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DEATH ISA DREAM

E.C. Tubb

TOG HALSEN, scavenger extraordinary, glowered as he stared into hisimmediate future.

Everyone knew that he was one of the best in the business, but unless he had a break and soon, that
reputation wouldn't last. He had failed twice running. If hefailed again it would be hard to find backers,
good workers, decent equipment and official assistance. He had seen it happen to others. He would drop
to scraping aliving on acontingent bas's, trying to cut corners and dodge safety factors.

And that, he thought grimly, was the beginning of the end.

Tiredly the scavenger stretched and looked at the maps on hisfield desk. Damn dl retros anyway. He
had a growing conviction that he had been conned into something and he didnt likeit.

Irritably he jerked to hisfeet and crossed the uneven ground of the camp. The thin column of smoke
from the metfire rose to one side but heignored it. He timed his expeditionswell and there was no
immediate danger from southern winds—not unless nature had decided to change the habits of centuries.
But the fire, and attendant, and the fee for radioed weather reports were al added expense. His scowl
deepened as he approached the diggings.

"Where's Saul ?"

"Onthejob." A square man with ascarred face jerked histhumb toward acrumpled openingin a
mound of vegetation-shrouded debris. Fresh-turned earth lay to either sde and the white-clad figure of
the Life Indtitute operator was busy with his culture plates.

"How long?" Tog didn't look &t the lifeman. Sometimes officid approva of athing cost morethan it
was worth but you never knew when you might need adoctor.

"He's been gone about thirty minutes.” The scarred man glanced at the opening. "He was just going to
takeaquick priminary." He grunted as afigurefilled the opening. "Here he comes now."

Saul was abig man, bigger by reason of the padded body armor and protective helmet he wore. He
pulled the respirator from his mouth, the glove from hisright hand and wiped the back of it acrosshis
mouth. He looked dusty, tired and irritated. He shook his head at Tog's expression.

"No luck. It looks like it was awarehouse or afactory of some kind. The basement isholding up but |
wouldn't like to gamble for how long. The upper structure has collapsed and only afew beamsare
supporting theweight.”



"Anything—?"

"No." Saul didn't wait for Tog to ask the inevitable question. " Some junk machinery, boilersfor
heating | think. Some packing cases, alittle wire, afew heaps of rust. Some bones, too," he added asan
afterthought. "Not many—the rats could have been busy, or few madeit in time. Not that it did them any
good." He shrugged at the scavenger's expression. "Sorry, Tog, but there isn't athing in there worth the
trouble of digging out."

"Damn!" Tog sensed the disappointment of his men and it added to his own. "Isthe structure what
we'relooking for?"

"No." Saul was emphatic. "The walls are concrete, the beams meta. The thing can't be more than four
hundred yearsold.”

"No hewn stone? No overbuilding or incorporating of an older structure?”

"No." Saul eased the helmet from his head. His hair was damp with perspiration. He didn't look at the
scavenger. "And nothing below, elther. Thefloor is solid—I tested it with sonar. It's another bust, Tog."

Another bust. Two flopped expeditions and now this—<till nothing after the sixth attempt, despite the
most careful planning and preliminary investigation. Tog looked down at his hands—they were clenched
into fists a hissides. Deliberately he opened them, spreading and flexing the fingers, taking deep breaths
to quell hisanger.

"All right," he decided. "Well have aconference. Get cleaned up and report to my tent. You," he
snapped to the lifeman. "Find that retro and report to mein an hour." He was being impolite but things
were too serious for him to worry about trifles. "The rest of you scatter and see what you can find.
Move!"

Theretro was arrogant. He came into the tent, tall, thin and emaciated with long hours of fasting and
prayer, the degp-set eyesin histonsured skull burning with afanatical light. Despite the chill of early
spring, open sandals framed dirty feet. He was naked benesth his habit. A massive crucifix hung from a
leather belt, and in his hands he carried arosary of large wooden beads.

Tog gestured toward achair.

"St down, Elkan," hesaid. "Y ouve—"

"My nameisnot Elkan." His voice was harsh. "I am Brother Ambrose of the Most Holy Order of—"
"All right," snapped Tog. "I know who you are.”

Hefelt hisanger risng and fought for control. Damn theseretros! It was onething to have
memories—he had them himsdf—but to literdly live a previous existence was something he couldn't
understand. And from the look of Elkan, it hadn't been such awonderful time. Nothing but fasting and
prayer and... He shook his head. Such thoughts were getting him nowhere.

"You havefailed," said Brother Ambrose. His voice and eyes were scornful. " Six times you have tried
and each time the hand of Satan has misguided your efforts. Once again | exhort you to—"

"Satan had nothing to do with it," snapped Tog hitterly. "I followed your guidance and drew abust.
Now it'stimefor usto talk."



"Deeds, not words are needed herel” Theretro lifted hisrosary asif to break into another of his
interminable diatribes. Tog dammed his hand on his desk.

"Shut up! If you start preaching a me again I'll shove that thing down your gullet! Now st down and
ligen!"

His hands were clenched again and he felt the tension of anger. It didn't help to know that hisrage
stemmed from fear—fear of failure and what failure would mean. But rage was usdless here—anger had
never yet been an aid to the finding of loot.

"Now, Brother Ambrose," he said quietly when the retrophile was sested. "Y ou lived in the first part
of the sixteenth century and were amonk at the monastery attached to the abbey at Waltham. Isthat
correct?'

"ltis"
"Please continue.”

Brother Ambrose looked surprised. He glanced at the lifeman seated at his side, looked at the dour
face of Saul, and let hiseyesrest on Tog's grim features. For amoment the scavenger thought he was
going to protest, then he swallowed and shrugged.

"Life at the monastery was very—satisfying. It ... but never mind that, you would not be interested.
Sufficient to say that Waltham Abbey was not without those who sought to aid Mother Church. Many
generous benefactors deeded gifts of land and money. There were other gifts of gold and precious
stones—but enough of that. The hand of Satan madeitsalf manifest in the antichrist, Henry VI11. In 1539
camethe general dissolution of the monasteries. Father Abbot took obvious precautions.”

"You are certain asto that?"

"Of course. | wasthere. | and two other brothers were entrusted with the task of safeguarding much
of the dtar furniture together with other precious objects. We buried them deep beneath the walls of the
chapter house, seding them with stone and mortar, piling earth so asto hide what we had done. Then we
waited with prayer and fasting for the coming of the hordes of Satanwho ..."

"Never mind that," said Tog hadtily. "We know what happened then." He glanced at the lifeman.
"Truth?'

"Without question. Y ou have our sworn atestation asto that."

The scavenger nodded. Without it he wouldn't have given this project a second thought. Theretro
was genuine enough—the Life Indtitute had made sure of that—but one man's memory was arisky thing
on which to chance the future.

Especidly when that memory was stretched over eight hundred years.
With death and rebirth in between.
"Theloot," hesad. "Thetreasure. Tell me about it again.”

"Thereisamongrance," sad the retro dreamily, "of pure gold heavier than aman can eadlly lift,
studded with three hundred and sixty-five precious gems, acrucifix of slver edged with gold and inlaid
with cogtly stones, and two incense boats and many plates of gold and silver. Thereisawedth of chains
and brooches—offerings from the faithful. There—it took many hoursfor the three of usto carry the



treasure to wherewe buried it."
IIArﬂ?I

"Thereisardiquary containing afragment of bone from the blessed St. Stephen. That ismy reward
for leading you to the treasure.”

"You can haveit," saidd Tog moodily. "If wefindit." Heleaned back and scowled at the maps littering
his desk. Too few, too undetailed, too frustrating. Waltham Abbey was the name of a place to the north
of London—Dbut just where was the abbey?

It was easy enough to point to a place on amap and give the answer but that was no help at all. Not
when the maps were three hundred and fifty years out of date. Not when the very terrain had atered
since then and landmarks had vanished. The maps were amost usdless and the memory of the retro even
more so.

For the forests of early England had yielded to open fields and enroaching hamlets, the hamletsto
villages, and the whole engulfed in the brick tide of London. Then the woods had returned so that now
verdure stood where streets had wound and even the hills had atered. No, he could not blame the
retro—but he had relied on him.

He rose and strode to the open flap of the tent and stood staring outside. He had made a mistake,
and abad one, and he would have to pay for it. Here, on the outskirts, not even the genera run of oot
could be expected. Here had stood suburbs and small factories, dormitories for the workers of London.
They could probe for years and find not even the cost.

Someone moved behind him. The retro stood at his side.

"Youwill try again,” said Brother Ambrose. "The lifeman has agreed to help me remember. The
reliquary must be found.”

Tog nodded, not answering, listening to the distant sounds his men made as they searched. He had
alway's despised the shotgun technique. Good loot couldn't be found that way; the laws of chance and
reason were againgt it. He liked the sharpshooter technique much better. The tracking down of probable
loot, the organizing of an expedition, the probes and tests and then, with luck, the strike.

But there had been no strike for too long and now, he knew, his reputation was over. A scavenger
lived by hisluck.

"Therdiquary." Brother Ambrose wasinsstent. Tog cut him short.

"Wewill try one moretime,” he said, "if you agree to go into deep-hypnosis, track in degp—and if
you can guarantee the basic cost.” He turned to where the lifeman sat with the patience of his profession.
"He can arrange the detalls."

"But..."
"Shut up!" Tog brushed aside the other's protest. He leaned forward, head tilted allittle, listening.
"You can't do thisto me!" The retro was desperate. "You ..."

"Hold your tongue!" Thistime the sounds were louder, more distinct. Tog stepped forward asaman
burgt into the camp. He was swesting, hisface red with effort, but he was grinning too.



"Tog!" He shouted. "Saul! Come quick! We've found something!™

It was ahole, but ahole rimmed with meta and sealed by adoor. It rested in apit which had been
dug with furious haste and aman crouched over it, burner in hand, the flame spreading asit bit into the
meta. Another stood, sonar in hand, listening to echoes.

"Give methat!" Saul grabbed the instrument, clamped earphones over his head, frowned as he made
adjusments. "Quiet!" heydled. "All of you, shut up!"

Inthe slencethethintrickle of faling soil sounded very loud.
"It'shollow.” Saul handed back the instrument. "Who found it?'

"l did." A man thrust hisway forward. "1 was probing around with arod.” Helifted athin shaft of
weighted stedl. "The place looked promising so | gaveit theworks." He chuckled, semi-intoxicated with
hisfind. "l don't know what made me tick at it so long. Ingtinct, | guess.”

Tog nodded, eyes narrowed as he surveyed the area. A good scavenger needed a nose for loot and
he employed only the best.

"Keep working at that door," he ordered. "L et me know when it's open." He stepped back, Saul
close at his hedls, ignoring the excited babble rising from the men. "What do you think of it, Saul?"

"It could be afind.” The probeman searched the areawith experienced eyes. "The upper structure's
falen but that's natural—the trees would see to that—but that door looks asif it was built to last.
Rust-proof aloy and well-mounted in thick concrete and, from what | could tell from the sonar, the
interior isclean.”

"Strong roof ?*

"It would have to be to stand that weight." Saul looked at the hill of debris, the thick roots of
encroaching trees, the weight of almost four centuries. "A tall building,” he mused. "Four, maybe Sx
stories, and if it was recent that means|ots of reinforced concrete and plenty of mass.” He shrugged. "It
could be another bomb-proof," he pointed out. "Full of bones and nothing else.”

"So far from the center?’
"It could be." Saul shrugged again. "Wdll, well soon know."

It took twenty minutes to burn open the door and, fast as Saul was, the guildsman was faster.
Hooded and shapelessin protective clothing, he waved them back as he advanced with his geigers.
Carefully hetested the areg, thrust himself through the opening, and vanished from view. The men of the
Power Guild had never lacked courage.

"It'sclean,” he said five minutes later. Hed thrown back his hood and gratefully bresthed the cool air.
"Resdud stuff only and it fals off from the opening. It'sdl yours, Tog, but remember to cal meif you
bresk into anything new."

Tog grunted, dready fastening the protective armor which the engineers clamed would withstand half
aton of fdling debris. Quickly he followed Saul into the opening, then halted as the probesman inched
ahead. Thiswas no time for impatience.

"Frm," said Saul, hisvoice echoing. "Built to last.”



"What's ahead?"

"Lookslikeamaze. It could be abomb-proof, Tog. Most of them were built with smilar
radiation-baffles" Hislight shone from theroof. "As solid asthe day it was built. Reinforced concrete, by
the look of it—you can see the marks of the shuttering. | wonder ... ?" Metallic noises and the sudden
stutter of aburner filled the air. Hastily Tog adjusted hisrespirator.

"What are you doing?'

"Tedting thewadll. | read somewherethat ..." Saul gave asatidfied grunt. "Tog! Thiswal'sfilled with
leed!™

"Lead!" Lead was money. Saul stepped back as the scavenger thrust forward, hislight shining into the
charred, grayish hole. He dug at the metd which was sandwiched between walls of concrete. "Y ou're
right! There must betonsof it!" Tog fdt atremendousreli€f. If dl thewalsweresmilar... He stopped
dreaming. "What's ahead?'

There were narrow corridors and sealed doors. They burned them open and waited impatiently asthe
guildsman checked for radiation. There was no radiation, but in the heart of the underground Structure
they found something ese.

Something incredible.

EDWARD MAINE, Master of Hypnotic Therapy, Comptroller of the Life Indtitute, South-East Region,
leaned on the low parapet of the upper promenade of the Lifetower and stared thoughtfully toward the
Setting sun. Behind him anovice stood in respectful attendance. Maineignored him. He had other things
on hismind.

It hadn't rained for ten days now, and during dl that time the wind had blown steadily from the west;
yet dtill the radiation monitors remained slent. It could only mean one thing. Soon now the great
necropolis of London would be ready for safe entry, the moldering ruins no longer the prerogative of
daring scavengers but open to al for systematic looting.

The prospect was intoxicating. No one could guess the wedlth of knowledge resting in the wilderness
of brick and stone, but there was no doubt that the value of salvageable materia would be fabulous.
During hisfew moments of relaxation Maineimagined what it would be—metd, rare stones, forgotten
mechanica techniques ... thelist was endless. Thinking about it he leaned alittle further over the parapet
and sensed rather than felt the novice at hisside.

"1'm not going to fdl, young man.”

"No, sr." The novice was young, very conscious of his duties, very proud at having been attached to
the retinue of the Comptroller. But he stayed closeto hismaster's side.

Maine sighed, half-tempted to keep the young man in suspense, then sighed again as he recognized
the petty application of authority. He stepped back from the edge and immediately noted the signas of
relief.

"Y our emotions are showing," he said coldly. "Y ou must practice better salf-contral. Y ou must aways



remember that no matter what you fed, your patients must never know it. Y ou recognize your fault?'
"Yes, ar. | feared for your safety and ...."

"You feared!" snapped Maine. "And you displayed rdlief at the remova of that fear. Such emotions
must never be reveded. Assurance, yes, confidence, certainly; fear, doubt, anxiety, never. Such emotions
are destructive. Do you understand?”

"Yes, gr."
"Good. Seethat you remember it."
"1 will, r, and—thank you."

The novice was sincere. Maine was a hard master but one of the best. A lesser man would have
broken him for his fault—but then alesser man might never have spotted thefault at dl. And the
Comptroller wasright. If alifeman could not control himself, how could he hope to control others?

"Towork," said Maine, dismissing theincident. "I want you to send for two companions from the
psychiatric wards. They areto be strong, agile and skilled at visua diagnosis. They areto attend me here
but to remain unobtrusive. Select them with care. | will not tolerate any failure.”

"Y ou are completing the treatment, Sir?"
"Yes. Thereisno point in further delay.”

The novice nodded, waked to acommunicator and spokeinto it. He looked at Maine. "Do you
expect trouble, Sr?'

"No, but it would befoolish to risk thework of months by neglecting to take an eementary
precaution.”

"l understand, Sir." The novice turned back to the communicator, listened, spoke, and broke the
connection. "Fifteen minutes, Sr. Isthat satisfactory?”

"It will do," said Maine casudly. "Thereisno great hurry.” The corners of hismouth lifted in ashallow
amile. "After dl, he haswaited s0 long that afew more minuteswon't hurt him."

He had waited three hundred and thirty-eight years.

His name was Brad Stevens. He was an atomic physicis—tall, thin, scholastically handsome. He was
forty-two years of age—correction, he had been borne in the year 1927.

How old was he now?

He sat in alittle room on asoft chair and stared between hisknees at afloor covered with seamless
plastic. The plastic held a pattern of abstract swirls and unconnected curves so that it was easy to let his
mind drift and alow the pattern to take on familiar shapes and recognizable forms. Things and buildings,
flowers and—faces.

SrWilliam'sface.

"...sorry to have to tell you this but you're man enough to take the truth. Thereisno
possibility of successful surgery. | can ease things a little with drugs but ..."



The Queen's surgeon. Old, kind, sympathetic, but devoid of hope. He vanished in the swirlsand
another took hisplace. A strong face—sguare-jawed, hard, dynamic, the planes carved from stone. The
face of aman who had learned to face harsh redlity.

Edgar Cranstead, Director of Atomic Research. Theredl Director—not the political puppet who
stalked in borrowed glory.

"...giveyou a choice. You can live out your life knowing what's to come and what the end will
be or you can take a chance. You can go into the Cradle. The choiceisyours."

Choicel

There had been no redl choice. To live out therest of hislife under constant surveillance or to take the
chance offered that, one day, a cure might be found for the cancer eating into his body. The government
was willing to give him that chance for the sake of the knowledge he carried in hisbrain, the skillshe
possessed. A short life and apainful death or—

He had chosen the Cradle.

"An appropriate name, don't you think?" Doctor Lynne smiled up at him from the patterned floor.
"Some of the boys wanted to name it the Tomb but that was a little too macabre. Don't you
agree?"

He had agreed.

" Suspended animation,” continued the doctor. " Smple, really, once we managed to iron out the
bugs. Just a matter of slowing down the metabolism to almost zero and keeping it that way." He
beat hishand againgt awall. "This placeis built like a vault. You'll be safe enough in here until we
wake you and when we do, we'll have the know-how to cure what's wrong. All you haveto do isto
go to sleep and when you wake, your troubles will be over."

Well, he was awake.

Helooked up from the memory-triggering patterns on the floor, conscious of asudden, tremendous
glow of life.

He was awake!

And he had asecond chancel

A novice escorted him upgtairs, faling behind as they reached the promenade, standing silent and
watchful as Brad looked at the city.

"Y ou are disgppointed?’ Maine, thought Brad, seemed to have the uncanny knack of reading minds.
Or perhapsit was just that he had trained himself to read the most minute change of expression.

"A little," he admitted. He looked again over the city, apart of his mind wondering at the absence of
noise, another part supplying the answer. Electric power, clean and silent. The buildings were
unambitious—flat roofed, sometiered, the mgority low, with here and there atower reaching toward the

y.

Phoenix was neat enough—but it didn't seem much for three hundred years of progress. He said so.
Maine shrugged.



"Perhaps. But the progress of your time was somewhat violently interrupted. Y ou know that.”
"Yes," Brad agreed. "'l know it."

It was, he thought, surprising just how much he did know about thisnew age. Little, everyday things
had caused him no embarrassment. He knew the rank and purpose of those whom he met. He knew
how to operate various devices with their unfamiliar controls. Even the distortions of the language
presented no problem.

Obvioudy he had been taught and they must have doneit before he awoke,

It had been a strange awakening. He remembered atime of confusion like a distorted dream when he
hed lain wrapped in an endless darkness which had rocked and lulled him to tranquility. The amniotic
tank, of course, he knew that now—a simulacrum of awomb. It had shielded him and protected him
while he regained his strength and there had been a voice, degp and compelling, commanding and
directing him through the trauma.of birth.

Thetraumaof birth!
Now why should hethink of athing like that?

The air was warm with the sultry heat of late summer but here, high on the tower, therewasa
refreshing breeze from the west. Brad stepped closer to the edge of the parapet, resting his elbows on
the stone, leaning over as he stared below.

From the wall behind him two men stepped forward, their eyes watchful. Impatiently Maine waved
them back and joined Brad where he stood. The novice ignored the command. He was a shadow behind
them both. Coincidence gave Brad's comment an added depth.

"I'm not going to fal over, young man."
"No," said Maine. "I don't think that you will—now."
"Did you think that | might?'

"The desth-wish can be very strong,” said the Comptroller. "Y ou are fresh from the comfort of the
womb, faced with the necessity of adjusting to anew age—in many ways, perhaps, afrightening age.
Many would choose not to faceit.”

"I'm not one of them." Brad drew a deep bregth, enjoying the taste and smell of it, the feding of lifeit
gave. "l likelifetoo well to want to end it before | haveto. Y ou don't have to worry about me.”

Maine remained silent, his eyes searching the other'sface. Brad didn't turn.
"Tdl meabout it," he said quietly. The Comptroller knew what he meant.

"The Debacle came about fifteen years after you entered the vault,” he said. "'In the following period of
chaos much was forgotten, including your resting place. Not that it mattered—the radioactivity precluded
entry into the area. But your engineers built well and the structure was basicaly unharmed.”

"Arﬂ?l

"The vault was found by some scavengers guided by aretro who claimed to have knowledge of the
whereabouts of buried treasure. They did not find the treasure. Instead they found your vault. It
contained, among other things, thirty-seven capsules, eleven of which were found to ill contain viable



life. We managed to resurrect three."
"Three?"

"Yes" said Maine camly. "Y ou have two companions from your own age.”

The young man was Carl Holden. He was big with arugger-player's physque, about twenty-eight
years of age with golden, close-cropped hair. He waved to Brad as he lounged in achair.

"Hi, pa!"

Brad ignored him, his eyes unbelieving as he stared a the woman.

"Hden!"

"Brad! Oh, Brad!" Their hands met, squeezed, lingered before faling gpart. "Brad! How wonderful!"
"Didn't you know?"

"They said there was another but not who." She gave alittle laugh of delight. "Brad! | can't believeit!”

It was coincidence but not as outrageous as it seemed. They had worked at the same place, Helenin
the biochemica laboratories, and had had the same boss. She too must have...

"Leukemia," she said. "About two years after you went abroad.” She smiled at hisexpresson. "That's
what the answer was when | asked after you. A specid assgnment, very hush-hush, questions not
wanted and answers not given. The Security of the Nation depended on utter secrecy and al that rot.
Anyway, when | fell sck—Dbut I'm forgetting. Y ou know the drill."

"Yes'" hesad. "Areyou dl right now?"

"Of course. They filled me with dope and told me that twenty years would see me better than new
and twice as beautiful. Were they right, Brad?"

"Yes," he said. Helen Shapparch was a beautiful woman. She had dways been beautiful. Once—but
that was more than three hundred years ago. No torch could burn that long.

"When you two love-birds havefinished ..." said Carl. He sounded peevish and Brad guessed that he
fet alittle jedlous. "Maybe we can get down to business. When did they stick you in the Cradle?’

" 'Sxty-nine. You?'

"Two yearsearlier. | wasthefirs after they revived the five-year dog and found it could be done. |
had the same trouble as Helen, only they told me ten years not twenty. The damn liargl”

"Youreliving," said Brad curtly. "Be thankful for that. The othersdidn't have our luck."

"So I'mliving!" Carl jerked from his chair and paced the floor. "So when do | start? | want to get out
of hereand start catching up. If these quacksthink that I'm going to be one of their prize exhibits, then
they want to think again. I've had enough of hospitalsto last methisand every other life."

"That's an odd way to put it," said Brad.

"That'sthe only way to put it. A new age. A new way of looking at things. Or don't you believein



reincarnaion?"

"What he believes doesn't matter,” interrupted Helen. "Y ou forget that we've had longer to think about
things than he has, but were wasting time. | think that Maine put us together so that we could make some
kind of plansfor the future. What do you think, Brad?'

"Why ask him?"
"Bequiet, Carl. Well, Brad?"

Her faith in his ability to provide the answersflattered his ego but did little more than that. But the
problem had to be faced. They were dive and had to go on living. How was something €l se.

"We can only go by analogy,” he said dowly. "If, in our time, agroup of people had somehow
survived from the saeventeenth century, what would we have done for them? | think that they would have
been given some kind of government support, or at least a private trust would have been set up to
providefor them. In return they would have provided information about their era. They ..."

He broke off asachime quivered theair. A flat envelope dropped through a dot beside the door.
"Mail ddivery.” Carl crossed the room, stooped to pick it up. Helen frowned as he passed her.
"Never mind that now, Carl. Go on, Brad."

"Well—" Hefrowned. Why did she haveto look at him with such trusting eyes? " They would have
given lectures, things like that. In any case, we can be certain that we wouldn't have let them want for
anything. | think it fair to assumethat this society will fed much the same. After dl they havea
responshility towardusand ..."

"Rubbigh!”
"Whet ... 7'

"Rubbish," snapped Carl again. "What you are saying is sheer balderdash and you must know it.
What we would have done," he mimicked. "Jesus Christ! Do you think that every society must be as soft
asours?'

He stood before them, hisface red with anger, his blue eyes gleaming with rage. He held papersin his
big hand.

"How stupid can you get?' Carl gestured with the papers. "Here you are saying how humane these
people must be and dl the time you don't know a damn thing about them. Well, take thisand be
educated!"

He thrust one of the papers at Helen, the other at Brad. The typescript was alittle unfamiliar but the
arrangement was unmistakable.

It was ahill and thetota wasincredible.

THE STREET Was over two hundred years old which meant that dl the houses had the same, monotonous



bubble-shape, the hemispheres of rough-cast concrete unrelieved by any attempt at decoration. Only the
most fanatica retrophile would want to keep it intact for it could hold few pleasant memories. For
Captain Westdde it held none at al. He was no romanticist and did not care for dums.

Shuman lived in one of the houses. He jerked open the door as Serge pressed the button, his sharp,
fox-like face creased in asmile of welcome.

"Ah, Captain. | have been waiting for you. We are alittle late are we not?"

He spoke with a soothing tone of condescens on which, despite the organ-tones of hisvoice, irritated
hisvisitor to the point of fury because he knew the reason for it. Serge Westdale was a policeman. He
did not wear auniform and he didn't direct the traffic or guard public places, but he carried a badge and
was sworn to uphold the law. The hypnotist wasn't impressed. To him Sergewasacripple.

Heled the way into theinterior of the house as Serge muttered gpologies, wishing that he didn't have
to ded with the man and hoping that, at least, his reputation was not exaggerated. Asyet he had no proof
of that but he had to befair. It was asking alot of this back-street practitioner, unlicensed by the Ingtitute,
to succeed where top-qualified men had failed.

Automaticaly Serge relaxed on the couch, watching Shuman set up his hypnotics, hoping, despite his
foreboding, that this time something positive would happen. The hypnotist, he noted, was swesting. He
was aso surprisingly clumsy. It was acombination which aroused his suspicions.

"Wheat are you planning to do this sesson?"
"Place you under degp hypnosis and crash the Barrier.”

"You tried to do that the last time." Serge swung long legs over the edge of the couch. ™Y ou had no
success then—what makes you think that you'll have it now?"

"Please leave the technica detailsto me!™ snapped Shuman. He dabbed at his forehead with adingy
handkerchief and gave arueful smile. "Please forgive my sharpness but, professional pride—you know
how itis"

"No, | don't know." Serge was curt. There wastoo much at stake for him to be cardess. "Thelast
time you said that perhaps | was a new-birth and that to try and crash the Barrier was awaste of time."

"That istrue and a possibility we must not disregard. However, as| said, | wish to make certain.
New-births are extremely rare. Now please relax and leave everything to me. Successisimpossible
without the fullest cooperation.”

"A moment, lifeman." Serge made the title sound like an insult. "' want us both to be quite clear on
this. Y ou know the pendtiesfor implanting false memories?'

"Naturdly."

"Then | takeit that your recorder is seded and operating?'
"Of course."

"And that your check-cameras are the same?"

"Redly, captain, | would hardly ..."

"| think that you would do amost anything to earn the thousand contingent fee." Serge was brutal.



"Give mewaking audit asusud."

"It would be awaste of time." Shuman recovered his composure and, with it, some of hisdignity. "We
have tried that and it Smply does not work. Y our memories are too deeply implanted, the Barrier istoo
strong for such techniques. Y ou may even, as | mentioned, be a new-birth. It will take the degpest
hypnosis and shock-tacticsto find out.”

It was tempting to agree, to place himsdf without reservation into the other's hands, but he dared not
take therisk. This quack was too eager for money and might risk hisneck to earn it. Decisively Serge
shook his head.

"Nothing doing. Waking audit asusud.”
"But, captain—"

"One hundred for your trouble," Serge interrupted and wondered at his charity. "If you manage
Breskthrough I'll give you the thousand as promised. Takeit or leaveit.”

Shuman sighed, some of the anxiety fading from his eyes a the certainty of some money at least. He
looked at the dingy walls, the antiquated equipment, the meter clocking up his power-charges.

"Could you make that a hundred and fifty, captain? Unless | pay the power guild soon I'll—"
"All right. Now get onwithit."

It was along session. Shuman, licensed or not, knew his business and was grateful enough to do his
best. He used every trick in the book, plusafew of hisown devising. He took Serge back through youth,
through childhood, through infancy and then, in the foetd stage, he stuck.

The traumawas too greet. He couldn't achieve Breakthrough. The Barrier remained impenetrable.

Sergewas il acripple.

Police Headquarters were on Prime Avenue and Serge drove to his office at the regulated twenty-five
miles an hour not remembering, when he sivung into the parking lot, athing about hisjourney.

Grenmae lounged in his chair reading his usual book, and Serge wondered just what attraction
Boswell's autobiography held for the man. True, he had lived in the period but there must be alimit to
nostagia. He said so and Grenmae shook his head.

"It isn't that, Serge. It'sfun to read about the eraand it helps me to remember, but I'm no candidate
for Facamile. Y ou can't live in those places unless you've plenty of money and | haven't. I'd wind up as
an odtler or alackey like | was before, and | had enough of that kind of life then without wanting more of
the same now." He closed the book and did it into adrawer. "Any luck, Serge?"

"NO_"

"That'stough." Grenmae was genuinely sympathetic. "But what €l se did you expect from aquack? A
mirade?"

Serge shrugged. He felt no embarrassment in discussing his disability. In an age where men had
experienced athousand different periods of existence, toleration had acquired areal meaning.

"What you need is atop-operator from the Life Ingtitute,” said Grenmae. "Maine or Clowder. They're



among the best.”
"At their pricesthey should be. | can't afford what they ask."

"Y ou could dways arrange amortgage.”" Grenmae suggested. Then, as he saw the captain's
expression. "No, well, | guessyou know best. It's your business.”

"That'sright." Serge changed the subject. "Anything interesting?’

"Nothing much. A pickpocket was caught over in the market and we had to rescue him from the maob.
A couple of youngsters jumped their governors and raced down Tenth Avenue. A man was beaten and
robbed in Homer Road but hell live. A—"

"Homer Road? Isan't that near Alsatia?”’

"Right on the edge."

"Then he asked for it. It's none of our businessanyway if he didn't get himsdlf killed. Anything else?"
"A looper did adutch and there was achasing over in the third sector but that's about al."

"A chasing!" Serge frowned. He hated the sudden, unpredictable violence that, for some unknown
reason, sent a panic-stricken quarry fleeing from agrowing, hysterical mob. "Did they get him?"

"Her," corrected Grenmae. "It was awoman. No, they didn't get her. We managed to rescue her in
tirTell

"Good." Sergerelaxed as he stared at the pin-marked map. A normal day, nothing to worry about
and nothing which immediately concerned him. Thefinancia department would take care of the
pickpocket and the victim of the chase. The beaten man had no redress. The two racerswould be
pendized under the general safety regulations. Nothing could be done about the looper.

A quiet day, uneventful day.
He caught Grenmag's amile.
"Isthat dl?'

"One other small, trifling matter." Grenmae seemed to be enjoying a private joke. Hetook adip from
his desk and passed it to the captain. "The magjor wants you to go to the Ingtitute and act as adjudicator.”

"He does?' Serge frowned as heread the dip in hishand. "What's this got to do with me?
Adjudication of debt has nothing to do with my department.”

"Maybe not," agreed Grenmae. "But the Old Man thought you should handle this one. It concerns
those three suspended animation cases and he reckons that makes it your business.”

Serge grunted. Sometimesthe mgor carried logic too far.

They werewaiting when he arrived. The three of them in chairs against onewall, the recorder, and the
Chief Accountant. Serge nodded to them then looked at the deepers. They seemed normal enough, taller
and alittle heavier than most and the woman—

Thewoman was beautiful.



Brad heard Helen's sharp whisper.
"He looks too young to be agood lawyer."

"Heisn't alawyer. Maine explained it to me. He's a policeman, some kind of specid officer.
Handsome, isn't he?"

Helen didn't answer but Brad had seen the look the officer had given her. Inwardly he smiled. They
had at least one ally—at least, Helen diid.

"Let's hope that he's fighting on our side,” muttered Carl. "Just look at Crow's face. Tak about
Shylock!"

Chief Accountant Crow was no lover of Shakespeare and knew nothing of the infamous
moneylender, but he was adamant asto his due. The Ingtitute was owed money and he intended to
collect it. Serge acknowledged the debt but disputed the amount.

"Thisprior item," he said. "Y ou paid the scavengers five hundred imperia s each for thirty-gix
unopened capsules—atota of eighteen thousand, yet you have split this sum among my clients—six
thousand each. Thisisunjust. They should be charged no more than the cost of their individua capsules.”

"| disagree. The money was paid and, because of it, these three are now dive."

"Y et you purchased the capsules on anindividud basis,”" inssted Serge. "Y ou did not buy them in bulk
nor did you finance the expedition. My point remainsvalid."

He relaxed as Crow reluctantly nodded agreement. It wasthefirst victory, but he doubted if he would
win many others. Crow was too shrewed for that. But he had to try.

"I must question thisitem,” continued Serge. "Y ou have charged the entire cost of the total
resurrection-operation to my clients. This seemsunjust in view of the fact that eight failures resulted from
eleven atempts.”

"Areyou suggesting that we prorate the charges?”
v

"l cannot agree. It was because of the knowledge gained from those failures that we finally managed
to succeed.”

"My clients cannot be expected to pay for your tuition,” snapped the captain.

Crow lifted hishand. ""One moment, please. Let us berationa about this. If you cameto mewith a
disease which was unfamiliar to me and | managed to cureit, would you fed it unfair that you were asked
to pay the cost of basic research?"

Serge hesitated, recognizing the trap, and for amoment was tempted to yield the point. Then he
looked at Helen and continued the battle.

"If the facts were made clear to me from the beginning then, of course, | could have no complaint. But
my clients were not so informed. They did not have free choice and it is unjust to charge them for
expenses over which they had no control. Therefore |—"

Carl leaned toward Helen, his head amost touching her cheek, and he whispered to Brad.



"Thisiscrazy! Those guyswill be asking usto pay for the building next on the grounds that we
couldn't have been treated until it was erected.”

"That was covered in the charges for the accommodation,” said Brad. "They runthisplacelikea
hotel. It'sfair enough when you think about it."

"Fair, my eyel”

Carl was annoyed but paying for medica attention was nothing new. What was both new and
disturbing was the manner of disputing the bill and the seriousness of the discussion. It wasadmogt asif
they were on trid and Serge was alawyer trying to reduce the pendty for their crime.

Money, thought Brad grimly, still retained its tremendous importance.
"Heswinning," bresthed Helen. "L ook at the fat man, hesgivingin.”

Crow had findlly yielded the point, looking sourly at the recorder as the woman amended the bills,
then glanced at the policeman with reluctant admiration.

"You areahard man, captain, but | ill think you argued from faulty premises.”

"We can takeit to the courtsif you wish," suggested Serge. Crow dismissed the notion with awave of
hishand.

"No, I'll accept your argument because it's aborderline case. Now, asto the other items—"

Serge gained no further victories nor had he expected to. Medication, care, food and attention were
all listed at regular prices but he did raise his eyebrows at the speciaists fees. Crow was quick to
pounce.

"Even you would hardly dare to claim that these were Smple cases,” he said. "Master Hypnotist
Maine worked under intensive pressure for long periods and used his kill to the uttermost. Also, there
would have been no hope of return had he been unsuccessful. Therefore, the fees are on a contingent
basswhich—"

"No dispute,” interrupted Serge. He relaxed and smiled at the accountant. "Welll accept the rest
without protest.”

He studied the three againgt the wall as the recorder busied herself amending the documents, alittle
curious but not intensaly s0. They remembered atime long in the past but that was not unusud. They
were alittle vague as to present-day customs but he had known retrophiles equally so. There was nothing
particularly specid about them at al except that—well, it was hard not to Stare at the woman.

She met hiseyes and smiled at him as she extended her hand.

"You did agood job," said Helen, and introduced hersdf. "Thisis Brad Stevens and thisis Carl
Holden."

"Serge Westdale, Captain of Temporia Police, South-East Region.”

"Temporid?' Helen looked surprised. "That meanstime, doesn't it? Well, now | know why you're
here. | suppose weretime travelers, in away, so we'd come under your jurisdiction. But surely you don't
just st around waiting for people like usto be discovered?”



"Of coursenot." He knew that she waited for him to explain but felt disnclined to go into detail. "My
work is—different.”

"A secret?’

"No, it'sjust that ..." Heturned as Crow called to him to attend to the formalities. They didn't take
long. He handed each of them a copy of the revised account. "Hold on to these, they're important. It'sa
certified copy of your debt to the Life Ingtitute together with interest rates and cal cul ated repayment

period.”

"That'snice," said Carl. He scowled down at the document. "What are we supposed to pay
with—blood?"

"He'sgot apoint,” said Brad. Hefdt alittle sick. Apparently they were to be discharged from the
I ngtitute with no money, no home, nowhere to go and no obviousfuture. It was hardly apromising start
toanew life,

It was ds0 alittle frightening that none of the others seemed to consider it at all unusual.

"Y ou and your dreams," sneered Carl to Brad. "Y ou said that they'd look after us. Like hell they will!
They don't giveadamn!™

"l don't understand?' Crow was genuindly bewildered. " Surely you don't expect the Institute to accept
the responsibility of your future welfare? Y ou are certified fit, whole and able—therestisup to
yoursaves"

"And if we starvein the gutter how the hell do you expect to get paid?' Carl was flaming with anger.
"Sdl our bodiesfor dog-meat?!

"Not for animal food," protested Crow. "That would be uneconomica. But ..."
"All right," interrupted Sergeflatly. "Y ou can use my place until you get established.”

Hewas, he thought, alittle crazy. These people weren't children. They were not helpless. They were
adultswith an adult's skill and responsibility and they had brains and the will to exit. It should be enough.

Hewas afool to be so charitable.

v

THE KHAN EMPLOYMENT AGENCY reminded Brad of a charity-doctor's surgery. There was the same
dingy room, the same hard benches containing the same collection of men and women al suffering from
the same disease. The disease was poverty and the doctor, instead of treating their physicd ills, was
interested only in finding them jobs.

Atafee

"Oneimperid," snapped the hard-faced woman in reception. "That's the interview fee. Ten per cent of
al pay for any job we may find you. Pay now, please.”

Slowly Brad handed over some of the money he had borrowed from the captain.



"Dol getit back if theinterview'sabust?'

It wasasilly question. Tiredly he sat down and waited histurn. A bell sounded. He rose, entered an
inner room which stank of must and mildew, stale smoke and edible grease. A withered man sat behind a
knee-hole desk. Hewore a high, starched collar, aflowing cravat, afrock-coat and sted-rimmed
pince-nez. He waved Brad to a chair and solemnly took a pinch of snuff.

Mr. Khan, Brad guessed, had been a solicitor in a previous existence and couldn't forget it.

"Ah, Stevens," he said, and looked down to where Brad's application rested on ablotter. Hisvoice
wasthin, dry and precise. His eyes, asthey peered at Brad over the ridiculous lenses, were small, blue
and very shrewd. "Atomic physcigt?’

"That'sright."

"l see" Thinfingersrapped deicately on thelid of the snuff box. "Why have you cometo me? Why
not to the Guild?'

"I've been to the Guild. They weren't interested.” In fact they had treated Brad asamedieva Chrigtian
would have treated Judas. "They seem to blame me for what happened.”

"The Debacle?' Khan shrugged. "Natura enough, perhaps, but surely they areinterested in what you
can tell them about the generation of power?"

Hewas, thought Brad, having himsdlf alittle fun. With difficulty he kept histemper.

"We don't spesk the same language,” he said. "1 talk of tons and they talk of ounces. The
power-needs of society aren't the same asthey werein my day. And they seem to be afraid of atomics
as| know it."

"But surely you could teach them something?”
"l could," said Brad bitterly. "If only what not to do, but they don't seem to trust me.”

"No," said Khan. "And they know what not to do." Slowly he took another pinch of snuff. "Tell me,"
he said casudly, "could you make abomb?’

"An atomic bomb?Yes, if | had the materid. Why?'

"Perhapsthat's why they don't trust you." Khan gave abland smile. "Y ou lived in London, |
understand.”

IIYall
"Interesting. Did you know Furnivd'snn?"
"No." Brad tried to restrain hisimpatience. "They demolished it before | wasborn.”

"A pity, | had an office there.” Khan sighed asif at a pleasant memory. "Brave times, Stevens, brave
times”

"l know the site," said Brad hadtily. "But | only remember modern London, the one just before the
Debacle." He anticipated the next question. "And | have no memory of any previous existence.”

"A cripple?' Khan tutted his sympathy. Brad shook his head.



"l don't know. No one hasyet tried to—" It seemed ridiculousto talk about. "In my time we didn't
believein reincarnation.”

"That," saild Khan serioudy, "was the misfortune of the past.”

He leaned back, lips pursed as he stared at the dirty ceiling, fingertips tapping gently on thelid of his
snuff box.

"Y ou could make abomb,” he mused softly. ™Y ou could make killer-dusts and, of course, you know
the haf-lives of radioactive materids. Y ou know much of what the Guild protects—and you are
unaitached.”

"Yes," said Brad. He wondered what the little man was getting at. Khan didn't explain.

"Well," he said cheerfully, swinging down hiseyes, "never mind dl that for now. We have rather more
immediate businessto discuss. Y ou have, of course, been to other agencies?’

Brad nodded.

"And they could not help you? | suspected as much. The trouble with big agenciesisthat they lack the
human element. Computers, Stevens, have no heart and no sympathy and, those who work with them
seem to acquire the same attributes. But, to befair, you fal in rather adifficult category.”

Brad readied himsalf for another regjection.

"l could probably find you aplacein alabor squad,” said Khan. "It doesn't pay much and—" He saw
Brad'sexpression. "No? | can't blame you. Well, let us progress. Have you any other specia talents?
Canyou sng, paint, play amusical instrument? Are you especiadly good at any sports or games or do
you do anything—we l—unusua ?'

"NO_"

"A pity." Thelittle man frowned, helped himsdf to snuff, dusted his stained cravat. "Y ou said that you
knew London. Did you know it well?'

" lived there most of my life"

"l find that very interesting.” Khan suddenly took agreet interest in hisnails. "Tdl me, Stevens, where
do you usudly dine?'

"At home—when | dinea dl."

"l see" Khan switched his atention to his other hand. "They tell me the Folgone Terraceisan
excdllent placeto eat. Thereisawonderful view from the roof—and you meet the most interesting

Brad grunted, wondering why the little man was being so cautious.

"Theview is particularly good at about seven—or should | say nineteen hundred hours?*
"Saven will do. I'm old fashioned."

Khan laughed with adry rustling and Brad realized that he had made ajoke.

"Old fashioned! That'sgood! That's damned good! Stap meif it ain't!"



He had, thought Brad sourly, a peculiar sense of humor.

Seven found Brad standing outside the Folgone Terrace looking up at the glass and stone facade. He
turned and bumped into aman. He was short and thick, dressed in the helmet and armor of a Roman
Tribune of thetime of Augustus Caesar. He glared, one hand dropping to the hilt of his sword.

"Sorry," said Brad.

The man said something—if it was Latin Brad didn't recognize more than afew sounds. Not
surprising, redly. In his own time no one had known how the Romans pronounced their language.

"Sorry," he said again, then, " Pace—I mean pax.”

"Peace," said the man thickly. He frowned asif in the throes of trandation. "Y ou speak badly,
barbarian. Have greater care when next you meet an officer of the Legions."

"l will,"” said Brad quickly. "vdé&"
"vad"

Theman swung away, probably heading toward Londinium, the Roman Facsimile built higher up the
river, where they had reintroduced the old, gladiatoria games. Brad stared after him, wondering what it
was like to be aretrophile, to have such vivid memories of the past that they conquered those of the
present. Then he shrugged.

He doubted if he would ever know. He wasn't sure that he ever wanted to.

A lift swept him up to aglass-walled restaurant whose entrancing odors brought salivato his mouth
and nogtdgic twingesto his ssomach. Hastily he climbed the sairsto the viewing platform above.

It was aflat, open square with a breast-high parapet, some benches, some coin-operated telescopes
and nothing else. A scatter of peoplefilled the area. A solitary guard leaned againgt thewall at the head
of the stairs, one thumb hooked in his gunbdit, his eyes vacant as he chewed something with abovine
monotony.

Brad crossed to the parapet and stared down at the city. It seemed anormal enough place now that
he was getting used to it. Only the wide variety of clothing worn by the people signaed the great
difference between this society and the one he had known. Otherwise they were the same—heaven if
you had money, hdl if you didnt.

He caught aflash of red, the swirl of ascarlet cloak on the street below. Another Roman retro on his
way to Londinium. Brad stared thoughtfully after the man. At college he had made the fencing team and
should be able to hold hisown in one of the gladiatorial combats. An epee wasn't agladius but he would
have the advantage of modern techniques and trained reflexes. If the worst came he could aways use his
ill for gain.

If things could possibly get worse.
"A niceview, igntit?'

The man had come from nowhere. Brad saw a thick-set body, drab clothing, amat of beard over
which stared hard, gray eyes.



"I'm Morgan,” he said. Brad smiled.

"Captain Morgan? Of the Spanish Man?"

"Who'she?'

"Forget it," said Brad. "It was ajoke." Morgan grunted and narrowed his eyes.
"You Stevens?"

"V es"

"| thought s0." Morgan gestured toward the city. " Seeing as how you're new maybe you'd like meto
point out afew things. That tower over there, that's Carlton's Gdleries, the biggest dedler in antiquesin
theregion. Over thereis Delancy's Financid Trust—heé's the biggest shark in the business and over there,
to theleft of the Lifetower, that's the regiona headquarters of the Guild. Do themselves proud, don't

they?”
There was an odd note in Morgan's voice. Brad accepted the bait.
"They shouldn't find that hard,” he said casudly. "From what | hear they've got it made.”

"Y ou can say that again!" Morgan spat over the pargpet. "A man hasn't the chance to scrape a decent
living with those parasitesliving on his back. What with power costs, geiger-fees, having to operate under
supervison and pay percentages to the checkers the profit's gone before it's made.”

"l canimagine," said Brad. "Y ou, of course, are a scavenger?”
"Oneof the best."

Brad nodded, then lifted his arm and pointed to where a dender spire rose at the edge of the city.
"What'sthat place?’

"Marc Vedon's. Stay away from him. Hesaghoul." Morgan sounded impatient. "We were talking
about the Guild."

II&?I

"So maybe you've as much reason to didike them as | have." Morgan glanced over his shoulder and
lowered hisvoice. "Y ou can't have had things easy since you woke. In thisworld, brother, money islife.
Follow?'

"Keep taking."

"Y ou know London. Well, | know it too but the maps are poor and we've never reglly gonein deep
asyel." He spat again. "Those damn guildsmen! I've had three of them working for five days at atime
before now checking a sector only to be told that it was too hot for working."

"They should know," said Brad. "They were warning you againgt risking your life."

"Maybe." Morgan was sour. "Or maybe they were saving the sector for themselves. How do | know
they weretdling the truth?"

"Y ou should check," said Brad. "Y ou—" He broke off, remembering. "Doesit make all that
difference?’



"Not to me and the boys—we'd be willing to take our chances but we've got to be sure of agood
profit before taking abig risk. We want slver, diamonds, stuff like that. Antiquestoo. Understand?”

"I think s0."

"Good." Morgan smiled and became very casud. "Now where could we find diamonds? Do you
know?'

Brad didn't answer. He was beginning to understand Morgan'sinterest. Like al treasure hunters the
scavengers wanted small, compact, high-priced items. And he could lead them to where they could be
found.

"How much?'
Morgan blinked then grinned with aflash of white teeth.
“Youll play?'

"For aprice. | cantel you whereto find what you're looking for. I'll draw maps and diagrams and—"
He broke off as Morgan shook his head. "What now?'

"l want more than maps. | want you to act asguide.”

"All right." It was decent, respectable work and carried the possibility of high rewards. "Whendo |
dat?'

"Wdl, now," said Morgan dowly. "It's not quite as Smple asthat. | waswondering if—"
"What more do you want?" snapped Brad sharply. He was beginning to smell arat.
It was avery large and dangerous animal.

The Power Guild held amonopoly on geigers and, without them, it would be suicide to attempt to
enter the radioactive areas. Scavengers could take a chanceif they wanted to, but before their salvaged
goods could be offered for sale, each item was checked by guildsmen and sedled with their warrant of

sfety.
Morgan wanted to by-pass the Guild.

"Y ou know al about atomics," he whispered eagerly. "Y ou know al about the safe-levels of radiation.
Y ou can make and read gelgers. Man! Y ou've got it made!”

Brad didn't comment.

"Listen," continued Morgan. "Y ou can guide usto the safe areas. Y ou know where therich stuff isto
be found. Y ou can even tell us how long we can work in the hot places. I'll fit out an expedition and well
goinand clean up. Well cut out the Guild and make afortune.”

"What about the Guild sed?"
Morgan shrugged.
"Forged?’ Brad nodded. "It would have to be."

"What'sin aforged seal ? With you checking out the stuff there's nothing to go wrong. No one's going



to complain. No one's going to get hurt. | don't want to sell hot goods but if we cut out the Guild well
double the profit. Hell, what are you worried about? One successful trip and you'll be made.”

"Orinjal."
"Jl?'

"Places where they put people who've broken the law," said Brad dryly. Maybe he didn't mean jall
but one thing was certain—if he was caught he would suffer. The Guild would protect its own.

Thoughtfully he stared down into the city. Khan was behind this, of course, that was obvious. He had
st up the rendezvous and he had been smooth about it. There was nothing to connect him to the
scavenger, but his very caution warned Brad of danger.

"Wel?'

Morgan was impatient. He rested his hand above Brad's el bow and hisfingerswere like stedl. Brad
had the impression that if he refused, the scavenger would throw him over the edge. He looked over his
shoulder.

"The guard'swatching us."
"Never mind him—what's your answer?"

"Let go of my arm." Brad waited, stepped a couple of feet away. Morgan wouldn't murder before
witnesses—but aman could awaysfall. "Thanks but—no thanks."

"What—7"

"You heard what | said. Theideds crazy. Forget it.
"You'reafool, Stevens. There's an easy fortune to be made.”
"Maybe, but I'm not interested in anything illegd .

"Y ou moral bastard,” said Morgan. Above the beard his face was white, the eyeswild. "It'sdl right
for you to sponge on aman with a soft head but when it comes to getting down to earning aliving you get
choosey. Who the hell are you to preach to me?”

"Y ou'd better go," said Brad.

"I'll go." Morgan's hands were clenched, hisvoice asneer. "'l can't stand the stink of you parasites.
Y ou make mesick, thelot of you. Go to hell, you sponging creep!”

He stalked off, an indignant man.

\Y,

THE DANCERSWERE NUDE, their oiled bodies gleaming in the spotlight, writhing in uninhibited abandon to
the pulsing rhythm of drums. The dance ended. Like waves pounding a shore applause rose from the
audience.



"Did you likeit?" Serge leaned acrossthe table, eyes bright in the subdued illumination. Helen
nodded.

"They were superb.”

"They should be. Aktin danced at the temple of Apollo and the girl wasahigh priestessof Badl." He
caught her smile. ™Y ou don't believe them?"

"Do | haveto?'
"No. But—"

"Ligten, Serge. In my time the difference between publicity and outright lying was so small that it didn't
exig. Y ou mustn't blame mefor not believing everything | hear. In any case, doesit matter? Their dancing
was gl superb.”

"Yes," hesaid, and hestated. "Wdll, never mind. Let's have ancther drink."

It was athick, green, aily liqueur with an odd sdineflavor digtilled, she knew, from a species of
mutated seaweed farmed in the estuary gardens. It was both strong and expensive. She caught hisarm as
he turned again to the waiter.

"No morefor me, Serge.”

"You mug, thisisaceebration." Hewaited until they had fresh drinks. "1 saw Colman today. Hewas
impressed with your sketches and you're going to hear from him soon. | didn't want to say anything until
you had, but—"

"I'd never have forgiven you!" She looked at him, her eyes shining. "Serge! Thisiswonderful!”
"It'sabeginning. Tdl me, were dl scientists fashion designersin your time?”

"Not unlessthey did it asahobby. | used to design clothes for dolls and sometimes for mysdlf and
friends" She amiled. "I even toyed with theideaof becoming amodd but they told me that | wastoo
fa."

"Well-built," he corrected. "Very wdl-built."
"Youflater me
"Truth isnever flattery."

"Thank you for the compliment." She became serious. "When Colman calls how should | handle
"The usua way. Hewill probably offer you a percentage deal based on the actual sde of your

designs, but | suggest that you ask for an immediate down-payment in cash and alower percentage. And
don' tie yoursdlf to along-term contract.”

"Should | contact alawyer?'

"An advisor?| don't think it would do any red good. Colman'safair deder and prefersto work
direct. | doubt if you would cover an advisor's fee by added advantage if you called one in—and you
might aienate Colman.”



"l understand.” Impulsively she gripped hisarm. "Serge. | don't know how to thank you."
"You don't haveto."

"l know different." Shetook adeep breath. "One day, perhaps, I'll be able to repay you.”
"Don't worry about it."

"I can't help it. We've sponged off you for long enough. | know that Brad isworried sick about it and
I've felt the same way. Now—"

She broke off, staring across the room. A man weaved through the tables, brushing asde waiters,
laughing with drunken exhilaration.

Carl Holden was enjoying himsdf.

He was not aone. Thewoman with him looked like the Hollywood conception of aBabylonian
princess and she moved with al the arrogant assurance of wedlth.

"Velda," said Serge quietly. "One of Delancy's people.”

"Y ou know her?'

"1 know of her." Serge frowned his distaste. Helen was curious.

"Shelooksvery young and lovely.”

"She'sneither." Hewas very curt. "She's a painted trollop amost eighty yearsold.”
"] don't bdieveit!”

"Why not?' Helooked impatiently at his companion. "Because she doesn't look her age? Well, why
should she? With her share of the money she steerstoward Delancy she can afford the best the Ingtitute
can offer intheway of cosmetic surgery and replacement grafts. That woman isavampire and aghoul.”

He sensed her bewilderment.
"I'm sorry. | forgot that you're still new to dl this. Y ou know that a shark isamoneylender?!
IIYSIII

"Wdl avampireis someone who steersagull, apotentid borrower, into his clutches. A ghoul is
someone who buys body-replacement parts.”

"Fromthe Life Indtitute?"

"Usualy, but not necessarily. They attend to the surgery and medication, of course, but they don't
aways have to supply the raw materia from their body-banks. That'swhere Delancy comesin. He and
hisvampireslike Velda"

"l see" Helen stirred the liquid in her glass. "And azombie? | heard the word somewhere,” she
explained. "Doesit mean the same asit did in my time?"

"l don't know. What did it mean?"



"A zombie was one of the living dead. Someone who had died and who, by voodoo magic, had been
restored to some kind of life so that the creature could perform smple tasks.”

"It means much the same," he said shortly. He gestured to her drink. "Y ou'd better finish that. You
look asif you need it."

"_Y_ou could beright." She emptied the glass, not mesting his eyes. Helooked at her with sudden
suspicion.

"Helen. Isanything wrong? Have you been borrowing money?"

"No."

"Areyou sure?'

"I'm pogitive. | only have the hospital debt.”

"The Ingtitute? Well, that's bad enough, but it can't be helped. But stay away from the sharks. They
have no mercy. You start small, get scared or carel ess and before you know it, you're in over your head.
Don't ever borrow money, Helen.”

"l won't. But Carl—"

"If you need anything cometo me." He gripped her hand, forced her to look at him. "1 want you to
promisethat.”

"I will." Sheamiled at hisconcern. "But what about Carl?" .
"Forget him."

"l can't. After dl, heisfrom my own time. He could bein trouble.” She frowned, thinking of the new
clothes Holden had suddenly acquired, his mysterious air of confidence, hisirresponsible behavior. She
had suspected that he had become the parasite of some rich and jaded woman but now she wasn't so
sure. "Do you know what he's up to, Serge?”’

"Carl?No."
"Could you find out?"

"Perhaps, but isit important?' Serge had little respect for the man. "Evenif | did find out that he's
acting thefoal it would serve no purpose. | couldn't stop him. Hislifeishisown.”

"Please, Serge. For me."

He crushed a sudden jedlousy. Her concern for Carl was not emotiona—it was aleftover from the
sociad conscience of her time. Hefound it hard to understand but knew that it was dangerous. It was
something she would be wise to berid of. He thought he knew how it could be done.

Unpleasant things have atendency to be hidden and so the Nightfair took placein the dark hours. It
wasntillegd, it wasn't even immord; it was cold, merciless busness and a part of the fabric of this
society. But it dealt with things best forgotten and o, like the prisons, mental hospitals and workhouses
of her owntime, it was not thrust into public view.

Helendidn't likeit.



She sat beside Serge on along bench facing araised daisin ahangar-like shed on the river-edge of
the city. A car had carried them from the restaurant and Serge had been very silent. Now she knew why.
For an hour she had sat and listened, watched and was beginning to understand.

"Lot thirty-two." The auctioneer—Helen couldn't help but think of him asthat—sat at asmall desk, an
elderly man with amane of white hair and abenign smile. "Male. Thirty-two. Congtruction worker. Has
had some experience in carpentry. Owes fifteen thousand and fifty-two imperidsto the Life Indtitute.
What am | bid?'

"Must be something wrong with him,” said avoiceto her rear. "At that price they wouldn't be sdlling
his debt unless he was unusable.”

"Sick, maybe," echoed his partner. Helen had seen him, afat, jolly man. "Onething'sfor sure—there
can't be much chance of hisworking off that debt in any reasonable time. Think we should bid?*

"Wait until we see him. Uh! | guessed there was something wrong.”

An attendant led aman to the dais. He wasin apparent good health but he sumbled as he walked
and would havefdlen but for the attendant's hand.

"Diseased!" bresthed the fat man. "Ear canals gone so that he'slost his sense of balance. Incurable
too, if the Indtitute is washing its hands of him. Tough.”

"Asyou can seg, theitem hasaphysica disability of anincurable nature,” said the auctioneer. "A full
medica report isavailable. However, asde from the disability, heisin perfect hedth. What am | bid?"

"What good isaman like that?' whispered Helen to Serge. "He can't walk unaided. He must fed
constant nausea. Why don't they just put him to bed and keep him there?

"Who will pay for hiskeep?"
"Hisrdatives. Or—"

"He has no relatives willing to take the responsibility. His debt wasincurred in trying to cure his
disability. It can't be cured. He has no money and no hope of earning any. What else could the Ingtitute
do but try to get something back by selling his debt?

"Y ou mean that |, or anyone, could just go up and buy him?"
"Y es—if the Ingtitute accepted your offer."
"And then?'

"Then hisdebt isyours. Y ou can try to regain it the best you can. Put him to work of somekind. Hire
him out. Sl him if you want to."

"Sdl him," she said dowly. Shefdt alittle Sick. Thingswere beginning to fal into place, the sharks,
vampires, ghouls—how did they get their replacement body-parts? During the past hour she had found
the answer. "l want to go,” she said.

"Not yet."
"But, Serge—"

"l want you to watch this" he said harshly. "1 want you to understand the risk you run when you



borrow money you haven't got. Thisisthe way we settle our debts.”
"This—davery!"

"Itisnt davery," he said patiently. "A man can buy himsdlf free any time he hasthe money to pay his
debts. Or his debts can be paid for him. He must be allowed to remain afree agent and be giventimein
which to pay. Every contract has atime-clause. Every debt can be paid iningtalments. Every effort is
usualy made to give adebtor every chanceto clear himsdf. Isthat davery?'

"You said 'usudly,' " she pointed out. " Suppose that | didn't want to give a debtor any chance of
paying. What then?'

"Then, if the time-clause had run out, you'd be histo dispose of."

"Digpose of." She swalowed, the smdll of the place, though imaginary, was closing around her. "You
mean sall as spare parts to the body-banks? Is that what you're trying to tell me?"

"Yes." Heturned and looked at her, hiseyeshard. "If you borrow money then you must be prepared
to pay it back. If you can't then you must accept that your creditor has the right to regain hismoney. If he
hasto sal your body to get it that's hisright.”

Helen was suddenly very glad that she had the promise of financid security.

Theflat was empty but Brad wasn't surprised. Carl was constantly out and Helen was probably off
somewhere with Serge. He hoped that she was enjoying hersdf. He was not.

Morosely he switched on theradio. A femae voice cooed at him with saccharine sweetness as he
entered the bathroom.

"Worried? Depressed? Don't know which way to turn? Let the Delancy Trust take care of your
financid woes. Big loans. Long periods. Persond attention. Drop in and see us at anytime. Day and night
svice"

A bell, atune, asinging commercia. Onething, & least, hadn't changed.

Theroar of the shower cut off the next commercia. Brad stepped under the hot spray, wincing as he
sogped his body, frowning at the grime beneath his broken nails. For the past week he had worked asa
laborer, hauling sewage to the docks for the estuary farms, and he wasn't used to the [abor. Not that it
mattered now. He'd been fired for inefficiency.

He lathered his hair and tilted up his face S0 as to keep the soap from his eyes, uncomfortably aware
of the ache of overstrained muscles. He was even more uncomfortably aware of hisinadegquacy. An
atomic physicist unable to hold down alaborer's job. So much for education.

Washed, he turned the shower to cold and shivered beneath the impact of the needle jets. Stepping
out he grabbed atowd and rasped the rough fabric over hisbody until he waswarm. Distagtefully he
looked at his soiled clothing then picked it up, brushed it down, donned his one suit. The femae voice
greeted him as he approached the radio.

"Want work? We haveit. The Apex Agency. Low fees. Guaranteed Situations. Persond attention.”

Brad swore, tuned to another station, and swore again as an even, official voice read out alist of
newsitems. Killing the radio, he stared broodingly at the heap of books beside his drawing board. If



muscle couldn’t hep him then intelligence must, but he had the unessy fedling that he waswasting histime,
Tiredly he settled down to work.
Thedoor chimed.

Hefrowned at it, wondering if it were Carl, drunk again and unable to use hiskey. Well, let him wait.
Grimly he concentrated on hiswork.

Thedoor chimed again.
"Goto hell," he snapped. "Y ou've got akey—useit."
The chimes sounded for athird time.

"Damn!" Brad glared at the pand, knowing that he couldn't ignore the summons. Irritably he jerked to
hisfeet and snatched it open.

A man stood outside.
A stranger.
With adirk.

Vi

HE WASDRESSED inthefull regdiaof aHighlander with plaid, kilt, claymore and skean dhu. His bonnet
was bright with afeathered cockade. His brooches were of hammered silver. Hisface was smooth, dark,
secretive. He spoke with a soft burr.

"You'll be Stevens?'

"That'sright." Brad kept hiseyeson thedirk. It was aheavy, vicioudy efficient-looking wespon. The
granger held it with an easy familiarity. Thelight gleamed from the blade as he hefted it.

"A dirk makes abonny key for a stubborn door," he said. "I'd amind that maybe your chime wasna
working asit should.”

"You'd have forced the door?'

"I'd no mind to bruise my knuckles without reason.” The stranger sheathed the weapon. "'I'm Jamie
Macdonald of Inverness, down with a cargo of meat, hides and whiskey for trade. I've been wanting
words with you, Brad Stevens. Will you not be asking meinsde?!

Brad hesitated, then stepped back, closing the door after hisvisitor. Macdonald stared about the
room, his eyes sharp.

"Areyou done?'
"At the moment. I'm expecting Carl back at any time."

"Holden? Och, man, that cull will no be back thisnight.” He smiled at Brad's expression. "And neither
will the girl—not until we've had our talk."



"Y ou seem very sure of yoursdlf."

"l am. What | have to say to you canna be said before others.” Macdonad halted beside the drawing
board. He frowned at what he saw. "Y ours?’

"YS"
"What isit?"

"Something I've been working on." Brad looked down at the drawing board. He had seen better
plans but he was not a professiona draftsman. " Something | hopeto sdll.”

"Wha isit?"
"That'smy busness.

"Aye" Macdondd didn't ssem to be offended. "So it is" Idly he reached forward and lifted afew
sheets. Heraised his eyebrows. "Maps?”’

"Of London as| remember it." Brad leaned forward to cover the drawings. Casually the Scot thrust
him to one side. His strength was formidable. He looked again at the top sheset.

"What's alaser beam?”’
Brad didn't answer. Inwardly he cursed himsdif for having labeled hiswork so boldly.
"| asked aquestion,” said Macdonad softly. "I wouldnalikeit if | had to ask it again.”

"It's an electronic machine cagpable of delivering abeam of energy which can be used for
communication or congruction." Brad shrugged. "Y ou could call it akind of hest ray."

"A wegpon?'

"It could be used asthat.”

"And you could make one?’

"If | had the materias and equipment, yes."

"And other things? Geigers so that we could find our way into the safe areas?"
"Yes," sadw Brad shortly. He could guess what was coming.

He waswrong.

There were paliticsin thisworld. Asthere had been in every world. Asthere would probably be until
the end of time. Politics and ambition and rebellion against the order of things.

Macdonald was arebdl.

"I'll giveit to you straight, Stevens,” he said. "We need you up north. The Laird will make aplacefor
you, give you what you need, treat you with respect. Y ou'll have rank and riches and men to do your
bidding. Not many Sassenach are offered as much.”

Brad wasn't impressed. The Highlands had escaped most of the damage but Scotland had been
sparsely populated, the land almost valueless, the old way of life destroyed long before the Debacle.



With theindustrid cities gone, only abarren wilderness had been left. Even now, with the clan-system
once more come into its own, things could not begin to equal what could be found in the south.
Macdonad sensed histhoughts.

"I'll not have you thinking that we're savages,” he said. "We've auniversity and alove of learning.
There'strade along the coast and with the south. Our ships reach Ireland and touch the Continent.
We—"

"You live on cattle, cloth and whiskey," interrupted Brad. Y our clan-system is drictly feudd. You've
no decent road-network, no ble mineras, little loot for easy picking. Y ou're poor, Macdonald.
Y ou've dways been poor."”

"Aye. And whosefault isthat?'

"Not yours. The land and climate are againgt you. History finished whét little chance you had. Maybe
you've managed to rebuild the old way of life but it was never good. Crofters scratching aliving and
garving whiletheir lairds lorded it in barbaric splendor. And what splendor wasthat? Against the petty
nobles of the south they looked like poor relations. Don't tell me things have dtered that much!”

"No," said Macdonad thickly. "They haven't changed that much—abut they could.”

"How? By hiring me to make abomb so that you could wave it a the world? Haven't you had enough
of that sort of thing?'

"Ayel Enough and more than enough!" Macdonald paced the floor with long strides, the knuckles of
hisleft hand white as he gripped the basket hilt of his claymore. "Mon, ye wrong me!"

Brad's shrug was cynica. Macdondd's eyes blazed with fury. With an effort he controlled himsdif.
"QOch, | didnacometo argue. Y e ken of the Highlands?"

"l knew of them," said Brad. He gestured toward the pile of books. "'I've been trying to catch up on
recent history."

"Y ou'll no find much aboot the Highlandsin books but yell ken the Situation.”
"Aye" sad Brad dryly. "I ken."

It wasthe old story. The power Guild controlled al sources of power and without it the Highlands
could never lift themsaves from their horse and candle economy. Power was expendve because the
ingtallations weren't cheap and because the investment had to show a profit. The Highlands smply didn't
have the money to expand. It was avicious circle. Without money they couldn't buy the power to make
money to buy the power. Brad could break the deadlock.

"Weve the men and the will but we haven't the knowledge," said Macdonald. His brogue had
lessened with the diminishing of histemper. ™Y ou have. With you to guide us we can break the power of
the Guild. WEell be independent of them. We can even probe south to the citiesfor loot. Man! Y ou've
got to agree!”

"NO_"

"But I've explained how much we need you. Surely you
an seetha?’



Macdonald sounded alittle desperate. Brad wasn't impressed.
"l can seeit,” hesaid. "But | don't have to agree. Not now. Not yet. I'd want to think about it first."

"Aye." Macdondd visbly relaxed. "My ship will be here awhile yet, you've time enough to think." He
hesitated by the door. "But think hard, man. Up north you'll be treated like aking. Consider it."

"l will," said Brad. "Good night."
"Good night."

Alone Brad sat and thought about it. The chalenge was exciting but he had no illusions. Macdonad
was sincere but he had adifferent set of vaues. In the Feuda society of the Highlands, Brad would be
little better than a gilded dave helplessto do other than obey.

But would it be so very different from his present position?

He sighed and rummaged through his pockets. His pay made asmal heap of crumpled notes and
coins. Enough, perhaps, to starve on for another week. Not enough to buy a suit. Nowhere near enough
to begin paying off his debts.

It was time he stopped being cautious.

The dice were dancing cubes of ivory on asea of emerald green.
"Four," droned the croupier. "The point isfour.”

Brad watched as the player snatched up the cubes, shaking them, whispering to them in the age-old
prayer of those who sought to beat the gods of chance.

"Come on, baby, give methat four. Rall right for Daddy. Rall right down the green and show that
four. Come on now and—"

Four. Six Sdesto adie—six to one against any one number showing. Two cubes—thirty-six to one
againg any odds. Eighteen to one againgt the player getting two twos—nineto one againgt his getting his
four.

Six to one againg his getting a seven—and out.
The odds werein favor of the house.

"Oneimperia againgt the player.” Brad dropped anote. A fat man covered it. They waited asthe dice
skittered down the cloth.

"Sx—thepointisfour.”

Agan.

"Fve—the pointisfour.”

Agan.

"Four—the hard way. The player wins."

Brad watched his money being swept avay. Again he calculated the odds and made hisbet. Again he



lost. He bet again and won. And won. And lost. And won.

An hour later he left the table. He had lost haf hismoney and learned that luck till defied the laws of
mathematical probability. Figuring the odds smply wasn't good enough.

Unless he could cut down the odds.

He hdted beside aroulette layout. The game hadn't dtered. The same whed, the same ball, the same
system of betting. Red and black paid evens but he knew that; no matter what the sequence, each color
had exactly the same chance of coming up at each turn of the whed. Thetrick wasto predict what it
would be.

Hewas alousy predictor. Fifteen minutes later he was down to hislast imperia and had learned
another lesson. A man who cannot afford to lose never wins.

So?
So find aman who has got to win—and back against him.

It was apolicy of desperation but the only one he had. Grimly he surveyed the players at the table.
The matron with jewel's, ayoung escort and ahegp of chips. She was backing numbers—no good. A
scatter of casud players. An ederly man who stacked his chips with bored indifference. A thin, hot-eyed
man who looked like alow-paid clerk and who watched each spin of the whedl with febrile eyes.

Brad concentrated on the thin man.

He'd been backing numbers, extending his betsto cover awider field at lower odds. Now, with a
gulp, he put money on the black.

Brad backed the red.
Red won.

The thin man put more money on the black. Brad picked up hiswinnings, leaving hisorigina stake on
thered. Heregretted it asthe ball bounced to a stop. Red won. The thin man switched to red. Brad
switched his money to the black. Black won.

Threewinsin arow. Brad drew adeep breath, fighting the dangerous fedling of euphoria at having
beaten the system, the desire to plunge and ride the winning streak. His own luck wasn't good—he was
cashing in on the fact that the thin man's luck was bad.

The next spin was zero—they both lost. The next three showed two winsfor Brad, onefor thethin
man. In the next haf hour Brad had doubled the money held brought with him.

Then the thin man ran out of cash.

Herose from the table, hisface gray, his eyes sick with inner hurt. He sumbled alittle as he crossed
the room and stood for awhile against awall, head resting on the cool surface. No one paid him any
attention. No one but Brad and a guard.

The guard was a quiet man dressed in inconspicuous gray the color of thewalls. Hishand rested
eadly above the butt of hisgun. He sensed Brad beside him and nodded toward the thin man.

"Heafriend of yours?'



"No. Ishedl right? Helooksill."

"He'saloser," said the guard. "I've had my eye on him. If you ask me he's hit rock-bottom.” He drew
in his breath with asoft, moist sound. "1 just hope that he doesn't cause trouble.”

"Trouble? What could he do?'

"A lot of things. A guy like that can burn hisloop. Maybe hel's got a gun under his coat and theyento
hit back. I knew aguy once who camein herewith abelt of dynamite al ready to blow thelot if helost. |
got that onejust intime."

"Youkilled him?*

"Not me. I broke hisarmswith acouple of dugs before he could torch the fuse. A near thing, though.
| sure earned that bonus." The guard tensed as the thin man straightened. He looked about him with
blind, animal-like eyes, then lurched toward the door. The guard relaxed as he reached the portd.

"O.K. Hésout of my hair."
"But helooksill. He might do something stupid.”
"Migter," said the guard casudly. "Once he's out of here | don't giveadamn.”

He relaxed againgt thewall, eyes scanning the players, not looking after Brad as he hurried from the
room.

There was a stairway, a door, the opening to the street. A red sign painted the road with ruby light,
touching the cheeks of pedestrians with garish color. It was late and traffic waslight. Thethin manwasa
shadow standing at the curb.

A guard, twin to the one upgtairs, watched him with stolid anticipation.
"This," hesaid to Brad, "isgoing to be good."

The thin man held agallon-sized can. He had probably collected it from the cloakroom
downstairs—odd packages and mysterious parcels were not alowed into the upper precincts. As Brad
watched he stooped, opened it, lifted it above his head.

Theraw sench of acohoal filled theair.

Deliberately the thin man emptied the contents over his head. Alcohol drenched hishair, ran over his
face, soaked into hisclothing. A puddle of it formed around his feet. The can made afaint, metalic noise
as hethrew it to one sde. Reaching into a pocket the man produced abox of matches.

"A flamer," said the guard. He hadn't moved. None of thelittle crowd assembled around the thin man
had moved. Ingtead they watched with ruby-tinted eyes, their faces eager with anticipation.

Waiting for the man to light the match and burn himsdlf to desath.
"No!" Brad stepped forward. "Y ou can't let him do it!"

"Why not?' The guard was genuindly bewildered. "The guy's burning hisloop. He wantsout in his
own way. Why should anyone stop him? Heisn't threatening anyone ese.”



Brad didn't answer. He lunged forward as the man scraped amatch against the side of the box. He
was lucky—the match didn't fire. Before he could try again Brad was on him, one hand dashing the
matches from his grasp, the other shoving him away from the puddle on the floor.

"Youfool!" he snapped. "Y ou stupid fool!"

"Damn you!" Thethin man sobbed in hisanger. "Why did you have to interfere? Why did you haveto
spail it?!

"Spail it?I'vejust saved your life”

"It'smy life you damned cripple. My lifel"

He flung himsdlf toward Brad, hands reaching for histhroat. The stench of acohol was nausesting;; it
wet his hands, stung his eyes, clogged his breathing. Twice fingernails amost reached hiseyes. Oncea
knee amost ground into hisgroin. Brad redlized that he was fighting amaniac. Coldly he drew back his
fist, dammed it hard to the jaw. Helet the limp body fdll.

"All right," he said tiredly. "Maybe you can take care of him. Cal an ambulance or something. The
guy'scrazy.”

Nobody answered. They stood in atight circle, the light from the sign ugly on their faces. The guard
let out hisbregth in afretful sgh.

"A flamer," he said. "Right smack on the doorstep. And you had to go and spail it.”
"That'sright,” said aplump man. "Why did you do it? Did he owe you money or something?'

"No." Brad stepped away from the unconscious man. "He didn't owe me money. | just didn't want to
seehimkill himsdlf that way."

"Why not?"
"What'sit to you?"

"A man'sgot theright to burn hisloop if hewants."
"Itshislife, isntit?"

"Damn cripples Alwaysinterfering!™

The comments rose in awhisper of hate. The crowd surged forward alittle, crowding Brad back into
the street. A car hummed past inches from his back.

"Now wait aminute! | don't understand. What's the matter with you people? Y ou—"

He broke off as amatch flamed and arced toward him. Frantically he moved to one side, samping it
out, suddenly cold with terror. Desperately he looked toward the entrance of the gambling house. If he
could get insde, the house-guard would protect him, but there was no chance of that. The crowd barred
his passage. Only the regular police could save him now—and he could see no police.

Only the mob asit closed around him.



VII

HE TURNED AND RAN, Smashing aside those who had circled behind him, diving acrossthe road,
heedless of the shriek of brakes and the car which almost ran him down. He reached the other sde of the
road and began to run againgt the direction of traffic. He didn't choose hisdirection. A cluster of people
on the other sde of theroad did it for him. He ran from them as they joined the origina crowd.

Hewasrunning for hislife.

He knew it with a cold detachment which had nothing to do with logic or sanity but operated on a
grictly primitive level. Those behind him were hunters—he was their quarry. How and why didn't matter.
If they caught him hewould die. It was as Smple asthat.

And the odds were againgt him.

Not because he couldn't run asfast as those behind—desperation lent wings to his feet—but because
otherswere joining in the chase. Thoseto either Sde. Those ahead. Everyonein the city, it seemed, had
suddenly acquired a craving for his blood. The hysteriawas contagious.

Hejerked to astop as aparty emerged from aside street afew yards ahead. Again he dived across
the road gaining alittle time astraffic prevented immediate pursuit. Lights ahead told of amain road and
he headed toward it, racing down an dley. A figure loomed before him and he struck out, feding the jar
of fist on bone, not caring if the man were innocent of intended harm. A ydl led the pursuers after him.

His heart sank as he reached the main road. He had been outguessed and outraced. To either sde the
mob was waiting. Others faced him across the concrete. More followed down the alley. Their noise was

terrifying.

Desperately heran to adoor, tested it, found it locked. Chest heaving, he leaned against the pand,
fighting the ingtinctive desire to run, knowing that unless he had a plan, he would only run to his death.

Damn the police! Where werethey?

His eyes searched the street. No police. No guards. Nothing but the gathering mob, taking itstime
now that they had him trapped. Hope sent his eyesto the building before which he stood. Perhaps he
could climb to apoint of refuge and wait until help came. The hope died as he examined the facade.
Smooth stone and smoother glass. His head turned as a horn sounded down the street. It was not the
police. It was atruck, big, ponderous, grinding steadily forward well away from the sdewalk.

A truck!

He tensed, weighing time and distance, knowing that thiswas his last chance to escape. The vehicle
drew close and he lunged from the doorway, racing down and across the street in the same direction as
the truck. The vehicle sounded its horn again, caught up with him, began to pass and, with afind
explosion of energy, Brad flung himsdf a the vehicle.

His hands scrabbled, caught arope, thejerk tearing at his shoulders. He lifted hisfeet, twisted, kicked
at asnarling face. Hands clawed at him. A man repeated his maneuver only to fal as Brad drove hisfoot
into histhroat. He climbed higher on the roped load praying that the driver wouldn't stop.

Hedidn't.
Behind him the maob brayed its baffled anger.



Brad rode the truck until his breathing eased and the cold swest of fear had died from his body. He
dropped off a an intersection when the vehicle dowed and looked at himsalf in a shop window.

Hewas amess.

His jacket was amass of tatters still reeking with the stench of acohol. He doffed it and tossed it
away. The night was warm enough for shirt and trousers and he didn't want to look like atramp. He
checked his pockets—aside from afew coins his money was gone. Hiswinnings had fallen from his
pockets or been taken, it didn't matter which. He was alive—that was enough.

Alivebut log.

The area seemed deserted but he wasn't worried. City born and bred, he knew that he could find his
way smply by heading toward the silhouettes of the high, central buildings or, if he found one, asking
directions from a passerby. Confidently he set out. It took him fifteen minutesto get completely
disoriented.

He had tried a promising street which had somehow dwindled to amaze of dleysflanked by
warehouses from which seeped entrancing odors together with the unmistakable scent of hot meta and
burning ail. He frowned as he sniffed the air, wondering alittle why the ground should be so broken
underfoot.

He wondered, too, why the area should be so dark.

Something clinked behind himinthe dley. A small sound asif astone had turned benesth afoot or a
meta accoutrement had signaled its presence. It was followed by a sibilant hiss as of indrawn breath or
of clothes brushing against awall.

Brad ran.

Heraced down the dley, springing high into the air to avoid obstructions, eyes wide asthey strained
into the darkness. Behind came a muffled oath and the sound of heavy feet in pursuit.

"Gut me, Tom," rasped asavage voice. "Y evelet 'im take wing. Why didn't ye down 'imwi' yer
barkers?'

"Stow yer gab,"” wheezed aheavy reply. " 'tisyer own fault yer clumsy footed oaf. Thecull ..."

The voice dissolved into foul obscenities as the speaker stumbled. Brad, running at full speed, darted
around acorner and felt asudden rdlief as he saw asplotch of ydlow light ahead.

It came from a smoking torch jutting from an ornamented bracket of wrought iron mounted on the
wall above adark opening. The ground before it was rough, unpaved, dimed with wet mud. Brad made
sguelching noises as he ran toward the light. A man stepped from the door as he approached.

Hewastal, thin, dressed in the long wai stcoat and high boots popular among highwaymen of the
elghteenth century. His hair waslong and tied with aribbon. A rapier hung from abaldrick suspended
from one shoulder. A ring gleamed on the hand he rested on its hilt.

He wasn't done. Others crowded behind him, some with high, powdered wigs and frogged coats,
some with grimed faces and stained gprons, afew exquisites sniffing disdainfully at scented handkerchiefs
of delicate lace. All stared at Brad with the peculiarly hungry expression of men bored and eager for any
digtraction.



"Hold hard, my bucko!" The highwayman swaggered forward, drawing hisrapier with ahiss of sted,
aming the point at Brad's eyes. "Now, sir," he demanded. "What bringsyou to Alsatia?"

Brad fdt himsdf tense. He knew of Alsatia, the modern facamile of that infamous area of old London
which had been the sanctuary of thieves, footpads and murderers. He knew something ese. Inthe
facsamilestherewas no officia law other than the Great Edict. A man entered at hisown risk.

"We?' Therapier advanced an inch toward hiseyes.

" 'Swoundd” drawled one of the exquisites. "The clod has but little conversation. Give him aprick or
two, Jack. Mayhap ‘twill loosen histongue.”

"Aye, Lord Cecil," grinned the highwayman. "There's nought like atouch of cold stedl to open a
seded trap.”

He made a sudden thrust which would have blinded an eye had the point reached itstarget, but Brad
had made his decision. He couldn't run. He couldn't hope to appedl for help and the odds were against
hisfighting. He could only pretend. Disdainfully he parried the blade with a sweep of hisarm.

" 'Sdeath!" he roared in what he hoped was an acceptable accent. "Am | acull to be so treated? Is
Dick Turpin not worthy of awarmer welcome?' He swaggered toward the doorway. " Stand aside, dogs,
and let your better sink hisfacein astoup of del™

Incredibly it worked but there was no reason why it shouldn't. Aside from his clothing therewas
nothing to differentiate Brad from atrue retro and, aslong as he stayed in character, hewasin little
immediate danger. But the danger was gtill present. He sensed it as he thrust himself through the door and
into Alsatia. He was a stranger, oddly dressed and unknown to those present. Like a pack of wild dogs
they would turn againgt him &t hisfirst mistake.

And there were so many ways he could make an error.

He had never been insde Alsatiaand had never seen aplan of the origind but the highwayman he
claimed to be would have known it well. And the facsimile was modeed on the memories of those who
had lived in the past. So he should know the way to the tavern, the lodging houses, the stews. And he
was suddenly very conscious of eyeswatching and waiting to see what he would do.

"Thisway, Dick," whispered avoice a hisside. A smdl, dirty cresture with ashock of red hair and a
patch over one eye jerked hishead in an dmost imperceptible gesture. "Y €ll be heading for Maoney's
Tavern for that stoup of de?'

"Aye," ragped Brad. "Do you go ahead and order afirkin of the best. Dick Turpin's not aman to see
hisfriendsthirst when he hasrhino in his pocket."

Hejingled hisfew coins as he spoke and hoped they would be enough to pay for the ordered de. A
firkin, he thought, wasasmall barrdl, or wasit abig one? He shrugged. His memory in such matters was
dight and now he could only trust to luck.

Luck and the small man who called himsdf John Clutterbuck, now running down anarrow dley lined
with squat houses heavy with wooden beams.

Maloney's Tavern was along, smoke-filled place with an open fire and a clutter of wooden tables and
benches scattered on the packed dirt of the floor. Serving wenches, painted, buxom, bare-shouldered
trollops carried immense jacks of ale from the quarters a the rear. The prettier ones held bottles of wine



asthey waited on the gentry lounging in carefully cultivated boredom on the settlesto each sde of the
fire

Maoney himsdlf, abarrel of aman wrapped in athick, leather apron, greeted Brad as he entered the
tavern. A fist like aham engulfed his own as the huge innkeeper roared awelcome.

"Indeed and 'tis good to see ye, Dick. There's be many of the profession who'll be none too pleased
to seeanew gtar inthe sky." A prodigious wink accompanied thewords. "But | takeit ill that yeve kept
me waiting so long? D'ye mind the time when ye and Frank and—"

Clutterbuck, scuttling like arat beside the taverner, plumped himsalf down and rapped his mug on the
table.

"Less o' the gab and more of thede," he snapped. "Fdl in, lads. Dick'streat!"

They needed no second invitation. The scum of the streets seemed to have gotten wind of the free
drinks and they clustered around, gulping down the brew and filling the room with noise. Brad was glad
to join them. Theinnkeeper had too many memoriesfor hisliking. Clutterbuck had interrupted just in
time.

The adewas nothing like what he had expected. It was dark, wet and, he supposed, strong but that
was about al. He wondered where these people found hops and grain for their ale. Perhaps they couldn't

and had to make do with subgtitutes. Much of every facamile would have to be synthetic no matter what
age it represented. Each would have to be amatter of compromise.

Such asthistavern and the gentry lounging beside the fire. That was wrong. Gentry, in such aplace
and time, would have had their own rooms far from the noise and vulgarity of the ordinary taprooms. But
Alsatiawas smal and there could be neither money nor labor to rebuild the London these people had
known.

Brad sighed and sipped hisde, forcing his mind from theoretica considerationsto more immediate
necessities. At the moment he was safe, but it was atemporary safety and he still had to get out of Alsatia
and back to amore familiar world.

Hefdt atug a hisarm. Clutterbuck stared at him, an odd expression in hissingle, uncovered eye.
"|s something amiss, Dick? The de not to your liking, mayhap?"
"Nay, 'tis nought."

"Therésacomely wench | know of who'll smooth the crease from your brow." The suggestionin the
gmall man's voice was unmistakable. "' She's a prime partner for rogering, Dick."

"Nay." Hastily Brad changed the subject. Looking up he caught aglare of hate from the highwayman
who had met him & the gate. "What's amisswith him?"

"Jack Murrey?' Clutterbuck shrugged. "He's avain cockscomb and likes not to be shamed. Y ou put
him in bad odor with my Lord Cecil there at the portal .”

"When | knocked aside his sword?' Brad shrugged. "He was lucky that | didn't shoveit down his
throat.”

"Mayhap 'twould have been—" Clutterbuck broke off as Murrey thrust himself forward. Hisface was
flushed, his eyes murderous, and ae dopped from the tankard in his hand.



"S0, my brave bucko," he sneered a Brad. "My Lord Cecil's much taken with your manner. His
words to me were not as smooth as wont."
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"So mayhap 'tistimeto crop your comb. But I'm afar-minded man with al who lovelife. Admit now,
to those present, that I'm the better man and the matter's closed.”

Brad heard the suck of breath closeto his shoulder. In the silence Clutterbuck's whisper sounded
very loud.

"Tread warily, Dick," he breathed. "Jack's a bitter man when in his cups.”

It was awarning Brad had to ignore. It was essentid to stay in character and Dick Turpin, the
infamous highwayman, would never have run from such aquarrel.

"Goto hdl!" he snapped.

Without preamble Murrey flung the contents of histankard directly toward Brad's face. Expecting the
gesture he ducked, flung aside the table as he straightened, and hit Murrey flush on the mouth.

In such aplace, anong such people, the rest wasinevitable.

The preparations were few. Benches and tables were cleared so asto |eave a clear space for the
dudigts. Murrey, aided by his cronies, stripped himsdlf to ruffled shirt, trousers and boots. Clutterbuck,
gppointing himself Brad's second, hunted through the company until he managed to borrow asword.

It was much heavier than the epee which had been Brad's favorite weapon but it had a point, blade
and hilt and he had no doubt that he could handleiit.

"I'll wager ahundred on Murrey," drawled one of the gentry. "A hundred against a score, markee.
Firg blood to ettle.”

"Nay, Charles," protested one of hisfriends. "Cut not the sport so short. The first two of three.”

"A pox on your caution!" shouted afat, florid man, hisface mottled beneath a powdered peruke. "
Tisafair fight and so let it be to the desth!”

Theroar that echoed hiswords reminded Brad of the mob. These people wanted the vicarious thrill
of seeing aman die and, from his expresson, Murrey intended to give it to them.

" "Ware histricks," breathed Clutterbuck as he stood at Brad's side. "Trust him least when he seems
to be off hisguard.”

"Il watchit." Brad hefted the wegpon, adjusting his grip on the hilt. "If you want to pick up some easy
money take some betsthat are flying around. On me. I'm going to walk away from this."

Brad saw the single eye narrow and, too late, remembered who he was supposed to be. Well, it
couldn't be helped. God aone knew how the genuine Turpin would have phrased the suggestion and he
had more important things to concentrate on than the correct accent. Hislife, for example. Murrey
wanted it.

He camein with a cat-like dither of feet, hisbody crouched and balanced by hisleft arm. It was not
the accepted fencer's posture, but he was not using the accepted fencer's weapon and Brad did not



make the mistake of underestimating his skill.

Brad fell into the familiar stance, automaticaly taking guard in the sixth position, the blades touching
with afant, metalic click, oddly loud in the hushed silence of the tavern.

It was a hush that would not last for very long. Duels, by their nature, are short, sharp and vicious.
When one man isout to kill another he does not waste time and, if heisfighting with swords, he dare not.
The sheer, physical exertion of wielding aheavy length of metal held in an awkward position precludes
the luxury of dlay.

But Murrey was enjoying himsdlf. He was performing before friends. He wanted to enhance his
reputation and underestimated his opponent. He intended to kill Brad—dowly.

He disengaged, feinted alunge, withdrew on guard. He disengaged and repeated the maneuver. Brad
wondered if he thought he was fooling anyone.

"Now ye scut!” snarled Murrey. "I'll prick yer right shoulder.”

His blade disengaged, feinted, but instead of withdrawing, he continued the attack with a one-two.
Brad casualy snapped his blade into fourth, back to sixth, into fourth again and riposted with alunge to
the announced target. Murrey, livid with rage, sprang back, a spot of red marring the whiteness of his
shirt on theright shoulder.

"First blood to Dick!" yelled Clutterbuck.
" Twasafluke" sngpped the florid man. "A lucky hit, no more."

Brad paid no attention to the comment. He knew, and Murrey should have known, that he could have
killed as easily aswounding during that exchange, but it was athing the highwayman refused to accept.

"God rot me," he snarled. "L et there be an end to this playacting!”

He came in with adisengage, counter-disengage, the blades circling in gleaming brilliance as Brad
parried. He did not riposte. Unlike Murrey he had no intention of killing. He was content to wait on the
defensive, dlowing the other to tire himsalf out, and then either to wound or disarm.

But he had forgotten hisfighting ingtincts, developed during long hours of arduoustraining. To parry
meant to riposte in a smooth burst of action which required no conscious effort or decison. Towina
bout you had to hit before being hit and do it quickly. As Murrey attacked again, thistime with more
caution, Brad'strained reflexestook over.

He parried, counter-parried and then, blades circling, made a progressive time-attack in counter sixth.
Even then he had no intention of killing. But the point was sharp, the blade heavy and Murrey had been
lunging forward.

The sword did between hisribs and transfixed his heart.

VIl

""TWASA FINE FIGHT," gloated Clutterbuck. "Nest, quick, clean. Y e be afine swordsman, Dick. Tisthe
best piece of work I've seen for many aday."



Hejingled abag of coinsand grinned at Brad. Around them the company swilled thefree dethelittle
man had provided in celebration. Murrey had been dragged away, the floor swilled, the tables and
benches returned to the center of the room.

Lifein Alsatiahad returned to normd.
"l wasjust lucky."

Brad didn't want to talk about it. He had curtly refused the offer of the dead man's clothing. It had
been pointed out that it was his by right, but he had left such ghoulish rewards to those who had disposed
of the body. He hadn't wanted to join the celebration but had been given little choice. Now al he wanted
to do wasto get out of this madhouse.

"Yes," said Clutterbuck in achanged voice. "Y ou were lucky, Stevens, but your luck isjust about to
runout.”

"What?' Brad tensed with sudden darm. "What did you cal me?
"Sit down, you fool! Don't act startled. Don't raise your voice. Have some of that de.”

Somehow the small man had changed. He looked the same but he was no longer the greasy pimp to
whom Alsatiawas anaturd home.

"| recognized you at the gate," he said quietly. "It waslucky for you that | did. Do you know what
retros do to a pretender?’

"No, but | can guess.”

"Itisn't pleasant,” said Clutterbuck. "In fact there's only one thing worse." He buried hisfacein his
tankard. "Keep drinking. Y ou've got to act the person you clam to be. Y ou haven't done avery good
job of it so far. Refusing those clothes was stupid.”

IIWW?'

"Y ou're supposed to be the notorious highwayman Dick Turpin. Hed stedl the washing from alineif
he had the chance and wasn't choosey about wearing dead men's clothes. None of usis.”

"What do you know about Turpin?'

"More than you, gpparently. | suppose it was the first name you could think of but it wasn't oneto
arouse much respect. Turpin was acoward most of the time, untrustworthy al of it. He ditched his
friends and was hanged for horse steding after getting into a stupid quarrel amoron would have avoided.
He would never have fought Murrey. If he had he could never have beaten him. Y ou stepped right out of
character there and | think you've aroused suspicion.”

"Sowhat?' Brad helped himsdlf to more de. "They know better than to tangle with me."

Hetook another sip of the de. It had findly goneto his head and he fdt alittle fuzzy and morethan a
little boastful. 1t was adangerousfeding and it vaguely worried him.

"You'redrunk,” said Clutterbuck dispassionately. "Drunk or afool and | don't think that you're afoal.
Do you think they'll call you out as Murrey did? There are other ways of getting rid of aman.”

"Murder?' Brad shook hishead to clear it. "Murder isforbidden by the Great Edict."



"Sureit is, but Jack had alot of friends. They aren't going to let you get away with killing him. And
murder isonly prevented by the fear of punishment. Eliminate that fear and you'll be lucky to see another
dawn."

Brad knew that fear could be eiminated. He had known it while being chased by the mob. Murder
was forbidden, which explained the guardsin public places. No one, by intent or carel essness, was
alowed to injure another if it could be prevented. But amob was not an individua. A mob could not be
punished.

And Alsatia had an ugly reputation for violence.

Clutterbuck chose the time. With Brad leaning heavily on his shoulder he lurched toward the door of
thetavern.

"John, lad, be ye going so soon?" A villainous man leered from where he caressed agiggling serving
wench.

"Dick'sdrained hislast pot thisnight,” snickered the little man. He heaved Brad's arm higher over his
shoulder. "1 doubt me not that Molly will be glad of company. Mayhap shelll remember the onewho filled
her bed.”

"Aye" yeled aman. "And mayhap Dick'll be wanting to fill yewi' cold sted when he wakes and finds
whereheis."

A roar of laughter followed them from the tavern. Not until they reached the shelter of an dley did
Clutterbuck alow Brad to straighten.

"Thanks," he said. He drew deep breaths of the clean air. "I'll be dl right now."

"Y ou think s0?" Clutterbuck pulled him degper into the dancing shadows thrown by a guttering torch.
"Ligen."

From the tavern came a sudden gust of voices.

"To Madlly'slads. 'Tisashameto spoil the wench her fun, but | doubt me not that shell enjoy what we
haveto offer asmuch.”

"I'veamind to seehim flayed."

"Aye, bucko. Flayed and singed over adow fire. Jack was agood friend and I've no mind to see him

unavenged.”

The voices died as men moved down the street away from where Brad was hiding. He touched his
face and found it beaded with swest. He felt sick. He should, he thought grimly, be getting used to mobs
by now. Clutterbuck touched hisarm.

"Timeto go," he whispered. He read Brad's expression. "Molly will suffer nought but disturbed rest
this night—and shelll mind that not a al." He shook his head with annoyance. "Damn thistrick of speech!
| get confused!”

It must, thought Brad, be difficult for him. The mental wrench from shifting from one existenceto
another must be hard. For aretro it was amost impossible. Y et, apparently Clutterbuck had no red
trouble.



Apparently?
Or wasthelittle man, like himsdlf, only apretender?

"They'll be watching the gate,” he muttered. "Well haveto scae the wall and dodge the bully-boys
outsde. How are you feding, Stevens? Head clear?”

Brad nodded.
"Good. Now follow me."

Like ashadow the smal man darted through amaze of narrow streets and twisting dleys. Twice he
froze as agroup of men, torchesin hand, lumbered past. Brad guessed they were the same men who had
|eft the tavern and he was thankful for his guide. Alone he would havelost hisway in the warren of sireets
and fdleninto their hands.

Clutterbuck paused. A door creaked open and afetid smell of dirt, damp and mildew gushed from
the opening. Gagging, he followed hisguide, thetips of hisfingerstracing a path dong arough wall. His
foot rapped against the bottom of a Staircase.

Sl

Brad could fed his companion's body gtiffen asthey crouched againgt thewall. Someone irredina
room above. A mattress creaked beneath a heavy body. A snore echoed down the stairs and their
tenson relaxed.

"Up to theroof," whispered Clutterbuck, his mouth touching Brad's ear. "If anyone challengesyou
make sure they don't give the darm. Understand?”

Brad nodded, his hands clenched into fists. Carefully they climbed the dairs.

"Now," whispered the small man. "I've got to climb on your shoulders. I'll beasfast as| can.” Likea
monkey he scrambled upwards. Brad sagged beneath hisweight.

"A moment. Uh ..."

Wood creaked and an opening gaped above, alighter patch in the darkness, and a stream of fresh air
dispelled some of thefog. A solitary star, pale and wan, shone clear and then was occluded as
Clutterbuck climbed through. He looked down, hand extended.

"Jump. Grab my hand and I'll pull you up.”

Brad bent hisknees, jerked upward and grabbed at the dmost invisible hand. His fingers touched
cloth, dipped over thewrigt, failed to grip the hand. The crash of hislanding echoed through the house.

"Quick!" Clutterbuck wasfrantic. "Jump!"

Thistime Brad madeit. He heard sinews crack asthelittle man heaved upward, then his hands
gripped the edge and he took over. Voices caled from below as he lowered the skylight. Clutterbuck,
adtride the peak of the roof, looked back as he inched aong.

"Hurry!"

He caught Brad at the far end, grabbing a chimney stack to support the weight, his single eye anxious
as he sared into the other's face.



"Areyou dl right?’

Brad nodded, unable to speek, forcing himself to gulp lungfuls of air. Blindly he clutched at the
chimney stack, at Clutterbuck.

"Acrophobia" hefindly managed to gasp. "I've got afear of heights.” A fear which hadn't been
helped when he had lost his balance and had amost falen.

"It isn't much further,” urged the smal man. "Can you makeit?
“I'll makeit."
Together they crept toward the wall beyond which lay safety.

The street was wide and bright and clean with the scent of early dawn. Alsatiawith itsstink and vice,
dirt and depravity, seemed very far avay. An age avay. Brad knew that he would never willingly go
there again.

"That was close," said Clutterbuck. He halted, his sngle eye gleaming as helooked at Brad. "Y ou
look dl in, Stevens™

"The name's Brad." He rubbed his aching forehead. Now that the danger was over, the reaction was
Setting in. Hewas bruised, aching and his ankles hurt from the long drop from thewall. Hefdt that he
needed a hot bath and along, long deep.

But there was one thing he had to know.

"Who areyou?'

"Doesit matter?'

"It matters. | oweyou my lifeand I'd like to know whom to thank."

"Y ou thanked me enough by winning that dud.” Clutterbuck grinned as he tapped his pockets. "I won
astack because of that."

"Money!"
"What'swrong with money?*

"Nothing," said Brad shortly. In this cash-crazy world how could hetalk of loyaty or rewardswhich
couldn't be counted or thrust in apocket. And yet something didn't add up. Thelittle man hadn't helped
him because of hope of gain. When he had won his money he could easily havelft.

There was something odd about the man.
"Well," said Clutterbuck. "Y ou can find your own way home from here, Brad. I'll be going."
"Wait!"

Brad flung out a hand to catch him by the shoulder. He caught the shock of red hair instead. There
was asoft, sucking sound. Brad stared at the wig in his hand.

"l see" he said softly. "The patch too?!



IIYall
"And the name?'
"That, at least, is genuine. Or was. | was known as Clutterbuck before sarting thislife as Grenmae.”

"Grenmae!" Brad thought he understood. "Of course. Y ou're a policeman. Serge has often spoken of
you."

"Nothing bad, | hope?"

He had stripped off the patch and wiped hisface, the lines of diss pation vanishing with the paint. He
graightened and he was no longer small. Sender and lithe but no longer smdll.

"No," said Brad. "Nothing bad. But—are you aretro?’

"A retro can't be apoliceman,” said Grenmae evenly. "And in case you're wondering, | wasn'tin
Alsdiaon officid business. We don't worry about what goes on in facsmile.”

"Then...?

"What was | doing there?' Grenmae paused, smiling. "I wonder if you could understand? Look. | was
born and lived in old London of the mid-eighteenth century. It wasn't a happy existence. | was poor and
you can probably imagine what that meant in those days. A poor man waslliterdly dirt. | worked asan
odtler, drawer, linkman, scavenger—anything which would provide bread. Most times| dept inthe
gutter. | couldn't read or write and never owned new clothesin my life. | had scabies, aherniaand rotten
teeth. | had deformed legs from vitamin deficiency. | died beneeth the whedls of a gentleman's carriage.”

"Grim," said Brad.

"It was hdll." Grenmae was dispassionate. "When | hear peopletalk of the romance of the past | want
to spit. There was no romance—only dirt, ignorance and disease. | know. | wasthere. Yet till | visit
Alsdtia Still | go back. Why? Canyou tell me?"

"Yes," said Brad. "l can. Y ou go back because you can quit anytimeyou like. For you it's
fun—Dbecause you don't have to stay. Y ou're not going back to the old life. You visit Alsatiaand talk the
idiom and wear the clothes and imagine that you've stepped back intime. And you have, but a different
time from what you remember. Now you're no longer poor, diseased, desperate. Y ou swagger likea
lord or act the pimp or play the degenerate. But you don't have to deep in the gutter or et filth. There's

aways an escape.”
"And that's the answer?’

"Maybe not dl of it—I wouldn't know. But this| do know. Y ou can stand dmost anything if you can
quit at anytime. It'swhen you can't quit that things become unbearable.”

"Areyou sure about that, Brad?' Grenmae looked at the fading stars. "Are you positive?’

"Yes." Brad frowned. Grenmae was too intent. He wondered why. "1t's the difference between living
in abarred cage from choice—or being confined to acdl for life. The environment isthe same. The
attitude is not. Or, to put it more Ssmply, if you've got akey you don't have to beat your head against the
door."

"Y ou can dwayswak out?’



"That'sright."
"And this, to you, isthe difference between happiness and misery?'

"Y ou could say that." Brad's uneasiness grew. What had started to be asimple discussion was
developing deep philosophica undertones. Grenmae smiled.

"You know, Brad, you'reredly taking about life."
"l don't understand.”

"No?1 wasthinking of your analogy. The barred cage. That'slife, isn't it? Some people imagine that
they're stuck in it and can't get out. Others know that they can. At any time they wish. Which areyou,
Brad?'

"Doesit matter?"

"It could. To you. It could matter quite alot.” Grenmae shrugged. "Well, never mind. | suppose we
each of us know where we are as regards our attitude. Once | used to regard life as a prison. Now |
don't. Maybe you—"

He broke off and shook his head.
"Wél, never mind. But thanksfor telling mewhy | visit Alsatia Y ou wereright. Y ou're no fool, Brad.”
"Thank you."

"At leagt," qudified Grenmae. "I hope you're not afool. Don't disgppoint me now.” He smiled and
waved and was on hisway before Brad could answer.

Thoughtfully he stared after the man, wondering what he had been getting at. Grenmae was an odd
type. But he wasn't aretro and there was no reason why he should be. Between those who could think
of nothing but their earlier lives and those who didn't think about them at al must lie abroad spectrum of
varying degrees of involvement. But they al shared one thing in common.

They al dragged one foot in the past.

IX

THE WATER WASCOOL and green, filled with mysterious shapes and graceful forms. Thick weedsrose
from the bottom, aforest of trailing tendrilsin which lurked edible game. The scuba diver spotted aflash
of dlver. He hdted, raised his harpoon gun, fired abarbed diver of stedl.

A graceful form gaped in the agony of death.
Carl Holden was enjoying himsdlf.

He wound in the line, gripped the fish in one hand and threshed hisway to the surface. Thesunwasa
blinding light from the protected waters of the estuary farm. A hand reached down from the raft and
hauled him to the deck. He was laughing as he removed his mask.

"l got onel" he crowed. "A red big one! Got him right smack inthegillg"



"Not bad." Cryil Uwins, tal, handsome, dark-eyed and cynica, gave amechanica smileashe
examined thefish. It was aharmless thing, one of the stock-fish of the farm, edible but stupid and
carelessinits guarded waters. He wondered how Carl would react if he was ever faced with one of the
mutated beasts lurking beyond the nets.

"Show me." Velda, cunningly dressed in loose clothing which showed just enough to attract without
spailing the effect by overexposure, strolled to where they sat. She stooped, her hair brushing Carl's
cheek, one hand resting on his shoulder. He grinned a her with a smug sense of possession.

"Now if thiswereabull," hesaid, "and | was amatador, I'd dedicate you itsears.”
"A fish hasno ears," said Cyril. He caught himself. "But maybe you could dedicateitstail ?*

"I'll do that. Has anyone got aknife?' He hesitated as Cyril passed him ablade. "No. Wait. Maybe
we'd better weigh it first. | want to win that bet.”

They weighed thefish. It waslighter than the one caught by Cyril. Carl frowned—he had lost too
many betslately.

"Never mind." Cyril took both fish and threw them over the side. "I'll tell you what. Y ou try again and
weéll takeit from there. We know the weight of my catch. Y ou beat it and welll call it quits. If you don't
then you owe me the hundred and you pay expenses.” He smiled at Carl's expression. "Why look so
glum?It'sonly money. And I'll tell you what—you catch two fish and well take the weight of the
heaviest. Fair enough?’

It was more than fair. Velda caught Cyril'sarm as Carl plunged over the side.
"Areyou getting soft or something?’

"Dont beafool." He scowled at the thin trail of bubbles breaking the surface. "1 know the maximum
weight of stock-fish and | know that dud of lead | loaded mine with liftsit way above. He hasn't got a
chance. Not if hefishesal day." He snorted ahumorlesslaugh. "How can anyone be so stupid?!

"It'sjust aswdll for usthat heis." Velda shivered alittle in an off-sea breeze. "Damn this outdoor life!
What the hdll you people find enjoyablein nature I'll never know. When are you going to hit him with the
tab?'

"Soon. A week maybe." He looked at the woman. "I'll need more money."

"You're not going to get it." Her smilewas crud. "The holiday's over. He'sin degp enough. Y ou're
going to hit him this afternoon.”

"Orders?' He squinted his eyes againgt the brightness of the water. Veldashrugged. Cyril sighed and
looked at his hands. "We could be rushing things," he said dowly. "I don't think he's quite ready.”

"You're not paid to think." Veldawas curt. "I know him better than you do—we're closer. I've
worked on him. Play it right and therell be no trouble. Y ou might even manage to say hisfriend. But it's
got to be this afternoon.”

"And you'd better fix those sclesalittle—just in case.”

Brad paused, hiskey hovering over thelock, assailed by asudden giddiness. Not surprising redly;
fifteen hours hadn't been long enough to shake off the physical exhaustion of the previous night. Hed



dept alittle, eaten alittle, and had his hot shower but it hadn't been enough.

He blinked the burn from his eyes and stabbed the key at the lock. He missed. The door opened
before he could try again.

"Brad!" Helen stood before him. Her eyes widened asthey searched hisface. "Brad! Areyouill?!

"Just bushed." He hadn't seen her since the previous day. He wondered what she would have said
had she seen him in the early hours. It had been along wak from where he had |eft Grenmae and he had
practicaly crawled thelast haf mile. He hefted the books under hisarm. "Can | comein? Thesethings

are heavy."
"Sorry." She stepped aside. He entered, dropped the books onto atable, nodded at Serge.

"l had to borrow one of your suits," he said to the captain. "I didn't have achance to ask—my own
clotheswereruined."

"That'sdl right." Sergelooked thoughtfully at the older man. Brad's face was gray, lined with fatigue,
the face of aman who has done too much too soon. "There was areport of achasing last night," he said.
IIYGJI?I

"Me." Brad caught Helen's expression and quickly changed the subject. "Hell, I'mtired. All this
running about has knocked the stuffing out of me." He sank into achair. "Wheré's Carl?'

Brad raised his eyebrows.

"He'sgone," repeated Helen. "He came here with awoman, Velda. He took histhings and paid Serge
what he owed him. Brad! I'm worried!"

"About Carl?'

"Y es. HE's comeinto alot of money somehow. He boasted that he had enough to liverich the rest of
hislife. And thewoman, Brad. Velda. Shewaslaughing dl thetime."

"l didn't see her laugh,”" said Serge. Helen frowned.

"Shewaslaughingindde," sheinagted. "Asif the whole thing were abig joke. Almogt asif shewas
gloating over something.”

"Maybe shewas," said Serge curtly. "Maybe she was satisfied with ajob well done” Helifted his
hand to cut short her protest. "Now I'vetold you this before, Helen. Carl is his own boss. There's nothing
you or | or anyone can do to stop him getting money by any means he seesfit. | tried to warn him about
Veldabut he wouldn't listen. | can't blame him. | had no right to interfere. If it hadn't been for you |
wouldn't have bothered."

"Sergeisright, Helen." Brad sensed the beginning of aquarrel and he didn't likeit. "Carl hasaright to
do ashewants."

"To sdl hisbody?"
"If hewantsto—yes."

llBlJt_ll



"Now listen to me." Brad leaned forward, cursing the fatigue which dulled histhinking. "In our own
time people used to sdll their blood and we thought nothing of it. Thisismerdly an extension of the same
thing. Carl has made his choice. He wantsto live asrich and as high for aslong as he can. Hisbody ishis
security againgt his non-payment of debt. He knows this."

"Hewastricked," said Helen bitterly. "He wasled into debt by that woman.”
Brad shrugged and looked at Serge. They both agreed. It made no difference.

"He probably didn't even know what he wasletting himsdf infor." Helen fumed. "They could even
have drugged him into sgning the agreement.”

"No." Serge shook his head. "That's not possible. A man hasto be declared sober, undrugged,
unhypnotized and in hisright mind before anotary will witness his deposition.”

"Then, if he haan't yet Signed?' Helen seized on the faint hope. Serge shrugged.

"He's been getting money from somewhere," he pointed out. "He must be heavily in debt. It may take
alittlelonger, that'sdl, but the end result will be the same.”

"Unlessthe debts are paid?’

"Naturally—together with accumulated interest, but do you serioudy think Carl could possibly pay off
aheavy debt? From what I've seen of him he isn't the type to work most of hislife on asubsistence
levd."

"Would you?' said Brad. "If you had the conviction that it didn't matter! That thislifewasacage
which you could leave a any time you wished—knowing that you would live agan? All it requiresisa
littlefaith. Most of you seem to haveit. Carl must have found it too."

He leaned back in his chair wondering if hereally believed what he had just said. Damn Grenmae and
the twigting of hisanalogy. And yet the man had spoken sense and had reason for his belief. Carl must
have acquired asimilar belief. Or had been talked into accepting it. Was he being such afool?

"Faith," sad the captain dowly. "Asascientist, Brad, do you believein such athing?"
"ltexigs”
"That isn't what | asked."

"All right," said Brad. "Faith is the unquestioning acceptance of the existence of something without any
proof that it exigsat dl. It isan emotiond state leading to an emotional conviction which alows of no
argument or rationa discussion. It isbasicaly agtate of immature wish-fulfillment. Itisanilluson
bordering on insanity.”

"Now wait aminute, Brad," said Hden. "I have faith that the sun will risetomorrow. Isthat an
illugon?'

"Y ou have knowledge based on millions of years of repetition,” snapped Brad. "That isn't faith. Faith,
by its nature, cannot be proven or disproven. It is, and hasto be, sufficient unto itself—or it isn't faith.”

He rubbed hisforehead. The achein histemples was getting worse, the musclestaut at the base of his
skull, the minute quivering of his muscles alittle more pronounced. He looked at the woman.

"Coffeg, Hen?'



"Of course"

She vanished into the kitchen and he rel axed, listening to the small sounds she made. He caught
Serge's expression and felt aquick sympathy. A man needed awoman about the house. Hefelt a
momentary regret thet he had alway's been too busy to recognize the missing ingredient in hislife.

"Y ou were talking about faith,” said the captain. "What has that to do with Carl?"
"lan't it obvious? Reincarnation, in thisworld, is an apparent fact and—"
"Apparent!" Serge amost shouted the word. "What do you mean?"

"Exactly what | say." Brad remained cam. "If you would rather not discussit ... ?'

"Carry on." Sergelooked up as Helen returned with the coffee. He took a cup, sipped, smiled his
thanks. "I'd like to know just what you're getting at."

"I've studied the histories,” said Brad. He gestured to the pile of books he had collected from the
library. "Essentid researchif I'mto survivein thismodern age. Asascientist I'm naturaly skeptica and
demand proof. Not faith but proof. Y ou recognize the difference?'

"Naturdly."

"Good. Well, asfar as| can determine, thiswhole thing started about twenty years after the Debacle.
Orthodox religion had been dying for years and the war just about finished it completely. The world had
goneto hell and Mankind tottered on the brink of barbarism. Then, quite suddenly as these things go,
reincarnation was an accepted fact." He gulped his own coffee. "How do you account for that?'

"Simple," said the captain. "Owing to the generd shortage of anesthetics the medical profession turned
to the use of hypnotism asaform of anesthesa. Naturally there were experiments. During the course of
these experiments the principle of Breakthrough was discovered.”

"Correction.” Brad set down his cup. "Hypnoatic reversa techniques had been known long before the
war but the findings of the investigators were unacceptable as proof at that time. Do you want meto
continue?'

"Yes, but—" Serge broke off as hisvoicerosein pitch. "What you say means nothing. Many things
have been learned more than once."

"True, but doesthe intringc truth of adiscovery dter according to when it is made?”

He had the captain trapped but it was asmall victory. The conversation wastoo familiar. He had led
othersinto verbal snaresin the past but dwaysthey retained something he had never possessed.

Their faith, perhgps?

"Y ou overlook onething." Sergerose and glanced at hiswatch. ™Y ou assume that your own age was
omniscient. Y ou thought that you knew al the answers but history shows how wrong you were."

"We had proof."

"Proof? lsn't that what scientists ook for in order to confirm their own theories? Isn't proof sdlective
to the experimenter? Maybe, Brad, your people made the wrong experiments.”



Brad sighed as he helped himsdlf to more coffee. He didn't look up as Helen showed Sergeto the
door, the woman seeing her man off to work. They werein love with each other, that was obvious, but
he felt only atouch of envy; jealousy was absent.

"Brad!" Helen sat oppositeto him, her face serious. "Do you believe in reincarnation?’
"NO_"
IIWI,1y rDt?'

"Because the thing istoo pat. It strikes me asa gimmick designed to meet a pressing need. A tool
developed to do a specific job. Thefact that it was successful doesn't make it genuine.”

"You can't be serioud!™

"I'm serious,” he said grimly. "But listen and try to get thisthing initsright perspective. We can make a
pretty shrewd guess asto conditions after the Debacle. A devastated country, industry smashed, little
food, less education, agenerd, dl-round mess. And then, suddenly, reincarnation. The one thing which
could pick up the pieces and put them together again.”

She waited, not speaking, her eyeson his.

"What else would have persuaded people to work for the future? Children? Most of the things born
about that time could hardly have been called that. Racia surviva? Without astrong religion and the
education we'd given our people before the balloon went up nobody would have cared a damn.
Paliticians? They'd destroyed us. The individua? He couldn't have cared less. We lived in asdfish world,
Helen. It took amiracle to make people work like dogs without hope of immediate reward.”

"The miracle. Reincarnation?"

"It must be the answer. A deliberate cold-blooded introduction of the one system which could save
what was | eft of theworld. It gave a persond stake in the future to every man, woman and child dive at
that time. It gave the same thing to posterity. Someone in those dayswas ageniug”

"Or gncere," pointed out Helen. ™Y ou can't be sure, Brad. It could be perfectly genuine evenif it
came about asyou say."

"It could,” he admitted. The possibility had troubled him. "But the facts are againgt it. Why isthereno
one around who remembers our time? Why arethey al from along way back so that it'samost
impossible to check their veracity. And why are there such things as cripples?!

"Sergeisacripple”
"S0?' Brad frowned, he had wondered about the captain. "Did hetry to explain it?"

"He said that cripples could, literaly, be new-births. That they hadn't lived before and so couldn't
remember the past.”

"Perhaps—it soundslogica.” He frowned, then shook his head. "But it doesn't make sense.
New-births should only be possibleif dl the ‘waiting lists of those who've lived and died arefilled up.
We know that the population of thisworld isn't anywhere near aslarge as our own. So—what's
happened to the ‘waiting list'?"

"I don't know."



"And another point. There's another explanation for cripples. Maybe the reversa techniques don't
work al thetime. But they should. Why do they missout at dl?!

"Exactly. If thething isafake then why admit failures?' Helen rose and collected the coffee things.
"Why don't you get to bed, Brad? You look dl in."

He nodded and rose and went to hisroom. But he couldn't deep. Going to the bathroom for adrink
of water he halted by his drawing board. Something tucked down beside the chair caught hiseye. It was
smdll; only atrick of reflection had betrayed its presence. He picked it up and looked at it. He had never
seen one before but he knew what it must be.

A bug.
An dectronic ear.

Someone had listened in to every word.

MASTER CARTOGRAPHER LEWIS was asmdl man with liquid brown eyes, shoulder-length hair and a
liking for floral perfume. His mannerisms belonged to the court of Charlesll, but his clothing—dark
maroon with the electronic symbol proud on his breast—was strictly modern.

"Ah, Stevens." Hewaved Brad to achair. "Let me see now," he mused. "The last time we spoke was
aweek ago when you suggested that you might be of some useto thisoffice.”

"That'sright," said Brad.
"And just what did you havein mind?'

"| think you remember that." Brad eased his collar, wishing that the air-conditioning had been setto a
cooler level. "Y ou agreed that | could be of service on the preparation of certain maps. I've worked on
them since our conversation." He lifted hisfolder and placed it on the desk. "Herethey are. | hope that
you find them of some use.”

It was more aprayer than ahope. He forced himsdlf to appear relaxed as Lewis leafed through the
folder. The cartographer was impressed.

"Neset," he mused. "Very nedt. Areyou adraftsman?’
"No. An aomic physcig.”

"Redly! Lewisblinked, then smiled. "Inthe old days, naturdly.” It was a condescending smiletinged
with contempt. So might amodern physician have dismissed the claims of awitchdoctor.

"Yes," said Brad tightly. "In the old days. Y our people don't seem interested in my knowledge of the
ubject.”

"No?Well, they wouldn't, would they?' Lewisfrowned at the maps. "I'm afraid that these aren't of
much use to us despite the careful workmanship. Our own maps are quite satisfactory asfar as surface
detal goes. | had hoped that you could have given us more specidized knowledge.”



"Thelocation of vauable depogts?’

"Exactly. Such information would be of real vaueto the Guild." Lewisrapped thetipsof his
manicured fingers on the little pile of maps. "We are dso interested in the underground system of the city.
Asyou realize, much of the surface was destroyed during the Debacle and sill moreisin an advanced
state of decay. If the underground routes could be mapped with accuracy, it would enable our engineers
to bypass some of the more dangerous aress. It is reasonable to assume that the radiation index of the
lower levelswould be lower than that on the surface. However—" He broke off, staring at Brad. "Are
youill?'

"No." Brad dabbed at the swesat beading hisforehead. "I1t'sjust the heat. A temporary indisposition.
It'snothing.”

"You look far fromwell." Lewis seemed genuinely concerned. "A glass of water, perhgps?’
"No thank you."
"Asyou wish, but you seemto bein pain. In such casesit isawayswise to consult alifeman.”

Inwardly Brad cursed the other's concern. If only this office wasn't so hot! He remembered to be
polite.

"I'll be perfectly dl right but I'll remember your advice. Now about the maps. | can't understand your
difficulty. Youwill find acomplete map of the underground system in every gation. Y ou must have
reached those on the outskirts by now?'

"We have," admitted Lewis. "But centuries of climatic change have not been kind to paper and paste.
Also, from what remnants we have discovered, the maps appear to have been schematic diagrams rather
than true portrayas. We cannot drill an opening from the surface without more accurate information. Y ou
know, of course," he said casudly, "just where such maps are to be found?”

"Certainly. Fifty-five Broadway, SW.." Brad spoke without thinking, then cursed himsdlf for having
given away sdableinformation.

"|sthat Westmingter?'
"Yes"
"A pity. The entire areawas demolished in the first hours of the Debacle.”

"| see" Brad fdt aperverse satisfaction in learning that the politicians had not escaped. "My
information, then, isthat much more vauable?!

Lewis acknowledged the statement with adight bow. Hisfingers toyed with the maps.

"I must confessto alittle disgppointment,” he murmured. "I had hoped—wél, never mind. Perhaps
you will be ableto do better in the future?'

"Perhaps.” Brad rose and thrust the maps back into their folder. The heat of the office was making
him sick. He had to get out into the fresh air and soon. | takeit that you're not interested in these?"

"| did not say that." The cartographer rested one dim hand on thefolder. "They are not asvauable as
| could havewished but ..." Histonelost its affectation as he looked at Brad. "Y ou are unwell. Let me
cdl theresdent lifeman.”



"No." Brad was curt. Medica attention would have to be paid for. And though he did fed ill, it was
dueto natural causes. Lack of food and degp—that was al. He forced himself to smile. "Now, if we
could come to some agreement as to the worth of these maps?’

The sum hefindly received was, in relation to the work he had done, about one third of what was
paid to the lowest meniad laborer.

He spent the lot on amed.

He had steak and tomatoes and potatoes fried in butter. He had peas and a strange vegetable which
once had probably been familiar but which had been mutated beyond recognition. He had adessert of
fresh fruit covered with cream and then sat with coffee and a pack of cigarettes and looked into his
future

Hedidn't likewhat he saw.

Sinceleaving the Cradle hed proved himself to be a colossa failure asfar as adapting himsdlf to this
new society was concerned. Barred from his profession he'd been like a chicken without ahead. Morals,
ethics, old-fashioned customs had clogged every step of hisway.

He should have used Morgan, not turned him down flat.
He should have let that fool burn himsalf to desth.
He should, at least, have taken Murrey's sword and jewels.

Instead, he had spent too much time doing usel ess research, sponging on Serge while he pondered
philosophical abdtractions.

Savagely he ground out his cigarette.
"Something dse, Sr?"

The waitress was young, charming, eager to please. Brad wondered what kind of place he had
chosen for hismesl, then redlized he could be wrong. She was probably paid on commission or hoped
for afat tip.

"More coffea

Helit another cigarette while waiting, glowering at the white facade of the Guild Tower framed in the
window. Damn Lewis and his meannessl Damn the snotty technicians who regarded him aslittle better
than dirt. Damn them dl to hell!

"Y our coffee, Sir." The waitress showed him a generous expanse of shoulder and upper breast, smiling
as she st down the cup. "If you want anything € se—anything at adl—you will ask, won't you?"

S0, it wasthat kind of place. Brad gave a mental shrug as he picked up his coffee. He had no right to
be critical. Thiswas anew age with new customs and he was the odd man out.

He remembered the favorite statement of one of his professors.

"Survivd isthetest of intelligence," the old man had been fond of saying. "An intelligent man will be
ableto survive in the environment in which he finds himsdf. If he can't, then he's proved that he'stoo
dumbtolive™



A society was an environment and Brad liked to think that he wasintelligent. Therefore he should
have no trouble in surviving.

But—how?

Irritably helit till another cigarette. He was smoking too much, eeting too little, burning up his
reserves and wearing his nervesto shreds. Hewastoo old for this sort of challenge. He wished that he
could belike Carl. He, at least, had solved his problem. Holden had come to grips with this society.

It wasal aquestion of attitude.

Brad stared thoughtfully at his cigarette. He had made the statement and it wastrue. All he had to do
was to accept the mora code of thistime. And for aman reared in the jungle of the twentieth century that
shouldn't be difficult.

"Something dse, Sr?'

The waitress was back with her toothpaste smile. Brad scowled, irritated at her for having broken his
train of thought. Business must be terrible—he wasn't that handsome.

"No," hesaid coldly. "Y ou've got nothing that | want.”

"Some wine, perhaps? We have avery good sdlection. Or alcohol ? Gin, rum, brandy, scotch—"
"Scotch." Brad smiled. The waitress smiled back.

She had what he wanted.

The dockslay on the curve of the estuary, sheltered from the open sea by along moletipped with the
sguat tower of awarning beacon. Brad stared at the cluster of vessdls, small craft mostly, with a scatter
of luggers and trawlers. Sailing boats for the most part, with a couple of square-rigged clippers moored in
deeper water. He spotted the occasional funnel of a steamboat, the smooth lines of arare diesel and
something which could only have been ahydrofoil. All were armed.

It looked like a marine museum.

Hejoined acluster of rnen bunched on the wharf watching some activity in the harbor. Small boats
filled with men formed arough circle. The water between threshed with hidden violence.

"They'vegot it," said aman in athick, bluejersey. "Stuck it good. It shouldn't take long now."

"A dozen harpoons,” sneered aweatherbeaten oldster. He spat in the water. "In my day we'd have
taken care of athing like that with a couple of boathooks and aknife."

Thefirst man grunted, ignoring the boast, shielding his eyes againgt the sun. He swore as something
like awhip rose above the water and smashed at one of the boats.

"Thefools! Don't they know better than to get within reach? Another couple of yards and they'd have
been gove and sinking.”

"What goes on?" Brad touched the man on the arm. He answered without turning.

"Kraken. It must have got swept in with the tide. Probably dying but the more savage because of that.
It'slucky it was spotted beforeit could tear up thefarm.” He grunted with satisfaction. “It'sdl right now.



They'vegot it."
Brad swallowed as he saw what the men had caught.

The body was as big asahorse, thefrill of vicioudy clawed tentacles at least twenty feet long. A
dozenlinesheld it fast.

"Arethere many of those?'

"Not in the shalows. They stick to degp water most of the time where the big fish are. But they're
cunning. Sometimesthey'll follow a ship for days hoping to snatch aman. But thereé's not much danger as
long asyou use nets." Helooked curioudy at Brad. "Do you want to ship out?"

"No. I'm looking for something. A ship from Scotland. Y ou know her?"

"TheLaird of Stirling? Down a number fifteen." He jerked athumb. "Just keep going and mind your

The warning was genuine. The wharf was littered with ropes, cluttered with gantries and heaps of
discharged cargo. A smdl train puffed furioudy asit dragged loads to the warehouses. Men shouted as
they handled boxes, bales and barrels. Twice Brad had to duck as loaded dings swept above. The smell
of fish and sdt was overpowering.

The Laird of Stirling was atubby, broad-beamed s oop with patched sails, scarred timbersand a
wregth of net. The hatches were closed. A gangplank ran from the side to the wharf. A man leaned on
therail and glared at Brad.

"Isthis ship from Scotland?!

"Aye. What d'yewant?' He was coarse, surly, ruddly abrupt. Hiskilt was stained with salt and
grease, hisface raw from exposure. "We've no place on this ship for ony Sassenach ye ken.”

"] want to see Jamie Macdonald,” said Brad. If this character was an example of the type of men the
Highlander hoped he would work with, then he was an optimist. Not that it mattered. Brad hadn't come
to accept the offer—he was merely putting theory into practice.

"Who?'
"Jamie Macdonald. He's expecting me.”
The man gartled Brad with his sudden hoot of laughter. "Why ye richt—"

"Enough!" Theword held thelash of command. An eegant figure, lace at throat and wrist, looked
down from the bridge. " Show the stranger to my cabin, Jock. And mind—ware your tongue and trest
him with kindness"

"Aye" snarled the man. "As my captain commands.” He scowled a Brad. "Will my laird be pleased
to follow methe noo?"

The cabin was small, laced with heavy wooden beams, lined with racks of weapons. Large-bore
shotguns for the most part, an effective defense againgt the creatures of the deep. A lantern swvungin
polished gimbals above atable littered with papers. The captain swept them into adrawer and produced
abottle and glasses.

"You'll betaking adram,” he said and poured before Brad could accept. He passed over agenerous



measure of whiskey. ™Y our hedth!™

The scotch was good, stronger than Brad had known and with a smoky, peat flavor which teased his
throat and tongue. He fdt it warm his somach asthe captain refilled hisglass.

"Your hedth!"

Again the captain refilled Brad's glass and he wondered if the man hoped to get him drunk. The
thought made him cautious. There was something odd about the man. He was e egant enough, more so
than Jamie, but hisface was older, samped with ahint of dyness, atrace of malicious humor. Hiseyes
gparkled with it as helooked at his guest.

"Y ou were asking for Jamie," he said. "He expects you?'
"Yes. Ishe here?"

"No." The captain spped hiswhiskey, dabbed at hislipswith ascrap of lace. His manners and accent
were those of a cultured man. "Our Jami€'s had to go ashore. Y ou know how it iswith ships. Cargoesto
s, othersto buy, dl the detail of provisoning and trade. Of course | know what goes on, master ... 7'

"Stevens" said Brad. "Brad Stevens.”

"Ah!" The captain carefully lowered hisglass. "The degper?”
"That'sright. Y ou've heard of me?"

"l haveindeed."

"From Jamie?"

"Who ds=?'

Brad smiled. Thiswas going to be easier than he'd hoped. The captain was obvioudy in aposition of
authority and would have access to cash. All Brad had to do was to persuade him to pass some
over—and then make sure they never met again. The beauty of it wasthat in this society, he would be
committing no crime. It was not the duty of the police to protect fools.

"Then you know al about it,” said Brad. "Good. What | came to see Jamie about was a matter of
expenses. There are certain debts | must settle before | can leave.

"For the north?"

"That'sright." Brad was fegling good, the scotch was taking effect. "And | shal need some equipment.
It's specidized stuff and I'd better get it here to make sure of it. | guess a couple of thousand imperias
will take care of it. Y ou'd better let me have the money now. We don't want to waste any time."

It was, he thought, aneat way of putting it. He wondered why the captain was smiling.

" S0 you intend going with Jamie Macdonald to the north and giving him the benefit of your skill. Isthat
it?"

"Yes" Brad felt uneasy.
"Y ou know little of the Highlands?"



“Not much. Why?"

"| thought not." The captain moved to stand before the single door. "If you knew more you'd have
known that | wasn't wearing the tartan of the Macdonads. | am a Campbell. Y ou've made a sad error,
Master Stevens.”

Xl

THE BUNK WAS too short, tight to his shoulders, cramping to his hips. Brad winced as hetried to ease the
achein hislegs. They had tied the bonds too tight and his hands were numb. The lump on his head was
givinghimhdll.

Bitterly he stared into the darkness. He could have been unconscious for hours or for minutes, he had
no sureway of telling. But no light penetrated the seams of the deck or hull, and somehow it felt asif it
were night. He moved his head and winced again. Hed been afool to try to fight hisway from the
cabin—an even bigger foal to have got into thismessin thefirst place. But how could he have known?

Two ships, of course—that part was obvious. Two clans, obvioudy engaged inintenserivary, and he
had picked the wrong one. An even chance of being right and held logt. His luck was running true to
form.

He wondered just how genuine Macdonad had been.

In thisworld you couldn' tell. When aman could remember apreviouslife asif it had been yesterday,
old wrongs and hates took along timeto die. He probably remembered Glencoe when, in 1692, a
chieftain and thirty-seven Macdona ds had been massacred at the hands of the Campbells. It could be
that he hoped for revenge. The captain had entertained no doubts.

"Hell be wanting you to make weapons so as to avenge Glencoe. | know our Jamie. It'sbeen asore
point with him for many along- year. He has ambition for his clan and hates us Campbells. Wdll, maybe
he has causefor that. But if | let you fal into his hands, ther€ll be black war in the Highlands. That |
cannot dow.”

It was then that he had tried to fight hisway from the cabin.

The ship rocked. The wet dap of waves sounded againgt the hull at his side. The bow dipped, rose,
dipped again. Brad tensed to anew fear. They were sailing and taking him with them to the north—if they
didn't throw him over the side on the way.

It wouldn't be murder. The sea would kill him—not they.

Savagely hetore a his bonds. The ropes were firm but the bunk was not. His extra height gave him
good leverage and he thrust with hislegs and felt something give alittle. Desperately he threshed against
the sides and wood cracked, snapping with the brittle sound of age. He thudded to the deck and tore his
hand on the sharp point of anail. After what seemed an age he brushed the shredded rope from his
wrids.

"Areye awake doon there?' A flood of light poured down the companionway as aman peered into
the lazarette. A messenger sent by the captain to make sure that he was till dive. Brad's groan needed
no art to make it sound redistic.



"Areye not well?' The man stepped forward, blocking the light of the deck-lantern, squinting down
the short flight of steps. He could see nothing but shadows. Brad reached out, picked up a heavy
fragment of the bunk, and groaned again.

It was too much for the man. He clattered down the few steps and stooped over the shattered bunk.
Before he could rise Brad dammed the club againgt the base of his skull.

He hadn't killed the man. He wasn't even sure that he'd knocked him out but he didn't stay to make
sure. Quickly he climbed the steps to the deck. It was night. Far to one side the light of the beacon threw
itsdlf over the water. Further back, like acluster of distant stars, lights shone from the dock area. They
were just outsde the mouth of the estuary.

"Hold!" A voice barked from the bridge. " ou there! Hold that man. Don't | et the Sassenach escapel”

Brad, grabbed the deck-lantern. The hot glass scorched hisfingers as he poised it for the throw. It
arced toward apile of deck-cargo, a sheet of flame springing over the lashed bales. It gave him time.
Men, rushing to seize him, automaticaly turned to quench the flames. In the confusion Brad legped for the
rall.

He had forgotten the nets. They wreathed the deck in close-meshed protection. He hit them, bounced
back, and sprang to his feet asthe captain barked fresh orders. Frantically he scrambled up the mesh,
hung for amoment on the sagging support, then flung himsdf into the sea.

Half-way to the water he remembered what the netswerefor.

It was very quiet. The stars blazed down from amidnight sky, familiar congtelations, so closethat it
seemed asif he could reach up and touch them. Brad didn't try. If he did he would sink and it was taking
al hisgrength to keep afloat. He had long since given up the struggle againgt thetide. All he could do
now wasto he on his back and trust to his natura buoyancy.

He wondered how far he was from shore.

The ship had long since vanished. It had circled him once and had thrown out amess of garbage.
Something had eaten the garbage. Whatever it was had apparently been satisfied. Brad hoped that it
would continue to stay that way.

A wave dapped hisface and he coughed, remembering not to struggle. Aslong as he breathed and
made no constrictive movement he would continue to float. He might ook like alog or resemble acorpse
but hewas dive. And, eventually, the tide had to turn.

Another wave dapped hisface. Something touched the top of his head. Something wet and clammy
trailed dong the back of hishand. He grunted, threshed—and sank two feet into mud.

A freak current had driven him to shore,

He climbed to hisfeet and waded through an endless expanse of rush-covered mud. The Dengie
Marsh probably; he was certainly north of Shoreburyness. He wondered what had happened to
Southend.

Then he hit solid ground and fell flat on hisface.

He woke to sunshine, asoft breeze, the mournful honking of geese. Something stabbed sharply into
his shoulder. He turned and saw the sharpened end of a pole. A bearded face stared down at him from



the other end of the crude spesr.
"You don't look ahunter,” he said.

"I'm not." Brad rubbed the dried salt from his eyes and sat upright. He looked amess. Held kicked
off his shoes and clothing whilein the water and was naked but for shorts. Dried mud blackened hisfest.
A long wedl on one thigh oozed blood. He wondered what had caused it.

"Jdlyfish," said the sranger. "What happened?”

"l jumped aboat." Brad doubled to a sudden firein his somach. "They were taking me north and |
didn't want to go." He felt vomit risein histhroat. "Have you got any water?"'

He retched before the man returned. The water was thick with sediment, carried in arusty can. Brad
gulped it and wasimmediately sick again.

"Youill?' The stranger remained well out of reach. Brad drank more water and sat, sweating.

"l had abig med yesterday,” he explained. "The food must have been too rich. Then | had alot of
exertion and—" He doubled again as his ssomach re ected the water. He remained bent over, fighting the
painin hisbely, feding thetouch of aterrible fear.

He had known such pain before but—no! 1t had to be the food.

"Look," said the stranger. "If you're arunner there's nothing for you here. Therestoo many of usasit
is. Foraging isbad and I'm scared that hunters might spot us. Maybe you'd better try further down the
coast. You can have thewater but that's al.”

“I'm not arunner.” Brad climbed cautioudy to hisfeet. The pain had died and with it the fear. He
managed to grin as he staggered and amost fell. He was exhausted but that was to be expected. "I told
you, | was kidnapped. Damn it, man. Y ou've got no cause to be afraid of me.”

"Maybe not." The stranger was thoughtful. "Kidnapped, uh? Areyou alifeman?’
"A doctor?" It was no timeto be honest. "I've got some medica knowledge. Why?"

"Weve got aman who's pretty sick.” The stranger hesitated, then stuck out his hand. "My name's
Weston."

"Stevens,”" said Brad. "Brad Stevens. Whereisthis man?"

Hewaslying in arough shelter made of woven branches buried deep among the treeswhich had
encroached amost to the edge of the marsh. A small fire smoldered to one side of the bed of fern. A
woman squatted beside it, bathing the face of the sick man with adamp rag. Weston touched her
shoulder and jerked hishead. Rising, sheleft the hut.

"He'sbeen likethisfor days," said Weston. "He seems to be getting worse. Do you know what's
wrong?'

"Don't you?'
"You'rethelifeman. Youtdl me"

"All right." Brad had learned the textbook symptoms of radiation poisoning only too well. He looked



at the sores on the hands and mouth, touched the febrile skin. "He's dying. He's been somewhere hot and
collected amassive dose. Thereés nothing | can do to help him.”

" warned him," said Weston helplesdy. "I told him not to take chances but he wouldn't listen. Areyou
sure there's no hope?'

"Not unless you can give him continual blood-rinse and have the chemicas and drugs to combat the
cdlular decay." Brad turned from the sick man. "The Ingtitute could maybe save him. Why don't you take
him there?"

Weston grunted his contempt.

"All right," snapped Brad. "So it was a stupid suggestion. Now tell mewhy."
"He'sarunner.”

"So what? Do they have to know?"

"They'd know." Weston led the way from the shelter. The woman stared hopefully at them. The hope
died ashe shook hishead. "I'm sorry, Mary," he said gently, "there's nothing we can do.”

She swallowed and went back to her nuraing. Weston looked suspicioudly at Brad.

"Y ou're not ahunter,” he said. "Y ou're not arunner and you're certainly not alifeman. Don't you
know that whenever you need medicd attention or enter into a contract for debt they give you aquiz?
They hypnotize you and you haveto tell thetruth. Y ou can't avoid it." He shifted hisgrip on the spear.
"Now," he said dangeroudy. " Just who the hell are you?'

Brad told him. Weston blinked, shook his head, then shrugged.

"l wouldn't know," he said. "I've been on the run for three years now and I'm out of touch. But I'll tell
you this, friend. If you're aspotter for the huntersI'll give you causeto regret it."

"Youdkill me?'

"l wouldn't have to. Thisthing through your guts would take care of it. So I'd owe your medica hills,
so what? 1t'd just be more money that | haven't got."

He meant it. Brad looked at the rough spear and shuddered. He could imagine the damage it would
do. Then he trod on a stone and winced.

"l need shoes," he said. "And clothes. Can you fix me up?'

"Maybe." Weston returned to the hut. He came out bearing clothes. "He won't need them any more,”
he explained. "Y ou might aswell usethemiif they fit." He saw Brad'sexpression. "It'sdl thereis" he said.
"Y ou can figure out some way to pay hiswoman later. Now, do you want them or not?"

The shoes were too big, the clothestoo small. Brad eased his shoulders as he sat watching the central
fire. It burned under ablackened pot which contained something which smelled like stlew. What wasin it
he didn't care to guess. Hedgehogs, perhaps, snakes, even rats, anything which would sustain life. The
community couldn't afford to be particular.

Helooked around as he waited for one of the women to dish out the medl. Like the hut in which the
man lay dying other shelters rested among the trees. The place looked something like agypsy



encampment but there were no horses or caravans. Not even any kind of wheeled vehicle. When these
people moved they carried al they owned.

He guessed there must be about a score of men and a half-dozen women. He had seen no children
and doubted if there were any. These people, al debtors on the run, wouldn't want to add to their
troubles. But that was something they didn't have to worry about. Lurking at the edges of the poisoned
aress, entering into them from ignorance as often as not, would quickly have made them dl Sterile.

It must beahel of alife,
He wondered just how many other groups there were like the one he saw.

"] don't know." Weston spooned stew from abowl and smacked hislips over abone. It wasasmal
bone with afamiliar shape. There would be frogsin the marsh. "Quite afew, | guess. | know for afact
there's another further to the north and there used to be a scatter of loners to the south. Hunters got
them." He drained hisbowl. "Aren't you hungry?'

"No." Brad handed his share of the stew. "Isthat why you band together? Fear of the hunters?*

"Not exactly. It tellsagaingt usin away. Too many people leave too many traces and make us easy to
gpot. But what sort of alifeisit done?"

Brad could imagine. He stared thoughtfully at the fire as Weston finished hismed. Manwasa
gregarious anima and was unhappy unless he had company of his own kind. But why should they have
runinthefirg place?

They owed money, yes, but the pay-off wasn't too terrible. Not in thisworld where the worst that
could happen wasthe loss of afew years of life. And what was that to aman who was convinced that he
would liveagan?

He turned to ask the question and felt Weston tense at hisside.
IIW'.H_H

"Shut up!" The man cocked his head asif listening. Deep in the woods something whistled—abird,
Brad thought.

"l was going to ask—"

"Hold your tongue!" The bird whistled again, closer, then athird time, closer till. Weston cursed and
gorang to hisfeet. The spear looked like astick in his hand. "Hunters! Damn you! Y ou led them to ug!"

"No!" Brad jerked to hisfeet, sprang aside from the threatening point. "I had nothing to do with it!"

"Jack!" A man came bursting from the wood. He was gasping, hiseyeswild. "To the south and west,"
he panted. "A big body of them. Weve got to make arun for it!"

"Warn the others!" Weston gestured toward the huts. "No noise. Leave everything we can do
without. Move off to the north in pairs. Scatter and make for Finnegan's Point. Make certain you aren't
followed."

"Right!" The man hurried away and the camp boiled in sudden confusion. There was no panic and
little sound, only afrantic desperation. Mary came running from the sick man's hut.

"Jack! We can't leave Harry. Y ou—"



"Weve no choice," snapped Weston grimly. "They're on us, Mary. Get your things and move out with
Joe. Hurry now!"

"BLIt—"

"Damn you, girl! Hurry!" He swore as awoman tried to pick up the cauldron and burned her fingers.
"Leaveit, youfool! Run!"

Brad stepped back to the shelter of atree. He didn't know what was going on but he wanted to get
out of it. He didn't move fast enough.

"You!" Weston spotted the movement. "All right," he said. He was swesting, moisture trickling into his
beard. "I warned you what would happen if you led them to us. Well, damn you, here it comes!™

Helaid the point of the spear against Brad's stomach.
And pressed.

XIl

THERE WASA SOUND like agiant cough. Weston jerked, his mouth opening in shocked surprise, hiseyes
suddenly vacant. Then hefell, collgpsing at the knees, hisbody as limp as wet tissue paper. A tuft of
feathers stood out from one shoulder. The spear rasped an ugly scratch across Brad's ssomach.

"Hold it!" yelled avoice. "Freeze, al of you. Weve got you surrounded!”

Brad sagged against the tree as men poured from the woods. His mouth was dry at his narrow escape
and he had an dmost overwheming desire to run. He forced himsdlf to stay where he was. The man who
had shot Weston could just as easily have gunned him down and he wanted to offer no temptation. He
looked up as someone called hisname.

"Brad!"

Carl cametoward him. He was dressed in camouflaged overdls, sted helmet and campaign webhbing.
He cradled athick-barreled gun in hisarms. He looked remarkably cheerful.

"Well, well," he grinned. "Asthey say, it'sasmal world. What the devil are you doing here?'

Brad told him, cutting it short, looking curioudy at the activity around. Other men, dressed as Holden,
were crowding the bunch of runnersinto acompact knot in the center of the clearing. One of them
kicked out thefire.

"Nice catch," he caled to Carl. "Y ou sure knew what you were doing. The biggest bunch I've seen
for along time. Nicework, Carl."

"Training," said Carl. He smiled a Brad. "I used to bein the Territoriad Army back in the old days.
Therésnothing like atouch of military discipline on an operation likethis. Get into position. Let them spot
you on three sdes and grab them asthey run to the other. Simple.”

Brad shook his head. He was still bewildered. He looked down at Weston. "1s he dead?!
"No, just knocked out." Carl hefted hiswegpon. "Thisthing fires hypodermic needles. If weleave him



aone hélll wakein acouple of hours, tiff asaboard and with aking-sized headache. Why was hetrying
to gtick you with that pole?"

"He thought | was working with you." Brad felt Scknessrisein histhroat at the thought of what might
have been. Carl stared at him, leaned his gun against the tree, produced aflask.

"Here. Take some of this"
The brandy burned histhroat but warmed his ssomach. Brad smiled as he handed back the flask.
"Thanks. Do you mind teling mewhat dl thisis about?'

"Later." Carl looked up at the sun and then at his men. "Weve got to get thislot on their way." He
raised hisvoice. "All right, chain 'em up and start back at the double. Use your whipsif you have to but
make good time." He relaxed as the file of men and women vanished among the trees. ™Y ou'd better
travel with me, Brad. I've got atruck and there's no sensein waking when you can ride.”

"How about the others?'

"The boys know what to do. There's aboat waiting to pick them up lower down the coast and they
can handle things from now on.” He picked up hisgun, turned, sumbled againg Weston. "Damniit! I'd
forgotten him."

"Therésasick manin one of the huts," said Brad. Carl raised his eyebrows.
IIBw?I
"Dying”

"Then hecan diein peace.” Carl grunted as he stooped and tied Weston's feet and lashed his hands.
He plucked out the missile and tucked it into a bandolier. From a pouch he took a hypodermic and
injected its contents into the man'sarm. After afew moments Weston stirred and opened his eyes.

"Up!" snapped Carl. "Y ou'retoo big to carry. Up on your feet and start walking."
"Can't you leave him?' said Brad. "Let him go?'

"No." Carl wasemphatic. "And before you get al soft and sentimental, Brad, remember that this
character tried to spill your intestines." He kicked Weston in the side. "Come on now! Get up!”

"Damn you!" Weston strained a his bonds as he climbed painfully to hisfeet. He glared at Brad. "I
was afool to have trusted you. | should have left you on the beach. Y ou damn hunters are probably
feding proud of yourselves. Wdll, I'll know better the next time."

"Hunters?' Brad was beginning to understand. He looked questioningly at Carl. "Isthat what you
ae?'

"Héell, no," said the young man. "I'm adebt collector.”

"It's decent work," said Carl. "More fun than scavenging and it takes lesstime.” He spun the whed!
and sent the light truck jolting past atwisted mass of gnarled roots. Brad grunted as he bounced on the
hard seat. Weston, lying inert in the back, made no sound.

They had been traveling for an hour and Carl was takative. His success had loosened his tongue and



he wanted to boast. He had, he felt, something to boast about.

"The expenses are high, of course," he continued. " The boys work on a contingent basisbut | haveto
provide the equipment. Even so the profits can be high. A runner usually owes amint before he takes of
and | get apercentage of dl debts owing. This bunch should redly bring in theloot.”

"Why do they doit?" asked Brad. "Run, | mean. What do they hopeto gain?'

"How do | know? | guessthey're just plain scared and want to hang on to what they've got.” Carl
shifted gear and sent the vehicle snarling down an avenue of stunted growths. "Not long now before we
reach theriver." He settled back and lit acigarette. He passed the pack to Brad who helped himself. He
carefully broke the match before throwing it over the side. Carl sneered at the action.

"Frightened of fire? This stuff's too damp to burn.”
Brad shrugged.

"So you're the cautioustype,” said Carl. "That's the trouble with you, Brad, you're too damn cautious.
Me, now, I'm willing to take a chance. That'swhy I'm rolling home to collect and you're just a passenger.
Giveit timeand you'l belikethat character in the back. Living like an animal because you owe more
money than you can pay."

"If that happens then you can hunt me down," snapped Brad. Carl shrugged.

"That'stheir word for it. Asfar asI'm concerned it's just amatter of collecting debts. | can't worry
about the fedings of alot of stupid cripples.”

"Cripples? Likeyou?'

Carl smiled. He didn't answer. Brad felt a sudden suspicion.
"Carl! Haveyou—?"'

"That'smy busness"

"BU"

"Asl said, Brad, you're too cautious." The woods thinned asthey jolted over awide expanse of
uneven ground. Ahead lay the shimmer of water. "I'll bet that you and Helenimagine I'm dl kinds of a
fodl. Right?'

"Y ou trust that woman too much,” said Brad. "And that playboy you run around with."

"Cyril?" Carl shrugged. "I used him. And Veldas dl right. Y ou've got to take people as you find them,
Brad. They helped me."

"Got you in debt, you mean.”

"So what? Back in the old days most people lived in debt dl their lives. | would have been one of
them. So what's the odds? Thisworld isn't al that different from the one we knew. Unless you manage to
get astake you stay on the bottom. Well, I've got my stake. Now I'm puitting it to work. This collecting
business, asharein acouple of cargoes, some antiques. I'm thinking of opening an eectrical store,
service and repair, and I've other ideas. Do you know they don't have dog racing in thisworld? Or
speedway? Or bingo? | tell you, Brad, a smart man can make hisway anywhere. I'm smart.”



"Maybe others are smarter.” Brad dragged on his cigarette, alittle jealous of the other's achievements.
"Cyril for one. Y ou think that you used him—I think that he cheated you. He could till be cheating you.
How could you be sure?’

"I'd know." Carl's voice thickened as his big hands clamped on the whed!. "If that character ever tried
anything likethat ..." He shook hishead, then grinned. "Y ou're apessmist, Brad. Y ouretoo old for this
kind of life"

"Too old to carry the amount of debt you've managed to accumulate,” snapped Brad. "How the hell
do you hopeto pay?'

"I'm paying. Aslong as| keep ahead of the interest they can't foreclose.™
"Andif you can't?'

"I can. | will." Carl reached down and dragged on the brake. The truck halted at the foot of asmall
pier. A boat waited at the end. "About Velda, Brad. I'm going to marry her.”

Brad tensed but managed to hold histongue.
"You'resmart,” breathed Carl. "Had you made a crack about her I'd have broken your jaw."
"It'syour business" said Brad giffly. "1 wish you luck."

"Thanks." Carl dropped from the truck and led the way to the boat. A man sat beside the outboard
motor. He rose and saluted as Carl approached. "Class," said Carl. "Y ou've got to put on afront. The
way to show these people that you've got money isto wasteit like hell. Once they think you're rich they'll
back you dl theway." He stuck out his hand. " So long, Brad. See you around.”

"At thewedding?'

"Maybe." Carl released his grip and nodded toward the boatman. "Hell take you to the city and drop
you off somewhere you can find acab. Y ou got money?*

“No."
"Y ou have now." Carl passed over ahill. "And Brad, take some advice?"
"Such as?'

"Get agrip on yourself—and stop being acripple!™

He was dead.

The heart had stopped, the lungs, the rushing pulse of blood and air. Ten billion tiny sunsflickered into
darkness asthe cdlsdied into inert protoplasm and, like the dying glow of afilament, his consciousness
dissolved into eternd night.

Degth cameto greet him.

Death wastal, thin, skeletoid. Dark pits swarming with shadows rested on either side of the gaping
hole of the nose. But Death was amused. Death wore asmile,

"Hellow, Brad," he said. "Did you really hope to escape?’



It seemed asif he protested.

"A few hundred years—what istime to me?' Death shrugged with the dry grate of bone. "I can afford
to wait, Brad. | can dways afford to wait. You al cometo meintheend.”

There was the sound of liquid bubbling. Death wavered and, suddenly, wore afamiliar face.

"A bad business, Stevens," said Sir William. "Absolute rest and quiet could, perhaps, prolong lifefor a
short while but the end result isinevitable. The time dement is, unfortunately, small.”

Sir William vanished and Jack Murrey took his place. His mouth was wreethed in the rictus of his
dying snarl so that he too seemed to be amused.

"Damn yer eyesye ginking poltroon! I'm waiting for yein hd|!"

Then hefell whileal around him came the clanking of tankards on the wooden boards, ametdlic
sound which went on and on and...

Brad jerked awake, drenched with perspiration, heart hammering againg hisribs. Blankly he stared at
the familiar walls of the apartment, the drawing board, the chair in which he had fallen adeep. But the
dream persisted. He could till hear the metdlic sound. The doorbell sounded. Staggering to hisfeet he
opened the pand. Velda, eyes snapping, stared into hisface.

"About time," she began. Then, "Hey, you on ajag or something?'
"What do you want?' He clutched the edge of the door for support. "Carl isn't here.”

"l know. | want to talk to you." She stepped past him into the apartment. Too weak to argue, Brad
dammed the door. He recognized the danger signals from his ssomach and headed for the bathroom. He
reeched it jugtintime.

He retched. His stomach heaved and seemed to befilled with hot embers. He ran water from the
faucet, drank, retched again. A phia in the cabinet contained pain-ease tablets and he swallowed a
handful. Stripping, he stood under the shower and let the ice-cold spray numb hisfebrile skin. The tablets
were strong, they jerked his pain-level to the ceiling and when he stepped from the shower, his agony
had dwindled to adull ache.

Grimly hestared at himsdlf inthe mirror.

Helooked ghastly. His skin was gray, his eyes bloodshot, his mouth athin, bloodlessline. Carefully
he shaved, brushed histeeth until hisgumsbled, dicked back hishair. The clothes Weston had given him
werefilthy and stank of death. He kicked them aside and, naked, padded into Serge's bedroom where
he helped himsdlf to fresh clothing.

"Nice." Vedanodded as he returned to the living room. "Y ou've a decent body, Brad."
He had forgotten the woman.

"You look better," she said critically. "Not much but alittle. What'swrong? Need afix?'
"If | want dope I'll buy it." He searched his pockets. "Have you a cigarette?”

Shelit two and passed him one, watching him through avell of smoke. There was a poise and
assurance about her every gesture and he could understand how Carl had succumbed.



"| hear that you're getting married,” he said. "May | offer my congratul ations?’

"For what?' Her eyeswere very cool. "It won't be thefirst timeand | doubt if it will bethelast.”
"Does Carl know that?'

"I'm not worried what Carl thinks. He's anice boy but marriage isn't forever.”

"Like desth?'

"That'sright." She smiled up into hisface. "But you don't believe that, do you, Brad? To you degth is
aone-time event. You're born, you live, you die—finish! A hell of a philosophy!"

"We managed to live with it for along time," he said. "But how do you know what | believe?’
Her smilewas enigmatic.

"l found abug in here," he said dowly. "Someone planted it o asto listen in to what we were saying.
You planted it. Why?' Hefrowned a her silence. "All right—then who wanted to listen?"

"Wrong question.” She blew asmokering, watched it coil across the room to break on his chest. "Try

again.
"What do you want?'

"That's better." Deliberately she stared at him and for amoment Brad had the impression that he was
naked again. There was nothing amorous about her scrutiny. It was more asif she were the potential
backer of afighter and wanted to gauge form, He could have been a horse. He remembered that he had
seen her stare at Helen in exactly the same manner.

"You know," she said abruptly. "I like you."
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"Doesit matter? Maybe we've more in common than you think."
"Age perhgps?’

"Perhaps.” Sheignored the biting sarcasm. "Age—or experience. But we can talk about thet |ater.”
Sherose, opened her handbag, took out a card. "Marc Veldon wantsto seeyou."”

"S0?"' Heignored the pasteboard, feding sweet begin to bead hisforehead, the action of the tabletsto
fade. "Should | beflattered?"

"Vedon'srich. He can afford to buy what he wants and pay well for what he gets." She pressed the
card into hishand. Automatically hetook it. "Don't be stupid, Brad. Go and see him."

"Andif | dont?"

"Then," she said deliberately, "I might have causeto fed sorry for you. Very sorry." Sheturned and
walked toward the door, hesitating with her hand on the knob. " Tomorrow, Brad,” she said. "Early.”

Shedidn't wait for hisanswer.

Alone, he hurried into his bedroom and found what he was looking for. Grimly he read every word
and checked each item. At the end he knew what was wrong with him.



Hewasn't ill—hewas dying.

He had known this pain before and, dumping into achair, the bill from the Life Indtitute in hishand, he
knew that there had been truth in the nightmare. Death was waiting and Death could afford to smile.

He hadn't been cured.

Three hundred and thirty-eight yearsin the Cradle and he was back in square one. Back where held
started.

Dying of cancer!

X1

"INTERESTING." Edward Maine pursed hislips as heriffled through the sheaf of fluoroscopes, X-raysand
pathological reports. It was an act—he had studied them in private—but Maine was alittle of a
showman. "Y ou know, Stevens, I've never seen anything quite like this before.”

Brad grunted from where he sat in achair, glowering over acigarette at the Master of Hypnotic
Therapy.

"There seemsto have been asudden and extremely violent explosion of rogue tissue from at least
three dormant foci. The ssomach, spleen and lower bowd arein adreadful condition. The pain must have
been intense™

"It was." Brad drew a his cigarette, filled hislungs with smoke, exhded. He fdt alittle light-headed
from morphine, alittle weak from three days in bed during which time he had suffered exhaudtive testing.
"What'sthe verdict?'

"Thediagnoss? Death, naturaly.”
"When?'

"Very soon." Maine sounded encouraging. " The system will not long be able to withstand the invasion
of such masses of canceroustissue. Therewill be aphysical breakdown, of course, but | don't think that
it will last for any appreciabletime. The pain, naturdly, will be accumulaiveinitsintengty.”

"Yes," said Brad tightly. He remembered the pain. He doubted if he could stand more of it. “What do
you suggest?'

"Euthanasa”" Mane was definite. "There seemstittle point in waiting unless, that is, you wish to
undergo the experiencetoitsfullest. I cannot recommend it. The danger with painful and violent
death—sdif-induced degth, that is, though the danger is dways potential—is that the Death Traumais so
intensified that Breakthrough sometimes becomesimpossible” He sghed. "It issomething | wish these
loopers would understand. The danger of crippling yoursdf is hardly worth anew experience.”

"I'm no looper." Brad leaned forward, crushed out his cigarette, met the lifeman's eyes. "When | was
resurrected | understood that | was completely whole and cured. Y ou discharged me on that
understanding. | agreed to your charges on that belief. Now you tell methat I'm dying of the same
complaint | suffered when | first entered the Cradle. It seemsto me that someoneisn't playing fair.”



"l don't understand.” Maine was gtiff. Brad snarled.
" figure that |'ve been cheeted. By you. By the Indtitute. Isthat plain enough?’

The room became very quiet. Only the dight noise made by the attendant novice as he adjusted his
weight broke the stillness. Brad caught the sound but didn't look at the young man. Mainewasin no
danger of physical attack—he didn't need a bodyguard, but Brad wondered how often a patient went
berserk. Often enough, that was obvious, or there would have been no need for the watchful attendant.
Then Mainesghed.

"Y ou wouldn't know," he said quietly. "I must excuse your insult on the grounds of ignorance. Y ou
cannot know what you are saying."

Brad recognized his anger and realized that he had gone too far. He had, in essence, spat in the face
of the King. Or accused anun of being aharlot. But he till had to be satisfied.

"I'm sorry." Helooked down at his hands, not trusting his eyes. "1 did not mean to offend. But you can
appreciate the shock. | thought | was cured. When | €ft here | was convinced of it. And now—"

"l understand.” Maine could afford to be gracious. "I accept your gpology.”
"Then," said Brad tightly, "perhaps you will be good enough to explain?”

"The explanation is smple. When you | eft here you displayed no sign of cancer. | did mention that the
present outbreak must be from previoudy dormant foci. In that case, of course, they would not have
been recognizable.”

"Dormant!" Brad stared hisdisbdief. "When | entered the Cradle," he said ditinctly, "1 had advanced
cancer of the ssomach and lower bowdl. It was inoperable—that's why they put me away, to wait for a
time when such things could be cured. And now you sit there and tell me that you spotted no signs of
such acondition? Did you look?"

"Welooked."

"Areyou sure? Helen and Carl, the other two, they had suffered from over-exposure to radiation.
Timewould cure them. Did you automaticaly assumethat | suffered from the same complaint?”

He had been shouting. He redlized it as the novice rose and stepped toward him, redlized too that he
must seem like aman about to lose histemper, perhapsto go berserk. To kill and diekilling inthe
compulsve need for emotiond release.

"All right," saild Maine quietly. He wasn't talking to Brad. "Resume your seat.”
The novice hesitated, then obeyed. Maine didn't look a him; hiseyesheld Brad's.

"We have here," he said in the same quiet tone, "a problem. Two sets of opposed facts. Let us
assumethat both aretrue. Y ou displayed unmistakable signs of advanced cancer when you entered the
Cradle. | found no such signs. Something, then, must have happened to produce that effect. It isremotely
possible that your body managed to repair itself—such things can happen during long periods of
complete rest and quiet. But cancer isnot adisease in the true sense of the word. It isaviolent and
uncontrolled growth of normal cellswhich are harmful, not beneficia to the body. It isnot an organic
disease or amdfunction of bodily chemistry. Y ou understand?’



Brad nodded.

"L et us progress. What was said to you as you entered the Cradle?"
"Uh?'

"What was said to you? What were the last words you heard?"

"l ..." Brad frowned, trying to remember. "1 think it was something like Y ou've nothing to worry
about,' " he said. "Something like Y ou'll soon be better." "

"Areyou certain?' Mainewas very intense. "Please be precise.”

"| think—no!" Brad remembered the smiling face touched with concern. Doctor Lynnetrying to be
cheerful. What had he said?"'| remember now," said Brad. "It was 'When you wake your troubles will be
over.'"

"Areyou postive?'
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"l see" Maine relaxed. He was amiling. "When you wake your troubles will be over,” he mused. "Y ou
were under sedation, of course. Y our body completely relaxed. Y our mind tranquil. In aperfect
condition for ahypnotic command. Y our subconscious accepted the words as such and, when you
woke, your troubleswere over. Y ou no longer displayed signs of cancer. It is possible that the origina
outbreak had dissipated in some way, the rogue cells assmilated into the body, unwanted tissue which
the subcellular blueprint of the body had disposed of. Y ou know, Stevens, thisisal very interesting.
Given along enough period and strong enough hypnosis, who can tell what might be accomplished?'

"Not me." Brad couldn't share the other's enthusiasm. "And | don't redlly care. All | know isthat I'm
dying of cancer.”

"True" Maine returned his attention to his patient. "Perhgps the origina foci retained their life or other
foci could have been stimulated into activity. The point isacademic.” He dipped the sheaf of reports back
into their folder. "Wdll, I'm glad that we've managed to clear that up, Stevens. Did you want to see me
about anything es=?"

"Wait," snapped Brad. "I sill want to live. What can be done? How about regrafts?”

"Body-replacements?' Maine nodded. "It is always possible but | must be frank. In your case there
would be complications.

"Morey?

"That isn't my department,” said Maine fiffly. "1 wastaking from the viewpoint of operative
procedure. Y our original cancer was caused by exposure to radiation which, in asense, seeded you with
cancerousfoci. Now, in order for aregraft to be effective the natural resistance of the body to what is, in
abiologicd sense, aforeign body must be overcome. Thisis done by extensiveirradiation. Y ou seethe

danger?'

"l seeit." Brad fumbled for acigarette, lit it, found comfort in the familiar smoke. "Theirradiation
could easily set up new foci so that 1'd be back where | started.”

"Exactly. And thereis another factor to be taken into consderation. The world isn't asyou knew it,



Stevens. The race has changed. The yearsfollowing the Debacle did much to eiminate certain traits and
weaknesses. Diabetes, hemophilia, epilepsy are unknown now. Only the strong could survive. There was
aperiod of ruthless culling and the establishment of affinitive types. And there was alot of radiation with
consequent mutation. In short—it may not be easy to find suitable regrafts for your body."

"But they could be found? It isn't hopel ess?’
"No," Maine admitted. "But it may take time—and it will be expensve.”

"Yes, | suppose s0." Brad tasted blood and redlized that he had bitten hislip. "But, damn it, theré'sa
chancdl"

It was dl that mattered.

The Life Ingtitute was fronted by a broad flight of steps sweeping up to the huge, ever-open doors.
They made fine seetsif you didn't mind the hardness and the curious glances of the passers-by. Brad
cared for neither. Locked in his own world he sat and stared into the distance and, though the sun was
warm, he couldn't rid himsdlf of aninner chill.

Hewasgoing to die.

He had aways been going to die but now it was different. Now he had to count lifein daysinstead of
years, hours even, he couldn't be sure. He could only be certain of one thing. Without morphine he was
going to suffer the agony of the damned—and he had no morphine.

The accountant had been adamant.

"I'm sorry, but redlly, your debt is dready far too large for usto be able to extend further credit. After
al, we are carrying you to the further extent of your examination and consultation.”

"That's generous of you."

"Amazingly s0." The accountant had missed the sarcasm. "It isonly because Master Mainefedsa
certain sense of responsibility toward you that agreement was reached, but that isasfar aswe can go."

"Am | supposeto drag out what'sleft of my lifein agony?'

"Of course not, we aren't savages. Euthanasiais free in such casesasyours. Y our debt, in that case,
well—" The man had tried alittle humor, "—we can't win al the time, can we? Every organization has
some bad debts—yours will be one of them. Now | don't suppose you want to wait too long. Shall we
make an gppointment for euthanasianow?"

Brad hadn't made the appointment. He hadn't managed to gain credit for morphine either. Money
could buy it at any drug store but he didn't have money. Money could do so many things. It could even
buy him the chance of continued life.

He glowered and lit another cigarette.

Theworgt part was how they had al managed to make him fed stupid and alittle peculiar. The
receptionist, the attendants in the wards, Maine, the accountant, even hisfelow patients once theword
had gotten around. He was dying and instead of pity, they had only displayed a controlled impatience. He
was dying—so what?



Wherée'sthe problem?

It was anatural enough reaction—for them. He would have felt the same toward amedieva manin
need of an appendectomy. What was there to worry about? Just have the operation and get it over. It's
just adegp and awakening. But to such aman, an operation of that nature would be tantamount to
death. He smply wouldn't have been able to believe that he would wake again. It was just a question of
viewpoint.

Brad was sill amedievd man.

The cigarette burned hisfingers and he threw away the butt, watching it fal, the thin column of smoke
risng from the damp cylinder, wavering asit neared extinction. Automaticaly he reached into his pocket
for another cigarette. Hisfingers touched pasteboard and he drew it out and looked at it.

It wasthe card Velda had given him. Marc Veldon's card.

Vddon—who wasrich.

XV

THE ROOM WASAN inverted bow! of tinted glass, the air tanged with the scent of pine, the carpet so
deep and rich that it was like walking on acloud. Baroque statuary lined the wallsinterspersed with
fragments of decaying art. Small tables bore other pieces of craftsmen's kill; a set of chessmen carved
from amber, a scattering of Victorian paperweights, afigurine of hammered brass.

Brad wandered among them, finaly pausing to pick up apiece of jade, running hisfingers over the
cunningly shaped surface, alittle surprised at the tectile pleasure it gave.

"A beautiful piece," said avoice behind him. "It isan endless pity thet it representsalogt art.”

Marc Veldon smiled a Brad as he turned. He was of medium height, stooped, thin. Hisface was
creased, his mouth agash, his eyes peered from beneath bushy brows. A mane of white hair fell down to
his collar. He looked aworn sixty-five but was probably older.

"Ninety-eight,” he said, and lifted ahand. "No, | am not atelepath, but | have lived long enough to
learn how to read expression. Y our curiosity was apparent.”

"Satisfy it some more. Why did you want to see me?"

"Perhaps | too am curious. It isn't often that | have the opportunity of talking with aman older than
myself. Doesthat answer your question?'

"No," snapped Brad. "I would suggest that you had some other reason.”

"Of course." Vedon shrugged. "That must be obvious. But | forget mysdlf. Would you like some
refreshment? Teg, coffee, a cohol—morphine?

"No, thank you." Brad felt himsdlf tense. How much did this man know?

"Asyouwish." A glint appeared in the deep-set eyes. "'l hope that you are not going to proveto bea
difficult man, Stevens. | expected you long before this.”



"l camewhen | wasready," said Brad evenly. "Y ou probably know why | was delayed.”

"l know. But | am not accustomed to being kept waiting—not even when matters seemto havea
higher priority. It would be aswell for you to remember that."

The ghoul, thought Brad grimly, wastypical of his class. Then he remembered his own desperate need
and swallowed his pride,

"l gpologize," hesaid. "1 didn't redlize the matter was urgent.”
He had said theright thing. Veldon, mallified, waved himto achair.

"Let ustak." He waited until they were seated. "Asyou guessed, | did not send for you to assuage
idle curiogity. Asit happens| have seen all three of you deepers before and know one quitewell." He
made apeculiar hissing sound asif laughing inwardly at some secret joke. "Very well indeed.”

"Y ou aretaking of Carl Holden?!

"Who ds2? Heis strong, hedlthy, alittle willful and very much of afool, but that isthe fault of his
brain, not of hisbody. How long would you say he hasto live?"

"What?' Brad was startled by the question. "I'm not certain. About fifty years. The life expectancy of
my time was about eighty.”

"Eighty years," said Veldon softly. "How fortunate you were—and how foolish to throw away so
much. Y ou know, Stevens, when | was born | could look forward to, with luck, no more than fifty years
of life"

"The Debacle?’

"Y es. The poisons spread then are only dowly dying and cdllular disintegration caused by radiation
has adirect bearing on age. People now do not live aslong asthey did.”

"But," said Brad dryly, "there are exceptions. Y ou, for example.”

"l amaghoul. Most of my body originaly belonged to other men, but thereis apoint beyond which
regrafts are no longer possible.” Veldon paused. "' have reached that point.”

"Thenyouwill die?"
"No!"

He was defiant and, as he rose and paced the floor, Brad realized that, to Veldon, the prospect of
death was intolerable. The man read his expression.

"Y ou wonder why | should fear death,” he said quietly. "I am not acripple. | know that | have lived
beforeand will live again. But as what?" His gesture took in the room, the furnishings, hiswhole persond
empire. "Will | beasrich? As powerful ?*

"Doesit matter?' Brad couldn't understand the man's mania. Surdly life was more important than
money. "Y ou could dwaysrebuild.”

They left the chamber roofed with glass and entered another lined with luminescent panels. The pine
scent of the air gave way to araw, animd-like odor. A monkey squatted in acage. Vedon leaned



againg it, blocking the anima from view.

"We spoke of death,” he said. "Ordinary, physica desth, but why should men haveto dieat al? That
isaquestion | have been trying to answer for thirty years."

"Have you found the answer?'

"l have. It ismerely an extension of regrafting techniques. If aman can give me his ssomach to replace
my own then what isto stop him giving me his entire body? That isthe problem | set my lifemen and
technicians. How to successfully trangplant a human brain from one body to another. Theresultsarein
thiscage"

Veldon stepped to one side and gestured toward the interior. The monkey squatted in one corner
amlesdy plucking at itsfur. A thin cicatrice ran around its shaven skulll.

"Look atit," urged Veldon. "Tell mewhat you think."

"It seemsto bein fine condition,” said Brad cautioudy. He wondered what the man wastrying to
prove. He scratched at the bars of the cage and the animal turned to look at the sound. The eyes were
wild and without focus. "How are the reflexes?”

"SQ/\/_"
"Motor coordination?'

"Perfect. Don't judge wholly by what you see. The anima has been kept under sedation but the tests
are conclusive. The operation has been perfectly successful.”

"How many?'

"Operations?' Veldon shrugged. "I can't redly say. We had many failures, naturaly, but thisisthe
tenth consecutive success. This particular operation is now merely amatter of routine.”

"l see” Sowly Brad straightened and |ooked at the other man. "And now, | suppose, you carry it on
toitslogica development. Youtry it on ahigher order of life.”

"Onmen," said Veldon. "Naturdly."
"Men!" Brad drew adeep bregath. "Where can you find such volunteers?’
"l don't. Thereisno need. | buy what isrequired.”

"Of course" said Brad. He thought of Weston and knew now why the man had run.

"Y ou seem disturbed,” said Ve don. " Some coffee?"

They had returned to the chamber roofed with glass where refreshments stood on atable and the air
was heavy with culture and good taste.

"Thank you." Brad accepted the cup. "Do you intend escaping physical degth by having your brain
transplanted into another man's body?"

"Of course"



"Holden's?'

" S0 you guessed.” Veldon smiled as he helped himself to more coffee. "Deancy is an associate of
mine and was perfectly willing to sell me Holden's debt. At a profit, naturaly. More coffee?”

"Not at the moment."

"Youarecdm," said Vedon. "l likethat. | had half-expected some foolish emotiona outburst but
Veldawas correct in her estimate of you. Y ou did well to come to me, Stevens.”

"Perhaps. Doesit have to be Holden?"

"Y es. His nucleic acids match mine to afavorable degree and there are other advantageous factors
which cannot be denied.”

"His potentid longevity?"

"That, too, isimportant,” agreed Veldon. He sniffed at his coffee. "I'll be frank, Stevens. Holden isthe
best subject | could hopeto find. | do not intend losing him."

"Y ou may have no choice." Brad felt an overwhelming desire to shatter the man's arrogant confidence.
"Carl hasideas of hisown. Y ou may not be able to foreclose on his debts.”

"You aretaking of hisenterprises” smiled Veldon. "They are doomed to failure. | control the
companies and speculationsin which heisinterested. A year, two years, | can give him that. | shall not be
ready before then." His smile grew wider. "Of course, you could attempt to warn him, but | think you will
be wasting your time. Holden isan optimist.”

And he would have awife who would keep himrigidly in line. Brad could see where Vel dafitted into
the pattern. He wondered about himsdlf.

"Tdl me, Stevens,” said Veldon abruptly. "Do you bdievein reincarnation?”

"Y ou know the answer to that," said Brad tiredly. ™Y ou know | found the bug you had planted in my
chair. Theanswer isno."

"So | understood. | find it hard to believe."

"l don't give adamn what you believe," snapped Brad. He wastired of pandering to thisghoul. "I
think that aman has only onelife aswe know it. What happens after death is something | shal discover
oneday but | can'timaginethat I'll return with afull set of memories.™

"1 know of your views on the subject. I'm glad that you have not changed them.”
"Why?What'sit to you?"

"In thisworld you are unique. Y ou arein the happy position of not having to worry about the future.
No one else, not even the cripples, can be certain that they will not be reborn. That givesyou aunique
power. | can useit.”

"How?"' Brad frowned, wondering what the man was getting a. Sowly Veldon finished his coffee and
set down the cup.

"l amarichman,” hesaid evenly. "I have enemies. It would be most convenient for meif | could have
those enemies—diminated.”



"Murdered?'
"If you prefer theword, yes."

"And you expect me to become your tame n?' Brad wondered if Veldon were sane. "Y ou
honestly think that | would consent to murder?”

"Why not?Y ou are an intdligent man." Veldon smiled from the depths of hischair. "Intelligent enough
to redize that you must have money to enjoy yourself." Heleaned forward alittle. "And whét isit to you?
Y ou have no fedingsfor my enemies, no regard. It isn't asif you wereredly killing, not in the sense that
you use the word. Y ou would be merely accelerating anatural process. | wonder that you hesitate to

accept.”
"This unique power you talk about,” he said dryly. "Just what isit that I'm supposed to have?"

"Y ou have no fear of the future," snapped Veldon promptly. ™Y ou have no dread that you will ever be
caled to account for anything you may have donein thislife. Degth, for you, istheend. That iswhy | can
useyou."

Brad nodded. Things were beginning to make sense.

"I will pay youwdl," said Veldon. "l need aman | can trust and you could be that man. Y ou will live
in luxury with aspecid bonus for—every occason.” His voice became even more persuasive. 'l am sure
that you arein need of money."

He was more than sure, he was positive, but Brad guessed that he didn't know the whole story. Not
that it mattered.

"I've heard words," he said flatly. "Asyet I've not seen any of this money you keep talking about.”

"Y ou would like proof?" Veldon rose and opened a cabinet. He turned holding a sheef of bills. He
peded off some and tossed them on the table in front of Brad. "Two hundred imperias as atoken of

good faith."
Brad ignored them.

"If you'relooking for abargain,” he said flatly, "you've come to the wrong shop. Five hundred and we
gart taking the same language.”

"Very wdl." Morehillsfluttered to the table. Thistime Brad didn't hesitate. He rose as he tucked
them into a pocket. "Isthat al?'

"For amoment, yes. | shall contact you.” Veldon waited until he had almost reached the door. "One
moment, Stevens.”

"What isit?' Now that he had the money Brad wasin ahurry to get out and go shopping. "What do
you want?'

"l want you to remember something. Y ou know how | intend to obtain the raw materia for my
trangplanting experiments. Well, | have arranged to take over the debts of both yourself and your friend
Helen. Need | say more?”

"No," said Brad thickly. "I understand.”
The ghoul had him trapped.



XV

THE MODEL PAUSED, turned with calculated grace, swayed back aong the catwalk to the curtains
beyond. A scatter of applause rose from the audience. A scented fop, resplendent in silk and lace, a
convoluted wig on hishead, jewe ed shoes on hisfeet, minced forward with congratul ations.

"C'est manifique!" helisped. " Vous étes une—"
"I'msorry,” said Helen. "I don't speak French.”

"Incroyable! " The fop waved alace-draped hand, his shrug a perfect example of the arrogance which
had onceled him to the guillotine. ™Y our designs are superb,” he said painfully in English. "Sheemaniis
fortunate to have found you. The Marquis de Chatillion will tell him s0."

"Thank you." Helen tried not to laugh as the fop minced away, then turned to receive other
congratulations. They were effusive but those from the buyers were the important ones.

"Y ou look happy.” Serge stood behind her, very tall and masculine in the scented softness of the
sdon. "l takeit that the collection was a success?!

"Sergel" Helen reached out and took his hands. "1 didn't expect you. Did you see the parade?’

"I'veonly just arrived." A fat matron cannoned into him, throwing him againg her, giggling aquick
goology. "Wdll, wasit?'

"A success? | think so. Sheeman seems happy and the buyers are interested.” Helen smiled her
pleasure. "l haven't felt so good since | woke. It's nice to have found aplace in theworld, to be able to
gtand on my own feet.”

"Isit?"
"Of course! | couldnt let you keep meforever.”

"No," hesad flatly. "1 suppose not. Well, | just looked in to see how thingswere going. I'll see you
around.”

"Sergel" She caught hisarm as he turned away. "I's something wrong?'
"No. Why should there be?’

"That'swhat I'm going to find out.” Sheled him to an acove, an oasis of quiet in the genera noise of
thesdon. "All right," she said firmly. "We're both adult people and | et's stop acting like children. When
arewe going to get married?’

He blinked his surprise.
"Don't you want to marry me?"

"Of coursel" His hands were tight on her upper arms. ™Y ou know damn well I'm in love with you and
have been since we met but—"

"But now that I'm successful you don't want to take advantage of the past—isthat it?'



He nodded.

"And before, when | had nothing, you didn't want meto fed indebted to you." Helen shook her head.
"I suspected as much. | didn't think that | could be that unattractive. Y ou fool, Serge! Why do you have
to be such agentleman?’

"I'm not," he said bitterly. "I want you and you know it. But there's something you've forgotten. I'm a
cripple”

He was serious and she didn't make the mistake of passing it off asajoke. To the handicapped their
afflictionisnever ajoke.

"Youidiot," she said softly. ™Y ou wonderful idiot. Have you forgotten that I'm acripple too?"

The waiter bowed, proffered the bottle for ingpection, drew the cork with aflourish and poured alittle
of thewinefor tasting. Carl sipped it, pursed hislips, looked his disgust.

"What isthisuff?"
"Wine, sr. What you ordered. Is something wrong?*

"It tateslike red ink. Take it away and bring me something fit to drink.” Carl glared asthe man
hesitated. "Well? Do you want to argue about it?"

"No, gr." The waiter bowed, removed the bottle and soiled glass, headed to the back regions. He
was scowling as he passed the guard. The cellarman reflected the scowl as he hefted the opened bottle.

"Red ink, eh?" He snorted his disgust. "One of the best namesin the business. A top vintage year and
he saysit tasteslikeink." Helifted the bottle, spped, smacked his appreciation. "Nothing wrong with
this"

"Do you want to go out there and tell him that?' The waiter jerked his head toward the restaurant.
"He'sabig guy and the fdlow with himisn't much smaller. I'd say they're both alittle drunk. Give me
something elseto keep him quiet.”

"Wait aminute.” The cellarman grabbed an empty bottle, transferred the contents of the rejected one,
added a spoonful of some mixture and gave it ashake. Deftly he rammed home a cork. "Here. I've
sweetened it and darkened the color. Seeif the louse likesit thistime.”

Going to the door he watched asthe waiter carried over the bottle. The guard, wisein the ways of
catering, smiled and spoke from the corner of his mouth.

"What odds he doesn't take it?"

"Onéll get you fiveif he bouncesit." The cdlarman grunted as Carl nodded to the waiter. "An easy
imperid. You candoit dl thetime." Hefrowned at Carl's companion. "Do | know him?"'

"Cyril Uwins. A leech.” The guard felt in his pocket, handed over anote. "I've had my eye on those
two. If they start anything I'm ready."

"Youthink they might?'

"I'vewarned 'em once dready. Thisisno placeto have aquarrd.” He remembered something. "Like
to give me achanceto get even?



"Sure”

"Same odds that they don't blow up soon. That bottle should do it." He sucked in his breath at the
sound of raised voices. "Quick! Isit abet?"

"You'reon!" The cellarman swore asabell rang behind him. "Let 'em wait. ThisI've got to see.” He
chuckled as Carl roseto hisfeet. "Looks asif you've lost again, Joe. The party's—God!"

Carl had risen. Cyril looked up at him and said something. He was laughing. He stopped laughing as
Carl snatched up the bottle and smashed in his skull.

"Joe!" screamed the cdlarman. "Hekilled him!"

Joe wasn't listening. Gun out, he weaved between the tables, yelling for the killer to freeze. Carl
snarled a him, flung the smeared bottle a hisface, dived toward the exit.

"Block al doord" The guard, blood streaming from abroken nosg, lifted hisgun and fired. Theflat,
ugly report stilled the sudden clamor. Carl skidded to a halt as a second guard blocked the door. He
turned, ran toward the kitchens, changed direction as Joe blasted a shot at hislegs. Desperately he
headed toward the windows, the balcony outside.

A narrow ledge ran below the balcony. Carl swung hisleg over the parapet, dropped to the ledge,
began to inch hisway aong. Ahead were other windows, a chance to escape the guards, to gaintimein
which to think and plan. He didn't makeit. Hisfoot dipped and the wind tore between him and the
building. Aninvisible hand pressed againgt his chest. Theinvisbletaons of gravity clawed him out and
down to the street below.

He screamed once before he hit.

Holden wasn't dead. Helay, stripped and supine, a pae, corpse-like figure beneath the transparent lid
of hiscapsule. His head was encased in plastic bandages. Thin pipes ran from benegth the covering to
couplingsin his container. The soft whirr of pumps gently vibrated the air.

"What happened?' Brad kept hisvoicelow from ingtinct. Serge moved uncomfortably at hisside.

"He and Uwins had aquarrel. People stting close heard it and they say it was about awoman. Carl
was warning Uwinsto stay clear. He was about to |eave when Uwins made a crack. Carl went berserk,
killed him, tried to run for it. He didn't makeit."

"End of report,” said Brad dryly. "What happens now?'

"| tieup theloose ends." Serge hesitated. "L ook, Brad, there's nothing you can do. Why don't you
just go home?!

"I'mdaying.”

"But—" Serge broke off as alifeman entered and approached. He was around, fat, jolly man. He
rubbed his hands to warm them againgt the chill of the compartment and smiled at the captain. Serge
showed hisidentification.

"Captain Westdde, temporia police. Holden is guilty of murder. Please report asto his physica
date.”



"Murder!" Thelifeman looked grave. "A terrible thing, Captain. I'd heard something about it, of
course, but the matter was so urgent that—"

"Y our report, please.”

"Uh?Oh, of course. Well, the brain is severely damaged. The skull received most of the force of
impact. The cranium was shattered and splinters of bone driven into the cortex. If you would prefer the
medicd terms?’

"Thank you, no. What of the body?"

"Superficid damage only. Theleft collarbone, upper left arm and three fingers of the left hand are
broken. Two ribs and the pelvis are cracked. There are numerous abrasions but nothing serious. A short
spell in the amniotic tank and he should be as good as new. Aside from hisbrain, naturally.”

"Areyou certain that his brain is damaged beyond repair?' Brad wondered why the captain was so
inggtent. "Will you sgn adeposition to that effect?”

"Certainly. Asagoverning mechanism the cortex isauseless mass of crushed and damaged tissue.
We have introduced € ectronic devicesto stimulate the motor functions of the body together with an
artificid blood supply. His body will live, Captain, but, mentaly, heisaready dead.”

"Then why don't you bury him?" snapped Brad. He shivered, more from the atmosphere than the chill.
The place reminded him of amorgue. The lifeman was shocked.

"Digpose of him? My dear sr, we Smply can't do that. The Ingtituteis quite satisfied asto the
property rights of the body and full arrangements have been made with the owner. Y ou see, dl we have
to doisto heal the damage, ardatively smple matter, and then keep him in stasis until his owner requires
ddivery. Thereisno problem aside from expense. Y ou understand—er?"

"Stevens. Brad Stevens.”

"Ah, the nameisfamiliar, | am acquainted with your case." The lifeman beamed his pleasure. "Y ou
should be interested in this new technique. In fact you are responsible for our perfecting the syslem. We
learned much from your resurrection. Stasis has tremendous potential and should prove awonderful
success. There are dways scavengers who have been careless and suffer an easy cure. Then, too, there
arethose who for various reasons would like to spend twenty, fifty or even ahundred yearsin hedling
deep. Stasis can provide such aservice.”

"Yes," sad Serge shortly. "Thisisdl very interesting, lifeman, but may we get back to the business at
hend?"

"Certainly, Captain. | am aware of the procedure. | will send you the signed and witnessed
depostion. However, | can assure you now that Holden will never, inthislife, pay for hiscrime.”

It was, thought Brad, an odd way of putting it.

Outside he hesitated in the cool corridor, aquestion teasing his mind. If stasis had been devel oped
from experience gained during his resurrection, shouldn't there be money init for him and Helen?

Serge quashed the hope.

"As| remember it," he said dowly, "we argued that point to an agreement. Crow wanted to charge
you for time, trouble and research necessitated by experiments conducted on your behalf. We opposed



on the grounds that you were not in aposition to give consent to the expense—and won.” He gave a
short laugh of admiration. "Trust Crow, the crafty devil! Now | understand why he didn't argue about it.
No, Brad, I'm sorry. The Ingtitute doesn't owe you athing.”

"It wasjust athought." Brad felt his shoulders sag alittle. A polished door threw back the reflection of
an aging, haggard man. Deliberately he straightened.

"Odd, meeting you here," said Serge asthey walked down the corridor. "How did you learn about
Holden?'

"By accident. | called here on another matter." Brad had been shopping for morphine. "I heard people
talking and went to find out what | could." He remembered the ill figure in the transparent case. "The
poor devil!"

"Saveyour pity." Serge was harsh. "He committed murder.”
"Hekilled aleech,” said Brad coldly. "In my book that makes him a destroyer of vermin.”

"He dill took aman'slife," said Sergeimpatiently. His shoes echoed from the polished floor with a
seriesof dull, flat sounds. "Damn it, Brad, you can't defend his actionslike that! Surely, in your time, you
had laws against murder too?"

"Y es, but we took circumstances into consideration. Murder had to be adeliberate act with intent to
kill. What Carl did wasn't murder as we recognized it. Helost histemper and struck out a a tormentor.
That'smandaughter.”

"Not to us." Serge halted, hisface serious. "If you kill aman who attacks you or triesto rob you, that
isn't murder. If you kill amanin afair fight, adud for example, the same. Killing aman to stop hiskilling
othersispermissible but that's about al. Killing in temper, for profit, for kicks. Because you turn looper
or go berserk—it makes no difference. Y ou've killed and that's the end of it. Y ou've got to pay.”

He turned and continued striding down the corridor. Brad followed him, eyes clouded with thought.
He had touched on something, the captain's reaction had been unexpectedly violent. And there was
something €'se he couldn't understand.

Take asociety in which death was nothing but atemporary deep. A world which had slemmed from
anarchy and in which the law was gpparently weak. In such acivilization violence should be an accepted
part of living, with murder and nation commonplace affairs. For, if everything el se had changed,
onething would remain.

Human nature would be what it had always been. Men were still motivated by hate and greed with
naked, primeva violence lurking dways benegth the veneer of culture.

And yet, men did not murder.

They went to their deeth in strange and horrifying ways and submitted to the demands of their
creditors, but they fought the inclination to kill. For some reason they were afraid of the brand of Cain.

Brad asked Serge why.

"That was an odd thing to ask." The captain halted and stood very tiff. Brad remembered that, asa
policeman, he could not be expected to take the subject lightly.

"l want to know, Serge.”



"Why? Areyou thinking of killing someone?*
"Perhaps.” Asajokeit fel flat. Serge saw nothing humorousin the answer.
"Murder isthe vilest crimethereis,” he said shortly. "Y ou should know that.”

"All right," said Brad tightly. "I belong to a generation which tried to murder the world. Y ou don't have
to remind me. Y ou don't have to preach either. | asked aquestion. I'd like an answer—not a sermon.”

"I'm not giving you onel" Serge made an effort to control himsalf; Brad had touched him on the raw.
"And | wasn't thinking of your past. Murder isvile because of what isdoneto thekiller. Like Holden, for
example"

"What about him?' Brad was puzzled. "Carl can't be hurt now. He's beyond your reach. Y ou can't
punishhim.”

"Wrong," said Sergegrimly. "We can. Wewill."
"Now you're being ridiculous."

"No, Brad, never think that. Do you know how we punish a murderer? We make him azombie. Do
you know what that is?' He didn't wait for an answer. "They're animals, Brad. Beasts of burden—and it
doesn't end there. We take their brains and encase them in metal. We attach devicesto them so that they
arefed with artificial blood and kept aive and conscious. Then we attach other devices and put them to
work."

"Theliving dead,” murmured Brad. Serge nodded.

"Y ou've heard of them, everyone has. They are chegper than any computer. They have no mohility,
no free choice. If they are stubborn they are punished—an electrode buried in the cortex stimulatesthe
pain center. They have nothing to do but work and wait for organic death.”

Wait! With their memories!

XVI

A THIN CHIME ECHOED through the air. A soft voice, beautifully modulated, followed the fairy-bell
echoes.

"Captain Westdale. Calling Captain Westdale. Come in please. Captain Westdale—"
"I'mwanted." Serge left Brad, crossed to a communicator, pressed the button. "Westdale here."
"Room 532, Captain. Officid.”

"I'm onmy way." Serge broke the connection and returned to where Brad was waiting.
"Coincidence," he said. "Sometimes it happens and, when it does, it can be put to use. Thishasto do
with what we were talking about. Y ou'd better come with me."

"A case?' Brad was curious. Serge gave anoncommittal grunt. "Perhaps. It could be. Now stay close
and on no account must you interfere.”



They walked to the far wing of the building, took an elevator to an upper floor, walked down a
corridor to room 532.

Within, on abed, lay aboy.

Hewas about eight years of age, dightly built, alock of blonde hair hanging over hisforehead. His
eyeswere closed. A hypnotic device hung from the celling above the cot and atrolley bearing an
assortment of instruments and drugs stood to one side. Three adults were in the room. One came
forward asthey entered.

"l am Master Hypnotist Lacey,”" he said. He nodded to the other man. "Novice Lifeman Saunders.”
His head tilted to the woman sitting quietly watchful in achair. "Recorder Norden, Resident Notary."

"Captain Westdd e, temporia police." Serge flashed hisidentification then gestured toward Brad.
"Brad Stevens, Observer.”

"Thedeepar?

"That'sright. Here for educationa purposes.” Serge looked at the sealed recorder, the check-camera.
"Everything seemsto bein order. Shal we proceed?!

"By al means." Lacey looked toward the cot. " The subject achieved Breakthrough a short while ago
and, during routine quiz, reveded evidence of the previous crime of murder. Weimmediately halted
investigation and notified your office.” He smiled at the captain. "1 must say that you were very prompt.”

"l wasinthebuilding," said Serge shortly. At timeslike this he had no desire for small-talk. He looked
at thewoman. "Well, let'sget on withiit."

The notary threw a switch. The recorder and cameracameto life. Then the preamble—time, date,
persons present, reason for recording. Then the waking, asimple matter of command. The boy opened
his eyes. They were blue. He stretched and smiled alittle. Then came the questions.

"Y ou were born James Allen Pertwen,” said Lacey. "Y ou are aware of this?'
"Yes" Thevoicewas high, achildishtreble.
"Y our previous name was Frank Yenda. Y ou are aware of this?'

The boy swallowed. Wasit only suspicion or did his eyes hold fear? Brad wondered but remained
slent as Lacey repeated the question.

"You are aware of this?'
"No. | don't know what you're talking about!"

The boy waslying. It was written on hisface, but an expression wasn't enough. Lacey glanced at
Serge and together they moved from the cot to where Brad was standing.

"A natural defensereaction,” said Lacey. The boy couldn't hear him but the recorder could. "I'm
certanthat heislying."

"Perhaps heisn't,” suggested Serge. "He could be tdlling the truth as he knowsit."

"A protective barrier?" The hypnotist shook his head. "That isaways possible, of course, but not, |
fed, in this case. Breakthrough was complete. It isaquestion of smplelying. However, degp hypnosis



can arive a the truth.”
"1 would prefer awaking admisson,” said Serge. "It isdwaysfar more conclusve.”

"Suggestion, then," decided Lacey, and led the way back to the cot. "Frank Yenda!" he snapped.
"Pay atention!”

"But I'm not—"

"Y ou are James Allen Pertwen, but before entering thislife you lived as Frank Y enda. Y ou remember

"Well—" The boy was reluctant. His voice seemed alittle degper. "No. That is| can't—"
"All right," said Lacey gently. "I'll help you to remember.”

He touched a switch and the hypnotic device sprang to life. Trapped by the swirl of color, the boy's
eyestried to escape, found it impossible, grew alittle glazed. Lacey signaed to the novice.

"Light trance," he ordered. "Concentrate on the diminishing of fear." He joined Serge where he stood
beside Brad. "A bad one," he commented. "I don't want to shock him more than | have to but the trauma
isvery strong. Hissense of guilt isbolstering anatural apprehension. We must bresk down his reluctance
to admit what happened.”

"Murder!" Brad noticed that Serge was swesting. Lacey looked grave.

"It lookslikeit, Captain. There must be astrong reason for this defensive lying. But hewon't be able
to hold out for long." He returned to his patient. Brad looked on with interest.

"Isthis standard practice?"

"Yes" Sergetook out a handkerchief, dabbed at hisface and neck. "Everyoneis entitled to free
routine processing a the age of eight. If Breakthrough isn't achieved then a second attempt is made at
ten—athird a twelve. The quiz isapart of the standard procedure.”

Brad nodded, his eyesthoughtful. Murder will out! claimed the old adage but he would never have
guessed how the pious hope had turned into cold reality. He touched Serge'sarm.

"If he confesses," hewhispered. "Are you going to arrest him?"

"Yes." The captain'sface was drawn. "That's the part of thisjob | don't like. | know better, but they
gill seem likekids. Physicaly they are kids and yet—" He swallowed. " Shut up, now! Lacey's getting
somewherel”

The hypnotist's voi ce was a soothing drone.

"All right now," he said. "Y ou remember that when you came here we sent you back—right
back—until you remembered that once you were aman named Frank Yendd. Y ou remember al this?’

IIY$II

"Good." Lacey reached out and turned off the hypnotic device. "Now, you are fully awvake and
aware. You are oriented in space and time. Y ou are James Allen Pertwen, born eight years ago. You are
aware of this?'



"Sure”
"Good. You are aso Frank Yenda. Y ou remember this?'
"I—Yes. Yes, | remember.”

"That's better. Now you have no reason for fear. It is perfectly natura that you should remember this
man. Y ou are one and the same. Y ou understand this?'

"Of course"

"Conditioning!" Brad gripped Sergesarm. "Damn it. The man'sahypnotist! The boy will believe
anything hestold!”

"No!" Serge's answering whisper was emphatic. "The boy isfully avake and aware. Thereisno
possibility of the planting of false memories. The recorder and camera see to that—the entire session is
later monitored. Lacey wouldn't daretry anything illegd. Now stay quiet and pay attention!”

Things were moving on the cot. The boy's voice had deepened, his face had aged, he twisted asif to
escape. Lacey's voice speared hisarmor.

"You havekilled," hesaid. "Y ou've admitted it. Now tell usabout it. Tell us. Tell us."
"Dont!" The scream wasn't that of aboy. "Stop it! For God's sake stop it!™
"Youwill tdl us?'

"Yed Anything! I—" The face twisted into sobs. Serge thrust himself forward.

"You are Frank Yendd ?'

"es"

"Tdl usof the murder you committed.”

"Please!l" The eyeswerewild in the young-old face. "It was during the war. 1'd killed before but this
was different. Wed attacked and there was this Jerry. Only akid. He had no gun, no nothing. He just
stood there with his hands out. He was harmless. He wanted to surrender but | let him have the bayonet
right through the guts. | don't know why I did it. I'd never done it before—not like that. Shooting, that
was different, but never with a bayonet. Never an unarmed man. He screamed. It was horrible. 1—I had
to kick him to get out the bayonet.”

"And then?'

"Then | got caught in thewire." The voice was dull now, lifdess. "I hung there until the shells came.
One of them blew off my legs. | can't remember dying.”

"When?'
"l don't know. Sometime during the war with Jerry."
"The Jerry war?' Serge frowned. Brad stepped forward.

"1918," he said softly. "The First World War. Our troops caled the Germansthat!" He hesitated.
"May | ask him aquestion?’



"Go ahead."

"Frank," he said to the boy. "Where did you fight?"
"France."

"At what battle?"

"Lotsof battles. Fighting dl thetime. | died at Wipers."

Y pres! How had the boy known the soldiers namefor that little town in France? Brad felt Serge push
him to one side as he spoke into the recorder.

"Completion of case. Investigation has shown that Frank Y enda, reborn James Allen Pertwen,
committed the crime of murder before the statutory year of reincarnation and therefore cannot be
punished and is of no concern to the temporid police.”

Brad could sympathize with hisrdlief.

Thetallor folded the final jacket, smoothed a crease, and deftly wrapped the garments into a compact
bundle.

"Thereyou are, gr," he said cheerfully. "Three suits of the best materids. One hundred and fifty
imperiasto pay."

"Y ou're positive they will fit?' Brad paused in his counting out of the money. Thetailor looked hurt.

"I would much rather have measured the gentleman mysdlf,” he said. "But dl you gave mewas asuit.
Those | have made are perfect copies.” He hesitated. "Better materia, of course, but you did insist on
that."

"l know." Brad pushed the hegp of money into the waiting hand, "Thanks for doing them so fast."

"A moment, Sr." Thetailor halted him as he reached the door. "If you care for asuit for yoursdf, sir, |
can guarantee the best fabric and workmanship in Phoenix."

“I'll remember thet."
"And tell your friends," yelled the tailor. He spoke to aclosing door.

Outside Brad hefted the parcdl. The clotheswerefor Serge, replacements of the suits he'd borrowed
together with a bonus—it was time he started paying off some of his debts. He hesitated between
walking or caling a cab. He decided on the cab. HEd been spending pretty fredly lately but what the
hell?Veldon was paying for it. And he had the feding that he'd better not delay.

The feding grew as he neared home. It was amounting urgency as he paid off the driver. It was close
to desperation as he reached the apartment. Throwing open the door he raced insde. And stopped.

Vddarosefrom achair.
"Hdlo, therel"
"What do you want?'



"A little politenesswould help. Whereisour little Helen?
"Working, | suppose. Why?'

"Nothing." She smiled up into hisface with aflash of white teeth. "1 just want to make sure that girl
takes care of herself. And, in case you're wondering how | got in, I've got akey. Carl'skey."

"Y ou didn't come hereto tell methat," he snapped. " Suppose we get to the point. Did Veldon send
you?”

"Such hurry!™ She pursed her lipsat him. "Here we are, aman and awoman with time before us.
Now who would ever believe that we did nothing but talk?"

"l don't know and | don't giveadamn!" Brad felt hisfingernails driving into his pams. "What do you
want?'

"I've cometo give you something." Velda handed out an envelope. "This. From Marc.”
He took the envelope and threw it onto atable. She followed it with her eyes.

"Arent you going to open it?'

"Leater."

"Asyou like"" She hestated. "Marc said to tell you something. Three days.”

"So you'vetold me. Now best it!"

"Areyou throwing meout?' For amoment incredulity distorted the smooth lines of her face. Then,
with a sudden change of emotion, she stepped close to him, resting her hands on his shoulders. The scent
of her perfume was very strong.

"You're an odd man, Brad," she said softly. "Herel am, practically throwing mysdif at you, and al you
can do isto show methe door. What's the matter, sweetheart? Don't you like me?’

"Do | haveto?'
"What?'

"l don't remember VVeldon making that apart of our bargain,” said Brad flatly. Reaching up he jerked
free of her arms, pushed her away. "He said nothing about my having to make love to his messenger.”

She said something vile and swung her hand vicioudy at hisface. He caught her wrist, stared coldly
into her eyes.

"Get out of here, you damned vampire. Y ou stink of death. And leave Helen done. Do you
understand me?" His knuckles whitened as he gripped her wrigt. "Leave her donel”

He sighed as the door dammed behind her, wondering if he had made yet another mistake, not caring
if he had. Weakly he leaned againgt the wall, fighting hisinner torment. Strange how it was possibletolive
with pain, to become accustomed to it so that the grinding agony could be pushed into the background.
Stranger il how adight increasein that pain could be so overwheming. But surdly the rief given by the
last dose should have lasted longer than it had?

He doubled with agrunting sigh of expelled breath and, crab-like, lurched into his bedroom. Glass



shattered as he knocked over atumbler. The bedside table went over with acrash. The mattresswas a
thing dive. Hefought it, finaly hurling it to one sideto revea the small, flat case hidden beneeth.

Relief camewith the prick of the hypodermic.

He sghed and put away the instrument and looked up, suddenly conscious of the disorder of the
room.

And of Serge standing watching him from the open door.

"So theré's no hope," said the captain. "Are you positive?'

"I've seen Maine about it acouple of times," said Brad. "He spoke of regrafts but it will take both time
and money and | have neither." He gave ahumorless smile. "Three hundred years waiting for acure and
I'm worse than when | started. We knew more about cancer in my time than they do now. Infact | was
better off then. Atleast | didn't haveto pay for my trestment in advance.”

"Death was more important then," said the captain.

"Degth is il important—to me."

"Yes, it would be." Serge frowned down at the carpet. "Does Helen know about this?!
"No, and she musin't be told. That is something you must promise.”

"She has her own lifeto live and dead men haveno part iniit.”

"You aren't dead yet, Brad," protested the captain. "Helen could quite easily make alot of money
soon and | know that she/d want to help you.”

"How?" Brad squinted through avell of smoke. "1 told you that there is no hope.”

"Perhaps not, but—" Serge jerked to hisfeet and impatiently paced the floor. ™Y ou were talking of
the Cradle. Well, we have the same thing now. Stasis, you heard the lifeman talking about it. Now

Suppose—"

"I've thought about it," said Brad tiredly. "Y ou don't just think | sat down and folded my hands, do
you? | inquired at the Ingtitute. They are willing to cooperate but the terms are strictly cash in advance.”

"We could—I mean—" Serge was foundering and Brad wasin no mood for arecapitulation of the
obvious.

"No!" Herose and looked out of the window. "Thistak isusdess. Oh, I'm no hero—don't get the
wrong impresson—but I'm ascientist and I've learned to accept facts. Thereis nothing either of you can
do."

"Helen—"

"Helen has debts and she's going to need her money to pay them off. She's got to pay them off.
Serge, you've got to—"

He broke off as akey sounded in the lock. Helen entered the room. It was obvious to them both that



she had been crying.

"I'velost my job," she said. " Sheeman was very polite about it but he said that he couldn't use either
me or my designs. |—I've been wandering about ever since.”

"Can't usethem?' Sergewasincredulous. "I don't understand this. Y ou were a tremendous success.”

"That'swhat | thought." Helen tried to smile, failed, gave up the attempt. "Everyone seemed pleased.
The buyerswere full of interest. Then, when | called in today to discuss production and distribution,
Sheeman broke the news."

"Did he give any reason?' Brad wasinten.
"No. Hejust said that circumstances beyond his control made it impossible to work with me.”
"Anything ds?'

"Yes." Helen paused, her eyes suspicioudy bright. "He hinted that it would be awaste of timefor me
to try getting work anywhere else. He said that none of the others would be interested in my designs.”

"I'll talk to him," said Serge. "There must be some mistake."

"No migtake," said Brad dryly. " Sheeman knew what he was doing. Helen might aswell follow his
advice and save hersdlf alot of disappointment.”

It was Veldon, of course, the power behind the throne. He probably owned a controlling interest in
Sheeman's business and had enough money and influence to make the others dance to histune. That was
obvious but it dodged the question. Why should he want to keep Helen poor?

Brad lit acigarette as he thought about it.

Pressure, of course, the same reason why Vedon had shown Brad so much of his private intentions.
The display of power and now the touch of iron force. He was determined that his chosen instrument
would obey.

It seemed that Brad had little choice.

Numbly he sank into achair, sensing the closing jaws of the trap, the relentless manipulation of a
puppetmaster. Ve don was determined that he should get hisownway. Theirony of it should have been
amusing. Brad Stevens, atomic physicist, once respected and admired and now, in thisworld, the thing
for which he was most suited wasto be apaid assassin.

But why Helen?

Wasit because Ve don imagined Brad would do anything to save her from hisknives? Surely that
cold manipulator of men would not place such a high value on sentiment? And, in any case, shewas no
longer his problem. Serge would take care of her so—

"Brad!" Helen leaned forward and touched hishand. "Brad, are you feding dl right?"

"What?' He blinked and touched his forehead and found it beaded with sweat. He wondered what
shehadread in hisface. "Yes I'mdl right."

"Y ou looked digtant,” she said. He managed asmile.



"l wasjud thinking."
Was Vedaafter Helen's body?

Had she been promised it asareward for faithful service? It made too much sense. Brad remembered
how she had looked a Helen; her undisguised proprietary interest. And Veldon would take no risks. He
would not submit to the operation until he was certain that it would succeed. On men aswell as monkeys.

And what better test-subject could he have than awoman in afresh, young body? A woman loya
because she was dependent and who would be willing to cooperate with histechniciansto the last
degree.

Vedasbrainin Helen's body.

It could be the reason he wanted to grind her into debt.

"Brad!" It was Serge, hisface anxious. "Areyouill?!

“No."

"Areyou sure? Y ou look ghagtly. Isthere anything | can do? Something | can get you?"

"No." Brad was curt but he couldn't Sit and exchange empty courtesies. Impatiently he rose and
headed for his bedroom. Helen's voice hated him at the door.

"Thisenvelope” shesad. "Isit for me?’

"It'smine." He snatched the forgotten envel ope which Vedahad given him and ripped it open. Insde
were three objects. A card with ablock |etter name and address. The torn haves of two one-thousand
imperid banknotes.

It was enough.

The card to point the victim. The torn notes as promise of payment. And Velda had said that he had
three days.

Three daysto kill Eustace Emil Khan.

XVII

LONDON HAD CHANGED.

Picking hisway through mounds of rubble, sweeting in the confines of his anti-radiation suit, loaded
with equipment, Brad wondered just what it was that made the city so different. Then, as Morgan
stumbled and ametdlic clang came from his gear, he knew. It wasthe silence.

London had never been slent. Not even the yearly two minutes between the wars when everything
had come to a stop had been like this. Then, at least, there had been the sounds of birds. Now there
were no birds. Thiswastheliterd silence of the grave.

"Let'srest awhile." Morgan dumped down on acurb and glanced at the geiger counter strapped to his
wrigt. "Areyou sure you can trust these things?'



"I'm sure.” Brad sat beside him, checked his own homemade instrument, opened the visor of his
helmet. "It's safe enough. Smoke?"

"Thanks." The scavenger caught the cigarette, lit it, relaxed asheinhded smoke. "I never thought this
would happen,” he said. "When you gave me the thumbs down at the Folgone | thought that was the end
of agood idea. Y ou struck me asthe type of man who, when he said no, meant it."

"Things change," said Brad. He drew on his cigarette. "Why should anyone want to kill Khan?"
"Likewho?'
"Marc Vedon."

"That ghoul!" Morgan spat in the dust. "He and Khan used to be partnersway back. Something
happened and they split up. Veldon reached for the sky but Khan didn't do so bad either.” He caught
Brad'sexpresson. "Don't fal for hisfront. Thereésalot more to him than that agency. If | had to make a
guess|'d say that Veldon was sweetening him for something he knows. But maybe he could get tired of
doling out the sugar.”

Tired—or scared that, with the approach of senility, Khan could talk. Either way it fitted. Get Brad to
kill Khan and so berid of adanger. Drop aword in theright ear and have Brad in for quizzing. His
association with Serge wouldn't do the captain any good and could provide the lever to part him from his
position. Without work how could he help Helen?

It all came back to her.
But Brad hoped he could cut the spider's web which Veldon had spun.

"Not much danger here," said Morgan cheerfully. He leaned back and stretched histhick legs. "This
areas been well covered. The carswent first."

Brad had noticed the empty Streets; looted for ametal-hungry civilization. The houses too had
suffered. Even as he watched, aportion of aroof fell in with alifting cloud of dust. Salvage and westher
had weakened the jerry-built fabric.

"That's something you've got to watch out for," said Morgan casualy. "Y ou've noticed that | walk in
the center of the road and that's one of the reasons. Any vibration can start afdl and it's no fun being
buried under debris.”

Brad nodded, too conscious of the ache in his bonesto enjoy banal conversation. He wished they
could have gone by water but the dock areawasimpassable.

Morgan took afinal drag at his cigarette and flipped away the butt.
"How much do you think well make?"

"You'l get aquarter of dl wefind,” said Brad curtly. "That was our agreement.” He pulled amap from
apocket, opened it, poured over the sheet. "We are here.” Hisfinger rested on the map. "Wetake this
road and continueto here."

"Almost due north?' Morgan looked puzzled. "There's nothing in that area unless you've specialized
knowledge."

"l have, but I'm not interested in the north. We are going right into the center.” Brad heard the sharp



intake of Morgan's breath. " Scared, Morgan?”'
"Sure I'm scared. It'shot in there.”

"l know, but that's where the money is. To get it we've got to take a chance. Now, if we reach the
tube at Gants Hill we can follow the linesinto the City." Slowly he folded the map. "We can't go
overland,” he explained. "These suitsaren't al that good and we'd collect alethal dose before we got
there. Underground we stand a chance. It'sthe only one we've got."

He tucked the map back into his pocket, rose, adjusted the visor of his helmet. Morgan hadn't
moved.

"Areyou coming?' Brad shifted his equipment to aless uncomfortable position. "Or are you going to
gt therefeding sorry for yoursdf?'

"Youtricked me" said Morgan dowly. "Y ou didn't say anything about going into the center.”

"l didn't trick you. | told you there was afortune to be made and | knew how to makeit. Thereisand
| do." Brad tightened a strap. "Now let'sgo and get it.”

It was along walk to Gants Hill. Twice they halted for rest, once for food, and asit began to grow
dark they reached their destination.

Morgan hesitated at the entrance to the underground.
"How far?'

"About ten miles." Brad thrust past him into the station. "Come on. I've been over thisroute ahundred
times”

But that had been before the Debacle, when bright lights had edged the platforms and cheerful posters
had relieved the monotony of the walls. Now there was nothing but darkness and decay; the air was
heavy with stagnation and fetid odors. And things |ooked different in the beam of hisflashlight.

He started as the light shone on alooming bulk and grunted as he recognized aticket machine.
Something darted across the edge of the beam, sinister in the shadow.

"Spider." Morgan's voice boomed in the tillness. "Nasty brutes.

A spider?

Sobig?

Brad wondered what other freaks of mutation would be waiting for them in the lower regions.

Cautioudly he led the way down the motionless escalator. The platform, deep-buried, had escaped
most of the ravages of climatic change, but something had robbed the walls of posters and maps. Quickly
Brad oriented himsdlf, dropped down to the tracks, stood looking up at Morgan.

"Comeon," heordered. "Thisistheway." He gestured with hisflashlight. Rust-red rails glowed in the
light of the beam. "Wefallow these Sraight into the City."

The scavenger hesitated. Brad wondered if the man suffered from claustrophobia. The truth was more
bizarre.



"l don't likethis." Morgan jumped down and began to walk a Brad'sside. "I was trapped
underground once. In amine. We only had a couple of candles."

"A cod mine?'

"Tin. In Cornwall. The roof had caved in and cut us off. We could hear the rescue party trying to
reach us. They didn't try for long. Not that | can blame them; the shaft was dangerous and they didn't
even know for sure that we hadn't been caught in the fall. So we just sat there waiting for them to try

agan."
"Didthey?'

"l don't know. The candles gave out and that's al | remember. | supposethey just left usthere.”
Morgan tripped and amost fell. "Blast! | could have broken aleg.”

"Stay behind me," ordered Brad. "Tread in the center of the deegpers; the ends are mostly rotten.”

He heard the scavenger fdl in behind him and pushed on through the tunnel. The going was uneven,
the walls scabrous, mottled with damp and fretted with sagging plaster. Snake-like wirestrailed along the
wallsand the air held athick, dead quality which made it hard to breathe.

Hislight gleamed on something ahead.

It was atrain, the whed s rusted to theralls, the doors and windows still intact. Curioudy Brad
squinted through the windows as he squeezed past, haf expecting to find the compartmentsfilled with a
skeletal load of commuters. He saw nothing. Just the bare metd and dirty plagtic. Even the straps had
gonefrom the roof.

"Rats" Morgan gestured to where ruby glints winked at the edge of illumination. "God help usif we
oet hurt.”

Brad echoed his prayer as he stared at the thing caught in the beam of hisflashlight.

The rats had changed. The thing before him was big, deek and bold. The eyeswhich shone benegth
the enlarged skull were dive with intelligence. It sat, not as arodent, but as an ape.

It chittered as Brad moved, vanishing with aflash of brown fur, thewhip of anaked, prehensiletail.
For thefirgt time Brad realized why he had seen no bones.

There had been ten million peoplein London at the time of the Debacle. There could have been few
survivors. A handful scattered at the extreme perimeter of the city. The rest had died. Some from the
volatizing effects of the atom bombs. A few by fire, accident and panic. Therest from theinvisible sorm
of neutronswhich had |eft the buildingsintact while destroying dl life.

Ten million people. Mummified, perhaps withered, dll sterile from corruptive bacteria

No wonder the rats had survived.

Brad sstumbled and fell against Morgan who had taken the lead. The scavenger had halted, the beam
of hislight directed at the curving roof, the blotched encrustations. Black earth showed in arising mound
beneath which were buried the rust-red rails.

"Fal-in." Morgan's voice sounded flatly from his hemet. " The tunnel's blocked. Well haveto go



back."

Brad frowned, trying to remember the layout of the system. They had walked for hours, passing Mile
End which wastheir closest junction. They were now following the Central Line. The Metropolitan ran
above ground which ruled it out. The Digtrict would take them through the complex of Whitechapel
which was highly radioactive. Thiswasther only route.

He said so and Morgan swore.
"For God's sake, Brad! The tunnd's blocked. Can't you see that?"

"l can seeit, and | can see something else.” Brad picked up astone, threw it at apair of ruby eyes.
The rat squeaked and scuttled over the mound of debris. "The rats get through.”

"Wearen't rats.”

"No, but maybe there's alittle space at the top. Certainly there must be ahole. It's possible that we
could crawl throughit."

He stepped past Morgan and began to climb the obstruction. The dirt wasloosely packed. A little of
it fell from hands and feet as he pulled himsdf upwards. His helmet touched the roof. He dithered
sdeways and found ahole. It was smal but it would have to do.

"All right," he called down to Morgan. "I'll go ahead. Y ou stay close behind.”

Dog-like he began to dig hisway through the mound. He clawed the dirt from in front, sweeping it to
the rear, shoving head and shouldersinto the narrow gap. He flexed hisbody like aworm as he moved
forward. Hetried not to think of the tons of soil above or how far the obstruction could extend.

"Brad!" Morgan wasin trouble. "Brad! I'm stuck!"

They werein anarrow cleft between the roof and the top of the mound. It wasimpossible for Brad to
turn.

“Try wriggling," he ordered. "Or back out and shift your pack."
Thedirt trembled to the vibration of frantic movement.

"It'sno good!" Morgan sounded on the edge of hysteria. "The dirt's collgpsed behind me. | can't free
my legs. Help me, Brad!”

"Not so loud!"

Brad held his breath as he sensed the movement of dirt above hishead. A soft ripping sound came
from onesde. A lump of rotten concrete fell somewhere with asoggy thud. Behind him Morgan
whimpered asthe dirt closed tighter around hislegs.

Brad tore at the soil, found hisflashlight, held it before him. The beam shone on arusted piece of
metd sticking from the roof. Beyond it the passage widened into the open tunnel. Scant feet separated
them from safety.

"Get your arms before you," he said quietly to Morgan. "Grip my ankles. Right?'

Hefdt the death-grip of the scavenger's big hands.



"Now listen. I'm going to hang onto abeam. When | give theword pull yoursdlf clear. Once through
and we're safe. Ready now?”

He reached forward and locked his hands around the scrap of rusted metal.

"RUll”

The pain was excruciating. Brad felt asif he were being stretched on amedieval rack.
"Agan!"

Gritting histeeth Brad heaved on the meta as Morgan pulled at hislegs. He heard adither, agrunt of
relief and then therattle of dirt on hishemet.

"Theroof! Hurry!"

Once more came the savage pull then, suddenly, Morgan wasfree. Frantically Brad clawed hisway
past the scrap of metd, felt something yied beneath hisweight, felt something ese daminto him from
above. Together he and Morgan rolled down a dope followed by an avalanche of dirt and stone.

"Quick." Morgan jerked to hisfeet and pulled Brad clear of the rubble. "Move before the rest comes
down."

"Theflashlight." Brad snatched up astone, swore, threw it away. "I'velost my flashlight.”
"To hdl withit." Morgan jerked him dong thetunnd. "Hurry!"

They madeit just intime. Tripping, sumbling in the darkness they somehow managed to keep ahead
of the flood of debris pouring from the shattered roof.

"Well," said Morgan as the echoes died away. "That's one route we won't be taking back home. Are
you hurt?'

"No." Brad cursed as he tripped and fll. "Wherésyour flashlight?"

"Back with yours. | didn't stop to pick it up." A tiny beam cut the darkness. "Thisis my emergency
light. Stop aminute while | check your suit.”

Brad waited as the scavenger looked him over.

"Nothing torn,” he said and handed Brad thelight. "Check me out." He waited until Brad gave the dl
clear. "Well, that's something to be grateful for. If thoserats ever caught the scent of food we wouldn't
gtand asnowbd's chancein hell. How are you physically?'

"Rough.”
"We can't do anything about that now. How much further have weto go?'
"About amile and ahaf. Maybe two miles.”

"Then let'sget on withit." Morgan headed down the tunnd. "Thisflashlight isn't al that srongand I'd
hate to be caught down herein the dark."

The ruby glints crept closer as he spoke.

They emerged at Chancery Lane. It was dawn when they reached the street, the pale light in the east



softening the effects of time and destruction so that, to Brad, everything seemed painfully familiar. Then
he saw the ranked cars, heaps of rust beside their guardian meters, the wreckage in the road, the trees
thrusting at shattered concrete, the thousand eyes of empty windows.

He raised hisarm and looked at the counter on hiswrist. The wind was from the west and it was hot.
It had always been hot. The heat of too many people squeezed into too small aspace. The tropic warmth
of afurious desire for wedlth and aplacein the sun.

But thistimeit was adifferent kind of hest.

XVIII

"Hor," saib MORGAN. He scowled at hisgeiger. "Well, we expected that. How long have we got?'

"Not long." Brad hesitated. "L ook, | know how to read these things. A guildsman wouldn't let you
gtay in this areaaminute longer than you had to. And he'd be right. That damn wind's |oaded.”

"So what? I'm willing to take achanceif you are. Let's stop wasting time." Morgan took a step
forward and halted, baffled a not knowing where to go. "Where do we find the loot?"

"Around the corner." Brad |led the way to Hatton Garden. Morgan wasn't impressed.
"Here?'

"That'sright." Brad gestured down the unpretentious street, the insggnificant buildings. "Thisareaused
to be the heart of the diamond industry. If there are any stonesin London thisiswhere you'll find them.”

"Where do we gart?' grunted Morgan. He was still unconvinced.

"The Bourse would be best but any of the buildings should yield what we're after. Can you open a
se?!

Morgan grinned and patted his equipment.

"All right," said Brad. "Let's get to work. Uncut diamonds ook like ordinary stones so don't make the
mistake of leaving them behind."

"l know adiamond when | see one." Brad had touched the scavenger's professiond pride. "What will
you be doing?’

“I'll work with you. While you tackle the safes I'll be clearing the benches.” Brad looked again at his
counter. Here they were sheltered alittle from the wind but the level was il far too high. "Well haveto
hurry.”

“I'mwating."

Morgan was impatient. Brad looked at the parked cars, the unshuttered windows. The bombs must
have arrived during the day, probably in the late afternoon. He pointed to a building which still bore
traces of flaking gold lettering.

"Well sart with that one."



"Right." Morgan reached out, gripped Brad as he stepped forward. "Mefirst," he said. "I know what
I'm doing, you don't. These old buildings can be death-traps. I'll go ahead and test the structure.”

The building was sound. Brad dowly climbed the stairs and passed through an open door. It wasa
heavy, fireproof door lined with pointed stedl. Within, double-glazed windows glowed with the light of
early dawn. The glass had shattered into amillion shards but the wire-mesh of the armored glass had held
them in place. Theair was dry and stale. At long benches running down the center of the room yellowed

figures sat or dumped in aparody of deep.

"Bones," whispered Morgan. He pushed one of the bodiesto one side. It had been awoman, young
from the plastic beads around the neck, the gay colors of the dress. Now it was old and sere, shriveled
likeamummy from an Egyptian tomb.

"Therats couldn't get in,” whispered Morgan. "I had to force the door.” He looked at the ranked
corpses. "What were they doing here?"

He was whispering, not from respect but for fear of undue vibration. Unnecessary here, perhaps, but
apart of hisingrained training. Brad followed hisexample.

"They were probably sorting, cutting or polishing gems.” He leaned over awithered figure and took
something from hishand. "This one was polishing." He straightened and looked toward the end of the
room. An office faced him with glasdesswindows. "The safe must bein there. Get to it while | clear these
benches”

It became a treasure hunter's dream come true.

It was asmple matter of looking and picking and not having to choose whét to take. And, if the deed
watched, it was easy to ignore them. Brad collected from the benches while, as he worked, the fierce
hiss of controlled fire came from the safe as Morgan forced open the boxes with chemical hest.

It grew into a pattern. Like two vultures they ranged the famous street and took what they found.

"A fortune!" Morgan shook the diamond-heavy bag at hiswaist. "Brad, I've got to hand it to you.
Y ou certainly knew where the loot wasto be found.”

"] told you that."

"1 know." Morgan hefted the bag again, hisbeard plit by agrin. "But when you've heard as much guff
as| have you get cynical. I've listened to a dozen propositions from men who swore they had the secret
of compact loot and who would give me the directions for acut in the profit. But this—!"

He blew out his cheeks and Brad felt aquick sympathy.
"A nicefeding, it it?'

"Nicel" Morgan shook hishead. "Man, you smply don't know. I'verisked life and limb for more
yearsthan | like to remember and I've been lucky to stay ahead. Damn it, Brad, every scavenger born
dreams of something like this. Some makeit. Tog Halsen for one. He found your vault and retired to a
farmin Irdand. Now it'smy turn.”

"Yes," sad Brad dryly. "But it's not going to do you any good unless you get back dive." He looked
at theindicator on hissuit. They had dready stayed too long. He said so. Morgan shrugged.



"We can buy treatment,” he said. " Anyhow, which way do we go?'

"North." Brad frowned over his map. "We can work our way underground on the Victoria Line and
follow the tracks well beyond the city. Then we swing east and south. It will be along trip and the sooner
we get started the better.”

"And leave dl this?' Morgan's gesture embraced the unlooted safes.

"Y ou've run out of thermite," reminded Brad. "If you use explosives you could bring down the
building."

"Maybe." Morgan was thoughtful as he examined one of the buildings. "That place seemed pretty
sound to me when | investigated. No stones on the benches so they must dl bein the safe. It'sabig safe,
Brad. I'm going to crack it."

He was gone before Brad could protest. He sighed, leaning against a sagging lamp-post, knowing that
the scavenger would never leave until he had made his attempt. He checked hisindicator and shrugged.
A little longer wouldn't do any harm. How much poison istoo much?

"I've st it." Morgan panted with effort as he ran from the building and rejoined Brad. "A long fuse
and asmdl charge but I've placed it just right and it should work fine. It should blast in"—he looked at
his watch—"twelve seconds.” He began to count. " Fve—four—three—two—one—now!"

Nothing happened.
"Damn! It must have goneout.”

"Wait!" Brad grabbed at the scavenger as he headed toward the building. He knew of the vagaries of
explosves and how the most carefully made fuse could be unrdligble a times. "Giveit longer," he urged.
"Doubleat least."

They gaveit double. Treble. Then Morgan lost patience and shook himsdlf free of Brad'srestraining
orip.

"It'sgoneout,” hedecided. "I'll fit anew fuse."

The charge exploded five seconds after he entered the building.

It wasn't loud but it didn't have to be; the noise came from the collgpsing Structure, along, sickening
rumblefollowed by atearing crash which threw dust high into the air and cast a gritty fog over the sun.

"Morgan!"

Shaken, bruised by the sudden rain of brick, tiles and weathered cornice, Brad wiped hisvisor clean
and ran toward the wreckage. Squinting through the dust he peered into a mess of splintered beams,
plaster and rubble beneath which Morgan would be lying. He could be dead, probably was, but Brad
had to make sure.

"Morgen!"
Doggedly he began to tear at the mound of shattered brick.

Morgan was dive. He lay, athick beam across his back, hislegs buried in rubble and one arm twisted
at an impossible angle. He was trapped and he knew it.



"Brad!" Hisvoice hed aliquid quality and afroth of blood stained his beard. "Don't touch anything,”
he warned. "The whole lot could come down at any second.”

"I've got to get you out of here." Brad looked around, found a splintered length of wood, shoved it
beneath the beam and heaved upward. A rain of broken plaster fell from above. He heaved again, red
flecks saining hisvision. The beam shifted alittle, rose, bore down with crushing weight. "Hurry! Drag
yoursdf freel"

He heard a scratching, dragging sound, then the wood he was using as alever snapped. Released
from the upward pressure the beam thudded back into its bed. Faling rubble reached to Brad's feet.

"Morgen!”

The scavenger had done his best. He had managed to drag himsdf alittle forward before the fdling
beam had smashed hislegs. He was till trapped.

"Il try again,” promised Brad. "I'll get something stronger.”

"No." Morgan reached out and gripped hisarm. "It wouldn't do any good. I'm numb from the waist
down. | guess my back is broken and it's certain my ribs are.” He coughed a crimson stream. "Lungs
punctured.”

"Relax. I'll soon haveyou out.”

"No." The scavenger shook hishead. "It'sno good, Brad, thisisthe end of the line for me." He began
to laugh, coughed instead, then managed agrin. "Damn the luck," he wheezed. "Twice on thetrot I've
been buried dive. But thistime| can seethe sun. I'm learning. Maybe, one day, I'll have more sense.”

Hefumbled at hiswaist with hisgood arm, thrust the diamond-heavy bag toward Brad.

"Listen," hewheezed. "Y ou take the loot. I've awife and kids back in Phoenix. Khan will know how
to find them. Seethey get my share.”

"They'll getit," promised Brad.

"Thanks." The scavenger coughed and fought for breath. "My chest! I'm burning—" He coughed
again and the visor of hishelmet darkened with aruby flood.

Brad opened it, wiped the bearded mouth and the sweat-dewed forehead. He looked at the trapping
beam, the heap of rubble delicatdly balanced above. He had been lucky. If hetried to release Morgan
again hewould bury them both.

"You'l haveto makeit aone," gasped the scavenger. "Go overland. Y ou'll never makeit through the
tunnelswithout alight. Watch out for rotten manholes. Keep clear of buildings. Stay well away from the
sewers. Keep an eye on your geiger ... you'll haveto find water ... keep onyour ... becareful ... Khan

Brad wiped the contorted face.
"Khan! Give him my share. Hes sraight.”
"I'll seetoit, Morgan. If | get through.”

"You'l get through." Blood welled from his mouth asMorgan tried to grin. "Diamonds,”" he gasped.
"More money than | thought existed. Funny, isn't it?I'll laugh about it later.” He choked back a groan.



Brad inched back, unzipped his suit, drew out asmdll, flat case. Carefully he lifted the hypodermic
and stared at the remaining morphine. Morgan was dying and in agony. The morphine couldn't save him
but it could ease his passage. Deftly he administered the injection.

"What?' Morgan stirred at the prick of the needle. "What are you doing.”

"Something to take away the pain,” said Brad. He replaced the hypodermic and tried not to think of
his own need. " Something to make you deep.”

"Seen?I'm dying!”
"Yes"

"Dying," murmured the scavenger. "Well, it couldn't |ast forever and it wastime for achange. At least
| died rich." He managed to grin as the drug took effect. "Better luck the next time, en?”’

"Sure"

"Therésawaysanext time," said Morgan. Helifted his head with sudden terror. "Brad! Therats! If
you leave before—theratsl"

"l won't leave," soothed Brad. "And they won't get you.”
"BlJt—"
"That's apromise, Morgan. | keep my promises.”

"Yes," said the scavenger. He was aimost adeep. "'l guessyou do.” He drew along, shuddering
breath. "Solong," he muttered. "I'll be seeing you sometime.”

It was dark when Brad began the long journey home. A pale moon hung in the sky and, behind him,
sending athin plume of smoke into the sky, the flame of the funerd pyre sent shadows dancing in the
dreet.

XIX

WITHOUT LIGHTS and aone it wasimpossible to go underground. Theriver was out. Brad had to weave
hisway overland between the areas of greatest devastation.

By the paelight of the moon he studied hismap. It was a Guild map belonging to Morgan and it
showed splotches of red, yellow and blue. Too many splotches and too vague in outline. He was
surrounded by areas of potentid death.

He checked hisindicator and wondered why he wasworried.

Hewas dready dying of cancer, if not from radiation, and it was now only aquestion of time. But he
had to get back to Phoenix with the looted diamonds. They would save Helen if not himsdlf. It wasthe
only way he could beat Veldon.

He headed south, crossing theriver at Blackfriars, pausing to look down into the crystal water.
Something moved in the limpid stream and he hurried on. The radioactive hdll of the dock areawasn't the
only hazard to river-travel.



Waworth Road stretched wide and straight from the end of the bridge. At the Elephant and Castle his
geiger warned him of what lay ahead. He turned west and ran into the devastation around Westmingter.
Heturned east and veered to the south again. If he could dodge the worst areas and reach the suburbs
he could swing east and head in awide circle toward the north. It would be along, hard trip but, given
time, he could makeit.

Securing the precious bag to his belt he set out aong the deserted roads. They were pale and
shadowed in the moonlight, deceptive stretches which looked dl the same, an endless maze of brick and
concrete and marching buildings.

Firs hegot logt.
Then he wandered into nightmare.

There was atime of madness when he had entered every drug storein avain effort to find pain-easing
morphine. He had gone wild with frugtration, fumbling in the darkness, sending phids and ampules
crashing to the ground. Somewherein thelitter could be the drug he sought. But the |abels had rotted
away or become so discolored asto be unreadable.

He had experienced thirst so intense that he had run like adog, lapping at puddles, stlaggering from
oneto the other of a succession of halucinations—fountains, water-troughs, fish-ponds, running gutters
and smooth dabs of ice.

There had been the endless sensation of being watched and the find, terrible disorientation so that he
seemed to wander, an outcast in time, the warped trees springing from the concrete mingling and blending
with the streets and houses so that it was asif the distant past had somehow merged with his
remembered present.

And there had been afire.

It burned dl doneinasmal hollow in asheltered place among the debris of ahouse. A smdll,
carefully built firewith awidefrill of dead ash and athin column of smoke risng from the smoldering fud.
A head of splintered wood lay to one side, shards of bone stacked close to the kindling, and both wood
and bone showed the marks of rodent teeth.

That had been during the day—which one he wasn't sure—but that night there had been pae shapes
gtaring at him from the tops of trees and from upper windows. Odd, terrifying shapes like bleached apes
who watched and tittered and vanished when he shouted.

And thefollowing day, there had been the thing in the Sky. The grotesque swollen thing which
hummed and swooped down and wouldn't go away.

And from which there had been no escape.

"A Guild mapping patrol found you." Serge sat at the Side of the bed, his profile clear against the soft
green of the curtained window. "They were checking the southern region of the city in an airship and saw
something move. They dropped to investigate. It was you.”

"Where?' Brad was mildly curious.
"Far south. Near Eltham.”

"When?'



"Twenty-three hours ago. From what we can gather you were wandering about the city for over forty
hours. Y ou were delirious when they found you. They gave you dope and emergency therapy then
brought you hereto the Ingtitute.”

"Thediamonds?'
Ilyell

Brad sighed and relaxed againgt his pillow. He was conscious of a peculiar numbness of hisbody asif
the nerves had been paralyzed. He felt no pain—not even the texture of the sheets. Besidethe bed a
squat, humming machine was attached to his body by pipes buried in thewall of his chest. He touched
them. They wererigid with internal pressure. He looked a Serge.

"A blood-wash," explained the captain. "Y ou've had atremendous dose of radiation. They've been
passing fresh blood through your body ever snce you arrived.”

Brad nodded, idly wondering how much the service cogt, then dismissed the thought. Money meant
nothing now that he had returned with the gems.

"Heen?'

"Shelswaliting outsde." Serge leaned closer, hisface serious. "Brad, I've got to know. What
happened to Morgan?”

"Dead.” Brad shook his head at the captain's ook of anxiety. "No, | didn't kill him. He was trapped
and died in afdling building." He remembered his promise to the scavenger. "A quarter of what | carried
goesto hiswifeand kids. Khan will handleit."

"Il atendtoit."

"Therest goesto Helen. Buy her debts back from Veldon and seeto it that she never wants for
anything. That neither of you want for anything." Brad managed to amile. "Cdl it awedding present.”

"It'satremendousfortune.”

Hedidn't argue about it or give histhanks. Then Brad saw the tight lines around the captain's mouth
and knew the reason. Serge wasn't being impolite—there smply wasn't time.

"I'mdying?'
"Yes, Brad."

"| see" Brad picked idly at the covers. He felt a curious detachment as if he stood to one side and
watched himsdlf. So he was going to die? So what? All men had to die. Serge cleared histhroat.

"Thereisn't achance, Brad. I'm not going to lie and pretend thereis. Y ou've got cancer and that's bad
enough but you won't die from it. Radiation poisoning will kill you within hours."

Brad wondered why he sounded so depressed. Death should have meant nothing to a man of this
age. Then he remembered that Serge was a cripple. He couldn't be certain that desth was not the final
ending. He knew but was not certain, personally certain. He lacked the experience which would be
proof.

Like Brad himsdf.



Leaning back he thought about it. He had been so convinced that reincarnation was amyth. Y et he
was a scientist who had to face facts. Could he have been wrong?

There had been aboy who spoke like aman and who had known something no boy of his age could
have known. Wipers, hed said. The soldiers namefor Y pres. How had he known?

AndVedon bdieved.
Grenmae had no doubts.
Morgan had been postive.

All the men and women who conducted their lives on the basis of the warm conviction that they had
lived and would live again—could they al bewrong?

Brad sighed. He wished how that he'd not been so quick to doubt. At least he could havetried the
reversa techniquesfor himsdlf. But he had never had the money and, when he did, things had happened
too fast. And there had been another reason. Suppose they had not worked? Would he have been
content to assume he was a cripple?

Brad suddenly thought of Carl.
He had been convinced.

How much proof did aman need before he was willing to accept the obvious?

The door opened and Helen entered the room. She had been crying, her eyeswere red with tears,
but now they were dry and shining with hope. Maine walked beside her and he was amiling.

"Brad," said Helen. "Ligten to me. Thereisn't much time so you mustn't interrupt or argue. Y ou
returned with the largest fortune ever known in thisage. And, in thisworld, money can buy anything.”

"It'sfor you and Serge.”
"WEéll take dl we need.” Helen, like Serge, didn't waste time with thanks. "The rest isfor you.”
"For adead man?' Brad shook his head. "Areyou crazy, Helen? What would | do with it?!

"Useit," she snapped. "Y ou're not dead yet and you've nothing to lose. | can't just stand around and
watch you die. It was bad enough when there was no hope but now—" She broke off and looked at
Maine. "Pleasetel him."

"Certainly." Thelifeman smiled down & Brad. "It'sredly quitesmple” hesad. "Wehaveadass
sarvicewhichisnow in functiond order. 1t will be asmple matter to sedl you in acapsulefor afew years
until the effects of your over-exposure have dissipated. Continual blood-wash, dowing of the
metabolism, the introduction of counter-radioactives—we have agood technique. Expensive, but good."

"l don't doubt it," said Brad dryly. "So you cure me of radiation poisoning. Then what?'

"The cancer isadifferent matter. | proposeto tackleit in two ways. First wewill inaugurate a
crash-program into the cause and cure of your affliction. Second there isatheory of my own which |
think offersahigh probability of success. And, of course, there are dways the regrafting techniques.”

"A brain trangplant?'



Maine blinked his surprise.

"Maybe you've never thought about it," said Brad. ™Y ou should. If not you'll beleft behind in the race.
Veldon cantdl you about it." Helooked at Serge. "Y ou said that | was going to die.”

The captain didn't answer.

"He thought that you were," said Helen. "We both thought so. Even the lifeman who attended you
offered no hope. Then | remembered who resurrected us. With your money you have hope.”

Money! It dl came back to that.

It was odd now that he smply didn't care. He tried to smile and saw her eyes widen. He didn't know
that his attempt had looked like the rictus of death.

"Brad!"

"Allow me." Maine stepped forward and checked the humming machine. He rested the tips of his
fingers on Brad's throat and checked the readings of asmall instrument he applied to various parts of his
body. Helen touched hisarm.

"Wd|?'
"Wehavelittletime"

"l see." With an effort she mastered her emotion. "'Please commence your preparations without delay.
Brad, you must give me your attested deposition to use your money in any way that | seefit. It would
as0 be best to give mefull ownership of your body."

Give her hisbody.

Hetried to smile and saw by her expression that he hadn't madeit. Hetried to tell her that but found it
impossible to speak. It was asif the boney hand of Degath, impatient for hiseusive victim, were dowly
and relentlesdy closing about histhroat.

"Mang"

The lifeman took her place and did something with aneedle. It didn't hurt but the hand eased from his
windpipe and air rushed into hislungs.

Then there was the recorder and anotary and a droning preamble. He heard his own voice, strange
and oddly liquid, gasping wordsinto agrilled mouth which gaped from the end of aflexible neck.

There was peace.

Therewasabustle of activity al around him but he rested, tranquil in the center of the storm. And the
tranquility was helped by the fact thet al thiswas familiar. He had gone through al this before.

"It won't belong now.” Maine smiled down &t his prize subject. Y ou know, Stevens, you are avery
fortunate man."

Brad blinked his eyes, too deepy to speak, too comfortable to do anything but lie and stare at the
cdling.



"WEell take good care of you," continued Maine. "The best that money can provide. Y ou don't havea
thing to worry about and | honestly mean that. When you wake your troubles will be over."

Then he was gone and two others occluded the light.
"Brad!" Helen was crying. "Oh, Brad!"

"He can't speak,” said Serge. He put out his hand and rested it against Brad's shoulder. "Thisisn't the
end," hesad. "Sometime, in the future, well al meet again.”

It was, thought Brad, the most comforting philosophy ever discovered in any age. Death was not an
end but atrangtion. Not to an invented Heaven or Hell but to afamiliar world with familiar things and the
possibility of meeting old friends.

Helen, perhaps?
She stooped and kissed him full on thelips.
"Goodbye, Brad. I'll never forget you."

Then she was gone and Maine was back, till smiling but with atrace of worry behind the amile, asif
he were aman racing againgt time and not daring to let the clock know that he was its competitor.

"Timeto go now," he said. "Give my regardsto the future and, remember, you have nothing to worry
about."

Nothing.
Nothing at al.
Nothing but desth and that was but a dream.

Hewould live again.



