop on or off duty shoot Sidlly on sight,
that all right, it happen anyway. But you don' send
police tracking me. O Legion either. Skilly sorry about
that Stora M ne business, but nothing she can do."

"We take the price off your head, and you're no
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| onger officially wanted, but you remain an outlaw, to
be dealt with as wol ves are.™

"Right. Wthout that reward, people get tired of
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| ooking for Skilly after a while. They hate Skilly, but
they get over it, get on with their lives, if they don' get
rich chasing she. Skilly like a better deal, but tine get-
ting short. | take that one."

"And in return?"

"l give you that bonb and the | ast place | know
Murasal d at, and we quits."

"I have to refer this to H's Majesty.”

"Yo. And Petie, you tell His Majesty, Skilly not order
anyone to kill his father. That fortunes of war. Dreadfu
Bride claimhim maybe, but it was not hing

del i berate. ™

"Bight. I'Il be back in a few m nutes."

"Don" take too long," Skilly said. "And don' be de-

I aying thinking you track this call. You track it, al
right, but when you get there you find it first relay
and you got nore tracking to do. Skilly can talk unti
that bonb go off, you not find she that way, but you
|l ose a lot of you city."

"Al'l right. Be right back." He turned to Lysander.
"Sire, you heard."

"Yes. | presune she neans it.

"I certainly wouldn't bet nost of the Capital on it
being a bluff,” Omensford said. "And that's exactly
what you woul d be doing."

"I hate letting her get away," Lysander said.

"Maybe she won't."

"Whatever. Al right. | hate this, but | don't see what
el se we can do. Tell her I'll issue the proclamation
rescinding the reward, and we'll both issue orders to

our forces not to expend official effort in hunting for
her. That's as soon as we find the bonb, of course."

"Right." Omensford activated the conmunications
PRI NCE OF SPARTA 371

set. "You got it," he said. "Reward called off, no officia
efforts to find you."

"Legion too," Skilly said. "Your word on that."

"Legion too. Qur word, mne and Hi s Mjesty's.
That's as soon as we find die bonb."

*Tah, | figure you do it that way. All right. At the
sout heast coner of Governnent Square, keep going

sout heast you cone to the King Jason Hotel. It

probably surprise you a lot. but | own that hotel. Well
soneone el se name on the papers, but | pay for it. The
Royal Arns restaurant there, in the basenent, there's a
big meat |ocker. The far wall of that meat | ocker opens
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up, there's another roombehind it. You'll find the
bonb in there, and | think you better hurry. | don't
think Murasald | eave nmuch tinme. That was | ast place
know himto be, too, but | don't think he there now "

Onensford t hunbed of f the microphone.

"Dei ghton! Get bonb disposal and a tac unit noving to
the King Jason Hotel, southeast comer of Governnent
Square. There's a nuke there, details after they're on
the way. Murasald was | ast seen there, but | don't
expect you to catch him"

"Nuke. King Jason Hotel. On the way, skipper."”
"Why won't we catch Murasal d?" Lysander asked.

"He'll have a way off planet. Bronson has agents

here, they'll be on their way. The interesting part is
they didn't take Skilly. | don't think they like her." He
t hunbed the mnicrophone back on. "All right, bonb

di sposal is on the way."

"Awmv, Petie, | thought you go yourself. That way, if
the city go up, | know you with it. Anyway, Petie, Skilly
wi sh she never start this. Too bad | can't stay around and
wat ch you hang Croser, but | probably see it on TV."

"M ss Thi bodeau. "

"Who's that? That you. King Lysander?"
"Yes. "

372 Jerry PourwCe is S MStirling,

"Wl |, Majesty, excuse nme, but | don' have long to talk
You take that reward otfhke you pronise, you hear?"

"I will keep ny prom se," Lysander said.

"An" you don' know why you want to talk with

me. It okay. Majesty, it okay to be curious about

such like nme- You want to stare into that enmpty

enpty abyss, and you doin' it, and the abyss stares

ri ght back, your Majesty. | tell you this. Skilly neans
it when she say she sorry she start this, and sony she
not listen to Jeffl about that business with the
rocket. Now Skilly gone."

"Signal lost," a technician said. "Carrier lost."

"Affright, Ceneral," Lysander said. "l've stared into
the abyss, and |I'm not about to becone like that. W
gave her a prom se. Presuning your people find and

di sarmthat bonb, we'll keep our word."

"OfF course, sir. No reward, no official pursuit.'

"So why are you | ooking so snmug?" Lysander
denmanded.

"Well, sir, you may renenber Sergeant Taras M s-
cowsky fromthe incident at the Hall eck ranch?"
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"Indeed. | remenber nore than himl'mreliably
i nformed that you' ve been seeing quite a |ot of the
Senat or' s grand-daughter.”

"Yes, sire. But back to a |l ess pleasant subject. Ser-

geant M scowsky has been on canpaign for a | ong

time now. Accunul ated consi derabl e | eave. He served

with Jerry Lefkowitz, Sire, and he doesn't need any

prom se of reward to keep himon her track until he

can send her head to Lefkowitz. |I've sent for him

He'll be on leave status fromthe tine he |l ands. That's

not an official act. Nor is it official if the Oficers Mss
wants to take up a collection to help M scowsky enjoy

his vacation."

"Sir, I've got sone | eave coning too," Sergeant
Andy Biel skis said fromthe doorway. "Excuse ne,
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Col onel, didn't nean to eavesdrop, but if it's all die
same to you, Taras and | get along just fine, and | think
we' d enjoy taking a vacation together."

"You were at Stora, weren't you?" Owensford asked-
"Yes, sir, that | was."
"W night need you—

"l don't suppose it will take Taras and ne very
long," Andy Bielskis said. "Not long at all."

*ne »<e

"Where the devil have you been?" Owensford
demanded.

Hal Sl ater grinned sheepishly. "Well —=

"He was chasin' rebels,"” Caldwell Whiuock said.

"Doin' pretty good at it, too. General Slater's got a
pretty good shootin' eye for a busted up ol d geezer
who can't wal k wi thout a cane."

"Why, Professor,"” Hal said. He eyed Witlock's
anpl e stonach. "Apparently Dr Wi uock chose to
swal | ow his eneny. Anyway, Peter, have you decoded
Lermont ov' s nessage yet ?"

"No, we don't seemto be able to."

"You woul dn't. King Al exander had the code."

"W t hought of that, and we think we have his

codes, but |I'mafraid Lysander hasn't been able to fig-
ure out howto use it"

TU show him™" Slater said. "We need to go tell him
about this, but it mght be better if we talk about the
situation first"

"A'l right. Coffee?"

"Yes, please, | could use some."

"I''"l'l make it nyself." Ownensford closed the door

and latched it. "Coffee. Caldwell?"

"Yeah, sure. Peter, we have got ourselves a first class
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mess, and it doesn't help at all that King Al exander's
dead. "
"Have a seat and tell ne about it." Owensford
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spooned coffee beans into the grinder. "No Sumatra
Li ntong. No Jammica. Just local, I'mafraid.”

"Right nowI'Ill be grateful for anything,"” Hal said.
"Peter, it's hard to know where to start."

"Start at the—

"Begi nning, go through to the end, and then stop

Yeah," Witlock said. "Beginning. Lermontov's truly
deposed. In gaol if not dead, and ny guess is dead.
Thi s message was recorded and coded and set up to

be sent in the event anything happened to him It's up-
dated with sone other last mnute stuff. Ch.

Fal kenberg won, by the way. New Washi ngton cam

paign is over, Franklin gave up, and whatever passes
for a government on New Washi ngton has procl ai med

John Christian Fal kenberg as Protector.”

Onensford whistled. "Wn and won big, then. Wit
a mnute. Protector. Anything about that political girl,
Clenda Ruth Horton, | guess her nane was?"

"Yeah, | think so, but we're still decoding the
Fal kenberg reports. They were included in this nes-
sage from Lernontov, so they didn't break in clear."

"You think the Colonel married her?" Hal Sl ater asked.
"You know himbetter than | do."

"Its certainly a possibility," Slater said. "Wich
makes things interesting, since we're all pretty well
settled here. Kathryn isn't going to nove again."

"MriamAnn likes it here," Witlock said. 'Took

her a while to get used to the gravity and the short day,
but she likes the conpany. Take a powerful lot to

move her now. Me too, of course.”

"I never did ask where you finally settled in,"
Onensford said. "Sony, been so busy."

That's all right. | bought a spread near Hal's new
pl ace, off that park area the War Col | ege uses sone-
times. Interesting neighbors. After we had that
meetin' at Hal and Kathryn's, Captain Newell started
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| ooki ng around there. He hasn't bought in yet, but

we' ve got, what, Hal ? Maybe a dozen CoDoni ni um

navy famlies settled around the area. Makes for good
conpany. | hear you're gettin" pretty serious, you stay-
ing on Sparta?"
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"Yes. Lydia likes the outback. So do I. W'll keep a
ranch out in the Valley, but there's too nuch work here.
We' ve been | ooking for sonmething near die Capital."

"Bring her out to neet Mriam Ann," Wi tlock said-
"1 expect Mriam Ann and Kathryn can help her find a

pl ace she'll like. Better do it quick, though, | hear
there's nore CD people |ooking at | and around there,
you'll want to get 40 or 50 acres before the prices get
too high."

"I''"l'l do that. Thanks." Peter poured nore coffee. "Al
right Back to work. So Lernmontov is definitely out."

"And these are his final orders," Hal Slater said.

"Call it his will," Witlock said. "Grand Adnira
Sergei M kael ovich Lernontov's | egacy to the Fleet."

"l hate to think that," Omsensford said- "One
dammed good nan. All right. Wat are the G and
Admral's | ast orders?"

"Lots of stuff addressed to the Fleet, about |oyalty,

and what the CoDominium Fl eet was for," Whitlock

said. "Pretty damm good, too. Political scientists will be
mning that for a century. But it boils down to this.

The CoDomi ni um exi sted to keep the peace. Now it's

broken up, gone, and those who tore it up don't want

peace. They're going to come around demandi ng | oy-

alty fromthe Fleet, and they don't deserve it. Factions
are going to try to use the Fleet, but it'll be to start
wars for their own purposes."”

"Jesus, that's prophetic enough," Oaensford said-

"Right. By the way, there's another nessage
encoded inside this one, encoded in the authentication
code Lernmontov used to send nessages to the Fleet,
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and of course it's addressed to the Fleet. | sent that up
to Boris," Hal said.

"Hunk his nose will be out of joint that you had the
key and he didn't?" Omensford asked.

"Don't know," Hal said.

"l expect yes, but not too bad," Witlock said. "W
put a lot of stress on Hal being one of Lernontovs
ol dest friends —=

"So was Boris," Hal said

"And one of Fal kenberg's oldest friends, and that's
going to be real relevant,"” Witlock said. "You see,
once he got through warning the Fl eet what evi

peopl e would do to get control of them and their ships,
he gave his last orders. He ordered themto obey his
successor as they would him But he didn't know who
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hi s successor would be. Let ne read sone of that.

"Brothers and sisters in arns, we cannot nane mny

true successor now. We can be certain that the Runp of
the Grand Senate will attenpt to name a successor. W

can be certain that successors will nane thensel ves.

How shal | we choose anobng then? | do not believe

that we can, yet we —you, for if you read this, I will not
be with you —you must stay together. You must have
unity. To that end, you can forma council of captains to
advi se your new commander, and | urge you to do that,

but I do not believe that a council of captains can | ong
govern, or even name a commander for you

"l cannot name a commander for you

"I will name a group that you can obey w th honor

It consists of people you know. Two are young, but you
wi || understand why they are naned. The third is

ol der and you will understand that choice also. The
fourth sone of you will know and some will not. My
brothers and sisters in arms, | comuand you: unti

they thensel ves shall name a successor to ne, you wll
accept your orders fromJohn Grant; Carleton Bl aine;
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John Christian Fal kenberg; and King Al exander of
Sparta. They do not always agree, and that is well, for
they can work together and they will, and when they
are together they have/great wi sdom Wen they

speak together you nust obey themas you woul d ne.

"Farewel | . W& have done our best, for civilization,

for the hunman race. W have not failed in our duties.
Those to whom we owed obedi ence failed us. W have

not rebelled against legitimate authority. The authority
vani shed. Now there is no legitinate authority.

"John Grant. Carleton Blaine. John Christian

Fal kenberg. Al exander of Sparta. They are ny heirs,
and they will find you an honorable path to foll ow.
Stay together. Act in honor.

" Good- bye, and CGodspeed.

"Sergei M kael ovich Lermontov, Grand Admiral."

"Holy Christ," Onensford said. That's Lernontov

all right." He wiped at something in his eye. "l guess
the AOd Man's really gone. But Al exander is dead.

What do we do?"

"Don't | eave nmuch room for maneuver," Witl ock

sai d. "Four was an unw el dy nunber anyway. Now it's
three. A Grant, a Blaine, and Christian Johnny | think
the Fleet will like that."

' Then you think the Fleet will obey that order?"
Hal Sl ater asked-

"Some will," Whitlock said. "Let's | ook here at this

system Karantov will. Newell will think about it for a
while. He's got all that Navy power, and he can see the
potential, but he's pretty smart. He understands you can
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bash a planet, but you can't take it over, not with any four

ships. U e by blackmail isn't nuch of a life. Besides,
down deep he's a good nan. He'll cone around, and
he'I'l bring those others who stood with him

"Donovic, now, he's not going to accept this. He'l
head off toward Earth. He's that land, he'll go to see if
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there's anything worth picking left on the bones of his
mot her. So figure, that's one out of five here won't ac-
cept Lennontovs heirs. Say two out of five on average,
but they won't all defect in the same direction. Sone' U
sell their services to the highest bidder. Hell, that's
about what's happened here, it's just we got the bids in
early."”

"Only now this cones,"” Hal Slater said thoughtfully.

"So maybe one in five goes over to Bronson?"
Onensford asked.

"Sounds as good a guess as any," Witlock said.
"And two in five stick with us. | presune it's us? W al
together in this?"

"One for all,"” Hal Slater said.

"And all for one," Onensford added. "Except where
does he cone in?" He jerked his thunb toward the
door.

Whi tl ock | ooked at each of his conpanions.
> -0- N

The flags of Sparta stood at half mast. Al but one.

Qut side the steps of nme Pal ace the Crowned Mbuntain

stood out proudly at the peak of the flagstaff. At night a
dozen spotlights illumnated it.

Most of the w eckage had been cleaned up in
Government Square. Many walls woul d be pock-

mar ked for decades, but the debris was gone.
Traffic was thin, but comrerce had begun again in
the two weeks since the battle ended. Sparta had
buried a king, and had yet to crown his son, but
Lysander was still Mster of the Forces, and had
more work to do than ever.

"Prince."

Lysander | ooked up fromhis desk. There were a
mllion details to attend to. During the battles he
had given orders to the soldiers, and things hap-
pened. Now he hardly saw the soldiers. He gave
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orders to civilians, and sonething nmight happen or
m ght not.
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"Aw hel |, excuse ne. King," Harv said. "You'd think
I"d get used to it."

"Maybe | should issue a special edict," Lysander
said, smling. Termitting you to use any title you fee
like. You ve earned it."

"Don't know about that. Sony to disturb you, but

mere's a bunch of mlitary people to see you. Oficers, and
they brought some enlisted people too, sergeants and |ike
that About fifty. Say they'd |like to see you in the audience
chanmber whenever it's convenient, and they'll wait."

Lysander frowned- "Well, all right —=

"I think maybe | want sone of the Life Guards with
us when we neet that crew," Harv said

"What ever for?"

"Prince —Majesty, | plain don't like it. Al these
mlitary and navy people, npost of 'emin CoDomm um
uni forms. Ceneral Owensford dressed down as a |ight
col onel of the Legion, General Slater in Royal Sparta
uniformlike Adnmiral Forrest. and they cone with
petty officers and sergeants and every one of them
wearing sidearns. | been watching them the |ast week
they been thick as thieves. Majesty. Talking to each
other, but not to you."

"Well, Harv, if that group has come to demand mny
resignation, a dozen Life Guards won't change any-

thing. Anong them they've got enough power to sl ag

this planet. Tell themI'll be pleased to receive themin
t he audi ence chanber in ten minutes, and don't

bother with the Life Guards."

"Well, if you say so. Prince —=
"I just did, Harv."

"Yes, sir.

Lysander found Melissa and Queen Adriana in the
famly quarters. "I seemto be scheduled to hold an
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audi ence, " he said. "Actually it's not scheduled, its nore
that it's demanded. Right now By ail the mlitaiy
officers in the system Mne, the old CoDom nium the

Legi on—

"Surely the Legion is ours," Melissa said.
"l thought so," Lysander said.
"You | ook worried," Queen Adriana said.

"Mother, | don't know. Harv's worried, and | guess
that's got ne thinking."

"That they're here to depose you?"
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"Mother, | don't know. | have no reason to believe
that, but | never had the military demand to see ne in
a body before, either. Anyway, | don't think | ought to
keep themwaiting. Melissa, take Mdther to the coun-
try |l odge. Harv has a driver waiting—

"I''"l'l do no such thing," Melissa said. "I'm comni ng
with you."
Queen Adriana |aughed- "I think you' ve got the

wi nd up for nothing, boy. They probably want sone-

thing, tides and honors and pronotions. Soldiers |like
that sort of thing. But I1'll tell you this, whatever they
want, those Helots couldn't chase nme, out of this

pal ace, and I'mcertainly not going to run from our

own soldiers. Now lets go see what they want. But

first, you change to your best tunic, and put your or-
ders on. If we're going to be deposed, we may as wel |

be dressed for it!"

The delegation filed in. There were nearly fifty of
them and as Harv had said, they wore many different
uniforms. Hal Slater in Legion dress, but still wearing
a Royal i st shoul der badge, seened to be their |eader,
foll owed closely by Fleet Captain Newell and Col one
Karantov in CoDom nium Just behind themwas his

own Rear Admiral Forrest. Then Col onel Parley of

the 77th. The Captains Al ana. Legi on Senior Sergeant
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Quiterrez, and other Legion Oficers. And last of all,
behind the enlisted nen, in clothing nore colorfu
than the mlitary uniforns. Dr. Widock cane in car-
rying a briefcase.

Lysander received diemsitting, with the Dowager

Queen and Melissa seated next to him Wen they

had all filed in, Lysander stood and acknow edged

their bows. "I regret diat King David is not in die city,
Lysander said.

"Sire, it was you we came to see," Hal Slater said
He bowed, then bowed again to Queen Adriana.
"Madam Graffina Melissa.”

"General, we are pleased to see you, but this is
unexpected. "

"Yes, sire. we know it is," Slater said. "W'll be as
brief as possible, but die matter is a bit conpl ex.

"Sire, everyone here is famliar with the |ong
messages diat constitute Admiral Lennontov's last wll,
and of course you have read die copy addressed to your
|ate fadier."

"Yes, Ceneral

That docunment named a council of four to succeed

G and Adnmiral Lernontov. Wdi King Al exander

deceased diat |eft diree. The purpose of die council is
to hold the Fleet togedier until some new governing
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structure can be formed to keep the peace." Hal Slater
spoke carefully, as if lecturing at the War Col | ege
radi er than speaking to his sovereign.

"That left us all with a problem" Slater said. Two
probl ems, actually- The first is that a council that's
physical |y dispersed across |ightyears of space can't
command. Deci sions are going to be needed. Right

here in this systemwe have a divided conmand. |

hol d a commi ssion as an officer of die Royal Arny and
as such | amresponsible to die Dual Mnarchy; under
the Utinmate Decree, to your nmjesty personally.
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However, | al so have another office. Wth Genera
Onensford and Dr. Widock I am a spokesman for

Col onel Fal kenberg, and nmeanwhil e he has becone
Protector of New Washington, as well as a nenber of
the Grand Admiral's succession counci |

"Fl eet Captain Newell finds hinself under orders to

obey a council that has never net. One of its menbers

i s dead, and no other menber of that council is present
inthis system yet it is in this systemthat his interests
lie. Onensford, Wiitlock, and I know that this system

was inportant to Lernontov, and to Fal kenberg. W

know that Carl eton Bl ai ne as governor of Tanith

offered alliance to Sparta. We're certain that' Captain
Newel | and his squadron should stay here and protect

Sparta. But whose orders do they follow?"

Lysander shook his head in wonder. "Are you asking
me. General Owensford?”

"Permit me, sire," Dr. Wiitlock said. He came

forward- "There's a sense in which | don't belong in
here, but maybe | better explain sonething. King
Lysander, if there's one thing history shows us, the
wor st kind of governnent anyone ever had was a

council of soldiers. Maybe one sol dier can govern and
maybe not, but investing supreme power in a counci

of military officers is about the worst thing that can
happen. Lernontov knew that. He nmade up a counci

of two officers and two politicians in the hopes they'd
bal ance of f, but you'll note he cautioned themto nane
sonmeone as commander as soon as they coul d. Wat

he didn't put in that public last will he put in private
messages to ne and Hal Slater. |'ve shown those to the
other Fleet people here. What he told us to do was use
our judgrment on whether to offer conmand to King

Al exander. W al so know Col onel Fal kenberg

approved hailing King Al exander as commander if the
necessity cane up."
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Bef ore Lysander could react to that, Hal Slater

began to speak. ' The CoDom niumis gone.

Sonething has to take its place, and we have no tinme to
build anything," Hal said. 'There aren't nany people

we can follow Fal kenberg has always nade it dear that
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he won't accept suprene conmand. So we' ve been
di scussing this, and we've all agreed, and we've cone
to tell you that agreenent."

Hal Slater linped forward. He was joined by Peter
Onensford, then Fleet Captain Newell. Boris Karan-
tov and Col onel Farley. Adm ral Forrest They stood
in arow

"This is just alittle awkward," Hal said. "W've |ost
the cerenony for this over the past thousand years.
But we nean every word of it." He raised his arm not
outstretched as Germans once did, but high, palmfor-
ward- "Hail. Ave. Ave, Lysander, |nperator."

The greeting was said carefully, self consciously at
first, then repeated, this tine with nore enthusiasm
"Ave Lysander, |nperator."

It was echoed by the others in the room officers

and petty officers, representatives of the Fleet, voices
bl endi ng together into a m ghty shout that rang

through the pal ace, and was echoed back to the audi -
ence chanber. The words washed over him and

Lysander stood, his expression unreadabl e.

"AVE. LYSANDER. AVE,
LYSANDER. | MPERATCR. "

"Bring us together." Caldwell Witlock said, his
voi ce | ow and al nbst unheard, and then die cry rang
t hrough the pal ace agai n.

"AVE. AVE LYSANDER, | MPERATOR! "

The End
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