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PROLOGUE

Lucas Priest, Sergeant Mg or, United States Army Tempora Corps, was trying to figure out how to
stop a charging bull eephant with nothing but a Roman short sword. Scipio had given the order to
advance and Lucas wondered if the legion commander redlly bdieved that Rome's famed phaanx
formations would intimidate a berserker like Hannibal. Sending foot soldiers againgt his pachydermswas
not unlike attempting to stop a Panzer column with tricycles.

Lucaswas abundle of raw nerves. A short while ago, he would have given amost anything for a
cigarette. He had managed to smuggle afew back with him, but he was dmost caught smoking one by a
tribune and it had given him such abad turn that he had thrown the others away. Somehow, he couldn't
see himsdlf explaining to an ancient Roman what he was doing sticking atubeful of burning leavesinto his
mouth. Now, as the eephants rapidly approached, he had forgotten al about his nervous urgefor a
cigarette and was instead wishing for afew pyrogel grenades or an auto-pulser. Unfortunately, al he had
was his short sword, ashield and a spear.

He threw the spear and, of coursg, it didn't help his situation any. He decided that it was lunacy to go
up againgt aherd of eephants with nothing but an oversized dagger, so he threw down his shield and ran.
Not afew centurions came to the same decision and Priest had |ots of company in hisundignified, abeit
prudent, retrest.

"Today's Army has Time for You!"

It was an effective recruiting dogan, but the army never stressed the manner in which that timewas
measured. A week's enlistment period didn't sound too difficult to take, but it was one army week,
measured not by the time spent in the field on the Minus side, but by Plus Time. Present time.

On hisfirg hitch, or assignment in thefield, Lucas had clocked out on the fourteenth of September a
0700. He had spent close to ayear pillaging and raping with Attilaand his Huns. When he clocked back
in, it was ill the fourteenth of September, 0705. Nine months of sheer hell and only five minutes of Plus
Time counted toward the completion of histour of duty. He remembered thinking thet if time flieswhen
you're having fun, it postively crawls when you'rein the Tempora Corps.

He had less cause to complain than most soldiers. He had enlisted voluntarily. There had been much
better options available; no one had twisted hisarm. He had scored fairly well on his Service Aptitude
Tests, amandatory battery of examsthat everyone had to take when they turned seventeen. His score
had enabled him to land a position in the labs at Westerly Antiagathics, doing research on how to add yet
another hundred years to the human lifespan. The job had paid well, but it had bored him. When the
army came around with their dog and pony show, he had falen for it hook, line and sinker.

Therecruitersredly laid it on. The presentation took up most of the work day and since the company
gl paid for the time, the attendance was close to one hundred percent. The army spokesman had been a
civilian from the Minigtry of Defense. He had been dressed very casudly in amelow color combination,
aclingsuit in peach and woodsy brown. He had aterrific tan and amarvelous voice. His officid title was
Director of Service Adminigtration. That meant he was a salesman. Hisintroductory remarks had been
well laced with jokes and homilies and after he spoke, there came the testimonias. People "just like you"



who had worked in "dull and undemanding” jobs came out and spoke about what awonderful
experience the army was for them. They aways made sure, Lucas later discovered, that at least one of
the speakers was "aformer employee at your own place of business.”

After the speeches, there was the Parade of Uniforms, afashion show with something init for
everyone. The soldiers who modeled the garb of World War | doughboys, Apaches, Belt Commandos
and Prussian cavalry were dl good looking and they gave off arobust glow of hedlth and vitdity. The
women were dl beautiful, but somehow they never got around to explaining just what life waslike for
women back in "the good old days." Looking back on it, Lucas didn't believe that any of them had ever
spent so much as one moment in thefield. They had probably gone straight out of Officid Socid
Courtesesdirectly into the recruiting program.

Following the fashion show, there came the part of the presentation they called Historica Orientation.
It was a brilliant multi-media production complete with stirring music and holographic effects, al about
how history had proved that nations always prospered when they were on awartime economic standard,
how war was an inevitable fact of human nature and how the advent of timetravel had made it possible
to avoid the "inconvenience" of the physical presence of awar in present time. There was a barrage of
information about how internationa disputes were settled by eva uating the performance of soldiers of the
present in conflicts of the past, atour de force that looked and sounded very glamorous, even if the
information did flash by so quickly that it wasimpossibleto absorb it dl. At the end, there had been a
short speech about how it was possible to apply to the Referee Corps upon completion of your tour of
duty. It waswell known that the refs had the highest pay scale in existence and enjoyed a standard of
living on apar with heads of state, to whom, as an extra-nationa arbitrating body, they did not haveto
answe.

However, the fact of the matter was, as Lucas was later to discover, only those scoring in the top five
percent of the SA.T.scould qualify for the Referee Corps School selection process. Even so, it was il
necessary to achieve degreesin Tempora Physics, Trans-historica Adjustment and Maintenance, and
Econo-palitical Management and Arbitration. Supposedly, according to scuttlebutt, there wasn't asingle
person in the refs under the age of one hundred. There were younger personnel in the Observer Corps,
the lower echelon of that vaunted cadre, but few soldiers were able to succeed in rising through the ranks
and surviving the salection process, to say nothing of making it through R.C.S., which was, by dl
accounts, ared horror. Lucas Priest had no illusions about ever being anything more than asmple dog
oldier.

Jesse Fain's case was more run-of-the-mill. She had done poorly on her S.A.T.s, as most everybody
who could not afford implant education did, and she had been presented with atruly enviable
proposition. She had been given a choice between working in the radioactive waste disposal and
reclamation sysslem—mining in the asteroid belt—or service in the army. She had joked wryly that it had
been aredlly tough decison.

They had just met and aready they knew each other fairly well. Soldiers made friends quickly. They
had no other choice. Jesse was ayoung corpora who had just clocked in from serving a hitch under
Alexander Nevsky. It was not uncommon for Russian women of that timeto join their men upon the field
of battle and Jesse had been out there on the frozen surface of the Neva, swinging a broadsword with the
best of them. It had been awelcome change of pace for her, sincein ancient times awoman's place was
either at home, out front as gun fodder or on the receiving end of arape. Jesse, accustomed to modern
equality between the sexes, hated the army with a passion.

"l cant tell you how good it fdt," shesaid, "being in thethick of battle and splitting men's skulld
God, | never thought | could be so bloodthirsty, but after al that 1'd been through..."

Lucasgrinned. "1 hopeyou got it dl out of your system.”

"Not quite," she said, smiling. "But don't worry, you're safe enough. I'll buy the next round. What do
you say we get good and drunk?’

"No timelike the present,” Lucas said, and they both laughed at the old army in-joke.

For asoldier between hitches, getting drunk was dmost anecessity. It wasaway of coming down,
of dowing down. Even if the drinking was pursued to the point where it was impossible to move, the



army was very understanding. Each soldier wore dogtags color coded with the grid designation of their
next departure point. Shuttles made periodic checks of dl the bars. The M.P.s smply dumped insensible
soldiersin the back aong with dl their gear, ddlivered them to the appropriate grid, threw them on the
chronoplates and clocked them out.

Every soldier knew that there was nothing like a chrono-plate to induce sobriety. Somewherein the
maelstrom of nonspecific time, what the enlisted personnd called the dead zone, there was an awful lot of
vomit floating around. Clocking out made most people very sick. Eventualy, most soldiers got used to it
enough o that they could hang on to their food at least some of the time, but most people il barfed
upon trangition. It was yet another glamorous aspect of time travel in the army. Occasiondly, people
would get lost coming through and would become stranded in the limbo of the dead zone. No one ever
talked about it. There was at least one good thing that L ucas could say about the army. The booze was
cheap and it was excellent. It was possible to order literaly anything. He had once been avodka drinker,
but he had developed a preference for mulled ae, ataste he had picked up in the Middle Ages.

Jesse drank unblended scotch.

An army bar was never very noisy. There was an undertone of conversation, but there was never any
music and rarely any shouting, no matter how drunk anyone became. Soldiers were never together for
very long and chances were that when they separated, to go their different ways, they would never see
each other again. Lucas and Jesse sat in their tiny booth, holding hands across the table. There wasn't
anything romantic in it. Physical contact of some sort was important to soldiers. When, in the next few
minutes, they could be called away to ancient Rome or to the Six Day War in the 20th century, it seemed
important to reach out and touch someone, to be reassured of their redlity.

"Do you ever wish that you could figureit dl out?' said Jesse. Shewas dready dightly drunk. "1
mean, |I'm getting tired of being just a button for the refsto push. Hell, I've never even seen aref. Back
therein Russa, in the middle of the goddam battle, would you believeit, | started thinking: if | live through
this, just how doesthat affect the point spread? How doesit redly work? Why am | doing this?|
would've thought that just trying to stay alive would have been enough to occupy dl my attention.”

L ucas had nodded, understanding completely. Jesse was till green and it was al new to her.

"Believeit or not," hetold her, "you'll get used toit. There will come atime when you stop thinking
about it dtogether. It won't make any difference whether or not your part in the action has any effect on
the resolution of some trade agreement or internationd incident athousand years away. | liketo think it
makes a difference, that what I'm doing really counts for something, but | don't dwell on it. Sometimesit's
best just to go on automatic pilot. Try to stay dive. Nothing else matters very much. It's strange, the sort
of thingsthat can go through your mind in the middle of abattle. Y ou can't redly contral it. The best thing
to doistry and put everything out of your mind. Just be empty. Don't think about the outcome.
Otherwise..." Heletit hang.

"Yeah," said Jesse, garing into her drink. "Oursis not to reason why, isthat it?"

"Don't try towork it out, Jesse. It'll make you drop your guard.”

"Thanks. I'll remember that." She sipped her scotch. "They tell you where you're clocking out to?"

"The Punic Wars™"

"Oh. That could be pretty rough.”

Lucas shrugged. "I'm about duefor it, | guess. Knocking off Cugter's 7th Cavary was a piece of
cake. The Sioux had awild celebration afterward, in honor of Y elowhair's demise. It was an easy hitch.
| figure I'm due for atough one.”

"| hate the waiting,” Jesse said.

There wasn't much that he could say to that. It was something that al soldiersfet at onetime or
another. Not the waiting to clock out, but the waiting for that one unlucky moment that turns out to be
your last.

Therewere soldiersal around them, somein the disposable trangit fatigues, others already in uniform
as Hessians, Huns, Centurions, Green Berets and Vikings. Nothing about the year 2613 seemed very
red. They belonged toiit, but it didn't fed like home, more like apart of some dcoholic dream. They
spent another five minutes together before L ucas heard his code caled over the P.A. They looked at



each other, probably for thelast time, and heleft her Sitting there, staring into her scotch and swirling the
ice cubes around so that they tinkled against the glass.

Scipio sent his archers forward, regrouped hisforces and they struck again. As he had advised Jesse,
Lucas went on automatic pilot, phasing out hisbrain and fighting like an automaton. He was drained of
everything. Drained of energy, drained of spirit, drained even of fear. When hefindly came out of it, he
was agtonished to discover that he was till dive. Scipio had won.

When the pickup squad made contact, he was till in a daze. He heard the tone inside his head—as
they sgnaed him viahisimplant from somewhere close by—and he dipped away at the earliest
opportunity. They tracked him and he was picked up by three men in Roman garb. He clocked back to
the present, battered, weak and exhausted. He felt empty. He was back in the year 2613 and none of it
felt right. The soldiers were sitting around in the departure station, waiting for their codesto be cdled.
They weredl in various modes of dress, across section of history on parade. Dollies shuttled around,
carrying al manner of wegpons and equipment. Men and women were |oading up on cigarettes and
coffee. Drugs were prohibited, but easly available. There was that same metronomica voice announcing
codes and grid designations over the P.A. He had arrived, by chance, right back where he had started
from, the Quantico Departure Station.

The sngp-back hit. The old "it's-like-you-never-left” feding. He felt vaguely disoriented with aheavy
touch of deja vu. He had some time | eft before he was due to pick up his new tagswith anew code
designation or to gpply for afurlough. Sometime. It seemed ironic. He was now digible for afurlough,
but most soldiers never took them. What was the point? The army gave credit only for time spent on
active duty and time was precious. What he wanted, just that minute, was adrink.

He crossed the giant plaza and headed for abar. It looked familiar and well it should have; it was
where he had met Jesse Fain. Feeling abit nostalgic for the present past, he headed for acertain tablein
acertain booth. The same booth he had shared with Jesse. It was unoccupied, but they hadn't had time
to clean it off yet. On the table was an empty ae tankard and asingle glass of scotch.

Theicewasamost melted.

He checked the time. It couldn't have been more than a couple of minutes since sheld left. And he
had been away six months. He sat down wearily and ordered an ale and a computer termind. Both were
brought to histable dmost immediately. He plugged into the line and voiced his request. There were one
or two people he wanted to check up on. At the sametime, he dmost didn't want to know. He took a
gulp of de, then gave their names and serid numbers.,

The datawas quick in coming. Johnson, Robert Benjamin, serid number
777334-29-181-999-285-60............ CS (current status) active duty Napoleonic Wars—

That was dl he wanted to know. At least Bobby was till dive. So far. Some of the othersweren't so
lucky. Deacon Bailey was MIA, Liz Carmody was KIA, Josh McKenziewas KIA and Jesse Fain never
even made it to wherever she was going. Shewas lost in trangit, somewhere in the dead zone. Her
waiting was over. He didn't have the heart to continue. He was about to turn off the terminal and haveit
taken away when an update flashed across the screen.

Bobby Johnson had just clocked back in.

1

Master Sergeant Robert Benjamin Johnson sat on his duffel bag, alongbow resting across his lap.
The plagtic duffel, which had just been drawn from supply, made dight crackling noises as he shifted his
weight upon it. Beside him was Finn Delaney, Pfc, dressed in the garb of a Saxon peasant and fast adeep
on the plastic bench. Johnson heard someone call out his name and looked up to see a non-com dressed
intrangt fatigues threading his way through the crowd toward the bank of vending machines near which
they waited. It took him amoment to recognize the man; Lucas Priest had aged.

"Lucad Jesus Chrigt, youre dill divel™



"Only just barely,” Priest said. They clapped their arms around each other in an awkward bear hug.
"God, it'sgood to seeyou,” Lucassaid. "l wasn't sure I'd makeit back from that last one. Nothing likea
four week long forced march to prime you for facing Hannibal and his damn elephants. If it wasn't for the
historical preservation regs, I'd have murdered that bastard, Scipio.”

"That rough, huh?'

"Dont ask."

"l don't haveto. Youlook al donein." Heglanced at Priet'singignia. "'l see you made sergeant
maor."

"And you've been bumped a grade or two aswell. How long hasit been?

"It'sbeen awhile" said Bobby, grinning. "I haven't seen you sncethismorning.”

They sat down to compare notes. The last time they saw each other, it had been at 0900 September
17, 2613. But that was Plus Time. Since then, Lucas had sailed with Lord Nelson, fought under General
Pershing, picked up a saber scar in the Crimea and helped to kill Custer at the Little Big Horn. Now he
had just clocked in from fighting in the Punic Wars and it was 1435 September 17, 2613. Lucas Priest
had aged ten years. He and Johnson had been the same age five Plus Time hours ago, but now L ucas
looked older. He had put in much more Minus Time. Lucas had about three days of Plus Time lft to
serve and Bobby had four daysto go.

"It'sgreat to seeyou again, Lucas," Bobby said. "I wish to hdll we had timefor adrink, but my
code's on stand-by."

"I know," said Lucas, lifting histags out and twirling them between two fingers. Bobby made agrab
for them.

"Green 44! We've got the same departure code!™

Lucasamiled. "Wdl, fancy that."

"You knew!"

"Of course | knew," said Lucas. "I checked the data on you assoon as| clocked in. | told you I'd be
doingit, didn't you believe me?'

"Y eah, well, everybody saysthat, you know? But it gets depressing, seeing dl the KIAsand
MIAs..."

"I know," said Lucas Softly. "My list of friends keeps getting shorter.”

Therewas an awkward pause. Bobby findly broke the silence, anxioudy trying to change the
subject.

"How in hell did you come up with Green 44?Y ou had a code choice? Y ou look okay, but—"

"I never exercised my option after | got wounded in the Crimea," Lucas said. "I decided to hold off
until thetimewasright.”

"But why did you go for acode choice instead of bonus Plus Time?'

"If you had a choice between alousy hour of bonus time and friendship time, what would you
choose?' Lucas sad.

"Well, snceyou put it that way, | guess|'d opt for spending a hitch together with afriend. But I'd il

cry about the bonus.”

"So you pick up another wound.”

"Thanks, but if | can, I'll pass. I've been lucky so far, knock on wood." He glanced around. ™Y ou see
any wood anywhere?'

Lucas grinned. "Tap on some plastic and cross your fingers.”

He turned to see hissquire pulling up on adolly with hisgear al packed. He had |eft word where he
could be found so that he wouldn't have to wait around to meet whomever it would turn out to be. It was
one of the few advantages of being anon-com. Y ou could get an enlisted man to draw your supplies. In
this case, the enlisted man was part of the supplies, since he would be going along as Priest's orderly.

Lucas Priest's squire was awhipcord thin young corpora named Hooker. It came asa surprise to
him that he was not expected to call Lucas"gr" or "Mr. Priest." Where they were going, the term was
probably going to be"milord," but Lucastried to avoid military protocol as much as possible. He passed
Hooker a cup of coffee. The corpora cracked the seal on it and the cup began to steam. They woke up



Finn Delaney. It took some doing. Delaney was asurly lifer who was built like agorilla. Heimmediately
got into Priest's good graces by offering him aDiehard. Lucas pulled one out and rubbed it dong the sde
of the pack, igniting it.

"Code Green, Forty Fowar, Code Green, Forty-Fowar, report to Seven Yellow, Grid Sx
Hundred, Seven Yellow, Grid Sx Hundred."

"Well, that'sus," said Lucas, taking severd quick drags on the cigarette before stubbing it out with his
boot. It would probably be along time before he had another one, assuming he made it back aive.

The chronoplate left Lucasfeding dightly vertiginous, asit dwaysdid. He had never been ableto get
used to it, but his reaction was less severe than Hooker's.

"Didn't anyonetell you not to eat anything within two hours of clocking out?" he said.

Hooker looked puzzled for amoment, then got the joke. It was rare for the army to leave anyone
waiting around at a departure station for much more than an hour. So long asa soldier wasin Plus Time,
the clock wasticking away. If asoldier wasin Minus Time and had ample warning of aclock out, there
might be two hours during which he could refrain from eating, but the pickup squads rarely gave anyone
that much notice. They liked to cut it close.

"| think the last time | ate was a couple of thousand years ago,” said Hooker, grinning weekly. "l
couldve saved mysdf thetrouble. | didn't even get achanceto digest anything.”

"Welcome to 12th century England, gentlemen,” said the referee.

Lucaswas surprised. Very surprised. It was not unusual to run across observersin the field, but what
sort of hitch required the presence of aref in Minus Time?

"Questions can wait awhile, gentlemen,” said the ref, a soft-spoken, professorid sort. "First things
first. Mr. Hooker, you'll be pleased to know that we have third messlaid on for you and that you'll have
the opportunity to digest your medl thistime. If you'l follow me, please?’

Hooker and Delaney began to pick up the gear, but theref told them to leaveit. "It will be taken care
of," hesaid. They glanced at each other, shrugged, then followed Priest and Johnson.

"We must bethe last onesthrough,” said Bobby. "Everybody ese must aready be at mess. With our
luck, al well get istable scraps.”

But such was not the case. They trudged a short distance to a prefabricated hut where they were
served venison, kidney pie, roast pheasant, squab and potatoes cooked in an open fire so that their skin
was black and crackly. They drank atruly potent ae. It was one of the best meals Lucas Priest had
eaten since he had joined the service. That made him worry.

The referee sat with them, but did not eat and except for the orderlies who served them, no one else
was present.

"Excuseme, gr," said Johnson, "whereis everybody?*

"Thereisno one ese, Mr. Johnson," said the ref.

"Y ou mean that there are only four of usonthishitch?'

"Essentidly.”

"l don't getit, Sir.”

"All ingood time," said the ref. "Meanwhile, don't fed that you have to stretch out your meal. There's
plenty more where that came from and that goes for the ale, aswell. Y ou don't have any duties until
tomorrow morning, so relax and enjoy yoursaves."

He reached into hisjacket pocket and brought out asilver cigarette case. "Would any of you
gentlemen care to smoke?"

Now Lucas knew they wereintrouble.

"With your permission, Sir,” he said, accepting the cigarettes. "I mean no disrespect, but I've beenin
the service long enough to know that this sort of treatment is hardly s.o.p. Thisisthefirst timel'veseena
referee clocked out to the Minus side. Somehow | have the fedling that thishitch ishardly going to bea
soft assgnment.”

Theref smiled. "Y our point iswell taken, Mr. Priest. Y ou're quite correct in assuming that thisis
going to be an unusud hitch. Therewill be somerisk involved, but you gentlemen should be accustomed



to that. However, there are compensations. If you succeed in your objective, then the completion of this
assgnment will aso condtitute full completion of your tour of duty. That goesfor dl of you. The
remainder of your servicetime, whatever it may be, will be waived and you will be given the option of
retiring with the full pensions and benefits of first lieutenants or reenlisting as captains. And that goesfor
you aswdl, Mr. Delaney, even with your rather remarkable disciplinary record.”

Delaney spoke the first words Lucas heard him utter. "Shit," he said. "Were dead.”

Between the two of them, Lucas and Bobby had put in some pretty heavy service. Hooker was il
fairly green, but Delaney was on his second tour of duty and had seen alot of action. In spite of that, the
training period that followed was the toughest any of them had ever gone through. Their drillmaster wasa
tough old bastard of indeterminate age. The antiagathic drugs made it difficult to accurately guess how old
aperson was, but the drillmaster looked like M ethuselah himsdlf. His name was Mgor Forrester. He
was bad as an egg, wrinkled as a prune and as mean as a bear with hemorrhoids.

"Y ou men might think you're old hands at this sort of thing," hetold them. "Well, yourein for one
great big fucking surprise. I'm going to work you till you drop and then I'll kick your assesright back up
again and you'll work some more. And just for arters, | want a hundred push-ups, two hundred sit-ups
and thirty chins”

"That's not so tough," Bobby whispered to Lucas.

"Andif you're not donein Sx minutes, you'l do it dl again! Time startsright now!"

They were al used to strenuous demands placed on their bodies, but Forrester ran them ragged.
Every night, they went to bed so sore that they could hardly move. The nature of their training left no
doubt in their minds that they had been selected for acommando assignment. They were worked in the
finer points of medieva combat, becoming accustomed to moving about in full armor and learning to
control their horses by pressure of the knees. They were drilled in the use of weapons such asthe
broadsword, the axe, the mace, the crossbow and the long bow, as well. They trained with daggers and
Hooker proved to be a surprise even to Mgor Forrester. He could throw amost any sort of knife with
unerring accuracy. Lucas wondered where he had grown up and what sort of childhood he must have
had. Hooker was barely nineteen.

Dueto their varied past experiences, some things came easier to some of them than they did to
others. L ucas had brought to the assgnment extensive experience in fighting with al manner of swords,
from foils and sabers to the Roman short sword. Bobby was an accomplished archer, surpassing al the
otherswith hisskill. Asan expert in severd of the Oriental martia arts, Delaney took to aquarterstaff like
aduck took to water and he brought some innovative techniques to fighting with a broadsword.

A great ded of time and money had been invested in thelr training. They were subjected to everything
from implant programming to conditioned reflex training, but it was not until they went in for cosmetic
surgery that Lucasfinaly redized the true nature of their misson.

It was going to be afix-it job. Somehow, someone had screwed up in thistime period and alittle
Trans-historical Adjustment and Maintenance was called for. Lucas had often wondered how such things
were accomplished. Now he was about to find out first hand.

By now, it was clear that they had been selected for their skills and general physical characteritics.
With the sole exception of Finn Delaney, dl of them were smaller than average. The physica szeof a
soldier had agreat deal to do with hisassgnments. In the past, people were smadler and it wouldn't do to
send amess of six footers back into atime where they would stand out like sore thumbs. Most soldiers
gtill wound up being somewhat larger than most people in the past, but within limits, thisdid not generaly
present aproblem. Most soldiers were cannon fodder to begin with. History could not be changed, there
was far too much risk involved. What modern soldiers could do on the Minus side was gtrictly defined
within the parameters of what was known about their period.

Cosmetic surgery was not unusua in the army. Lucas had been a Sioux at the Little Big Horn. In
order to dlow him to properly play the part, they had changed his hair from blonde to black, enlarged his
nose dightly and flattened out the planes of hisface, aswell as darkening the color of hisnormadly fair
skin with pigmentation treatments. When he rode out to do battle with Y elowhair, Lucas knew that



history did not report that a particular Indian had killed him, so if he was presented with aclear shot a
Custer, his course of action was entirely up to him. However, in battles that had been fairly well
documented, a soldier's options were limited considerably. In such cases, they were dways placed in
relaively inggnificant pogtions, historically speaking. They were, to al intents and purposes, expendable.
History was never especidly strict about such things as body counts. Therefore, soldiersfrom Plus Time
fought side-by-side with their ancient counterparts and, if they werekilled, their cybernetic implants
relayed that information to the observersin that time period. MIAS, soldiers sustaining injuries, al went
into the taly that became the basis for the complex point spread that governed the arbitration
proceedings of the referees.

Being aveteran of many cosmetic surgica procedures, Lucas knew that in this event the changes
made were subtle ones, rather than agenerd, superficid ateration. They were being made to resemble
specific individuals, people who were either known to history or to certain key people who would be
involved with them during their misson. Thiswould not be asmple case of infiltrating afew
soldiers—ingignificant pawns from the point of view of history—into a Roman legion. Thiswould bea
covert operation. He wondered what the mission was going to be. If the training had been so intensive,
what did the misson itsdlf hold in storefor them?

They had not been coached to play the part of certain individuas, at least not conscioudy. There
was, however, the implant programming. Much of that information was dready at their beck and call, but
it made sense that agreat ded of it wasfiled under "need to know," to be brought forth at the proper
time, probably the mission briefing, by akey word or akey phrase. It made L ucas very apprehensive.
Who were they supposed to be? When he found out, he dmost wished that Hanniba had killed him back
in Carthage.

It wasthelast day of their training. They wereled into asmall prefabricated building that had been,
up to that moment, off limits to them. They were brought into a, room which contained nothing save
severd chairs, atable, acouple of army cots and four cryotanks, with all the attendant readout screens
and servo-mechanisms. The two medica technicians paid them absolutely no attention asthey entered
and thereferee, in turn, did not acknowledge the technicians presence. The cryotanks were occupied by
four men who looked exactly like them. Or, more to the point, they looked like the peoplein the
cryotanks.

They sat down in the chairs and the ref perched on the edge of the table, leaning forward toward
them, resting his hands upon his knees. He was the perfect picture of akindly old professor. An old man
with snow white hair, blue eyes, sunken cheeks and crow'sfeet. An old man who had total control over
their lives.

"Gentlemen,” hesad, "in the year 1189, Richard the First, dso known as Richard Plantagenet,

Coeur de Lion, ascended to the throne of England. While he was off fighting in the Third Crusade, his
brother, known as John Lackland, revolted againgt the justiciar, William Longchamp, and effectively took
the place of the king. He thereupon embarked upon a series of intrigues to keep his brother from the
throne. Richard had been captured and was held prisoner by the Duke of Audtria. In time, the king was
ransomed and he returned to England to pardon his brother, John, and to resume the throne. When
Richard died at Chaluz in 1199, John finaly redlized his ambition and became the king of England.

"Asking, John was, to put it mildly, something of adisaster. He warred on his nephew Arthur and
eventualy murdered him. He quarreled with Pope Innocent 111, succeeded in getting England placed
under an interdict in 1208, screwed up Six ways from Sunday and generdly bled the country dry to the
extent that hisown baronsfindly rebdled againgt him, forcing him to sgn the Magna Cartaa Runnymede
on June 15, 1215. That, in anutshell, isthe story. Except, as you have doubtless deduced by now, we
have aproblem.

"Theyear is1194. Duke Leopold has delivered Richard to Emperor Henry VI, who has released
him for ransom and Richard is supposed to be on hisjourney back to England. Supposed to be. Here's
wherethings get alittle sticky.

"To my everlasting sorrow and deep, professional embarrassment, amember of the referee corps has



gonerogue. To be quite blunt, he's gone off the deep end and has decided to live out some sort of
Wadter Mitty fantasy. Hisnameis Irving Goldblum and he has succeeded in kidnapping Richard of
England a second time. It'sentirely possible that he has even killed him. Infact, it's highly probable, but |
don't know for certain. Needlessto say, in so doing, he has endangered history. Hisintention isto take
the place of Richard Plantagenet and become the king of England. Nothing quite like this has ever
happened before. It's afrightening Situation. A highly complex situation, to say the lesst.

"What we have on our hands at this moment is athrest to the continuity of the timestream. There
could be amassive split, the effects of which are completely unpredictable. Fortunately, we became
aware of Irving's demented plan before he clocked out to Minus Time. He has studied this period
extensively via computer tapes and he has had cosmetic surgery. The necessary preparations he had to
make aerted us. Unfortunately, he was able to clock out before we could stop him. We acted
immediately to organize an adjustment, hoping we could pull it off before any anomalies began to show
up. We, meaning mysalf and my support team here with me on this desolate piece of rock, have aready
undertaken severa atemptsto rectify the Stuation.”

The ref paused to take a deep breath.

"Our attempts, so far, have failed. We were able to estimate the time of hisarriva in thisperiod and
wetried to intercept him. We did not succeed. We aso tried to prevent his capture of Richard and we
falled there, aswell. He hasthe oddsin hisfavor. He also has a chronoplate. This makes our job
extremdy difficult. He has used his chronoplate to outmaneuver us at every turn.

"We can travel through time, obvioudy, but that's how things can get completely out of hand. | am
not about to become involved in alegpfrog race through time with him. That's sheer insanity, to say
nothing of the dangersit presents. Thereissimply no way we could prevail under such circumstances. He
knowsit and | know it. Therefore, we must confine ourselvesto doing battle, asit were, within thistime
period. Irving has goneto agrest dedl of trouble to set up this scenario and he won't move ahead in time
unless| force hishand. At this stage of the game, we arefighting alimited war. 1t's our only chanceto
preserve the timeline, to prevent the potentid split.”

"G

"Yes, Mr. Johnson?'

"| realize that we're probably on a need-to-know basis here—"

"Y ou are quite free to ask questions, Mr. Johnson. It'simperative for you men to thoroughly
understand the Situation within which you must function. What confuses you?"

"Well, weve al heard about adjustments before," said Bobby. "Nothing quite likethis, but. . . What
I'm trying to say hereisthat none of usreally understands the process. Y ou say this ref managed to stay
ahead of you so far. What's to prevent you from using your plate to clock back and try to take him out
agan?'

"The mechanics of timeline preservation, Mr. Johnson. Y ou see, I'm handicapped by the fact that I'm
the one who'strying to preserve the timeline. Irving is the one who wants to change it. He wantsto creste
that split. I'll attempt to explain it as smply as possible. Thefact that we are hereisthe result of nothing
less than an amazing piece of luck. Weve been able to attempt this adjustment because Irving has not yet
managed to take an action that would result in atimestream split. At this moment, the time from which we
cameisinapotentia state of flux. Y ou men are the third team to attempt this adjustment. The others
havefaled."

He paused amoment to let that Sink in. It meant that they were dead.

"Now, remember that | have the not inconsiderable task of preserving the timeline. Suppose, upon
learning of thefallure of the last team, | used my chronoplate to go back into the past and try again. That,
initsaf, would creste asplit, apardld timeline. That must be avoided &t al costs”

g7

"Mr. Priegt?'

"Hasn't thisIrving character dready changed the pagt, just by interfering with history?*

"Not yet. So far, there has been no paradox. The Stuation, asit stands, isasfollows: Irving has
clocked back into this period. So far, no paradox. He has not yet interfered with history. He has



managed to intercept Richard on hisway back to England. A potentia paradox, but so far the timestream
remains unaffected. My job isto keep it that way."

"Good luck," said Delaney.

"Yes, quite,” said thereferee, dryly. "I see you understand the Situation, Mr. Delaney. However, let's
make certain that we all understand it. Thefact is, our fake Richard can kill the real one and take his
place, even regain the throne of England as Richard Plantagenet. With dl that, the timesiream il remains
unaffected. Thereisa Richard on the throne of England. It's not the red one, but that creates no paradox
inand of itself. What would create aparadox isif Irving were to take some action that would significantly
alter the course of history. Let's set up ahypothetica Situation. Suppose were out of the picture.
Suppose, dso, that Irving takesthe place of Richard and actsin exactly the same manner asthered one
did, according to our history ... up to apoint. Let's pick Chaluz for the purpose of thisdiscussion. The
red Richard the Lionhearted died at Chauz. Knowing this, the fake Richard will obvioudy avoid that
fate, probably by the very smple expedient of staying out of France. It's still possible that theinertia
inherent in the timestream could work againgt him, but that'sall highly theoretica and | wouldn't want to
bet on that. So now, we have a paradox. Thereal Richard waskilled at Chaluz in 1199, but Irving, as
Richard, lives on. Suppose he remains king for along time after that. Suppose John never ascendsto the
throne. Suppose the Magna Cartais never even written, much less signed. Now we're talking about
magjor paradoxes, gentlemen.

"The past isabsolute. Irving's past is absolute. Histimeline—and ours—has Richard dying a
Chaluz, John becoming king, etc. That cannot be changed, it aready happened. The moment Irving takes
an action that is Sgnificantly contrary to our history to create a paradox, he plits the timestream and
crestesaparale timeline. And that meansweve log. If | clock back at a point beyond which he has
donethat, I'll only wind up splitting it again, creating yet ancother pardle timeline, which will only make
thingsworse. | have only one course of action open to me and that isto proceed in alinear fashion
through thismission. Thefirst team failed. At the point | became aware of that, | sent ahead for another
team. When that team failed, | put inacal for yet another team and you men arrived. Should you fall, |
will try to get yet another team, providing that Irving has not yet split the timeline.

"Y ou see, gentlemen, inaway it's very much like playing Russian roulette. All it takesisfor that one
possibility to arisein which | am not sent another team and Irving will have won. | have absolutely no idea
what action he may take that would result in a change significant enough to cregte a pardle timeline. Nor
do | know when he will take that action, when he will have the opportunity. It might even be happening
right this very moment, in which casethisisdl apointlessexercise. In that event, | haven't the faintest
ideawhat we would do. | don't even want to think about it."

He paused again, observing the men. They were grimly slent, al save Deaney, who groaned and put
hishead in his hands.

"Thereis, of course, another possibility,” said the referee. "Once Irving splitsthetimeling, it is
theoretically possible to clock back to apoint before that split occurs and attempt to prevent it from
occurring. However, that raises some very unpleasant possibilities. Split timelines must eventualy regjoin.
The moment Irving succeedsin creating the split, its effects show up in the future. It isn't possibleto
prevent the future from happening, but it is possible to warp our history and hurt agreat many people. A
great many. The moment the split occurs, from the standpoint of the future, an entire separate timeline
aready exigts, incorporating God only knows how many lives. To go back and prevent it meansto
destroy everyone within that separate timeline. That would be nothing less than the most massive
genocidein the history of the human race," said the referee, "and there's no telling how that would affect
thefuture. Allow meto illustrate with yet another hypothetica stuation. Suppose | send for another team,
unawarethat by that time, Irving has already created the split. Suppose | am sent ateam. It could
happen. The people who clock back could very well be coming from afuture aready affected by the
split, for better or for worse. If | were then to attempt to eradicate the parale timeline by preventing the
litinthefirst place, a—I would berisking causing a split myself and, b.—the people coming from a
future affected by that plit might never even have existed had not the split occurred. | would then be
threetening their history, not to say their very existence. Under such circumstances, | expect that they



would do their level best to kill me. Perhaps those would even be their orders, regardless of the problems
created by the split. They would want to preserve their status quo, no matter how chaotic it might be."

"Chrigt," whispered Hooker.

"Scary, int it?" said the referee.

"How are we supposed to stop it?' Hooker said.

" | thought that was obvious," the ref said.

"We're a hit squad, son," Delaney told Hooker. "We're supposed to try and kill this Irving person.”

"The rather archaic phraseis 'terminate with extreme prejudice,' " said the referee. " Should you
succeed in doing that, | will then become Richard the First and act accordingly, as per our history.” He
grimaced. "I would prefer not to have to diein France in another five years, but | have no choice. So you
see, gentlemen, | may be sending you out on an extremely difficult assignment, but | don't think you'd
want to trade places with me."

"G

"Mr. Hooker?"

"Why only four of us, sr? Wouldn't we stand a better chance with more men?"

Theref smiled. "A good question. Y es, perhaps. Frankly, | wish | could have had an army at my
disposd. However, | am somewhat handicapped—as are you—by organizational paranoia. It has been
decided that the optima number of men for thismisson, in order to minimize the chances of tempora
contamination, isfour. Plus asupport team, the other people whom you've seen here. Why not five, you
ask, or six or seven or three, for that matter? Well, | argued that point, but. . . The Situation calsfor a
amal, highly effective unit that could beinfiltrated into key positionsin thistime period. Thereissucha
thing, the reasoning goes, as having too many spies. It was felt that alarger team would introduce a
greater dement of risk into this operation.”

"Chickenshit bagtards,” mumbled Delaney.

Theref smiled. "Y ou're insubordinate, Mr. Delaney. However, | can't help but to concede the point.
Neverthdless, that's how it stands." He indicated the cryotanks. "We have here four people who are of
some sgnificancein this scenario. These people are the oneswhom you will beimpersonating in this
operation, so play your partswell, gentlemen. Y our lives depend onit.”

He got up and motioned to the technicians, acknowledging their presence for thefirst time. One by
one, they swiveled the tanksinto vertica positions.

"Mr. Delaney, you are now thisman'stwin," theref said, pointing to thefirgt tank. "His nameis John
Little, but heis better known as Little John. Mr. Johnson, if you have atouch of the romantic in you, you
may be intrigued to learn that you will be assuming the role of the Baron of Lockdey, otherwise known to
history as Robin Hood."

"Holy shit," said Bobby.

Theref chuckled, in spite of himsdf. "Do try to maintain a sense of perspective, Mr. Johnson.
Folklore notwithstanding, this man is only human, as are you. Mr. Hooker, you will notice that your
counterpart has afresh scar upon hisface. I'm afraid we shal have to give you amatching one before we
send you out. He gave us some difficulty. He proved highly resistant to drugs and we had to subdue him
forcibly. Y ou will take his place as squire to Sergeant Mgor Priest. Y our name, the only oneyou're
known by so far aswe have been able to ascertain, is Poignard. Y our not inconsiderable skill with knives
will no doubt serve you well. And now, Mr. Priest..."

Thefind cryogen.

"l understand that your assignment to this operation came about as aresult of your exercisng acode
choice option. Y ou may be regretting that now. Asit happened, rather ironically, you wereidedly suited
for thismission, better quaified than the man you have displaced. The moment you punched in, some
soldier got off easy. Hell never know what he missed. Do you believe in fate, Mr. Priest?"

"Yes, gr, | think | do."

"Well, in that case, meet yours." He rested his hand on the edge of the cryogen. " Sir Wilfred of
Ivanhoe."
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Priest's sugpicions about part of the implant programming having been subliminally inhibited were
confirmed when they were dropped off on the mainland with their gear. He also saw that the ref was not
without an ironic sense of humor when he faced them al and spoke the words, "Sir Walter Scott,” and
they ingantly "remembered" thingsthey never knew.

They stood upon the beach, watching the much-modified LCA making headway back toward the
tiny, windswept idand off the coast. Its engines were muffled to the point where they were barely audible
and Lucas wondered what some passing Saxon would have made of the spectacle of their landing. But
there were no passing Saxons, or Normans for that matter. The coastline was quiet and deserted.
Nothing marred the stillness of the night save for the sound of wind, the crashing surf, and the cries of a
few seagulls. They were on their own. Beached upon the shores of time.

None of them spoke as they started dowly moving inland, each experiencing unfamiliar memories.
The four men in the cryogens had been drugged and questioned extensively so that the team might
possess the information that would enable them to carry off their impersonations. Y et, there was no
guarantee that the information that had been implanted in their minds would alow them to carry off their
charade successfully. There were ill athousand things that could go wrong, such was the nature of
covert operations. Risk was part of the game.

The men whose places they had taken had been snatched shortly beforetheir arriva in Minus Time
and they had been interrogated around the clock during the time in which the team completed their
mission training. With the information extracted from lvanhoe, Lucas was familiar with his background
and with the status quo.

John Lackland was gill controlling the reins of power in England. Richard had not yet returned from
captivity. Themain thing Lucas had in hisfavor was that Wilfred of Ivanhoe and Richard had been
comradesin arms during the Holy Wars and Irving did not know that he was abogus Ivanhoe. Perhaps
the real Plantagenet would have been ableto discern achangein hisold friend, but Irving would be too
busy playing his part to notice, unless L ucas made some dreadful error. Lucas guessed that Irving,
despite the advantages that he possessed, would be as much concerned that his "friend and vassal” of
Ivanhoe would not perceive adifference in hisking as Lucas would be that he was taken at face value. It
was to be agame of double bluff, with both parties striving to maintain a poker face to conced the cards
that they were holding.

Finn and Bobby, on the other hand, would bein afar morerisky situation, since the people they
would have to deceive would not be play actors, but the redl thing. Robin Hood and Little John were
both well known to dl the"merry men," which meant that they would have to tread very lightly. Asfor
Hooker, any concern he felt was being hidden beneath a stoic exterior.

Thered Ivanhoe had been away, fighting in the Crusades. There were bound to be certain changesin
him, but it was inevitable that sooner or later, Lucas would come across his 'father." If anyone could
penetrate hisdisguise, it would be Cedric. Since they werein medieva times, the likelihood of their being
discovered for what they redly were was virtualy nil. Who, in thistime period, would even entertain the
notion of something like cosmetic surgery? Who would suspect that soldiers from afuture time were
masguerading as aknight, asquire, and two Saxon outlaws? Y et, these were very supergtitioustimes,
While no one would guess that Robin Hood was an impogter, they might well come to the conclusion that
he had been somehow ensorcelled or that the person who identified himsalf aslvanhoe or hissquire,
Poignard, was redlly some sort of wizard or warlock bent on evil. In his career asafighting man, Lucas
had many times contemplated the likelihood of deeth in dl the waysthat it could cometo him, froma
sword thrust or abullet, from an arrow or the decapitating stroke of a headsman's axe. But he had never
consdered the possibility of being burned at the stake. He considered it now.

They made camp in the woods, eecting to shiver in the night air rather than risking afire. Lucasfelt
that they would have enough on their hands once they neared Ashby; there was no point to inviting
trouble until they had some time to scout around. They had brought some provisions with them, so they



did not go hungry, but they al aein silence and then retired to degp among the trees, taking turns at
standing watch. It waslike the quiet before a battle. The night passed uneventfully, giving Lucas achance
to contemplate his"memories.”

Things had not gone well for Richard during thislast Crusade. There had been yet another truce with
Sdadin, but it had been negotiated mainly in the interests of saving face. Sdladin was askilled and crafty
warrior and his cause had only been advanced by dissenson in Richard'sranks. A good sized faction of
Richard's Norman knights had given their allegiance to Philip of France. Most of these knights belonged
to the orders of the Knights of St. John and the Knights Templars. These same knights, the Templars and
the Hospitaers, had taken the side of John of Anjou againgt his brother. While Richard was away,
playing knight errant, John consolidated his power, egged on by that portion of the Norman nobility who
stood to gain the most by his sitting on the throne. Most of the barons who had remained faithful to
Richard and who had departed with him on hiswar had their lands and estates reassigned behind their
backs by John, who nestly turned those properties over to histoadiesin order to secure their backing.
Among those unfortunate, now landless knights, Ivanhoe, afavorite of Richard's, had been among the
first tolose hisfief. He had returned to his native England, war-weary and penniless, without even a suit
of armor to hisname. That, at least, had been taken care of, courtesy of the U.S. Army. Lucas had a suit
of nysted that, while heavy in order not to arouse too much suspicion, was till lighter by far than the
conventiona armor of the day. It wasfar more flexible and impervious to swords and lances.

Ivanhoe had other problems on his hands, aswell. It seemed that Cedric, hisfather, had been
anxiousto start a Saxon revolution to overthrow the Norman conquerors. To this end, he had hoped to
arrange amarriage between hisward, Rowena, who was descended from the line of Alfred, and his
friend Athelstane, a porker of a Saxcn knight who was aso of noble blood. This union, Cedric had
hoped, would prevent the formation of factions among the Saxons, uniting them behind one house. The
only hitch in his plan had been Rowena, who preferred Cedric's son to Athelstane. Wilfred had taken
quite afancy to her. When ordered to cease and desist, the son had rebelled againgt the father. Cedric
was dready displeased with his son. The old man did not gpprove of Wilfred spending time at court,
learning the Norman art of fighting and picking up various Norman ways. When Wilfred began to court
the woman Cedric intended to marry off to Athelstane and under his own roof, yet, it had been the straw
that broke the Saxon's back. In afit of temper, Cedric had disinherited his son, banishing him from his
house and vowing never to speak his name again. Thanks to Ivanhoe'sincontinence, Lucas now had an
angry father and a pining sweetheart to contend with. Asfar as he was concerned, he didn't careif he
never met up with Cedric and Rowena could pine away to her heart's content. He had enough to worry
about. Still, if heraninto them, it could present aweighty problem.

L ucas attempted to consult his programmed memory on the subject of Poignard, but it was of little
help. They must have questioned Ivanhoe concerning his squire and how he came by his services, but
Wilfred evidently thought o little of the man who served him that al Lucas knew wasthat Hooker was
supposed to be afalen Norman of some sort whose services he had won in a passage a arms. Wilfred
evidently thought as much about Poignard as he did about his saddle, which meant that he hardly thought
of himat al. It wasn't redly surprising. Property was only property, after dl. Still, Lucas might have
expected at least some sensitivity from the man toward his squire, but it seemed that 1vanhoe was not the
mogt sengtive of men.

When he had been snatched by the Tempora Corps, Ivanhoe had been on hisway to Y orkshireto
purchase a horse and a suit of armor for the tournament at Ashby-de-la-Zouche. To thisend, the gallant
knight had waylaid a Norman monk, bashing his head in with a quarterstaff and relieving him of his purse.
Having been issued his horse and armor, Lucas fdt that the best thing for him to do would be to proceed
on to the tournament as Ivanhoe had planned and to see what would develop. All thelocal nobility would
be there, since the festivities were being hosted by Prince John himsdf in an effort to entertain the
populace. Lucas recaled that the Romans had done much the same sort of thing. If you kept taxing the
pants off the people, they were bound to get a bit annoyed, so it hel ped to take their minds off their
troubles every now and then by putting on ashow. The Romans had their circuses, the Normans had
their jousts. Plus ca change, plus c'est la mime chose.



They held acouncil in the morning to outline their plans. So far as either of them knew, Ivanhoe and
the outlawed Baron of Lockdey had never met, dthough they would know each other's names.
Therefore, they had no need to get their stories straight. They decided to arrange ameeting later and the
tournament seemed ideal for that purpose. They agreed to meet at Ashby and went their separate ways
with no little reluctance. The journey could have been longer for hisliking, but Lucas eventudly found
himself approaching Ashby, where the crowd was aready gathering in anticipation of the tournament.
Lucas put on his gear and donned his helmet, ingtructing Hooker to put on his hooded robe. He was not
quite ready yet to meet anyone who knew Wilfred of Ivanhoe.

The gdlerieswereal st up, aswerethe lists, which were nothing more than severa fences running
parald to each other, forming tracks down which knights would hurtle toward each other from opposite
ends, colliding asthey passed. The battleground wasin asmall valey with the stands erected on arise, a
little hill that would afford the spectators an unobstructed view of the proceedings. On either side of the
amal valey, pavilions had been erected: tentswith pennants flying from their pesks, the colorsidentifying
the knights who occupied them. Some of these pavilions matched the colors of their pennants, revedling
which of the knights were among the more well-to-do. As was the custom, one side of thefield had been
assigned to the hosts—or the home team as L ucas thought of them—the other to the challengers or
vigitors. Lucas had the purse which Wilfred had obtained by mugging some poor priest, so he gaveit to
Hooker and sent him off with instructions to secure a pavilion for themsalves. "Make sureit's one of the
chegper ones," hesaid. "It's dtill early in the game and it wouldn't hurt to economize." When Hooker
returned, he told him that they had a pavilion at the far end of the valley, out of the way of the center of
activity, but close enough to enable them to observe the goings-on from within its shelter.

"Good enough, squire Poignard,” said Lucas. "Let's go. Oh, and pick up a couple of those chickens
that vendor's cooking over there. No point to jousting on an empty stomach.”

Lucas stood just ingde the tent flgp, munching on adrumstick and watching the opening ceremonies.
Hooker had collared one of the local lads and for asmal price, they had a play-by-play announcer. Or
blow-by-blow, as the case may be, thought Lucas. Under the circumstances, it was not an unusua thing
for aknight to do. It was alarge tournament and there were competitors present from all over the
country. It was entirely within reason that a stranger to the land, especialy one who had come from far
away, would not be familiar with al the colors and heraldic devices. Lucas sat down on a crude wooden
cot insde the tent, in aposition so that he could see outside, yet at the same time appear to be resting for
the time when histurn came. Hooker stood just outside with the boy, ayoungster of about twelve who
seemed to know everyone concerned, just asamodern kid would know al the playersin hisfavorite
sport.

"Describe everything to mein detail," Lucastold the lad. "' wish to close my eyesand rest awhile.”

Then, while the boy stood outs de and described what was happening in great detail, just ashewas
told, Lucas shifted his position so that he could see clearly everything the boy described. He could be
forgiven for not recognizing al the colors, but it would look alittle strange if he did not know any of them.

It was nearing midday and al things were in readiness to begin the tournament. It could have started
hours ago, save for the fact that it was necessary to wait for the arrival of the nobility, who showed up in
dribs and drabs, each delaying their arriva by adegree of lateness according to the positions they fancied
themsalvesto hold in the socia pecking order. Lord Bluenose couldn't possibly arrive at his seat before
the Earl of High and Mighty. Finally, everyone was seated except for the prince and hisretinue. They
arrived with many fanfares from the trumpets, which sounded too much to Lucas like the braying of
Hanniba's e ephants. He was not, in the least concerned about the passage at arms. Having been
charged by abull elephant, Lucasfdt that an armored knight on horseback seemed rather tame by
comparison.

John rode in on a handsome charger, surrounded by his knights. Priest's young announcer called
them off to him, identifying each by their colors and the devices on the shields carried by their squires.
Therewas Maurice De Bracy, riding at the head of agroup of his Free Companions, which trandated as
mercenaries. De Bracy was dl decked out in gold, which Lucas thought appropriate, and his shield bore



the emblem of aflaming sword. Riding on John'sleft hand wasthe warrior priest, the Templar Brian de
Bois-Guilbert. He was dressed in the black and white colors of his order, his shield emblazoned with a
sylized raven, wings outsiretched, holding askull in its claws. Besde him rode Sir Reginad
Front-de-Boeuf, a bullish looking knight whose appearance suited his name. He was in blue lacquered
armor with abull's head on his shidld. Somewhat behind them, attired in brilliant blood red with afleury
cross upon his shield, was aknight the boy identified as Andre de la Croix. And in the vanguard was the
prince himsdif.

John of Anjou was adandy, dressed in the height of fashion, complete with a fur-trimmed short cloak
and boots with turned up toes. His black beard was nestly trimmed and pointed and hishair hung down
to hisshoulders, curled at the end in astyle that reminded L ucas of the way women woretheir hair in the
period following World War 11. He flourished a small mace as herode, apeculiar thing with a
triangulated head that seemed more for show than for fighting. To top off the ensemble, John worea
velvet cap set at arakish angle.

Hetook hissmall parade through the lists and around in front of the stands, preening before the
crowd, which greeted him with some enthusiasm. Perhaps he was atyrant, but he was the patron of the
festiva and the people seemed grateful for what smal favorsthey could receive. Still, there werethosein
the gallery who were conspicuous by their refusa to applaud HisMgesty. Richard still commanded
some loydty and, of course, the Saxons had little reason to love John. The prince seemed far less
interested in them, however, than in their women. He took histime riding past the stands. He paused in
front of the section where there had been the least gpplause and L ucas shifted his position dightly to see
what had captured his attention. It turned out to be a pretty blonde.

"The prince gazes boldly on thefair Lady Rowena," said the boy, somewhat testily, betraying his
strong Saxon pride. "Thiswill ill please the noble Cedric.”

Lucas got up and moved closer to get a better view. So thiswas his supposed sweetheart and his
father. So much for my reveding mysdlf at thistournament, he thought. He had no desire for afamily
reunion. As he watched, John moved closer to Rowena and Cedric, evidently displeased at this attention
or a something John had said, interposed himsdlf between the sovereign and hisward. John said
something to De Bracy and L ucas saw the knight stretch forth hislance, asif to give Cedric asharp poke
intheribs. The burly Saxon's response was to whip out his sword and, with aquick chopping stroke,
knock the point off De Bracy'slance.

"Well," said Hooker, "things are getting interesting.”

For amoment, De Bracy stared stupidly at his amputated |ance, having been caught unprepared by
the quickness of Cedric's blow. Then someone cdled out, "Well struck!" in aloud voice and the crowd
burst into cheers and laughter. De Bracy turned beet red and grabbed for his sword, but found a gloved
hand covering his own. He looked up and saw the smiling face of the red knight, who had ridden up
besdehim.

"Y ou find thisamusing, delaCroix?' De Bracy snapped.

"No, somewhat predictable, given Cedric's character,” said Andre de la Croix, suppressing a
chuckle. Thetwo knights conversed in French, asdid al Normans when they weren't addressing Saxons
in the mixed tongue of lingua franca.

"Remove your hand," said De Bracy, very evenly.

"I will," said dela Croix, "only remember that this passage at arms has been arranged to curry favor
with the motley masses, the better to enable them to forget, for atime at least, their empty purses. It
would prove somewhat contrary to the purpose were you to skewer Cedric, who hasther affection.”

Sullenly, De Bracy loosened his grip on the pommel of his sword and dela Croix removed the
restraining hand. John, meanwhile, had missed thisinterplay, having been preoccupied with hisindignation
at the man who had set off the outcry and the laughter by calling out, "Wl struck!™

"You!" He pointed histruncheon at the offender. "What isyour name?"

"I'm called Grant the Tinker," said the man.

"l don't like your face," said John. " Step forward!"



Bobby Johnson ducked benegth the railing and stepped up to the monarch's horse. He inclined his
head in asmdl and totaly inadequate bow.

"Y ou areinsolent, Tinker."

" was merdly carried away in my enthusiasm at seeing a blow that had been struck sowell," said
Bobby, casudly omitting any use of honorificsin hisaddress of the prince.

"What would atinker know of such things?' said John, contemptuoudly.

"It'strue that I'm no knight,” said Bobby, "but I'm afair hand with abow and | can appreciate the
skill one man displaysin that which he does best.”

"Y ou fancy yoursdf an archer, then? Why would acommon tinker concern himself with such a
martia art?'

"These are hard timesin which welive," said Bobby. "Bandits are abroad and aman must learn to
protect himsdlf.”

"The manisinsolent beyond belief, Sre," said Front-de-Boeuf. "L et me run him through and well
have donewith him."

"No," said John. "l am of amind to have some sport with this rude peasant. We shdl put him to the
test. Well see how well you shoot, Tinker, if your arrowsfly astrue as your mouth runs ready. Marshd,
prepare the butts. We will begin with archery today. And if you do not prove to be as expert asyou are
rash, my loutish friend, I'll see you lashed for your impertinence.”

Asthe heralds proclaimed the beginning of the tournament, John and hisretinue took their placesin
the stands in a section separated from the others by being somewhat elevated above them and enclosed
on dl sdes save the front, giving those stting within the most commanding view of thefield. The archery
butts were brought out and Bobby stepped forward to take his place among the ranks of the
competitors. There were not too many of them, since challengers would have to shoot againgt John's
Norman archers, who were famous for their marksmanship.

"Now look what you've done," growled Finn Delaney, who had gone a ong with Bobby to hold his
quiver and hiscloak.

"Now look what you've done, sir,” said Bobby, grinning. Finn was old enough to be hisfather.

"Shit, give me abreak," said Finn. He ran a beefy hand through histhick red hair. "Thisisn't funny.
Hewasn't kidding about giving you awhipping. Y ou think they'll stop with just tearing some skin off your
back? These bastards will keep at it till you croak!™

"That's assuming | lose this contest,” Bobby said.

"Who do you think you are, Robin Hood?"

Bobby stared a him in astonishment, then broke up.

"Okay, very funny," Finn said, frowning. "But what if any of these characters are better than you?"

"Then | guesswell beintrouble.

"We?"

"Thanks, Finn. | knew you'd stand by me."

"Jesus, you could at least have called him Sire or Y our Mgesty or something. Y ou had to go and
piss him off. What was the point?*

Bobby handed him his cloak and hat. "Y ou're supposed to be Little John," he said, "and I'm
supposed to be the fastest gun in Sherwood Forest, remember? If | win this shoot-out, they'll be talking
about it dl over the place. Can you think of abetter way of establishing our credentials?"

"Givemeaminute, I'm sure| can come up with something.”

"Well, think fast, because they're about to get this show on theroad.”

The trumpets blared again and the herdd announced that each man would have three flights of
arrows at a distance of seventy-five paces. The moment that had been announced, seven of the
competitors dropped out. That left only nine, including Bobby. Each man shot a will, taking asmuch time
as he wished to shoot three arrows in succession. Bobby hit the gold with every shot with no apparent
difficulty and, to most of the people in the stands, it looked like he hardly even aimed. Only two archers
did aswdll, which eiminated everybody e<e.

"That waan't bad,” said Finn.



"I had to make harder shotsin training,” Bobby said. "Besides, thisian't entirely new to me, you
know. Remind meto tell you about the time | took archery lessons from Ulysses."”

They moved the targets farther back, to adistance of about one hundred yards. They shot again and
thistime one man was diminated. That left Bobby and Hubert, John's champion archer.

"If Hubert doesn't best thisinsolent braggart,” John said, "I'll have hisgutsfor garters.”

The targets were now moved back to adistance of some hundred and twenty yards.

"Y ou sure about this?" whispered Finn.

"Piece of cake."

Hubert was to have thefirst shot. He drew hislong bow back to hisright ear, aimed carefully, waited
for the breeze to die down and then let fly. The arrow described agraceful arc in the air and landed
directly dead center inthe gold. A cheer went up from the stands.

"Hah!" John exclaimed, jubilant at Hubert's shot. "L et's see the Saxon bastard beat that shot! It can't
be done!"

Finn's heart sank.

"Hdl of ashot,” Bobby said. "I'd give my left nut for alaminated Browning recurve with stabilizers
right about now."

"What are we going to do?'

"Theonly thingwe can do."

"Resgn and runfor it?"

"No, cheat."

He turned his back to the stands, taking a position so that Hubert couldn't see what he was doing. He
removed an arrow from the quiver that was colored differently from al the others. Hefitted the black
arrow to his bow.

"A little something the ordnance boys whipped up for me, just in case," he said to Finn.

"What'sthe gimmick?'

"Look ingdethe quiver and you'l find alittle black box. When | nock my arrow, the bowstring
depressesthe arming trigger. The moment | let fly, you hit the button on that box. Inside the shaft, there's
integrated microcircuitry coupling aferrous metal detector inside the bronze arrowhead with alimited trim
system on thefletching.”

Finn grinned widdy. "Now that's style," he said.

"I don't know about style," said Bobby, "but I've got astrong sense of salf-preservation. The black
arrows have shaped chargesin the heads. Just stand between me and Hubert while | remove that, | don't
want to blow up my target.”

The whispered conversation with Finn was taken for hesitation on Bobby's part by Hubert, who
began to grin broadly and act as though he had aready won. Indeed, he had no reason to believe
otherwise. When Bobby took his stance and drew his bow back, the crowd fdll utterly silent. No one
believed that there was any way the tinker could match the shot, much lessbest it, but they respected his
determination.

"Hell never best that shot of Hubert's," John said confidently. "I'll teach that Saxon cur alessonin
mannersyet.”

Bobby made a show of aiming, then let the arrow fly. The moment the shaft left the bowstring, Finn
depressed the button activating the guidance system. The arrow was hafway to the target when the
ferrous meta detector picked up the presence of Hubert'siron arrowhead just ahead of it. Fortunately,
there were no other iron objects near enough to confuse the system and the arrow flew straight and true,
the fletching adjusting itself imperceptibly until Bobby's arrow hit the end of Hubert's shaft precisdly,
gplitting it right down the middle until it came up against Hubert's arrowhead with ashock that sent it
halfway through the butt. There was amoment of complete, unbdieving silence and then the crowd
roared.

Hubert's jaw dropped in astonishment. He could have sworn that the tinker's aim was off.

"By God, the man'sadevil, not an archer!" John swore in amazement, forgetting his annoyance with
the tinker. " Any man who can shoot like that, I'll havein my servicel”



He would have made the offer, only amob charged out upon the field to congratul ate one of their
own, thrilling in a Saxon's victory over aNorman. When the tumult died down and the crowd dispersed,
the black garbed tinker and hisfriend in lincoln green had disappeared. They did not show up to claim
their prize. Vexed, John pronounced the man a craven coward and said that he hoped his Norman
knights would make a better showing than his pathetic archers. Hubert | eft thefield, looking miserable.

John flourished his truncheon and ordered the jousting to commence.

The Saxon boy was quite impressed with the tinker's performance. He could not contain hisjoy.

L ucas thought that Bobby had showed off just abit too much. It had been risky. Obvioudy, the last
arrow had been a guided one. Lucas conceded that Bobby had no choice, since the Norman archer's
shot would have been impossible to beat any other way, but till, he hadn't liked it very much.
Fortunately, Bobby had been able to retrieve the arrow and melt away into the crowd. That, at least, had
been prudent of him. The guided arrows were equipped with afail-safe mechanism that would fry the
circuitry ingde the shaft if anyone was curious enough to examine them too closdly, but he was till glad
that Bobby had managed to get his arrow back and disappear. It had been an impossible shot. John
might have decided to order him to duplicateit just to seeif it wasluck or skill. If it happened again, it
would have been clear evidence of skill—superhuman kill. It was well to draw attention to themselvesin
order to curry sympathy with the locals and to flush out the renegade ref, but there was such athing as
carrying it abit toofar.

Now, histurn was coming up. Lucas decided to wait aslong as possible to see how the competition
shaped up. His nysted armor would keep him fairly safe, but he could still be unhorsed and thewhole
ideawas not to let that happen. He had no intention of risking a broken neck.

Asthe heralds announced the rules for the passage at arms, he sized up the other knights, watching
asthey werelifted up onto their horses. Theruleswerefarly smple. A chalenger would ride through the
liststo the opposing side and use hislance to touch the shield of the knight he wished to joust with. If he
touched the shield with the butt end of the lance, then it was polite competition, lance points tipped with
wood. It was still possible to be hurt, but at least the chances of getting skewered were somewhat
diminished. However, if someone touched the shield of the knight he was chalenging with the tip of his
lance, then it was serious business. That meant either that he was bloodthirsty or that he had some
persond grievance againgt the knight whom he was chalenging, since then the joust would be carried out
with untipped lances, like fencing with the buttons off the foils. For obvious reasons, most knights were
polite to each other at tournaments. And for equally obvious reasons, the crowd smply loved it when
shields were touched with tips of lances.

Thefirg chalenger rode out, heading toward the Norman side. The boy identified him for Lucas,
engrossed in hisrole of play-by-play announcer and hamming it up to the hilt. Lucas wasn't paying very
close atention. He wasn't interested in the challengers. They were not the ones he would have to fight. It
was the home team he was watching.

The knight had crossed over to the Norman side and was dowly walking his horse past the
pavillions, outsde which the shields hung on upright poles. He hesitated at Front-de-Boeuf's shield, then
smacked it with the butt end of hislance. He then returned to his side and waited until Front-de-Boeuf
took his position. The fanfare sounded and both knights set spursto their horses and thundered toward
each other from opposite sdes of thefield. They entered the lists and dropped their lancesinto position.

L ucas noticed that Front-de-Boeuf dropped hislancefairly early, telegraphing hisaim. They came
together with aclash and clatter and Front-de-Boeuf nailed his chalenger so hard upon his shield,
directly inits center, that the knight was unhorsed immediately. Front-de-Boeuf took ahit himsalf, but he
was built like the figure on his shield and dthough he swayed in his saddle dightly, he kept his seet. Home
team 1, VigtorsO.

Two men at arms ran out carrying awooden litter, but the challenger waved them off. He made an
attempt to get up on his own, couldn't manage the weight of hisarmor and had to be assisted to hisfeet.
He stumbled about like a drunk for amoment or two, then allowed the men at armsto lead him off the
field, supporting him. He was given some appreciative gpplause.



The next chdlenger out touched the shield belonging to De Bracy. L ucas decided that this one, the
mercenary, would bear close scrutiny. Men did not hire themsalves out as mercenaries unless they damn
well knew what they were doing. De Bracy rode out briskly to meet his challenger. Therewasatension
in his bearing, not a nervousness, but atension of anticipation. A man who liked to brawl.

He stared across at his challenger, nodded to him, the other man returned the gesture and then they
both dropped their visors and took arunning start. Lucas saw that De Bracy waited until the last possible
moment to position hislance properly and he held his shield just abit high, for which he soon saw the
reason. Asthe two knights came together, De Bracy gave his upper body adight twist in toward his
opponent, using his shield to mask the movement. He redly needn't have bothered with the subtle ploy.
His chdlenger had decided to try for ahead shot, the most difficult target. He missed completely and De
Bracy tumbled him to the ground easily. The crowd gave him acheer and Lucas noticed that once again
Cedric's section refrained from gpplauding.

Next came the Templar, Bois-Guilbert. The fighting priest. It ways fascinated L ucas how many men
of religion were able to preach Christ's doctrine and then go out and bathe in blood on His account, such
asthe warrior pope, Julian. Bdlievein peace and love or eseI'll kill you, Lucasthought. It wasan old
refrain. To get acloser look at Bois-Guilbert, Lucas pretended to put on his helmet in order to check the
fittings. Helowered the visor over hiseyesand dialed in some magnification.

The Templar was good looking in adark and swarthy sort of way and he had the meanest eyes
Lucas had ever seen. Hewould have given Attilaarun for hismoney in the"if looks could kill"
department. Then Priest noticed something funny about hislance.

The wood that covered the tip had afaint, hairline crack init. And atiny portion of the lancestip
showed through. The moment that contact was made the wood would negtly splinter and the point of the
lance would be driven home. 1t would al look like an accident.

The trumpets sounded, both knights spurred and galloped at each other. Bois-Guilbert's horsewas a
heavy, muscular charger that had a definite advantage of height over most of the other mounts. Hewould
be forcing his opponentsto strike up, thereby placing them at abit of adisadvantage. Also, hisshidd
with the skull-toting raven on it was oversized and heavy. Nothing wrong with that, but it showed thet this
was aman who gave himself every possible advantage. Not that Lucas could fault him for that, with
Bobby'strick arrows and his own nysteel armor.

Bois-Guilbert camein like ajuggernaut, holding his shied low and his head down. Lucas couldn't find
any fault in histechnique. It seemed letter perfect. He caught his chalenger behind the shidld, squardly in
the chest. The knight was lifted straight out of his saddle. Predictably, the wood broke and when the men
at armsrushed out to give aid to the falen knight, they found him to be quite dead.

And that seemed to be that. There were dtill other chalengers, but having seen the strength of the
home team, none of them were particularly anxiousto try their luck. The remaining Norman knight, dela
Croix, sat unhelmeted astride a chestnut stallion. The red knight looked vaguely bored. L ucas waited until
they called for challengers two more times and then decided that it wastime. No one else was going to
take acrack at it. Hetold Hooker to pay the kid and send him on hisway, then he went behind histent
and mounted up. He didn't need any help getting on his horse. The nystedl armor was considerably more
sophisticated than that worn by the other knights. He took hislance and shield from Hooker, had him
give hishorn amartia toot and then he was off.

There was some muttering in the stands as he appeared, which was predictable. No one had the
faintest ideawho hewas. Lucaswasdl in white, upon awhite stallion, which amused him since he was
supposed to be one of the good guys. On his shield, there was a somewhat druidic looking device, a
leafy green oak with its roots exposed, as though it had been torn up out of the ground. He guided his
Arabian through the lists by pressure of his knees and rode past dl the Norman pavilions, pretending to
give each shield abrief, cursory glance. He had dready made up his mind, however. It wasn't what he
would have liked to do, but it was the strategicaly advantageous move. Any one of the Norman knights
he had seen could give him trouble on this assgnment and he wasn't looking for trouble. Besides, Bobby
had set him agood example and a hard act to follow. Heraised hislance, set spursto hisstallion and
galoped down the line, knocking each shield off its pole with thetip of hislance.
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The crowd cheered wildly and many yelled encouragement to the white knight as he rode back to his
sdeof thefield. Up until that time, with the sole exception of the exhibition put on by the tinker, it had
been apretty dull show. No blood, except for the hapless knight unhorsed by Bois-Guilbert. Now the
tournament would get truly interesting. It was a shame that this white knight would be killed, but they
would applaud and cheer hisbravery.

"Thiswhiteknight isunfamiliar to me," John said to Fitzurse. "Do you know him, Wademar?'

John's dignified looking minister, senior to the prince by twenty years, leaned forward so that he
could speak into the prince's ear.

"The device upon his shield is one unknown to me, Sire. Possibly he may not be from these parts.”

"An oak, uprooted,” John mused. "What would that mean?"

"Perhapsit is meant to suggest that the knight has, himsdlf, been uprooted from hishomeland,” said
Fitzurse. "That appearsto be a stout English oak. Perhaps he is a Saxon, one of those who went off to
war on Sdadin with your noble brother."

"If heisone of Richard'sbrood, thenitisjust aswel that he has chosen untipped lances. It seemshe
has no great desireto live. If that be so, then well accommodate him. Front-de-Boeuf will uproot him
from his saddle soon enough.”

Both knightstook their places and Front-de-Boeuf lifted his visor to the other knight. The white
knight sat immobile at the far end of thefidd, his snowy stdlion pawing at the ground. Herefused to
show hisface. With acurse, Front-de-Boeuf dapped down hisvisor.

"Rudefdlow, thisnew knight," said dela Croix to Bois-Guilbert.

"Someill bred Saxon pig, no doubt, morefit to be aswineherd than aknight. Front-de-Boeuf will
teach him courtly manners.”

The trumpets sounded and both knights charged the lists. Front-de-Boeuf's lance splintered on the
white knight's shield and both knight and horse went down, Front-de-Boeuf struck keenly on the head.
The horse got up, Front-de-Boeuf did not. The men at arms carried the dead Norman off thefield.

Cedric's section cheered themselves hoarse.

"Somewhat aggressive, these Saxon swineherds," said dela Croix, laconically.

The Templar spat upon the ground. "God smiles on foolsand idiots," he said. "It was pure chance
and ill luck for Front-de-Boeuf. Wdll, let the Saxons cheer their champion for atime. Maurice will lay him
low."

The white knight returned to his side of the field and waited for De Bracy to take his position. De
Bracy rode forward on his gray, helmetless. He sat and waited to seeif the white knight would show him
the courtesy of reveding hisfeatures, but the man made no moveto lift hisvisor. De Bracy sat ill,
waliting. Findly, his patience broke and he called for hishelmet.

"I'll'knock the bastard's head off for him," he mumbled as his squire stood upon awooden platform,
putting on hishelmet.

The trumpets blew and De Bracy was off like a shot, once again waiting until the last possible
moment to couch hislance. Once again, the white knight took the blow on his shidd, splintering De
Bracy'slance while his own struck the gold knight in the shoulder, tumbling him from his horse and ending
the tournament for him. The crowd went wild. De Bracy was on hisfeet in amoment, but there was
blood on his armor where the lance had penetrated.

"It seemsthe leeches will be busy thisday," said dela Croix in the same disinterested tone.

"Then I'll seeto it that the gravediggers have more work, aswell," said Bois-Guilbert, as he dlowed
his squire to put on hishelmet. He rode out to take his place and did not do the white knight the courtesy
of showing hisface, matching rudeness for rudeness. The white knight touched his gauntleted hand to his
visor inacasua sdute, which only served to infuriate the Templar even more.

"Sdute away, you Saxon pig,” hemumbled. "Y oull be sdluting angelsin amoment.”



The trumpets blared and they were off, hurtling at each other at full tilt.

Lucasfelt annoyed, to say the least. There was atricky little gadget hidden in thetip of hislance that
alowed it to fireasonic burst, quick and very lethal. The only problem was that, when he dispatched
Front-de-Boeuf with it, it did the job quite admirably and then ceased to function on the spot. Lousy
army gear, thought Lucas. Trust it to break when you need it most. He thanked God he ill had his
armor and hisshidd. The nysted wasimpregnable. Still, he had lost agood dedl of hisedge.

De Bracy was good, but he had spotted his weakness thanks to the magnification power of his
helmet. When he gave his upper body that deceptive little twist just before impact, he left hisright
shoulder exposed for just afraction of asecond. That fraction of asecond wasdl that L ucas needed. He
took De Bracy right where he was vulnerable and tumbled him. De Bracy wasn't serioudy hurt, but it
would be awhile before he could hold alance or sword again. It would hardly endear him to De Bracy,
but that was tough. If Lucas had hisway, he would have killed him. He presented athreat and, asthings
had gone, he had gotten off easy. Lucas cursed hislance. Ordnance would hear about this. Now he had
to square off againgt Bois-Guilbert and, priest or no priest, the Templar was no douch with alance.

He saw the Templar take position and he noticed that he didn't raise hisvisor as dl the others had.
Hisreason for not raising hisown was smple. His"father" and his"sweetheart” werein the sandsand it
was best for them to think that

Ivanhoe was still off fighting the Saracens. He had work to do and he didn't want to complicate
matters by inviting family problems. But the fact that the Templar didn't raise hisvisor showed that he had
atemper. A temperamental Templar. Lucas grinned ingde hishelmet. That suited him just fine. When a
man became angry, he was prone to making mistakes. And he hadn't seen Bois-Guilbert make any
mistakes before.

The trumpets sgnaed the advance and L ucas kicked his horse, knowing that he would need every
ounce of speed againgt the Templar. He chinned the switch inside his helmet that controlled the degree of
magnification in thelensiugt ingde hisvisor. Thiswas something of acaculated risk. Usng magnification
power in action and at speed could affect perspectiveif he couldn't adjust from the magnified image back
to the standard one quickly enough. If he was unhorsed and killed in thefall, the nysteel armor would not
go to waste and someone would discover that it could do al sorts of interesting things. From a historical
viewpoint, it could cause problems, but then if hefailed in hismission, that meant far greater problems
than just leaving afuturigtic suit of armor lying around would cause.

Bois-Guilbert had very good form, indeed. But Bois-Guilbert was angry and that gave Lucasan
advantage. The Templar's shiddd waslarge and he hid behind it well, offering preciouslittle target. His
horse was larger than the Arabian, and he would be striking dightly downward. He had seen Lucas going
for ahead shot with Front-de-Boeuf and succeeding admirably, so he was holding his shield dightly high,
in order to enable him to deflect the lance in the event L ucas tried the same thing once again. There Lucas
had him, dead to rights. Thanks to the magnification power of his helmet, he had caught it just asthe
Templar was entering the lists. There was an exposed thigh that would serve quitewell. If he hit it just
right, his upward strike would unhorse Bois-Guilbert. Not akilling shot, unless he was lucky enough to
gtrike him solid and pierce the armor, hitting the femora artery, but he would settle for whatever he could
get. Given the Templar's excedllent technique, it was no time to be picky.

Lucas chinned his helmet back to norma scan and let his breath out. Bois-Guilbert was going for a
head shot and he didn't have the dightest clue that Lucas had aready figured out his game plan. Lucas
dipped hislance just below hisshidld at the last moment, leaning out to hisright dightly asthey came
together, which was dangerous for balance, but it resulted in Bois-Guilbert's lance passing over his head
by just afraction of aninch. Theimpact of hitting him almost made Lucas lose his stirrups, but he
managed to hold on. When he reached the opposite end of the lists and whedled his horse, not having
seen the results of his strike, he was satisfied to see the Templar draped over the fence, trying to wriggle
himsdlf to fdl to either sde. He had dropped both his shield and lance and his horse had continued on
without him. As L ucas passed him on the return trip, he was disappointed to see that he had caused no
visble damage. It was what he had been afraid of. He had fdlt hislance skip dightly upon impact and



guessed that he had scraped Bois-Guilbert's tuille and caught him aglancing blow aong his skirt of
tasses, but it had been sufficient to unhorse him. He could not complain. With his sonic device out of
commission, he hadn't done too badly. As he passed the hung up Templar, he gave him a shot with the
butt end of hislance, anignoble asss to his effortsto didodge himsdf. The Templar clattered to the
ground like so much scrap metal.

Prince John was furious.

"In the name of Heaven, thisistoo much to bear! First a Saxon tinker shames my archers and now
this nameless knight deprives me of Front-de-Boeuf, pricks De Bracy and leaves the Templar draped
over thelistslike adressed and hung up stag! Isthere no one who can put an end to this effrontery?"

"There dill remainsthe sanguine delaCroix," Fitzurse sad.

John scowled. "It irks meto have to depend upon that smirking Basgue with hisinvented name. He
costs me more dearly than haf De Bracy's Free Companions. Were he not well worth the cogt, I'd pay
just asdearly to berid of his soft speech and laughing eyes.”

"Theimpertinence of dela Croix ischaracterigtic of hispeople,” said Fitzurse. "And if his soft and
mannered ways seem to be amockery of ours, they are more than offset by his prowess on the field of
battle, aqudity that, with al due respect, Sire, you can il afford to overlook.”

"True, too true," grumbled John. "L et us hope he proves worthy of the fees he charges. Thiswhite
knight has embarrassed my best men.”

The object of their conversation sat quietly astride achestnut sallion, staring thoughtfully out at the
fidd asthe white knight returned to the far end of thelists. The red knight's squire fastened de la Croix's
headgear, then handed up the lance and shield.

"Do you think you can best him, Andre?" said the squire.

"I don't know, little brother,” dela Croix replied. "Thereis something very strange about him. He
comesinfast and low, and did you mark how easily he movesinside hisarmor? His shield has borne the
brunt of strong assaults without amark of damage. He found De Bracy's weaknessin his shoulder inan
instant, perceived aflaw in Bois-Guilbert's defense where the Templar rarely leaves oneand | will not
soon forget the blow he dealt to Front-de-Boeuf. Thereis more to this uprooted oak than meetsthe eye,
Marcd. Still, we shal make agdlant effort, en?’

Thered knight clapped the squire lightly on the shoulder with agauntleted hand before accepting the
shield with itsfleury crossin white on red. The fanfare called the start and de la Croix set spursto the
chestnut war horse.

The red knight's horse was fresher than the white knight's stalion, but still they sped toward one
another like shafts shot from a crossbow. Each knight aligned hislance, each took perfect position. They
cametogether in the center of the lisiswith aresounding crash that reverberated throughout the valey like
the ringing of ahammer on an anvil. Both knights were nearly thrown from their horses by the force of the
impact, each shidd taking alance strike. The meeting brought them to a grinding, shuddering hdt as both
horses sank to their knees. Both lances shattered. Neither was unhorsed.

Lucas stared at the stump of his lance and could not believe what had just happened. It felt asthough
someone had stuck his head insgde a giant gong and then let |oose with a pounding that threatened to
burst his skull like amelon. Hislance broke! 1t was not supposed to break! First the sonic device
malfunctioned, now the entire lance! And onewasal he had! Where in Christ's name would he get
another?

Herode dowly back to hisend of theligts, tasting blood, his vison blurred. His nose was bleeding
from both nodtrils. It felt asthough he had been hit by alocomotive. He could see the crowd going totaly
insane, but he could not hear them. The only sound he heard was an ung-ung-ung indde hishead, a
never ceasing echo of the crash. Hisarmor and his shield had saved him, but it was dl that he could do to
stay on hishorse. And the animal didn't seem too happy abot it, either.

Holy shit, he thought. He had been concerned about the Templar. Here he was, a 27th-century man,
feeling superior as hell to these Neanderthals and along came de la Croix to throw cold water in hisface.



He rode back to his position and saw Hooker looking at him with concern. He flashed him ahelpless
look, lifting hisvisor briefly and taking in agasping gulp of air. Now what was he going to do? They didn't
bring spare lances.

"The expression on your squire's face reved s your problem, nameessknight,” said avoiceat his
side. Lucasbarely heard it. He quickly dapped down hisvisor and turned to see ayoung man a arms
standing by hisside, holding alance. "My lord and master, on seeing how you disposed of
Front-de-Boeuf, charged me to seek out your pavilion and to bring you aein celebration of your victory.
| could not help but notice that you lacked for some spare arms, no doubt through some inconvenience
which you could not control. | reported thisto my lord and he bid me offer you the use of this, hislance,
should you not be too proud. The noble Athestane would be honored if you would grace hislance by
testing it in combet on thisday."

The young soldier held out the lance to Lucas. So, Lucas thought, chivary isnot dead. Heredlized
how gilly that thought was the moment it occurred to him and it was al that he could do to keep from
laughing out loud. It was atrait he had that, whenever he was scared out of hiswits, he had the
disconcerting tendency to guffaw. A nervous reaction that, under present circumstances, could be
misinterpreted. He held back, swalowing hishysteria

"Tel your magter that | am indebted to hishospitality of asamsand that | regret that | cannot tell him
who owes him adebt of gratitude. | am under vow never to show my face until certain conditions prevail.
| will try to do honor to hislance.”

He accepted the lance and nodded to the man at arms, who returned him asmall bow. Then,
belatedly, he redlized just who his benefactor was. The Saxon noble on whose account Wilfred had been
tossed out of hisfather's house upon his keester. Asfar as L ucas was concerned, Athelstane could have
Rowena. He'd just earned her.

The red knight returned to the other side of the field to pick up another lance. There was blood
coming from dela Croix's mouth.

"Andrel" said the squire, Marcd, visibly frightened a the sight of the blood when de la Croix raised
the visor. The knight's eyes were unfocused.

"Water, Marcd."

The squire understood the request and knew that it was not for adrink. He ran into the pavilion and
returned with abucket of water, which he dashed in dela Croix's face. The red knight coughed and took
severa deep breaths.

"I may have met my match, Marcel. | do not know why this oak chose to challenge with his naked
lance, unless he despises Normans. If heisa Saxon, it issomething | can understand.”

"But we are not Normans,” said Marcdl.

"We serve the Normans and it amounts to the same thing. If Saxons can breed men such asthis, then
John of Anjou has good reason to fear them.” Andre de laCroix paused, taking severa deep and ragged
breeths. "But John doesn't fear them. Morefool he. Well, |et's have that fresh lance, Marcd. We shdl
seeif the Lord meansfor meto diethisday. Thusfar, He has seen fit to bestow His grace upon the
nameless knight. Should | fail to return, Marcel, you know what to do. And | charge you to pay the oak
my compliments.”

The visor was dapped down and the knights faced each other once again. Again the trumpets
sounded and again they charged. Again both lances splintered on their shields and the white knight's
horse sstumbled and came near to falling, but was saved by the interference of thelist fence, which gave
benesath the anima's weight but provided the necessary purchase that allowed it to regain itsfooting. Both
knightsreded in their saddles like willowsin the wind. The red knight dropped the fleury shield and
Marcd ran out to retrieveit. Lucas lost the magnification power of hishelmet. Thelens, being
consderably wesker than the nystedl armor, cracked and was dis odged by the shock of impact. It fell to
rest in pieces againg his chin, cutting into the skin. Both knights obtained fresh lances. Thistime Lucas
got one courtesy of Cedric, who said he knew him as a Saxon knight. He was wrong, but L ucas was not
up to correcting him.



"This oak tree beginsto irritate me," dela Croix said with agasp. "Already he has cost metwo
lances™

Bois-Guilbert approached him.

"Have donewithit, dela Croix! Unhorse this Saxon pig, unless you are determined to toy with him
till nightfal!"

"I marked how well you toyed with him," said dela Croix. The red knight coughed and spat out
some blood.

"Twice heran a you and failed to find your wesk point," Bois-Guilbert said. "Kill him and have done
withit!"

"Hefailed to find my weak point because | do not have one," dela Croix remarked in an amused
tone. "Thetroubleis, neither does he."

"You pick afinetimeto jest!" the Templar said.

"I can think of no better time. Do you not find it amusing, Brian, two knights ramming at each other
like rampant stags fighting over ground? They lower their heads, charge and smash together, horn to
horn, then back off and ram once more. Perhapsin future years, someone will find aless strenuous way
of making war."

"I hope shdl not live to seethat day,” said Bois-Guilbert, disdainfully.

"Judging by the account you gave of yoursdlf thisday, | think you have no need of concern,” said de
laCroix.

The trumpets blared their fanfare.

"Fuck," said delaCroix, dapping down the visor and spurring.

They did not ride a each other with quite the same speed the third time, but the shock of their impact
seemed as great. Both knights were lifted from their saddles and, for amoment, seemed to hang
suspended in the air before they both clattered to the ground like so much hardware. For along period of
time, both lay il as corpses. The men at arms ran out, but then both knights began to stir. Sowly, with
great difficulty, the white knight regained hisfeet, having waved off the men a arms, refusing thelr
assistance. Thered knight flopped about weakly, like afish out of water, but did not have the strength to
stand without assistance. Raising the visor, dela Croix displayed abloody, pale face and eyes that
seemed to cross and announced that the white knight was the victor, since he had stood up on his own.
The crowd went hoarse with cheering, especialy the Saxons, who had claimed the white knight as one of
their own.

Just afew moments longer, Lucastold himsdf. Stay conscious just afew moments longer so you can
play the graceful winner and then you can dink back to your pavilion and throw up.

Someone brought his horse around and severd men cameto lift him into the saddle. Lucas had
enough presence of mind to become dead weight in their hands, to prevent them from finding his nysted
armor unusudly light. In the excitement of the occasion, no one seemed to notice. Then Lucasredlized
that they were spectators who had run out upon the field. They were ydling things at him, but he could
not make anything out of it. He was led to stand before John and he had to hold onto his saddle with
both hands for severd momentsto keep from falling off. It was awhile before he could make out what
John was saying, then he realized that he was being asked to show hisface. He couldn't do that just yet,
not with Cedric and Rowenawatching him with glowing eyes, the unknown Saxon who had brought
havoc to the Norman lists. He mumbled something about having taken avow, Smilar to what he had told
Athel stane's man. John did not seem too pleased with that, but chivalry demanded that he accept it.

He was babbling something about a banquet and a Queen of Love and Beauty and Lucasfindly
understood that he was expected to choose some lucky lady to officiate at the celebration and at the
festivities the next day. Miss Blood and Guts of 1194. Hewastold to hold out hislance and John dipped
acrown of thin, hammered gold onto its end.

L ucas had enough presence of mind to know that picking a Saxon woman to fill the office would only
serveto irritate John even further and he felt that he had aready done more than his share. He decided to
play it safe and pick the daughter of some Norman baron. Ivanhoe, no doubt, would have picked
Rowena and rubbed their nosesin it, but that was the last thing he wanted to do. Besides, shewasa



vapid-looking blonde who looked as though her mind had never been sullied by the presence of a
thought. To top it off, she smpered.

He managed to stay in the saddle somehow as he rode past the stands, looking for alikely candidate,
someone who looked rich. The one he found not only wore expensive jewelry, but in point of fact,
deserved the office of the Queen of Love and Beatty if it was to be handed out on the basis of 1ooks
aone. And in these times, women weren't judged on much more than that. This raven-haired young
woman was enough to take anyone's breath away. Good, thought L ucas, you've got it, maam. Y ou win.
He dropped the crown at her feet.

Instant deethly sllence.

Shelooked very embarrassed. Then Lucasredized his error. Even had he not seen the way she
stood a bit apart from everyone around her, he should have noticed the man standing with her. He should
have noted his dress, the beard and pe-yot, the Magen David he wore around his neck. He had
supposed she was a Norman girl and having made his choice, he could not now take the crown back and
say he'd changed his mind. He had hoped to avoid causing a scene by not picking out a Saxon girl, so he
had chosen a Jewess.

Marcd wasfrightened.

According to the traditions of apassage at ams, Marcel was on hisway to the white knight's pavilion
with dela Croix's horse and armor, which were forfeit to the victor of the joust. Marcel was frightened of
the strange knight and of what he had done to de la Croix. Marcel had never known Andreto lose.

Outsde the white knight's pavilion, there was asmdl throng, including the squires of the other
defeated knights who also waited with the gear of their respective masters. Aswasthe custom, it wasthe
decision of the victor to either keep the arms and horses or to ransom them back to their owners. Each
squire had been charged by his master to offer acertain sum in exchange for horse and armor, but it was
up to the white knight to accept or reject this sum. He would either keep the arms, or name a higher
price, in which event he would keep the arms anyway, Since each squire had been given alimit on the
amount of ransom to be paid. Thered knight had charged Marcel to adlow the "nameless oak™ to choose
his own price for ransom. It had not escaped anyone's notice that the white knight had been forced to
rely on Cedric's and Athelstane's generogity after he broke hislance, which meant that he was poor.
Doubtless, if the ransom offers of the other knights were generous, as they were bound to be since none
of them wished to appear unchivarous, then he would accept the coin. If the other knights were as
generous as dela Croix, it would alow the white knight to name aransom which would exceed the vaue
of the horse and armor. Marcel knew that Andre prized the armor highly.

The white knight's squire spoke to the othersin the matter of the disposition of the arms. The offers
were al generous and they were al accepted. When it came histurn, Marcel stood nervoudy before the
fearsome and crud-looking squire.

"My lord, the red knight, Andre de la Croix, charges meto tell your master, the white knight of the
uprooted oak, to name his own price for the ransom,” Marcel said nervoudly.

"Y our master isamost generous and chivarous knight," said the white knight's squire.

"My lord also charges me to pay his complimentsto the white knight and to tender his respect,
which, | add on my own, isnot granted easily. My master saysthat he has never fought so fine aknight
and that he hopes, despite the challenge to pass with naked lances, that your master is not grestly
injured.”

"| thank you for my master,” said Hooker, "and charge you in my magter'snameto tell Andre dela
Croix that he returns the compliment and, dthough fatigued, does not suffer any greet injury. Further, my
master charges meto say that the offers of the other knights were generous and have left him not so poor
as hewas before the joust. Therefore, out of respect for Andre dela Croix, he will accept neither horse
nor armor, nor ransom for same, since the lessons he has learned at your master's hands today have
enriched him in amanner that he prizes much more highly. Take thissmall sum for yourself, however, and
if you are not too proud, use some smdll part of it to drink my master'shedth.”

Hooker tossed asmall purseto Marce, then turned and entered the pavilion. Visbly relieved,



Marce returned to de la Croix and related what the white knight's squire had said.

The red knight sat on awooden cot inside the pavilion, clad only in aloose-fitting doublet and boots.
Andre delaCroix wastal and thin, with flaxen blond hair that fell shoulder-length. The red knight wore
no beard or mustache and was strikingly good-looking in ayouthful, boyish way.

"Thank you, Marcdl," delaCroix said. "You've donewell. | was afraid that | would lose my
treasured armor, which | can ill afford to spare. Theselocal artisans are not adept enough to craft so fine
asuit as that which was given to me by our benefactor in return for secret services. Intruth, | do not
know what strange and wondrous craftsmen made this suit. | have never seenitslike.”

Thered knight got up and ran ahand over the nystedl armor.

"| fear these secret services," Marcd said, "as| fear the stranger who demands them.”

Thered knight smiled. "We have shared many secrets since we left our mountain home, little brother.
What is one secret more? Besides, no secret can weigh on us so heavily as that which we guard most
clody."

Thered knight turned and allowed Marcel to unfasten the doublet and removeit, revealing the cloth
swathed around de la Croix's upper torso. Slowly, carefully, Marcel unwound the cloth and, when it was
done, dela Croix sighed and breathed deeply. The men who had falen to de la Croix's lance would have
been surprised to see the red knight now. Tired, dela Croix sat down upon the cot and dowly massaged
the skin to return circulation to her breasts.

4

If the wooden cot inside the pavilion was uncomfortable, Lucas didn't notice. He was Smply grateful
for the opportunity to get off hisfeet. He lay stretched out on his back, his eyes closed, listening to the din
outside.

Hooker was keeping athrong of well wishers at bay. It seemed that almost every Saxon at the
tournament wished to pay respects to the white knight and Lucas smply wasn't up to it. He was,
however, somewhat more concerned about the so-called physicians, whom he could hear arguing outside
with Hooker. Cedric, Athelstane, and severd other of the more well-to-do Saxon lords had sent their
physiciansto seeto hiswell-being. He had two reasons for not wanting to see them. Thefirst wasthat
they would know Ivanhoe and the second was that he had no desire to be bled.

Asit began to grow dark, Lucaslay motionlessingde histent, fedling the growing evening chill and
trying not to pay too much attention to the leeches, who had now turned to fighting amongst themselves
for the privilege of bleeding him. Hooker stuck his head insde the tent.

"Youdl right?' hesad.

"I will beif those bloodsuckers don't get their hands on me," said Lucas, wearily. "Can't you get rid
of them?'

"I'm having ahard enough time just getting them to listen to me," Hooker said. "Y ou've become very
popular al of asudden and a certain amount of professiond pride seemsto be at stake.”

"Look, | don't careif you have to knock their damn heads together," Lucas said, "just get rid of them.
| cant—"

There was a sudden commotion outside and Hooker quickly went to see what was devel oping.
Moments later, ayoung woman entered the pavilion. She was dressed in along, flowing gown of dark
purple gabardine which clung to her shapely figure. She had long, wavy black hair and large dark eyes.
Around her neck, she wore a diamond necklace hung with pendants and there were golden bracel ets set
with jewe s upon her wrists. She was astonishingly lovely and she wore the thin gold crown which Lucas
had earlier presented her with.

"Thisis Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of Y ork, Milord," said Hooker. " She has come to pay her
respectsto the nameless knight and to see if you were injured.” He cleared histhroat. " She has, uh, sent
away the leecheswith some ... enthusasm.”

"They have the temerity to spesk of healing!" Rebecca said hatly. "They would bleed aman to death



if given the chancel”

Hooker knedled by the cot and whispered to him. " She sent those boys packing one-two-three," he
said, so that she wouldn't hear him. " She has no ideawho you are, so | figured it was safe enough to let
her in. She only recently arrived here with her father, who's been loaning money to John, though |
wouldn't lay any odds on hisever seeing it again. | figured we could use some well connected friends, if
you know what | mean.”

"How do you know this?' Lucas whispered.

"Areyou kidding? The moment you gave her that crown, it was all anyone would talk about. Y ou've
rubbed their nosesin it by honoring a Jew. Scuttlebutt hasit that |saac paid for your horse and armor in
exchangefor protection. Hes not very well liked in these parts, being rich and Jewish, to boot.”

While they conversed, Rebecca stood near the entrance of the tent, her hands clasped together, a
look of grave concern upon her face. Lucas started to Sit up.

"We should not whisper in the presence of alady,” he began. Sherushed to hissdeingantly, gently
urging him back down.

"No, do not get up, my lord. You're hurt,” she said.

"l am somewhat the worse for wear," said Lucas, gently removing her hands from his chest and sitting
up, "but | assure you, I'm not injured, only weary."

"I cameto seeif | could help," Rebeccasaid. "Wademar Fitzurse, John's minister, suggested it. He
sad that since | wastaught the art of healing by Miriam of Endor, | should seeto your welfare, snce you
named me your queen.” She lowered her eyes. "In truth, he meant you no great courtesy, my lord, since
Miriam stands falsely accused of witchcraft by those ignorant of her skillsand | fear the minister's request
was meant lessfor your welfare than to spare these Normans the embarrassment of honoring a Jewess at
their feast, which even now progresses. Pleased as | am at having been honored by you, my lord, | am
distressed by it. It was not wise. Y ou could not have known | was a Jew, € se you would doubtless have
chosen another to receive your favor.”

"I didn't know," said Lucas, "and to be honest, | meant to choose aNorrnan girl to placate these
nobles somewhat. In truth, honoring women for nothing save their beauty does not appeal to me. Such
empty, vain displays are not to my liking. Asto your faith and heritage, | have known many Jewsin my
travelsand | know something of your beliefs. While | do not share them, they are far from abhorrent to
me. | am not one of those who would persecute your people or take advantage of them.”

"Then you are arare knight, indeed,” she said. "Isit true what the people say, that you are Saxon?"

"| fear that | cannot answer you," said Lucas. "Thereismuch at stake and | am not yet ready to
reved mysdlf. | must ask you to be patient.”

Shelowered her eyes. "Forgive mefor asking, my lord,” she said softly. "It was not my intention to
presume.”

"Thereisno need to ask forgiveness" Lucas said. "It is| who must ask your forgiveness. By
choosing you, it seemsthat | have caused speculation that your father ismy patron, having provided me
with the meansto enter the liststoday. Thiswill not make the Normanslove him more.”

She amiled. "It will not make them love hismoney less. | am well treated by the Normans, inasmuch
asany Jew can be, only becauseit iswell known that John borrows heavily from Isaac. So long asthey
can use the usurer, they will continue to treat uswith somelittle kindness.”

"Y our father treads deep water," Lucas said. "Johnisnot likely to befair in hisdedings with a Jew.
Hemay decideto force him to give up al hiswedlth and then where will you be?'

She shrugged dightly. "Where my people have aways been. What isthereto do? Our fateisin
God's hands."

Lucas smiled. "Hewill decide the disputes of the nations, and settle many a people's case, till swords
are beaten into plowshares, spearsinto pruning hooks; no nation draws the sword againgt another, no
longer shal men learntofight.”

Rebeccalooked at him with astonishment. "Y ou quote the Prophet Isaiah? And in Hebrew!™

"Armorersare still making swords and spears,” said Lucas. "They have not yet turned to making
farming implements. | do not dispute your faith, but you would be wiser to take your fate into your own



handsingtead of trugting it to God."

"An easy thing for aman to say, my lord, but not so easy athing to do for one who is both awoman
andaJew," shesad. "l wish youwell, good knight.”

Sheinclined her head toward him and | ft.

"Interesting woman," Hooker said.

Bobby and Finn entered the pavilion. It was dark outside and al was quiet, most of the knights and
nobles having gone to the banquet while the spectators dispersed until the next day's festivities. The
sound of cricketsfilled the cool night air.

"Had to wait until your company left,” said Bobby. " Striking |ooking woman. Who was she?!

"Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York. A Jewish merchant whom John's been milking for money."

"How does shefitinto al of this?'

"I don't know if she does, yet. | takeit you didn't see the jousting?”’

Bobby shook his head. "We made some contacts. What happened?’

Briefly, Lucas brought them up to date. "1 don't know how our fake Richard intends to make his
move," he said, "but he may not have an easy time of it. With people like De Bracy, Bois-Guilbert and de
laCroix in his service, John's not going to be easy to displace.”

"That's dways assuming that our friend Irving'sgoing to play by therules” said Bobby. "Don't forget,
he's a crackpot. He might just decide to come on strong with some technology and blow these boys
away."

Lucas shook hishead. "I don't even want to think about it. Y ou said you made some contacts?!

Bobby sat down and sighed. "Finn and | met up with afew of Lockdey's men.”

"Any problems?'

Bobby snorted. "Problems? Try disaster.”

"What happened? Y ou don't mean to tell methat they didn't buy that you were—"

"Oh, | was accepted easily enough, that wasn't what | meant,” said Bobby. "What did you expect
these people to do, see through my cover? There's no chance of that."

"So what's the problem?”

"The problemisabit of disllusonment,” said Finn, chuckling.

"Hey, it'snot so funny," Bobby said. Helooked at L ucas. "The legend of Robin Hood was aways
one of my favorite stories, you know? The truth is somewhat less attractive. Seems Lockdey wasn't quite
the man | thought him to be. After the archery bout, we made oursalves scarce. Then we ran into afew
of the merry men. Y ou might say they were impressed. They never saw anyone shoot like that before.
Moreto the point, they never saw Locksey shoot like that before.”

"Turns out the famous Robin Hood wasn't al he was cracked up to be," said Finn. "Theimpresson
one getsisthat he couldn't hit the broad sde of abarn if he was standing in the hayloft.”

"They were also surprised to see me sober,” Bobby said. " See, Robin's been gone for awhile, no
one knowswhereto. Lockdey's afucking lush. Every now and then, he gets so blitzed he just takes of f
somewhere and doesn't come back for days. Thistime ‘I’ was gone for longer than usud. Marion'sfit to
betied."

"Y ou mean Maid Marion?" said Lucas.

Finn guffawed.

"Everything'sajoketo thisguy," Bobby sad irritably. Y eah, Maid Marion. Only nobody callsher
that. That's because she's about as maidenly as Anne Bonney. Our referee friend who sent us out on this
suicide mission didn't do his damn homework very well. Theideawasthat, as Robin Hood, I'd be able
to use the merry men to help usout if need be. The only problem is, Robin Hood isn't in charge of the
merry men. Marion is. Seems my main task is keeping her bed warm.”

"And he'sin ahit of trouble because he's been delinquent in hisduties," Finn said, grinning. "Fact, he's
A.W.O.L. right now and if he doesn't get his ass back soon, the boys said, shell putitinading!” He
garted laughing uncontrollably.

"God damnit, Delaney, put alid onit! That'san order!" Bobby said.

"Fuck you, son. I've been busted from master sergeant, captain and lieutenant, just to name afew.



Don't give me any shit about orders. | was getting my ass shot off with the L ost Battalion when you were
still sucking at your mother'stit. | made it through some pretty bad scrapes and | intend to make it
through thisone, soif you're smart, you'll button it up and listen, both of you." Hooker chuckled.

"And that goesfor you, too, squire,” Delaney said. "Plant it and listen up.”

"Okay, Finn, no one's disputing your experience,” said Lucas. "What do you suggest?'

"Wall, for one thing, forget about the fucking rules” Finn said. "There's nothing in the manua about a
hitch like this, so you can just throw out the regulations. If we play by the rules, we're going to die and
that'sal thereistoit. All we haveto worry about is nailing this Irving character and then we can leaveit
to the refsto clean the mess up, because they got usinto it in the firgt place. Unfortunately, we don't have
much in the way of ordnance to give us an edge, but we do have afew of those trick arrows Johnson
here brought back with him. The first chance you get, you draw a bead on this whacked-out ref and
blow him to hell and gone. The shaped charges might not penetrate nysted if he'sin armor, but the shock
of theexplosonwill kill him very nicdy.”

"Suppose we don't get a chance to catch him alone?" said Bobby.

"Sowhat?'

"It might look alittle strangeif an armored knight suddenly explodesin the middle of acrowd,” said
Bobby, wryly.

"Who cares?' said Finn. "Somehow | don't think it's going to change the course of history. At mog, it
will become one of those wild storiesthat no onewill believe.™

"I think you'reright," said Lucas, "but we may not get that opportunity. If we do, then our troubles
are over. But we've got to decide what to do meanwhile.”

"I've been thinking about that, too," said Finn. "This character's no fool. He knows severd attempts
have been made againgt him aready, so hewill have taken precautions.”

"But we do have the advantage of surprise,” said Bobby. "He doesn't know who we are.”

"Y es, and that's the only advantage we do have," Lucas said. "If weluck out and get acrack at him,
one of those arrows should do thetrick. But if we blow it, then we've given ourselves away."

"So welay back unlesswe get that chance,”" said Finn. "And in the meantime, we forget about
preserving the status quo. Theres gtill alot that can be done without reveaing oursalves. The first order
of busnessisto straighten out this mess with the merry men. If the rest of them are anything like the ones
we met, they're the most dissolute bunch of comical buffoons I've ever met. Nothing but abunch of
low-lifes. We're going to have to whip them into shape, cause we may need them. Look at it thisway,"
he said to Bobby, "the Robin Hood of history may be the result of what you're going to do."

"What about Marion?' said Bobby.

Finn chuckled. "Well, when those lads report back to her, she's going to expect achanged man,
anyway. Surely, you can handle asmple 12th century peasant woman?"

"I'm not looking forward to it," Bobby said. "I doubt she's anything like the lady who just |eft.”

"Wl then close your eyes and hold your breath," said Finn. "Either that, or teach her how to bathe."

Bobby frowned. "Thanks."

"That doesn't leave me with much to do except wait around for the fake Richard to show up,” said
Lucas.

"That'swhere you're wrong,” said Finn. "Y ou've got alot to do. Y ou've dready become ahero to
the Saxons as the white knight. Now it'stimeto reveal yourself to Cedric and makeit up with him."

"Y ou mean throw Rowenaover and convince him that I've changed my ways," said Lucas. "It might
work. A lot can happen to aman while he's away at war. Cedric might believe that 1've come to my
senses. Then dl I've got to do is convince him to throw hislot in with Richard when the time comes.
That's not going to be easy.”

"Wel, if you wanted easy, what the hdll'd you join the army for?" said Finn.

"It'saquestion I've asked mysdlf frequently. | think | waslooking for adventure,” said Lucaswith
mock seriousness.

"Now's your big chance, son. Make the most of it."

"What'd you join for, Finn?’



"Thetestssaid | had no aptitude for anything else.”
"You think thet'strue?"
"l don't know. I've never done anything dse.”

The banquet at the Castle of Ashby wasanoisy affair. John sat in the place of honor at the tablesin
the great hal with Fitzurse Stting on hisleft hand and Bois-Guilbert upon hisright. All around him, knights
and barons were tearing into their food with both hands, ripping off drumsticks or lifting whole roast
chickens up to their mouths. Wine ran down their chins and onto their doublets, gobbets of masticated
venison were sprayed across the room as revelers erupted into laughter or shouted with their mouthsfull.
Meat was tossed onto the floor for their dogsto fight over, tables were pounded upon, toasts proposed
and drunk and curses shouted, oaths proclaimed and prowess boasted of .

It was dl too much for dela Croix, who fled the banquet hal for awak aong the parapets. The
scene was bad enough, but to her dismay, it seemed that she had gained an ardent admirer. In the
absence of the Jewess, John had seen fit to grant Rowenathe honor of presiding over the banquet.
Cedric had reluctantly attended, along with Athelstane, and they sat there glowering while Normans
made disparaging remarks about the Saxons. Clearly, Cedric had not wished to come, but his daughter
had prevailed upon him, flattered by the attentions paid her by the men her father hated. Andre did not
envy Cedric such adaughter.

What wasworse, Rowenawas blatant in her undisguised infatuation with the red knight, ignorant, as
were al the others, of "his' true sex. She made cow eyes at de la Croix and made asif to swoon each
time she glanced in her direction. She had contrived to procure for Andre the seat on her right hand,
telling al other contendersfor the same position that de la Croix deserved it, being the knight who had
done the best againgt the white-garbed challenger. Once seated, Rowenatook every excuseto create an
opportunity for their handsto brush, for their thighsto come in contact. She had pressed with her knee
and when that failed to provoke response, she had started rubbing Andre's leg with her foot. Failing in
that, she sought to dip her hand between dela Croix's legs, a which point Andre fled, pleading dizziness
asaresult of thejoud, for it certainly would not do for Rowenato grope about between her legs and not
find what she sought.

Andre was not ashamed of being awoman, nor did she have any desire to be aman. Her decision to
pose as amale had been one of smple pragmatism. In the society in which she moved, it was dmost
impossible for awoman to exist independently of aman. Certainly, it wasimpossible that she be treated
as an equal and given the same opportunities as aman. Andre had lost her parents when she was only
nine. They had been farmers. Her mother and her father had been hapless enough to daughter a goat that
had been contaminated. In the process of the butchery, they had breathed in the spores from the animal's
hide. The same flesh, cooked, had not harmed the children, but for the parents, the die had been cast.
Within aweek, they had manifested the symptoms. Both had high fevers, their bodies racked with aches
and pains asthe infection spread. Their glands swelled, afine red rash appeared, their blood pressure
dropped and their lungsfilled with water. They both became ddlirious, ranting for hours on end and
halucinating and findly, within another week, first the mother, then the father went into shock and died.

Thus, at the age of nine, Andre had become both mother and father to Marcel. She eventried to
manage therr tiny farm, but the children failed dismaly. Leaving behind their smple home, and their
parents, whom Andre had buried in the fidld, they started wandering, never knowing from one moment to
the next what fate had in store for them or where their next meal would come from. Those medlswere
few and far between. They got by at first by stealing. Andre wasn't very good at it at the beginning and
she often starved so that Marcel could egt, but she got better.

Their livestook aturn for the better when the orphans were taken in by an abbot who trested them
kindly and taught them how to read, giving them what little education both possessed. The demands he
made on her young body did not seem too much to give him in return. When he began to make the same
demands upon Marcel, Andre decided it wastimeto leave.

It was very shortly after that that she took to passing asaboy. It made things easier, dthough not by
very much. They traveled constantly, stealing what they could to see them through. They both learned



how to fight and they survived, athough the odds against them were inca culable. Then they met up with
SrGiles

Andre never knew Sir Giles full name. Giles, himself, was no longer certain what it was. A knight
errant who had taken one blow to the head too many, Giles was addle-brained without any hope of
recovery. Heimagined himself to be upon aquest and, indeed, when he had set out upon hisjourney
from wherever it was he came, he may have had some purpose in mind, but he could no longer
remember what it was. Though he was alogt soul, Gileswas a gentle man who had brief periods of
relative lucidity interspersed with fugue states. He was a sad knight, barely able to take care of himsdlf.
Frequently, he forgot to eat and he was given to experiencing extremely painful heedaches. In spite of
this, however, he was supremely functional when it cameto exercisng hisfighting prowess. It was as
though hisbody could remember what hismind could not. Whenever it cameto practicing hisknightly art
or speeking of it, something inside him clicked and, for atime, he was amost normal.

He had not seen through Andre's deception and he took her and Marcel at face value astwo
orphaned boys out on their own. They touched a chord of sympathy within him and he made them his
squires and proceeded to ingtruct them. It was atouching, symbiatic relationship. They took care of him,
and he gave them protection. When it came to ingtructing his two young squiresin the art of combat,
Gileswas ardentless taskmaster. He transferred the feverish intensity with which he sought to grasp his
past into histeaching and he rode them hard. Marcel, addlicate young boy, wasill suited to such work
and he pleaded with his sster to run away from Giles; but even then, Andre understood that the
knowledge being imparted to them had no price and that it was an opportunity that would never come
agan.

Although Marcel did not display much of an aptitude for knightly skills, Andre responded to the
training well and quickly. Shelearned how to control ahorse whilein full armor, though Giles armor was
extremely large on her and she could barely move about inside it without his assistance. She learned how
to use a crosshow, how to fight with abroadsword, which she had not even been ableto lift at first. She
was dmost constantly in pain from the demands placed on her young and undevel oped muscles, but she
was possessed of intense determination. Astime passed and she grew, her muscles became stronger.
She became concerned when she noticed that she was beginning to develop as awoman, but the fact
that she was never meant to be voluptuous, coupled with the response of her musclesto the highly intense
training, resulted in her developing abody that aided her in her deception. Her breasts, though firm, were
small and easily, if uncomfortably, concedled. Her shoulders, though not as broad as those of many men,
were nevertheless much broader than the standards of beauty dictated for women. Her aamswere large
for awoman and her legs did not have the coltish dimnessindicative of indolence. Where women of the
day were soft, Andre was hard. Where their skin was smooth, Andre's was rough. In short, asawoman,
Andre de la Croix was too mannish to attract very many men and, indeed, she would have intimidated
them. But in the aspect of aman, she gave the impression of possessing astudied, languid grace, atrim
and compact body and ayouthful prettiness that gave her avery boyish quaity and frequently made
others underestimate her.

When Giles succumbed to pneumonia, Andre and Marce buried him in the forest and Andretook his
horse and arms for her own. She applied the skills that Giles had taught her and improved upon them,
sdling her services to anyone who could afford to pay. In time, she was able to improve upon Giles
ill-fitting armor by commissioning an armorer to craft asuit epecidly for her. There were many knights
involved in the Crusades and they proclaimed this by wearing the cross upon their chests and shields.
Andreingructed her armorer to fashion acrossasadevicefor her, aswell, only to makeit different from
those worn by the Crusaders. The armorer gave her afleury cross and reversed the colors of the
Crusaders from red on white to white on red and the red knight, Andre de la Croix, was born.

As she stood outside upon the parapet, fedling the cool evening breeze upon her face, Andre
considered the unlikely part that fate had chosen her to play in the scheme of things.

She wished she understood more about the intrigue shewasinvolved in.

"Itistimefor ustotalk," avoice said at her Sde.

She jerked, startled. She had been all done upon the castle wall mere seconds ago and the hooded



stranger had appeared at her side asif out of thin air. It was not thefirst time he had so surprised her.

"Would thet | could learn to move so swiftly, or with such slence" shetold him. "Where did you
comefrom?’

"That need not concern you."

"What do you want, then?"

"l want you to perform aservicefor me. Y ou will listen carefully and follow each of my commandsto
theletter. | will not tolerate refusal or failure on your part. Y ou—"

"l am not one of your serfs,” said Andre.

"Y ou are bought and paid for."

"Y ou have purchased my services, my lord, you have not purchased me. | care not if you arethe
rightful King of England or Jesus Christ, Himsdlf; it isal the sameto me. Solong as| am paid, | will
follow your ingtructions. It would serve you well to consider that | could as easily inform your brother of
our dealings, should you become too inconvenient a paymeadter.”

"I don't doubt that you could burn the candle at both ends successfully,” said the referee, "but |
possess the means whereby you might be singed.”

"Y ou thresten me?"'

"With exposure as awoman, yes."

Andre stiffened and her fingers moved toward the dagger in her belt.

"Yes, | know, but rest assured that your secret will be safe with me so long as you follow my
ingructions.”

Moving with lightning speed, Andre drew the dagger from its sheath and stabbed at—but he was no
longer there. Andre looked quickly from side to side, holding the dagger out in front of her. Shewas
aone upon the parapet. Thinking that her intended victim might have falen over, sheleaned out over the
edge of thewall to look down and—

—powerful hands pinned her down againgt the stone. If she struggled, she could be thrown over the
edge in amoment. She froze, resgned to her fate.

"That was very foolish, delaCroix. Your life restsin the palm of my hand, do you understand me? |
could kill you a any time. Any time at al. Now drop the knife." It spun away into the darkness.

"Better."

Helet her up. She looked shaken. "Have | bound myself over to asorcerer?’ she said.

"Y ou have bound yoursdlf over to Richard of England.” Andre shook her head.” Y ou are not
Plantagenet.” Irving smiled. "Perhaps not. But | will be. Now listen carefully, | haveatask foryou. .. ."

5

The last day of the tournament was traditionaly set aside for the melee, amock battle staged for the
benefit of the spectators. The melee held agrest attraction for the masses, for it had al the dementsof a
real war. Once again, therewas agrest dedl of milling about until Prince John showed up with his
entourage, then the marsha began to organize things.

Asthe victor of thejoust, L ucas was to captain one side while de la Croix, who took the second best
honors, led the other. There were more entrantsinto this event than there had been in the jousting, not so
much because it was less chalenging asfor the reason that with so many men upon thefield, thefal of
onewas made |ess of a spectacle.

Predictably, Bois-Guilbert was among the first to enter on the side of dela Croix, as he was anxious
to have another crack at the knight who had humiliated him the previous day. The bulk of De Bracy's
Free Companions aso took the side of dela Croix, while De Bracy himself was forced to watch the
action from the stands, his shoulder bandaged and his pride alittle hurt. There was no shortage of men to
fight on the sde of the white knight, however. Athestane of Coningsburgh and severd other Saxons
entered the event on the side of the challengers, as did severa Normans who wanted to try their hand
againg the mercenaries. When it was made certain that the numbers on both sides were even, the heralds



announced the rules of the passage at arms.

Since the weapons to be used were real, whereas the battle was a mock one, there were certain
prohibitionsinvolved for the sake of preventing the melee from turning into a blood bath. Swords were to
be used for gtriking only. Thrusting was forbidden. Maces and battle axes were dlowed to be wielded
with impunity, but daggers were forbidden. An unhorsed knight could, if cgpable, continue to fight on foot
with someonein the same predicament, but then he could not attack or be attacked by a mounted knight.
Any knight who was forced, by his opponent, to the opposite side so that some part of hisarms or
person touched the palisade was considered vanquished and his horse and armor wereforfeit to the
victor. If aknight was unhorsed or struck down and unable to get up, it was permissable for his squireto
run out and drag him out of harm'sway, but in such acase, hedso lost hishorse and arms. The melee
would cease when Prince John threw down his truncheon. Any knight breaking the ruleswasto be
stripped of hisarms upon the spot.

All things congdered, it was il possible to get hurt in such adonnybrook, which fact did not escape
Brian de Bois-Guilbert, who wasintent on embedding his battle axe well and truly in the white knight's
cranium. The memory of their joust was gill fresh in hismind and he dill felt the burning shame of it.
Everything about the white knight made him furious. The man would not revea hisface or Sate hisname;
he clearly showed himself to be a Saxon by declaring war upon the Norman knights and that a Saxon
should prevail over aNorman . . . And on top of everything, he had chosen a Jewess as his queen, an
open insult to every Norman lady and, yes, even to the Saxon wenches, aswell.

Stll, in spite of himsdf, Bois-Guilbert had to admit that the Jewess had been breathtaking. The
Templarswere not a celibate order; they granted themselvesliberd dispensations. Bois-Guilbert was
possessed of ahearty sexual appetite and, Jew or no Jew, the woman was atasty morsel. Her lack of
socid standing made her quite vulnerable, afact of which she was no doubt aware. She had absented
hersdf from the day's festivities, leaving the Saxon girl, Rowena, to reign in her place as she had done at
the previous night's banquet. Either the Jewess had chosen not to comein order to avoid any discomfort
or someone had spoken to her, telling her she was not welcome. It irked Bois-Guilbert. On one hand, he
was angry with the white knight for honoring a Jew and, on the other, he wasirritated at her absence,
snceif shewas not around, the chances of his getting between her legs were somewhat diminished. He
was determined to take out his frustrations upon the man who had caused them all.

When both sides had taken their positions, the head marshd cried "Laissez aller!” and the fanfare
sounded. Lanceslowered, both sides thundered toward each other, crashing together in the center of the
meadow with a clangor loud enough to be heard amile away. There followed a cacophonousdin, a
pandemonium of metal upon metd as the knights hacked and flailed a each other with avengeance,
rasing athick cloud of dust that blew over the stands, adding the cursing and the coughing of the
spectatorsto the genera uproar.

Intheir first rush together, not afew knights were unhorsed and some lay ill upon thefield of battle,
whether dead, wounded or merely stunned no one would know until their squires rescued them. It would
have taken abrave squire, indeed, to rush out into such a press. Most of them waited until the dust had
settled somewhat and the numbers thinned. Other knights struggled to their feet and took to bashing at
each other, ableto tell for which side they fought by the battle criesthey voiced. Those on the sde of de
laCroix shouted out "Tiens a ta foy!" or "Hold to your faith!", the motto on the red knight's shield, while
the white knight's men, to Prince John's great congternation, were instructed by their captain to cry out
"Depar leroy!” or"Intheking'sname!"

Lucas had less difficulty in the melee than did dl the other knights. His nysted armor alowed him to
move far more fredy than the others could and his helmet, though damaged from hisjoust with dela
Croix, was gtill capable of filtering out much of the dust. While dl around him knights sweated in their
suits of armor, breathing in dust whilerisking heat exhaugtion, Lucasfdt rdaively cool and
unencumbered. As helay about him with his sword, he found himself thinking that the melee was agood
metaphor for the U.S. Tempora Corps. Soldiers on both sides battling it out while observersor, asin
this case, marshas kept score. And even scorekeeping was achancy proposition in thisinstance, asone
marshd discovered who saw Philip de Mavoisin pressed againgt the palisade by his antagonist. The



marsha pronounced Malvoisin vanquished and the attacker turned away to find another to defest,
whereupon Mavoisn promptly took advantage of the interposition of another mounted knight between
himself and the stands to smite both marsha and victor with his mace.

Asthe spectators strained to follow their favorites, the air became choked with dust and bits of
plumage shorn from the helmets of the knights. The deafening sound of metal upon metd wasfdling off
somewhat as arms grew tired and the number of antagonists grew smaler. Many knights had now been
pronounced "dead" by the marshals and they had withdrawn. The field was liberdly littered with dead,
dying and wounded men and even a horse or two and there were but afew combatants left. Now the
squires began to risk running out upon thefield to drag away their fallen magters.

Bois-Guilbert, delaCroix and Mavoisin were the last remaining knights on their side, while on the
other there were the white knight, Athelstane of Coningsburgh and an unknown knight dressed dll in
black upon ajet black stdlion. His shield was black aswell, bearing no device. He was not well liked by
the spectators, who had observed him to hang back from the fray, fighting only when pressed by another
knight and, even so, doing nothing more than making a defense. He was booed by the spectators as he
smply sat astride his horse and watched while Mavoisin and de la Croix pounded Athestane into the
ground and then turned to join Bois-Guilbert in doing battle with the "nameless oak." Many of those
watching called to John, shouting at him to throw down his truncheon and end the contest, Sinceit was
obvious that the white knight would be overwhemed and the crowd was sympathetic toward him. They
did not want to see their favorite beaten to a bloody pulp by superior odds, but John held off, watching
and amiling.

"Mark Bois-Guilbert," he said to Fitzurse. "The Templar has a score to settle and I'll wager our white
knight will not live out theday.”

Indeed, the Templar was pressing his attack with afury, hammering away a the white knight for all
he was worth with his battle axe while both dela Croix, on horseback, and Malvoisin, on foot, stood by
tofinish him off.

Lucaswas doing hisbest to parry as many of the blowswith his sword as possible. They could
smash away at the nysted until doomsday and make only the most superficia dentsinit, but hewas
anxious to keep up appearances. He had seen dela Croix and Malvoisin team up on Athelstane, with the
red knight attacking him on horseback and Mavoisn standing by to complete the job the moment
Athelstane was unhorsed. The Saxon now lay senseless, possibly dead, some few yards way. Now
Malvoisin stood ready, waiting until Bois-Guilbert and de la Croix managed to unhorse him o that he
could take his shot. John showed no intention of stopping the contest until he was stretched out full length
upon thefield.

It was at that point that the black knight chose to make his move. He spurred his horse and rode up
aongside delaCroix, smashing the red knight in the side with hismace. The red knight tumbled to the
ground, stunned by both the fall and the blow. The black knight then dismounted and advanced on
Malvoisin. They met mace to mace and it took but a moment for the black knight to bludgeon Mavoisin
into oblivion, using his advantage of sze and strength to dam away a hisadversary until Mavoisn
dropped like astone. That done, the black knight turned to de la Croix, but seeing Marcel dragging the
red knight away, he took his own horse by the reinsand led it from the field of battle to the cheers of the
Saxons, who seemed to have forgotten hisfailure to help Athelstane.

Lucas was|€eft to battle Bois-Guilbert. "Die, Saxon pig!" screamed the Templar, hacking away at
Lucaswith dl hismight. He was becoming increasingly frustrated. The white knight had parried most of
his blows, but some had gotten through and Bois-Guilbert smply couldn't understand why he had failed
to draw blood. Whereas dl around them lay knights who had been smashed and dented, leaving the
impression that they had been dropped from some great height, the white knight's armor showed not a
single mark of serious damage. It wasinfuriating.

Lucas, meanwhile, was beginning to grow tired. Asthe previous day's champion, he had had his
work cut out for him, becoming the mark for every knight on the opposing side. While others had been
able to pace themsalves to some extent, he was constantly beset and not given even one moment's pause.
His superior armor enabled him to survive unscathed, but he was still susceptibleto the effects of dl the



pounding and he was exhausted. Thetimely intervention of the black knight had given him an opportunity
to end it and he had every intention of taking advantage of it. He had only one shot, but one shot was dl
he needed. The Templar was obvioudy in afine swest from his exertions and that would serve very
nicely. He waited for an opening and when Bois-Guilbert left him one, he gave him a casud swat with his
sword. At the same time, he triggered the capacitor that discharged 25,000 volts a half an ampere
through the blade and into the Templar's body.

The Templar spasmed and his horse broke wind prodigioudy. L ucas took advantage of the moment
to bash him once again, although it was more for the sake of appearances than anything ese.
Bois-Guilbert never even felt it. He tumbled from his horse, unconscious. Prince John threw down his
truncheon in disgudt.

Lucss, like the fused capacitor he gected from his sword hilt, was completely drained. He wished he
could have given Bois-Guilbert aletha dose of dectricity, but hewas glad to settle for aTKO. He il
had a part to play. Frying Bois-Guilbert would never do. What had happened had to appear to be the
result of asword strike, not alightning strike. Just the same, he was thankful for the equipment designed
to increase the odds of hissurvival. It was easy for asoldier from 2613 to succumb to the temptation to
fed superior to afighting man of the Middle Ages, since even the smalest modern man would beon a
par a least with the largest knights. However, that did not take into account the fact that these were men
who were accustomed to a harsher way of life, to more primitive conditions and, needlessto say, to
moving about in heavy suits of armor. These men were far from being weeklings. Lucas had taken quite a
besting during the melee and much of it had come from Bois-Guilbert.

He was brought before Prince John, who wasill disposed to name him champion. The fact that
Lucas had laid out John's best knights, not to mention doing so in Richard's name, did not endear him to
the prince. John inssted that the white knight would not have defeated Bois-Guilbert had not the black
knight ridden to hisrescue. The black knight, therefore, deserved the honors. However, when the call
was put forth for him, the black knight could not be found. John had him summoned threetimesand
when he did not appear, he grudgingly acknowledged L ucas as the champion, a which point agreat
cheer went up from the stands.

"Come, Fitzurse, let'saway from here," John grumbled. "This day has soured my stomach.”

"How, Sire, have you not accomplished your purposethisday?' Fitzurse said. "The people seem well
pleased. They have seen agood day's entertainment, the champion is oneto their liking and if a JJewess
wasinitialy sdlected as the queen of thistournament, at least the mistake was rectified and the Saxon girl,
Rowena, ingtdled in the office. All indl, agood day for the Saxons, one which they'll remember. 1t will
make the new tax perhaps abit more paatable.”

"True enough,” said John, somewhat mallified. "Still, | didike these tournaments. They are awaste of
manpower. This one has cost me Front-de-Boeuf."

"Trueagain, Sire," said Fitzurse, "but this, too, can be turned to your advantage. Thefief of Ivanhoe,
which you had reassigned to Front-de-Boeuf, is now once again available to be assigned to adeserving
knight. Might | suggest Maurice De Bracy? He and his Free Companionswould serve you better if his
interests were digned with yours."

John smiled. "Y ou are worth your weight in gold to me, Fitzurse. An excdllent suggestion. | feel much
better now. Well, then, since this nameless knight has opened up the way for me to award afiefdom to
De Bracy, thereby strengthening our bond, it would be well to honor him at Ashby. Seetoit that he
comes. | am curious to see hisface. Oh, and seeto it that those Saxon churls, Cedric and Athelstane,
attend aswell, since they seem to love him. Perhaps welll have some sport with them, and at the same
time enjoy thefair Rowenas company.”

L ucas accepted Prince John's invitation. It would have been inadvisable to turn him down. He was
tired and sore, but he had aready missed one roya banquet; to miss this one would congtitute an insult to
the prince. Besides, it was agood time to establish himsalf in his new identity. The Castle of Ashby was
the domain of Roger de Quincy, the Earl of Winchester. While de Quincy was crusading, John had taken
Ashby over for his own purposes. When the absent crusaders returned to their possessions, they would



find them confiscated by the king's brother, who had strengthened his own position considerably. It
would beinteresting to see what effect hisarrival at the banquet would have.

He had known that Ivanhoe's lands had been granted to Front-de-Boeuf. Now John obviously
intended to turn the fiefdom over to another of histoadies. What would he do when Ivanhoe showed up
to claim his own? More to the point, what was | vanhoe supposed to do? Lucas redlized that hisown
position was becoming somewhat precarious. Ashby was the key. Whatever happened next, he was
certain that it would occur at Ashby.

Hooker was not in sight as he approached his tent. With any luck, thought L ucas, he's gone to get
something to eat. He was starved. Tired and hungry, Lucas entered the pavilion.

Hooker was lying face down on the ground. The black knight sat helmetless upon the wooden cot.
Heamiled.

"King takes pawn, Mr. Priest," he said. "It'syour move."

As Lucas clawed for his sword, the black knight chuckled and disappeared into thin air.

L ucas was bending over to examine Hooker's body when he heard the sound of someone entering
the pavilion, followed by asharp intake of bresth. Cursing himsdlf for being caught off guard, he spun
around, expecting to be attacked. Instead, he saw Finn Delaney and Bobby Johnson. And Corporal
Hooker.

"Hooker!"

It was Hooker who had gasped. He stood |ooking down at his own dead body with a glassy-eyed
gtare. He had been garroted with amonofilament wire that had cut very deeply into histhroat.

"Christ," whispered Dlaney.

After theinitial shock had worn off, Lucas understood. Somehow, something had gone wrong up
ahead. Irving had discovered who they were. Maybe he had known from the very beginning, wherever in
time the beginning was. Now he was playing with them and it was agridy game. Somewherein the not
too distant future, Irving had killed Hooker and he had brought his body back into the past—their
present—to tease them with the knowledge that he knew and that they were doomed to certain failure.

Hooker doubled over and clutched his stomach. He vomited. Delaney grabbed him, holding him and
steadying him until the shaking and the heaves abated.

"Well, | guessthat tearsit,” Bobby said, as soon as Lucas told him what had happened. "Weve lost
before we even had a chance to get sarted.”

"Maybe," Delaney sad. "And then again, maybe not."

"Y ou mean maybe that's not me lying there?' said Hooker. He was trying not to look at the dead
body, but his eyes kept straying back to it, as though the corpse exerted some sort of magnetism upon
him. He was badly shaken and L ucas could hardly blame him. He could not imagine what hisown
reaction would beif he were confronted with his own corpse.

"Oh, that'syou, dl right," said Finn. "And I'll admit that you don't look too hedlthy, but that's not
necessarily theway it'sgot to be."

"Areyou teling me" said Hooker, "that that's not real ?' He pointed to the body.

"It'sredl,” said Finn. "It'sared posshility. Or, to put it another way, it'sapotentia reality.”

"What the fuck are you talking about? I'm standing here and looking at the way I'm going to die!”

Hooker was on the edge of total hysteria. Hewas just barely keeping himself under control. Delaney
took him by the shoulders and sat him down.

"All right. Take it easy. Take acouple of deep breaths. | mean now, boy, doit! Comeon.”

Hooker inhaded and exhded heavily severa timeswhile Delaney stood over him.

"That'sright, don't be afraid to look at it," Finn said. "Don't let it rattle you. He wants you to be
rattled. That'swhy hedidit.”

"But I'm going to—"

"Dont talk, just keep taking those deep breaths. Again. Again.”

After afew more breaths, Hooker relaxed a bit and nodded.

"Youdl right now?' Lucassad.



Hooker managed avery weak smile. "I'm not dl right,” he said, "but | think | can handleit.”

"Therés only oneway we're ever going to makeit through thisthing," Delaney said, "and that'sto act
asthough nothing isred asfar asthefutureis concerned. Nothing. And that includes that.” He jerked
his head toward Hooker's corpse.

"Sure looks real enough to me," said Bobby.

"Yeah, and it was red," said Delaney. "It wasred when it died. But the minute our friend Goldblum
clocked back withit, it ceased to bered and it became only potentially real." He glanced at Hooker.
"Maybe you're going to buy it thisway, kid. And then again, maybe you won't. Because by bringing this
corpse back here, Irving has created atime paradox. What's more, he knowsit. Think about this, now.
He can't possibly know everything. He can't possibly have thiswhole mission knocked, becauseif hedid,
then why are we standing here and talking about it right now? If he knew it al, he could take care of usat
any time"

"Well, suppose he can," said Bobby. "He just might be playing with us. With that damn chronoplate
in his possession, he can damn well do anything he wantsto. He can take us out any time he wantsto.”

"So why doesn't he?' said Finn. "Why hasn't he?"

"Maybe hewill," Bobby said. "Shit, maybe he dready has. Maybe he's going back into the past even
aswere standing here. Maybe he's going to arrive at some point prior to right now and do usin.”

"Then what will happen to us?' Hooker said. "If he pops back in an hour ago and kills us, what will
happen to us now? How could we even be here now if hekilled usin the past?’

"Hold it right there," said Finn. "Don't art getting bent al out of shape. That's exactly what he wants.
Let'stalk theory for amoment. Here's how we stand right now: assuming Irving travels back into the
past, our past relativeto where we areright this very moment, then he might succeed in killing us. If he
doesthat, then the timeline will have been disrupted and there will beaskip init. There had to be a past
for usnot to bekilled in, otherwise we wouldn't be standing here right now. In the same manner, there
hasto be a potentia future in which Irving can come back to thistime to mess things up. From the
perspective of the future that we came from, history has not been changed. At leadt, it hadn't been
changed up to the moment that we departed for thistime period. Weve got to preserve the status quo
from which we came. Asit sands right now, thetimeline from here onisin potentid flux. Irving has
confronted uswith a potential futurein which Hooker has been killed. We know that thereis no absolute
future. Thereisonly aninfinite number of possible futures. There hasto be apotentia futurein which
Hooker did not know that he was going to die. We have been confronted with that very real possibility.
By confronting uswith it, Irving has managed to raitle us, which is precisaly what he intended. He has
also managed to warn us”

"Y ou mean it might still happen,” Hooker said.

"It might,” said Finn. "What we don't know isthis: when this Hooker died,” he indicated the corpse,
"he might not have known that he was going to die. Meaning, this Hooker might not ever have had the
opportunity to see hisown corpse.”

"On the other hand, maybe he did," said Hooker. "Maybe | did."

"That'sright," said Finn. "But we don't know for sure. So you've got a choice to make right now, son.
Y ou can either resign yourself to thisfate," he pointed at the nearly severed head of the corpse, "or you
can determine that you're going to do everything in your power to prevent this from ever happening. And
that means you're going to have to watch your back."

Hooker took a deep breath and gritted histeeth. "Yeah,” he said. "But when?"

"l don't have dl the answers, Corporal.”

"Thanks"

"Sarge," he said to Bobby, "why don't you take the boy outside and let him walk around abit? He
doesn't look too steady. Go on, get him out of here.”

"Come on, Hooker," Bobby said. "Let'sgo out and get some air. It's getting alittle closein here.”

Heled Hooker out of the pavilion. Finn stood at the entrance, watching them.

"They can't hear us now, canthey?' Lucas said, softly.

Finn turned around and shook his head.



"Y ou know what 1'm about to say, don't you?" Lucas said.

"Y ou mean about the paradox?' said Finn.

"What paradox?'

Finn nodded, glumly.

"That corpse doesn't represent aparadox,” said Lucas. "At least, not yet. Y ou smoked thekid,
FHnn."

"l had to. | had no choice. Surely you can seethat.”

Lucastook adeep breath and let it out dowly. "Jesus. What amess. Y ou know, something sounded
wrong while you were talking to him, but | couldn't quite put my finger oniit. I'm gtill not surel can follow
it through completely, but then I'm just asimple dog soldier. So are you, for that matter. Or are you?

Y ou seem pretty well versed in tempora mechanics, even for aveteran with your experience.”

"I'm not amission plant, if that'swhat you're getting a," said Finn. "What you seeiswhat you get. I'm
alifer, son. I've served alot of time. I've gone up and down in rank like ayo-yo, mainly because | don't
awaysplay it by therules, but..."

"BUt?'

"Yes, wel, thereis a'but,” Sergeant Mgjor. | volunteered for the Corps. | didn't redlly haveto. |
finished in the top three percent of the Service Aptitude batteries. | chose the army anyway and | put in
my time"

"Which qudified you for Referee Corps School,” said Lucas.

Finn nodded. "1 got hafway through before | washed out,” he said. "I couldn't handle Econo-palitical
Management and Arbitration. Way over my head. Well, maybe not over my head, but beyond my
inclination. | did get through Tempora Physicsand Trans-historical Adjustment and Maintenance,
though.”

"Which should have qudified you for the observers.”

"It did," said Finn, nodding. "Only | didn't want it. Y ou may think I'm crazy, but | missed this.
Obsarving's not the same as participating, even though it pays better."

Lucas nodded. "I understand. | can't say | would have done the same thing in your position, but that's
beside the point. The point is, you bluffed him. Y ou made him think that we can gtill do something to get
through thisthing dive. Only we can't, can we?"

"Not necessarily,” said Finn. "We gtill have achance. We do. Hooker, I'm afraid, has no chance at
al”

"l don't quite follow."

"Okay, I'll makeit quick, they might come back a any minute. Timeisfluid. Theonly thing that isn't is
our subjective relationship to time. Timeislike ariver in that respect. Now you can take aboulder, let's
say, and dropitinthat river. It will create some eddies, but those eddieswill have dissipated say, two
hundred yards downstream. In order to significantly change the course of theriver, or split thetimeline,
you're going to have to introduce a much more significant factor. Say, divert the river at one point and
splitit.

Now think of yourself asamolecule of water. Y our relationship to that river istotaly subjective,
depending upon where you arein relation to itsflow. If you move with the water to a point beyond which
the river has been diverted, before it has been diverted, then that won't affect you. However, if | wasto
draw acupful of water from that river, containing your little molecule, and pour you back in at a point
upstream of the diversion, then that diversion could affect you.”

"So we can't be attacked in our absolute past,” said Lucas. "Irving can't kill me yesterday and expect
that action to destroy me here today."”

"That'sright,” said Finn. "Y ou can't shoot five feet behind a clay pigeon and expect it to burst. What's
happened to us has aready happened. That's an absolute. Regardless of what Irving doesin the pagt, it
won't affect usright hereright now. It will affect the past a apoint at which thetimeine will be split.
From that point on, the future will be an entirdly different scenario, depending upon when thetimelines
eventudly rgoin. Irving can only kill usin apardld timelineif hetriesto attack usin our past. The point
is, our job isto keep him from cresting that parallel timeline. If he does succeed in causing the split, the



future will be affected. And there's the danger. That game of Russian roulette the ref was talking about.
Hisfateis seded in that respect. If we succeed in stopping Irving, assuming that the red Richard
Pantagenet is till dive and we can find him, then we have the possibility of our being ableto clock back
into Plus Timewith Irving, leaving the real Richard to St on the throne. In that case, hélll haveto be
conditioned to forget al about Irving'sintervention in hislife. Not a problem. But then well have to clock
back ina apoint just beyond Irving's having gone back, so as not to create a paradox regarding our
own experience. We will have restored the status quo of our own history. However, the possibility of that
isamost nonexistent. I'll bet my life on thefact that Irving haskilled the redl Richard, in order to improve
the odds of his success. In that case, welve got to kill Irving and let our ref become Richard, actingina
manner that will preserve our timeline. Hewill haveto die, as Richard, in order to avoid aparadox.”

"So where does that |eave Hooker?" Lucas said.

"Hooker'sfinished,” Delaney said. "Weve il got a chance, because at this point, Irving has not
confronted us with our own fates. Y et. He knows about Hooker. He knows about you. He may or may
not know about me and Johnson. But the fact that we have been confronted with Hooker's corpse means
that Hooker must die, because if he survives beyond the point at which Irving haskilled him, assuming
that it isIrving who's done it, then that will mean that he never died to be clocked back to right now. He
will never have seen his own dead body. And that will change his experience. That will conditutea
paradox and we, then, will have split the timeline. We have to make sure that Hooker is garroted.”

"But we don't know when that's supposed to happen,” Lucas said.

"That's right, we don't. With any luck, wewon't be ableto prevent it."

"You call that luck?"

"Compared to the dternative, yes."

"What dternetive?"

"Well, thereisthe possibility that in order to avoid the paradox, were going to haveto kill him
oursalves. And in that case, which one of usisgoing to volunteer?’

6

It was quiet and peaceful in Sherwood Forest. Finn and Bobby had walked al morning and now, at
midday, they had stopped to rest by the side of the road, redlly little more than anarrow dirt path running
through the forest, wide enough to permit two horsesto travel closdly side by side. They were not on
horseback, however. They traveled on foot, at aleisurely pace. For along time, both men had walked in
slence, mulling over recent devel opments, especialy what had happened in Lucas Priest's pavilion. The
atmosphere in Sherwood Forest was conducive to quiet contemplation. All morning, they had not run
into any other travelers. It was abucolic scene, with the silence broken only by birdsong and the
occasond hectic rustling of some smal animd hurtling through the brush, frightened by their presence.
The tree boughs made a canopy above them, through which shafts of sunlight streamed down to dapple
the ground with light and shadow.

Finn had shot arabbit and dressed it. They had cooked it on aspit and washed it down with cheap
wine that tasted far better than it was supposed to. In another time and in another place, it would have
seemed avery primitive and unsatisfactory repast, but in Sherwood Forest, it made for a veritable feast.

Finn leaned back againgt alarge oak tree and lighted a cigarette. It was trictly againgt regulations,
but neither of them cared. There was no one there to see them, so they passed the precious cigarette
back and forth between them, hiding it with their handsjust in case, staying very near the fire so that the
smoke would not seem too noticeable to a prying eye. Finn had managed to smuggle severd of the
cigarettes from their idand training base and he planned to ration them out carefully. They smoked in
slence, neither man speaking until they were through. Then Finn field stripped the butt, shredding it and
dropping what was |ft into the fire, which had amost burned out. That done, he leaned back against the
tree trunk once again and shut his eyes.

"Finn?" said Bobby.



"Mmmm?'

"Suppose Hooker figuresit out?"!

Finn sighed, "It's possible, of course, but | don't think he will."

"Don't underestimate him just because he's il pretty green,” said Bobby.

"No, that wasn't what | meant. Thisisgoing to sound pretty goddamn cold, but I don't think hell
knock it because, quite smply, hewantsto live. When you're aready predisposed toward one condition,
your mind will tend to avoid considering any possible dternatives.”

"| suppose you're probably right,” said Bobby. "He seized on that bit of double-talk you fed him and
hung onto it for al he was worth. He kept telling me how careful he was going to be, how he was going
to refine paranoiato an art. He tried to make light of it, but he's pretty scared.”

"Wouldn't you be?"

"I honestly don't know. I've been trying to put mysdlf in hisplaceand | just can't doiit. | get Sick just
thinking about it."

"That'sgood," said Finn. "Keep thinking about it. It'll help you ded with Goldblum when thetime
comes."

"Yeah. | don't even know the man and | dready hate him more than I've ever hated anyonein my
entirelife”

Finn nodded.

"But then | find mysdlf thinking, perhaps he'sredlly not to blame. What he's doneis not the act of a
rational man. He'ssck, Finn. Hesinsane.™

"Don't leave any room ingde yoursdlf for pity,” Finn said. "Within the framework of their own
insanity, people like that can be very rationa, indeed. He's smarter than you are. Otherwise he'd never
have made it as areferee. Don't ever make the mistake of underestimating your enemy or fedling sorry
for him. That's giving your enemy an advantage over you and Goldblum aready has us pretty well
outgunned.”

"Yeah, tell meabout it."

"Wish to hdll we could get our hands on achronoplate,” said Finn. "Let me know if you seeany lying
around.”

"Lousy amy," Bobby sad.

"Itsaliving."

Bobby was silent for amoment. "It's more than that for you," he said after amoment. "It'saway of
life, isn'tit? 1 can't concelve of myself finishing up my tour of duty and then re-upping. To me, that's
crazy."

"l guessmaybeitis" sad Finn.

"How old are you, Finn?'

"A hundred and Sx."

Bobby snorted. "I'm only sixty. And Hooker, Christ, nineteen yearsold! To haveto go that young ...
| wish to God there was some other way."

"Sodol," sad Finn.

"Why dowedo it?'

"l can't come up with any answer better than Lord Tennyson's," said Finn.

"I don't mean that," said Bobby. "I don't mean why do we doit, | mean why continue with these
crazy timewars? Congdering therisksinvolved, | just can't understand why they continue. Why can't we
just sop it before something redlly nasty happens?!

"It may aready have happened,” said Finn. "That'swhy we're here. Asfar as stopping it goes, figure
out when the arms race started, whenever in hell that was, and ask yoursdlf why they didn't stop it then.
Somebody would have had to stop it first. Y our troubleisthat yourethinking like arationa human
being, not like apalitician. Go back asfar asyou like, to the Belter Wars, the nuclear armsrace, the first
atomic bomb. . . . Okay, we've got the technology and we know how dangerousit is and how dangerous
it isto escalate. To continue on the same course would be insane. But if we stop, there's no guarantee
that they will stop and so the game of legpfrog continues. Thetrouble isthat the people who make those



damn decisons are never the ones most qudified to make them. Back when the time wars started,
nobody fully understood the risks. Y ou can't change history, right? Y ou can't change the past, it's
absolute. Anything you do back in the past will have to be canceled out one way or another by theinertia
of time. And that's correct, but it'sonly partidly correct. It'slike | told Lucas before about diverting the
river. Follow the analogy. Y ou drop abig rock in theriver, you're going to create a solash and make
some eddies, which will disspatein the flow eventudly. That'swhy if you kill some poor redcoat at
Breed's Hill, you're not taking much of arisk of changing the course of history."

"Unless you went back to the time of the Revolutionary War and snuffed George Washington,” said
Bobby.

"True," said Finn, "but nobody bedieved that was possble. They thought something would have
happened to prevent it. But then there were anomadiies, such as the Bathurst Incident, which Mensinger
cited, the case of the British diplomat in Austriawhose carriage dropped him off in an open courtyard.
Hewalked around in front of the horses and smply disappeared, never to be heard from again. It didn't
change the course of history, perhaps, but how do you ever redlly know for sure? Mensinger proved that
pardld timeines could exist and that asplit timeinewill eventudly regjoin. Y ou take an even bigger
boulder, some huge goddamn piece of rock, and drop it in the river and it will split theriver, but the
water will flow around the boulder and the twin streams will rgoin, forming asingle stream once again.
It'swhat happens during that split that scares the shit out of everybody. That's when they started getting
realy paranoid, but they were just as paranoid that the other side wouldn't stop if they did. So the
Referee Corps got more power, they got redlly strict about soldierskilled inaction. . .. You'vegot to
bring back your dead because you never know just what might happen. Y ou've got to send your Search
and Retrieve units back to find your M1As and you worry like hell when they can't. So youre sittingona
powder keg that could blow up beneath you. Does that worry anybody? Some, but not enough. Y ou
give 'em that argument and they'll say that that's what people said about nuclear waste and radioactive
falout, they said it about the hydrogen bomb, they said that sparks from the smokestacks of trainswould
burn down the countryside, they even predicted that the world would end in violence when the crossbow
wasinvented. And weredl ill here”

"So what's the answer?' Bobby said.

Finn laughed. "Well, we could always go back and kill the son of abitch who invented the
crossbow.”

He yd ped suddenly as an arrow embedded itself in the tree trunk against which he leaned. It pierced
hisleft deeve, grazing hisarm and cutting it.

"Sand and deliver!"

Three men gppeared, each holding adrawn longbow pointed in their direction. Both men jumped to
their feet, Finn first yanking the arrow free and throwing it down upon the ground furioudy.

"It's Little John and Robin," one of the men said, lowering his bow. The other two followed suit.

"Damn, Will, you couldvekilled him!" one of them said.

"Sorry, John," the one named Will said. "I couldn't seethat it wasyou."

Finn glowered at him. "Come here, you ..."

Will Scarlet approached hesitantly. "Now don't get mad, John. Could've happened to anyone,
y'know."

Ddaney struck him squarely on the jaw and Will Scarlet collapsed to the ground, unconscious. The
other two began to back away.

"Stand fast!" sad Delaney.

They froze.

"Now, you two eagle-eyed marksmen, | want you to cut me astaff, anice-sized one, and then you
truss up deeping beauty here and hang him fromi it like astag. Then you can carry him to camp that way."

Anxious not to provoke him any further, the two merry men hurried to comply with his orders.

"We're going to start whipping these cretinsinto shape right now," Delaney said. "Their cozy little
forest retreat is about to become Finn Delaney's boot camp!”



Discretion seemed the better part of vaor. Although he was tempted to revea himsdlf a Ashby,

L ucas chose to postpone the return of 1vanhoe until a more opportune time. What he needed now was
Cedric's protection. Ashby would provide agood opportunity to makeit up with his"father,” but not
during the banquet. His arrival at the feast would have caused quite agtir, especidly if he attempted to
reclam hisfief and announced that Richard had returned to England, as had been hisplan. Such an
announcement, he had believed, would have thrown John for aloop. He guessed that the prince would
have stalled for time. With many people a the banquet ill loya to Richard, the very people John was
determined to win over to hisside, Lucas thought that John would have made a show of loyalty himsalf
by returning to Ivanhoe hisfief and welcoming his brother's return. It would be so much lip service and
nothing more. Returning lvanhoe's possessions would have been asmall sacrifice and awise politica
decision. Meanwhile, John would doubtless send armed parties abroad in search of Richard, to find him
and to do away with him posthaste. If Lucas could get John to do hisjob for him, so much the better.
And certainly, anyone wishing Ivanhoeill would not act during the banquet, where there would be so
many witnesses. By giving up Rowenaand begging Cedric's forgiveness, L ucas was certain that hewould
reestablish Ivanhoe in his father's good graces. It might not make Rowenavery happy, but he would be
safer leaving Ashby in the company of an armed party of Saxons. At least, that had been the plan. His
growing sense of paranoiamade him changeit.

Finnwas most likely correct in his guess that Goldblum had done away with Richard, rather than
holding him prisoner somewhere. Holding the red Richard prisoner might have made for abargaining
point with the refereesin case Irving failed, but Lucas was convinced that Irving was not even considering
the prospect of faillure. He was well ahead in the game and his possession of a chronoplate made the
prospect of defeating him highly improbable. Unfortunately, that highly improbable prospect was dl they
had to look forward to. The dternatives were too frightening to consider.

Somehow, he had to discover where Irving was holed up. Either that, or wait until he made hismove.
So long as he was on his own, he was an open target. He had to change the course of eventsthat had led
to Irving's clocking back with Hooker's body. He did not know if that was possible, but he had to try.
The danger wasin second guessing himsdlf.

He had fully intended to pursue his origind plan. What he did not know wasiif he had aready done
50 by the time that Hooker died. He thought back to Finn's analogy of dropping bouldersin the river of
time. Hisbrain wasin amuddle. Perhaps, by clocking back with Hooker's body, warning them that the
boy would die, Irving had dropped alittle boulder in the stream, had caused atiny split in thetimeline.
Assuming that Goldblum had killed Hooker, at the time that happened —at some point in the not too
distant future relative to where L ucas now was—perhaps L ucas had followed through on his origina plan
and reveded himsdlf as lvanhoe a John's banquet. Perhapsit was that event which had led to Hooker's
degth. What was the absolute past in Irving Goldblum's case?

Whatever had occurred up to the point at which Goldblum had killed Hooker was absolute relative
to Irving's position in thetimeline at that point. He killed Hooker, then clocked back with hisbody to
confront them with it, to flaunt his superiority in the deadly game. Y &, there had to be ascenario in which
Irving had not done that, there had to be. He had to kill Hooker before he could clock back with his
body. Therefore, there had to exist an absolute past relative to Irving in which Hooker did not see his
own corpse, because Irving had to kill him first before he could travel back into the past to confront them
with hisbody. At the point in time at which Hooker had died, there had to exist apast scenario inwhich
the timeline had been different. Irving had now changed that timeline or split it. The danger in second
guessing the split, if there was one, lay in the fact that Lucas had no way of knowing what actions he was
to take, which actions he had already taken at the point of Hooker's death. Had he, in fact, followed
through on hisorigina plan and announced himsdlf at Prince John's banquet, which event subsequently
led to Hooker's desth—or had he altered his plan, as he was now doing? Which way would play into
Irving Goldblum's hands? Or did it even make adifference?

Trying to solve the riddle gave L ucas atremendous migraine. Maybe Finn was right. Maybe
Hooker'sfate was seded, and with hisfate, theirsaswell. But if he wasto accept that, then what hope
could they possibly have of coming out of it dive?



Lucas decided and prayed that he had made the right decision. Without a chronoplate, he had no
way of knowing. And if he had one, then things would have been even more confusing. Perhapsit was
trying to solve such riddles that had led to Goldblum'sinsanity. For thefirst timein hislife, Lucaswas
ableto gppreciate the difficultiesinvolved in being areferee.

Thefirgt thing he had done had been to find a safe place to keep hisarmor while he was at the
banquet. After some consideration, he had decided that the safest person to entrust his gear to was Isaac
of York, Rebeccas father. He had already established a cursory sort of relationship with Rebeccaand he
knew that she did not think of him in the same way as she did the other knights. He had reason to believe
that he could trust her. Secondly, hefelt that he could trust to Isaac's business sense. What he had done
was to send Hooker to I saac and Rebecca, dong with hisarmor, to use as collatera for aloan. He did
not need the loan, but it made for an excellent pretext. They would keep hisarmor safe, obvioudy
ignorant of itstrue nature and value, knowing that the interest | saac demanded on the loan would exceed
the price of Hooker and the armor if they sold them in the event of his default. After the banquet, he
would smply repay the loan plusinterest (which money would come from hiswinnings at the tournament)
and reclaim Hooker and hisarmor. He felt that thiswould seem more natura than smply paying them
outright to keep it safe for him. In that case, they might grow suspicious and wonder about his reasons for
doing so and why he had selected them for the task. Thisway, as a poor knight errant, was a better way
and it served to help keep up appearances.

He had purchased asimple suit of clothing that would enable him to passfor a palmer, awandering
monk who had made a pilgrimage to the Holy Land. Even though the banquet was being held by John for
his knights and nobles, aswell asfor the wealthy Saxons, he would not be denied admission in thisguise.
They would alow him in and feed him, no doubt giving him an unobtrusive place in the banquet hall,
which suited him just fine. It would enable him to observe the others without being too noticesble himself.

As he had expected, he was admitted to Ashby and brought into the banquet hdl. The steward
announced him briefly as apalmer just returned from the Holy Land. John made a curt bow of respect,
inclining his head very dightly, and motioned for the steward to seat him. They madeasmall placefor him
in the corner of the damp hall and brought him food and drink. Hisarrival did not pass without comment,
however. No sooner was he seated than Athelstane was on hisfeet, proposing atoas.

"My lordsand ladies," the corpulent Saxon shouted, making himsdlf heard above the noise, "the
arrivd of the holy pilgrim servesto remind us of those gallant heartsfighting to freethe Holy Land. |
propose atoast. To the strong in arms, be their race or language what it will, who now bear them best in
Palestine among the champions of the Cross”

Bois-Guilbert rose up then, goblet held high. "To the Knights Templars, then,” he said, "who arethe
sworn champions of the Holy Sepulchre!™

"And to the Knights Hospitalers, aswell,” said the Norman abbot, Father Aymer. "I have abrother in
their order fighting to defend the Cross."

"l impeach not their fame," conceded Bois-Guilbert.

"What, then," said Rowena, noting her father's frowning countenance and smiling dyly, "were there
none in the English army whose names are worthy to be mentioned with the Knights of the Temple and of
. John?!

"Forgive me, my lady,” said Bois-Guilbert. "The English monarch did, indeed, bring to Palestinea
host of gallant warriors, second only to those whose breasts have been the unceasing bulwark of that
land."

"Second to none!" roared Athelstane. He turned in Lucas direction. "Tell us, holy palmer, were there
not gdlant knights of English blood second to none who ever drew a sword in defense of the Holy
Land?'

All eyeswere on Lucas and he rose dowly to hisfeet, thankful for his cowl and the fact that he was
in the shadows. Ivanhoe had been away for quite sometime, but surely his own father would know him if
he had aclear look at hisface. Lucastook adeferentia pose as he replied, holding his head dightly
lowered asif uncomfortable to be made the focus of attention, which hewas, acutely.

"l am but apamer,” he said, "and as such, know little of the way of warfare. Yet | did seewhen King



Richard and five of hisknights held atournament after the taking of St. John-de-Acre, as challengers
againgt al comers. On that day, each knight ran three courses and cast to the ground three antagonits.
Seven of these assailants were Knights of the Temple, as Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert can vouchsafe.”

It was one of Wilfred's favorite memories. Under questioning, it had been difficult to get the doped
up knight to speak of anything else. He had been quite well pleased with himself.

The Templar did not take that well. He scowled and his hands clenched into fists.

"Their names, good pamer!" shouted Athestane. "Could you tell usthe names of these gallant
knights?'

"Thefirgt in honor, asin arms, was Richard, King of England,” Lucas said. "The Earl of Leicester was
the second. Sir Thomas Multon of Gildand wasthethird."

"A Saxon!" hollered Athelstane, joyfully.

"Sir Foulk Doilly wasthefourth," said Lucas.

"A Saxon on hismother'ssdel” yelled Athel stane, to the growing displeasure of the Normans. "And
the fifth? Who was thefifth?"

"Sr Edwin Turneham.”

"Saxon, by the soul of Hengist!" Athelstane's voice grew even louder, echoing throughout the hall.
"Thesixth! Who wasthe sixth?"

"| fear the axth knight was one of lesser renown,” said Lucas, "whose name dwelsnot in my

"Sir PAmer," Bois-Guilbert said, tensdly, "this assumed forgetfulness after so much hasbeen
remembered, comestoo late to serve your purpose. | will tell you mysdlf who this knight was, whose
good fortune and my horse's fault gave him the victory. It was Sir Wilfred of Ivanhoe and there was not
one of the six who, for hisyears, had more renown in arms, as Sir Wilfred would himself befirst to tell
you. Yet | will tell you this, that were Ivanhoe in England, | would soon demonstrate which of usis
second to nonein amsand vaor!"

"Widl, then," said John, smirking, "we shdl include Sir Wilfred in our toast, whose absence prevents
his answering the chalenge. Let dl fill to the pledge, and especidly Cedric of Rotherwood, the worthy
father to so gallant adefender of the Cross."

"No, my lord," said Cedric, turning his goblet upside down upon the table and spilling out hiswine. "'l
will not drink to adisobedient youth who despises my commands and relinquishes the manners and the
customsof hisfatherd”

"What," said John, "can such agalant knight be an unworthy son?"

"Hisname shall not passmy lips,” said Cedric. "Heleft my home to mingle with the nobles at your
brother's court, where he learned your Norman ways and tricks of horsemanship. He acted contrary to
my wishes and commands and in the days of Alfred, such disobedience as hiswould have been acrime
severdy punished! Nor isit my least quarrel with my son that he stooped to hold, asfeuda vassd, the
very landswhich hisfathers possessed in free and independent right!"

John smiled. "Then it would seem that we would have your sanction, Cedric, if we wereto confer this
fief upon a person whose dignity would not be diminished by the holding of it. Sir Maurice De Bracy, will
you keep the Barony of Ivanhoe, so that Sir Wilfred shall not further incur Cedric's displeasure by being
afeudd vassa of the Crown?"

"By God," said De Bracy, "I'll be cdled a Saxon before Cedric or Wilfred or the best of English
blood shall take away from methisgift, Y our Highness!"

"Anyone caling you a Saxon, Sir Maurice," said Cedric, "would be doing you an honor as greet asit
isundeserved.”

"No doubt the noble Cedric speaks the truth,” said John. "His race may, indeed, claim precedence
over usinthelength of their pedigrees. The pictish blue with which hisfathers painted themselves
doubtlessimparted the nobility of color to their veins.”

"They do go before usin thefield,” said Father Aymer, "much as deer go before the dogs.”

"And we should not forget their sngular aostemiousness and temperance,” said De Bracy, chuckling
a Athdstane, who stood literally quivering with rage.



"Together with the courage and the conduct by which they distinguished themselves at Hastings and
elsawhere" said Bois-Guilbert.

"Whatever be the defects of their race, red or imagined,” said the heretofore silent dela Croix, "as
one who has had occasion to partake of Saxon hospitality, | can at least vouchsafe that | know no Saxon
who, in hisown hdl and while his own wine cup has been passed, has ever treated an unoffending guest
to such adisplay of discourtesy as| have seen here on thisnight.”

There was along moment of uncomfortable silence, broken findly by Cedric, who roseto his feet
ponderoudy.

"My thanks, Sir Knight," he said, controlling his voice with difficulty. "At least thereis one among you
who does not stoop to use aguest in such awanton fashion. Asfor the misfortune of our fathers upon the
field of Hastings, those may at least be slent who have within the past few hours once again been
tumbled from the saddle by a Saxon lance!”

"By my faith, abiting jest!" said John, laughing. "Our Saxon subjectsrisein spirit and courage,
become shrewd in wit and bold in bearing in these unsettled times! Alas, | fear it may be best if we were
to board our galeys and flee for Normandy in the face of such an uprisng!”

"What, for fear of Saxons?' said De Bracy. "We need only shake our hunting spearsto set these
unruly boarstoflight.”

"A trucewith your ralllery, my lords" Fitzurse said. "Perhaps Y our Highness would do well to assure
the noble Cedric that there has been no insult intended by these good-natured jests.”

"Insult?* said Prince John. "No, surely the noble Cedric perceives our humor and knows that | would
not permit such insultsto be offered in my presence. My lords, | fill my cup and drink to Cedric, snce he
will not abide our pledging hisson's hedth.”

"Andto Sir Athelstane of Coningsburgh,” Fitzurse said.

The guests dl echoed the sentiment and drank, though Cedric and Athelstane remained visibly
unappeased.

"Now, good Cedric, noble Athelstane," said John, "since we have drunk your hedlth, isthere not
some Norman whose mention may &t least sully your mouth, so that you might wash down with wine dl
bitterness?"

Cedric sat slent for along moment, then at last raised his goblet, having made agreat show of filling
it.

"I have been asked to name a Norman deserving of al our praise and honor,” he said. "Thisisnot an
easy task, asit requires adaveto sing the praises of his master. The beaten dog is asked to lick the hand
that wieldsthewhip. Yet | will name aNorman. | will name the best and noblest of hisrace. And those
who will refuse to pledge his hedlth, | term fase and dishonored. | give you Richard the Lionhearted!”

John, who had been smiling, expecting to be named himself in ashow of courtesy, now had the smile
freeze upon hisface. No one touched their goblets until his hand reached for hisand he stood, abit
unsteadily, holding his goblet out before him.

"Richard of England,” he said tonelesdy. Then, after apause, "Long may helive.”

"Richard of England," echoed the other guests, dl save De Bracy and Bois-Guilbert, whose goblets
remained untouched upon the table.

Cedric set hisgoblet down, looking long and hard at Bois-Guilbert and De Bracy.

"| thank you, my lords" he said. "And now, having partaken of your hospitdity, | think the time has
comefor usto leave. Come Athelstane, Rowena.... Perhaps these Normans will share some of our
Saxon hospitaity another time. | warrant they'll find our manner not so courtly, but | doubt our courtesies
will suffer by comparison, overwhelming though their own courtesy has been.”

Asthey passed by Lucas on their way out, he lowered his head, bowing low to Cedric.

"If you are on the road to Rotherwood, my lord," he said, " perhaps you would not mind if a poor
pamer traveled with you. The hour is getting late and | hear these woods are dangerous at night.”

"Come and you are welcome, pilgrim,” Cedric said. " Aswelcome as the news you brought us of your
journeys and the sights that you have seen. | find mysdlf sorein need of some diversion on thisnight.”



"It cameto pass, just asyou said it would," said de la Croix. "Maurice De Bracy was granted the
Barony of lvanhoe by Prince John and the Templar swore to meet with Sir Wilfred when and if he should
return to England. | sat in wonder, watching asal cameto pass asyou predicted.”

"Did you doubt me?’ Irving said.

Asthey spoke, Andre was removing her armor, changing one suit for another. Irving was dressed in
ablack cloak, barely visblein the night where they stood among the trees.

"If I did, | shdl not doubt you again,” said Andre. "Perhaps, when thisis over, you will predict my
future. Or, better yet, do not. | am not sure | wish to know."

"| can safely predict that your futurewill bedim if you faill metonight,” said Irving.

"I will not fail if these men know their work." She glanced at the group of men who stood off at a
distance, talking quietly among themsalves. They were dl equipped with daggers and longbows and
dressed in suits of lincoln green.

"They arethe pick of Sr Guy'smen at ams," said Goldblum. "They will not fail you. Now turn
around. Let'shave alook at you."

Andre complied, stlanding erect and turning for his ingpection. She was dressed in gold and carrying a
shied with aflaming sword upon it.

"Excdlent,” said Irving. "No onewill know you from De Bracy. Tonight's escapade will prove more
than theloca Saxons can bear. When Normans, aided by the outlaws, sart attacking them and carrying
off their women, they will eegerly raly to my cause when | come to rescue them from such oppression.

Y ou know what isto be done. Now mount up and ride. The Saxons have afair head start.”

v

The miserable Will Scarlet arrived back at camp hung from a pole as though the victim of ahunt. Finn
ordered histwo companions, Oswad and lan, to carry him around the camp three times, which they did
to the ddight of the other merry men, who greeted Scarlet with hoots of derision and pelted him with
gicks.

The camp itsdlf was primitive in the extreme. Built around an ancient oak, in which was built atiny
wooden platform for one man to keep watch, the camp was Situated in agrassy clearing and surrounded
on al sdes by thick undergrowth. The merry men lived a carefree and dovenly exisiencein smdl, poorly
constructed wooden huts covered with thatch. There was one large pit dug for a cooking fire and severa
amaller ones, these being uncomfortably close to the highly combustible dwellings. From one of these
haphazardly built shelters came ashort and heavy curtd friar, aman dmost aswide ashewastal. His
cassock was coarse and filthy and what little hair he had was matted to his head as though plastered
down by water. The friar waddled up to them and both Finn and Bobby became uncomfortably aware of
the fact that he was swesting profusely. His perspiration had an overpowering smell of garlictoit.

"John! Robin! What were you thinking of ? Disgppearing like that for days on end and then entering a
Norman tournament! Marion was furious when she found out!"

"S0?" sad Finn.

"S0? So shéll flay you two dive, that'swhat's sol" said Tuck. ™Y ou had best hope her hunt's
successful. If she comes home without her mest, shell bein an evil humor.”

"Whether she comes home with venison or not,” said Finn, "Marion will find that there have been
some changes made.”

"Changes? What changes?'

Bobby put hisarm around Friar Tuck's shoulders, doing his best to ignore the odor. "The time has
comefor usto change, Tuck," hesaid. "I have given it much thought. This going off on drunken binges
and ssumbling through the forest and faling in the bramblesill serves our cause. We saw the exercises put
on by the Normans and from my days at Lockdey Hall, | still recall some of the teachings of the
drillmaster to our men at arms. John and | have devised some methods whereby we might al become the
more efficient at the plying of our trade. We must begin to work immediately.”



"Work?' said thefriar. "Did he say work? Have you gone mad?' He turned from oneto the other.
"Has he gone mad?'

"Moreto the point, good friar, we have both gone sane," said Bobby.

"And what of Marion?"

"Y es, and what of Marion?' said anew voice and Finn and Bobby turned to seeasmal party
entering the camp, two of them carrying an eight-pointer on apole. In the vanguard of this group wasa
young woman dressed in lincoln green. She was perhaps nineteen or twenty years old with her dark
blonde hair worn uncharacterigtically short for awoman of the time. She looked like a Saxon peasant
youth and only her digtinctly femininefigure gave the lie to that impression. She wore two long daggers at
her waist and carried alongbow in her hand, even though she looked hardly strong enough to string it.

"Godfrey, Neville, seetothat stag,” she said. "And asfor you two springas, where the devil have you
been?'

"John and | had thought to go to Ashby to watch the Normansflail a each other,” Bobby said. "It
seemed good for some amusement. On our way, we both became quite paralyzed with drink and, to our
misfortune, we ran across some of the sheriff's men. We both barely escaped with our lives. It wasa
sobering experience. So sobering, in fact, that we came to the conclusion that we must bring to an end
our dissolute existence. We both lay in the forest, shaking and sweating as we struggled with our demons
and, a long last, the crystd clarity of true sobriety returned to us. And, with my sobriety returned, so
weremy long lost skills at archery, as you have doubtless heard by now."

"Do you mean to tell methat it'strue that you split Hubert's shaft and won the tournament?* said
Marion.

"Itisthe very truth," said Bobby. "And if I, who have aways been the most dissolute amongst us,
have so benefitted by my new abstemiousness, think what the rest of the merry men could do if kept from
drink and given some direction. Why, we would be the very terror of the forests!”

"We aretheterror of theforests!" protested Tuck.

"The only terror that we cause, good Tuck," said Bobby, "isin the rabbits and the woodcocks whose
poor ears are assailed by our noise of drunken revelry. Asfor the gentry hereabouits, the only terror
which we cause them results from fear that they might die of laughing at our bumbling prowess."

"If you were as abstemious of words as you claim to have become of drink, then | would be
impressed, indeed,” said Marion. "But that would be asking for the moon, no doubt. Hold out your
hands."

Bobby held hishands out before him.

"They appear steady enough,” said Marion, dubioudly. "But | have heard this claim of temperance
many times before. How long will it last thistime? One day? One hour?'

"Well, wait and see," said Bobby.

Marion made awry face. "Y ou'll never change. Y ou'll ever work your mouth far better than you
shoot abow. Y ou, John, and that other wastrel, Alan-a-dae. Forever drinking yoursalves blind and
making up those absurd songs about yoursaves. '‘Robin Hood, Robin Hood, riding through the glen,’
my buttocks! Y ou've got half the shire singing that drivel and believing it, aswell. Y ou forget that | know
better. Singing and carousing were dl you were ever good at." She chuckled. "That, and perhaps another
thing or two, besides."

"Marion!" said Bobby, with agreat show of indignation. "1 have had amost profound experience!
How can you doubt me?'

"l amto believe you split ashaft of Hubert's? Prince John's finest archer?

"But some of the men saw it! Did they not tell you?'

"Oh, they'll say anything to please you and you know it. Am | dso to believe that you had a
confrontation with my husband's men and came away to speak of it?"

Bobby glanced at Finn. ™Y our husband?'

"Areyou now forgetting the very liesthat crossed your lips mere moments ago?’ she said. "Did you
or did you not claim to have met the sheriff'smen and lived to tdll thetale€?"

"Oh, well, yes, of course. . ." said Bobby, trying desperately to recover. Marion was married to



the Sheriff of Nottingham?

"Oh, you're contemptible!” she said. "'l ought to thrash you!" Then she amiled. "But just the same, I'm
glad to have you back. | will forgive you if you come give me akiss"

Bobby smiled as she held her arms out to him and he approached her, pleased to note as he did so
that shetook at least some painsto keep hersdf clean, for while there was adight musky smell about
her, she did not stink anywhere near so badly as did Tuck. She put her arms around him and kissed him
energeticaly, but the moment they broke the kiss, she hauled off and smashed aright into hisjaw.

Bobby staggered and amost fell.

"What was that for?"

"Y ou never kissed that well before! Where have you been taking lessons?!

Finn burst out laughing.

"You find it funny, do you, John?" she said, advancing toward him, her right hand going to the hilt of
one of her long daggers. When he wouldn't stop laughing, she drew the dagger and waved it a him
threateningly. " Stop your laughing, or so help me, I'll—"

Finn quickly pivoted onthe bdl of hisleft foot, bringing hisright foot around in alightning fast soinning
whed kick. He caught her knife hand just at the wrist and the dagger went flying out of her grasp. For a
moment, she stared at him, stunned, then she furioudy drew the other dagger and lunged at him. Finn
trapped her wrigt, then using her arm asalever againg her, he casudly flipped her. Shefdl flat on her
back. The other merry men stared at him with their jaws hanging open. It wasthefirst timein their lives
they had ever seen ademondration of the Oriental martia arts.

Marion got up dowly, rubbing her hip. "Where did you learn that trick?' she said, no longer angry.

Finn shrugged. "It'sno greet feat,” he said. "It isaway of fighting they havein the Eadt. It was taught
to me and Robin by aknight returned from the Crusades.”

"A knight! Why would aknight bother with a Saxon outlaw?"

"Thiswas a Saxon knight,” said Bobby. "We met him at the tournament. He was much impressed
with theway | handle alongbow and offered to teach me and John some of the art of thisforeign way of
fighting in return for indructing himin archery.”

"You taught aknight the longbow?" she said, astonished.

"Well, it was not completely foreign to him, being a Saxon," Bobby said. "And he dready had some
skill with a crossbow.”

"You taught him? You?"

"John, | don't think she believesme," Bobby said.

Finn shrugged. " Show her."

Bobby strung his bow. Helooked at Marion and grinned. "What shdl we shoot at?'

"| think you're starting to believe your own fantastic boasts," she said. "Y ou could never beat me."

"Ah, but that was before | gave up drinking," Bobby said.

Marion strung her own bow. "l seeit'stimeto put you in your place again,” shesaid. "Very well."
She nocked an arrow and, choosing a stout oak tree on the far side of the camp, she drew her bow back
and let fly. The arrow sailed across the camp, narrowly missing one of the men who had just exited his
hut. He yelped and dove back insde. The arrow struck the tree trunk and stuck there.

"Right," said Marion. "Let's see how close you can place your shaft to mine. Perhaps you'll even split
it asyou did Hubert's"" Shelaughed, mockingly.

Bobby removed his quiver from his shoulder, handing it to John.

"Hold that for me, will you, Little John?"

Finn winked at Bobby as Bobby drew out a black arrow. With Bobby standing between him and
Marion, Finn reached into the quiver and drew out the little black box.

"A black arrow?" Marion said.

"A new ideaof mine" said Bobby. "I thought to have dl the merry men use black arrows.”

"Why?"

"To drikefear into the hearts of our enemies, to mark that the arrow comes from one of Robin
Hood's merry men."



"Ah, | see" said Marion, with mock gravity. "Perhaps we should dl wear some sort of crest upon
our chests, aswell? Crossed black arrows upon a cask of ae?"

By way of an answer, Bobby nocked the arrow, first taking care to quickly disarm it, drew the bow
back to hisear, and let it fly. The black box did the rest. Marion's arrow was nestly split.

The merry men cheered, throwing their capsinto the air and pounding one ancther on the back.
Marion stared at him with total disbelief.

"I could not believe that story about your winning the tournament,” she said, "yet now | seeit with my
own two eyes! You redly can shoot!"

"And you doubted me," said Bobby.

Marion unstrung her bow, then swung it with both hands. It whistled through the air and struck
Bobby on the side of his head.

"Jesus!" He clagpped hishand to hisleft ear, wincing with pain. "Areyou crazy?'

"All this time, you could shoot so well, and yet you deprived me of such marksmanship by
being a drunkard!" She grabbed him by the hair and shook hishead furioudy. "I | ever see you touch
a drop of drink again, God be my judge, you 'll live out the remainder of your life a gelding!”

She shoved him away from her, then turned to face the merry men, who dl ingtantly grew slent.

"Tomorrow, we start to learn these new tricks of fighting," she said. "And from this moment on, any
man who cannot hold hisdrink will be hung up by histhumbs! Neither are you excluded, Tuck, holy friar
or not." She stalked off to her lean-to, but paused and turned around before entering. "One more thing,"
she said. "From now on, we use black arrows."

The merry men glared baefully a Finn and Bobby.

"Wéll, how about that?' said Bobby.

"She sureissomekind of lady," Finn said.

"What kind isthat?"

Finn grinned. "I guessyoull find out tonight.”

"I have afedling we're not very popular around hereright this minute,” Bobby said.

Finn nodded. "WEell be even less popular tomorrow morning, when | start in on these rampant
specimens of manhood.”

"We may have some desertions,” Bobby said.

Finn shook hishead. "I don't think s0."

"Why not?'

"Because the only dternative to usis honest work."

"Good point.”

"Raobin!"

" think the lady's cdlling you."

"Raobin!"

Bobby sghed. "Lousy amy."

Finn chuckled. "It'saliving."”

Cedric didn't makeit easy.

Lucaswaswaiting for the right moment to confront him, but the old man began ranting about the
"Norman dogs' the moment they |eft the castle. There wasn't apause in histirade until they had reached
the edge of theforest. By that time, he had commented extensively upon the ancestries of dl the
Normans present at the banquet, excluding Andre de la Croix, who, conceded Cedric, was at the very
least a better mannered knight than the rest of "those swine from Normandy."

"That despicable Templar istheworst of their lot!" said Cedric, showing not the dightest sign of
winding down. "If | were ayounger man, | would have it out with him upon the field of battle! Athestane,
you should have split hisskull! No, no, it was well that you didn't. Never let it be said that a Saxon drew
sword upon his host, no matter what the provocation! We must seeto it that his skull is split at the very
next opportunity, however. Would that the white knight had split it for him! Oh, how my heart sang when
| saw how well he humbled them! Would that | knew who hewas so | could hold agrest feast in his



honor!"

Seeing hischance, Lucasquickly sad, "I cantell you who thiswhiteknight is, my lord."

"What, you know him?" Cedric reined in hishorse and dipped asmall golden bracelet off hiswrist.
"Good pamer, | will giveyou this bracelet if you name him to me!™

"Keep your bracelet, my lord. | will proudly do you this service without payment. Thiswhite knight
was a Saxon who had gone off to fight for the Holy Land with Coeur-de-Lion."

"Hal | knew hewasa Saxon! | cannot say that | hold with any true Saxon going off to fight in foreign
lands while his own nation is held hostage, but for the way he unhorsed those Norman bastards, | forgive
him!"

"Then forgive your son, my lord,” said Lucas, "for his nameis Ivanhoe."

"No! It cannot be! | have no son!”

Lucas pulled back hiscowl. "'l plead your forgiveness, Father. Can you find it in your heart to take
your son back?"

"You!"

Rowenagave asmall shriek and amogt fell from her saddle. At that moment de la Croix attacked.

The first thing Lucas became aware of when he came to wasthat his head was throbbing. He put his
hand to his forehead and was surprised to encounter a bandage. He was a so surprised to find himsalf
lying in abed. He gradudly became aware of his surroundings. He wasin asmall wooden cabin with a
planked floor. There were shutters on the windows and these shutters were closed, but there was light
indgdethe cabin. He moved his head dightly and saw alight bulb hanging from the celling. Therewas
music in the cabin. A Bartok concerto for the recorder. He sat up quickly and immediately collapsed
back on the bed with agroan.

"Takeit easy there, pilgrim,” said aman'svoice. "Y ou've had anasty crack on the head and you've
got aconcusson.”

Lucaslooked up and saw the man bending over him. He looked like an old man at first, but then
Lucas redized that what gave that impression was his extremely long hair, which was stresked with gray,
and hislong, full beard. The face behind the foliage was youthful and the blue eyes were clear and bright.
The man wore along, clean, beautifully embroidered velvet caftan. There were dragons on both sides of
his chegt, their tails curling down to his knees. When the man turned around to pick up something from
thetable, Lucas saw that the back of the caftan was embroidered with the words "Hong Kong."

"Here you go, pilgrim. Have some chicken soup. It'sgood for what als you."

"Jesus, I'm hdlucinating,” Lucas said.

The man in the caftan pursed hislips. "Don't think so. | can fix that, though. 1've got some dynamite
acid herefrom 1969, that oughtta do the trick. But with you being in the shape you'rein, | don't think a
trip would be such agood idea.”

Lucas sat up, much more dowly thistime. The man sat down on the bed with the bowl of soupin his
hand. He spooned out some of it and fed it to Lucas.

Lucas swallowed the hot broth. "Who the hell are you?'

"Name's Hunter," said the man. "Lieutenant Reese Hunter, late of the U.S.T.C. Here, have some
more soup.”

"Where am I? What am | doing here? What happened?'

"Just relax and eat your soup, son. Well take things one a atime, okay?'

L ucas nodded and opened his mouth as another spoonful approached.

"Answer to number one: Y ou'rein my cabin. Were smack dab in the middie of the woods here, you
can barely get around without a machete. It's not that bad, actually, but we're off the beaten track and no
oneslikely to bother us. Asfor answer number two, what you're doing hereisrecovering from the
answer to number three, which | can only take awild stab at, but as near as| can tell, it appears that
your head side-swiped amace. | found you wandering around out there in shock and | brought you in
and sewed you up."

"How'd you know | wasa—"



"Whoever hit you not only busted you up pretty well," said Hunter, "they aso smashed your implant.
I'm a pretty decent surgeon, which isalucky thing for you, and | removed it. I'll show it to you if you like,
but the little suckers are tiny and your vision probably isn't going to be so hot for awhile."

"You're an observer," Lucas said.

Hunter laughed. "Oh, no, not me. I'm through with that gig. I'm just aplain old citizen.”

"l don't understand.”

"I'm adeserter.”

"| don't believeit."

"It'sthetruth. See, | just sort of . . . well, retired, you might say. | takeit you're hereon an
adjusment.”

Lucas nodded.

"| figured as much. There's some kind of circus going on back here, ared crazy merry-go-round.
They've been sending people back and forth and back and forth, | mean, it'sredly frantic. At firgt, |
figured maybe they were on my trail, but that just didn't add up, so the only other answer had to be a
threatened timeline split. That's abad dedl, friend. Heavy business. Standard duty's bad enough, but an
adjustment on asplit, that could be ared killer. If youre smart, you'l just throw in with me and teke a
real long vacation. Y ou're KIA now, with your implant out. They'll never trace you. I've got a pretty nice
set-up here, dl the comforts of home. | could do with some company. What do you say?"

Lucas looked dowly around the cabin and, &t first glance, he took in the sound system, the
microwave oven, the holovision and the cassettefile, thousands of books, areading lamp and chair,
severa Perdan rugs, racks of pipes with tobacco humidors beside them ...

"How on earthdidyou . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off asthe answer became obvious.

"What, dl thisstuff?" said Hunter. "No swest. |'ve got a chronoplate.”

8

The sheriff sat at the table in his chambers at Nottingham Castle, scratching his head and frowning.
He poured himsdf another goblet of wineto help him think. He was an extremely large man and very
muscular, agiant by the sandards of histime. He towered over the man who paced the floor in his
chambers, but that did not change the fact that this man intimidated him. The sheriff scratched his square,
clean-shaven jaw and hisdate gray eyes never left the pacing man. Richard had changed since he had
returned from the Crusades. The sheriff, who was senior to hisking in age (or so he thought) by a good
ten years, decided that fighting Saladin had matured Richard. Alwaysfiery, fierce and impetuous, the
Lion Heart was now tempered with maturity. He had developed cunning and a cold, methodical
ruthlessness that impressed him grestly.

"Damn mefor adullard, Sire, | ill don't understand,” he said.

Irving, dressed asthe black knight, athough sans his armor, stopped his pacing for amoment. He
looked &t the sheriff much the way a patient schoolteacher might gaze upon an inordinately dow pupil.

"All right, Guy. | shdl explainit once again, but listen carefully thistime. John has obtained agreat
deal of power in my absence. He now holds both Y ork and Ashby and he has reassigned the lands of
many of my faithful knightsto hisown followers. He has his own men at arms, whose number he has
sgnificantly increased, aswell asthelances of De Bracy and his Free Companions. He also hasthe
formidable Templar, Bois-Guilbert, in hisgood graces and Sir Brian has but to snap hisfingers and the
knights at the Preceptory of Templestowe will be at his beck and call. John has granted them complete
autonomy within their province and they will be anxiousto protect their interests against me. My
differences with the Knights Templars and the Knights of St. John in the Holy Land will not aid my cause.

"I have my loyd followers," he continued. "1 have Andre dela Croix in John's camp; | haveyou, Sir
Guy, and your well trained men at arms, but we are il vastly outnumbered. | cannot afford to take
direct action against my brother at thistime. There are yet other forces about who seek to bring us down.
Thetimeto gtrikeisnot yet ripe. You and | must makeit s0."



"Thismuch | understand,” the sheriff said, "but | do not see the purpose served by the abduction of
this Saxon and his party. Will it not serve to dienate the people from our cause?"

"Oh, think, Guy, for pity'ssake!" said Irving. "To what end does de la Croix impersonate De Bracy?
How do you think the people will respond when it becomes known that De Bracy, John's paid vassdl,
attacked a Saxon lord, carrying off not only Cedric, but Athelstane and Rowena, the last of the royal
Saxon lines? For what reason did your men at arms who accompanied Sir Andre wesar lincoln green?”

"It would make them appear as outlaws,” Guy said. "But then, if you want it thought that outlaws did
the deed, why dress Sr Andre as De Bracy?"

"Think, Guy! Must | explain everything to you?'

The sheriff put on aheavy expression of concentration.

"Stop that," Irving said. "Y ou look as though you're suffering from piles.”

The sheriff stopped frowning and shrugged.

Irving Sghed. "Very well. | will explainit to you. And you will fed heartily ashamed for not seeing it
yourself. Why isit that you have had so little successin bringing the Saxon outlawsto justice?!

"Because they areled by the cleverest shrew who ever—"

"Spareme. | have no desire to hear of your marital difficulties. They enjoy their liberty only because
they know the forests better than your men at arms and because they are supported by the people, who
see them asfigures of romance.”

"Yes, I've heard those silly songs about their robbing from the rich and giving to the poor,” said Guy.
"Alan-a-dae should be hung for hismingrelcy if for nothing ese. Y &, those songs dwaysfail to mention
that these wolf's heads deduct a goodly percentage of their plunder for themselves.”

"Bethat asit may," said Irving, "the people love them because they rob the Normans. The Saxons
are taxed into penury and they are grateful to see their oppressors suffer any disadvantage. Occasiondly,
these outlaws might beard some wedthy Saxon, but it is another thing entirdly if it should become known
that they have taken to working hand in hand with mercenary knights, abducting Saxon women and
holding them for ransom. And rest assured, we will make it known. In such an event, the affection that
the people bear these outlaws would begin to wane somewhat, would it not?"

"How doesthat help us?' said Sir Guy.

"It prepares the people to greet us with open arms when we come to free them from such tyranny,”
sad Irving. "It aso putsthe forest outlaws at a disadvantage. They would have to prove themsdves
innocent. What better way to do thisthan to confront De Bracy?"

"But Sr Mauricewill deny it al."

"Do you expect the Saxonsto believe him?"

"So while De Bracy and his Free Companions are beset by outlaws, we move againgt Prince John
with the odds for our success being much improved.”

"There, you see? Was that so difficult to reason out?!

"But there ftill remainsa problem,” said Sir Guy. "Cedric and his party will know the truth of the
metter."

"Will they?" Irving said. "Even as we speak, de la Croix delivers Cedric and his party to Nottingham
Cadtle. The Saxonswill be bound and blindfolded. They will have no ideawherethey are. Andre dela
Croix, inthe guise of Sir Maurice, will seeto it that they are safely locked away within our dungeons.
They will never know that it was not De Bracy who had taken them."

"But surely De Bracy will have some response when heis accused?" the sheriff said.

"What does that matter? By that time, it will betoo late. Of course, thereis dwaysthe possibility that
the truth will eventualy emerge. But then, the dead do not tell tales, do they? The prisonerswill haveto
be dispatched when the time comes. It isregrettable, but their liveswill haveto be forfeit to affairs of
gate. We arefighting for athrone and the welfare of England isat stake. Asfor De Bracy, you leave him
to delaCroix."

The sheriff shook hishead in admiration. ™Y ou seem to have thought of everything, Sire.”

"Not quite everything,” said Irving. "At least, not yet. There are other matters | must seeto presently,
for which purpose | must now retire and contemplate. Seeto it that | am not disturbed.”



"Asyou command, Sire."

Irving left the sheriff and made hisway to his private chambersin the castle tower. Hisremark to Sir
Guy had not been merdly an excuse; he needed time to think. He was growing worried. He reached his
chambers and closed the door behind him, then shot the bolt. Wearily, he threw himsdlf down upon the
bed.

He had to tread with extreme care. If possible, he needed to take at least one of the adjustment team
alive. That opportunity had not yet presented itself. He needed enough time to make the snatch, and to
convey one of them to Nottingham, where he could use the fine equipment in the dungeons to discover
the location of the adjustment referee. Once he accomplished that, it would al be over. But he had to be
extremely careful. He had failed each time before. The men had died before divulging the necessary
informetion.

His past was absolute. He knew that clocking back once more would not create aparadox if history
remained unchanged. Y et, that was the very game that he was playing. He had to be supremely cautious,
gtaying within the limits he had set for himsdlf.

Heknew that small actions taken in the past were canceled out in the flow of time. Any smal ripplein
the timeline became evened out through the inertiaof the flow. Traveling back into the past and taking an
action that would significantly change history, or clocking back to confront onesalf would cause amore
sgnificant ripplein the timestream. At that point, the timeline would be split, cregting an dternate timeline
running paralld with the absolute past. Each such instance created yet another parald timeline and,
theoreticaly, this could go on ad infinitum. However, asplit timeline had to eventudly rgoin. Thisaction
would occur at some point beyond the action taken to create the plit.

Thiswaswhat Mensinger had cited in hisfamouswork on "The Fate Factor.” He had used the
"grandfather paradox” to illugtrate his point. The grandfather paradox postulated afascinating dilemma, a
riddle that had not been solved until Mensinger had proved the potentid for parallel timelines. The
paradox stated that if you went back into the past and altered the history of your grandfather, killing him
before he ever met your grandmother, then he would never have met and married your grandmother.

Y our father, then, would not have been born and, consequently, you would not have been born. And if
you were never born, how could you go back into the past to kill your grandfather?

Conventiona wisdom had held that it was impossible to create such aparadox, at least until
Mensinger had proved that it was. It had been believed that since you were born and since your past
was absolute, something in the past would have prevented your taking your grandfather'slife. However,
given the potentia for paralld timelines, it was very possible, indeed.

Mensinger hypothesized that if you went back into the past to kill your grandfather and succeeded in
s0 doing, the action would create aripple in the timestream, asplit in the timeine. Since there had to exist
an absolute past in which your grandfather did not die, apast in which he met your grandmother, married
her and procreated your father, which action led to your own birth; that past was absolute for you taking
the action and could not be changed, since the past had to occur before you took action to change it.
Once you took that action, aparallel timeline was crested, one in which your grandfather had died. These
two timelines, the one which represented your absolute past and the one which you had created by your
action, ran pardld to one another in alinear fashion.

Y et, these two timelines had to rgoin a some point in the future. The danger therein lay in the fact
that in the timeline in which your grandfather had died, there existed the distinct possibility that your
grandmother would marry someone else. She could very possibly give birth to someone other than your
father, which action progressively led to other events. Theoretically, wrote Mensinger, the timelines
would become rejoined when the traveler to the past returned to the future (or the present) from which
he came. However, he wrote, given some common degree of longevity on the part of the two
grandmothersin the pardld timeines, when these timdinesrejoined, there existed the possibility that
grandmother would be duplicated, sharing with her twin an absolute past prior to the split. Thisraised dl
sorts of fascinaing possibilities.

Mensinger's " Fate Factor" cameinto play at the point at which the split in the timeline was created.
The moment that the action taken to create the split occurred, the future wasin flux, creeting an infinite



number of potentia scenarios. Any disruption in the timestream, like eddies caused by throwing arock
into the water, had to eventualy respond to the inertia of the flow. Theinertiaof time, on the grand scale,
worked to minimize the effects of such disruptions. Thiswas the "Fate Factor.” However, according to
Mensinger, the grand scale in terms of time was not necessarily what would be defined asagrand scae
in human terms. Disasters on the human scale were possible. Significant changes at the point of the
regjoining could occur.

Irving had thought that he had spotted a flaw in Mensinger's theory. He had become obsessed with it.
Mensinger had postulated that parallel timelines would rejoin when the traveler to the past returned to the
time from which he came. In such an ingtance, the rgjoining of the timelineswould most likely have abrupt
and jarring effects. However, what would happen if the traveler to the past did not return at all to the
time from which he came? Supposethistraveler lived out the remainder of hislifeinthe pardld timeine
which he created. Would it not be possible, in that event, for the timelinesto eventualy rejoin at some
point far beyond the point from which the time traveler departed? On the grand scale of time, there had
to be apoint at which past history wasinsgnificant, unknown completely to the peopleliving in thet time,
much asthe history of man in hismost primitive sages wastotaly unknown to modern scholars. Under
such circumstances, could history not be changed to the benefit of all mankind? Irving had discussed his
theory with other referees, which he now knew had been a great mistake. He had expected that they
would agree with him wholeheartedly, but such had not been the case. They had argued that taking such
an action could have disastrous consequences, that he had misinterpreted Mensinger'swork. In order for
histheory to prove vaid, they had argued, it would be necessary for him to exert a continuous influence
upon the timeline. Even though, as he hypothesized, he would travel into the past never to return, the
pardle timelineswould have to come together the moment his splitting influence ceased to becomea
factor. The moment that he died, they said, the rgjoining would occur. There was no chance of the grand
scale split which he proposed.

He could not accept that. He could not accept that hisinfluence, the role that he had played, would
end with his demise. They were wrong. Hewould prove them wrong.

The single mistake that he had made was in sharing histheory with the other referees. They were
fools, bogged down in their bureaucratic roles, interpreting the moves of pawns upon time's chessboard.
They shook asif with ague at the very possibility of an upset in the flow. They weretotally incapable of
making the intuitive leap that was o necessary to the great discovery. As had aways happened in the
pagt, they—with their fegt firmly planted in the mud—decried the attempts that he, the visionary, madeto
transcend the boundaries of ignorance. Geniusis never appreciated in itsown time, thought Irving. He
chuckled. He had put anew dant on that cliche.

Once he became the king, once the interference of the adjustment teams was ended, there would be
no limit to what he could accomplish. He never should have told them, never. He had given them
ammunition againgt himsdlf, warned them of what might happen. They had been prepared to move against
him and they had moved againgt him before he could affect the changes he had planned. If he was not
careful, very careful, if he made even one mistake, they could till win.

But he would not make any mistakes.

Hooker was convinced that something had gone wrong.

The plan had been for Lucasto secure aplacein Cedric's party and, at the very first opportunity, to
reveal himself aslvanhoeto Cedric. Whichever way things went from there, whether Gedric would
forgive his"son" following his change of heart or whether he would remain intractable, Lucaswas not to
continue on to Rotherwood, but to return to Isaac's house and to reclaim his squire and armor. He was
to repay 1saac the loan plus the interest—which was exceedingly high, doubtless owing lessto Isaac's
greed than to the fact that John was bleeding him dry—and from there they were to proceed to
Sherwood for arendezvous with Finn and Bobby. Idedlly, if those two had managed to establish their
position with the merry men, they would then use them to make inquiries concerning the whereabouts of
the black knight.

But Lucaswas overdue.



He should have been back by morning or, at the latest, by the afternoon. Now it was growing dark
outsde and Lucas gill had not returned. Something must have happened.

He had to get his hands on the nysteel armor. The only problem was, |saac wasjedloudy protecting
it. There was an additional problem in that he didn't have ahorse. Finding a horse presented no great
difficulty, but he till had to get away from Isaac. Technically, he was Isaac's property for the duration,
until Lucas came to redeem him. As such, he was Isaac's guest, kept in asmall room that was sparse and
gpartan, athough clean. Bondsmen, asthe collar on his neck identified him, were notorious for running
away a first opportunity. His station was somewhat better than that of the average bondsman in that he
served aknight, but he was il that knight's property. Isaac treated him well, seeing to it that he was fed
and comfortable, which cost had been included in the interest, but 1saac felt that it was hisrespongibility
to seeto it that Hooker was il there when the white knight cameto call for his belongings. He had two
choices. He could escape and search for Lucas on his own, or he could attempt to persuade Isaac to
assg him.

The latter prospect did not seem to present an insurmountable problem. Isaac had been planning on
journeying back to Y ork. He would have been en route already had not L ucas presented him with a
busi ness opportunity, one that promised not to delay him overlong. The story Lucas had given I saac had
not been too far from the truth, at least insofar astheir cover story was concerned. He had told I saac that
he had family nearby, which would be Cedric, and that since he had enemies among the Normans, he
had to contact hisfamily discreetly. The vow which he had taken would be fulfilled when he once again
rgoined hisfamily and then he could reved himsdlf in histrueidentity. |saac had accepted that. Vows
were very much in vogue and many of them seemed peculiar. They served, more often than not, merely
tolend an air of glamor to the knights who took them. If Isaac could be persuaded that something hed
happened to Lucas, perhaps he would begin hisjourney to Y ork, taking Hooker and the armor with him
and retracing the route that L ucas was to have taken. The merchant would not travel alone. He would
hire porters and guards, thereby making the trip safer not only for himsalf but for Hooker aswell. After
seeing hisown corpse, Hooker had no desire to remain aone and vulnerable.

Asking Isaac directly did not seem to be the best course to take. It would be better to work on the
young Rebecca.

She came to see him when she brought his medls. It was afunction that should have been delegated
to aservant, but Rebecca had her own reasonsfor bringing him hisfood hersalf. She wanted to find out
more about the mysterious white knight, the handsome stranger who had defeated all the Normans at the
tournament and who acted like no knight she had ever seen, quoting the prophet Isaiah in Hebrew.

At first, Hooker thought that reveaing his knowledge of Hebrew had been amistake for Lucas. Time
commandos routingly had to speak in many different languages, which was facilitated by the implant
programming. It became quite automatic, so that a soldier could not only speak in virtudly any language,
but think init aswell. It wasimperativeto asoldier's surviva. Lucas might not even have intended to
gpesk in Hebrew. Given such linguigtic versdtility, it was easy to dip if caught off guard. The naturd
tendency, if reciting aquotation, would beto do so in the origina language rather than to trandateit. It
was the sort of thing soldiers had to be on guard against. But Rebecca was more than enough to catch
anyone off guard.

She was, quite smply, the most beautiful woman Hooker had ever laid eyes on. He was ill young,
not yet atrue veteran of the time wars and his service had been such that he had not had anything in the
way of significant contact with women on the Minus side. He was used to modern women. The demure
Rebecca, whose mercuria temper he had caught aglimpse of when she had chased off the physicians
who had wanted to bleed L ucas, was quite unlike anyone he had ever met. One moment, she displayed
al the spirit and vitdity of the modern woman, the next, she was reserved and shy, awoman al too
aware of the place she had been relegated to not only by her sex, but by her faith. She was awoman,
redl, tangible and indisputably human, but at the same time, she was to Hooker an embodiment of a
romantic memory, aproduct of asmpler and more ethereal time. To theimpressionable young corpord,
she represented the romance which he had sought when he enlisted in the Tempora Corps. And, redlity
not withstanding, hewasfaling inlovewith her.



"How did your master learn the Hebrew tongue?’ she asked him. "It is not knowledge one gains
quickly. On your oath, now, speak thetruth! Can it be that the white knight is, indeed, a Jeaw?"

"A Jew!" said Hooker. "How would a Jew come to embrace knighthood?!

"I do not know," shesaid. "It isamystery. Y et, even though it isforbidden, it is not unheard of for a
Jew to enter into aunion outside the faith. A powerful love could perhaps accomplish such athing,
athough it would bewrong. If achild were born of a Jewish father and amother who was not a Jawess,
then, in the eyes of our faith, that child would not be atrue Jew. Our people have been sorely used and
..." she blushed, "it sometimes came to pass that a child would be born of ... of force and the father would
not be known."

"But my magter'sfather is known," said Hooker. "And Cedric the Saxon isno Jew."

"Cedric the Saxon! So your master is a Saxon, then!"

"Rebecca, | have dready said too much,” said Hooker.

"Oh, Poignard, | beg you, tell me hisname! The secret would be safe with me. | would carry it with
meto my graveif such were your master's wishes, on my God, | sweer it!"

Hooker took her hand. "Very well, then, Rebecca, | will tell you. And you need not swear, for |
believeyou arein earnest. My master haslong been away on the Crusades, fighting with the king to free
the Holy Land. In truth, he does not speak Hebrew, he has but some knowledge of the tongue. He
consoled himsdlf with studies, learning what he could upon histravelsto keep his mind from brooding,
because he had a broken heart. Cedric wasill pleased when his son chose to follow Richard, for Cedric
isaprideful Saxon and he does not love the Normans. But my master saw that Richard was afair and
noble man and that he thought of English people as his subjects, to be treated equally, not as Normans
superior to Saxons. A people can only be strong when they are unified. Richard went to free the Holy
Land because hefdt that it wasjust and right. Cedric thinks only of freeing Saxons from the Normans.”

"So he has displeased hisfather and his heart is broken,” said Rebecca

"His heart was broken because his|ove was doomed," said Hooker, hating himself for manipulating
her. "My master wasin love with Cedric'sward, Rowena, who is promised to another."

"You say hewas inlove?' Rebecca said, unable to hide the note of hopein her voice.

"Perhapsit was merdly lug, though it istruly not my placeto say," said Hooker. *Forbidden fruit
sometimes seems sweeter. My master has come home atired, but wiser man. He now understands that
there are more important things than lustful passions.”

"Y ou gtill have not told me hisname," Rebecca said. " Cedric the Saxon is unknown to me. | do not
know by what name he calls his son.”

"Wilfred," Hooker said. "Wilfred of Ivanhoe. A noble knight to whom the king, in recognition of his
sarvice, has granted abarony. Y et, with Richard away, Prince John has seized the reins of power and
has taken away the lands of many of Richard'sfaithful knights. Just as Prince John stealsfrom I saec,
taking loanswhich are redly tribute, so he has stolen from my magter. Ivanhoe has cometo aid the king
in getting back histhrone and, should hisidentity be known, John and hisfollowerswould try to stop him.
Even now, Rebecca, | fear for his safety. He should have returned by now. He has gone to secure from
Cedric his pardon and the moniesto repay your father'sloan. | fear something has happened to him.
Perhaps he was attacked by outlaws, or thrown from his horse to lie sensel ess on the road somewhere.
And herel st, unableto go and search for him or help him!™

"Then you must depart at once," Rebeccasaid. "Find him, Poignard!”

"l cannot," said Hooker, averting his eyes. He couldn't look at her. She was so obvioudy infatuated
with Lucas and he was using that againgt her. It wasn't fair. If she only felt that way for him, hed desert
the service, convert to Judaismand . . . but that was unthinkable. He had to control hisemotions. He was
asoldier and he had ajob to do.

"But you must go seek him out!" Rebeccasaid.

"l am given in pledge to your father, dong with my master'sarms," said Hooker. "If | wereto leave
now, | would be an escaped bondsman and the pendlty for that is severe.”

"My father would not declare you outlaw,” said Rebecca. "Who would listen to aJew? And | would
make him understand that—"



"Itisno use, Rebecca," Hooker said. "'l cannot go. My master has given hisword that | will remain
with Isaac and remain | must.”

"Perhaps there isanother way," Rebeccasaid. "We must go to Y ork. We would have | eft already
had not my father business with Sir Wilfred. We could leave at once and take the same road taken by
your master. That way, if he is somewhere injured on the road, we would be sureto find him. And if not,
we could leave word herefor him to seek usout at Y ork. Since you would remain with us, your master's
pledge would not be broken and we could inquire about him on the way."

"But would Isaac do this?' Hooker said.

"I will convince him," said Rebecca. "Surdly, he will seethat he has moreto gain by such an act and,
if Wilfredisintrouble, it isonly right that we should try to aid him. If King Richard is, indeed, asfair and
noble as you say, perhaps he would treat us more kindly than does his brother, John."

"If you help Ivanhoe, then you help Richard,” Hooker said. "And you will find that the king will not be
ungrateful "

"l will go and speak to my father at once," Rebeccasaid.

When she had | eft, Hooker sighed and looked miserably at the food which she had brought him.
Suddenly, he had no appetite.

Maurice De Bracy and Brian de Bois-Guilbert rode dowly with asmall company of men on the road
that led through the forest to Torquilstone. They werein afestive mood. The sun was high and so were
their spirits. De Bracy planned yet another banquet, to celebrate his new status as lord of the manor at
Torquilstone. They had been riding for several hours when they came upon an unusual scene.

It was Isaac of York and his party, or what had been his party. Lacking men at armsto insure the
loyalty of the guards and porters he had hired, |saac had been taken by hisretainers. He had paid them
half the sum in advance, the rest to be paid upon the safe ddlivery of himsalf and his goods, but these men
fet that haf the sum left them ahead of the gameif they did not have to chance running across the outlaws
of theforest. They had managed to make off with the horses and most of his belongings, but not without
aprice. Hooker had accounted for three of them before being wounded himsdlf. What De Bracy and
Bois-Guilbert beheld was a scene consisting of three corpses with daggers protruding from them, Hooker
gtting on the ground and being tended to by Rebecca, and |saac standing in the middle of the road and
walling.

"It isthat Jew, Isaac of York," De Bracy said, "and the woman is his daughter, she to whom that
white-garbed Saxon knight paid tribute at the tournament. The man who iswith them | know not.”

"Oh, gdlant knights," wailed | saac, running up to them and wringing his hands, "take pity on a poor
Jaw who has been robbed and abandoned on thislonely road! My hired porters have taken flight, fleeing
with my worldly goods, leaving mysdlf and my daughter & the mercy of the forest brigands! Surdly, itis
your Chrigtian duty to stop and give aid to such aswe, for—"

"Dog of aninfide!" said De Bracy. "Y ou speak to us of Christian duty? Y ou of that accursed race
who killed Our Saviour? What care | if you've been robbed, you who have robbed so many with your
usury?'

| saac looked stricken. "No, no, vaiant lords, | did not mean to give offence! Please do not desert
poor stranded travelers such aswel™ He clutched at De Bracy's stirrup. "We must make our way to
Y ork and if only—"

DeBracy kicked him away. "To hell with you and your wholetribe! Count yourself lucky that | do
not run you down for daring to lay hands upon me!"

Bois-Guilbert reached over and touched De Bracy on the shoulder. "Hold your temper, Maurice. Let
us not be too hasty, lest we waste an opportunity. This Jew isrich. It would only be our Chrigtian duty to
relieve him of hisill-gotten gains. Why not take him to Torquilstone and there make him pay ransom for
hisfreedom?"

The color drained from Isaac's face and his mouth worked soundlesdly.

"Why not, indeed?' De Bracy said. "And since we found this dog together, we can split the prize."

Bois-Guilbert smiled. "I will offer you abargain, Maurice. Take thisoffd and do with him what you



will to pry hisrichesfrom him. For mysdf, | would lay sole claim to the pretty Jewessto warm my bed at
Torquilsone."

"Done," said DeBracy.

"No! No!" screamed Isaac. "I beg you, take me and do with me what you will, but spare my
daughter! Do not dishonor a hel pless maiden! | beseech you, do not bring her to ruin and humiliation!
Sheisthe very image of my deceased Rachadl, the last of the six pledges of her love! Would you deprive
awidowed father of his sole remaining comfort? Would you soil—"

"Bedill, you whining baggage!" said De Bracy, leaning down and fetching | saac atremendous clout
upon the head. Isaac fell to the ground, unconscious.

Sitting where he was, Hooker could not hear the exchange between |saac and the two knights, but
he recognized De Bracy and Bois-Guilbert at the head of their party and knew there could be trouble.
When he heard |saac gtart shouting and then saw him brought down, he knew trouble had arrived.

"Rebecca, run!" he said.

"No! | cannot leave my father!”

He struggled to hisfeet and pulled her, trying to get her to flee into the forest with him. Once they
reached the protection of the woods, there was still a chance that, on foot, they might elude the more
encumbered mounted men, but Rebeccaresisted him with al her strength.

"No, | cannot abandon him, | tell you! Y ou run, Poignard, and save yourself!"

"Hold!" cried Bois-Guilbert, riding up to them. They were quickly surrounded. "Y ou," he said,
pointing to Hooker, "what isyour name?"

"I am cdled Poignard, my lord," said Hooker.

"Y ou are abondsman. How isit that you travel with this Jew?"

"He has been left with my father as a surety for the repayment of aloan,” Rebeccasaid, "dong with
some possess ons belonging to his master, a Norman fallen on hard times.”

"What isyour master's name, Poignard?" said Bois-Guilbert.

"Philip of Doncagter, my lord," said Hooker, improvising quickly.

"l do not know him. These three men," he pointed at the corpses, "you killed them?'

"He fought to protect his master's goods, my lord," Rebecca said. "He saved them and the mule
which bears them and was wounded in his efforts.”

"Y our master isfortunate in having such afaithful bondsman,” said the Templar. "Take his goods and
go. Tdl your master that Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert has released him from his obligation.”

"Wait, Brian!" caled De Bracy. He cameriding up to them with two young men beside him. He
turned to hisand the Templar's squires. "Are you certain thisisthe man?’

"Thereisno doubt, milord,” said De Bracy's squire. "l recall that scar upon hisface.”

Bois-Guilbert's squire nodded. "It isthe same man,” he said. "The white knight's squire.”

Bois-Guilbert leaned down, reaching out to the sole remaining mule and ripping away some of the
rough cloth that was lashed over the load. The nysted armor was revealed. He tore away the cloth and
there was the shield with the uprooted oak upon it.

"A Norman falen on hard times, you said?"

Rebecca looked away.

Hooker's heart sank. All he could think of wasthat vision of himself lying dead upon the ground, his
head nearly severed from his shoulders.

9

Hunter poured Lucas a cup of teaand himsalf aglass of bourbon. "I'd offer you some of the good
suff,” he said, "but you'd best take it easy for awhile.”

"Thisisamazing," Lucas said, dowly spping the hot tea. "Y ou've got Chinese tea and Kentucky
bourbon, recordings of Bartok, Vivaldi, The Rolling Stones and P.J. Proby, Castello and Mastro De
Pgja pipes, Senior Service cigarettes, vintage Margeaux wine...."



"I've dways had ataste for the old-fashioned things,” said Hunter with anote of pride, unableto
conced his pleasure a having aguest who could appreciate his acquidtions. "Would you carefor a
pipe?”

"Thank you, | would."

Hunter selected onefor him, passing it to him aong with a pouch of English blend tobacco, amixture
of the finest Oriental and Havana leaves. Lucas examined the pipe. It was abriar, abilliard shape,
perfectly straight grained. He checked the samping.

"Thisisa1917 Dunhill," said Lucas. "It'samost brand new!"

"Picked it up in London not too long ago,” said Hunter.

"How did it happen?' Lucas sad. "What are you doing here?'

"Okay, I'll giveyou the abridged version,” Hunter said. "1 wasfloater-clocked into thistime period
with the 82nd Airborne.”

L ucas nodded. He should have guessed as much when Hunter said he had a chronoplate. The 82nd
Airborne had along and extremely colorful history, dating back thousands of years. Once acrack
divison of paratroopers, the 82nd was now afloater divison. They were para-time cartographers,
pathfinders, without whom the time wars could not be fought. In the early days of timetravel, there had
been disastrous accidents with people materidizing ingde walls, clocking back into the same location
occupied by another person. Such accidents were still possible and they occurred from time to time, but
to minimize their possibility, there were the floaters. These soldiers dways preceded any fighting unit sent
back into the past. They charted the geographica locations and the time periodsin which the soldiers
from the future would do battle, making extensive surveys of terrain and construction, population dengty,
climatic conditions, in short, everything that would affect asoldier sent back into that time and place.

They were clocked out above ground, equipped with floater paks, so that they would appear in
Minus Time at very high atitudes, which diminated the possbility of their gppearing in a space occupied
by someone or something else. Using their floater paks, they would descend to isolated areas, where
they would break up into teams, each team equipped with survey equipment and a chronoplate. These
were crack troops, the cream of the Tempora Corps, the most disciplined of soldiers. "I know what
you'rethinking," Hunter said. "It's not like afloater to desert.”

"Asamatter of fact,” said Lucas, "that's exactly what | was thinking."

"Well, don't be too quick to passjudgment, pilgrim,” Hunter said. "Put yourself in my place, first. We
were sent to map out this area, preparatory to amission in this sector and thistime period. Cometo think
of it, | wouldn't be at all surprised if whatever hitch you'rein on had something to do with it, although |
can't be sure. I've been here for awhile and I've clocked around some, so | kindalost track of time, if
you know what | mean. Anyway, to make along story short, my team ran into trouble. Some of us came
back dressed up like knights, nysteel armor and the works, others came done up like peasants, outlaws,
sexfs, whatever. My team were woodsmen. We had weapons that should have seen to our survival, but
you oughtta know that it doesn't dways work out that way.

"We came down in adeserted section of the forest, not too far from here. Plenty of game and the
deer didn't run from you al the time, which meant that some of them had seen men and some of them
hadn't. Anyway, I'm getting off the track. Point is, things were so damn quiet that we dropped our guard.
We watched ourselves whenever we surveyed sectors that were populated or that had seen sometraffic,
but every time we came back here, we just felt red safe, you know? Of course, the moment we got to
fedling that way, the shit hit the fan. We got to feeling too safe. We posted aguard every night, naturaly,
but this one night, one of the boysfell adeep. Maybe hefdl off by accident one night and nothing
happened, and after that he just took to nipping out on duty, | don't know. Whatever the case was, Jase
was adegp the night we got hit.

"They were outlaws. Lockdey's bunch. They shouldn't have even been in this neck of the woods; we
had them charted miles away and we'd observed that they didn't like to wander too far from their
stomping grounds, but thistime they did. Maybe one of us got careless and was spotted. Either way, |
woke up that night to find al hell had broken loose. There were about fifteen or twenty of them and only
seven of us. We had no chance. They took us completely by surprise. None of us so much as got off a



shot. Fortunately, we had our gear under a safety field and they couldn't get at it. They must've thought it
was black magic or something.

"We had dways figured they were pretty harmless. Bunch of crazy woodsmen who were drunk on
their asses haf thetime. Just goesto show you, never underestimate the oppaosition. | wasthe only one
who survived. Four of the boys had their throats cut in their deep. The rest of us got taken out by
arrows. | took two, one in the shoulder—" he pulled back hisrobeto display an ugly scar, "and onein
theleg. Missed my femoral artery by about afraction of an inch. On top of that, one of 'em practicaly
caved in my skull with aquarterstaff.

"They must havefigured | was done for, because when | came to, double vision and the wholetrip,
they were gone and our camp wasin ashambles. They wrecked everything they could get their hands on,
looking for something worth steding. They must have departed in ahurry once they came across the gear
within the safety field. That probably made them think they'd just wasted aden of sorcerers. | helped
them dong in that direction later. Alexal was il dive. | found him with four arrows sticking out of him.
No chanceto save him, hedied in my arms, laughing, laughing for God's sake, at how stupid it al was.
And that left just yourstruly.”

Hunter took ahedthy sip of bourbon. "I waited around for severa daysfor S& R to show up. But
there must have been some sort of dip-up. | don't know what the hell went down. They never showed.
Theimplants of the dead men should have reported six KIAS, but no one ever showed. It findly
occurred to meto test out my own implant. | stuck my finger in the hollow just behind my right ear, you
know thedrill, we dl do it whenever we get to feding paranoid, and nothing. No test tone. | just kept
poking mysalf and poking mysdlf, but no beeps went off insde my head. Only one conclusion. That rap
on the head took out my implant. Still besats hell out of me why none of the others registered, but near as
| can figure it, someone must've screwed up in S& R and our team never got logged. | assume the others
al madeit back al right, | never heard anything about them. But my team was the lost patrol. No one
even knew we were back here. Typical army efficiency.”

"But you still had your chronoplate,” said Lucas. "Y ou could have clocked back on your own."

Hunter nodded. "I had intended to. | doctored myself up asbest | could and then | waited for the
S&R pick-up. And | waited. And | waited. | findly decided to bury the dead. By that time, they had
sarted stinking. | figured I'd put 'em in the ground and say afew words, then clock myself back. At least,
that wasthe plan. Anyway ... | buried them dl. They'real out there, just beyond the front door of this
cabin. But when | was covering up thelast man . . . Jasg, | think it was, it hit me. Why bother going
back?'

Hunter started to pour himsalf another shot of bourbon, then changed his mind and drank from the
bottle instead. He was chain-smoking cigarettes.

"Why bother going back? Nobody knew about me. Nobody cared. So ... why bother?”

Thething that struck Lucas the most about Hunter, while he spoke, was the cam way in which he
related this story. Hunter spoke without emotion. There was an animated quality about his speech, but
that was not the same thing. There was afrightening coldness about the man, asif apart of him was
dead. Or had never redly lived. Lucasredized, with something of ashock, that he was listening to the
perfect soldier, theidedl n. Thiswas aman who would not panic under any circumstances. This
was aman who would not know fear. It would be as alien an emotion to him as any other.

"It wasraining," Hunter said, "and | was al covered with muck from burying Sx corpses. | sat down
on the ground, right in the mud, right on top of Jase, and | considered my options. Only four branches of
the service have steady access to chronoplates. Referee Corps, Observer Corps, Search and Retrieve
and Airborne. The big boys keep real careful track of theirs, but us grunts can lose one oncein awhile.
S& R might be able to homein on alost chronoplate, like they homein on the coded implants, but
suppose somebody picked the damn thing up and walked off with it? No big ded. They'refail safe. You
don't know the sequence, the whole thing goes ka-boom. No problem. If there are any witnesses, it just
becomes another crazy story. There are risks involved, but they're minimal compared to the risk of
having aloose plate floating around.

"Okay, so | knew the sequence for my plate. | could program it. Sure, S& R could trace it, but then



why didn't they trace the team through any of their implants?”

"Perhapsit wasjust atemporary mix-up,” Lucas sad. " Separations happen dl thetime.”

"Y eah, maybe. It could happen,” Hunter said. "So | decided to wait some more. | mean, what else
was thereto do? | could've clocked back, but al thetime, | kept on thinking, what'sin it for meif |
return? They don't give aflying fuck about me, why should | give adamn? Well, after awhile, | Smply
decided that | didn't. It took me about aweek or two to figure out how to work a bypass on the tracer
function. Then | wasfree and clear. My implant was out and they couldn't trace me through the plate. If
they even knew a plate was missing, they'd figureit got into the wrong hands and self-destructed. | just
mustered mysdlf out. | built mysdlf this cabin and then | set about making myself comfortable. It was
easy. | had afull pathfinders program file to choose from. After awhile, | started getting cocky. Started
clocking into peacetime periods and locations. Just floated in, scouted around, blended in, did alittle
shopping and went home. I'll tell you, pilgrim, it'safinelife. | just pick mysdf aplace and go. Parisin the
1920's, New Y ork City in the 1890's, San Francisco in the 1980's, Greece, Singapore, Mg orca, you
nameit. When I've had enough, | just clock back here. It's nice and quiet, no one bothersmeand | go
out there and tell the boys about the good times I've had."”

"What about the outlaws?' Lucas said.

Hunter laughed. "They don't mess with me. We've got an understanding. They don't bother the
wizard in thewoods and | don't bother them. Fact is, we do each other little favors on occasion.”

"What about your men?" said Lucas. "The outlaws killed them. Doesn't that mean anything to you?"

Hunter took along pull from the bottle. "I don't forget thingslike that," he said. He got up and walked
over to ashdf, from which he took down an ancient .45 cdiber automatic pistol, a Colt Combat
Commander. "1've got more sophisticated wegpons,” he said, "but | find thisvery effective, especidly at
night. All the noise and the muzzle flash, makes 'em think I'm throwing lightning bolts at 'em." He gestured
at hisrobe. "This outfit sorta completes the image. Impresses the shit outtathem. | just gave them afew
convincing demongtrations and then | told them that | wanted the men who killed my boys or they were
al dead meset. They deivered.”

"What did you do with them?" said Lucas.

Hunter smiled. "1 clocked ‘em out.”

"Where?'

"Oh, North America, back inthe Upper Cretaceous. Figured they'd get areal bang out of that. |
wonder how much good bows and arrows were againgt the likes of Tyrannosaurus Rex?'

L ucas swallowed heavily. The man was diabolical. Worse than that, he was raving mad. But hehad a
chronoplate.

Lifewasno longer smplefor the merry men and, asaresult, they were dl somewhat less than merry.
Marion was so impressed with Bobby's performance that with Finn Delaney's aid she mounted a G.l.
inspection of the camp, destroying al the ale and wine that she could find. Shelaid down the law on
drinking. From that moment on, it was to be strictly moderated.

The merry men were madeto rise at dawn and given one hour in which to make themsdlves
presentable for breskfast. Finn and Bobby had ingtituted the practice of bathing, which had been greeted
with agreat dedl of darm. Bathing was generdly bedlieved to be a hedth hazard and it took no smdll
amount of cgoling and pummeling to get the outlawsto comply.

Many of the men werelice infested and this malady was cured by making dl the outlaws shave dl the
hair from their bodies and scrub vigoroudy in wooden tubs while fire-heated water was poured over
them. The complaintsthey made as aresult of thiswere greetly multiplied when there followed the
obligatory period of itching from the stubble as their hair grew back. Finn and Bobby did not exempt
themsdves from this; Finn shaved because he believed in setting a good example and not demanding
anything of "hismen" that he would not do himself. Bobby followed suit because he had discovered, to
his great disgust, that Marion had gifted him with crabs.

It had taken both of them to wet her down and shave her, which task was accomplished only after
her struggles had resulted in her taking some bad cuts from Finn. Hefinally smashed her in thejaw and



told her that if shewould not lie dtill, he would skin her dive. She suffered the treatment stoically from
then on, but when it came time to scrub her down, she fought them, clawing like awildcat. The merry
men were more than eager to assst Finn and Bobby in the task.

When it wasdl done, they dl looked like Army bootsin training. And, not surprisingly, the process
had taken agood deal of the resistance out of them. They were aso pleasantly surprised to be free of
their tiny livestock at long last.

Breakfast was followed by agenera clean-up of the camp astheir existence became regimented.
The clean-up was followed by ingpection, which was followed by aperiod of drill and cdisthenics. Finn
was aruthless taskmaster and he was ably assisted by Marion, who would not be outdone by any of the
others. Finn and Bobby aso saw to it that there was avariation in their diet and that cooked food was
cooked properly. They worked hard and they ate well. Whatever recalcitrance remained vanished the
moment they were ableto put their new training into practice.

The soldiers had no desire to reform the merry men. They were outlaws and outlaws they would
remain. Plying their trade helped them to put their training into practice. Thefirgt time, Finn and Bobby
directed them in aforay againgt one of the sheriff'stax collecting parties.

The sheriff'stax collector waswell protected by aparty of knightsand men at arms, aforce that
ordinarily the outlaws would have refrained from attacking. Finn had Bobby, with agroup of about ten
outlaws, block the party's progress by jumping out from under cover ahead of them with shouts of " Stand
and ddiver!" The sheriff's men reacted in the proper fashion to such a confrontation. The knights couched
their lances and, closdly followed by the men at arms, they charged —right into the line of fire of the
twenty some odd archers Finn was commanding, who were under cover to theright of thetrail. The
result was that the sheriff's men were caught in adeadly crossfire, from the front and from their flank. At
that distance, with the cloth-yard shafts and the incredibly powerful pull of the longbows, armor provided
only the most superficid protection. The ambush was devastatingly effective and the outlaws made atidy
haul. Alan-a-dale was inspired to compaose a song about the incident. In a short time, Finn and Bobby
had ingtilled within the outlaws something which they had sorely lacked up to that point—esprit de
corps.

But there was still one dark cloud on the horizon. There was no word from Lucas.

"He should have been here days ago,” said Bobby. It was|ate and he and Finn were Sitting by the
embersof afire. It would be dawn soon.

"How long hasit been?" said Finn.

"l don't know," said Bobby. "A week? More? 'Y ou think maybe Goldblum got him?"

"I don't know," said Finn. "I've had men making inquiries. No one seemsto have seen either him or
Hooker. Last word | had on Hooker was that he was staying with Isaac of Y ork, but there's been no
ggnof him, either. He's vacated hisroomsin the village of Ashby and he'snot in Y ork. I've sent men to
Rotherwood, but Lucasisn't there. Nor is Cedric there, or Athelstane, or Rowena. It'slikethey've al just
disappeared.”

"They would have had to travel through Sherwood," Bobby said. "Y ou don't think maybe—"

"No chance," said Finn. "If our guys had anything to do with it, I'd know about it."

Bobby smiled. "Y ou redly likethem, don't you?"

"Likethem?Yes, | suppose| do, at that. They're agood bunch. They work hard and they play hard.
Inaway, they sort of remind me of Eric'smen.”

"Bric?"

Finn chuckled. "Eric the Red. Nagtiest son of abitch it was ever my pleasure to serve under. Y ou
think thisisaheavy gig?I'll tell you what arough gig is. Try heading out to open seain alongboat.
Seventy-five feet from bow to stern, about ten feet in the beam, rigged with aNordic square sail. God,
those men were redly something. Vikings. Greatest sailors ever lived, except maybe the Polynesians. I'll
tell you something, we've got us arough and ready bunch here, but they wouldn't last five minutesin a
set-to with the Vikings.”

"Y ou know something, Finn?1 think you were born too late."

"No way. | was born right smack ontime. | wouldn't trade my lifefor anything. Y ou and I, werethe



ultimate soldiers. We can fight with anyone, anytime, anywhere. Weve got al of human history to play
with. I'll tell you one soldier who would've given his eyeteeth for living in our time and serving inthe
Tempora Corps. Fellaby the name of Patton. Now there's aguy who was born too late, but not late
enough.”

"You'rearomantic, Finn," said Bobby, softly.

"l guess| am, kid."

"I'm not." Bobby sighed. "I'm aredigt. | can appreciate the way you fed, but what we're doing is
dangerous, damned dangerous. Man never should have traveled back through time, Finn. It'swrong. It's
crazy. Worse than that, it's stupid.

They're afraid to travel to the future because no one knows just what the futureis. Isthere a future? |
mean, how many possibilities are there? Who knows what kind of bends and twists the timestream takes
up ahead? Maybe someday some lunatic will actudly try it, but they're scared of that right now and so
long asthey remain scared, | think thereé's still a chance that they'll cometo their senses and stop thetime
wars. | don't know what it would take. Maybe something like this, maybe something worse, | just don't
know, but | wish to hell they'd stop."

He stared at the embers silently asthe sun came up.

"l want to go home," he said.

10

Andre was exhausted. She was grateful to drop Cedric off a Nottingham Castle. Blindfolding him
had not been enough, it had finaly been necessary to gag him, aswell. She had had more than she could
gtand of his defiant epithets, Athelstane's ceasdess grumbling and Rowenas whining. She had findly
ordered them dl gagged, dthough she had to cal one of the men over with ahand sgna and whisper the
command, since she could not imitate De Bracy's voice. The blindfolds served adua purpose, protecting
her masquerade aswell as preventing the prisoners from seeing that they were being taken to
Nottingham, rather than Torquilstone. Had the prisoners been able to see, they might have redized that
shewas not De Bracy; something might have given it away.

Taking them had been smple enough. The attack had been a complete surprise and every member of
their party savefor the three of them had been killed. It was a shame about the palmer who had been
traveling with them. A smple pilgrim who had only desired safe passage through the wood, he was an
innocent bystander. He had not even been armed. Still, she had her orders. She consoled herself that she
had not hit him all that hard; perhaps there was a chance that the blow had not beenfatd. It wasasmall
consolation, but it was something.

Her stay a Nottingham had been extremely brief. She had remained there only long enough to see
the prisonersturned over to the sheriff's men at arms and to pick up Marcel and change back into her
own clothing and armor. Now, with Marcel riding a her side, she was once again the red knight, on her
way to Torquilstone. De Bracy would welcome Andre de la Croix, never suspecting that hewould be
admitting his own murderer to hiscadtle.

She was growing tired of playing ceasdess games of charade. Her breasts were hurting from the
cloth that they were tightly swaddled in and she was badly in need of deep. How long would it go on?
How long could it go on? With all the congtant intrigue, the pressure wasincreasing. Her greatest fear
was not that she would die, but that she would somehow make a mistake and be caught, that her true sex
would be discovered. All things considered, it was remarkable that she had been able to get away with it
for solong.

What would they do, she wondered, if they wereto find out? Kill her? 1t was certainly possible.
Imprison her? More than likely. On the other hand, it was much more than a case of a peasant passing
for aknight. She was awoman passing for aknight and she did not think that the men whom she had
deceived would settle for any of the more traditiona punishments. No, without doubt, for her they would
devise something abit more imaginative. Men such as Maurice De Bracy and Brian de Bois-Guilbert



would never be able to accept that awoman had been able to hold her own with them, to prevail where
they could not. There was no question of her ever being alowed to go free so that others might find out.
Y es, they might very wdl kill her in some extremey unpleasant manner, but men had other ways of
getting revenge. She thought that death would be preferable.

Mogt of dl, she was concerned about Marcd. Without her, what would become of him? To minimize
therisk of discovery, she and Marcel had never stayed very long in any one place, had never accepted
service for an extended period of time. It was past time for them to move on, her every ingtinct told her
s0. However, there would be no moving on so long as the black knight knew her secret and could
expose her a will. The smart thing to do would beto kill him. Only ... how?

He claimed to be Coeur de Lion, but she no longer believed him. She did not know exactly why she
did not believe him, but she was certain that he wasn't Richard any more than she was. Obvioudy, he
was the very image of the departed king, since Sir Guy accepted him as such and the sheriff had known
Richard well, and had at one time been among his men at arms. She had never seen Richard Plantagenet,
s0 she had no way of knowing in what ways he had "changed” since returning from the Third Crusade.
Whoever thiswas, he had thus far kept her secret. Certainly, Sir Guy did not suspect she was awoman.
Hetreated her asan equa and they had spent many nights together, drinking and talking. She wasn't sure
who repelled her more, Sir Guy or "Richard.”

"He'sreturned adifferent man," the sheriff had said to her one night, while they sat before the
fireplace drinking de.

"Different in what ways?' she had said.

"In some ways, he seems more patient,” said the sheriff. "And yet, the demons seem to drive him
more than ever. | am the older man, and yet at times he seemsto speak to me asif | were achild.
Indeed, he actslike an older man now." He nodded dowly. "War can age aman like that. War can make
men old before thair time, or it can turn them into mewling infants. He does not spesk of it, you know."

"The Crusade?"

Guy nodded. "'l have asked him once or twice what it waslike. Each time, he turned the talk to
something else. He will not spesk of Saladin, of Philip, or of his captivity. He speaks only of winning
back histhrone and of John'streachery.”

"Why does he chooseto array himsdlf in black, | wonder?' Andre said.

The sheriff chuckled. "Perhaps to match histhoughts.”

"He thinks black thoughts and is driven by demons," Andre said. ™Y ou make the king sound like a
warlock."

Guy laughed. "A warlock heis, by God, in battle! He fights with the strength of ten!™

"Perhaps he has gained secret knowledgein histravels™

" Secret knowledge? Black arts, you mean? Absurd! The king has no need to learn the art of making
lead into gold or of consorting with demons. The demons driving Richard aredl of hisown making. They
exist within hismind and heart. Now if it'switches you want, I'll show you one, soon as| lay my hands
upon the treacherous bitch!”

"Y ou know awitch?"

"I married one, God spurn her!”

"l did not know you had awife, Sir Guy."

"Therésthe maady, | do not have her. Sheran off to join the forest brigands, damn her eyes.”

"The outlaws? Surdly, you jest! Why would alady go—"

"Because sheisno lady, that'swhy! It'swhy | married her, too. Perhaps, de la Croix, you can
understand, being aknight errant. | serve my king, but being sheriff of Nottingham shireisasoft job for a
soft man. | am afighting man. | have aways been afighting man. | have fought for everything I'vewonin
lifeand | fought for my women, too. Thereis pleasurein ahard won victory. | havelittle use for
pampered willowswho will bend before the dightest wind. By God, give me awoman who will fight and
scratch and kick! | took Marion from her father and he was glad to be rid of atroublesome wench, but |
liked her spirit! Oh, how she fought me on our wedding night! Damn near took my eyes out and wrecked
my manhood! | best her black and blue and still shewould not submit. By God, there was awoman, |



thought!"

"Indeed," said Andre, dryly.

"Within the first week of our marriage, threetimes shetried to kill me," the sheriff said. "Once, she
tried to stab mein my deep. | ill bear the scar upon my shoulder. After that, | tied her up when | was
through with her and gagged her, so that | might deep undisturbed. The second time, she tried poisoning
my food. It was my good fortune that | had no appetite that day and but drank and ate somefruit. Still
her effort cost me my best hound. | stripped some skin from off her shoulders with my lash and thereafter
made her taste my medasfirst. Thethird time sheinvolved the outlaws. She had often heard me spesk of
cleaning out these vermin from the forest and, before the king'sreturn, | often led patrolsinto the wood
mysalf. Well, she managed to get word to the outlaws through one of the stableboys and they arranged
an ambush for me. Fortunately, they are asinept asthey are unprincipled and | escaped, killing agood
number of them and capturing several. My good wife, doubtless fearing that her part in the plot would be
discovered by mysdlf, freed the prisoners from my dungeons and escaped with them in the dead of night,
little suspecting that | already knew of it and made the escape possible, hoping to trail them back to their
hidden camp.”

"And did you?'

"No. | logt them in the woods, worse luck.”

"And your wife?'

" She has been with them ever snce.”

"I should think that you would be glad to berid of her,” said Andre.

"It might seem 0, but | miss the bloodthirsty bitch. She made life interesting in these placid times. But
I'll get her back one day, mark my word. She's a peculiar woman, dela Croix. Truth betold, | don't
think she ever forgave God for making her awoman. Perhaps such an overabundance of spiritis
misplaced in one of her sex." Guy chuckled. " She should have been aman.”

"Indeed,” said Andre, "it ishard to imagine awoman who would not be satisfied with so passionate a
husband as yoursdlf."

"I thought you would understand,” the sheriff said. "Y ou're aman after my own heart, dela Croix.
What say the two of us go wenching some night?"

"Perhagpswe will," said Andre, "when our present duties have been done."

"Y es, one must dwaysthink of duty first. Still, aman must havetime in which to be aman, en?’

"True," said Andre. "Elsewomen will forget their roleinlife”

"The sheriff laughed. "We can't have that, now, can we?"'

"No, indeed. What kind of world would it be if women wereto forget their place?’

"Perhaps they would even take to wearing spurs and entering thelists" said Guy, laughing. "That
would be asight, en?'

"| think perhapsthe de has overdimulated your imagination.”

"No doubt. God made woman to serve man and that is how it should be."

"Maybe someday you will find one who will serveyou properly,” said Andre, smiling.

"I'll drink to that," the sheriff said.

"Sowill I, Sr Guy."

"Why s0 quiet, Andre?' said Marcdl.

"l wasthinking of the sheiff, little brother.”

Marce frowned. "I don't like him. Hefrightensme."

"l don't like him either, Marcd. HE's an animal, not aman.

But then, the differenceisasmall one, isit not? We serve strange masters these days.”

"Andre, why must weride to Torquilstone? I'm afraid. | fed that no good will come of it."

Andre reined up her horse. "I have learned to trust your fedlings, little brother. Have you a
premonition”?"

"The closer we get to Torquilstone, the stronger my fear becomes,” Marcd said. "L et us not go there.
Our horses are fresh, the day isyoung, we can put many miles between us and our troubles before the



day isout."
Andre sat adtride her horse silently for amoment, listening to the birds sing.

"Andre?'

"I am sorely tempted, Marcel. But |, too, am afraid. This black knight is some sort of sorcerer. One
moment, there is nothing there, the next, heis standing a my shoulder. Heisthe devil's own, Marce."

"Thenwemug fight him."

"| fear we lack the proper weapons. How does one fight awarl ock?"

"l do not know."

"Nor do |. Perhgpswe will find away. Until then, we must bide our time and do hisbidding.”

"And what if we run out of time?'

"Y es, time dwayswas our enemy, Marcel. But then, one cannot master time.”

"So we ride on to Torquilstone?!

"Yes, little brother. Weride on.”

His bonds were amost loose.

| looker had tensed the musclesin hisarms and wrists when they had tied him and now, as he walked
ahead of his mule and behind the two Norman knights, he was making the best of the dight amount of
dack by trying to work his handsfree. Thetrail was narrow. If he could free his hands, he stood a good
chance of being able to make a break for it. Perhaps he would be able to lose the men in the forest, but
his progress would be drasticaly impeded with his hands tied behind his back. He had to get them free
first. Fortunately, his position in the column made it possible for him to try. De Bracy and Bois-Guilbert
rodether horsesat adow walk just ahead of him. Behind him was the mule with the nystedl armor
lashed to it and behind the mule was | saac, who was followed closely by the men at arms. Every time he
had voiced aprotest, one of them had cuffed him, so he was now reduced to mumbling incoherently
under his breath. Hooker could not make out what he was saying, but he thought he caught aword or
two of Hebrew. The old man was praying.

Hooker was flanked by two men at arms. The one on his right was |eft handed and he wore his
sword on theright side of hisbody. The one on hisleft wasright handed and wore his sword on hisleft
sde. That effectively put both swords out of hisreach in the event that he could free himsdf and make a
quick grab. It did, however, leave both their daggers within his reach. It was a weapon he was far more
comfortable with.

Hiswrists were wet. He guessed that he had rubbed right through the skin so deeply that he didn't
even fed the pain. The danger in that was that the blood would soak his bonds and make them more
difficult to work loose. He struggled feverishly, keeping a careful watch with his peripherd vision onthe
men a armsto either Sde of him. They looked bored and tired, but if they noticed his efforts, they would
quickly come aert.

Hooker was close to abject panic. He was swesting profusely. He didn't want to die. From timeto
time, in hisbrief career asasoldier, he had tried to imagine what it would be liketo die. It wasamorbid
preoccupation, but he had not been able to resist it. He thought that getting shot would not be too bad,
though there were ways one get could shot that would result in adow and painful deeth. He had once
made aligt, mentdly, in anidle moment, of waysin which hewould prefer to go. He never told anyone
about it for fear of being ridiculed. He had listed dl possible ways of meeting his Maker in order of
preference. At thetop of thelist were dl the most immediate ways of dying—in abomb blast; from a
sonic weapon or alaser; afatal bullet wound that would kill him before he knew what hit him. Following
that, he considered more primitive methods such as decapitation, either by aguillotine or aheadsman's
axe; asword thrust through the heart; an arrow wound, adlit throat. ... He had also dwelled upon the
more terrifying ways of dying. Drowning was said to be an easy death, but the prospect of it horrified
him. There was death by dow torture; death by burning; death by irradiation or disease; death by
chemical poisoning. . . . There was one method of execution that made Hooker's guts crawl. He was
possessed of alively imagination and, in thisregard, he was his own worst enemy. He knew there was no
rationa logic to fear. What petrified one man would hardly give pause to another. Hooker was obsessed



with hisfear of death and one manner of demise horrified him more than any other. Hanging.

He had nightmares about being hanged. He had even researched it. There was amythology
concerning hanging that held that in most cases, strangulation did not truly occur. If placed upon a
gdlows, on an eevation, or if sat astride a horse preparatory to the dirty deed, it was said that the noose
would often break the neck and death would be instantaneous, especidly if aweght were used. Hooker
knew that such was not the case. It was the exception rather than the rule. The image of men dancing at
the end of arope did not spring from nothing. Depending on the type of knot used, it could take aman as
long asfifteen minutesto die,

When Hooker had seen his own corpse, he had been violently sick. Now he could not push the sight
from hismind. Heimagined the garotte dowly cutting into histhroat, the blood running in rivulets down
his neck, histongue protruding from his mouth, hisfingers madly scrabbling for the wire and failing to
catch hold of it, fighting for bresth with every fiber of hisbeing and not succeeding ...

His head had been practicaly severed from his neck by the monofilament garotte. A weapon from
the future. A weapon such as the one hidden in one of Lucas gauntlets, just at the insde of the wridt.
Therewas asmadl metal button there. One quick pull and the deadly wire could be brought into play. The
nysted gear was right behind him, lashed to the mule. It was dl there, the mail, the armor, the shidld, the
gauntlets. . . . How long would it be before one of the Norman knightsriding just ahead of him would
discover the secrets of the armor? Hooker felt amoistness on hisface that he first thought was sweet
running down from his forehead, but he was astonished to discover that he was weeping slently. His
wrists were growing numb. It felt very dippery back there. If only he could work hishandsfree! If only
no onewould notice—

There! He had worked one knot loose! He had hardly any feeling left in hisfingers. They prickled as
if stabbed with athousand tiny needles. Hisfingers kept dipping off the knots, which were dick with
blood. Please, God, he thought, abandoning his atheism, help me! He could now amost dip one hand
free of the ropes. He gritted histeeth and pulled with al his might. He felt hisleft thumb being scraped
raw, hefedt hisleft wrist didocate ... and he was free!

He dammed hisleft fist into the face of the man to hisleft, crying out from the pain that shot up his
arm asthe didocated wrist broke. With hisright hand, he plucked the dagger from the man's sheath,
moving with every ounce of speed that he could muster, he dashed it across the face of the man to his
right, opening him up from hisright eyeto the bottom of hisjaw. Then he made a headlong dive for the
brush at the Sde of thetrall.

"Catch that man!" he heard someone ydll and then he rolled and was on hisfest, running through the
brambles, his one usdess hand hanging limp at his side, the other clutching the dagger. He heard the
pounding of horses hooves behind him and the thrashing of men plunging into the brush. Heran ashard
as he could, whimpering with fear. He tripped over aroot and fdll, striking his head.

"l have him!" someone cried.

Hooker looked up to see aman a arms bearing down upon him, sword drawn. He hurled the
dagger. It stuck in the man'sthroat and hefdl to the ground, gurgling horribly. De Bracy was upon himin
an ingtant. He swung his sword, trying to strike Hooker with theflat of the blade, so asto take him dive.
Hooker caught the blow on hisright arm and he cried out as he felt his elbow bresk. Ignoring the pain, he
snagged De Bracy'sarm and pulled him from the saddle. The knight's horse shied away from him and he
heard the others close behind. Heran. A crossbow bolt whizzed by him, then another. Heran, heedless
of the branches|lashing at hisface, tripping, faling, getting up and running; he fled deeper into the fores,
trying to outdistance his pursuers. He ran without looking back. He ran for hislife, not knowing that he
had escaped the frying pan only to fal into thefire.

There was aknock at the door of Irving's chambers.

llY@l

"We have taken aprisoner, Sire," said the sheriff, from the other side of the door. Irving got up and
opened the door to admit Sir Guy.

"Wdl?'



"You did say to keep you informed, Sire."

"What of it?"

"One of my forest patrols has taken a prisoner. An escaped bondsman, it would seem. He stumbled
out upon thetrail before them and went wild."

"What do you mean?"'

"He seemsto be araving madman, Sire. Possessed by demons or else mad with fear. He had awrist
broken on one arm and an elbow on the other and till he made a struggle. My men said that he spokein
tongues, screaming and babbling like alunatic. He has been held captive, that much is certain. His hands
are rubbed raw from where he dipped his bonds.”

"A Saxon?'

"No, Sire. | do not know what heis, but | have seen him somewhere before, | think. He has a scar
upon hisface. | have seen that face recently, but | cannot remember where."

"In Nottingham? At Y ork?"

"No, Sire. Perhgpsat Ashby . . . Yes, at the tournament. I'm sure | saw him among the knights
pavilions, but | cannot remember whom he served.”

"Whereishe now?'

"Locked in the dungeons, below.”

"Very well, | will see him presently. Await methere.

The sheriff left and Irving closed the door. A bondsman, but not a Saxon. Spoke in tongues. Wasit
possible? There was one way to make sure. Irving locked the door and pulled the case containing the
chronoplate out from beneath his-bed. He opened it and took out the border circuits which, when
assembled, formed the chronoplate. Inside the case was the computer and the tracer apparatus. Irving
turned it on, then selected close range implant scan. Yes! Thereit was! Theimplant proximity signd! He
wasright on top of it. It was an amazing stroke of luck. The sheriff's men had caught themsdalves a
tempora trooper. That could only mean that it was one of the adjustment team! He quickly packed the
gear awvay and hurried to join the sheriff in the dungeons.

The nether regions of the castle were dark and damp. Therewas afetid odor of decay in the stagnant
ar and rats scurried away before him as he descended into the torchlit dungeons. The sheriff awaited him
with the turnkey, a hideous old man who smelled asif he had been three weeks dead himsdlf. The
turnkey lived down in the depths of Nottingham Castle and he had not seen the light of day in years. He
was half blind and his skin was the color of the underbelly of afish. Asthey passed severd of the cells,
Irving could hear Cedric shouting behind one of the doors.

"Silence, you!" Theturnkey pounded on the door with his gnarled fist. "Nothing but noise from that
one," he said. He cackled. "Hell scream himsalf hoarse soon enough.” He paused by another door. "This
onesthelady,” he said, smacking hislips. "Tender morsdl, that. Will you be torturing her, Y our
Highness? I'm agood man with the bellows, that | am. | can heat the coals so that they glow red hot!"

"Shut him up,” sad Irving.

"Quiet!" said the sheriff, belting the turnkey alongside the head hard enough to stagger him.

"Thank you, milord."

The turnkey paused by the door of one of the cells and fumbled with hiskeys. It took him an eternity
to fit the key into the hole—he kept missing it. Finally, he opened the door.

Irving gagged on the smdll. He spun away, holding his hand over his nose and mouth.

"Bring himout,” the sheriff sad.

The turnkey entered the cell and, after amoment, he could be heard fumbling with the prisoner's
manacles. Then there were the sounds of ascuffle and ablow faling and Hooker hurtled through the
door. The sheriff felled him with one blow. Hooker collgpsed to the floor, moaning. The sheriff stuck his
head into the cell.

"You dive, you wretch?"

"Y es, thank you, milord."

The sheriff dammed the door on the cdll, leaving the turnkey insde. He bent down and lifted Hooker
bodily, throwing him over his shoulder. Together with Irving, he walked to the end of the hall, carrying



Hooker. They descended another flight of stepsto the torture chamber.

Once there, the sheriff threw Hooker up against awal, holding the semi-conscious man with one
hand on his chest while with the other he fastened on the manacles.

"Bring himaround,” said Irving.

Sir Guy picked up abucket containing viscous, stagnant water and dashed it into Hooker's face.
Then he grabbed the corpora by the hair and shook him.

"He's coming to his senses, Sire.”

"Leaveus”

"Sre?’

"Await meinthe upper levd," Irving said. "1 would question this man mysdf.”

"Asyouwish, Sre"

The sheriff left. Irving pulled a crude wooden stool over with his booted foot and sat down, waiting
for Hooker to fully come to. When Hooker opened his eyes, the first thing he saw was Irving sitting on
the stool afew feet away from him, smiling dightly.

"Oh, Chrigt," said Hooker.

"Hardly," Irving said, "but | do seethat you know me, don't you?"'

Hooker did not reply.

"Let usnot wastetime,” said Irving. "'l don't know who you are, but | do know what you are and
that's more to the point. Y ou are amember of atemporal adjustment team sent back to stop me. There's
no use denying it, my equipment has registered your implant. | also know that there are at least three
others; I've picked up their implants, aswell. All of you were at the tournament. Unfortunately, | have not
yet been able to take the time to pinpoint the location of the others, but | know they're somewherein
Sherwood.”

"If you can locate them, what do you want from me?' said Hooker.

"Only afew smple answersto afew smple questions,” Irving said.

"The nameisHooker, J.D., Corpora, serid number—"

Irving chuckled. "L ook around you, Hooker. Thisisamedieva torture chamber. The equipment here
isadmittedly primitive, but nevertheless, quite effective. Therereally isn't any need to resort to such
unpleasant means of persuasion, isthere? Y ou redly can't win. | could have taken dl of you earlier had |
wished to, but | had other thingsto attend to. Y ou had not yet become an inconvenience. You see, | can
take you men out dmost anytime | wishto."

"Then why don't you?'

"Expedience, Mr. Hooker. Y our superior and | have been engaged in an elaborate game. He'sa
formidable player, but each time around, | learn therules alittle better. So does he, | expect. | daresay
it'salearning experience for both of us. Wéll, bethat asit may, one of the things|'ve learned isthat the
moment it becomes necessary for me to sanction the adjustment team, my rival immediately beginsthe
gameadl over. Just once, I'd liketo play it through to the end. Would you carefor acigarette?’

He removed a pack from apouch on his belt and offered one to Hooker. ,

"Quite safe, | assure you. There's nothing in this more elaborate than tobacco. | do want you aive for
now and given the condition you'rein, | wouldn't chance dosing you with anything. Chances are you've
been made drug resistant, anyway."

Hooker opened his mouth and Irving placed the cigarette between hislips, then lighted it.

"Sometimes, the old-fashioned methods redlly are the best,” said Irving. He walked over to aniron
maiden and dowly forced it closed. It made a hideous scraping noise. 'Y ou know, there was atime when
agents were equipped with al sorts of fascinating devicesto enable them to avoid breaking under
interrogation, cyanide capsulesin the teeth and so on. Terrible waste of manpower. It's encouraging to
know that we've progressed beyond such things.”

Hooker watched him slently, cigarette between clenched teeth.

"The assumption isthat anyone can break, Mr. Hooker. It really doesn't matter. After al, therésno
point to wasting manpower needlesdy, isn't that s0?"

"Get to the point,” said Hooker.



"Certainly. Thepointis, I've had my fill of dl thisinterference. It growstiresome. Thisislike some
strange game of chess, wherein the black king is beset by pawns. The pawns are very vulnerable, thisis
taken' for granted, and they'reredly not dl that important. The king can continue to take pavns amost at
will, but there is aways the chance that he will maneuver himself into acorner and arather undignified
checkmate. So the white king is prepared to sacrifice his pawns left and right, banking on those odds. All
the black king can hope for is astalemate, wherein no more pawns arrive. Only, in this game, the black
king winswith astdemate.

"Y ou see, Mr. Hooker, in this strange game so long as there are pawns upon the board, my chances
for astalemate are increased. Therulesare abit peculiar. The whiteking is allowed an amost
inexhaustible amount of pawns. They serve me better by remaining in the game. Unlessyou present a
threat to me, you're quite safe. Redlly. I'd be afool to kill any of you unlessit was absolutely unavoidable.
| just want you to make that easier for me, hel ping you to stay in the game, that is. Cooperate with me
and you can St therest of the game out in comfort. Y ou will bewell provided for and you'll be out of it.
Look at yourself. Broken bones, lacerations, you're on the edge of atotal nervous collapse. . . and
why? There's no reason for it. All you haveto doistell mewhat | want to know and that will be the end
of it. I'll seetoit that you're treated for your injuriesand I'll seeto it that you'll be comfortable. All you
have to do isidentify the other members of your team for me."

"Isthet dl?"

Irving took the buit out of Hooker's mouth before it burned hislips.

"WEell, thereis one other thing. Y ou see, I'min abit of abind here. | have certain things | must
accomplish and the other referee is determined to make matters very complicated for me. It isin both our
interests, as1'm sure you'll understand, to keep the disruptions of the timestream to aminimum. So far,
we've been able to do that, but it has not been easy. In order for you to appreciate my situation, you
must understand the mechanics of the game. It involves a series of limited disruptions. Each oneinvitesan
increased possibility of creating a paradox.

"Each time, we progress alittle farther, but | have yet to succeed in taking the throne. Oncel've
accomplished that, | will bein astronger position, but still not invulnerable. | need to know two things
from you in order to bring this charade to an end. | can't spend dl my time scanning for the other
members of your team and, unless I'm right on top of them and scanning, it becomes alittle difficult for
me to pinpoint them, especidly if there'sacrowd around. If push comesto shove, there will befighting. |
expect that to happen very soon and | don't want to kill any of your team unintentiondly. If | can find out
who they are, | can take stepsto avoid them. | don't want to strike out at them except in self-defense,
only if it's absolutely necessary. | just want you to make that easier for me. Help meto help you stay
aive. And the other thing | need to know iswhere the other refereeis.”

"Can't you trace him?"

"Neither of us haveimplants, Mr. Hooker, and both of us have bypassed the tracer functions on our
chronoplates. He doesn't know where | am and | don't know where he is. However, you can remedy
that Stuation, can't you?'

"I | do, then he'sadead man," Hooker said.

"Well, yes, I'm afraid that | have no choice but to kill him. It won't be asmple matter, | assume he's
well protected, but that should not concern you. He doesn't care what happensto you. You're just a
pawn to him. He sent you out to die.”

Hooker closed his eyes and remained silent.

"| respect your loyalty, Mr. Hooker, but it's sadly misplaced.”

Hooker stared at him. He became aware of the fact that he wasin acold swegt. His kneeswere
gtarting to shake.

"Do you redlly think you can resist torture, Mr. Hooker?"

Hooker swallowed hard. "Other men have."

"Only because theinterrogators were inept. You're dready in agreat ded of pain, aren't you? Y ou're
afraid. | can seeitinyour face. So far, thishasal been rdatively smple, even pleasant. Don't force meto
haveto hurt you."



"Goto hell, Goldblum.”
Irving sighed. "Very well, then. Y ou leave me no choice. I'm redly very sorry about this"
He walked over to the racks and picked up athumbscrew. It would do for a beginning.

11

"How areyou feding?' Hunter said.

Lucas sat up in bed. "I've been better, but | guessI'm okay."

"Glad to hear that," Hunter said. "Fed up to sometraveling?”

Lucastook adeep breath. "Wheream | going?”'

e

"l don't understand.”

"Were going, you and |. Or have you given up on Irving?"'

"Y ou mean you're going to help me?'

"Well, now what the hell did you expect meto do, pilgrim?' Hunter said.

Lucas made awry face and started to get up. "Frankly, | felt sure that you were going to take
advantage of my somewhat weakened condition to clock me out somewhere. | haven't got an implant
anymore and you could've sent me just about anywhere with no hope of my ever being found.”

Hunter stared at him. "Now why would | want to do athing like that?"

"I may be digging my own grave," said Lucas, "but | didn't think that you could afford to let me go.
What's to prevent me from reporting you?"'

"Nothing," Hunter said. "So?"

e

"Come on, now, they didn't hit you al that hard," said Hunter, chuckling. "So what if you reported
me? What good would that do? They can't trace me and I've got my own plate. At wordt, I'd have to
give up thiscozy little cabin, but that's no big dedl. | could find another place. Hell, | can go anywherel
want to and there ain't an awful lot anyone can do about it, isthere?"

Lucas amiled. "Youvegot apoint. | suppose | smply wasn't thinking. But why should you want to
get involved?'

"All sorts of reasons,” Hunter said. "Things have been pretty quiet around here lately. | wouldn't mind
achanceto raise some Cain and take on arogue referee. Soundsinteresting. There's also the fact that,
without me, you just don't stand a chance unless you get damned lucky. And not the least of my reasons
isthefact that I've got to protect my own interests. Thisguy Irving isvanddizing my playground. He's
fooling around with the timestream and that could put mein agticky situation if | decided to clock out
ahead of where he's been mucking about. 1'd have no idea of what I'd be getting into. See, | don't want
any changes. | likethingsjust theway they are. That way, I've got my edge.”

"So what do you propose?’

"We may aswdl write off your nystedl gear," said Hunter. "It's not really amagjor loss now that
you've got meand | am not without some equipment of my own. Theway it stands right now, werein
pretty good shape, since the opposition is completely in the dark about yourstruly. HES got no ideayou
now have access to achronoplate and he won't know that | can supply you with specia gear. I'm not as
conservative as your misson commander in that respect. What's more, he can't trace you anymore
without your implant.”

Lucasglanced a him sharply. "What are you talking about?"

Hunter sighed. "Oh, boy. They really sent out abunch of suckerson thisone, didn't they?"

"| thought only S& R had tracer gear.”

"Yeah, wel, | guess| shouldn't be surprised that you weren't briefed,” said Hunter. ™Y ou've never
been cleared for duty that would have you assigned to aplate, that much is obvious. S& R does have
some speciaized equipment, but the fact isthat any chronoplate can read an implant sgnd.”

"Jesus Chrigt," said Lucas, Stting back and exhding heavily. "That means Irving knew about usdl



aong! He knowswherewe are a any given time!™

"Wadl, yesand no," said Hunter. "1 mean, | can see why they didn't make apoint of briefing you.
Besides, chrono-plates are restricted ordnance. The folks who get to play with them don't usualy
fraternize with the regular troops and they tend to be abit closemouthed about them, anyway. Orders,
you know. It'sasafe bet Irving dways had afairly good ideawhere you were, but held be limited unless
he had S& R gear, which | don't think he'sgot. If he did, thiswhole thing would have been over long ago.
Maybe. There are variablesinvolved."

"| don't get it."

"Okay, put yoursdlf in his place. Y ou've got accessto aplate, but you don't have the Search and
Retrieve Personnd Tracking System. Y ou might have been able to get your handson one, but aPTS
probably wouldn't serve your purpose. It's designed for team use, so it's not as portable and it would be
ahdl of alot more obvious. Y ou'd want to be in aposition where you could trangport your equipment
fairly inconspicuoudy. S& R wouldn't have your particular problems.

"S0," he said, reaching for the bourbon bottle and taking along pull, "you've got yoursdf astandard
issue plate without the fancy PTS back-up system. Still givesyou alot to play with. For onething, it gives
you complete mobility. S& R generaly works from afield base with scouting units. Well assume some
versdtility, with asafety field and aPRU remote, were till talking about an easily concedlable kit. Now
the stlandard gear dlows you to scan for implant signals, but you only have alimited degree of accuracy
without the PTS. Y ou can't pin an implant down aswell. That means Irving knowswhat | know. | read
two implants west of us, smack dab in the middle of Lockdey'sterritory. That will be your Johnson and
Delaney. | canfind their camp if | haveto, but that's about as close as| can get. | could be standing in the
middle of agroup of ten or twenty people, say, and | wouldn't be able to tell which of them had implants
unless| pulled my gear out there and then and took some time about it, which would hardly prove
practicd for Irving, right? So he can track you, but he can't nail you down absolutely without exposing
himsef to danger.”

"| il don't seewhat kept him from moving inonus," said Lucas.

"A couple of things. Firg off, he wouldn't know exactly where you were or who you were. Not
unless he was right on top of you and scanning. That gill puts him in agood position to take you out, but
what happens then? Remember, put yoursdlf in his place. Suppose he takes you prisoner. The other ref
gl reads you. He can get arough reading on you and figure afairly close location with alittletime. He
might figure out that you were taken. If Irving wastes you, your implant sendsaKIA sgnd. If your sgnd
winks out, that means a probable KIA with implant damage. See, that's why they didn't bother to brief
you. They knew Irving could read you, but they had to read you, too, because if the adjustment team
fals, what happensthen?’

"They try to get another team,” said Lucas, dryly.

"Right. Insurgents are easier to neutrdize if you can identify and isolate them. So long asyou're not a
direct threet to Irving and he's got some ideawhere you are, he leaves you alone and the scenario
progressesin aroughly linear fashion. Irving's either got to try and effect a change that'sradical enough to
throw the mission out or he's got to get to your mission commander.”

"So what happens now?" said Lucas.

"Now, he probably figures you got killed somehow. These are dangeroustimes, after all. What we
do isrendezvous with Johnson and Delaney and put our heads together. The outlaws might prove useful,
too."

"I've got to pick up Hooker," Lucas said.

"I'm afraid that's not going, to happen,” Hunter said. He passed L ucas the bottle. "I had him scanned
in Nottingham Castle somewhere. While | wastaking the reading, hisimplant sent aKIA sgna.”

He had made an unforgivesble error in judgmen.

It had taken him along time to break Hooker, much longer than he had anticipated. He had hated
having to do the work himself, but he had not been able to delegate the respongbility. What he had to
say to Hooker and what he had hoped the man would tell him were things he did not want anyone elseto



overhear.

Hooker had yielded up only one piece of useful information, but it had taken far more effort than
Irving had expected. He had kept the work up steadily, had spoken in asoft and pleasant voice,
repeating over and over again how it was al unnecessary, how all Hooker had to do was to cooperate
and it would al be over for him. Y &t, the man had res sted with an astonishing force of will.

He had been wild with fear; he had blubbered pathetically; he had screamed with pain, but he had
held on. There was a moment when hefindly broke, when Irving thought that he was ready to go al the
way, but something within him had galvanized and he screamed with rage and passed out. He had
escaped, temporarily, in the only way left open to him.

Irving had freed him then. He had cdlled the sheriff, who had entered the torture chamber and
unfastened the manacles holding the unconscious Hooker to thewall. Thelook on Sir Guy'sface had
been difficult to read. Irving tried to imagine what the man was thinking, what had gone through hismind
while he stood in the upper leve of the dungeons, listening to the screams coming from below. That's my
king down there, torturing some escaped bondsman.

The sheriff had picked Hooker up and carried himto Irving's chambers.” Irving told him to place
Hooker on the bed and leave. Sir Guy complied without aword. Let the man rest, Irving had thought.
Let him wake up in more pleasant surroundings. Allow him to accept that there was an dternative to the
gtinking dungeons. Irving left him done, firgt taking the precaution of activating the sfety field on his
chronoplate and removing all the weapons from the room. But he had committed a serious error. He had
underestimated Hooker's resolve and he had forgotten to take away the gauntletsthat lay on achair,
unnoticed.

Irving stood looking at Hooker's corpse, cursing himself.

The man had taken one of the gauntlets and pulled out the garotte, looping the wire around the torch
sconce st into the wall and then around his own neck. It was agridy sight. The man must have gone
mad. No rationa human being would ever have committed such ahorrifying act. Fighting his nauses,
Irving took him down.

Perhapstherewas till away to turn thisto his advantage. Hooker had revedled to him the identity of
one of the adjustment team. So Ivanhoe wasn't redlly Ivanhoe in this scenario.

Hewas atempora agent named L ucas Priest. He should have guessed when he had seen the man's
performance in the melee, but the real Ivanhoe was adeadly fighter and Irving had expected that the
adjustment team would have been infiltrated into the Norman camp, where they would at least have some
protection. He had suspected De Bracy and Bois-Guilbert, for which reason he had recruited Andre de
laCroix to stay closeto them. At least he was certain of her.

Who could the other two men be? There were only two implant sgnas remaining, which meant that
one of them was probably dead, but which one? Chances were that it was Priest, since he had been
teamed with Hooker and Hooker had obvioudly run into trouble before faling into his hands. Hooker
hadn't known about the missing signd, Irving was sure of that. Two sgnas|eft, both somewherein
Sherwood, in outlaw territory.

An outlaw archer had split aNorman arrow during the tournament at Ashby. A guided arrow? It was
certainly possible for such a shot to occur naturdly, but the odds againgt it were incredible. Still . . .
hadn't there been a story in the legend of Robin Hood abouit... of course! What better way to use the
outlaws againgt him than to infiltrate into their midst men who would bein apostion of leadership? He
wished he could have seen that archer from a closer distance. It could have been Lockdey. On the other
hand, it could easily have been one of the others and the act later attributed to Lockdey. For that matter,
it could have been awoman. Marion? Why not? He would proceed on the assumption that anyonein a
position of leadership among the outlaws could be atempora agent. He could clock back and observe
the contest once again. For that matter, he could clock back and observe Priest and see whom he came
in contact with.

They would be proceeding with extreme caution, knowing full well how inferior their position was.
Irving smiled. What if he was to shake them up abit?

Hooker was dready dead. Very wdll, then let him know in Minus Time that he would die. Throw



them for aloop. If he could avoid splitting the timestream, at that point he could reinforce his present
position. Hewould clock back and observe the contest and his own part in it. Then he would ascertain
which of the pavilions belonged to Priest, clock forward to his present position, pick up Hooker's body
and drop it off with them. He would have to watch himsdlf, but the effect on them would be devagtating.
They would know that he had penetrated at |east two of their identities and most likely the others, as
well. Hooker would be forced to face the prospect of hiseventua demise. The dternative would be a
paradox. Considering that, he understood why he had not been able to break Hooker easily. Perhaps he
had aready done as he was planning and the only way to preserve the timeline was to go ahead and do it
NOw.

He was getting a headache. The migraines were coming more and more frequently now. He had to
stop the game. It was wearing him out. He rubbed his head, trying to make the pain go away. What if he
killed Prince John? Would the other referee be able to split the timeline, creating an dternate scenarioin
which his action would be canceled out somehow? He didn't know. He had to seize the throne. He knew
that he was most vulnerable until he accomplished that goal. The other referee would not want to resort
to setting up apardld timeine. That would prove dangerous. Once he was firmly entrenched as Richard,
King of England, nothing short of amajor historical disruption would stop him, since Richard died a
Chaluz, near Limoges, and Irving had no intention of setting foot anywhere near the place. Still, the game
was making him more and more uncertain. If only they hadn't discovered his departure before he had
been ableto act....

"God, when will it end?" he moaned, holding his head. He looked down at Hooker's corpse. "How
many more of you will they send againg me? How many more must die?"

He had to keep going. He had to keep struggling, forever hoping that some action he would take
would result in afuture scenario in which they did not send ateam back after him. Meanwhile, he had to
play it carefully. Sooner or later, he would prevail. The demands upon him were enormous, but he
accepted that. Great men had to overcome great obstacles.

All right, he thought, time to bring thingsto aboil. Andre dela Croix was, by now, dready at
Torquilstone, in apostion to move against De Bracy and Bois-Guilbert. That would deprive John of his
two strongest dlies. The Saxon leaders were in his hands, he could now clock them directly into De
Bracy's dungeons. He reached under hisbed, first deactivating the safety field on the chronoplate with his
remote unit. He opened the case and began to assemble the border circuits. He wasn't quite through with
Hooker yet.

Hooker would, indeed, be in aunique position. After all, how many men would ever know the exact
manner of their death?

Lucas and Hunter materidized in the exact center of the camp, so near to Alan-a-da e that he jumped
afoot and promptly passed out.

"Ooops," said Hunter. "That was alittle close, wasn't it?’

Lucaswas too busy upchucking to reply. He was il alittle weak and his sscomach had reacted badly
to the chronoplate.

"Sorry about that," said Hunter. "I would've floater-clocked usin, but | don't want to pull out any
technology that might dert our friend. Someone might've spotted us coming in that way.”

"Suppose | had clocked inright in his space," said Lucas, wiping his mouth and looking at the
unconscious mingdrel.

"Hey, you gotta bring someto get some, pilgrim. I'll try to be more careful from now on.”

"I would appreciate that.”

Within seconds of their dramatic appearance, they were surrounded by the merry men, who gazed a
Hunter with a mixture of awe and fear. Delaney and Johnson, accompanied by Marion, pushed their way
through. At the sight of Hunter, Finn'sjaw dropped.

"What the—"

"Silence!" Hunter took out his .45 and fired into the ground a Delaney's feet. Finn jumped back,
eyeswide. "Any insolence will be severdly dedt with," said Hunter.



"Holy shit," said Bobby.

Hunter pointed the wegpon at him and Bobby quickly raised his hands.

"What do you demand of us?' said Marion.

Finn and Bobby exchanged quick glances. They were profoundly relieved to see Lucas dlive, but
who in God's name was the guy with the automatic?

"Some of you know thisman," said Hunter, scowling at the outlaws. They were clearly terrified of
him. "Heisthe white knight, Sir Wilfred of Ivanhoe. Y ou are to give him shelter. Y ou areto obey him as
you would obey me. Y ou are to say nothing of his presence here to anyone. Y ou know the
conseguences.”

They wered| deathly slent.

"You. And you," said Hunter, pointing out Finn and Bobby. "Comewith me." To Marion, he sad,
"Seetoit that we are not disturbed. The rest of you go on about your business.”

"A deserter with achronoplate,” said Finn. "Man, you must beliving thelife of Riley."

Hunter grinned. "It suitsme."

"These men obvioudy know you," said Bobby. "If | wasredly Robin Hood, | suppose| would have
known about you, too, but how isit that we've never even heard anyone mention you?”

"Fear," said Hunter. "It makesfor an effective deterrent. It's not hard to preserve your anonymity in
an age where there isn't much mobility, but I couldn't hope to hide from everyone. | put the fear of God
into these people, or fear of the devil, if you prefer. | value my privacy, so | told them that therewas a
spell protecting me. Anyone who speaks of me aoud will be struck down, unless they're addressing me
persondly. And just to keep themin line, to remind them of the consequences of giving in to temptation,
every so often | waste a couple of them. Something showy like laser beam decapitation or a pyrogel
grenade.”

"l guessthat would do it,” Finn said softly.

"Youmeanyou just . . . kill anumber of them . . . at random!" said Bobby, shocked.

" told you, they killed my boys," said Hunter. "Why should | care about their lives? Besides, I've got
astrong streak of self-preservation.”

"Seemsto mel've heard that phrase before," said Finn, glancing a Bobby.

"It works," said Hunter. "'l dways make sure the hit iswitnessed, so the horrible story gets back to
the others, ten times exaggerated. It reminds them that | have magica powersand | aways take care that
I'm not seen, so they Smply assume that the poor deceased must have spoken about me.”

"That's crazy," Bobby said.

"No, it is, perhaps, abit draconian, but that's not out of linein thesetimes. I'm just taking advantage
of Clarke's Axiom. Any sufficiently advanced technology is going to seem like magic to those who don't
understand it. If that offends your mord sensihilities, tough shit. Besides, consdering your line of work,
that would be splitting hairs, wouldn't it?'

"Y ou sure you want this guy on our side?' Bobby said to Lucas.

Hunter laughed. "Listen, pilgrim, without me, you're dead meat and you know it. Besides, you haventt
got any choice. Our friend Irving is threstening me aswell asyou, by hisvery intervention in this period. If
you're going to stop him, you'll need dl the help you can get.”

"Look, arguing amongst oursavesisn't going to help usany,” Finn said. "He'sright. Irving presentsa
threat and we've got to neutraize it.”

"What about the threat he's presenting?’ Bobby said.

"I'm not stupid,” Hunter said. "I've taken steps to keep my presence here from affecting history. So |
bring some artifacts from the future. So what? Y ou think any of these people know what the hell an
automatic pistal is? Obvioudy, there's no guarantee that my presence here will remain asecret. Again, o
what? These are supertitious times. What's another story about a sorcerer with deadly powers?"

" Suppose something you brought back falsinto the wrong hands?* said Bobby. "Have you thought
of thet?"

"| serioudy doubt that would change the course of history,” said Hunter. "Besides, odds are it would



be destroyed. Sorcerous paraphernaia, you know. Y ou got any other questions, or can we get down to

"| think that's asensible suggestion,” Lucas said. "Firgt off, Finn, how are the outlaws shaping up?'

"Well, acrack military unit they're not, but they'll do in apinch. The only problemright now isa
question of priorities”

"How'sthat?'

"They'reimpossibleto control right now," said Finn. "Evidently, De Bracy's attack on Cedric's party
was seen by someone. Word's gotten around that the prisoners are being kept at Torquilstone. What's
more, rumor hasit that the outlaws were paid off to help De Bracy. That kind of talk isn't doing these
people any good. Many of them have familiesin thelocd villages and not afew of them are Saxon
patriots.”

"Isthere any chance the rumor'strue?’ said Lucas.

"It'spossible” said Finn, "dthough | doubt it. We've got ourselvesasmal army here and thereare a
lot of other bands spread out throughout the forest. | don't think any of Lockdey's people were involved,
but the point is, whether it'strue or not, Cedric's very well regarded in these parts. If times are tough, you
can dways get amed at Rotherwood. And Cedric doesn't mind if you hunt on hisland. Theseare his
people. They might be outlaws, but they're Saxon outlaws and they've got alot of pride. De Bracy went
and put the arm on the last of the house of Alfred. If he wanted to Sart arevolution, he couldn't have
gone about it in abetter way."

"Word's gone out to al the outlaw bands," said Bobby. "They've dready sarted arriving. They want
tolay Segeto Torquilstone.”

"Canthey pull it off?" said Lucas.

Finn shrugged. "They've got the numbers. And their blood is up. If they march on Torquilstone,
nothing short of amajor military action will sop them.”

"A Saxon uprising did occur in this period,” said Bobby. "1 don't think there's anything that we can do
to stop it. Irving knows thet, too. It will provide him with an ideal opportunity to make hismove."

Hunter nodded. "That makes sense. There will be the knights who've returned from the Crusades,
they'll beloyd to Richard. My guessis he's probably contacted many of them and they'll be awaiting his
ordersto move. When the outlaws attack Torquilstone, they'll pin down John's strongest knights. If Irving
shows up to help them, helll have a Saxon army to follow him against Prince John. | wouldn't be at all
surprised to learn that he even engineered Cedric's capture somehow.”

"But hell have to know that welll be there," said Bobby. "How can he hope to join the action,
knowing that tempora agents are waiting to take him out right then and there?

"Widl, obvioudy it will betaking arisk," said Hunter, "but if it wasme, I'll tdll you how I'd doiit. I'd
announce myself as King Richard, returned to end tyranny and oppression and al that sort of thing. Then
I'd declare ablanket pardon for dl the outlaws in exchange for their help. When it hitsthe fan, you might
be able to draw abead on him in the middle of it al, but hewon't be alone. And hell have dl the outlaws
watiching out for him."

"That won't necessarily stop usfromkilling him," said Bobby.

"It1l makeit hard ashell," said Hunter. "But just for aminute, suppose you do get aclear shot a him.
If one of the outlaws doesn't stop you, how are you going to survivekilling the king? Worse than that,
you'll have an army of witnessesto testify to the fact that Richard died at Torquilstone. Be alittle
awkward if another Richard showed up after that, wouldn't it?"

"Y ou think hed gamble on that?* said Lucas.

"Why not? Were the only onesinterested in preserving history. Irving's the guy who wants to change
it

12

DeBracy waslosing his patience. "1 am not here to bargain with you, Jew," he said to Isaac. He



reached out and grabbed the man by hisbeard, giving it avicious yank. Isaac cried out in pain. "1 know
you're arich man, the banker of your accursed tribe. It isnot asif I'm asking for the moon."

"I would sooner be able to give you the moon, Sir Knight,” said Isaac, "than gather together the
ransom you demand!”

"A thousand poundsin siver," said De Bracy. "Those are my terms. | will not bargain. | ana
reasonable man. If slver be scarce, | will not refuse gold. Isyour life not worth such asum?”

"And what of my daughter'slife?" said Isaac.

"Y ou need not fear for Rebeccaslife," said De Bracy, chuckling. "Brian de Bois-Guilbert'sdesireis
for love, not death. Shewill be safe enough from violence so long as she pleases him. When he grows
tired of her, I'm certain you will have her back."

"No," said Isaec, "'l beg you, save her from such shame. | will do anything you ask; her dishonor
would be morethan | could bear!”

"Y ou will bear much more before | am through with you," De Bracy said. "L ook around you. Y ou
arein my dungeons now, not your housein Y ork, where you are free to dictate termsto those from
whose disadvantages you prosper. Prisoners ten thousand times more distinguished than yoursdf have
died within these walls. But their desths would be luxuries compared to yours. A man can be made to
suffer untold pain and still be kept dive to suffer more. Do you see that range of iron bars above the
glowing charcod? Y ou'll be stripped of al your clothes and placed on that warm couch. Y ou will be
basted like aroast, so that you do not cook too quickly. Is not athousand pounds of silver apaltry sum
compared to such afate? Choose and choose now, for | an; running out of patience! A dow death upon
the codls, or athousand pounds of silver, those are my termg!”

"I will pay your ransom," Isaac said, "only preserve my daughter's honor and let her go free.”

"| told you, Jew, | will not bargain with you! Besides, | have dready given my word that
Bois-Guilbert shal have her. | would not go back on my word as aknight, not for the sake of apathetic

"Then you will get nothing,”" Isaac said, staring a him with hatred. "Not an ounce of slver will | give
you, unless | wereto pour it molten down your avariciousthroat! Do your worst. Take my lifeif you will
and let it be said that the Jew, in spite of al histortures, knew how to disappoint the Chrigtian!”

"Very wdl, then," said De Bracy. "'l will put your resolveto thetest. Y ou'll be whimpering for mercy
within moments. Strip him!”

At that moment, atrumpet call was sounded and there was a commotion up above, the sounds of
men yelling to each other. Andre dela Croix ran into the dungeon.

"Maurice, come quickly! The Saxons are attacking!”

"What? Areyou mad?'

"It'strue, | tell you! Ligten. It isthe outlaws. They have gathered in force and are even at this moment
attempting to storm the castlel”

"What absurdity isthis?' De Bracy said. "Why would the outlaws attack Torquilstone?’

"They cry for Cedric's freedom.”

"The Saxon?| have but two Jews, | have no Saxon!"

"So Bois-Guilbert says. He commands the castle in your absence. They will not listen. Brian says that
only forceisgood for deding with them.”

"How many of them arethere?'

"A thousand, at the least.”

"Brianisafool. With such anumber, they might well take the castle if they are determined enough. |
will show them that Cedricisnot here."

Isaac momentarily forgotten, De Bracy started out of the dungeons, on hisway to the castle above.
Andrefollowed him.

"l don't know what insanity has overtaken them,” De Bracy said, "but these cdllsare al empty! See
for yoursdf. |—"

At that moment, the sound of Cedric's voice was heard shouting from within one of the cdlls.

"What the devil ?* said De Bracy. He flung open the tiny window of the door and peered inside.



"Cedric!"

"Release me, villain!" Cedric shouted, launching himsdlf againg the door.

De Bracy dammed the window shut, stunned. He opened the window in the door of the next cell and
saw Athelstane. In the adjoining cell, he found Rowena.

"Isthisyour doing, delaCroix?"

"| rodeinto the castle with just my squire,” Andre said. ™Y ou know that. Y ou, yourself, admitted me.”

"But how in God's name did they get here?"

"There isno need to attempt to deceive me, Maurice" said Andre, smiling. "1 am on your sde”

"Dont you jest with me, delaCroix!" said De Bracy, grabbing her by the cloth of her doublet and
damming her into thewadl. He felt the swaddling cloth beneath. "What'sthis?"

He ripped open her doublet with aquick motion, reveding the cloth. ™Y ou're wounded! No, you're.
.." He saw the bulges beneath the cloth and his eyes grew wide. In that moment, Andre stuck her dagger
into hisstomach up to its hilt. As De Bracy jerked, sheleaned into him, placing both hands on the dagger.
Shetwisted the blade and used her weight to drive into him, jerking the dagger up severd timesina
ripping motion.

De Bracy sagged to the floor and she pulled the dagger out of him, wiping its blade on his clothing.
Clutching his stomach, he stared up at her in disbeief, making choking noises.

She glanced at him only briefly, to make certain that the wound wasfatd, then sheleft himto diein
his own dungeons.

The word spread through the outlaws ranks like wildfire. Richard had returned. No one knew who
had been the original bearer of the news, but Lucas was convinced that Irving had infiltrated runnersinto
the attacking force. The news was passed rapidly. Richard, it seemed, had returned to England to take
back histhrone and to restore justice to the land. No one was exactly sure what "justice’ was, but it was
generally supposed that the Saxons were going to get afair shake at last. Evidently, the king had met up
with one of the outlaw bands and was even now on hisway with aparty of knightsto joinin the attack
on Torquilstone. It was, of course, the sensible thing for him to do. Even the outlaws understood that De
Bracy and Bois-Guilbert were alied with John and, as such, posed athreat to Richard. The newsthat
was greeted with the greatest jubilation was that the king had decreed a blanket pardon for dl the
outlawswho would help him in his cause. Irving had done precisely as Hunter had surmised.

"Y ou can bet that he won't make an appearance until he's certain that everyone has heard the news,"
said Bobby, sourly. "W, that might make our job alittle more difficult, but it still won't makeit
impossible. Before the day is out, well know which way thisthing isgoing to go.”

So far, it was going pretty much of its own accord. It was next to impossible to control such alarge
and undisciplined band of men. Outlawsfrom dl over the countryside had arrived to take part in the
revolt and they were out for blood. Finn, trying to do the best he could under the circumstances, was
trying to direct the assault upon the barbican. It wasn't theideal way to take a castle, but they were
forced to follow the momentum of the attack and control itsflow to whatever degree they could. Besides,
the outcome of the battle was of no consegquence to them. In that respect, there was afamiliarity about
the Situation. It waslike astandard tempord action. The soldiers from the future were fighting awar
withinawar. Irving wastheir objective. So long as they were able to take him out, what happened to
Torquiistone didn't really matter.

Theair above the castle was a hailstorm of arrows. Most of the cloth-yard shaftsfailed to find a
mark, but given such aprofusion of arrows, the archerstook their inevitable toll. Anyone who risked
showing themsel ves upon the battlements stood to become a pincushion in short order. Each lattice and
aperture became atarget for the bowmen and the Norman men at arms returned the fire with their
crossbows at their peril. Finn's men were moving forward under the protection of mantel ets and pavisses,
which provided at least some protection from the arbalests being used to defend the barbican. Once that
was taken, then the other outlaws could move forward for amass assault upon the outer walls and
postern with rams and scaling ladders. It would be abloody conflict with heavy |osses.

Abovethe din of battle, atrumpet call was heard and, from across the meadow, aformation of



knights approached at full galop. In their vanguard, a knight wearing the three lions of Richard
P antagenet rode beside his banner.

"He must have completely lost hismind,” said Bobby. He removed one of hiswarhead arrows from
his quiver and fitted it to the bow. "Thisis going to be like shooting fish in abarrel. The moment he getsin
range, I'm going to let him haveit.”

"l don't know if that'swise," said Lucas. "Maybe we should wait until he getsinto the thick of it. If he
fdlsinthe middle of the battle, it might not be as noticesble.”

"| redly don't giveadamn,” said Bobby.

"Don't be hasty,” Lucas said. "There are outlaws al around us who are very pleased to see this man.
Remember, he just pardoned dl of them. They're not going to take it too kindly if they see you drawing a
bead on him. Theideais for usto get the job done and get back alive.”

"Maybe. But it might be best just to take our chances. Finn'sright. Our job isto take him out and
then let the refsworry about fixing things up.”

"All right. Sowell take him out. But let's not rush it and blow the deal. Has it occurred to you that he
knowswe're here? Do you think held be so stupid as to make such an obvioustarget of himself?"

"What are you getting a?"

"What I'm getting at isthat there's no guarantee that the guy wearing Richard'sarmor isredly Irving.
He might be one of the others and the man in Richard's armor just adecoy to enable him to get past us."

"Theman'sgot apoint,” said Hunter. He had come up right behind them and now he beckoned them
back under the cover of the trees. They went ashort distance away from the drawn lines of the outlaws
and found that Hunter had brought his chronoplate with him, along with some other equipment. "Okay,
I'm going to makeit fast, so listen up. | just hopeto hell you guys have been cleared on these wegpons at
sometime, because | haven't got the time or the inclination to start giving lessons right now. | brought
back a couple of Swedish "K" grease guns. Lucas, you hang on to my Colt, I've brought back another.
Bobby, heresa .45 for you, too. If things get redlly hairy, | brought back afew pyroge grenades, Mark
Fours. Heré's abunch of magazines—"

"Areyou kidding?' Bobby said. "This suff's prehistoric!”

"Not in the 12th century it ain't, pilgrim. Listen, | had ahell of atimejust getting those grenades.
What do you want, a GE/Krupp four-barrel pulser?| aimost got mysdlf fried getting my hands on these.
TC ordnanceisn't exactly just lying around for the taking, you know. I'm not putting my asson theline for
anybody. If you can't do the job with this stuff, you just can't do thejob, so hang it up.”

"Okay, okay," said Bobby. "So what's the plan?”’

"The planisto movefast ashell,” sad Hunter. "Lucasisright. Y ou don't know which of those jokers
islrving, so Bobby, old friend, you just take one of these pretty little Swedes and you open up on all of

"If Irving'swearing nysted, asubmachine gun isn't going to do the trick. It might beet hisarmor dl to
hell, but it's going to be pretty iffy."

"Right. But you can bet your assit's going to knock him down,” said Hunter. "1t'll kill anybody who
isn't wearing nysted. The guy who gets back up isyour man. Then you can use one of your fancy arrows
onhim. Right?'

"Greet," said Bobby. "Give methat thing." He took the grease gun and quickly checked it.

"Youdl dill got the PRU's| gaveyou?' Hunter said. "Where's Delaney?'

"He's up with the assaullt force,” Lucassaid. "Y eah, weve dl got'em.”

"Good. They'red| daved to thisunit." Heindicated the chronoplate. "I'll stay back here and try to
keep my eyeonyou. Likel said, I'm not going to lay my assonthelineif | can helpit. If | seeyou'rein
trouble, I'll yank you right back here. Likewise, if you'rein ajam, the PRU will bring you right back to
this spot, so weve got a double safety, your control and mine. Any questions?”

"No," said Bobby. "Let'sdoit."

"Get amove on. Those knights are coming on fast.”

They moved back forward, Bobby using his body to shield the"K." Asthe knights rode up to the
scene of battle, the barbican fell to the outlaws and the Norman men at arms began to sally forth from the



castle to defend the postern. Hunter bent over his chronoplate and, seconds later, Finn Delaney stood in
front of him.

"What thehel?' Finn said.

"l used the PRU to snatch you back here," Hunter said. He tossed Finn the other grease gun, then
handed him a Browning nine-millimeter and a satchel of grenades. "Now listen up. We could bein deep
shit unlesswe find Irving's chronoplate. Y ou can bet your ass he hasn't got it with him.”

"How the hell are we going to do that?' said Finn. "We haven't got enough manpower to indtitute a
radius search—"

"We don't haveto. It'sagamble, but | think his plateisin Nottingham Castle. | scanned Hooker
over therejust before hedied. | could still be wrong, but it's the best guess | can make right now. I'm
going to clock you over there. Now there will be peoplein your way, but you've got them at a
disadvantage now. Y ou go through that castle and you find that damn plate. There's some plastiquein
that satchel. You find it and you blow it, got it? And then our friend won't be able to getaway.”

"That's assuming that you're right and the plateisthere,” said Finn.

Hunter shrugged. "Y ou got a better idea?'

"No. Okay. Clock me out.”

"Good luck."

Finn disappeared.

Irving rode at the rear of the formation, his nystedl armor relacquered from itsorigina black shadeto
one of green. Up ahead of him, the sheriff rode at the front of the formation, wearing the three lions of
Richard Plantagenet. Some of the other knights had unlacquered armor, others, who held lands, wore the
colorsthey were known by. Irving had no doubt that if the tempora agents were to strike, they would
movefirst against Sir Guy. He would have to remain on his guard, watching out for them. Once he had
them spotted, he could move to neutralize them. He kept his hand on his PRU. Asthey approached the
battle, suddenly there erupted from the outlaw ranks a staccato clattering and Sir Guy and the two
knightsimmediately to either side went down. Irving looked wildly about the scene. The formation was
broken up when thefirgt three knights were hit. Three more died before Irving had the man spotted.

It wasn't hard to spot him. He stood all done, firing a submachine gun. A submachine gun!
Incredible! They must have reached total desperation. All around the man, the outlaws were drawing
back in panic, fleeing from the noise and the destruction that they could never understand. Even ashe
watched, more men went down in front of him as the man kept firing in short, steady bursts, and then
bullets wereripping into him. 1t had al happened so fast, he bardly had timeto think. He hit the ground
hard, caught his breath and struggled to hisfeet, thankful that he had kept his grip on the PRU.

"Bingo!" said Bobby, tossing the grease gun to L ucas, who came running up beside him. "The green
knight! Cover me!" He nocked hiswarhead arrow and drew back his bow. "Game's over!" Bobby said.

Aslrving got up, he hit the PRU and clocked himsdlf back to Nottingham. He reappeared inside his
chambersin the castle. The tempora agents were desperate men and they had resorted to desperate
tactics. Well, the game wasn't over yet. He still had his chronoplate and that was where he had them,
superior firgpower notwithstanding. He could till outflank them. He quickly made the necessary
adjustments on the plate, then clocked himself back onto the scene of the battle, in adifferent location,
seconds before he had clocked back to Nottingham.

Bobby had drawn his bow and was aiming at the green knight, but even as he let the arrow fly, Irving
disappeared. At that same ingtant, Irving appeared behind him. Even asthe Irving Bobby was shooting at
was clocking out, the Irving who had clocked in behind him plunged adagger into him.

"Bobby!" Lucas shouted. He sivung the grease gun around and fired, but Irving was no longer there.
Ingtantly redizing hiserror, Lucas spun around and only had enough time to hurl himself sidewaysas
Irving brought his sword down in avicious arc. The sword missed him, but just bardly.



Suddenly, Lucas was on the ground at Hunter's feet. Hunter had used the PRU to yank him away.

"Son of abitch is playing fugue games" Hunter said.

"I've dill got the gun, give me some grenades;” said Lucas.

"Forget it, man. Y ou don't want to go filling the air with dugs when you might be clocking right into
‘em. We're just going to haveto play that game ourselves. No other way."

"I've got no armor!" Lucas said.

"I've got some mail and half-plate. It ain't nystedl, but it'sthe best | can do. Throw it on and get back
out there"

"Thisiscrazy!"

"Tell me about it. Only two waysit can end like this. One of you dies or Finn findsthat plate. Better
crossyour fingers, pilgrim.”

He clocked Lucas back into the action, at a point just before he | eft.

Even as|rving was bringing his sword down on Lucas, Lucas appeared behind him. Before Lucas
could strike Irving, another Irving appeared behind him and Lucas felt amomentary shock asIrving's
sword glanced off him even as he was clocking once again. Irving had the advantage in that hisarmor
was effectively impregnable. Lucas made up for his disadvantage in that he did not have to worry about
clocking himsdlf out or in. Hunter was at the controls. The only thing he had to worry about was that
Hunter would stay on the ball. The action began to accel erate with amazing speed. There was no chance
to use the weapons Hunter had brought back. He was right. In afugue situation, the last thing you wanted
to do wastofill theair with bullets, cutting through space into which you might be clocking. Given the
speed with which the combat took place, it was only possible to fight with the wegpons at hand.

To the outlaws and men at arms observing the action, the world seemed to have gone mad. One
moment, there was one knight fighting another. The next, two knightsfighting two. Three knightsfighting
three. Four knightsfighting four.

Each of the antagonists used their PRU unitsto return to their respective chronoplates again and
again, where quick calculations and recdibrations would be made as they fought to catch their breath.
Then they would clock back into the battle, materializing on the scenein their own immediate past,
seconds or minutes before they had departed. The pressures of the tempora fugue were immense. One
error in calculation, one dip in concentration and it would al be over. Asthe cycle progressed, those not
involved in the fugue were confronted with adizzying redlity. Events happened at amuch faster pacefor
them than for the combatants. In an ingtant, there were suddenly dozens of green knights and dozens of
Ivanhoes hacking away at each other, more appearing as others winked out as though they had never
been there to begin with.

Many of those who observed the phenomenon came to agaping halt, mesmerized by the
impossibility of what they were confronting. Not afew were killed as they stood staring in shock. It was
an eerie scene: the fugue combatants going at each other for dl they were worth, those around them
ether fighting, obliviousto what was happening around them, or smply standing with their wegponsin
their hands, staring uncomprehendingly. Many smply dropped their asams and ran.

Finn materidized in the courtyard of Nottingham Castle. It took perhaps amoment before anybody
noticed him. By thetime they did, he had quickly taken stock of his surroundings and was dready on the
move, firing as he ran. He wasn't taking any chances. Hiswegpons gave him a devastating superiority,
but al it took was one archer who would not panic and he would become just another Stetistic.
Fortunately, most of them did panic. They had no reference for gunpower or lead projectiles fired too
fast to be seen. Some of the guards stood frozen on the battlements, watching in disbelief asthe bodies of
their comradesliterally came apart before their eyes. Those who survived theinitia burst of firing fled,
screaming with terror. By that time, Finn had aready aimed and thrown one of the pyrogel grenades. The
courtyard became a place of havoc, filled with the sounds of submachine gun fire and men screaming in
agony asthey fled from ahorror they did not understand. Those who had survived the blast of the
pyrogd grenade, but were sill near enough to catch the fury of the explosion, became wreathed in flame
and were consumed in seconds. Walking corpsesin ahao of fire, charred crisp asacinder, vocal chords



seared away 0 that screaming was no longer possible, they made severd hdting stepsand fell into apile
of ashes on the ground.

Finn didn't waste time with the door. He hurled a grenade and dived through, rolling and firing ashe
came up. Those who died didn't even have enough time to draw their swords. Therewas a brutal
amplicity to Finn'stactics. He smply had to daughter everyone in sight before he could take timeto
search for the plate. He only hoped that Hunter had guessed right and that it was here. As he ran down
the corridor, dipping in afresh magazine, agroup of men came running to meet him, responding to the
alarm. He cut them down to the last man, then reached for another clip. He jerked as a crossbow balt hit
him from behind, entering his shoulder from the back and coming dmaost completdly through the other
sde. He dropped his grease gun. Throwing himsdf to the side, he came up with the 9mm Browning.
Three quick shots dropped the archer even as he was drawing back his crossbow to fire a second
quarrdl.

For amoment, al was slent, save for the sounds of running footsteps somewhere close by, echoing
al around him. Finn glanced quickly at hiswound. He left the quarrd where it was. Removing it meant
risking aflow of blood, since it could be the only thing holding a blood vessd together. The wound didn't
look fatal unless, possibly, it became infected. There was no point to worrying about that now. He didn't
even fed any pain. Heretrieved his SMG and loaded another clip, then took off at arun down the
corridor, staying close to the wall and keeping an eye on what was behind him. He couldn't risk being
surprised again. He had to clean the castle out and find the chronoplate.

It could be anywhere. He had to search the entire castle for something the size of a briefcase.

Andreran directly to her quarters, oblivious of al the commotion around her. The castle was under
attack and its commander lay dead or dying beneath her in the dungeons. She had only three things on
her mind. She had to get her armor, she had to take steps to protect Marcel, and she had to find away
to dispose of Bois-Guilbert. She was what the black knight had called his"insde man,”" and her duty was
to defeet the defenders of the castle from within by depriving them of their leaders.

She had resented hisremark at the time he made it and she had said so, protesting that she was not
at dl aman on theinsde and that she had no desire to be aman; then he had told her that the term was
used to describe someone who attacked a force from within their own ranks, aspy, one who pretended
loydty until thetimeto act wasripe.

"Y ou mean atraitor,” she had said.

"Treason is defined purely subjectively," he had told her. "I could have caled you an 'insde woman,’
but seeing as how you are aman on the outside, within the walls of Torquilstone you will... oh, never
mind. Y ou can't seethe humor init, can you?'

"l see no humor in being asked to play the part of atraitor,” she replied.

"Y ou will be treasonousto John if you do as| command. If you do not, then you will be treasonous
to me. | ask you to consder which of the two you would prefer. It seems contrary to your profession to
gpesk of treason. Y ou are amass of ambiguities, delaCroix."

"Of what?'

"Never mind. I'll make the matter of your honor smplefor you. Asamercenary, your loyaty rests
with your paymaster. Since | have outbid the competition, your course would seem to be quite clear.
Doestha satisfy you?'

"l supposethat it will haveto.”

"Good, I'm so glad. Takethis." He handed her a PRU.

"Whdt isit?"

"Where you will be going, you will encounter danger. Thisisacharm of sorts. Keep it with you at dl
times. It will protect you."

She dtarted to examineiit.

"Do not play withit," he said, sternly. "It has powers you would not understand. Merdly keep it on
your person. Take it asatoken of my concern for you."

She gtared at him steadily. "Who are you?'



Heraised hiseyebrows. "1 am your king."

"Or the devil," shesaid.

"If youlike"

As shereached her quarters, shetook out the charm that he had given her and, for amoment, she
congdered throwing it away. She wanted nothing to do with black arts, but it wastoo late for that. She
had alied hersdf with a sorcerer and, king or not, he was her master. She hated him. Shewould kill him
if she could, but could the sorcerer be killed? She had tried before and failed. Perhaps he had such a
charm himsdlf. She stared at it. If it could give her some measure of protection, she would do well to
keep it. She knew that she would need al the protection she could get before the day was out.

Marce assisted her in arming for battle.

"1 will gowith you, Andre. Y ou'll need my help.”

"No, little brother. Y ou remain here, where it will be safe until 1 comefor you. | would not want to
lose you now."

"Nor | you," Marcel said. "Sir Brian isastrong knight. He will make a dangerous opponent.”

"And | will fight better knowing you are safe," said Andre, "than | would if you were by my sdeand |
had to congtantly watch out for you."

Marcel drew back indignantly. "I can take care of mysdlf,” he said in awounded tone.

She pulled him to her. "Of course you can. But | would worry anyway. Indulge me and set my mind
at rest. There will be other battlesfor you when you're older. Now | must go. Remember, stay here and
do not be tempted to look outside upon the battle. The Saxon archers shoot straight and true.”

With sword and shield in hand, sheleft him and waked quickly down the corridor. Her heart was
racing, asit dwaysdid in the excitement of a battle. She would haveto find away to kill Bois-Guilbertin
such amanner asto not leave hersalf vulnerable to the men whom he commanded in defense of the
castle. She stopped by an aperture and, holding her shield ready to protect her face, risked a quick
glance outside. The barbican had falen. Any moment now, they would begin to attack the outer walls
with scading ladders and they would start ramming at the gates. Given their number, it wasinevitable that
they would soon gain entry to the castle. Given afirm hand and strong leadership, the defenders of
Torquilstone might il repulse them, but not if they were deprived of their commanders. De Bracy was
aready accounted for. Only one remained.

She stopped aman at arms who went rushing by her in the corridor. He looked terrified.

"You!" She approached him. "Where are you going?"

"l...Iwas..."

He was running away to find aplaceto hide, no doubt. "Whereis Srr Brian?'

The man was near hysteria. "Y ou ask for Sir Brian," he said. "'Sir Brian bellowsfor Sr Maurice! The
Saxons bellow for our blood! They are on uslike flies upon a carcass and whereis De Bracy?'

"DeBracy'sdead!"

They both turned toward the sound of the voice and saw De Bracy's torturer. Andre cursed her luck.
She had bolted the door to the dungeons, but the man must have broken through. He held amacein his
hand. The beefy torturer had murder in his eyes as he pointed at her with his mace.

"There stands the culprit! Sir Maurice bresthed his name before he died!”

Andre ran the man a arms beside her through with her sword and pushed his body aside. Holding
the mace with both hands, the torturer advanced upon her. Suddenly, he stiffened and dropped his mace,
alook of surprise upon hisface. He pitched forward. Ashefell, Marcel stood reveded, abloody dagger
in hishand.

"Marcd! | told you to remain behind! | could have dedlt with—"

Marce's eyeswidened. "Andre! Beware, behind you!"

Ingtinctively, shethrew hersdf to one Side, thereby avoiding the killing stroke. The nysted armor
might have saved her, but her reflexes were too quick for her to think of that. Asit was, she caught a
glancing blow on her brassard and, stunned, she dropped her shield and staggered. Marce leapt forward
with hisdagger.

Andre heard him cry out and raised her head in time to see Bois-Guilbert withdrawing his sword



from her little brother's ssomach.

"God! Marcd!"

"S0," sad Bois-Guilbert, "De Bracy's dead and we have atraitor in our midst. AsGod ismy judge, |
will show you the price of treason, delaCroix!"

"l have dready paid that price," said Andre, glancing a Marcdl. "And in amoment, God will be

judging you”

What opposition there was was either dead, in flight, or hiding. Finn had to find the chronoplate. It
would not be where anyone could readily seeit. If Irving had been using Nottingham Castle as his base
of operations, then it stood to reason that he'd keep the chronoplate secure within his chambers. But
which of theroomswere his?

Finn ransacked them dl systematically, tearing everything apart to find the object of hissearch. In
severd of the rooms, he found men and women cowering in fright. There was a chance that they would
not have attempted to interfere with him, but he could not afford to takeit. He shot them all. If they
succeeded in their mission, the refswould have alot of cleaning up to do. If not, the point was moot.
Therewerealot of livesat stake. Somehow, that thought did very little to comfort him.

The crossbow bolt in his shoulder was beginning to cause him agreat ded of pain now. He could not
afford to dwdl onit. Hunter had to be right, he had to be. The thought of so much killing to no purpose

Wherewas it?

There remained two more places where he had not searched. Please, God, Finn thought, let it bein
one of them, please. He tried the door. It was bolted from within, like severa of the others had been,
where people had attempted to hide from him. He took asmall amount of the plastique and blew it open.
A man rushed at him with asword. Finn shot him. There was no one eseinside. Helooked down at his
attacker.

Hewasn't even old enough to shave.

Irving clocked back into his chambers. Safe, for the moment, behind a bolted door. He was
breathing hard. He was amost completely spent. Each time, hetried to rest alittle, to catch his breath,
but the strain of the tempora fugue was beginning to wear him out.

He had dmost bought it when the fugue began. They were using a chronoplate aswell! He had been
certain that the other referee would not have risked it, would not have had a plate issued to histeam. This
changed everything. Obvioudly, there was no chance of tracing the plate. He hadn't been aware of it
before and that meant that the tracer function had been bypassed, just as he had done on his unit. Those
foold! Didn't they redlize what they were forcing him to do? He had gone to agreat ded of troubleto
become Richard and he hated to abandon hisrole, but he had to recognize the possibility that he would
have to clock out to another period, start anew scenario. They might never find him then. They had
forced his hand. He hated to leave now when he had come so close, but it appeared that he would have
little choice.

But before he did anything e se, he had to bring the fugue to a conclusion. He could not risk being
outmaneuvered. He had to stop that man; he was the only oneleft. . . . And perhaps that would even end
it. He had killed the other agent. Perhaps when he killed this one the scenario would take aturnin his
favor. Maybe this time the other ref would be too late. He still had ahole card.

AndredelaCroix.

She was carrying a PRU daved to his chronoplate. He could clock her back into his chambers and
bring her back into the fugue with him. He could not hope to explain the mechanics of atempora fugueto
her, but she aready believed him to be awizard, he could passit al off as sorcery and tell her that the
only thing she needed to concern hersaf with was the death of his opponent. Together, they would
outnumber him and he would stand no chance. He had given her the unit in expectation of trouble, but he
had not suspected just how badly he would need her. He would end it now.

Reaching for the control console of the chronoplate, he punched out the sequence that would clock



her back to Nottingham. Then, when her usefulness was ended, he could kill her a hisleisure.

Bois-Guilbert was putting up avaiant struggle, but he was being hammered into the ground. He
couldn't understand how de la Croix's armor was standing up so well under his repeated assaults. Both
knights were exhausted, but where Bois-Guilbert's armor bore the marks of Andre's assaulits, dela
Croix's armor was undamaged. She had aready drawn blood.

Andre wasfighting with afury unlike anything that she had known before. For thefirgt time, shefdlt
the fire of blood lust coursing through her. She wastired and Bois-Guilbert was strong, but her
ensorcelled armor and her charm gave her protection he did not enjoy. He had killed Marcel and he
would pay.

With a savage stroke, she smashed a him. He caught the blow on his shield, which was badly
battered, and the force of it was too great for him to hold on. She struck again and helost his shield.
Holding his sword with both hands, he attempted to strike back, but dela Croix was on him with a
vengeance, pounding away at him, breaking through hisarmor, getting past his defenses....

He was growing weak from loss of blood. He could not accept that he was losing. It could not be
happening, it wasimpossible. Her sword came down in avicious chopping stroke and he felt it bite into
hisarmor, penetrate through into hisarm. He cried out and felt his sword dip from his hand, felt the floor
comeup beneathhim ...

For amoment, there was an incandescent respite. He looked up and saw dela Croix poised with
sword held overhead.

"Damn," he whispered softly.

The sword—

—came down.

Irving never knew what killed him.

Andrefroze. She did not know what had happened. One moment, Bois-Guilbert was at her mercy,
prepared to meet his maker. The next, shewas. . . esawhere. And her sword had split the sorcerer's
head right down the middle. He was a her feet, knedling before some strange and mystifying apparatus.
His helmet was on the floor, inches away, as though he had only just removed it. Dazed, she backed
away and watched the corpse topple.

The door exploded inward and Finn Delaney barged into the room. Hefired aquick burst into her
chest, knocking her off her feet, and then he saw the chronoplate and Irving's corpse. Andre lay on her
back, not moving. Shewasin shock. Not giving her a second glance, Finn set the charge on the
chronoplate and hit his PRU. When Andre looked up, he was gone.

13

It was over before Lucas redlized that it had ended. The fugue had run its course and, astime caught
up to them, dl the Irvingsand al his other selves began to disappear until only he was left, sanding all
aone and spinning madly, swinging hissword in dl directions. Asthe battle raged around him, he stood
alonein acleared space as some of the outlaws looked on, jaws hanging agape, the attack on
Torquilstone forgotten.

Inthefury of the battle, only afew of those involved were aware of the strange scene being played
out in their midst. The Saxons had broken through and were even at that moment pouring into the castle
and daughtering the Normans. Cedric and hisfamily were being released, dong with a sorrowful 1saac of
York. As Lucas stopped hacking at the air and stood alone, those who had been watching began to
back away, questioning their own sanity. No one approached him. No one attempted to speak to him.

Wheat they had seen—or had thought that they had seen— had taken place in what was little more
than an ingtant, afew moments, a brief span of unredity. Two knights had come together in deadly battle
and suddenly, they seemed to have multiplied. Two became two armies and, just as suddenly, only one



remained. It couldn't have been redl, could it? One knight stood alone. In abrief span, surely too brief,
hisarmor had been battered and dented, he was bloodied, he was exhausted, he was chopping at the air.
They wandered away in adaze. More sophisticated men might have believed that they had succumbed to
some sort of mass psychos's, but these men did not know the meaning of the word. The word would not
exig in the vocabulary of men for many, many yearsto come. It was sorcery. They knew of only one
sorcerer. They knew better than to speak of him.

Lucas et his sword drop to the ground.

"My God," hesaid. "I think I've won. What happened?’

Finn Delaney waked up beside him.

"It'sover," hesaid, putting hisarm around Lucas. "Irving's dead. His chronoplate's destroyed.”

Lucas stared a him, hiseyes dightly unfocused.

"Did | kill him?*

"No, but it doesn't matter. He's dead just the same.”

Lucas looked back at Torquilstone. The sounds of battle were still coming from withinitswalls. The
Saxonswere gill invading the castle.

"Forget it," Finn said. "That doesn't concern us anymore. We've done our job, Lucas. Let'sgo
home."

"Hunter?'

Finn smiled. "He's gone. Like the man said, he's not putting his ass on the line for anybody. He
popped in out of nowhere, saved our bacon, and now he's disappeared again and taken histoyswith
him. Back into retirement.”

"Isthere any way that we can keep him out of it?' said Lucas.

Finn shrugged. "What difference doesit make? Well be debriefed. We can tell them everything we
know. Hunter's smart. He won't stay around here. Helll pick himself another time, another place. . .
they'll never find him." Hetook Lucas PRU. "I gave mine back to him. I've dtill got some explosive left.
He can probably change the code, but what do you say we blow these anyway?"

"Thes=?'

Finn sighed. ™Y eah. Bobby'stoo. Hunter wasn't fast enough to save him. For what it's worth, he said
he was sorry."

They stood over Bobby's body.

"It'sworth something,” Lucas said.

For amoment, there was an incandescent respite. He looked up and saw dela Croix poised with
sword held overhead.

"Damn," he whispered softly.

The sword—

—never came down. At the last moment, he had shut his eyes, resgned to hisfate. He waited for the
blow that never came. Hewaited . . . and he waited, then it occurred to him that de la Croix was waiting
for him to open his eyes, waiting before giving him the coup de grace so that he would open his eyes, so
that the last thing he would ever see was—

Hesghed. Very well, then. Let it be. He would die looking his executioner in the eye. After dl, it was
only fitting. He opened hiseyes.

And delaCroix was gone.

He blinked. He turned around. He remained on the floor, puzzled. Why? It made no sense. How ...
where...

Hiswounds were hurting him. The most seriouswasthe onein hisarm. Y et it was not afata wound.
Hewould live.

Hewould livel

He got to hisfeet and retrieved his sword. He looked outside. The Saxons were swarming over the
wadls. Hismen—De Bracy's men—were being defeated. Perhaps dela Croix was saving him for amore
ignoblefate, leaving him to the devices of the Saxon outlaws. Well, it would not be. He would escape.



Helooked down at his shield, which had been hammered into uselessness. No matter. He could quickly
get another. And he had yet another shield in mind. Not even Saxon outlaws would draw abow back on
awoman.

Heran quickly to hischambers.

Rebecca, bruised and disheveled, lay on the bed. She stared up at the celling. Her eyes were vacant
and unfocused and tears did down her cheeks. She was utterly silent.

"Rebecca, come quickly!" said Bois-Guilbert. "The outlaws are sorming the castle. All islogt.”

Shedid not respond.

"Damnyou," swore Sir Brian. "Y ou're far more trouble than you're worth." He picked her up and ran
for the sables.

He wasright. The Saxon outlaws would not shoot at awoman. They were dready swarming into the
courtyard by the time he mounted. With Rebeccaheld in front of him, he spurred hard and rode through
the press, scattering those who tried to stop him. With De Bracy dead and Richard back in England,
things suddenly looked grim. It would be abad time for him to be done. With one arm clutching
Rebecca, he turned his horse toward the Preceptory of Templestowe.

Andre blinked hard.

One moment, Bois-Guilbert was at her feet, awaiting her killing Stroke, the next, shewasin the
wizard's chambers and her sword was embedded in his skull. No sooner had the redlization sunk in than
another sorcerer—for what € se could he have been?—burst into the room, throwing lightning at her and
striking her down. Y et, he had not killed her. For amoment, she had not been certain, but now she knew
shewas dive. Perhaps the man was merely an apprentice and his power not yet strong enough to day
her. When she raised her head, he was gone, but now, scant seconds later, another stood in his place,
appearing out of nowhere.

This one was dressed in a satanic robe, with dragons on both sides. His long brown hair was
streaked with gray, aswas his beard, and he looked at her only briefly before bending down over the
black knight's evil apparatus.

"This placeis going to be the scene of asmal cataclysm inamoment,” Hunter said, removing the
explosive from the chronoplate and tossing it beneath the bed. "It would be wise if we vacated the
premises and quickly. Comewith me.”

He held out ahand and helped her up, then picked up the chronoplate. "These things are a bit difficult
to get ahold of," hesaid. "And | could use aspare. Don't be frightened. We're going to take alittletrip,
youandl."

"Am| to bekilled?' sad Andre.

"l don't think you have to worry about that," said Hunter. "Y ou might get alittle sick, but it won't be
serious. Come on now, that thing's going to blow."

"Blow?'

"I'll explain later,” Hunter said. "We need an explosion in thisroom to keep thingsin order. Now, just
stand over here. If you like, you can close your eyes. It will only take amoment.”

Resigning hersdf to whatever fate awaited her, Andre closed her eyes. When she opened them again,
shewas no longer in Nottingham Castle.

She becameviolently ill.

Albert Beaumanoir, Grand Magter of the Order of the Knights Templars, was considerably lessthan
happy with his charges. Recently returned from a conference with Philip of France, the Grand Master
had come to England and had established himself in residency at the Preceptory of Templestowe. He
was an old man with gray hair, along gray beard and deep-sunken eyesin which glittered the light of
fanaticism. Conrad Mont-Fitchet, the preceptor who attended him, walked dightly behind himin the
garden of Templestowe, listening to his superior and nodding at hiswords.

Beaumanoir was extremely displeased a what he percelved as being afdl from grace among many
of the Templars. He took his office and his vows serioudy, with azedlot's pride. To Beaumanoair, the



white burrel mantle of a Knight Templar, with the red octagond cross on the left shoulder, wasasmple
statement that identified itswearer asawarrior of God. Y et he had come to England to find that the
Templarsthere had abandoned the severity of their vows, granting themsalves many dispensations.

"Since | have cometo England,” said the Grand Magter, "1 have seen little of the practices of our
brethren here upon which | can look with favor. It distressesme."

"It'strue,” said Conrad. "Theirregularities of our knightsin England are even more gross than of
thosein France."

"It is because they are more wedlthy," said Beaumanoir. "Wealth can be thelifeblood of the Church,
but wealth can aso corrupt. See how it has affected those here. Our vows proclaim that we should wear
no vain or worldly ornaments, no crests upon our helmets, no gold upon our bridle or our stirrups, yet
look how our brothers of the sword array themselvesin England! They have embraced dl crass materia
pursuits, from falconry to debauchery. They are forbidden to read save what their Superior permits, yet
they are engrossed in the study of the cabaistical secrets of the Jews and the magic of the Saracens.
Simplicity of diet was prescribed to them and look how their tables groan under the weight of princely
fare! Ther drink wasto be water, but now to drink like a Templar isthe boast of each jolly boon
companion! The souls of our pure founders, the spirits of Hugh de Payen and Godfrey de Saint Omer,
and of the blessed Seven who firgt joined in dedicating their livesto the service of the Temple, are
disturbed even in paradiseitsdf! | have seen them in the visons of the night. They say to me,
Beaumanoir, awake! Thereisastainin thefabric of the Temple, as degp and foul asthat left by the
streaks of leprosy on the walls of the Infected houses of old! The soldiers of the Cross, who should shun
the glance of awoman asthe eye of abasilisk, livein open gn, not only with femaes of their own race,
but with the daughters of the accursed heathen and the more accursed Jew. | will purify the fabric of the
Temple, Conrad, and the unclean stonesin which the plagueis, | will remove and cast out of the
building!"

At that moment, a squire approached them.

"Grand Magter," he said, "a Jew stands without the gate, begging admission to spesk with our
brother, Brian de Bois-Guilbert."

"Y ou wereright to give me knowledge of this," said Beaumanoair. "It imports us especialy to know of
thisBois-Guilbert's proceedings.”

"Report spesks him brave and vdiant,” Conrad said.

"And truly heis so spoken of," said the Grand Master. "But brother Brian came into our Order a
moody and a disappointed man, stirred, perhaps, to take our vows and to renounce the world not in the
sincerity of the soul, but as one whom some light touch of discontent has driven into penitence. Since
then, he has become an earnest agitator, aleader among those who impugn our authority. | am curiousto
know what this Jew would want with him. Bring him into our presence, Damian.”

Theterrified Isaac of Y ork was brought into the hal to meet with the Grand Master. He approached,
but when he was three paces distant, Beaumanoir motioned him to halt and | saac dropped to hiskneesin
supplication.

"Speak, Jew, and be brief," said the Grand Magter. "What is the purpose of your dealings with
Bois-Guilbert? And beware, Jew, should you speak falsdly. If your tongue deceives me, I'll seethat it's
tornout.”

"l am the bearer of aletter," |saac sammered. "A letter to Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert, from Prior
Aymer of the Abbey of Jorvaulx."

"Did | not say that these were evil times, Conrad?’ said Beaumanoir. "A Cigtercian prior sendsa
letter to asoldier of the Temple and can find no morefitting messenger than an unbelieving Jew. Give me
the letter.”

| saac stretched forth the letter, but Beaumanoir recoiled from him, waiting until Conrad took it and
broke the sedl.

"Read it," said Beaumanoir. Conrad read the |l etter.

Aymer, by divine grace, Prior of the Cistercian house of Saint Mary's of Jorvaulx, to Sir Brian de



Bois-Guilbert, aknight of the Holy Order of the Temple, wishing hedth, with the bounties of King
Bacchus and my Lady Venus. Touching our present condition, dear Brother, we are acaptive in the
hands of certain lawless and godless men, who have not feared to detain our person and put it to ransom;
whereby we have aso learned of De Bracy's misfortune and of your escape with that fair Jewish
sorceress whose black eyes have bewitched you. Wergoicein your safety. Nevertheless, we pray you
to be on your guard against this second Witch of Endor. Y our Grand Master, who cares not a bean for
black eyes and cherry cheeks, is said to be en route from Normandy to diminish your mirth and amend
your misdoings. Wherefore we pray you heartily to beware, and to be found watching. The wedthy Jew,
Isaac of Y ork, has pleaded with meto give him lettersin hisbehaf. The woman is his daughter. | entreat
you to hold the damsdl to ransom. Hewill pay you as much as may find fifty damsas upon safer terms,
whereof | trust to have my part when we make merry together, astrue brothers. Until that merry meeting,
we wish you farewell. Given from this den of thieves, about the hour of matins,

Aymer, Pr. SM. Jorvolcienss

"What say you to this, Conrad?' said Beaumanoir. "Small wonder the hand of God is upon us, when
we have such churchmen asthis Aymer. A den of thievesisafit resdencefor thelikesof him! Y et, what
does he mean by this second Witch of Endor?”

"I think 1 know, but | will endeavor to find out for certain,” Conrad said. " Jew, isyour daughter a
prisoner of Bois-Guilbert?!

"Rebeccawas taken from me, reverend sir, by that same knight,” said Isaac, taking great painsto
maintain asubservient tone. "Whatsoever ransom a poor man may pay for her deliverance—"

"Y our daughter, Rebecca, practiced the art of healing, did shenot?' said Conrad.

"Indeed, gracious Sir, my daughter isthe very soul of goodness. Many aknight and yeoman, squire
and vassa, may bless the gift which Heaven has assgned to her. She has helped many when every other
human aid had failed. The blessing of the God of Jacob is upon her.”

"Behold the deceptions of the devouring Enemy," said Conrad Mont-Fitchet. "1 doubt not your
words, Jew. Y our daughter cures by words and sigils and other cabdistical mysteries not known to good
Chrigian souls.”

"No, no, reverend knight," said Isaac. " She curesin chief measure by basams of marvelous virtue,
not by any mydtica art!”

"Where had she that secret?' said the Grand Magter.

"It was ddlivered to her by Miriam, a sage matron of our tribe," said I saec, reluctantly.

"And was this not the same witch, Miriam of Endor, the abomination of whose enchantments caused
her to be burnt at the stake, her ashes scattered to the four winds?' said Mont-Fitchet. Turning to
Beaumanoir, he said, "The matter seems quite clear now, reverend father. This Rebeccaof York wasa
pupil of thisWitch of Endor and she has enchanted Bois-Guilbert so that he has forsaken his sacred
vows."

"No! My daughter isno witch, | swear by—"

"False Jew!" said Beaumanoir. "1 will teach thiswitch daughter of yoursto throw spellsand
incantations over the soldiers of the blessed Temple! Damian, spurn this Jew from the gate and shoot him
dead if he oppose or turn again! We will ded with his daughter asthe Christian law and our own high
officewarrant!"

Bois-Guilbert stood before Rebecca. She sat silently by asmall window, looking out acrossthe
surrounding countryside. She did not turn when he entered.

"Rebecca,” he said. "Rebecca, please ook a me.”

She turned an empty gaze upon him.

"Rebecca, | have brought you more grief than | had intended. | would it had been otherwise.”

"Y ou should have thought of that before you took me againgt my will," she said softly.

"A passonate man takeswhat he wants," Sir Brian said, "and | wanted you from thefirst day | set
eyeson you a Ashby. Had we more time, you would have grown to love me, Rebecca.”



"Y ou flatter yoursdf, Sir Brian. | did not think that it was my love you wanted.”

"What'sdoneisdone," hesad. "Still, | would that it were otherwise. | could have given you alife
such as you had never known. What future isthere for adaughter of alowly Jewish merchant? Y ou
could be the woman of aKnight Templar, alady to be treated with respect.”

"Theway you treated me?"

"You are bitter."

"l am dishonored.”

"Yet you are dill alive. When | brought you here to Templestowe, it was not my intention to place
your lifein danger, yet that iswhat | have done. Albert Beaumanoir has returned to Templestowe. | have
just come from him. The Grand Master isnot aman of vison. He clings stubbornly to the old ways. In
time, hisinfluence would become inconsequentia, but asyet, heis till Grand Master of our Order. | had
sought to keep your presence here a secret from him, but he has found out.”

"Thenhewill set mefree?'

"He meansto set your spirit free,” Sir Brian said. "Thereisto beatrial and you are the accused.”

She looked up at him, sartled. "Accused of what? | have done nothing.”

"The chargeis sorcery,” said Bois-Guilbert.

"Then | will trust to God to see me ddlivered,” said Rebecca, "for | am innocent.”

"Y ou are innocent, indeed,” said Bois-Guilbert. "Innocent of the ways of theworld. Y ou are closer to
your God than you know. Thetria has not been held yet, but rest assured that the outcome has aready
been decided. Y ou have but one chance to avoid the stake. Demand a champion.”

"l do not understand.”

"If you demand a champion, then according to our ways, and the ways of chivary, your fate will be
decided in atria by combat. Choose me asyour champion and | will fight for you with my last breath.”

"Andif you lose?'

"Then | lose my life and you will be burnt at the stake," said Bois-Guilbert. "But | will not lose. No
man will take from me that which | have gone to so many painsto obtain. Y ou are mine, Rebecca. Y ou
must choose me. It isyour only hope.”

"Then | have no hope," she said.

"Think well onthis" said Bois-Guilbert. "There would be no purpose served if you threw your life
away. If you do not choose me, who else would fight for you? Who cares what happensto a JJew?"

"God will carefor me" shesad.

"Y our desth would be atragic waste," said Bois-Guilbert. "Think on the agonies of desth by fire,
Rebecca. | pray that you will change your mind.”

The men did not have long to wait. They were not sure exactly how the pick-up would be arranged,
but when the contact came, it proved to be asurprise. And it stood to reason. There must have been
someone keeping an eye on them, someone who had taken the tremendous risk of undertaking his
mission with implant removed, so that he could not be scanned. He was a captain in the Observer Corps.
They knew him as Alan-a-dale.

"Soit'sadmost over," Alan-a-dale said to them when they returned to camp.

"Almog?’ said Finn.

"Widll, the hard part'sover," said the minsgtrel, winking at them. "Irving's dead.”

"Son-of-a-bitch," said Finn. "You'rearinger.”

"Only for alittlewhilelonger," said the bogus mingtrel. “The name's Bannerman. Captain Richard
Bannerman, Observer Corps. And | must say I'm very much relieved to see you men have pulled it off. |
was just about resigned to spending the rest of my days back here. Who knows, if Irving had succeeded,
| might have been better off."

"So what happens now?" said Lucas.

"I've dready contacted the mission commander,” Banner-man said. " Since we have no ideawhat
really happened to King Richard, we're going to have to proceed on the assumption that he's dead. |
doubt Irving would have et him live; it would have been too risky.”



"Suppose he turns up after al?' said Lucas.

"Widl, hemight," said Bannerman, "dthough it's one hell of along shot. Hewon', I'm sure of that.
But if he does, well, there's already going to be one King Richard on the throne of England and helll bea
member of the Referee Corps. If anyone else shows up claiming that title, it will be our job to dispose of
him"

"Sotheref'sgoing to haveto dieat Chaluz," said Finn.

Bannerman was slent for amoment. "I'm afraid so. Perhaps well be ableto fakeit. But, if not, well,
what's onelife to preserve the course of history?'

"It's been more than onelife dready,” Lucas said.

"I know," said Bannerman. "If we can pull it off without him getting killed, believe me, well try. But
he knew what the mission entailed when he took the job. Therésalot moreto being aref than just
deciding point spreads.”

"| think I'm better off just being asmple dog soldier,” Finn said. "What's the drill for us now?"

"Y ou and Priest will Smply disappear,” said Bannerman. He smiled. "Little John isgoing to be
grieving for Robin Hood. He's going to take off on abender somewhere. When he returns, helll be the
real McCoy, suitably conditioned to recall eventsin which he did not take part. And Ivanhoewill turn up
again, at the appropriate time. There are till some detailsto work out.”

"So the legend of Robin Hood ends right here,” said Lucas. "I'll be curiousto learn how history
explansit.”

"That'swhere yourewrong," said Bannerman. "Both Poignard and Robin Hood will return. Poignard
is, so far aswe know, of no great significanceto history. Asfor Robin Hood, well, the legend about him
has aways been alegend. We don't know exactly how he died. Therea Lockdey will return and those
who thought they saw him die will help the legend grow. Just between you and me, | wouldn't be
surprised if Marion turns out to betheend of him at last.”

"That wraps up the adjustment then," said Lucas.

"Wadl, not quite. There are fill afew loose ends, not the least of which are Andre dela Croix and
your friend, Hunter."

"Heéslong gone” said Finn. ™Y ou guyswill never get him."

Bannerman smiled. "Perhaps. If we don't, | won't really mind. After dl, without him, we could not
have doneit. Weredlly need people like Hunter."

"Comeagain?' said Lucas.

"Surdly, you don't think he'sthe only one," said Banner-man. "We've had quite afew desertersfrom
the Tempord Corps. It's not exactly common knowledge, as I'm sure you'll appreciate. We can't
broadcast the fact that there are tempora renegades spread throughout al of time. Deserting isn't easy
and those who try are punished quite severdly, which fact | hope you men will keep in mind. Still, quitea
number have succeeded, as has Hunter. We didn't even know about him until he surfaced during this
operation.”

"What do you plan to do?' said Finn.

"Apprehend him, if we can. | don't think we can, though. Still, people like your friend Hunter are very
useful to us. In order for their existence to remain rdlatively safe, they must constantly striveto preserve
the timeline. The underground—"

"The underground?" said Finn.

"Oh, yes. They have an organization of sorts. Quite fascinating, actualy. We have established that
there are pointsin time which they have pinpointed for rendezvous purposes. It's quite a sophigticated
network. In order to protect themselves, they police themsalves and the timeline, aswell. It'sironic,
redly. They think that they've beaten the system and are out of it, yet effectively, they still work for us.
Wefind them very useful.”

"l wonder what Hunter would make of that," said Lucas.

"I doubt heredly cares," said Finn.

"WEel, Lieutenant Delaney, and Lieutenant Priest," said Bannerman, smiling, "if you're quite ready?"

"Y ou mean we're leaving now?" said Lucas.



"If you like. I've got a plate hidden not too far from here. No tracer function, naturaly, but | warn
you, should you get any idess, I'll have both of you covered every inch of theway."

"Il bet you will," said Finn.

"God, thisisredly it," said Lucas. "After this, were just going to be plain old citizens."

"Not me," said Finn. "1 never got used to being an officer, but who knows? I've been busted down
before. | think I'll just stay asoldier. It'sal | know. And, when it getsright down toiit, it'sal | redly
want. The straight life would bore the hell out of me after this.”

"He may have apoint, Mr. Priest,” Bannerman said. ™Y ou can, of course, retire now, with the full
pension of afirg lieutenant in the Tempora Corps. But ask yoursdlf, what will you do back in the straight
life? | suppose you'll be ableto get by on your pension, but won't life seem just alittle. . . well,
ordinary?'

"I'll settlefor ordinary,” Lucassaid.

"Then | won't try to talk you put of it,” said Bannerman. "But the Corps could use men like you, who
have proven themselvesin the field. With each mission served in the past, with each successful
adjustment completed, more anomalies arise that must be corrected. 1'd be very surprised if something up
ahead was not affected by what you men have done right here. After an assgnment such asthis, should
you dect to remain in the service, we couldn't possibly return you to the regular Corps.”

"Oh?' sad Finn.

"Since you intend to re-up, Captain, your commission isin the Time Commandos now. From now
on, it'sjust adjustment missionsfor you. More pay, more perks, morerisk. It'sahighly irregular unit, but
from what | know of you, | believe you'l find it to your liking. In the Commandos, there's room for
maverickslikeyou."

"Well see" said Finn.

"Well, if you want to spend therest of your life laying your ass on the line, as Hunter would say, it's
okay with me," said Lucas. "Count me out. It's back to 2613 and the easy lifefor me."

"And you're more than entitled,” said Bannerman. "But if you should ever change your mind—"

"l won't."

"—therell fill beaplacefor you. Y ou can re-enlist in the Commandos with the rank of captain
anytime"

"Don't hold your breath,” said Lucas.

Bannerman amiled. "l won't. At any rate, you men have some R& R coming, courtesy of the
Tempora Corps. Six months paid vacation, anytime, anyplace.”

"No strings?’ said Lucas.

"None, Mr. Priest. Y ou have carte blanche."

"Itl cost you, then.”

Bannerman grinned. "We can afford it.”

14

Andre woke up to the sound of music, but it was music unlike anything that she had ever heard. The
recorder did not sound strange to her, but the instruments of the symphony orchestra that supported it in
the concerto by Bartok both mesmerized and frightened her. Her fear and lack of understanding were
compounded by the fact that the sound came from all around her, yet she saw no musicians. Had she
been transported to some faery land? Had she died?

She sat up dowly, then stood upon the floor, looking dl around her. Where was the music coming
from? What strange instruments produced such sounds?

She wasin awoodsman's cabin, but this was the abode of no ordinary woodsman. This cabin had a
floor and shutters. . . . She opened one of the shutters and saw that it was night outside. Night! And yet it
was bright as daylight in the cabin. It was warm, athough she could see no fire. In the center of the room,
there stood some strange black apparatus with an appendage that stretched out of its top and through the



ceiling. It squatted on four legs like some evil gnome. 1t was from this black thing that the warmth
emanated. She reached out and touched it, then jerked her hand back quickly. It had burned her. It was
like touching fire. She backed away, moving toward the bed once more. She sat down, mystified.

Suddenly, she moved quickly toward the door and flung it open, thinking to escape the evil place.
The sorcerer stood before her.

"Going somewhere?' Hunter said.

She backed into the room. "I am damned, then,” she said softly.

Hunter raised his eyebrows. "What makes you say that?'

"I have escaped from the clutches of one wizard only to fall into the hands of another,” shesaid. "This
iswhat comes of serving the devil's own. Therewill be no escape for me. My soul isforfeit. What do you
want of me? Am | to suffer your revengefor killing the other wizard? | do not even know how that
happened. | cannot think. It isall too much to reason out. Do with me what you will and make an end of
it

"Areyou finished?'

"I have nothing moreto say."

"Well, that's good. Sit down. Please.”

Shesat.

"Firg of dl," said Hunter, "your soul isnot in pexil, at least, not from me. | serve neither God nor the
devil, | serve mysdlf. If you prefer to think of me as a sorcerer, go right ahead, | won't stop you. It so
happens that 1I'm not a sorcerer, or awizard, or awarlock, or anything else except aman. | redize that
may be hard for you to accept right now, but try."

"But the magic—"

"Isnot magic. At least, not in the sense that you understand it. To some savage who has never seen a
suit of armor, aknight would seem to be adevilish gpparition. Imagine, if you can, that you have never
seen an a'mored knight. That you know nothing of the craft involved in making armor, that you know
nothing of its properties. Having lived in aworld in which aknight has never been seen, might you not
assume, upon seeing one, that it was not even a human being you were seeing, but someterrifying
cresture whose flesh was metal animated by black magic? Well, as uncomplimentary asit may seem, in
thiscase, | am that knight and you are that savage. What | do seems like magic to you because you do
not understand it and you know nothing of the craft involved. | merely have more knowledge than you
have™

He reached for a bottle of bourbon.

"Would you like some?"

"What isit?' sad Andre, cautioudly.

"A beverage. No mysticd potion, | promise you. It's made from amash of corn and mat and rye. It's
caled whiskey. The effects of drinking it are much like drinking de, only thisisafar more potent brew."

He held out the bottle and Andre took it carefully.

Her eyes bulged after thefirst swalow and she coughed. "By God! Y ou drink thisswill?"

"It takes some getting used to," Hunter said, "because of its strength. Once you grow accustomed to
the taste, you actualy enjoy it."

"It does give a pleasant warmth,” said Andre.

"Just drink alittle," Hunter said. "To one who's never had ataste before, the effects can be
overpowering, likegiving deto aninfant.”

"This knowledge of which you spoke,” shesaid, "you cdled it acraft. Y &, thereisacraft to magic, is
there not? It isone thing to craft asuit of armor, and yet it is another to bring forth music from the empty
air and to appear and disappear a will. How can this not be magic? And this black apparatus which
givesforth heat—"

"Iscdled astove," said Hunter. "Look." He kicked open the door, showing the flamesinside.
"Nothing but afancy fireplace, only amore efficient one. All itisismeta to contain afire of wood and

"But will the metal not grow red and soft from thefires heat?' said Andre.



"Not if it's made properly,” said Hunter. "The metd isthick and thefireis never hot enough to soften
it. Smple, it it?'

"And thismeta tube?'

"Isjust achimney to carry the smoke away."

"Andthemusc?'

"That'salittle harder to explain,” said Hunter.

"I will attempt to understand.”

"Wl ... let me put it thisway. There are musica instruments with which you are familiar, such asthe
wood flute and the lute, for ingtance. There are other musica instruments which you have never heard of.
They produce very different sounds. Look here" he said, showing her the sound system. "All thisisisa
device that records the sound of music made by musicians. Just as amonk records holy works on paper,
through the art of writing, so this device records sounds. It reproduces them.”

"How?"

"How. Good question. How do you explain eectronic recording to awoman of the Middle Ages?
Wéll, for now, you'l just have to be satisfied with this: there isamethod of preserving sounds made by a
musician. The method of preserving spoken wordsis called writing. One speaks, another writes those
words down and later, still another who knows how to read can reproduce those words by reading what
waswritten. In away, thisissimilar, but the knowledge involved isfar greater. Thisisa...toadl ...
which preserves sounds, just aswriting preserves words. Only with thistool, thereis no need of reading.
Thetool records the sounds and then plays them back to you. It can even reproduce the sound of your
own voice. Perhaps!'ll show you, later."

"Thisisnot megic?'

"No, itisasmple craft, but men will not know how to make such tools for many, many yearsto
come."

"Then how have you learned this?"

Hunter sghed. "l was afraid you were going to ask that."

"Theknowledgeis secret, then.”

"No, it'snot asecret, it'sjud... very difficult to explain.”

"I would liketo learn, if thisispossble”

"Oh, it'spossible, dl right, but you're going to have to be very patient. And forbearing.”

"It will not endanger my soul to learn of this?"

"It will nat."

"Do you dare swear this before God?' said Andre.

"| swear thisbefore God."

Andrefrowned. "I do not think a sorcerer can so swear. Very well, then, | will risk to listen.”

Hunter sighed. "Where do | begin?'

"At the beginning, if thisis not asking too much," said Andre.

Hunter shrugged. "What the hdl? All right. | wasasoldier.”

"A mana ams?'

"A man at arms, if you will. Now shut up and listen. And don't interrupt. | wasasoldier. | servedin
an army mightier than anything you have ever seen or heard of. An army that will not exist for centuries.”

Andre started to speak, but held back.

"Thank you. | said you would haveto be patient. Try to imagine what it must have been like for the
first men to walk the earth. And the first women, too. They were smple savages, little more than animals.
They had not yet discovered fire or clothing. They did not know how to build shelters, so they dept inthe
open or in caves. They knew only how to eat and kill and little else. For their weapons, they used smple
clubs of wood or axes made of stone. Now, take such aman or woman and imagine what it would be
likefor them today, if they were to suddenly be transported to thistime and place. They would see
castles and not know what they were, since they did not know how to build with stone and wood. They
would see a crossbow or an arbaest and think it was the work of the devil, for they would know nothing
of the craft involved in making such wespons. They would see armored knights and take them for



horrifying mongters or even gods.”

Andre nodded dowly.

"Now, what if we were able, you and |, to have some mastery over time?' said Hunter. "What if we
had a mode of travel that would take us not from one place to another, but from one time to another?
What if | wereto take you far into the future, to this very place, only athousand years from now? Y ou
would be like that savage from the dawn of time, failing to comprehend everything you saw around you,
for with time, man's knowledge grows ever greater. What would you see a thousand years from now?"

"l do not know."

"I'll tell you. Y ou would see cities athousand times greater than the towns you know. Y ou would see
many more people. Y ou would see aworld in which smple wagons and carts had been replaced by
conveyances that would enable you to make ajourney that would now take you monthsin just amatter
of minutes. Just as men have learned to craft a crosshow or asuit of armor, so will they have learned to
build devicesthat enablethemtofly."

"To fly!"

"A thousand years from now," said Hunter, "flying will be as commonplace asriding ahorseistoday.
Y ou would look at those men and women of the future and think that they were gods, or sorcerers, since
you would not understand how they can do the things they do. They will live much longer than people do
today, for they will have learned to overcome disease. They will wear different clothing. They will have
machines—artifacts they made—perform work for them that men must do for themsalvestoday, only
these machines will do thework far more efficiently and much faster. They will have even traveled to the
gars”

Andre sighed, shaking her head.

"You think I'm mad," Hunter said. "Listen to me. When thefirst crossbow was made, it was said that
the world was coming to an end. How could the society of man survive such adevastating wespon? Y et,
athousand years from now, there will be weapons so devastating that they will make the crossbow seem
like the wooden club of the smple savage.”

Hunter took out his .45 and held it up so she could seeit.

"Thisis one such wegpon. And there are others, far more powerful than you could imagine in your
wildest nightmares.”

Andre stared at the gun. "It does not look very formidable,” she said. "What usewould it be against a
crosshow or asword?"

Hunter smiled. "Watch," he said. He cocked the weapon and amed it at a bottle on the shelf. He
fired and the bottle shattered in an explosion of glass and whiskey.

Andreturned pale. "Sorcery," she whispered.

"No," said Hunter. "Inaway, it is something like a crosshow, in that it shoots a projectile. The
crosshow shoots abolt or quarrdl. Thisgun,” he showed it to her and, in spite of hersdlf, sheleaned
forward to look at it more closely, "shoots atiny piece of lead. It hasfunctioning parts, just likea
crosshow, only there are more of them and they take agreat ded of skill to make."

He removed the clip and he began to disassemble the gun.

"Y ou see, there are many partsto thisweapon. | will explain in the smplest way, just so you
understand the principle. When | pull back on the dide here, it bringsthe bullet into position. Thegunis
now prepared to function. When | gently squeeze the trigger, it acts on these other parts here, so, and
this hammer falson the end of the bullet. Thislittle meta piece here, thefiring pin, strikesthe primer,
which causes the powder in the case to ignite. This creates a tremendous force which pushesthe lead out
of the case and down this barrel here with very great speed, causing it to fly out of the gun here, likean
arrow leaves abow, only far faster than the eye can follow. The sound you hear is caused by the force
created when the powder ignites, and this same force causes the dide to be moved back again, bringing
the next bullet into position. Y ou can fed this force when you shoot the weapon. Would you liketo try?"

"Y ou would trust me with this magic wegpon?"

"I'll beright next to you," said Hunter, smiling. "If you attempt to useit against me, | have enough skill
to take it away from you before you can employ it."



"How do | useit?' shesad.

He cocked the gun, having reassembled it, then stood at her Sde, carefully placing it into her hand
and showing her how to take the proper position. She aimed, long and carefully, then gently squeezed the
trigger. The .45 bucked in her hand and the bottle shattered. She amost dropped the gun.

"You see?'

"It will shoot again now?' she said, her voice unsteady.

Hetook the gun. "Yes. But first | will remove the cartridges so you can hold the wegpon safely and
examineit." He did so and handed it back to her.

"Look at it. Fed it. It isonly atool, and nothing more. A dangeroustooal, to be sure, but made by
men, skilled artisans, not sorcerers. Can any artisans you know make such aweapon?"

She gazed at the gun with awe. "No. No artisans | have ever seen possess such skill or knowledge.”

"Now perhaps you can accept the other things I've told you," Hunter said. "1 know it al sounds
unbelievable, but nevertheless, it'sdl true. | an asoldier from that future time. The man you killed was
aso from that time. He was an evil and misguided man, insane. All of thiswill be very hard for you to
understand and the tory will take along timeto tell. | have much to tell you, about myself and thelifel
lead, about the mastery of time. Y ou have much to learn.”

"Why?" She had a confused expression on her face. "'l try to understand dl this, yet it udes me. |
only know that the things I've seen, the things of which you told me, seem like the fragments of some
dream. How can they be real? And yet, how can | doubt my own senses, unless | have gone mad?”

"Youwill understand, intime," said Hunter.

She shook her head.

"Look," said Hunter, "st down. | know thismust be hard for you to dedl with. Y ou're doing very
well, under the circumstances. Y ou're quite awoman. That, initself, wasasurprise. He grinned.
"Imagine how | felt when you fainted and | put you to bed and started to undressyou. | first thought you
were wounded and | meant to treat you. There was no hair on your chest, but young boys are often
hairless and you appeared to be a pretty young man, not yet old enough to grow abeard. But then |
discovered otherwise."

"l see" said Andre, tensing.

Hunter chuckled. "No, | did not take license with your body. My word of honor."

"Why do you offer to teach me, then?Y ou think to make me your concubine? | will not—"

"Peace," said Hunter, holding up hishand. "My intentions toward you are srictly honorable. | hopeto
make you my friend. But fird, | intend to save your life."

"Andismy life endangered?"

"I'm afraid s0," Hunter said. "Y ou see, | am not done here. In thistime, there are others who came
from the future to defeat Irving—the ‘wizard' whom you killed. They must now take stepsto erase dl
traces of their presence here. The fact that they were here, that they can master time, that is secret
knowledge. Irving meant to take the place of Coeur de Lion and to set into motion events that would
affect the time from which we came. That had to be prevented.”

"Did I not kill him?*

"Yes, you certainly did. And later, I'll explain to you just how it must have happened. Y et now,
another Richard must arrive. A Richard who will act aswe know the red Richard will have acted,
because we know al the events of hislife. It isour history. And we must make certain that our history
remains unchanged.”

She sighed and shook her head again. "Once more, you my<tify me. How can | ever hopeto
undergtand all this?'

"Youwill," said Hunter. "Only now, you must understand that you know things you were never meant
to know. Y ou have seen things you were never meant to see. Y ou are not donein this, but many of the
others who have been affected by our presence here are either dead or ways can be found to keep their
knowledge from being athreset. Y ou, on the other hand, have seen far more than anyone else. Y ou have
seen one Richard die and now you will see another Richard return. Y ou possess a suit of armor such as
no armorer of this day can make. Perhapsdl thisisinsignificant in the grand scheme of things, but the



soldiersfrom my time can't be sure of that.”

"They will try to kill me?"

"Perhaps. That would be the smplest way. Or they may capture you and take away your memory.”

"They can do this?'

"Eagly.”

"And | would forget everything? | would forget my partin this, | would forget the thingsthat you have
shown me, even though | hardly understand them al? | would forget Marcel—"

She shut her eyes.

"No. No, it must not be."

"It doesn't haveto be," said Hunter.

"Why do you take my part in this? Are you not one of them?'

"l was one of them,” said Hunter. "Now, | livelife on my own terms. Asfor why | want to help you,
well, there are many reasons and none. Y ou interest me. | like you. | admire your spirit and
determination. In away, we are dike. Y ou could not live by the rules of your society, so you made your
own rules. Y ou were born before your time and | was born too late for mine. We're kindred spirits, you
and |. Thanksto you, athreat to my existence has been removed and | now have lrving's
chronoplate—his apparatus for traveling from one time or place to another. | propose to take you with
me"

"Asyour woman."

"Asyour own woman. Thetime from which I come does not hold women to beinferior to men. And
you are the superior of most. In exchange for your companionship, on your own terms, | can offer you
theworld and amost al of time. | can show you these things I've spoken of. | can teach you how to
understand them. | can offer you experiences that would defy your wildest dreams.”

"I would like to see these things you spoke of," Andre said. "And | would liketo seeaworld in
which | did not haveto act the part of aman to livelife on my terms. Y ou may be adevil tempting me
into damnation for al | know, but thisworld inwhich | now reside has lost its sweetness. Y e, | cannot
go. Not while Bois-Guilbert lives. If it cosismemy life, | will bring him to justice before God for the
murder of my brother."

"That's easly enough accomplished,” Hunter said. "Take my gun and shoot the bastard.”

"No. With such an awesome wegpon, his death would be too swift and | could take no pleasureinit.
Hediesby my sword, gazing a my face."

"Well, | won't try to talk you out of it," said Hunter. "Revengeis something | can understand.
However, do you see that your being abroad now congtitutes arisk, and that if you remain here after you
have avenged your brother, they will surdy find you? | assure you, you would be defensel ess against
them.”

"Oncel have avenged Marcd, if you are fill willling, | will seek you out and gratefully accept your
offer of escape, Sncel wish to survive and | am most curiousto learn of these strange and wonderful
things you speak of. Perhapsit will prove the end of me, but | have never been oneto turn back from a
chalenge. I will go with you, but we go as comradesin arms and nothing more, else | do not go.”

"Understood.”

"Then | must leave you now to seek out Bois-Guilbert.”

"If youwill dlow me—"

"Thisisathing which | must do mysdf,” shesad.

"And s0 you shal. But thereis no reason not to take precautions. Thereis till time in which we can
be safe here. Let me seek out Bois-Guilbert. | have greater mobility than you and can do so quickly.
Then, once I'vefound him, I'll take you to him. Past that, | promise not to interfere. Isit agreed?”

"Agreed.”
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"I'vefound him," Hunter said.

"What, so quickly?" Andre shook her head in wonder. "And thisis not sorcery, you say. Y ou vanish
before my very eyes and then gppear again asif by magic, and yet it isnot magic. | wish that | could
accept this"

"Youwill," said Hunter. "It won't take abargain with the devil, either. Therésaway to gain alot of
knowledge very quickly. There are otherslike me, in other times and other places. We speak in many
different languages, yet we understand each other. We are astrong society.” He grinned. "Theréssuch a
thing as an implant that can't be traced. Y ou don't know what that isyet, but it will enable you to learn
and understand. Meanwhile, there still remains the matter of your revenge.”

"Whereis Bois-Guilbert? Take meto him!"

"It'snot assmple asthat,” said Hunter. "I found him for you. But he won't be easy to get a. He's
very well protected. He fled to Templestowe with Rebecca of Y ork asahostage.”

"The Jawess?'

Hunter nodded. "No doubt, he wanted to set up light housekeeping at the Templars residence. The
only problemis, theré'sashake up in the works."

"A ... shekeup?'

"l beg your pardon. A series of radical reforms. Albert Beaumanoir, Grand Master of the Order of
the Knights Templars, has arrived at Templestowe with the intent of showing hiswarrior prieststhe error
of their ways. Consequently, it would look bad for Bois-Guilbert to co-habit with awoman at thistime,
andaJew noless”

"So heisin disfavor with hissuperiors" said Andre. "How can thiswork against me?”

"Well, hewould have been in trouble with the Grand Magter if it wasn't for the fact that friends
interceded for him. They convinced Beaumanoir that Sir Brian's been ensorcelled by Rebeccaand the
poor woman was made to stand tria for witchcraft. Naturaly, they convicted her."

"The countryside teems with sorcerersthese days,” said Andre wryly.

"That poor girl has been made avictim, by Bois-Guilbert and now by Beaumanoir. She'sto be
burned at the stake. But she has appedled for trial by combat. Bois-Guilbert's advice, no doubt. She'd
never have thought of it on her own.”

"Itisgood advice," said Andre. "If Bois-Guilbert appearsin the lists as her champion, the matter will
be decided by the will of God. Should Bois-Guilbert win, and there are few who could defeat him, then
he could not have been ensorcelled, since God would have granted him the victory. Rebeccawill be
cleared of the charge of witchcraft and Sir Brian will be free to find another way to keep her. A sound
plan.”

"Only the plan has a hitch,” said Hunter. "It seemsthat the Grand Master has sdected Bois-Guilbert
to champion the Temple. | guessthey don't mind if an ensorcelled knight represents them.”

Andre smiled. "Sir Brian has been negtly outflanked. If heloses, he forfeits hislife and the chargeis
proven true. If he wins, as he must strive to do, since hewill not want to give up life and breath for a
lowly Jawess, then God will have overpowered the enchantment. Rebeccawill die and Bois-Guilbert will
haveto gointo retreat for purification. If he chooses not to enter the lists, then heis disgraced. He will
lose hisrank and armor and his dreams of |eading the Knights Templarswill come to nought. And if no
champion appears to defend Rebecca, she dies at the stake.”

"Isaac of York is desperately trying to find a champion to represent his daughter,” Hunter said.

"There are few who would undertake such a cause, even for money,” Andre said. "Brian's prowessis
well known. Y et she will have achampion. | will appear for her.”

"| was expecting you to say that," Hunter said. "But | just want you to be aware of therisk involved.”

"Thereisnorisk," said Andre. "With this armor made by those master artisans you spoke of, Brian
will stand no chance againgt me. It will al go as before, when he should have died beneath my blade.”

"Yes, wdl, that's precisaly why it'srisky,” Hunter said. "The nystedl will protect you, but it won't
make you completely invulnerable. Y oull haveto get it over with quickly. If you and Bois-Guilbert spend
any time damming away a each other, they're bound to notice that the combat is affecting hisarmor and
not yours. Remember, they'll be primed for awitch burning. If you are seen to take his strongest blows



with barely any visble damage to your armor, they just might decide that one witch has summoned
another to defend her. And you can be brought down if they attack you in sufficient numbers.”

"Itisarisk that | will havetotake" said Andre.

"| figured that you'd say that, too. So here, take this, then.”

He handed her aPRU.

"Thewizard'scharm?'

"Cdl itacharm, if youlike," said Hunter. "I control it now. Keep it as my favor when you fight with
Bois-Guilbert."

"l will keepit."

"Jugt don't loseit."

"l do not accept afavor lightly,” Andre said tiffly. "I will not loseit and | will try to do it honor.”

Hunter smiled. "That'sdl | ask.”

A great crowd had gathered at Templestowe to witness the witchburning and, with any luck, alethal
passage a arms, aswell. A little sport before the roasting would be awel come diversion, but no one
truly expected it. All they had to do was ook at |saac to see that the man held out no hope at all for the
deliverance of his daughter.

Isaac had offered up everything he owned in an effort to recruit achampion to represent his daughter,
but there had been no takers. A fortune would be of little use if one did not live to spend it, and
Bois-Guilbert was held in high esteem by those who had tilted at him inthelistssand lived to tell the tale.

Only two knights were known to have bested him, Ivanhoe and Coeur de Lion, himsdlf. Perhgpsit
was alot of money, but to die fighting for a Jewess? Surdly, it would be best to offer up onéslifeina
more fitting cause and one whose outcome was in some greater doubt.

| saac wandered among the rgpidly filling gdlleries, shredding his clothes and wailing. He called on
God to vist whatever sins he had committed upon himsdlf, rather than on hisinnocent daughter. There
was absolutely nothing he could do except pray and he did not honestly expect his prayersto be
answered.

A fanfare sounded and the gates of the preceptory were thrown open to the procession, which came
forth beneath Le Beau-seant, the black and white standard of the Knights Templars. Bois-Guilbert rode
just behind the standard bearers, looking proud and defiant in his brightly polished armor. Behind him,
two squires carried his helmet and weapons, dong with his shield.

Hisold shield had been rendered usdlessin hisfight with de la Croix and there had not been timeto
obtain another from an armorer, made to his specification. In hisflight from Torquilstone, he had grabbed
thefirgt shield that cameto hand. It seemed unusudly light, but he had tested it somewhat and was
satisfied that it was well made and very strong. The only modification he had made wasto have his
skull-bearing raven painted over the uprooted oak.

Rebecca was brought out on foot. She wore asimple white dress, astark contrast to the attire and
livery of the Templars. Placed in the center of the procession, she was paraded past the gdlleries and the
place of honor occupied by Beaumanoair, then brought to ablack chair placed near the stake which
would be her funerd pyre.

She watched silently as the members of the court took their places. The words of the heralds and the
ceremonia accepting of the glove by the Grand Master, the charging of Bois-Guilbert with his pledge and
vows, al werelost on her as her attention became focused inward. She was aware of the breeze upon
her skin and she was acutely sengtive to the firmness of the chair upon which she sat. Shefdt thesun
warming her face and wondered how much warmer the fire would fed when it began to eat away her
flesh. Sheregistered, to those who watched her, acalm, stoic acceptance of her fate. Y, in fact, she
had not accepted it, could not accept it. Intellectually, she redized that she was going to die an agonizing
desth. Emotionally, she was unableto dedl with it. She knew only that she did not deserveto die and she
could not understand why the court had thought she should. They had brought witnesses against her,
people she did not even know, had never seen before. They had lied, perjuring themselves before God,
ascribing to her dl sorts of powers and evil deeds. Why? What purpose would her death serve?



She entertained, briefly, the thought that it was dl the will of God, that the Lord wastesting her and
making her amartyr, but she could not accept that, either. She did not want to be amartyr, and martyrs
were made of sterner Stuff than she. To think that God intended a purging flame for her in order for her to
become amartyr was an incredible concelt and, whatever other sins she might have committed, she
would not go to her death having been guilty of the Sin of pride. So she waseft with nothing. She could
see no rhyme or reason to their actions, she could take no comfort in knowing they werewrong. Silently,
she began to weep. They called for her champion. There wastotd silence. They waited. No champion
appeared. They summoned her champion once more. Again, the sillence, longer thistime. Broken by the
voice of Bois-Guilbert, who had ridden up beside her.

"Rebecca,”" he said softly, "know that | did not intend this. | would have fought as your champion,
had not Beaumanoir appointed me to defend the Temple. | have no wish to see you die. To perish by the
flameis not a pleasant death. Before your last breeth leaves you, you will suffer the agonies of the
damned. And your death would serve no purpose. | desired you more than | ever wanted any woman. |
gill desireyou. | have no wish to be a party to your degth.”

"l do not see how you can absolve yoursdlf of it," Rebeccasaid. "'l take no comfort in knowing the
srength of your desire. It was that which brought me to my ruin.” "Rebecca—"

"A champion!" someone cried, and the cry was taken up by others. "A champion appears!”
Bois-Guilbert glanced up and saw a mounted knight gpproaching at the gallop. He frowned. "I can't see.
.. delaCroix!"

The assembled crowd began to cheer. There would be combat, after al! 1saac sank to hisknees and
offered up aprayer of thanksto God.

"Rebecca," Bois-Guilbert said quickly, "lisgento me. Thereis still away for you to avoid the gridly
fate awaiting you. If | fail to appear intheligts, | forfeit my rank and honor. | will be disgraced and al that
| have worked for will have cometo nought. All thiswould | bear for you if you wereto say to me,
'Bois-Guilbert, | accept you asmy lover." Climb up behind me and we will quit this place. My horse will
eadly outdistance al pursuit. We can go to Paestine, where my friend, the Marquis of Montserrat, will
give usshdter. | could aly mysalf with Sdladin and form new pathsto grestness. Let Beaumanoir spesk
the doom which | despise, |et them erase the name of Bois-Guilbert from their list of monagtic daved! |
will wash out with blood whatever blot they may dare cast upon my scutcheon!”

"Foul tempter!" said Rebecca. "I would rather die than betray my faith and become the concubine of
abloody warlord! | will look to God for my salvation.”

"Thenlook your last upon the sun and burn,” said Bois-Guilbert. "I will not lay down my lifeand dl
that | hold dear for an ungrateful wench!”

He spurred his horse and rode away from her.

Andre dela Croix rode up to the Grand Master and, to the herald who had summoned her, she
replied, "My nameis Andre dela Croix, and | am aknight errant come to sustain with lance and sword
thejust and lawful quarrel of this damsel, Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of Y ork; to uphold the doom
pronounced against her to be false and truthless, and to defy Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert asatraitor, a
murderer, and liar, as| will provein the field with my body againgt his by theaid of God."

"Thewordstraitor and murderer coming from your lipsare, indeed, anirony,” said Bois-Guilbert.

"Y ou, who have dain Maurice De Bracy in amanner most foul and reprehensible, dare to impute my
honor!"

"Doesthe Grand Master dlow methe combat?' said de la Croix.

"I may not deny the chalenge, provided the maiden accepts you as her champion, Sir Knight," said
Beaumanoir. "If she does, then let whatever quarrdl be between you and Bois-Guilbert be settled on this
day, aswdll."

Andre rode up to Rebecca. "Do you accept me as your champion, Rebecca of Y ork?"

"l do, Sir Knight," she said, "'but you do not even know me. Why would you risk your lifefor mine?"

"Bois-Guilbert murdered my brother,” Andre said. "His name was Marcdl, and he wasjust achild.
That, initsdlf, isreason enough that | should meet him with my sword, but there isyet another. A man
who takes awoman againgt her will isarepugnant creature and deserves nothing less than death.”



"Then my prayersgo with you."

Both knights assumed their places at opposite ends of the lists. The herad announced that none, on
pain of instant death, should dare to interfere with the combatants. The Grand Magter, after along
moment of anticipatory silence, threw down Rebeccas glove and cried out thewords, "Laissez aller!™

Hunter watched with a scope from a distance.

Bois-Guilbert and Andre spurred their horses and galloped at each other, lances couched. They
came together hard, each taking the other's lance upon their shields. Both were unhorsed. Hunter could
hear the crowd cheering the spectacle from where he stood, in the shelter of thetrees. Therewasa
moment during which both lay stunned upon the ground, then Bois-Guilbert got up, followed amost
immediately by Andre. They drew their swords, advancing on each other on foot.

They struck at each other furioudy, exchanging blow after blow, and Hunter wondered how long
they would be able to keep up such apace. Andre's nysteel armor should have given her amarked
advantage, but Bois-Guilbert was taking the best she had to give and coming back. Therewasalimit to
how much punishment a shield could take. If it was an ordinary shield. That was when Hunter
remembered that Bois-Guilbert had seized Priest's nystedl armor.

Hedidn't think that Bois-Guilbert could fit into asuit of armor made for Lucas and till fight
comfortably. It would betoo large for him. But he could use the shidd with no difficulty. As he watched
the fight, he saw both of them dow down alittle and then more asthe effort took itstoll. Andre and
Bois-Guilbert had both managed to penetrate the other's guard and his armor showed some of the effects
of her assault, even if hisshield did not. They were now moving dmost ponderoudy, asif in dow maotion,
both exhausted from the prodigious amount of energy they had expended during the first moments of their
fight. The shidldswould sustain them; now it would only be a matter of who tired first. Andre raised her
sword and, using her whole body to throw her weight into the stroke, brought it down on Bois-Guilbert's
shield. Slowly, heraised his own blade and smashed it down on her shield. The recovery time of each
was getting longer. They looked like two blacksmiths pounding at each other, like some grotesgue
wind-up toy that was running down.

The sound of distant hoofbeats distracted Hunter from the scene. He looked up and saw an armed
party of men riding hard toward the tiltyard of Templestowe. He raised his scope. They rode under the
banner of Coeur de Lion. Another imposter, but history would never know the difference.

It was going to be close. Hunter put down his scope and bent over the chronoplate on the ground
before him, checking its programming. Then he picked up hislaser and attached the scopeto it. He
rased it and sighted. Then hefired, aiming at Bois-Guilbert's visor.

Those who saw it weren't certain afterward that they had not imagined it. The flash of light had been
agtonishingly brief. Othersindgsted that it was the hand of God. Animpossibly bright shaft of light, Straight
asan arrow, had struck Bois-Guilbert and he had grabbed at his helmet, dropping his shield and giving
delaCroix the necessary opening to thrust into histhroat.

AsBois-Guilbert fell to the ground, the knights rode into the tiltyard and there was no one who did
not recognize the three lions on the chest of the one who led them. Asthey raised awe coming cry for
Richard of England, Andre raised her visor and dowly backed away from the corpse of Bois-Guilbert.

What happened? Why hadn't he defended himsalf? Had he been blinded by the sun?

Rebecca started to run across the field toward de la Croix. At the same moment, "Richard” saw
Andre and motioned to severd of the knights behind him, but they were somewhat hampered in their
progress toward the red knight by the crowd which pressed around them. When they had broken
through, they could no longer see dela Croix. The red knight had disappesred.

Rebecca stood stock still in the middle of thetiltyard. 1saac came running up to her with tearsin his
eyes and he threw hisarmsaround her, burying hishead in her shoulder and sobbing, giving thanksto
God.

Rebecca hardly even heard him. She stood staring, eyes glazed, at the spot where Andre dela Croix
had stood. The knight had vanished before her very eyes.



EPILOGUE

It wasrecruiting day at Westerly Antiagathics. The army was back with its dog and pony show. The
master of ceremonies, dressed casudly and attractively in aclingsuit of muted terra cotta, was just
finishing up his opening remarks and now the Parade of Uniformswas starting. They came from thewings
of the stage, two from either sde, aman and awoman dressed in period. They waked onto the stagein
pairs and, as the army spokesman made some brief remarks about the periods which they were
representing, they moved down the gpron and onto the long runway, walking with the gait of experienced
modds.

Rick Cooper, aclerk in the administrative department, sat in the thirty-second row. He watched a
Greek woman as she moved languidly past him on the long runway and he exhaed heavily.

"Boy, that'sthelife, en? What | wouldn't give to get my hands on someone like her!"

The man beside him chuckled. "That lady ain't no trooper, son. The closest she ever cameto ancient
Greece was when she studied it in school.”

"Wdl, maybe s0," said Rick, "but you've got to admit that they don't make 'em like they used to."

"That'sfor sure," said Lucas. "As atempora trooper, you'd be able to appreciate that. If you were
lucky enough to find some time in which to enjoy awoman, shed probably be some stinking progtitute
with no teeth and a crotchful of lice. Let's hear it for the old days."

"Oh, come on now," Rick said, "you're just focusing on the bad parts.”

"If the teeth and crotch are bad, | wouldn't give you much for the rest of her."

"Y ou know what | mean. Things were smpler back then. Men were men, not just cogsin some
conglomerate machine. There's no adventure anymore, no glamor.”

"Sure. It'salot more glamorous to be cannon fodder than to be acog.”

"Oh, what would you know about it?*

"l wasin the Corps," said Lucas. "Name's Lucas Priett, First Lieutenant, United States Army
Temporal Corps, retired.”

"Y ou were an officer? Redly?'

"Wdl, my promotion and my honorable discharge came together.”

"So you know what it'sal about, then. Y ou know the score.”

Lucas nodded. "Don't et ‘'em scam you, kid. It'sahdl of arough gig. Theroughest. They only tell
you about how glamorousit is, asmpler time, the quest for adventure and glory and dl that bullshit. It'sa
snow job. You join the service, chances are you'll never get out dive. Oh, you'll get to see dl those
wonderful placesthey tell you about, plus some they don't tell you about, like Stalingrad, Bataan,
Carthage, Thermopylae. It'sareal picnic—and you get afront row seet, too. Join the Tempora Corps,
travel through time to wonderful, far off exotic places. Meet glamorous, exotic people. And kill them. Or
get your own nuts shot off."

"Maybeyou've got apoint,” Rick said. "Maybeit isal just asnow job. Maybeit isalot rougher and
alot more dangerous than they let on. Maybe | won't get back aive. Maybe I'll get shot or knifed or
catch an arrow in my back or God only knows what €lse, come down with some disease and not get
cured intime, but you went through it and you madeit, didn't you?"

"Only because | wasvery lucky," Lucas said.

"Then you can't bethe only one," said Rick. "I know they lay it on pretty thick, I'm not afool. But
look a me. I'm eighteen years old and I've done nothing but go to school al my damn life. | worked my
ass off so | could get a decent job and now I've got one and what do | have to look forward to?
Spending the next hundred years working for the corporation, filling out forms, programming computers,
stting on my duff dl day and coming home to watch the holo at night. Anyplace where you can go for
some excitement, | can't afford. So that'sit, right? Okay, so maybe you're alittle jaded, but you've had
your shot. Y ou took the gamble and you time traveled and you made it back and now that you're older,
you can settle back and enjoy a boring job and have those memories to keep you going. Me? | never



even had achanceto get any memories. | say the hdl with it, I'm joining up. Maybe I'm throwing my life
away. MaybeI'll go through al kinds of hell and fed sick and scared and hurt, but it beats being bored to
death. Thisjob might be dl right for you, Mr. Priest, because you had a chance for some adventure while
you were gill young. Me, I'm not going to blow that chance.”

He got up and walked to the back of the hall, where the recruiting tables were set up.

Lucassa Hill in hisseat. "Whilel was gtill young?' he said to himself. He shook hishead. "Damn
kids. Think they know it al. Stupid fool'sthrowing hislife away."

Helooked up to see an armored knight walking past him on the runway, nysted gleaming, sword
held at the ready.

Maybe he's the one who's got a point, thought Lucas. It does beeat hell out of being bored.

Helicked hislips, sghed, then got up and followed Rick toward the recruiting tables.

"Shit," hesaid. "I'm redlly going to hate mysdlf tomorrow morning.”



