THE SEA MONSTER

It loomed before them, shrouded in the migt, its teardrop-shaped hull like asted idand rising out of
the waves. They could see the huge conning tower with itswinglike sailplanes and tall periscopes, the
flattened top portion of the deck with ominous round hatches, beneath which lurked ballistic missilesin
therr dlos.

“Mon Dieu!” Vernewhispered, avestruck. “What isthat?’

“A submarine,” said Lucas. “We came herelooking for it. Well, now we' vefoundit . . .
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A CHRONOLOGICAL HISTORY OF THE TIME WARS
April 1, 2425: Dr. Wolfgang Mensinger invents the chronopl ate at the age of 115, discovering time

travel. Later hewould congtruct asmdl scale working prototype for use in laboratory experiments
specialy designed to avoid any possible creation of atempora paradox. Heis hailed as the “ Father of



Tempord Physics”

July 14, 2430: Mensinger publishes“TherelsNo Future,” in which he redefines rdativity, proving
that thereis no such thing as the future, but an infinite number of potentia future scenarioswhich are
absolute relative only to their present. He aso announces the discovery of “non-specific time” or
tempora limbo, later known as“the dead zone.”

October 21, 2440: Wolfgang Mensinger dies. His son, Albrecht, perfects the chronoplate and
carries on thework, but loses control of the discovery to palitical interests.

June 15, 2460: Formation of theinternationd Committee for Tempora Intelligence, with Albrecht
Mensinger as director. Specidly trained and conditioned “agents’ of the committee begin to travel back
through timein order to conduct research and field test the chronoplate apparatus. Many becomelost in
trangition, trapped in the limbo of nonspecific time known as “the dead zone.” Those who return from
successful tempora voyages often bring back startling information necessitating the revision of hitorica
records.

March 22, 2461: The Consorti Affair—Cardina Lodovico Consorti isexcommunicated from the
Roman Catholic Church for proposing that agentstravel back through time to obtain empirical evidence
that Christ arose following His crucifixion. The Consorti Affair sparks extensive internationa negotiations
amidgt avoldtile climate of public opinion concerning the proper usesfor the new technology. Tempora
excursons are severdy curtaled. Concurrently, espionage operatives of severd nationsinfiltrate the
Committeefor Tempord Intelligence.

May 1, 2461: Dr. Albrecht Mensinger appears before aspecia internationa conferencein Geneva,
composed of political leaders and members of the scientific community. He attemptsto dleviate fears
about the possible misuses of time travel. He further refuses to cooperate with any attempts at militarizing
hisfather’ s discovery.

February 3, 2485: Theresearch facilities of the Committee for Tempora Intelligence are seized by
troops of the TransAtlantic Treaty Organization.

January 25, 2492: The Council of Nations meetsin Buenos Aires, capital of the United Socidist
States of South America, to discussincreasing internationa tensions and economic instability. A proposal
for “anend towar in our time” is put forth by the chairman of the Nippon Conglomerate Empire. Dr.
Albrecht Mensinger, appearing before the body as nomind director of the Committee for Tempora
Intelligence, argues passionately againgt using tempora technology to resolveinternationa conflicts, but
cannot present proof that the past can be affected by tempora voyagers. Prevailing scientific testimony
reinforces the conventiona wisdom that the past is an immutable absolute.

December 24, 2492: Formation of the Referee Corps, brought into being by the Council of Nations
asan extranationa arbitrating body with sole control over tempora technology and authority to stage
tempora conflictsas“limited warfare” to resolve international disputes.

April 21, 2493: On the recommendation of the Referee Corps, a subordinate body named the
Observer Corpsisformed, taking over most of the functions of the Committee for Tempora Intelligence,
which isredesignated asthe Tempord Intelligence Agency. Under the aegis of the Council of Nations
and the Referee Corps, the TIA absorbs the intelligence agencies of the world' s governmentsand is
made solely answerable to the Referee Corps. Dr. Mensinger resigns his post to found the Temporal
Preservation League, agroup dedicated to the abalition of tempord conflict.

June, 2497—- March, 2502: Referee Corpspresidesover initid tempora confrontation campaigns,
accepting “grievances’ from disputing nations, selecting historica conflicts of the past as*“ staging
grounds’ and supervising the infiltration of modern troopsinto the so-called “ cannon fodder” ranks of
ancient warring armies. Initia numbers of tempora combatants are kept smdl, with infiltration facilitated
by cosmetic surgery and implant conditioning of soldiers. The results are cal culated based upon
successful return rate and acomplicated “ point spread.” Soldiers are monitored via cerebral implants,
enabling Search & Retrieve teamsto follow their movements and monitor mortdity rate. The mediadubs
tempora conflictsthe“ TimeWars”

2500-2510: Extremey rapid growth of massve support industry catering to the exacting art and
science of tempora conflict. Rapid improvement in internationa economic climate follows, with sgnificant



growth in productivity and rapid decline in unemployment and inflation rate. Thereisagradua escadation
of the Time Warswith the mgority of theworld’ s armed services converting to tempora duty status.

Growth of the Temporal Preservation League as a peace movement with an intensive lobby effort
and mass demondtrations againgt the Time Wars. Mensinger cautions againgt animbaance in tempora
continuity dueto theincreasing activity of the TimeWars,

September 2, 2514: Mensinger publisheshis® Theories of Tempord Rdativity,” incorporating his
solution to the Grandfather Paradox and calling once again for aceasefirein the Time Wars. Theresultis
an upheavd in the scientific community and a hastily reconvened Council of Nationsto discuss his
findings, leading to the Tempora Strategic Arms Limitations Talks of 2515.

March 15, 2515- Junel, 2515: T-SALT heldin New Y ork City. Mensinger gppears before the
representatives a the sessons and petitions for an end to the Time Wars. A ceasefireresolutionis
framed, but tabled due to lack of agreement among the members of the Council of Nations. Mensinger
leavesthe T-SALT abroken man.

November 18, 2516: Dr. Albrecht Mensinger experiencestotal nervous collgpse shortly after being
awarded the Benford Prize.

December 25, 2516: Dr. Albrecht Mensinger commits suicide. Violent demongtrations by members
of the Tempora Preservation League.

January 1, 2517: Militant members of the Tempora Preservation League band together to form the
Timekeepers, a terrorist offshoot of the League, dedicated to the complete destruction of the war
machine. They announce their presence to the world by nating three members of the Referee
Corps and bombing the Council of Nations meeting in Buenos Aires, killing severa heads of state and
injuring many others.

September 17, 2613: Formation of the Firgt Division of the U.S. Army Tempora Corps asacrack
commando unit following the successful completion of a“tempora adjusment” involving the first serious
threat of atimestream split. The Firgt Divison, assgned exclusively to ded with threats to tempora
continuity, isdesgnated as“the Time Commandos.”

PROLOGUE

The lookout in the crow’ s nest of the H.M.S. Avenger had been thefirgt to spot him, clingingto a
floating piece of wreckage off the port bow. They sent aboat out and discovered he had lashed himself
to alarge section of what had once been the mainmast of a ship. He was half dead from thirst and badly
burned, both by fire and by the sun. Hislips were cracked and parched and his skin, whereit had not
been blackened by flames, was red and blistered, oozing with infection. They feared they would lose him.
Admira Lord Hood, anxiousto learn the fate of whichever ship it was the poor devil had come from,
gave dtrict ordersto the Avenger’s surgeon to call him at once should the man regain the power of
gpeech. No such summons proved necessary. The entire ship’s company heard it when, on the second
day following his rescue, the man began to scream.

They had managed to cam him down somewhat by the time Hood arrived in the sick bay. The man
was thrashing on the surgeon’ stable, and for dl that he waslittle more than skin and bones, it took two
men to hold him down. He was struggling againg them, hiseyesrolling wildly, while Dr. Graves
attempted to administer some laudanum.

“Belay that!” Hood said firmly, though without raising hisvoice. “ Themanis of no useto me
drugged.”

Something in Hood' s voice penetrated through the shipwreck victim’ sterror and he ceased to
struggle againgt the two sailors. His eyes became fixed upon Hood, who met his gaze steadily and
nodded reassuringly.

“You'resafe, man,” hetold the shipwreck victim. *Y ou’ re aboard the A venger, bound for Bristol.”

“Thank God,” the man whispered, hisvoice now barely audible. “ Thank the AImighty God!”

“What happened to your ship?’ Hood said gently.



“Destroyed,” the man said, shutting his eyes. His chest rose and fell unevenly as he bresthed
laborioudy. “It wasthe beast,” he said, with ashiver.

Hood frowned. “The Beast? | know of no such ship.”

“A seabeast!” said the man, opening his eyes wide and staring at Hood with the gaze of alunatic.
“The Covenant was destroyed by a monster from the depths!”

“Mongter?” Hood said, glancing at the doctor. “What monster?’

“Perhaps he meansawhale, Y our Lordship,” said Dr. Graves.

“No!” The man struggled to rise, findly managing to prop himself up dightly on hiselbow. “No, not a
whalel” hesad, fervently. “A bead, | tel you! A veritableleviathan! A great, horrid, monstrousthing
fromthevery jawsof hel!”

“Come, man, what nonsenseisthis?’ said Hood. “We are not children to believe in seadragons.
Even schoolboys know such creatures do not exist.”

“I saw it, | tell you!” said the man, hisvoicerisng. “It churned the seadl round asit thrashed its
mighty tail. It sounded and we heard it scream! | will hear that dreadful sound for al the days and nights
leftin my miserablelifel”

“The man’salubber,” Dr. Graves said. “It must have been awhae he saw.”

“Not thisone,” said thefirst mate, who had helped hold him down. “ There star in hishair and those
were good seaman’ s knots he lashed himsdlf to the mast with.” He glanced up nervoudy at Hood. “No
seaman gets himsdlf frightened sensdlessby awhale, Y our Lordship.”

“Lubber, an 1?7’ said the sailor, hisvoicerising in pitch as he neared hysteria. “Whale, wasit? Aye,
you show me the whae that can hole aman-o’-war and then spit fireinto itshull! Aye, the very flames of
hell! Oneingtant, there was amighty ship, the next, there was nought but flaming splinters! The cregture
gpat at us and we were consumed! Not aman jack |eft aliveto tell the tale save me!”

“The poor man’ sdaft,” said Dr. Graves. “He' slost hismind.”

“Aye, cdl memad! Any sane manwould. But | know what | saw, and | only pray to God | never lay
eyesonitagan!”

“Steady, now,” said Hood, bending down close to the man. *Y ou have been through an ordesl
enough to make any man haf-mad. Try to remember. Think, could it be that awhae struck your ship or
was struck by it? Perhaps the shock caused alantern to fall and ignite the powder magazine?’

“1 tell you, it was no whale!l” the man shouted. “Think you | do not know awhale when | see one?
Wethought &t firgt it was awhae when we glimpsed it on the surface, but no whale could swim with
such unholy speed or give vent to such acry! No whale spitsfire at aship!” He reached out and grasped
the lapels of Hood' s seacoat with shaking hands. “ Pray!” he said, hiseyes glazing over, staring not at
Hood, but at something else that none of them could see. “Pray you do not crossthis creature’ s path!
Tell your lookouts to keep watch! Tell your men to keep their eyes upon the seal If they should sight a
dark shape in the water with afin very likeashark’s, but larger than any shark that ever swam the ocean,
tell them to make their peace with God! For you can turn your ship; you can put up every foot of sail in
the strongest wind and flee, but it will avail you nought! The hdll-spawn swimswith a speed beyond
belief! You shal hear itsawful cry and it will sound and the seawill roil with its passage!”

The man began to laugh hysericdly.

“Aye, awhale, you say. A whae!”

Hood firmly grasped the man’ swrists and pried himsdf loose from his hold. He stood, watching
sorrowfully as the shipwreck victim aternately laughed and sobbed.

“Do what you can for him, Graves,” he said. “ Poor wretch. | fear heisbeyond your help.”

“Aye,” sad the doctor, shaking his head. “ Seamonsters.” The mate looked up at Graves and Hood,
then glanced back down at the shipwreck victim and quickly crossed himself.

Later inthe day, they lost him. That evening, Hood himself said the words as they put the poor man's
weighted body over the side. By then, there was not a man aboard who had not heard the story. When
the Avenger made port, the tale began to spread throughout the pubs of Bristol, atale of aleviathan that
had risen from the deep. Sailors prayed and watched the seawith fear.



The entire divison had been called in for the briefing. Every singletempord adjustment team wasin
attendance save the ones clocked out to Minus Time on missions. The briefing room on the sixty-third
floor of the Tempora Army Headquarters Building at Pendleton Base was packed and buzzing with an
undertone of conversation rife with rumors. Moses Forrester was not the sort of division commander
who routinely called the troops out for mass briefings, so there was a greet ded of speculation about the
reason for the muster. Rumors circulated about everything from anew security evauations programto a
battery of proficiency examinations for the Time Commandos ordered by the Referee Corps. Inthe
Tempora Army, such things were known as* mickey-mouse,” aterm whose originswere lost in military
antiquity.

Lucas Priest, Forrester’ s exec with the rank of mgor, spotted Finn Delaney near the front of the
briefing room and made hisway to him. Sender, very fit and e egantly handsome, Priest walked with a
dight limp, favoring hisleft leg. The plasma burns he had received on hislast misson to Minus Time had
completely healed, but there was still considerable soreness there. He wore ablack patch over hisright
eye. Hisreal eye had been melted right out of its socket by the heat wave from an auto-pulser blast. He
was fortunate. He had only lost an eye and sustained serious burns upon hisface. A direct hit from an
auto-pulser would have cooked his head off. Cosmetic surgery had restored hisfesturesto their original
appearance and the doctors had replaced the hair helogt, but Lucas had chosen abionic optic unit
instead of an organic eye replacement. It was superior to anatural eyein anumber of ways, but he had
not yet had it long enough to grow accustomed to it. Using it together with his natura |eft eye for more
than half an hour gave him adight headache.

“Finn,” he said, touching Delaney on the arm, “you know what thisisal about?’

Sergeant Mg or Finn Delaney turned to face him with afrown. Massively built, the red-haired
Irishman somehow aways managed to look less like anon-corn than like atechnician in hisuniform. No
matter how sharply creased, and they rarely were, his black base fatigues always looked like workmen's
coveralls when he wore them. He never buttoned up his blouse al the way, and more than one officer
had learned the hard way that Sergeant Delaney had atendency to back up hisrecacitrance with his
fists. In any other outfit, Finn would long since have become a casudty of military regulations, but
Forrester valued asoldier’ s performancein thefield above al ese. Hisfrequent, grudging intercessons
on Finn'sbehdf kept him from being drummed out of the corps, although they did not prevent hisbeing
busted down to private time and time again. It was a never-ending cycle. Finn would return from ahitch
in Minus Time and his exemplary performance would result in a promotion, but sooner or later, he would
run across some officer who had not been advised to steer clear of him. Theresult was usualy an injured
officer and Finn’ s being busted down to private once again. He was still asergeant mgjor only because
the members of the Tempora Army officers corps, in theinterests of self-preservation, were learning to
give him awide berth. In that respect, Finn Delaney epitomized the nature of the Time Commandos. The
regular troops respected them tremendoudy, but rarely socialized with them. Forrester’ s people had a
reputation for being mavericks, more than alittle crazed.

“Do | know what thisisdl about?’ said Finn, looking at Lucaswith surprise. “Hell, | wasgoing to
ask you. You'rethe exec, | figured you would know.”

Lucas shook his head. “Not me. Y ou seen Andre?’

“Right here,” she said, from behind him. “What’ sgoing on?’

Biologicdly, Andre Cross was the youngest member of the First Division, with the rank of corpord.
Chronologically, however, shewas by far the oldest, having been born in the 12th century, where she
once held the rank of mercenary knight. She was not pretty. Her features were plain and somewhat on
the sharp Sde, yet there was something about them that was very striking. Her hair was straw-blond and
she paid an absolute minimum of attention to it, less than most men. Sheworeit abit longer than most
soldiersdid, partly because she had worn it short for many yearsto aid in her passng asamadein the
time from which she came. Shefilled out her uniform quite wdl, but with muscle rather than soft, feminine
curves. Her shoulders were quite broad and her biceps, when flexed, had asurprising peak to them. Her
legs were long and shapdly, but with mass and definition that atriathlete would have envied. Her breasts,
though small, appeared somewhat larger than they were due to her pectoral development. Her waist and



hips were narrow, without an ounce of surplusfat. She had the poise of complete self-assurance and the
anima sexudity that camewith being in peak physical condition, though her ddtoids had till not quite
recovered from the wound she received when anysted rappelling dart had been fired into her shoulder,
severing muscle and shattering bone. Their last mission had been abad one. Lucas had been serioudy
injured. Finn had aso been hurt, nearly killed, when athrown dagger struck him in the chest, coming
periloudy closeto his heart and pulmonary artery. Only the dengity of his muscle mass had saved him. Al
three of them were walking wounded, but the army doctors had pronounced them fit enough to return to
active duty. Civilian doctors would have been agreat deal more conservative in their decisions.

“I heard something about anew battery of psych tests,” Andre said.

“Who the hell knows?’ Finn grumbled. “1 guesswe Il find out soon. Here comes the old man. Better
get the rabblein some sort of order, Mgor.”

Lucasturned to face the room. “ Ten-hut!”

Severd hundred boot hedls cracked in unison as the soldiers of the First Division snapped to. Lucas
about-faced and climbed up the steps to the rostrum, saluting the old man smartly.

“Firgt Divisgon al present or accounted for, sir!”

The craggy Colonel Forrester returned his salute. “ Thank you, Mgor. Y ou may step down. At ease,
people. Please be seated.”

He waited a moment for them to take their seats.

“I aminreceipt of aPriority One, Code Red directive from the Referee Corps,” he said without
preamble.

They al tensed. Thiswasn't mickey-mouse. A Priority One, Code Red meant very serioustrouble. It
was an order for total mobilization.

“About three weeks ago,” said Forrester, “aportion of a shipment destined for the Temporal Army
P.O. was gtolen from the warehouses of Amalgamated Techtronics, in spite of the most rigid security
precautions. In al, some five thousand temporal trangponders, ranging in classification from P-1 to V-20,
were stolen by persons unknown.”

The reaction was instantaneous and tumultuous. “ Asyou were!” shouted Lucas, surprised to hear his
own voice crack. Five thousand temporal transponders! It was a crime of unprecedented and
staggering proportions with consequences that could be cataclysmic.

The transponders, or warp discsin soldiers' parlance, were the most recent development in military
gpplications of Eingtein-Rosen Bridge technology. Not al tempora units had them yet, but every
tempora army in the world—and on other worlds—was in the process of converting to them to supplant
the dready obsolete chronoplates.

Origindly, Eingein-Rosen Bridge technology had been developed in the latter haf of the 26th
century, based on the theory developed by Albert Einstein and Nathan Rosen in 1935, in which they
postulated the existence of a“ corridor” in space-time. It took the discovery of white holes, cosmic
gushers of pure energy exploding into the universe, and the technologica advances of some seven
hundred years before their corridor in space-time, or “worm hole,” became accepted as aredlity. In
2645, Bdl| Laboratories devel oped the first working mode of the Einstein-Rosen Generator at their
Bradbury facility on Mars. Using particle-level chips, the device was till of mammoth sze, much likethe
earliest computers. It was designed to tap into the energy field of an Einstein-Rosen Bridge between two
universes. The Eingein-Rosen Generator, or ERG, wasin fact misnamed. It did not actualy generate
power. Rather, it acted as a power dilator, in amanner smilar to how ablack hole “dilated” the universe
inthevicinity which it waslocated, with a gravitationd field so greet that not only could light waves not
escape from it, but the fabric of space-timeitsalf wastorn, disrupted in that region to open up into
another universe as awhite hole. The purpose of the ERGswas to tap into that maelstrom of power and
then “feed” the energy to appropriate the trangponders, in thisway providing free energy for everything
from powering orbital coloniesto turning on alight switchinaNew Y ork conapt.

Eventudly, the ERGs made possible the creation of abridge to neutron stars within the galaxy and a
number of on-line ERGs were bridging to Orion. It was not until aresearch scientist in the Ordnance
Section of Temporary Army Headquarters came up with theidea of reversing the process, in 2615, that



the principles of Einstein-Rosen were applied to military wegponry. The result wasthe warp grenade—a
combination nuclear device and time machine.

Lucas had used onefor thefirgt time on hislast mission. Since then, they had aready been refined to
achieve pinpoint intengity control. The device was called a grenade only because it approximated ancient
hand grenades in Size and genera appearance. A warp grenade could be set manually with atimer or
thrown set for air burst. The result wasinstant holocaust—only, cagpable of being totaly controlled. It
could be st to wipe out acity, acity block, abuilding on that block, aroom within that building, or a
gpot within that room no larger than afist. The variable factor in the classification of warp grenadeswas
one-to-nine megatons. L ucas had used one of the least powerful ones and the thought of using a
nine-megaton grenade made his knees weak. He could not imagine a Situation in which such anecessity
could arise. At theinstant of detonation, the particle-level chronocircuitry within the device clocked the
“surplus’ energy of the explosion—that which was not needed to do the job—through an Eingtein-Rosen
Bridge viatransponder link to an on-line ERG. In the case of a nine-megaton grenade, 90 percent of the
explosion’senergy could be clocked to the Orion Nebula, safely out of harm’sway. Or, moreto the
point, to whereit could safely do no harm. Nevertheless, the remaining energy would be equa to the
blast that had destroyed Hiroshima, and the thought of carrying such power in his pocket was enough to
make Lucas break out in a swest. The blast he had set off on hislast misson was nowhere near as
powerful, but its results had been frightening just the same. L ucas had caught some residud radiation,
though not enough to cause any more damage than prolonged exposure to the sun during abeach
vacationin &t. Croix. Y et, somewherein the Orion Nebula at that instant, there had been onewhae of a
big bang. All Lucas had done was use an infinitesma part of it.

Asthe upshot of that flash of insight on that research scientist’ s part, the brainsin the Army think
tanks suddenly redlized the obvious possibilitiesfor further tempora-military gpplications of those same
principles. Even while the warp grenades were being perfected, the Temporal Army research scientists at
Heinlein University on Dyson were aready constructing the prototype temporal trangpondersto replace
the chronoplates. Utilizing the same Eingtein-Rosen Generators that provided power for utilities, they
made some inspired modifications (the plans for which wereimmediately classified Top Secret) to enable
the power drawn through time and space to provide the energy for travel through time and space via
tempora transponders designed on the micro-molecular or particle level. Each soldier of the First
Divison, chosen asthefirgt to be issued what the commandos quickly nicknamed “warp discs,” now
wore atempord transponder on hiswrigt. If necessary, the warp disc could be taken off its bracelet and
worn on aneck chain, camouflaged as some other piece of jewelry or hidden somewhere on one's
person. Now, instead of abulky chronoplate and flexible, bimetalic border circuits, al it took to
trangport aman of gpproximately six feet and two hundred pounds through time was awafer-thin
transponder disc no larger than an ancient twenty-five-cent piece. The trangponders were made
correspondingly larger according to their purpose, hence their classification designations. Lucaswore a
P-1 disc. An entire battalion of soldiers could be teleported viaafied provided by aT-25, adisc no
more than eight inches in diameter. The actud power dilator, or ERG, could be anywhere—at Pendleton
Base or even in ancient Mesopotamia. Theoreticaly, since the power supply waslimitlessto dl intents
and purposes, the entire planet could be tel eported el sewhere with alarge enough tempord transponder,
though that was a possibility no one serioudy entertained. Soldiersjoked about it, but the laughter aways
had adightly strained note to it. On that scope, it was just abit too weird to even think about.

Every soldier of the First Divison had been issued an “Eyes Only” Top Secret manual to scan, or
rather, they had been given access to the data under top security conditions. Lucas had studied hiswhile
actualy under armed guard. It did not escape his notice, or anyone else' sfor that matter, that the
research scientist in Ordnance who had started the whole thing was never named. Al attempts at
discovering hisor her identity were summaxrily discouraged in no uncertain terms. Finn had made a
comment that the poor bastard was probably hiding under arock somewhere, terrified out of hiswits.
The comment had been flippant, but it brought to mind immediately the fate of Albrecht Mensinger, who
committed suicide when heredized the full implications of hiswork in refining the chronoplate.

Now, those same implications were forcibly driven home to each and every soldier in that room. The



theft of five thousand temporad transponders was unsettling in the extreme. Lucas redlized his mouth had
gone completely dry and no one had paid any attention whatsoever to his shout of “Asyou werel” They
wered| talking at once, shouting and creating adin that drowned him out. How in hell had the theft been
accomplished? Amalgamated Techtronics was a Top Security plant —the Top Security plant. Whoever
accomplished the daring theft would still need an ERG, properly modified, for the trangpondersto be
keyed to. But if they were able to hijack a shipment from Amalgamated Techtronics, right from under the
very noses of crack troops, how difficult would it be for them to obtain the necessary plansto adapt an
industria ERG for temporal trandocation? The very fact the warp discs had been stolen suggested that
whoever had them a so had the means or the meansto get the means of using them. The transponders
that were stolen varied in classification from P-1 to V-20. V-20! Lucas shuddered. Just one of those was
big enough, at adiameter of about twelve inches, to transport something the Size of, no, bigger than the
Washington Monument!

“They must have stolen them for ransom,” Finn said,standing beside Lucas. “ They couldn’'t possibly
use them.” Helicked hislipsand glanced at Lucas. “ Could they?’ Forrester waited patiently for them all
to become quiet. It was hardly the sort of news he could expect them to take calmly. When the noise
died down at last, he continued. “1 don’t need to tell you people the potential for danger this Situation
represents,” he said gravely. “If any word of it should happen to lesk out, the mediais going to play it up
for dl it sworth and we'll have adisaster on our hands. And that’ s not even counting the disaster we're
aready faced with in terms of the potential for temporal contamination. The entire Observer Corps has
been placed on the dert for temporal anomalies and the TIA has been working around the clock,
correating dl the datafrom field stationsreporting in.” He paused sgnificantly.

“I redizeit’ sgoing to be difficult, people, but I’ [l expect you to restrain yourselves when | report their
conclusions. No computer data thistime. Word of mouth only. WEe ve got some very frightened people
on thisand the levels of paranoia have reached new heights. So listen carefully and I’ [l open up the floor
to questionswhen I’m through. 1 want no further outbursts. | trust I’ ve made mysdlf quite clear.”

Forrester waited a moment while they watched him with tense anticipation. He took a deep bresath.

“On November 12, 1993, the Soviet Union reported the disappearance of their new Typhoon-class
bdligtic missle nuclear submarine, Vostochnaya Sava, off Jan Mayan Idand in the Arctic Ocean—"

Lucasfdt Finn Deaney’ shand grasping hisforearm in avisdike grip. He glanced at Finn, seated
beside him, and saw that al the color had suddenly drained from hisface. They exchanged quick glances
and Lucas saw thefear in Finn Delaney’ s eyes. Hetried to swallow and found himsdlf unableto. His
throat felt condtricted. The redlization struck them both &t the sametime.

Whoever had stolen the warp discs had used them to hijack a Soviet nuclear submarine, amobile,
submerged and therefore practically undetectable strategic missile base. And with aV-20 warp disc, the
Russian sub could be equipped for time travel and tel eportation.

1

“Apparently,” said Forrester, “no one knows exactly when the Soviet sub disappeared. Its
disappearance was officiadly reported on November 12, but the Kremlin was aware of it as early astwo
weeks prior to that date. The head of the Observer Corps outpost in that time period and location is
Lieutenant Colonel Powers, whose cover isthat of an agent for United States Centrd Intelligence
functioning asamole within the KGB headquartersin Moscow. From him, we have the following:

“Jan Mayan Idand isasmall spit of rock of about 145 square mileslocated in the Arctic Ocean
between the northern part of Norway and Greenland. Theidand is owned by Norway and its remote
location, aswell asthe savage climate, in which temperaturesfal between 40 and 50 degrees below zero
with awindchill factor of over 100 below, makeit anided place for submarines kegping an eye on the
passage from benegth the Arctic icecap. Thereisno doping continental shelf, just verticd cliffsrisng up
out of the seaand dropping off rapidly to great depths, making it ided for alarge submarinetolie close
in, completely undetected. A perfect location for a hidden missile base. There was nothing on Jan Mayan



at the time except for asmall meteorologica station. The last coded radio transmission from the
Vostochnaya Sava was aroutine message on October 28, and then the submarine disappeared without
atrace. The United States denied any involvement in the disappearance of the sub. Thisinformation was
backed up by CIA reports to which Powers, of course, had access.

“Subsequently, the TIA compiled datafrom other stationsin other time periods, anong which were
the following reports. In July of 1783, the British man-of-war Avenger picked up the sole survivor of
another British man-of-war, the Covenant. The shipwreck victim died soon after being rescued, but not
before claming the Covenant had been sunk by a*seamonster’ capable of great speed which spat fire
at the ship. He described it as being larger than awhde, with afin very likeashark’s. Clearly, it could
have been the sall of anuclear submarine.

“In August of 1652, during Britain’ swar with the Dutch over the First Navigation Act, the Dutch
ship Amsterdam was blown out of the water and completely obliterated whilein anava engagement
with the British ship, Albatross. The Albatross was destroyed in aflash burn, going up like atinderbox.
The survivors who managed to get away in boats dl died of what was reported to be scurvy, athough
the symptoms were far more indicative of radiation sickness. Nearby ships reported the explosion of the
Amsterdam as being ‘ cataclysmic,” surmising she was loaded to her gunwal es with powder. However,
the powder magazine' s explosion would not have accounted for the flash burn of the Albatross. An
atomic torpedo would.

“Numerous sghtings of amaritime phenomenon varioudy described as‘ an enormousthing,” a‘long,
spindle-shaped object,” and an ‘ aquatic mammal of unknown origin’ were reported in the 19th century,
beginning in the year 1866, when the steamer Governor Higginson of the Calcutta and Burnach Steam
Navigation Company encountered a‘moving mass five miles off the coast of Audtrdlia. On the 23rd of
July of that same year, asmilar sighting was reported in the Pacific Ocean by the Columbus, of the West
Indiaand Pacific Steam Navigation Company. At thetime, it was noted that these two sightings were
separated by a period of three days and a distance of over seven hundred nautical leagues. About two
weeks |ater, the Helvetia, of the Compagnie-Nationae and the Shannon, of the Royd Mail Steamship
Company, both sighted a‘mongter’ in the Atlantic between the United States and Europe, estimating its
length at over five hundred feet, which would either have made it awhale of unprecedented size, asea
monster of some sort, or asubmarine. Severd of these sightings also reported the * cresture’ was capable
of astonishing speed, others reported that it submerged immediately.

“Finaly, the most telling piece of evidence was uncovered on Jan Mayan Idand, whenaTIA
surveillance team, clocked back to the Site of the Soviet sub’ s disappearance, found an abandoned
Spatia Anomaly Displacement Detector. Needlessto say, they did not have SADD’ sin the 20th
century. Tempord Intelligence fed dl available datainto their computers and, given the available
evidence, they have recreated a scenario of the most likely possibility for what occurred in the Arctic on
or about October 28, 1993. . .”

The Arctic Wind howled through the rocks of the barren, ice-encrusted idand, making it next to
impaossible for the men to remain standing upright. They crouched behind an outcropping, huddled close
together in their temperature-controlled suits, looking like dick sealions asthe spray glistened on
polymer fabric, making droplets on the visors of their formfitting helmets. One man bent low over the
Spatial Anomay Displacement Detector, adjusting the directiona and depth scan and watching the
screen intently, his eyeslocked onto the soft, green-glowing grid coordinate lines that crisscrossed the
monitor. A low, deep, resonant voice spoke over the headset inside his helmet.

“Anything yet?’

“Not yet. She’' sdown there. It' sjust amatter of time. Y ou can’t hide something that displaces
28,000 tons from thisinstrument. All we needto do is—"

A softly glowing red outline in the shape of a submarine suddenly appeared upon the grid screen.

“Got her! Look at that! Isn’t she a beauty?’

“You can admire her a your leisurelater,” the voice came back over his headset. “Right now, I'd
gppreciate having the trangition coordinates. | would prefer amore hospitable environment.”



“Comingright up. .. Captain,” the man said, glancing over his shoulder and grinning behind his
faceplate. “ Stand by. We re going down and under!”

There were fourteen men sested in the wardroom of the submarine. They were dl young, rangingin
age from twenty-two to thirty-five, and dressed in dark-blue, short-deeved jumpsuits. The temperature
ing de the submarine was a comfortable, constant 70 degrees and the fluorescent lights were white, for
day cycle. At the end of the watch, they would go to red interior light to smulate nighttime. Severd of the
men were eating snacks, others were drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes. Vdentin Mikhailov
watched Aleksander Muraviov’ sface intently asthe latter frowned down at the pieces of the chessboard,
pursing hislipsthoughtfully. At twenty-nine, Mikhailov was senior to the younger Muraviov by seven
years. He smiled, dightly. Muraviov was going to lose again. Still, he got better every time. He had the
makings of an expert player and Mikhailov knew it would not be very long before he would be giving him
good matches. He picked up his package of American cigarettes, unfiltered Camels, and lit one up,
drawing the smoke in deeply and exhding it through his nodtrils.

“ Davaye, davaye, Sasha,” hesad, addressing Muraviov by the affectionate diminutive of hisfirst
name, “ ni kopaisiya.” (Come on, come on, Sasha, don't dawdle.)

“ Zatknise, Mikhailov. Uspakoisya. Ya dumaiyu.” (Shut up, Mikhalov. Calm down. I'm thinking.)

“ Jeduistchi budiet mat.” (Next movewill be mate.)

“Yob tebyeh, Valentin.” (Fuck you, Vdentin.) Muraviov compressed hislipsinto atight grimace
and shook hishead. “ Aah, nyet smisla.” (Aah, what'sthe use?) He knocked over hisking.

“lstcho raz?” said Mikhailov. (One moretime?)

Muraviov grinned and began to set up the piecesfor anew game. Suddenly, he looked over
Mikhailov’' s shoulder and his eyes grew wide. “ Chiyort vazmi!”

Two men dressed head-to-toe in weird-looking, shiny suits materidized in the wardroom out of thin
arr. In the splitsecond instant of shocked hesitation by the members of the submaring' s crew, both of
them twisted something in their hands and gently lobbed two dender tubes onto the floor. Therewasa
hissing noise. Mikhailov shot out of his chair, but didn’t even take two steps before hiseyesrolled up and
he collapsed. It took only amatter of seconds. All fourteen men were unconscious. At that same
moment, the exact scene was replayed when one man materiaized in the submarine s control room,
another in the engine room and one in the crew’ s quarters. Theinvisble gas spread rapidly throughout the
sub. Therewas never any chance of giving an aarm. The five men moved rapidly through the boat,
dready familiar with itslayout. They released more gas, just to be safe, making certain that each member
of the submarine' s crew was incapacitated. In less than five minutes, they controlled the boat.

“All right,” said their leader, over the comcircuit in their helmets. “Nicely done. Now let’ s get that
equipment on board.”

When Forrester had finished, one of the soldiersraised her hand.

“Sergeant Chan,” said Forrester.

She stood as shewas cdled on. “ Sir, assuming asmal strike force of some sort actudly did manage
to overpower the crew of a Soviet submarine, how would they plan to operate it? Wouldn't it require
highly speciaized training of the sort no longer offered in present time?’

Forrester nodded. “An excellent point, Sergeant Chan. We have two possible answersto that one.
Oneg, it isnot beyond the realm of possibility for thisto have been along-range plan on the part of the
hijackers. With access to warp discs, they could easily have clocked back to Minus Time, to the 20th
century, and enlisted in the United States Navy, for example. The Navy had a nuclear-powered
submarine training school in Idaho Fals and they might have obtained the necessary knowledge in that
manner. However, that would have been doing it the hard way. If we are to presuppose an extremely
organized, highly skilled group, then it makes more sense to assume at least one of their number wasa
therapist trained in re-education procedures. Getting their hands on the necessary equipment would have
been child s play after what they’ ve aready accomplished. Once they had overpowered the submarine' s
crew, they could then condition them at their Ieisure to follow orders unquestioningly. Given the mentaity
of the Soviet military, that would not have been terribly difficult to do. The predisposition for



unqguestioning obedience would dready have been there.”

Another soldier raised hishand. “Lieutenant Bryant?’ said Forrester.

“Isthere any indication of the purpose behind thisact?” said Bryant.

“Asof right now, no,” said Forrester. “ There has been no contact, no demand for ransom, nothing.
Tempord Intdligence believes the group is putting the sub through its paces, giving it a shakedown cruise
whilethey familiarize themsdveswith its capabilities.”

Lucasraised hishand. “Mgor Priest,” said Forrester. “ Just what are it’ s capabilities, Sr?” hesaid.

“The Soviet Typhoon-class subs were capable of sustained underwater cruising speedsin excess of
sxty knots. Their titanium double hulls rendered magnetic detection virtudly impossible and they were
extremdy quiet-running. They carried afull complement of ordnance, ranging from standoff missileswith
areported range of about 125 kilometersto cruise missiles, so-called “smart” missiles capable of being
fired from the submarine storpedo tubes and flying aslow asten feet above the water, thereby defeating
radar. They aso carried afull range of torpedoes, from homing and wake-following to antisubmarine and
conventiond type. Last but not least, they were equipped with twenty balistic missiles, capable of being
launched from silos via hatchesin the deck. These were of the MIRV type, or Multiple Independently
Targeted Reentry Vehicle, with as many asfourteen or fifteen warheads on one missile, amed at different
targets hundreds of miles apart. These were launched when the missile reached the top of itstrgectory,
from the nose cone. This method was facilitated by use of an inertid guidance system. Measuring devices
known as accel erometers recorded movement in every direction aboard the submarine and sent signals
to the missile computers, which trandated those signasinto the sub’ s exact position a any giventime.
Consequently, there was never any need to am the missiles. If an order for launch wasreceived, it would
take only moments, if not seconds, to go through the procedure necessary to fire the missiles. One such
MIRV missile could befired every minute. No input into the ballistic computers was needed. The missiles
would aready know where they had to go.”

Finn expelled the breath he had been holding in asoft whoosh. Heraised hishand. “Ddaney?’ said
Forrester. “How deep could these things go, Sir?’

“The Typhoon sub could dive to adepth of over four thousand feet,” said Forrester. “However, that
isaconservative figure. We don’t know what the crush depth of the Soviet subs was and there’ severy
reason to believe they were capable of going deeper. Also, dueto the fact the Soviets were dways
classification-happy, and due to the fact no one had ever succeeded in actualy capturing a Soviet nuclear
ub—"

“Until now,” Andre said, softly.

“—thereisvery little known about their actua capabilities. Without apipdineinto the KGB, we
would have known evenless.”

Therewas a profoundly unessy silence in the room. Forrester glanced about grimly at al thetense
faces.

“If there are no further questions for the moment, I'll continue. I’ ve received an order for complete
mobilization of the First Divison. Both Tempord Intelligence and the Referee Corps are proceeding on
the assumption the object of the hijacking is blackmail, on anuclear scae. It’ sthe only scenario that
makes any sort of sense. We—"

Andre raised her hand. “ Y es, Corpora Cross?’ said Forrester.

“Excuseme, dr, but it occurs to me that we should have the means of dedling with athreset of this
nature. Satellite detection, combined with BPW technology would—"

“If | may anticipateyou,” Forrester interrupted, “there’ sabasic flaw in your reasoning. It's essentialy
good reasoning and it would certainly solve the problem if it were not for the submarine now being
capable of tempora trandocation. We can't exactly put satellitesin orbit in every conceivable period of
time where the submarine might show up. It smply isn't practica. Moreover, even if we had the logistics
to accomplish such atask, there exist certain insurmountable problems. While Beam Particle Weaponry
might well neutralize abdligtic missilethreet, there are certain scenariosin which we would not be able to
employ BPWs. For example, suppose the submarine was clocked into the 20th century. Its advanced
design would till enableit to avoid detection by the world powers of that time. However, keep in mind



the technologica capabilities of the governments of the 20th century. It' s extremely doubtful we d be able
to deploy surveillance satdllites and BPWswithout their being aerted. The United States had their space
shuttle aready operationd by the early 1980's. The Soviets dso had orbital vehicles of their own. If we
put up so much as one orbital satellite, chances are it would be discovered fairly quickly and orbital
missions would be launched to investigate. Do you redlly want either the 20th-century Americans or
Russiansto find a Beam Particle Weapon in orbit?’

Andre grimaced and nodded. “ Y es, Sir. | seeyour point. I’'m sorry.”

“Don’'t be. What we need now areidess. If anyone has abrainstorm, fire away. The worst that will
happen isyour ideawill be shot down. Meanwhile, we will proceed with the only other option currently
avallableto us. Severd teamsare going to be held in reserve, in case any tempora adjustment missons
come up that requireimmediate action while dl thisis going on. Therest of you are going to be clocked
to variouslocaesin Minus Time to investigate reports of sightingsthat could be the submarine. It' Il be
likelooking for aneedle in ahaystack, people, but there isn’'t much else we can do at the moment. We
haveto locate the sub first. Then it hasto be destroyed. | have herealist of assgnmentswhich | will give
to Mgor Priest. Immediately upon receiving your assgnment, you will report for mission programming,
then draw your equipment and clock out to your designated time periods. Y ou will have full Observer
Corpsand IAA support. In the meantime, there is already an extensve effort under way to locate the
ERG these people are drawing on for power. If it can be located, then it can be destroyed or taken
off-line, and at least then the submarine will no longer be capable of timetravel or teleportation within any
specific time period. However, | don’t need to remind you of the odds for locating their ERG. The
trouble with an Einstein-Rosen Bridge isthat it’ strans-temporal. It could bein our time period or in
Minus Time. For that matter, it could be on another planet or on an asteroid or even aboard aship
somewherein space. Don't hold your breath waiting for it to be found. It ain't very damn likely.”

Finn raised hishand. “Yes, Delaney?’ Forrester said. “What happensif these people start issuing
demands before we' re able to do anything about them?”

“Inthat case,” said Forrester, grimly, “we re going to do exactly what they tell usto. The Stuation’s
just too damn scary to attempt calling their bluff.”

Another soldier raised hishand. “ Captain Sullivan?’ said Forrester.

Sullivan stood up. “What about clocking awarp grenade out to Jan Mayan Idand and blowing it off
the face of the map before the hijacking could occur? Then the hijackerswould wind up materidizing in
the middle of the Arctic Ocean. They wouldn’t survive more than afew minutes, a the very mogt.”

“Thetrouble with that suggestion isit would aso kill the personnd at the meteorologica station
there,” said Forrester. “ The question of whether or not that could be justified under the circumstancesis
highly debatable. It would entail somerisk, in any case. However, what makes the point moot isthe
presence of the Soviet sub just off Jan Mayan. The last thing we want to do is set off any large explosions
inthe vicinity of agtrategic missile carrier. It could have unfortunate consequences. Besides, any
interference with the hijackers before the fact would raise the possibility of cresating atimestream split.
We dready have proof they’ ve managed to bring off the hijacking successfully. If we go back and
prevent it, we' d be creating atemporal disruption and risking the creetion of apardld timdinein which
there was anuclear sub on the loose.”

Sullivan made awry face. “I’'m sorry, sir, | should have thought of that.”

“Nothing to be sorry about, Captain. Y ou have afew thingsto learn yet about this unit. When you
transferred in from Ordnance, you left the regular corps behind. In the First, no one' sgoing to jump on
you for making mistakes. Herein Plus Time, it’'Il only help you learn. In Minus Time, it’ll cost you. Don’t
be afraid to make mistakes, Captain. Just be sure you make them here.”

“Yes, gr. Thank you.”

“All right then, if there are no other questions, let’ s get the show on the road. We' ve got usa
submarineto sanction. Dismissed.”



“Professor—"

“Please” said thethin, elegantly dressed nestly bearded man, smiling in a self-effacing manner and
holding up his hand. He spoke in English, but with a French accent. “While | am flattered a having a
professorship thus conferred upon me, | do not merit thetitle. | am trained as an attorney. Besides, | am
only thirty-eight years old. Being addressed as Professor makes me fed rather like a hoary academician.”

The reporter from The New York Times smiled. “ All right, then. But you did write Mysteries of the
Great Submarine Grounds, so let’snot be too modest about your reputation in academic circles.”

“Only in asomewhat obscure branch of naturd history,” said the man, with adight smile. Hewasal
too well aware of how American reporters had atendency to blow things out of proportion. One small,
theoretical work, published in Francein two dim volumesin an exceedingly smal print run, and they were
ready to seize upon it as an excuse to quote him as an expert. He had far too many friendsin the scientific
community and far too much respect for their accomplishments to want to be cast as a colleague on an
equd footing.

“Wdl, wewon't split hairs,” said the reporter from The New York Times. “The point isyou have
been invited to represent your country on this expedition and obvioudy—"

“No, no, please,” said the man, looking pained. “Redly, Sir, you quite embarrass me. | beg you to
communicate the details correctly to your readers, if only to spare me future discomfort when | arrive
back home. In point of fact, the kind invitation from Secretary Hobson did mention your government
would be pleased to see France represented in this enterprise, however, he was speaking purely asa
matter of form, you understand. In truth, it was | who requested permission to sail with Commander
Farragut aboard the Abraham Lincoln. | practicaly begged mysdf aberth. Y our government was
merely humoring asomewhat presumptuous novelist who only dabblesin scientific matters.”

“Nevertheless, Mr. Verne,” the reporter persisted, “the very fact your request was granted obvioudy
indicates that your opinion asa‘dabbler in scientific matters,” asyou say, isvaued. In that context, surely
you have some theories asto the nature of this phenomenon?’

“Well,” said JulesVerne, “I prefer to keep an open mind. However, | do have someidess, and |
sressthat they are merely ideas, theories, you understand. We have, asyet, no empirical evidenceto
support them, so making any sort of conclusions would be extremely premature.”

“Yes, well, what do you think it might be?’ the reporter pressed him, anxious for agood quote.

Somewhat hesitantly, Vernereplied. “ After examining one by one the different theories, rgjecting dl
nonsensica suggestions, it seems necessary to admit the possibility of the existence of amarine animal of
enormous power.”

The reporters on the dock scribbled hastily.

“The great depths of the ocean are entirely unknown to us,” continued Verne. * Soundings cannot
reach them. What passes in those remote depths—what beingslive, or can live, twelve or fifteen miles
benesth the surface of the waters—is something we can scarcely conjecture. Either we do know dl the
varieties of beingswhich exist upon our planet or we do not. If we do not know them dl, if Nature il
has secretsin the deep for us, nothing is more conformabl e to reason than to admit the possibility of the
existence of fishes or cetaceans or even of new species heretofore unknown inhabiting the regions
inaccessible to soundings. It is certainly within the realm of possibility that an accident or an event of
some sort has brought such a creature a long intervasto the upper levels of the ocean.”

“So you' re saying a seamongter, then?’” said another man, from the Tribune, excitedly.

“No, gr, | said no such thing,” said Verne, carefully. “1 merdly said the possibility existsthat there are
creatures on the ocean floor bel onging to species which have not as yet been discovered. If, on the other
hand, such isnot the case, which is also apossihility, we must necessarily seek for the anima in question
amongst those marine beings aready classed. In such acase, | should be disposed to suspect the
exisence of agigantic narwhd.”

“What exactly isthat, Professor?’ one of the other reporters called ouit.

Vernewinced dightly. “The common narwhd, or unicorn of the seg, isalarge mammalian cregture
which often attains alength of sixty feet. Increase its Sze fivefold or tenfold, give it strength proportionate



toitssize and you will have the animal required. It will have the proportions determined by the officers of
the Shannon.”

“Soyou'resayingit' sjust abig whae and that’ sal?’ said the man from The New York Times, with
some disappointment. “How would you account, then, for the sinking of the Scotia just last week?’

“I do not account for it,” said Verne. “1 do not have accessto al of the details. True, the last
transmisson from the Scotia did report the sighting of a“ monster,” however, we have no evidence
suggesting it was this so-called monster which caused the sinking of the ship.”

“But supposeit was the mongter,” the man from the Telegraph called out. “I mean, how could a
whale sink a steamship? How do you account for the explosion witnessed by the Moravian from severd
milesaway?’

“Wadll, so long aswe dl understand that what we are dedling with hereis merely supposition,” Verne
sad, “we can suppose the narwha—if it isa narwha—might have caused the sinking. Such a creature
would be more than just abig whale, asyou say. The narwhal isarmed with asort of ivory sword, a
halberd, according to the expression of certain naturdigts. The principd tusk hasthe hardness of stedl.
Some of these tusks have been found buried in the bodies of whales. Others have been drawn out, not
without trouble, from the bottoms of ships, which they had pierced through and through. The Museum of
the Faculty of Medicine in Paris possesses one of these defensive weapons, two yards and aquarter in
length and fifteen inchesin diameter at the base. Very well.”—He paused for bresth—" Suppose this
wespon to be six times stronger and the animal ten times more powerful. Launch it at the rate of twenty
miles an hour and you obtain a shock capable of producing the catastrophe required. Asto the
explosion, thereis a better explanation for that than to imagine some sort of seamonster capable of
bresthing fire. Remember the Scotia was a munitions ship. Given an accident, something undoubtedly
caused afire on board, thereby resulting in the powerful explosion which the men of the Moravian saw
from their greet distance. Until further information, therefore, | shall be predisposed to suspect our
phenomenon might be a sea-unicorn of colossal dimensions, armed not with ahalberd, but with aredl
spur, asthe armored frigates or the ‘rams’ of war, whose massiveness and motive power it would
possess a the sametime.”

“What about some of the other theories, Mr. Verne?’ another reporter called out. “What about this
businessthat it'safloating idand of some sort or maybe even a submarine boat?’

Verne chuckled. “Well, there have been quite a number of theories proposed, true, but | prefer to
ded with rationa scientific inquiry rather than wild speculation. Idands do not float. Rock and earth
cannot float in water. 1dands are Smply the projecting tips of submerged land masses or mountains, if
you will. Someone, as| recal, suggested that we could be confronted with the floating hull of some
enormous wreck. While this may sound somewhat plausible upon the surface, this theory collgpses under
careful scrutiny. What would provide the motive power for thisfloating hull that would enableit to act in
the manner described in the various sightings? Moreover, what would keep this hull afloat, if it were,
indeed, awreck?

“Asto the question of a submarine boat, | must admit to being persondly quiteintrigued by such a
possibility. However, keep in mind that a submarine vessdl of such enormous power could hardly remain
secret againgt inquiries made both here and abroad. That a private gentleman should have such amachine
at hiscommand, while smacking of romance, is certainly quite unlikely. Where, when, and how could it
have been constructed? And how could its construction, ambitious an undertaking asit would haveto be,
be kept a secret? It is possible agovernment might possess such a destructive machine; however, it is
quite unlikely in view of what we know of submarine boats coupled with the technological capabilitieswe
have.

“Not to dismiss your question out of hand, Sir,” Verne continued, “consider the history of the
so-caled submersible boat. Alexander the Greset is said to have had himsdlf lowered into the seawhile
encased in abarrel of glass. Leonardo daVinci aso experimented with the idea of an undersea craft. In
the 16th century, an English carpenter named William Bourne designed a submersible boat, but was
unable to provide it with any means of propulsion. Drebbd likewise constructed severd watertight boats
capable of being submerged and propelled by means of oars, with air supplied by tubesreaching to the



surface. Not avery practical device. Thefirst rea step in the development of submarine boats occurred
during your American Revolution, when Colond David Bushndl built his Turtle, which rather resembled
two large turtle shellsjoined together. Propulsion was achieved by means of acrude hand crank, which
turned apropellor. It was quite an ambitious device.

“In order to submerge, the vessdl’ slone crewman operated a valve which would let water into a
ballast tank. To reverse the procedure, the water was pumped out. A pair of brass tubes admitted fresh
air into the vessel and, upon submergence, these tubes were closed with cork vaves. That would leave
enough air ingdeto dlow for asubmerged period of some thirty minutes. The purpose of the vessel was
to approach British ships unseen and attach an explosive device to their hulls by means of ascrew
device. However, the Turtle never succeeded in itstask, was dow and crude in the extreme and subject
to navigationa problems due to the effect of currents. Now thiswasthefirst practical submarine boat for
which any record exists. The second was aso built by an American, your Mr. Robert Fulton, of
Steamboat fame.

“In 1800, he designed and built the Nautilus, expanding upon the same basi ¢ principles devel oped
by Bushnell. He was unable to gain support in the United States, so he came to my country and tried to
interest Napoleon in hisvessdl. He was given some funds, with which he managed to Sage a
demondtration in which he successfully sank awreck placed at his disposal. However, Napoleon
branded it a dishonorable device and, fearing that Napoleon intended to sted the Nautilus, Fulton
destroyed it. He then tried to interest England. He failed there, aswell. At that point, he apparently gave
up in disgust and returned here to build hisfamous Clermont.

“The most recent use of submarine vehicleswas dso in your country, during the recent war among
your states. Doubtless, you gentlemen will recall the story of the Hunley, a Confederate craft some forty
feet long and four feet in the beam. Its propulsion was provided by eight men, sitting sde-by-side and
operating asort of crankshaft which turned a screw propellor. | believe it was on the seventeenth of
February, in 1864, that the Hunley managed to sink the Housatonic in Charleston Harbor by meansof a
gunpowder torpedo on the end of along pole. Given the nature of the craft, the attack had to be made
with the hatch open so vigibility would be possible. Asaresult, the Hunley was swamped when the
torpedo exploded and it sank with al hands. To that extent, it is somewhat debatable asto whether or
not thiswas a successful attack and even whether or not it can properly be called a submarine attack.

“Now, gentlemen, the Hunley went down a mere two years ago. Areweto believeitiswithin the
realm of possibility for science to have progressed so far asto enable, in two years, a submarine boat to
be congtructed which is capable of remaining submerged indefinitely and of attaining the sort of speeds
reported in the Sghtings? Even if we were to accept such an astonishing development, well then, how
would this submarine be able to resupply itself? What fantastic method of propulsion could it employ to
attain such enormous motive power? How could it hope to attack other shipswithout risking damage to
itself? How could its crew survive such long periods of submersion, even given the ability of storing
oxygen in some manner which would enable such submersion, without being poisoned by the gases of
their own exhdations? No, gentlemen, glamorous though the ideamight be, it is quite ludicrous when
examined from a practica standpoint. The technology smply does not exist which would dlow for the
congtruction of such acraft. That smacks of the sort of fantasy disreputable novelists such as mysalf
indulgein.” He smiled. “What we are concerned with here is ascientific expedition, not one of my
voyages extraordinaire. Although, | must confess, | find the idea of asubmarine boat constructed by
means of some sort of super science to be quite appealing. | may even write about it someday. However,
it sal nonsense, | assureyou.”

They addressed him as Professor once again when they thanked him for his stlatementsand Verne
dowly shook his head as he watched them rush off to filetheir Sories.

“Newspapermen,” he mumbled to himsdlf. “Doubtless, they’ |l get everything dl wrong, as usud, and
confer adoctorate upon meto vaidate their stories.”

He went on board the frigate and one of the sail ors conducted him to the presence of the ship’s
captain, atal and handsome officer with ramrod straight posture and a no-nonsense manner.

“Commander Farragut?’ said Verne.



“Youmust be Mr. Verne,” said Farragui.

The author looked surprised. “ Y ou know me, Sr?’

“I have seen your photograph and | have had the pleasure of reading your Five Weeksin a
Balloon. It'sapleasure to have you aboard, sir. Can it be you are considering turning your talents
towards nautical adventure?’

“I have been giving the matter some thought,” said Verne, smiling. “ Perhaps this voyage will provide
me with some necessary background. I’ m afraid I’ m liable to make quite a nuisance of mysdlf, pestering
everyone with questions. Please do not hesitate to tell meif | begin getting in your way.”

Farragut grinned. “ Think nothing of it. Y ou go on ahead and make as much of a nuisance of yourself
asyou careto. My men know what they’ re about. | doubt answering afew questionswill get in the way
of their performing their duties. They're dl quite looking forward to this venture. It will be something of a
pleasure cruise for them.”

“A pleasure cruise? Do | take it, then, you do not believein this so-called sea monster we are
hunting?’

“Quite the contrary. | have been at sealong enough to know that one can never truly know the sea. |
think there is something out there, although | doubt it is anything like some creature out of Greek
mythology. Whatever it may be, | intend to hunt it down and rid the seas of it.”

“You mean to kill the creature?’ Verne said, aghast. “But why? Think of the importance such afind
would haveto sciencel”

“With al due respect, Mr. Verne, | strongly suspect your scientific-minded friendswould be far
happier to have this creature spread out on their dissecting tables rather than have it swimming about on
the bottom of the ocean, inaccessibleto them,” said Farragut. “ Asfor mysdf, my first responghbility isto
the shipping companies. All this publicity and speculation about asea monster is causing companieslike
Lloyd sto raise their premiums. No oneisvery happy about the prospect of having to pay morein order
to have their shipsinsured against destruction by some seamongter.”

“Y es, but—but | was under the impression this was to be an expedition of scientific inquiry!”
protested Verne.

“Andsoitis” said Farragut. “Y ou will find quite adiverse group on board for this voyage. We have
sailing with us representatives of the New Y ork Museum of Natura History, the Smithsonian Ingtitution,
the Royal Zoologica Society and members of the faculties of severa universties. | should think you'll be
at no lossfor simulating company. Asamatter of fact, if you have not yet had time for dinner, | would
suggest you hasten to the wardroom, where our passengers are being served at this very moment. Now if
you will excuse me, we shdl have to continue this discussion at afuturetime. | must make preparations
for getting under way.”

Verne paused only long enough to check his cabin, which he found he was sharing with someone else
judging by the belongings placed there along with his, then proceeded to the wardroom. The other
passengers were dready Sitting down to dinner when he entered. Upon seeing him standing in the
doorway, one of the diners stood and beckoned him forward.

“Ah, | s;ewehavealatearrivd,” said the man, speaking with a British accent. Hewas dressed in
tweeds and wore thick wire-rimmed glasses. “Please, thereis a place beside me here. You are only just
intime”

The other diners sarted to rise, but Verne quickly waved them back down. “No, no, my friends,
please, do not get up on my account.”

Hewalked over to the seat indicated by the Englishman.

“Permit meto perform the introductions,” said the Britisher. “Thisis Dr. Samuelson, of the
Smithsonian.” He indicated the man to hisimmediate | eft, a dapper, distinguished-looking gentleman with
thinning gray hair, horn-rimmed glasses and amoustache. “ Dr. Vandenburg, of the Museum of Natura
History herein New Y ork.” The man he indicated nodded briefly, gazing out at Verne from benesth
large, bushy black eyebrows. There were bread crumbsin hiswalrudike moustache. “ Professor Priest of
the Univergity of Maine.” Lucasnodded at him with asmile. “Dr. Delaney of the University of Boston
and his associate, Professor Cross; Mr. Ned Land—"



“Of the universgity of hard knocks,” said the brawny Land, with awide grin, his blue eyes glinting with
amusement at being included among such distinguished company.

“And, of course, mysdlf. My nameis Devries. Dr. Reginald Fitzhugh Devries, of the Royd Zoologica
Society.”

“I am pleased to meet you dl,” said Verne, taking his seet. “My nameisVerne. JulesVerne. And
that would be Mister, not Doctor or Professor, please.”

Priest and Delaney exchanged quick glances.

“Ah, yes, the eminent author,” said Samuelson. “1 had heard you would be salling with us. It' sa
pleasure to make your acquaintance, Mr. Verne. Tell me, did those newspapermen outside descend
upon you, aswell?’

“l am afrad s0,” said Verne. | attempted to reply to their queriesto the best of my limited ability,
but | wasleft with thefeding | had not told them quite what they wished to hear.”

“What did you tell them?’ Devriessaid.

Verne sugared his coffee and briefly recapped the interview for their benefit. Samue son chuckled.

“What do you want to bet tomorrow’ s papers carry drawings of behemoth, horned whaes with
tuskslike woolly mammoths benegth the headline, * Eminent Author and Scientist Describes Sea
Monger’ 7’

Verne looked wounded.

“Oh, now don't look that way, Verne. It wasn't your fault. Newspapermen hear only what they want
to hear and they writeit up theway they fed their readerswill wishto read it.”

“Never tak to ‘em, mysdf,” growled VVandenburg.

“Thisismogt distressing,” Vernesaid. “1 was most careful to say | was only spesking in terms of
theory and supposition—"

“Don’'t you worry about it, mate,” said Land. “It’ [l al be old newsin another week or so and
nobody’ Il remember it.”

“Wel, what did you tell them, Mr. Land?’ said Verne.

Land threw back his head and laughed. “What, me? Hell, they didn’t want to talk to me! I'm no
scientist fellow like you folksand I’ m no famous writer, either. | ain’t important enough for them to
bother with.”

“May oneinquire, then, what it isyou do, Mr. Land?’ said Verne, politely.

“Me, I’'m aharpooner by trade.”

“A harpooner!”

“That'sright. Best thereis, too.” In French, he added, “1’m the one that’ s going to catch that fish so
these stuffed shirts here can fillet it.”

Lucas, Finn, and Andre smiled, while Devries cleared histhroat softly.

“I'm afraid one of the hazards of associating with learned peopleisthey might be multilingud,” Verne
sad, samiling and giving asidelong look to Devries. Vandenburg aone seemed to have missed the
comment. “Y ou are Canadian?’

“Quebec, born and bred,” said Land, not at dl apologetic for hiscomment. “1 come from along line
of whalers. Makes no difference to me whether thiswhale hastusks or horns or what-have-you. A fishis
afish, far asI’'m concerned.”

“Mr. Land, here, does not believein our aguatic mammal,” said Devries. “1t seems only we stuffed
shirtsare quite so gullible asto give credence to such atheory.”

“Isthat so, Mr. Land?’ said Verne.

“Just cal meNed,” said Land. “All this Mister this, Professor that, and Doctor whoever makes my
head swim.”

“Wadll, dl right, then, Ned. And you must cdl me Jules.”

“And afine French name, itis” said Land. “My grandfather was named Jules. But to answer your
guestion, no, | do not.”

“But, Ned, you, awhder by professon, familiar with al the great marine mammdia, surely you ought
to be the last to doubt under such circumstances!”



“That'sjust the point, Jules,” Land said. “ Asaharpooner, I’ ve followed many awhde, killed agreat
number, too. No matter how strong or how large or, like your narwha, how well armed they may have
been, not a one of ‘em would even have been able to scratch the iron plates of a steamer.”

“But, Ned, they tell of shipswhich the horns of the narwha have pierced through and through,” said
Verne.

“Wooden ships, may be,” said Land. “Me, I've never seenit done. Till | see some proof, | deny that
whales, cetaceans, sea-unicorns or whatever you want to call ‘em could ever do what you say.”

“Well, Ned, | repest it with aconviction resting on the logic of facts,” said Verne, while the others
followed the animated exchange. “I believe in the existence of amamma powerfully organized, belonging
to the branch of Vertebrata, like the whales, the chacha ots or the dol phins, and furnished with ahorn of
defense of great penetrating power.”

“Humpf!” said Land.

“Keep in mind onething, my Canadian friend,” said Verne. “If such an anima exigts, it inhabitsthe
very depths of the ocean, frequenting the sirata lying miles below the surface. It mugt, therefore,
necessarily possess an organization the strength of which would defy dl comparison.”

“And why would that be?’ Land said.

“Because it would require greet strength in order to survive in those depths. Allow meto explain. |
am certain our friends here will bring me up short if | amin error. Let usimagine the pressure of the
atmosphereis represented by the weight of a column of water 32 feet high. Now, Ned, when you dive,
as many times 32 feet of water asthere are above you, so many times does your body bear a pressure
equal to that of the atmosphere, which is 15 pounds for each square inch of surface.

At 320 feet then, this pressure would equal 10 atmospheres, at 3,200 feet, 100 atmospheres and at
32,000 feet, the pressure would be equal to 1,000 atmospheres. By smple arithmetic, we can determine
that if you were ableto attain this depth, for every foot you were to go down, your body would be
subject to apressure of gpproximately haf aton. Now, to a certain degree, this pressureisnegligible
becausethe air penetrates the interior of your body with equa pressure. Thisiswhy you are able to walk
about without perceiving the effects of atmospheric pressure. Thisisaso why you are able to dive down
into the water, to a certain depth, and not be crushed. However, the deeper you dive, the more the
pressureincreases. At 32 feet beneath the surface of the sea, you would undergo a pressure of some
97,500 pounds. And, despite this pressure, pearl divers, for example, are able to survive at such depths.
But the pressure increases correspondingly the deeper you go, so that at 32,000 feet, it would be some
97,500,000 pounds—uwith the result that you would be flattened asif you had been caught between the
plates of ahydraulic machine.”

“Thedevil!” said Land.

“Now,” said Verne, “if some vertebrate, several hundred yards|long and large in rough proportion,
can survive in such depths, consider then what must be the resistance of its bony structurein order to
withstand such amazing pressure.”

“Why,” said Land, “it would have to be as strong as an armored frigate, plated with iron eight inches
thick!”

“Exactly,” Verne said. “ And think what destruction such a cresture would causeif it propelled itself
with the speed of alocomotive againgt the hull of avessd!”

“Yes, wdl,” said Land. “Could be. Y ou argue your case most convincingly, mon ami.”

“So have| convinced you?’ Verne said.

Recacitrant to the end, Land shook hishead. “1 follow your reasoning,” he said, “and you have
convinced methat if such creatures exist at the bottom of the sea, then they must needs be as strong as
you say. But | will sill hold my judgment till | have seen some proof that there are, indeed, such
creatures. |’ ve spent forty some odd years upon the seaand | have yet to see one.”

Samue son laughed. “It is quite obvious, Mr. Land, that you will never make a good newspaperman.
Y ou arefar too pragmatic.”

“And what about you, my friends?’ said Verne, turning to the incognito Time Commandos. “Y ou
have said nothing. Have you any ideas to contribute to this discussion?’



Lucas cleared histhroat. “Wel, | am asmple university biology professor. | hesitate to spesk in such
learned company. However | am of the same opinion as Mr. Land, here. | prefer to reserve judgment
until some tangible evidenceis at hand. There have certainly been enough curious reports to warrant an
investigation, which iswhy we are dl here, but none of us have any ides, redly, just what it iswe are
investigating. | am enthusiastic over the possibility of there being some unique aquatic form of life
heretofore unknown, but then the ocean is quite large and for al we know, we may even be searchingin
the wrong waters. These things take time. Fortunately, | am on sabbatica and this provides a convenient
excuseto legitimize along seavoyage. Perhaps we shdl encounter something, perhaps not. | am content
towait and see”

“A mogt laudable attitude,” said Devries. “ Chances are, indeed, we will encounter nothing of any
ggnificance. However, one never knows until one goes and looks, en?’

“And what about yourself, Dr. Delaney?’ Verne said.

Finn shrugged. “If we do not find anything, Professor Crossand | will have wasted our time, so |
prefer to remain optimistic. The university expects something for its money. | hopewewon't haveto
disappoint them.”

“How does Dr. Martinson regard this curious phenomenon?’ said Verne.

“Dr. Martinson?” said Finn.

“Yes, surely, being from the Univeraty of Boston, you know him?’

“I'mafraid not,” said Finn. “It' squite alarge university, you know.”

Verne frowned. “But Phillip Martinson is the chairman of the Department of Marine Biology!” he
sad. “How can you not know him? Surely, he must have conferred with you concerning this voyage!”

“Oh, Phillip!” Finn said, quickly. “Oh, yes, of course. Forgive me, | tend to be a bit preoccupied on
occasion. Yes, well, we spoke about it briefly and his attitude was much the same as Professor Priest’s.
Cautious optimism, you know.”

“I trust hislegisbetter,” Verne said. “He was having difficulty with it when last | saw him. It must
have heded by now.”

“Oh, yes, Phillipisjust fine,” Finn said. “He bounds about the campus like an undergraduate.”

Vernesmiled. “I'm very pleased to hear that.” The ship gave alurch. “Well, | perceive we are getting
under way. If you gentlemen, and lady, will excuse me, | think | will go up on deck and watch aswe
leave the harbor.”

“Let’sdl go,” sad Devries. “It will be awhile before we see land again.”

Asthey filed out of the wardroom, Verne drew Finn aside momentarily, letting the others go before
them.

“I just wanted to tell you, Doctor,” he said, “how very pleased | wasto hear Phillip Martinsonis
feeling so much better. Truly, it must have been an astonishing recovery. Doubtless, they’ Il bewriting it up
inthe Lancet any day now.”

“Oh?’ sad Finn, feding suddenly unsure of hisground.

“Yes, quite,” said Verne, smiling. “Y ou see, Phillip Martinson has been confined to awhed chair
these past four years. He lost both hislegs at Shiloh.”
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“I don't believeit,” Finn said, throwing his cap down on the bunk. “We haven't even left the harbor
yet and dready I’ ve blown my cover!”

“What happened?’ Lucassaid, frowning. “It was Verne, wasn't it? Y ou dipped up.”

“That'sputting it mildly,” said Finn. “ *How’ s Phillip’sleg? "Oh, just fine, Mr. Verne, he'sdl heded
up and running around campus like an undergraduate.” Me and my big mouth. Turns out Phillip
Martinson lost both legs at the Battle of Shiloh.”

“Oops,” said Lucas.

“He hasn't told the others yet,” Finn said. “He looked smug as hell about it, but he didn’t pursueit. |



wonder what he' sthinking.” He shook hishead. “Damn. | told them it was a dumb idea to have us pose
asuniversty professors. And they had to pick well-known univerdties!”

“It wasacaculated risk,” said Lucas. “ Samuelson, Devries and VVandenburg didn’t know anyone
from Maine or Boston. Nobody figured on Verne, though. He was alast-minute addition. Hell of athing,
running into him of al people.”

“Wel, I'm going to have to think of something to tdll him,” Finn said.

Lucasthought for aminute. “Why not pretend to be an undercover journdist?’

“That' snot bad,” said Finn. “Only why would ajourndist need to go to such lengthsjust to get
aboard? Why not smply come on board as areporter?’

“Maybe because people, scientists especidly, don't redly act themselves when they know there' sa
reporter around taking everything down,” said Lucas. “We aready know how this bunch feds about
reporters.”

Finn nodded. “1 likeit. We Il go withit. I’ll make Andre my assistant or something. We might as well
hang on to your cover, solong asit’s not blown. Just be careful what you say, especialy around Verne.
He s pretty sharp. Those others exist in that rarified atmosphere of academics, but Verne' sawriter and
writerswatch everything obsessively.”

“I’d say hewastheleast of our problems. | just keep wondering why there have been so many
sghtingsin thisfairly localized period as opposed to any other. It strongly suggests there' saspecid
reason why that sub ishere.”

“Can you think of any particular thing about thistime period that might attract them?” said Finn.

Lucas shook his head. “Hell, take your pick. Without anything positive to go on, we' d just be making
wild guesses. This hasto be the longest shot we' ve ever taken. That sub can trandocate literaly
anywhere. Thiswhole misson is nothing but a giant crap shoot.”

“Wdll, we can aways hope the Fate Factor intervenes,” said Finn. “It would be nice to have
tempora physicsworking for usfor achange.”

“Please,” said Lucas. “I’d rather not discuss the Fate Factor so soon after that last mission.” He
touched his eyepatch.

“Sorry. That wasinsengtive of me.”

There was a soft knock at the cabin door and Andre camein.

“The equipment’sall secure,” she said. “I’ ve locked the cabin door, but it bothers meto leaveit
unattended.”

“If we spend al our time watching it, that will only arouse curiosity,” said Lucas. “ The cabin’slocked,
the ordnanceis packed away and locked. No one would know what the hell to do with it if they found it,
anyway. Besdes, I've got my trusty little darm pager right here. It'sas secure asit can be under the
circumstances”

“Just thesame,” said Andre, “1 don’'t think I'll be deeping very well, donein my cabin with agrenade
launcher and ten warp grenades.”

“Y ou can dways bring some strapping young sailor in there to keep you company,” said Finn,
grinning. “ Just don't tell him what' s underneeth the bunk. That might kill al the romance.”

“Or it might make things more interesting,” she said with asmile.

“Wall, first order of businessisto check the ship out thoroughly and make note of dl the crew
gations,” Lucas said. “We need to find a place we can fire the grenades from without being seen. If the
subissghted, we |l have to move very fast. There will bealot of excitement and that will work in our
favor, because everyone will be watching the sub.”

“Supposewe are seen?’ Andre said.

“Thenweéll just haveto improvise,” said Lucas. “ Theimportant thing is to destroy the sub and verify
its destruction. Making sure nobody starts examining the warp grenades is the second priority. Making
surewe get avay safely only comesthird. | don't think we' Il bein any danger. At worst, Farragut will
have us put in the brig, assuming there’ sa brig aboard this ship. If we get caught, they’ Il want to ask us
lots of questions. So let’ s get our routine straight. Andre, snce Finn just blew his cover—”

“What?’



“It'snot serious. Verne caught himin alie, so you' re both undercover journaists now. Anyway,
since you' re both reporters, we can't exactly have you playing around with any scientific apparatus. Il
take over monitoring the SADD and radar and infrared gear.”

“Just make sure none of the others getstoo close alook at any of it,” Finn said.

“No problem. I'm a professor, but I'm also something of a scientist and I’ ve got ambition. I’ ve been
developing al this newfangled equipment and I’ m very paranoid and possessive about it. Don’'t want
anyoneto stedl my idess. | may ruffle afew feathers, but these people will surely understand thet.”

“Good. That should work,” said Finn.

“Andre,” Lucassad, “you'll bein charge of the grenades. First sign of trouble, you clock out with
them.”

“What about you and Finn?’

“That' | depend on what the Stuation’sgoing to be,” said Lucas. “ A warp grenade makes one hdll of
adepth charge. The only chance the suly’ s got of escaping complete destruction isto trandocate before it
goes off. One of us hasto stay behind at |least long enough to get areading and make sureit’s been
destroyed. SinceI’ll be the one monitoring the instruments, I’ m the logica candidate. Finn, once you've
fired the grenade launcher, you clock out immediately. If for some reason that provesto beimpossible,
make sure you' ve fired your last grenade. Andre will be feeding them to you. No matter what, she has to
clock out. I'll be scanning the instruments, so | won't be able to cover for her. Y ou make sure she gets
away, thenif you can't clock out yoursdlf, make sure the last grenade is fired and dump the launcher
overboard.”

“What about the instruments?’ said Finn. “We can't let them get their hands on those.”

“Better the instruments than the ordnance,” said Lucas. “We |l take it step-by-step. | will already
have established thet it' s experimenta gear of my own design and they’ Il have no reason to tie mein with
you. In dl the excitement, I'll be able to get my readings. If they’ re positive, then we' re homefree. | can
either toss them overboard when I’m done or clock out with them or just finish out the trip as Professor
Priest. On the other hand, it might al go smoothly. We sight the sub, sink same, and Andre clocks out
with al the gear. Wereport shefell overboard in dl the fuss, very tragic, then wait until the ship makes
port and smply walk off like the others.”

“Sounds too damned easy,” Finn said, scowling.

“The hard part’ s going to be getting lucky enough to encounter the sub,” said Lucas. “And nailing it
beforeit trans-locates. Any way you look at it, if we manageto get that lucky, therest is easy.”

“Yeah, famouslast words,” said Finn.

“That'sokay,” said Lucas. “ Y ou just keep thinking about what can go wrong. That way we'll be able
to anticipate things better. The only—"

He broke off asthe alarm pager went off.

“ Shit! Someon€' s broken into Andre’ s cabin!”

They burst out of their cabin and ran down the companionway, covering the short distance to
Andre’ s cabin in amoment. The door was closed, but it was unlocked and Andre had not |eft it that way.
Finn reached into the waistband of histrousers and pulled out asmal revolver, a Colt baby Peatterson .28
caliber percussion pistol. Not aslethal asalaser, but far more suited to the time. He glanced at Lucas.

L ucas nodded. He reached out, opened the door quickly, and stepped out of the way while Finnwent in
low, in case whoever wasinsde was armed.

Jules Verne was sitting on the bunk. He had opened the locks on their portmanteau and traveling
chest and he had removed the ordnance cases. They were lying on the floor in front of him while he sat
hunched over, in aposture smilar to Rodin’s Thinker. He did not look up asthey camein.

“You know,” hesaid, “I shdl be forever grateful to that convict who taught me thetrick of picking
locks. | knew the skill would comein handy someday. Still, | was unableto get very far with these” he
indicated the fastenings on the ordnance cases. “Most unusua design. Quite fascinating.”

L ucas softly closed the door. “What isthe meaning of this, Mr. Verne?’ he said, tensdly.

The writer was obliviousto the gun Finn held pointed at him. He kept staring at the ordnance cases.

“Fascindting,” he said. “ Absolutely fascinating. | have never before encountered amateria even



remotely likethis. It gppearsto be of ahigh molecular weight, containing some manner of synthetic
substance asits essentiad ingredient, possibly derived from anaturd substance by some form of chemical
treatment. Shaped by flow, undoubtedly, through the application of heat and pressure? Molded or cast.
Y es, alaminate of some sort, n0o?’

“Mr. Verne” said Finn, “in case it has escaped your notice, I’'m pointing agun at you.”

“Yes, wdl, mon ami, either you are going to shoot me or you are not. The matter restsentirely in
your hands. Thereisnot much | can do about it, in either case.”

Finn glanced at Lucas helplessly. Lucas only shrugged. Andre sat down on the bunk beside Verne.

“Isit your habit to break into alady’ s room and search through her belongings, Sir?’” she said, putting
just the right touch of indignation in her voice. “ That is not the way agentleman behaves.”

“I am not agentleman, ma chire,” hesaid. “l am anovelist. Besides, no offense intended, but you
are hardly what onewould call alady. One glance at your shoulders and your arms, to say nothing of the
way you walk, and an astute observer would instantly perceive you have not had an ounce of pampering
inyour entirelife. Asfor your compatriot, he looks far more like a strongman than auniversity professor.
And | dready know that heisnot that. The question is, what are you?’

“Very wel, Mr. Verne” said Finn, putting the Colt away. “1 see we are going to have to be forthright
with you. | hope we can count on you not to give usaway. Thefact is, we are reporters—”

“Oh, nonsense,” Verne said, impatiently. He tapped the ordnance cases. “ Then how would you
explainthess?’

“Those are cases contai ning photographic equipment,” Finn began, but Verneinterrupted him.

“You arelying, sir. Perhaps you would care to open them? | would like to see this photographic
equipment.”

“All right, look,” Delaney said. “We don’'t have to explain anything to you. Y ou brokein herelike a
common thief.”

“Then call Commander Farragut and demand | be arrested,” Verne said.

The three of them exchanged glances. “1 think we' ve got aproblem,” Andre said.

Verne leaned back against the bulkhead, crossed hislegs and lit a cigarette that he took out of a
amadl, thin slver case. He watched them with curiosity.

“Wel, Mr. Verne,” said Lucas, “now that you know we are not what we say we are, the question is,
what are you going to do about it?’

“I honestly do not know,” said Verne. “Y ou threeintrigue me. Y our intentions do not seemto be
crimina, el se you would have overpowered me and thrown me overboard. An accident. Such things
occur. But you are not going to do that, | perceive, so we are at an impasse. Y ou can kill me, but you
seem reluctant to do so. | can expose you for the frauds you are, but | have no reason to. At least not at
the moment. Aboard this ship, thereis hardly any chance of your escape. So what do we do now, my
friends?’

Finn looked at Lucas. “Do you believe thisguy?’

“He sgot nerve, I'll givehimthat,” said Lucas.

“What isinthose cases? Vernesad.

“That, Mr. Verne,” said Andre, “isnone of your business.”

“Wadll, if whatever you havein thereisany danger to thisship, sncel am on thisship, | would say it
isvery much my business. However, let us see what we can infer. Y ou have boarded this ship under fase
pretenses. Y our intentions may or may not be crimina, though | am disposed to think they are not, se
you would have handled my intrusion far more dragticaly. Obvioudy, the entire matter centers upon this
expedition. Y ou are clearly not what you clamto be. You, Sr,” he said, looking at Delaney, “ havethe
appearance of aruffian, yet | perceive you are an educated man. You,” he glanced a L ucas, * have quite
amilitary bearing and | doubt you lost your eye as aresult of some disease or accident. You aso limp,
abat very dightly, so | surmise you have seen somefairly recent military action. In the civil war, perhaps.
Asfor you, my dear,” he glanced at Andre, “you intrigue me most of dl. Although you hideit well, your
physica development is striking for awoman and there is something about your speech that is most
interesting. | detect an accent, only the barest trace, something most people would not notice, yet |



cannot put my finger uponit. | wasinitialy disposed to think you were French, but you are not French.
And then there is the curious matter of these cases, made of some sort of unique material and fastened by
locks which seem to operate neither by key nor by combination. Astonishing. Truly astonishing. What
canweinfer fromadl of this?”

“Mr. Verne,” said Andre, “you are far too perceptive for your own good.”

“And then thereisthe matter of your timely arrival, prepared to ded with anintruder. Y ou knew thet
|—or that someone—wasin here, yet | made no noise breaking in and | did not set off any audible
adarm. However, an darm there must have been.”

He got up quickly and walked over to the cabin door. Delaney grabbed him by the arm. “That will
do, Verne”

“Should | cry out?” said Verne.

Finn took adeep breath. “Damnyou.” Helet him go.

Verne bent down over the door latch, checking it and the areaaround it carefully. “Ahal” he said.
“Whét have we here?’

He removed asmdll jackknife from his pocket, opened it, and used the blade to pry the small sensor
loose.

“Mon Dieu! Sosmdl!”

“Finn, sop him!” Andre said.

“How?’ sad Deaney.

“Finn! Anlrishname,” said Verne. “Am | to suppose that Delaney isyour rea name, then?’

“Yes, they areour redl names,” said Finn, wryly.

“Wadl then, Finn, my friend,” said Verne, showing him the sensor, “perhaps you could enlighten me as
towhat thisis?’

“You'redoing so damnwell, you tel me.”

“What logic tellsmeit must be, it cannot be,” said Verne. “ And yet, | can think of no other
explanation. It is an dam device of some sort, isit not? A miniature transmitter, but on such ascae! Itis
not possible. Y et, what else can it be? Such sophistication is unheard of.”

“Mr. Verne,” said Lucas, “you have inadvertently uncovered atop secret government mission. What
you are holding isahighly classfied piece of equipment. | must ask you to return it to me. Thisisamost
delicate Stuation and you have serioudy compromised us. If | cannot be satisfied that you can be trusted
to remain dlent about dl of this, I'm afraid we shal be forced to do something very dradtic.”

Verne sared at him thoughtfully for amoment, then handed over the tiny sensor.

“Yes” hesad, “yes, indeed. That you are agents of some sort, that | can believe. But thereis much
herethat strains credulity. Y ou may trust meto keep al thisto mysdlf, at least for the time being. | would
not wish to force you into doing something very drastic, asyou put it.” He pursed hislips and stroked his
beard. “But you have given me agreat dedl to think about. A very great dedl, indeed. | shall haveto
deep onit. Good night to you.”

He opened the door and walked out as casudly asif he had been paying them aquiet socid vigt.

Finn exhaded heavily and turned to L ucas. “Y ou were saying that he was the least of our problems?”’
he said. He held up histhumb and forefinger, about a quarter of an inch apart. “He' s that far from
figuring out the truth.”

Lucas shook hishead. “No, that’ simpossible.”

“Isit?” Finnsad. *Y ouwatch.”

“He spuzzled, true,” said Lucas, “but there sjust no way he'll ever guesswe refrom afuturetime. It
would be too mind-boggling a concept for him.”

“Only you'reforgetting onething,” said Finn. “ Thisis the man who invented sciencefiction.”

Lucashit hislower lip.

“What are we going to do?’ said Andre,

None of them had an answer.



4.

An entireweek passed with no sight of JulesVVerne. Heremained closeted in his cabin, pleading
sead ckness. His med swere brought in to him, but he ate extremely sparingly, if at dl. The ship’s doctor
was sent in to see him and he announced the author did, indeed, gppear to be suffering from nothing
more serious than seasickness, claiming dizziness, nausea and an upset somach. It would pass, the
doctor said, there was no cause for concern. The three commandos, however, were very much
concerned.

Time passed dowly aboard the ship asit steamed across the Atlantic, and they were not troubled by
storms. Finn, Lucas and Andre had plenty of time and opportunity to examine the ship, observe the
routine of its crew and pick put severa likely placesfrom which they might be able to launch their
grenades unobserved if the submarine were sighted.

The three scientists proved to be no problem. Vandenburg was surly and morose by disposition,
preferring to keep to himsdlf and socidize to some limited extent only during mealtimes. The remainder of
the time he spent reading, having brought several suitcases full of books aong with him on the voyage.
Samuel son and Devries were both considerably more gregarious, with Devries dways wanting to discuss
some scientific topic or another, which discussons were facilitated by the implant programming the
commandos went through in preparation for their mission. Still, Devries s expertise was o eclectic, they
had to plead ignorance on severa occasions when his discourse became far too esoteric for them. On
such occasions, Devries was more than happy to quickly change the subject away from scienceto such
fields asliterature, theater, history and philosophy. He was one of those people who seemed to be able
to talk about amost anything with authority and he dearly loved to talk, which did not endear him to Ned
Land, who quickly grew bored listening to him go on and on. Samuelson turned out to be a chess fanatic,
which gave him common ground with Lucas. They spent long hours playing, and discussing the finer
points of the game.

Finn and Ned Land got dong famoudy. One of Land' s favorite pastimes was arm wrestling and,
given his prodigious strength, he rardly lost. His harpooner’ s reflexes dso gave him an edgein that
regard, but in Finn Delaney, he met his match. Thefirg time he chalenged him, after having aready
bested the entire crew, it had been with agood ded of levity.

“Come on, then, Doctor, you're astout fellow, let’s see what you' re made of.”

Finn had accepted readily enough and asmall group gathered round to see the * professor” get his
comeuppance. The two men propped their elbows up on akeg, braced themsalvesand, a asigna from
one of the onlookers, went to. Land’ s eyeswidened in surprise immediately when he felt astrength
opposing histhat was equal to hisown.

“Eh! Professor! That's some arm you' ve got therel”

Both men strained, hands locked, neither able to gain an advantage over the other. The crowd of
onlookers grew and soon sailors were shouting encouragement and placing bets. It went on for dmost
four minutes, both men red-faced and swesty, breathless from their exertions, until finaly Land dowly
darted to give, fighting every last inch of the way. When Finn put him down at last, there was amighty
cheer and Land cheered loudest of al. He leaped up and clasped Finn in abear hug, kissing both his
cheeks and lifting him into the air. From that moment on, Land treated him like a brother.

L ucas kept monitoring the seawith hisinstruments every chance he got, closing them up immediately
whenever anyone came near, acting suspicious and indignant whenever anyone questioned him about
what he was doing. Since he only seemed to act so unreasonably when so occupied and was otherwise
quite sociable, they soon left him done at histask, writing it off to his scientific jedlousy and insecurity.

For thefirst few days at sea, Andre was |l eft pretty much to her own devices. Samuel son seemed
somewhat misogynistic, Devries did not seem to feel women had much to contributeto intellectua
discusson—inthis, being typica of the men of his day—and Vandenburg was downright misanthropic.
That left only Verne, who had removed himself from their company, and the officers and crew of the
Abraham Lincoln who, like Ned Land, treated her with polite circumspection until one day one of the



bolder sailors pinched her backside. Andre turned around and flattened him, to the amazement of his
fellow crew members and Ned Land, who had witnessed the act. Theregfter, the crew of the Abraham
Lincoln gave her awide berth, but Land began to follow her around like alovesick schoolboy,
patheticaly and endearingly trying to court her, asif he had never had anything to do with women before
and didn’t quite know how to go about it.

For her part, Andre found him to be quite attractive with hisflaxen blond hair, sparkling blue eyes,
wide smile and cleft chin, but his manner mystified her.

“What the hdll’ s the matter with him?’ she asked Finn one night. “God knows, I’ ve dropped enough
hints. If | was any more direct, I’ d scare him off and ruin my chances. Y ou men are so damned stupid,
it sawonder women ever manageto get laid!”

“Hey, | resent that!” Finn protested, laughing.

“Oh, you know what | mean. How the hell am | supposed to deal with a 19th-century male?’

“You should talk,” said Finn. “Y ou're a 12th-century femae.”

“With 27th-century sensibilities” she said. “Still, even in the 12th century, we were more direct than
thig I like him. He' s handsome, he's charming, he' sfun, he' srough-edged and he has aterrific body. But
he' s so goddamn dense! What am | supposed to do, fall overboard?’

Finn began to laugh again, then saw the expression that suddenly appeared upon her face.

“Oh, now wait aminute!”

“It' sperfect! Why didn't | think of it before?”

“You can't be serious! That water’ s cold. By the time the ship could turn around—"

“It doesn’'t haveto turn around! Not if wetimeit just right.”

“We?'

“That’ sright, you're going to help me.”

“Hey, get your own guys.”

“Finn, dammit, you help mewith thisor I'll bust your jaw!”

“Boy, you'reredly nasty when you'rein heat, you know that?’

A moment later, as he was picking himsdlf up off the floor, he shook hishead and said, “Okay, okay,
I’ll help you. But | hope you know what you' re doing.”

They timed it with excruciating precision. They took up their positionswith Andre up forward and
Finn roughly amidships. At the proper moment, Andre “dipped” and plunged over the sdewith a
piercing scream loud enough to be heard in the Canary Idands. Ingtantly Land was diving over the side
after her, hitting the water scant seconds after she did. Finn was ready with the rope and life preserver,
tossing it to Land on cue. The ship was steaming dong at aleisurely pace and there was plenty of timefor
them to be pulled aboard with the aid of severd crewmen who ingtantly legped to Delaney’said. As
Land picked her up in hisarms, both of them shivering and streaming water down onto the deck, she
threw her arms around his neck and said, “Oh, Ned! Y ou saved my life! My hero!” And kissed him.

L ucas came running up to Finn, having heard dl the commoation.

“Whét the hdll happened?’ he demanded.

“Excuseme,” Finn said, brushing him aside. “I’ ve got to go throw up.”

They were eighteen days out when aknock came at Finn and Lucas's cabin door at about midnight.
Finn opened the door to admit a haggard-looking Verne.

“I must spesk with you,” the author said, entering the cabin.

Lucassat upin hisbunk. “Areyou dl right, Mr. Verne?’

Vernewaved hishand irritably. “I am not al right,” he said. “ Oh, | am occasionally seasick on an
ocean voyage, but that is of no consequence. | have been for the past two weeks the victim of acute
anxiety. | must ask you gentlemen to open those cases for me. | smply must!”

“Mr. Verne,” Lucas began, “we ve been through that. We ssimply cannot—"

“Then you must decide what sort of drastic thing it isyou want to do about me,” he said, visibly
agitated. “For if | am not permitted to see what isinsde those cases, | will go to Commander Farragut
and tel himwhat | know.”



“Mr. Verne” said Lucas softly, “we can't dlow you to do that.”

“That curious alarm device of yours,” said Verne, “hasleft me dmost completely bereft of deep. | am
on the verge of complete nervous collapse. | must know the nature of its operation, gentlemen!”

“Mr. Verne,” said Finn, “Lucas explained to you. Thisisatop secret government—"

“Do you take mefor afool?” Verne dmost shouted. “I wanted to believe you! | wanted for thereto
be some sort of sane, rational explanation, but there isn’t one. Y ou'relying to me. | know it beyond a
guestion of adoubt. Even given dl the resources of the American government or any other highly
industridized state, such adevice could not possibly have been manufactured! It contravenes known
science. It exigts, yet it cannot exist. Y ou understand, gentlemen, | am no scientist, but | keep abreast of
new developments. | read voracioudy; | am not an unversed layman. | do have some understanding of
these things. The technology smply does not exist to manufacture such athing! The scale of
miniaturization isbeyond any comprehension. Thereis no known power source which could be made
small enough for such adevice. There must be circuits, yet for someone to make circuits of such
infinitesma size, they would have to be able to dance upon the head of apin! | must know how it was
done. | must know what sort of process made those cases. | must know how those locks upon those
cases operate when there are no gpparent workings within them. | must know how these things were
done. | must know where they were done. And | must know . . .”

He sat there, saring at them wildly.

“Mon Dieu, darel say it?”’

“Goon, Mr. Verne,” said Finn.

In avoice that was dmost awhisper, Vernesad, “I must know when.”

“Jackpot,” Finn said.

Lucas gave him atight-lipped look.

“I amright, am | not?’ said Verne, softly. “I felt certain | was going mad. Or perhaps| am aready
mad. Please, gentlemen, | beg you, for the sake of my sanity, you must tdl me”

“Mr. Verne, Jules,” said Lucas, “before this discussion goes any further, you must understand one
thing. When | spoke of atop secret mission, | wasnot lying. If | tell you what you want to know, you
must swear it will go no further than the confines of this room. Thousands upon thousands of lives could
depend upon it.”

Vernelicked hislipsand took a deep bregth. “And if | do not swear so?’

“Then Finnand | will have to figure out some way to make certain you cannot tell anyone. We do
not wish to harm you. We do not wish to harm anyone on board this ship. Chances are no one will
believe you anyway, but we can’t risk having our belongings searched. Please, Mr. Verne”

“All right,” hesaid. “ Conditiondly, | will so swear. The conditionis| cannot stand by and dlow any
wrongdoing. If that iswhat you intend, you shdl haveto kill me, for | will do everything within my power
to stop you.”

“I can accept that,” Lucas said. “The answer, as you must dready have surmised, isyes. We are not
of thistime.”

Verne shut hiseyes. “I knew it,” he said. “I did not believe it was possible, but it wasthe only
explanation that made any sort of sense. Both of you, and Miss Cross, aswell—"

“Arefrom the 27th century,” said Lucas.

Vernegasped. “The27th. .. but . . . that isover seven hundred yearsin the future!”

“That' squite correct,” said Finn.

“Travel throughtime,” said Verne, awestruck. “I had thought about it from timeto time—" he
chuckled. “From timeto time. Ironic choice of words, n’ est-ce pas?” He stared at them both with
wonder. “1 had often thought of writing astory about it, but it ssemed too incredible, too much of a
fantasy for my sort of work. | aways sought to strive for some believability and so | dismissed the notion.
Yet. . .thereareathousand things| wish to ask you and | do not know where to begin! Yes, yes, of
course | do. The most obvious questionsis, why are you here? It is something about this creature, isit
not? Thismust be like some sort of archaeology for you—but no. Y ou said thousands upon thousands of
lives could depend upon it. Surely an aquatic mammal could not threaten—no, naturdly naot, if itisso



important, then .. .”

The sound of the forecastle gun was heard and there was shouting up on deck. Andre burst into the
cabin. “It'sNed! He' ssighted it! They’ ve opened fire and—" She saw Verne and brought hersalf up
short.

“Get the ordnance!” Lucas said. “ Move!l”

“What isit? What' s—the cresture!” Verne jJumped to hisfeet as Finn and Andre both bolted out the
door. Lucas put hispam up againgt Verne' s chest and shoved him hard. Heféll back against the
bulkhead. Lucas grabbed his equipment and moved toward the door.

“I’'msorry, Jules” hesaid. “1 can’'t explain now and you' d just get in theway.”

He closed the door and locked it.

The torpedo struck amidships and the explosion rocked the Abraham Lincoln, blowing the steamer
intwo, obliterating men and metd dike asit shattered the ship’ s spine, sending agreat gout of flame and
smoke legping high into the air to illuminate the night sky. Finn reached the deck with Andre right behind
him and the shock of the explosion flung him over therall into the sea. He never felt it when he hit the
water.

“Finn! Finn, come on, wake up! Snap out of it, I’'m getting tired.”

“Andre?’

“Canyou swim? Areyou dl right?’

Delaney began to tread water as Andre released him. He coughed as seawater doshed into his
mouth. “How long have | been out?’

“Don’t know,” said Andre. “ Seemed like forever.” She gasped, gulping in air. “The ship went down.
| dovein after you when you went over. | think some boats got away, but therewasalot of noise. . .
boilersblew . . . | screamed mysdf hoarse, but no one heard me.”

“Lucas?’

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Damn.”

“WEe re going to haveto clock out, Finn. | can’'t stay afloat much longer. Holding you exhausted me.”

“You'reright,” he said. “There snothing seto do. We—"

“Ha-llooo!”

“Son of abitch!” said Finn. “Someone s out there!”

“Finn! Andre! Ha-1looo!”

“That'sLucas! Here! Over herel”

They couldn’'t see athing. The moon wasfull, but athick fog had rolled in and visibility was
practicaly nil.

“ Keep shouting so we can find you!” Lucascried. “ You sound very close!”

“ God damn it, hurry up!” yelled Andre. “ The water’ s freezing!”

They heard Priest let out awhoop. “ Hang on, Andre! We're coming!”

They shouted back and forth for afew moments, and then the boat came drifting out of the fog with
Lucas stlanding up in the prow, peering intently into the water. He spotted them and within seconds, they
were being pulled over thesde. Verne was a the oars and Devrieslay in the bottom of the boat,
UNCONSCious.

“| was beginning to think you drowned,” said Lucas.

“I dmost did,” said Finn, gasping for breath. “ Andre kept me afloat.”

“I saw you both go over,” Lucas said. *Y ou can thank Jules herefor the boat. | think maybe one or
two others got away, aswdll, but we lost them in the fog. There was arush for the lifeboats when the
boilers blew and most of them were caught in the explosion. This one was literally blown off the ship and
Jules swam for it. We managed to pull Devries out, but he' sin pretty bad shape. We looked for other
survivors, but with the ship going down so fast and thefireand thefog . . .” Hisvoicetrailed off.

“How the hell did you get out of the cabin?’ Finn said, looking at Verne.



The author grinned weakly. “I have some dight skill with alockpick,” hesaid. “In al the excitement,
you seemed to have forgotten that.” His clothing was completely soaked and he was shivering in the cold
night air. The heavy fog wasn't making things any esser.

“Chrig, it al happened sofast,” said Finn.

Andre flopped down in the bottom of the boat. “Ned spotted it first,” she said. “He' d been keeping
his eyes pedled for it ever since Farragut announced that reward for whoever saw it first. Severd of the
men were cleaning the forecastle gun and they were ableto bring it into action dmost immediately. | think
they had timefor two shots, three at the very mogt.”

“Can we do anything about Devries?” said Finn.

Lucas shook hishead. “I think he sgot internd injuries. HE' s hanging on, but we haven’t got anything
aboard the boat to help him with. We don’t even have any fresh water.”

“Speaking of water,” Andre said, “ has anyone noticed thisboat isleaking?’

They dl exchanged glances. They were dl thinking the same thing. The three of them could escape by
clocking out, but that would still leave Verne and Devries. They couldn’t Smply abandon them.

“Quiet,” said Verne. “Do you hear something?’

They fell Slent, ligening.

Lucasfrowned. “No, I—"

“Ligent”

Thistime, they heard it. Somewhere, off in the mist, someone was Snging.

“So | grabbed ‘er and | kissed ‘er, bent ‘er down across me knee,

And | said to ‘er, me bonny, thisis how it’s going to be,

If you want to love a sailor man, then best learn to be true,

For if you daily round behind his back, he'll beat you black and blue—"

“It'sNed!” said Andre.

“S0 | struck ‘er on the bottom, kept it up til she cried, ‘Hold!

She gazed up at me so tearfully, yet saucy and so bold,

Says she, ‘In ports across the sea, | know you wasn’t true,

So if you love those foreign wenches, 1’1l go down for half your crew.” “

“Ned!” shouted Andre, leaning out over the Side of the boat and trying to see through the fog.

The singing stopped. “Andre? Isthat you?’

“Keegp singing, Ned!” cried Finn. “We Il row toward the sound of your voice!”

“Put your back to it, my lad!” Land shouted, then began singing once again, louder than before and
with consderable gusto.

“ S0 | slapped that wench upon ‘er hum and threw ‘er to the floor,
Looked down at ‘er and hated ‘er, the bloody little whore,

| said it was all done with, that her words made up my mind,

And | told her | wasleavin’, | was finished with ‘er kind.

“ She looked up at me with fury and came at me with a blade,

| was faced with the most fiery wench the good Lord ever made,
| twisted round and felt that deadly steel scrape my side,

And | knew if | lived through it | would take ‘er for my bride.”

“Jesus fucking Chrigt,” said Finn.
It loomed before them, shrouded in the migt, its teardrop-shaped hull like asted idand rising out of
the waves. They could see the huge conning tower with itswinglike sailplanes and tall periscopes, the



flattened top portion of the deck with ominous round hatches, beneath which lurked baligtic missilesin
their dlos.

“What in the name of God isthat?’ Verne whispered, awestruck. “What isthat?’

“A submarine” said Lucas.

Land stood upon the deck, gazing out into the fog. When he spotted them, he waved.

“I’vefound your seamongter, Jules!” he shouted. “ Come, have alook!”

“Finn, the sail!” said Lucas, grabbing hisarm and pointing.

Delaney looked where he was pointing and saw afigure standing up on the bridge at the top of the
conning tower. At the same moment, a hatch opened in the boat and uniformed men came streaming out,
carrying automatic wegpons. Land put up astruggle, but they overpowered him. A stream of bulletsfrom
an autométic rifle stitched the water close beside their boat.

One of the sailors barked out acommand in Russian and waved themiin.

“I think we're being invited on board,” said Lucas.

“Wemust go,” said Verne. “We cannot abandon Ned.”

“I have no intention of abandoning Ned, Jules,” Lucas said. “We came herelooking for that
submarine. Well, now we vefound it.”

Under the watchful eyes of the Soviet sailors, they came on board and, one a atime, went down the
hatch.

They were taken to acabin which dept six, with the bunks built into the bulkheads in tiers of three.
By each row of bunks there were lockers and the cabin was equi pped with atable, bolted down, aswell
aschairs. The bunks were close together, giving hardly any headroom, though there was plenty of space
for aman of six feet to stretch out. Each bunk was equipped with afluorescent light for reading and with
astereo headset. Moments after they were brought in, a crewman entered with coffee and a change of
clothing for them, jumpsuits like those the otherswore.

“Looks like we ve got officers quarters,” Finn said. He opened the door to the cabin and was not
surprised to see an armed guard confronting him. “Well, they’ rewilling to give us some privacy, but it
seems we' re not to be allowed the run of the ship.”

“Boat,” sad Lucas. “A submarineiscaled aboat.”

“Onethis size ought to be called aship,” said Finn. He began to strip off hiswet clothes.

Verne, dill in something like astate of shock, caught him by the arm. “What are you doing?’ he said.

“Taking off my wet clothes, what doesit ook like I’m doing?’ Finn said.

“But, my good man, have you forgotten? Thereisawoman present . . .” Hisvoicetrailed off ashe
saw that Andre had stripped down to the buff and was stepping into one of the jumpsuits. He gaped at
her, then quickly turned his head. “ Mon Dieu!”

The diving Klaxon sounded and Vernejerked asif stung. “What on earth wasthat?” he said,
darmed.

“Unless| missmy guess,” said Lucas, “itisthesgnd the submarineis about to dive.”

The submarinetilted asit began its descent and both Verne and Land, not knowing what to expect,
were thrown off-baance. Lucas sat down at the table and caught the tray with the coffee cups. It had
darted to dide.

“I suggest we dl drink some of this coffee,” he said. * Y ou, especidly, Jules. Y ou're shivering likean
epileptic.”

“I cannot cease marveling at this!” said Verne, Sitting down at thetable. “The water outsdeis
freezing, yet it isaswarm in here as on asummer’ sday. What a superb accomplishment thisvessdl idl |
must know more about it. What isits power source? How isthe air stored for usto breathe? How—"

“I'd leave dl those questionsfor later if | were you, and get out of those wet clothes,” said Finn.
“Andre, turn your head s0 Jules doesn't die of embarrassment.”

“What | can't figureis how this submarine boat managed to sink our ship,” said Land. “It ain't likely
that it rammed us, because of the explosion. But how could they have fired when they were under the
water?’

“It'scalled atorpedo, Ned,” said Lucas.



“What, you mean amine?’ said Land.

“No, thisisadifferent sort of device,” said Lucas. “It’ sfired from atube within this boat while—"

“Yes, of course!” said Verne, interrupting him, carried away by hisown enthusiasm. “The
self-propelled torpedo! Built by the Englishman, Robert Whitehead. | have read of it. Whitehead worked
from adesign by the Austrian navd officer, Giovanni Luppis. But the Whitehead-L uppistorpedois till
only an experimenta stage device. It is 14 feet long and 14 inchesin diameter, as| recal, weighing some
300 pounds and carrying 18 pounds of dynamiteinitsnose. It is powered by a compressed-air engine
which turnsasmal propeller and impelsit at aspeed of 6 knots for amaximum range of 700 yards.”

“By Heaven, does this man know everything?’ said Land.

“Admittedly, | do have a certain eclectic expertisein variousfields,” said Verne, “but | anamere
dabbler in such matters, adilettante. Thefact is, my friends, | have recently been giving agrest dedl of
consderation to writing anovel, one of my voyages extraordinaires, about asubmarine vessd much
likethisone. | have been doing a considerable amount of research to that end, but never did | dream |
would actudly find myself aboard such acraft! To think of the book | shal he able to write after this
experiencel”

“Assuming we surviveit,” Andre said. “And assuming you don'’t catich pneumoniafrom standing
around with your pants down around your legs.”

“Sacrebleu!” Verneflushed adeep crimson and quickly pulled his soaking trousers back up. Finn
laughed and tossed him one of the jumpsuits.

“Try oneof these,” he said.

“I promise not to look,” said Andre, turning around.

Verne quickly removed hiswet clothing and dipped into the jumpsuiit.

“So that’ swhat happened to the Scotia,” . Land said. “ She was sunk by one of them torpedo
devices.” He shook hishead. “What ship would stand a chance ‘gaingt avessdl with such weapons?’

“I’'m afraid this submarine is equipped with wegpons far more deadly,” Lucas said. “We were very
fortunate. The Abraham Lincoln might just as easily have been obliterated without atracein lessthan an
ingant.”

Land frowned. “How isit that you know these things, Professor?’

“Because heisnot a professor, Mr. Land,” said a deep voice from behind them. The door had
opened slently without their noticing it. In the doorway, flanked by two men with drawn automatic
pistals, stood atall, heavily muscled man with raven-black hair lightly streaked with white and unusualy
bright, emeral d-green eyes. His face would have possessed a classic, dmost Byronic beauty wereit not
for the knife scar which ran from beneath hisleft eyein astraight line across his cheekbone to just above
the corner of his mouth. His features were Savic; ahigh forehead, blade-straight nose and a prominent
jawline with asquare chin. His posture was e egant; ramrod straight, yet somehow languid. He was
dressed in atailored nava uniform of dark blue cotton with gold captain’ s bands upon the deeves of his
coat and shoulderboards. The inggniawas incongruoudly British. The coat had double rows of heavy
brass buttons and, in aquite unmilitary touch, he had a degp-purple silk handkerchief neetly folded in the
left-hand breast pocket. The handkerchief matched the purple ascot tie held down with adiamond
gtickpin. That pin was his sole adornment with the exception of alarge ruby worn on the left hand.

Andre caught her breath. “ Drakowv!”

“It' sso nice to be remembered, Miss Cross,” he said with asmile. “ And Mr. Delaney and Mr.
Priest, aswdll. Quiteareunion. | had anintuition we might meet again. Tdl me, ismy father well?”

“He s better than he would be if he knew you were behind this,” said Finn.

“Would one of you mind explaining what the devil thisisal about?’ said Land.

“Certainly,” said Drakov. “1f someone would be so kind asto introduce us, sir, | would be happy to
oblige”

“Nikola Drakov, Ned Land,” said Lucas. “Ned is aharpooner by profession. Drakov's caling,
Ned, would be abit more difficult to explain. I’'m not even sure | know what it is, but | can hazard afew
guesses. At thispoint, caling him a pirate wouldn’t be too far off the mark. And thisisMr. JulesVerne”

Drakov looked surprised. “Not the famous novdist, surely?’



Verneamiled dightly and inclined his head.

“Well, thisisindeed an honor,” Drakov said. “I am among your most devoted readers, Sir. Infact, |
have renamed this submarine in honor of your own crestion. | bid you welcome aboard the Nautilus.”

Verne looked puzzled. “But | have never written—"

“Ah, but you shdl, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov, with asmile. “Y ou shdl.”

“Wél, whoever in blazes you might be,” said Land, “you’ ve alot to answer for. | have—"

“| answer to no one, Mr. Land,” said Drakov, curtly. “Thisvessd ismine and aboard it, | am the sole
authority. Thisismy world and you exist init a my discretion. | could just as easily have submerged
while you sat upon my deck, braying like adrunken dockworker. If you cannot behavein amore
civilized manner, | will have you placed in atorpedo tube and g ected from my ship.”

Land swore softly in French.

“Y ou are quite correct, Mr. Land,” said Drakov, tersely. “1 am, literdly, abastard. And fluent in
French, aswdll. Y ou have now been cautioned twice. Y our next transgression shall be your last.”

Land remained Slent, glowering a him.

“Y ou must forgive Ned, Captain Drakov,” Verne said, anxiousto placate their hogt. “His
belligerenceis. . . well, after dl, Sr, you did sink our ship.”

“Only after | wasfired upon, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov. “ Or do you not regard that as sufficient
provocation?’

The author cleared histhroat uneasily. “ Y es, well, to be sure, you have apoint, Sr. However, we.. . .
that is, Commander Farragut and his crew had no ideaiit was a vessdl they were firing upon. They
were—"

“Yes, yes, | know,” said Drakov, impatiently. “They were hunting a seamonster of some sort. | do
try toremain au courant, Mr. Verne. | waswell aware of the Abraham Lincoln’s misson.”

Verne seyesgrew wide. “Then you deliberatel y—"

“I did nothing of the sort, if | may anticipate you,” said Drakov. “Nothing would have pleased me
more than to avoid your ship entirely. However, | am Fate' s cats-paw. A living paradox. The forces
which move me are not ways under my control. Asyou can see, Fate has reunited me with three old
adversaries.” He swept hisarm out to indicate Finn, Andre and Lucas.

“Which brings up the subject of what you' re going to do about us,” Finn said.

“I haven't yet decided,” Drakov said. “1 could have you killed, of course.”

“No!” said Verne. “ Surdly, aman of your accomplishment—"

“Would be more than justified, under the circumstances,” Drakov said. “ They were sent to destroy
me. Thereismore involved here than even your imagination could encompass. But we can pursue that
another time. Right now, | must decide what to do about the five of you.”

“Fve? sadVerne

“Y es, regrettably, your injured companion died moments ago. My medica officer could do nothing
forhim.”

“Did heeventry?’ said Andre.

Drakov fixed her with apiercing glare. 1 told you once before, Miss Cross. Whatever else | may be,
| am not abarbarian. | could, for example, easily have destroyed the lifeboats from the Abraham
Lincoln, yet | did not. Y our Commander Farrgut will liveto be an admird. | regret theloss of life, but
they brought it on themsdalves”

“What about the Scotia?” Land said. “Or do you regard that as an impertinent question?’

“The Scotia was amunitions ship,” said Drakov. “ She was carrying supplies of war. Sending her to
the bottom was an humanitarian act.”

Verne started to speak, then thought better of it. Land’ s reply was cut off by Lucas, who reached out
and sgueezed his upper am in warning.

“Doweat least get to find out why you took this sub before you kill us?” Lucas asked.

“I did not say | would kill you, only that | could,” said Drakov. “Y ou see, | am giving you more
congderation than you would have given me. There are other choices. | could compe your obediencein
the same way | have the Soviet sailors . | would prefer not to have to do that. Fate has ddlivered you into



my hands and until | know the reason, | will not act hadtily. If you will agree to be bound by the
conventions of prisoners of war, | will adlow you the run of the ship so long asyou do not interfere with
me or with my crew. Thefirg hostile act by any one of you will ingtantly result in the desth of dl. Y our
sgna implantswill be removed and you will surrender your warp discsto me, of course.”

“And if we don’t accept those terms?’ said Lucas.

“I should think them to be very reasonable, al things consdered,” Drakov said. “If you find you
cannot accept them, you are free to clock out. Having gone to so much trouble to find me, | can see
where you might be reluctant to do so until you have at least deduced my plans. Also, you would be
forced to leave Mr. Land and Mr. Verne behind. Mr. Land | could certainly do without, but | would be
loathe to deprive mysdf of Mr. Verne's company. That leaves you with three other choices. Desth,
re-education, or being left locked in this cabin until | decide what elseto do with you. So, whichisit to
be?”

“How do you know you can trust us?’ said Delaney.

“You, Mr. Delaney, | know | cannot trust. However, you are vastly outnumbered and unarmed.
Moreover, you will al be responsible for each other’ slives. | do not regard you as athreat, merely asa
potentia for annoyance.”

“All right,” said Lucas. “We Il accept your terms.”

“Good,” said Drakov. “You will give Sashayour warp discs, please. Messwill be served inthe
wardroom in one hour. | would be pleased if you would join me.” With acurt nod of hisheed, he
departed.

“Merde,” saidLand. “l understand none of this. What’ s this about your being adversaries? How do
you know thisman?’

Lucas sighed. “Ned, you' re going to think you' ve fallen into anest of raving lunatics after you've
heard my explanation, but there' sno way around it. Y ou're going to have to know exactly what thisisdl
about if we're going to get out of this, so here goes. Brace yourself ...”

5

Land wouldn't have any of it. If hewas unwilling to accept Verne stheory that agigantic narwhal
could exist, he wasn't about to listen to any nonsense about time travel. He was not a scientist. He wasn't
even literate. Unlike Verne, he couldn’t look about him and redlize the brilliant feat of engineering that
was anuclear submarine could not possbly have been accomplished in the 19th century. If an
Englishman and an Austrian could devise a sdlf-propel led torpedo, why then it made perfect senseto him
that Drakov could construct asubmarine. Lucastried explaining to him gradualy and peatiently, with Land
ligening attentively at first, then scowling and squirming in his chair, then interrupting angrily to demand
Lucas stop treeting him like afool and tell him the truth and findly threatening to bust his skull.
Exasperated, L ucas was about to try another tack when Finn put a hand on his shoulder and took over.

“All right, Ned, we'll tel you thetruth. It's clear you're nobody’ sfool. Thefact is, Drakov wasa
brilliant scientist, a professor on the faculty of Miskatonic University, where Lucasand | were teaching
coursesin Creetive Apathy and Rubber Physics. Andre, here, was a graduate student at Miskatonic at
the time, taking her degreein Electronic Onanism. Drakov managed to convince the university officids he
could prove atheory first advanced by the eminent acrocephalic, Dr. Nicholas Gambrinous, namely, that
interlocutory foreplay, properly applied, could achieve astate of Iabid penetration of normally recalcitrant
subjects. To thisend, he was awarded financial backing in the form of agrant and he proceeded to set
up hislaboratory, staffed with young graduate ass stant; eager to help in his experiments. Lucas, Andre
and mysdlf were working on acompetitive project, and we were able to convince the university itsfunds
would be better spent in supporting our research, instead. Drakov lost the funding for his project and | ft
the univergity, vowing to revenge himsdlf upon us. And thereyou haveit.”

Verne sat staring at Finn, stunned into speechlessness. Land grunted, then looked at L ucas and said,
“Now why couldn’t you say so in thefirst place? That makes alot more sense than that other nonsense



you were spouting.”

“It does?” sad Lucas.

“Just because | never went to afancy university, don’t think I'm afool,” he said.

“Of coursenot,” Lucas said.

Verne made awhimpering sound.

“You dl right, Jules?’ Land said, concerned.

“Oh, yes, quite, quite,” Verne said, not daring to look him in the face. He cleared histhroat severa
times. “1 must have caught abit of achill, that'sdl.”

They were escorted to the wardroom at the appointed time and entered to find most of the crew,
save those on duty, dready stting down to dinner. Neither Verne nor Land had any reference for the
scene they were confronted with, but for Lucas, Finn and Andre, it was not at al what they expected. On
onelevel, there was an atmosphere of order to the mess. The men sat at their tables, diningina
reasonably quiet manner, enjoying the food provided by the huge stores of anuclear submarine. Y et, on
the surface, an eement of the surreal had intruded. The bulkheads of the wardroom were obscured
amogt entirely by fabulous Chinese and Persian tapestries and the tables were set with fine chinaand redl
dlver on ornate cloths. Wine wasin evidence, aswell asvodka, beer, rum and even mulled de. Chamber
music filled the wardroom.

Asfor the crew, the, spartan Soviet military veneer had dipped consderably. Beards and
moustaches werein evidence, some quite elaborate. Hair was longer. A few of the men wore earrings.
Many of the jumpsuits bore marks of individua ornamentation; gold brooches and jeweled clasps, slver
pins and hammered bracelets, emerad and ruby necklaces of inestimable worth worn over the shoulders
as aguillettes. Some of the men had their deevesrolled up or cut off entirely, exposing intricate tattoos,
blazing with color. It was abizarre combination of amedieva feast and apirates mess. The only eement
lacking was a cadre of buxom serving wenches.

They were conducted to the captain’ s table and Drakov rose to greet them. Four men were seated at
the table with him and they roseto their feet aswell.

“Gentlemen, and lady, please be seated,” Drakov said, indicating the places set for them. He had
changed hisjacket for a 17th-century British naval admira’ s coat, festooned with gold braid, heavy gold
epaul ets upon the shoulders. Lace showed at histhroat and cuffs. “ Allow meto introduce you to my
senior officers”

They sat down and Drakov turned to the man on hisimmediate right, athin, dark-eyed, evil-faced
Sicilian with coarse black hair and the manner of aMedici poisoner. “Thisis Santos Benedetto, whose
namewill be known to you three "academicians. Santos, aside from mysdlf, isthe last surviving member
of the Timekeepers. After our last meeting, in Zenda Cagtle, | encountered Santosin one of our old
rendezvous places. He helped me to begin this venture.”

Benedetto gave them adark stare and nodded. He wore 27th-century black base fatigues and a
warp disc on hisleft wris.

“ Santos knows you three only too well,” said Drakov, smiling. Then heintroduced Verne and Land
to his second-in-command. “ The gentleman beside Santosis Barry Martingale, late of the 20th-century
American Specid Forces. When | met Sgt. Martingale, he was pursuing a career asamercenary soldier
and being terribly underpaid. | offered to remedy that Stuation and he graciously accepted.”

The beefy, sandy-haired Martingd e twitched hislipsin what might have been asmileand said, “How
do?’ Hismuscular frame was sheathed in khaki—sharply creased trousers and an African bush jacket.
He had a pencil-thin moustache, a square chin and foggy gray eyes.

“Theman onmy left,” said Drakov, “is Generd Count Grigori von Kampf, late of the famed Imperid
Black Hussars of Czar Alexander. Count Grigori comes of acolorful lineage. Hisfather wasaRussian
aristocrat and his mother aKirghiz Gypsy. We are old acquaintances and | could not embark upon my
venturewithout him.”

Count Grigori was huge, with shoulderslike a Goliath and a chest like awine cask. A former cavary
officer, it was awonder ahorse could have been found anywhere large enough to support him. His hands
were easlly twicethe size of Finn Delaney’ s, and Delaney was not small. The lower haf of Count



Grigori’ sface was hidden by asquare, luxuriant beard and large handlebar moustaches curled out from
beneath his nose. His hair, both on his head and on hisface, was gray and curly and his eyes|ooked
Oriental, dark as anthracite. He still wore the uniform of an officer in the Black Hussars, ajet black tunic
with ornate buttons and a siff, high collar.

“ Otchen priyatno,” he said, hisvoice abasso profundo.

“He sayshe' svery pleased to meet you,” Drakov trandated. “ Count Grigori has received the benefit
of implant education, but he refusesto speak English. He considersit abarbarian tongue. He is, however,
perfectly willing to conversein French, aswell as Russan.”

Drakov turned to the last man. “And thisis Toshiro Kamakura, Shiro, aswe cdl him.” Thetiny
Japanese gave alittle bow. Helooked like aboy in his early teens, but his eyes were infinitely old. It was
impossible to guesshisage. “ Shiro’ sfather was nated dong with hiswifefor atransgresson
againg the Y akuza, of which he was amember. Shiro survived by running away with hissster. He could
not save both her and his parents, you see. To atone for the shame of running away, Shiro cut off thelittle
finger on hisleft hand. To prevent himsdf from ever revedling where he had hidden hissgter, he cut out
histongue. He then systematically tracked down each of his parents’ killers and dispatched them, quite
efficiently and brutaly. He was only fourteen at the time. Heis seventeen now. | know what it meansto
grow up an orphan.

When | found Shiro, | took him in and educated him, so he could write and tell me where hissister
was. Sheisnow being well taken care of. Shiro ismy most loyal and trusted aide. Do not let hisyouth
deceive you. Heisquite ruthless. | advise you to be palite to him.”

Shiro studied each of them in turn, gazing & them long and hard with an unblinking stare. His dight
frame, hislong, straight black hair hanging to his shoulders and his delicate features gave him an
androgynous aspect, but those eyes were chilling. When he looked at L ucas, Priest suppressed an urge
to glance away from that ophidian gaze. Thischild prevailed over Y akuza assassins, L ucas thought. Quite
agroup Drakov had gathered.

Finn echoed his sentiments doud. “Lookslike you' ve found ahdll of acrew, Drakov.” He glanced
around &t the others, then at the Soviet submariners. “ However, discipline seemsalittlelax.”

“On the contrary,” Drakov said. “ These men are more efficient now than they were under their
previous commander. They are more efficient because they have more freedom, because therr initiative is
rewarded and they are happier.”

“Thanksto re-education conditioning,” said Andre.

“Not entirely,” said Drakov. “It istrue most of them needed to be, shall we say, deprogrammed from
alifetime of adifferent sort of conditioning, but you might be surprised to learn that agrest many of them,
far morethan | expected, went dong with me quite willingly. After dl, | offered them far greater
opportunities. Do not be mided by their gppearance. Thereisagreat ded moreto military efficiency than
uniformity, precison drill and polish. Look a history. The mighty empire of Romefell to wild barbarians.
The greatest armiesin the world crumbled before the ondaught of Genghis Khan. Ragtag armies of
colonias prevailed over the dress parade regimentation of the British.” He smiled. “My men may look
somewhat piratical, but they know what they’ re about.”

They were served their food and Verne gasped at the sumptuous repast. Roast beef, baked
potatoes, yams, corn, cranberry sauce, ragout of pork, fruit preserves, fresh baked bread and steaming
coffee.

“Amazing!” Verneexclamed. “I cannot believe these miracles| am assaulted with! However can you
keep such food suppliesfresh, Captain?’

“Freezing and refrigeration, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov. “This submarineiswell stocked with food
supplies. On board at present, we have some four thousand pounds of beef, two thousand of chicken,
fourteen hundred of pork loin and one thousand of ham. We carry roughly three thousand pounds of
sugar, twelve thousand pounds of coffee, one hundred fifty pounds of tea, eight hundred pounds of
butter, twenty-two hundred of flour and some six hundred dozen eggs. Thereisaso aconsiderable
quantity of wine, vodka, whiskey, beer and ale on board, though my crew does not overindulge. | dlow
them dl they wish to drink, but the pendty for being drunk on duty or incapacitated by the aftereffects of



drink istwenty lashes, which Shiro administers quite adroitly. In addition to our supplies, welook to the
seafor sustenance. Those are dolphins’ liversinthat ‘pork’ ragout you are devouring, and that which you
assumeto befruit preservesis derived from sea anemones.”

Land stopped spreading the preserves on his bread and looked at it with horror.

“Your vessdl isamarvel, Captain,” Verne said. “1 have athousand questionsto ask of you.”

“I have afew questions mysdlf,” said Lucas.

“Yours shal haveto wait, Mr. Priest,” said Drakov. “Mr. Verne, kindly ask anything you wish.”

Vernewasflustered. “1 don’t know whereto start! | want to know everything!”

“And so you shdl,” said Drakov. “ This submarineis congtructed of titanium, with double hulls, and it
digplaces dmost twenty thousand-tons. It is some five hundred sixty feet long and itshull diameter is
forty-two feet. It is capable of attaining speeds over sixty knots.”

“Impossible!” sad Land.

“l assureyou, Mr. Land, itisnot only possble, it iseffortless” said Drakov. “We submerge by
means of employing water as balagt, held in tanks between the hulls. Wings or diving planes, such as
those you saw on the sail, enable usto dive or to ascend. Two rudders, one above the propellers, one
below, control direction. We are equipped with two periscopes which can be raised when near the
surface to dlow usto observe without being seen and we are capable of going more than four hundred
thousand miles without refueling, which would be sixteen trips around the equator.”

“How can that be?” said Verne. “How can you maintain an air supply alowing atrip of such
duration? What manner of propulsion could achieve such afeat?’

“The Nautilus manufactures its own oxygen from seawater,” Drakov said. “ Unwanted gases such as
carbon dioxide and carbon monoxide are disposed of overboard. Asfor our propulsion, Mr. Verne, our
engines are steam turbines driven by the power of the universe, a power humanity will not discover inthis
century.”

“I’ve not heard such nonsensein my life,” said Land.

“Then how do you explain where you find yoursdlf, Mr. Land?’ said Drakov.

“What isthis power of the universe?’ said Verne. He had forgotten hismesl.

“Itiscaled nuclear fisson, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov. “The sunis powered by a nuclear reaction
process caled fuson. Nuclear fuson powers stars. Nuclear fisson issmilar, in amanner of spesking. It
isthe process by which the atom is split.”

“But . . . that's contrary to the laws of physics” Verne said. “Thereis no power on earth which can
gplit theatom!”

“Say rather that such power has not been discovered in your time,” said Drakov. “Even the men
whose work led to the discovery believed as you do. Eingtein, Planck, Bohr, Fermi, even they were not
sureit was possible. Or, should | say, none of them will be sureit is possible? For that time has not yet
come. Please, Mr. Verne, do eat. Y our food is growing cold.”

Verne sarted to pick at hisfood. His hand was shaking. For Land, it was dl incomprehensible. For
Lucas, Finnand Andre, it was dl familiar, yet frightening. They had become part of atempora
contamination which seemed to be beyond their ability to adjust. They could only St and listen in mute
fascination as aman born in the 19th century, but educated in the 27th, explained the concept of nuclear
energy to an author who had foreseen—or would he foresee as aresult of what was now
happening?—the very vessdl they now sailed in benegth the sea.

“Mr. Verne,” said Drakov, “you are aman of imagination to whom scienceis an avocation. Perhaps
you will better understand when | explain to you how this discovery came about. Within afew short
years, within your own lifetime, Mr. Verne, the firat of two discoverieswhich will change the world will
be made. On the eighth of November, in 1895, at the Julius-Maximilian University of Wurzburg,
Professor Wilhem Konrad Roentgen will discover X rays. He will be experimenting with aglasstube
through which he will pass gas and an eectric current. He will cover the tube with dark paper and turn on
the voltage, sending glowing gas streaming through the tube. In the darkened room, light will not come
through, being blocked off by the paper, but Professor Roentgen will observe asmal glow coming from
atable upon which aplate of barium platinocyanide crystals was kept. Upon turning off hisvoltage, he



will observethisglow die out. Puzzled by this phenomenon, he will continue to experiment until he
concludes that some unknown ray was being produced in his glass tube, one capable of passing through
the dark paper and causing the fluorescence in the crystals. Not knowing the cause or nature of this
phenomenon, hewill cal it an X ray.

“Further experimentation will lead him to discover these X rays produce an effect upon a
photographic plate and that the rays are stopped by bones, but not by flesh. The result will be X ray
photography, which will aid in diagnosis and revolutionize medica science. Physicianswill be ableto see
insde the body prior to surgery. A man named Thomas Edison will build adevice caled an X ray
fluoroscope, consisting of an X ray tube and a screen covered with crystals of barium platinocyanide.
Upon gtriking the screen, the X rayswill produce light visible to the naked eye. Any portion of the body
placed between the X ray tube and the screen will produce an outline of the bones and organs within.
Unfortunately, it will take time before the hazards of the X ray will be understood.

“Researchers who will repeatedly expose themsalvesto X rayswill sustain severe burnsand if this
practiceis continued, asit shal be, it will result in death. 1t will be discovered that exposureto X rays
over aprolonged period can cause harm to the eyes, loss of hair, ulceration, inhibition of bone growth,
derility and damage to the blood cells. Men will learn that dl living tissue can be destroyed if exposed to
asufficient amount of radiation, aterm which will be strangeto you, but | will endeavor to explain. You
may have noticed that everyone aboard this ship wearsasmall glass cylinder containing a photographic
film, something invented after the photographic plate. Thisdeviceiscaled adosmeter. Its purposeisto
measure the amount of radiation oneis exposed to.”

“Y ou mean thereis danger to usnow?’ said Verne.

“Thereisno causefor darm. Y ou will understand more presently. For now, let usreturn to the
discovery of X rays, which will lead to the additiond discovery that penetrating rays are also given off by
certain crystals of an eement known as uranium. In studying this phenomenon, Pierre and Marie Curie
will giveit aname—radioactivity.

“The Curieswill embark upon research in an attempt to isolate the substance in uranium responsible
for this phenomenon. In processing uranium ore, they will discover an dement called radium. Fierre Curie
will die upon being struck by acarriage in the street, but both hiswife, Marie, and their daughter, Irene,
who will carry on thework, will perish from exposure to radiation.

“Extengve scientific inquiry into the nature of thisthing caled radiation will establish the nature of a
radioactive substance—its atoms are unstable. They disintegrate and become another lement. Uranium
becomes thorium. Thorium turns to radium. Radium becomes a gas caled radon and so forth. Thisis
known as nuclear disintegration and it resultsin the release of rays, or particles. The amount of timeit
takes for such asubstance to decay in this manner to one haf of itsinitid amount is caled one hdf-life.
Radon has a half-life of approximately four days. Certain types of uranium, on the other hand, can havea
half-life of four and one haf billion years. The shorter the haf-life, the more atoms disintegrate per
second.

“I mentioned two significant discoveries. Thefirst will be that an element can be made radioactive.
The second will come with the splitting of the atom. In 1932, an Englishman named Sir James Chadwick
will discover aparticle called aneutron. In 1934, Irene Curie and her husband, Frederic Joliot, will
experiment with polonium and duminum in their study of neutrons. They will discover that when apha
particles—atype of radiation—reeased from the pol onium strike the duminum, neutronswill be
released, aswell as dectrons. Further, they will discover that the aluminum will continue to emit eectrons
for ashort while after the polonium has been removed. In other words, they will find that an eement
whichisnot ordinarily radioactive can be made so artificidly. When they bombard the duminum with
aphaparticles, they will transform its atoms into the radioactive e ement radiophosphorous and this will
bethefird creation of artificidly produced radioactive isotopes. Y ou will find much of thisunfamiliar and
confusing, Mr. Verne, but there are booksin the library we have aboard that explain dl thisin far greater
detail. For our purposes now, | am smplifying as much aspossible.

“These neutrons easily penetrate solid substances,” Drakov went on. “In the year 1938, two
Germans named Otto Hahn and Fritz Strassmann will bombard uranium with neutrons. They will be



agtonished to find this experiment produce three light e ements named barium, lanthanum and cerium. It
will make no senseto them. They will redlize these dements could only have come from the uranium, but
this transmutation would be againgt everything known in science. They, will seethe evidence beforetheir
eyes, but be reluctant to chalenge the authority of eminent physicists such as Albert Eingtein, Max
Planck, Niels Bohr and-Enrico Fermi. They will report their discovery, but refrain from making any
conclusions about it, stressing they might have made errorsin their observations.

“News of thisdiscovery will cause Bohr and Fermi to redize these men had succeeded in splitting the
uranium atom. Nuclear fisson. Bohr and Fermi will also redlize that nuclear fisson might involve achain
reaction, in other words, one split atom of uranium would release two neutrons, which would split two
more atoms, releasing four neutrons, splitting four more atoms and releasing eight neutronsand so on, in
geometric progression, releasing fabulous amounts of energy in an infinitesma gpace of time.

“Albert Eingtein will have enabled usto understand dl thiswith aformulawhich will revolutionize
science. In the year 1905, Einstein will make history when he writes the smple equation, E = MC>.
Trandated, it means energy equas mass multiplied by the square of the speed of light. The neutron, the
sub-atomic particle with no eectrica charge, strikesalarge uranium nucleus, causing it to split. The
‘debris of thissplitisneutronsand lighter nuclei. What isleft after the nucleus splitsweighs lessthan the
origina. The masswhichislogt is converted into energy viaEingein’sformula. This debris shatters other
nucle in asdf-sustaining process caled a chain reaction and dl that isrequired to producethisisa
sufficient quantity of uranium, below which this processwill not be salf-sustaining. This quantity isknown
asacritica mass.

“Onthebagsof Eingein’sformula, it can be calculated that one-thirtieth of agram of water
converted into pure energy would yield enough hest to turn athousand tons of water into steam. A
device which facilitates this processis caled anuclear reactor and it isthat which drivesthe Nautilus.

“A uranium core—fuel rods—can be thought of asthefirebox of your coa-fired steam engines.
Nuclear fission produces heet. The steam from the heart of the Nautilus istaken to the engineroomin
two large, insulated pipes leading to four turbines, two turbo-generators and the auxiliary seam line.
Again, | usetermsyou are unfamiliar with, but it sufficesto say that this steam produces the power we
require, then enters the condensers, having done itswork, and in the form of water is pumped back into
the steam generators, whereit is heated once again by the pressurized water in what is caled the primary
loop of the reactor. The water in the primary loop is kept under very great pressure, so it cannot turn to
steam. In this manner, we have a propulsion system in which no combustion is required. Coolant pumps
circulate the water, drive motors raise and lower the fud rods, controlling the reactor. The fud rods will
last for severa years and when they are depleted, | have ways of getting more. Extreme precautions must
be observed to ensure there is no leakage anywhere within the system, for such leakage would not only
result in loss of pressure, but in radioactive contamination. Theat is the reason for the dosmeters, Mr.
Verne, to monitor radioactive exposure.

“Y ¢, lest you should think this new fire of Prometheusis an inestimable boon to mankind—which it
is—atomic energy hasits darker side, and you will find that aboard the Nautilus, aswell. The energy
obtained by the fisson of any given amount of uranium, released a an uncontrolled rate as an explosive,
ismillions of times more powerful than dynamite.

“Y ou may have noticed large, round hatchesin the deck of the Nautilus when you came aboard.
Beneath each isamissle kept in acompartment caled asilo. Think of these missiles as being rockets, if
you will, of avery advanced nature. Each of these missiles carries fourteen atomic warheads, only one of
which would be more than sufficient to leve acity the Size of Paris. From aboard this submarine, even
while submerged, | can fire my missiles at any spot upon the globe. So, asyou can seg, | havea my
command both the benevolent nature of atomic power and its destructive capability, which isthe greatest
the world has ever seen.”

“Y ou neglected to mention how you came by it,” said Finn.

“Yes,” said Drakov. “Inthat sense, Mr. Priest was quite correct in his earlier assessment of me. | am
apirate. | golethisvessd.”

“But . . . for what purpose?’ Verne said, his voice barely above awhisper.



“I told you, Mr. Verne, | am Fate' s cats-paw. | am but following my destiny. Y our three friends here
are soldiersfrom afuturetime. At some later point, perhaps, you might wish to ask them the nature of
their duties and why those duties have become necessary. Oh, | beg your pardon. Will become
necessary. That which | explained to you just now heraded the dawn of anew age for mankind in the
20th century. The age of atomic power. It enabled mankind to reach farther than ever before, widening
the horizons of science. Y e, as ever, mankind’ s grasp exceedsitsreach. | told you | am aliving paradox.
Allow meto explain.

“Mr. Land earlier called me abastard in hisanger and he was quite correct. | am. My father, asit
happens, isaman well known to Mr. Priest, Mr. Delaney and Miss Cross. Hisnameis Forrester and he
istheir commander. Asthey have traveled to thistime, so Colond Forrester traveled to the time of my
mother, where he seduced her and begat me. | am aman who should never have been born, Mr. Verne.
At the time my father impregnated my mother, he himsdf would not have been born for hundreds of
years. Animpossihility, you say. Yet, herel am. A man who should not exist, brought into being by Fate
to bring about an end to that which cannot exist, but does. Thereisan order to the universeand in the
time from which these three sol diers came, mankind has disturbed that order. It has taken me agreat
many years, Mr. Verne, for | am far older than you think | am, to understand the purpose behind my
existence. | was born to set things right, to restore order to the universe. And you, Mr. Verne, shall seeit
done. You shall be my Boswell. | could not have asked for abetter man. But thereis still much remaining
to be done, many preparations needing to be made, before | can undertake the task Fate has set before
me. Y ou will learn things you have not dreamed of, see wonders beyond even your not inconsiderable
imagination. My fate will forever dter yours. Y ou have, indeed, a voyage extraordinaire ahead of you.
And now, if you good people will excuse me, | will take leave of your company. | have mattersto attend
to.”

Drakov rose, followed by Shiro, and |eft the wardroom.

Verne gulped down somewine. “My head isswimming,” he said. “A power that could level Paridl
Rays, particles, unheard of dements, | must seethislibrary he spoke of!”

“I would be pleased to show it to you, Mr. Verne,” Count Grigori said in French. “Come.”

They |€ft together, the author dwarfed by the gargantuan von Kampf.

“How does hefit through the hatchways?’ Andre said.

“With acertain amount of difficulty,” Benedetto said, smiling avulpinegrin.

“We know why the othersarein thiswith him,” Finn said to Martingde. “What'sin it for you?’

“I thought he made that clear,” drawled Martingae. “Money.”

“Just money?’ Lucassad, wryly.

“There are easer ways of making money than being asoldier,” Martingde said. “I’'m sure you know
that. But it'sall | know. It' swhat | do best. Besdes, how many mercenaries can claim to have served in
action across the boundaries of time? | wouldn't trade this for the world, Priest. 1t'sone hell of akick.
Seeyou round.”

He got up and sauntered out of the wardroom, carrying awhiskey bottle with him.

“A kick,” said Lucas. He glanced at Benedetto, who sat Spping wine and smoking a cigarette. “ Y ou
know Drakov' sinsane, don’t you?’

Benedetto shrugged. “1 am not ajudgmenta individual. Who isto say what is sanity and what is not?
| prefer to ded in the hard sciences and leave metaphysics to besotted Irish philosophers such asFinn
Deaney.” He glanced at Finn and raised hiswineglassin atoad.

“You haven't changed a al, Santos,” said Delaney. “ Y ou're till a pretentious asshole.”

“My, my, suchinvective,” Benedetto said. “And here| am trying so hard to be civil.”

“Wheredid dl thiscomefrom?’ Lucas said, indicating the tapestries around them. “The jewelry
some of these men are wearing looks almost priceless. Y ou and Drakov indulging in some tempora
pirecy?”

“Only in amanner of speaking,” Benedetto said. “ Any military or even quasi-military unit requires
funding. We have been amassing atreasury. A little from thistime period, alittle from that, it gradudly
multiplies. The seais quite munificent. We have the richest shipwrecks of higtory at our disposa.”



“Y ou're equipped for salvage?’ Finn said.

“Not in the manner you suggest,” said Benedetto. “We have individua diving apparatus on board,
suits equipped with hemosponges which act as gills, deriving oxygen from seawater. A bit of future
technology that quite impresses our crew. | never go out, mysdf. It unsettles me. But the Russians rather
enjoy it. They competefiercely for the privilege. They are dlowed to keep aportion of what is
discovered for themsalves and they often bring back afew delicaciesto dress up the table. We have
lobsters aboard the size of German Shepherds. Crabsthat could easily crush afemur in their pincers.
They find it great sport to collect such things”

“Wheredo wefitin?’ said Andre.

“Your status, it would gppear, isthat of uninvited guests,” said Benedetto. “Y ou are not entirely
unwelcome, however. Martingae does not like anyone, but | am happy for your presence. It givesme
gimulating company. | find these Russanstiresome. Very boring fellows. No brio whatsoever. Especidly
our Count Grigori. A very moody fellow. I much prefer your companionship.”

“Y ou can joke, Santos, but we' re going to stop you somehow,” Finn said.

“What?" said Benedetto, with afeigned look of outrage. “ After you gave your word to the good
cgptan?

“Don’'t beafool.”

Benedetto chuckled. “Finn, | bear you no hard fedlings. No ill will whatsoever. We have dways been
upon opposing Sides. | respect you for your accomplishments and for who you are. It was no essy fest to
overcome the Timekeepers. | suspect, also, that you bear me a certain grudging respect, aswell.
Because of this, | would advise you strongly not to attempt anything against Nikola Drakov. Y our
chancesfor successthistime are quite smdl. | would hate to see you fal into the clutches of that little
Oriental savage, Shiro. He frightens even me. Martingae and von Kampf are no lessdeadly, in their way,
but Shiroisfanatically devoted to Nikolai and heis utterly ruthless. Look closely into that young boy’s
eyesand you will see snakeswrithing.”

“What' s Drakov up to, Santos?’ Lucassaid.

“I do not know.”

“Comeon.”

“Honestly,” said Benedetto. “Look, | make no bones about what | am. | may have once been an
idedist, such asNikolai, but there islittle that separates me from someone such as Martingae nowadays.
| am, by profession, aterrorist. When | started with the Timekeepers, | was just an underpaid
researcher, are-education specidist. A somewhat glorified psychotherapist. | was embittered, vulnerable
to seduction. Falcon convinced meto join in the grand cause againgt the war machine and | enlisted,
burning with thefires of enlightenment. But Falcon isno more and | have seen far too much, donefar too
much to alow mysdf to remain deuded. Whatever ethics| may once have had, | lost dong theway. The
trouble with my former profession, you see, is one knows far too much, especially about onesdlf.
Sdf-andyss becomesadisease. | know at heart, | am sociopathic. | know | have preciouslittlein the
way of scruples. | am an unprincipled blackguard, akiller, amoraly bankrupt human being. Does that
concern me? Not overmuch. | have managed to achieve alevel of comfort in my acceptance of what |
have become. It makes life easier that way, prevents one from getting ulcers.

“When you and your compatriotsin Tempord Intelligence broke the organization of the
Timekeepers, | fled for my life. | became separated from the others, to which | doubtless owe my
surviva, and | spent my days congtantly looking over my shoulder, waiting to be caught. It was not much
fun. Being with the Timekeepers had been stimulating. It waslike agame. Y ou againgt us. We kept telling
ourselves that right was on our side and so we would prevail. Utter nonsense, of course. For atime, we
did not know each other. Then, gradualy, you learned alittle about us, we learned more about you, we
each compiled our dossersand it wasdmost like afriendly rivary.”

“I don't think | would go thet far,” said Andre.

“Yes, well, itisal amatter of perception, isn'tit? By then, | had long since stopped taking the whole
thing very serioudly. But when it ended, | wasl|eft, for atime, done. | was surprised to discover | did not
function well alone. The comforting mechanisms of the Timekeepers were denied me. There were no



longer any plotsto hatch, no longer any confused, idedlistic, radica young women to divert one's
atention in ddlightful ways. Therewas no money. | was, in short, out of ajob. | wasimmeasurably
relieved when Drakov found me and told me he was going to begin again, with anew, more vita
organization. It was something familiar. And | had nothing elseto do.”

“Y ou expect usto believe Drakov doesn't even tell his own second-in-command what his plans
ae? Andresad.

“I do not expect you to believe anything,” said Benedetto. “1 have given you answersto your
guestionsto the best of my ability. Believe them or not, as you choose. For myself, | am content to go
aong for the adventure. | live comfortably, eat well, enjoy my libertiesin portsof cal through al of
time—though we do not actudly make port, of course—and upon occasion my particular tlentsare
found useful. | ask for nothing more.”

“I migudged you, Santos,” Lucas said. “1 thought you were afanatic, but you' re just a decadent fool.
Martingale may not be any better, but at least he' sa professional. Y ou're not even that. You'rejust
going through the motions.”

“I will tell you asecret, Priest,” said Benedetto. “ That isal lifeis, going through the motions. | prefer
to go through the motions with at least amodicum of style. Nikolai is certain to cause some sort of
cataclysm and when he does, lifewill be moreinteresting. | have no doubt you will do your utmost to
prevent whatever he has planned and watching you try will be interesting, aswell. Inthelast andyss, the
greatest sinisboredom and | refuseto be bored.” He smiled. “So by all means, interest me. Only wait
until tomorrow, at least. Right now, thiswine has made me deepy.”

“Is everyone aboard this blasted ship insane?’ said Land.

“I"'m beginning to think so, Ned,” said Lucas. “I’m beginning to think so.”

6

After eating, they toured the Soviet Vostochnaya Sava, renamed the Nautilus by Drakov. It wasa
huge vessd, aptly deserving of itsorigina name, which trandated to “ Glory of the East.” Walking through
it gave them thefeding of being ingde the works of some giant machine, which in fact they were. Though
very spacious, the submarine had been designed in typica Soviet utilitarian fashion, with minimum
concessions to cregture comforts. The crew members dept in nine-man rooms equipped with small tables
and chairs, but the reading lights and stereo headsets were the sole touches of luxury. Everywhere were
pipesand dids, gauges, whedls, control panels and watertight hatches. Everything was painted Soviet
military gray. Despite the dosmetersworn by each member of the crew—Drakov had seen toiit that
dosmeterswere given to his* guests,” as well—the men aboard the submarine were shielded from the
reactor by layers of water, lead and fuel oil, receiving less radiation than would a person on the surface
on asunny day. If any mafunction occurred with the reactor, control rods would automaticaly dideinto
position between the plates of uranium and shut it down. The submarine would then operate on its
auxiliary diesdl engines. There were laundry facilities on board, aswell asanucleonicslab, afully
equipped machine shop, a photo darkroom and alibrary with close to one thousand books. They looked
into thelibrary briefly and saw Verne, obliviousto their presence, surrounded by books, reading with the
intengity of an archiva researcher who had struck the mother lode, severa dictionaries open by hisside.

The crew of Drakov’s Nautilus numbered one hundred twenty men, excluding themsdlves. They had
learned of anumber of casuaties reducing the original complement. The Russian captain and severa of
his officers, aswell as enlisted men, had not survived the change in command. Some had died during
re-education, others had been killed trying to resst. Their guide upon the tour of the submarine, ayoung
Soviet submariner named Sasha, answered al their questions frankly. He told them al members of the
crew, with the exception of Drakov and his“officers,” aswell asthe ship’s doctor and its cooks, stood
two four-hour watches each day in addition to work they had to perform off watch time.

Everywhere they went, they were carefully observed by members of the crew, but no one except
Sasha spoke to them. There was no noise except for the hum of the ventilation system and the occasiona



gurgle of ail coming from the hydraulics, sounds which they quickly became accustomed to and ceased to
hear. In the engine room, it was quite a different sory. Crew members sat at their stations amid complex
instruments and the noise of pumps, generators, turbines and reduction gears. The rapidly spinning
propeller shaftsturning at hundreds of revolutions per minute seemed not to move at dl, except for a
dight blur asthey revolved. The control room of the sub resembled abridge on agtarship, with a
semicircular central control station and a console holding banks of instruments. The helmsman controlled
the planes on the submarine s sail for depth and handled the rudder to maintain course. The tern
planesman trimmed the up and down angle of the sub by means of the stern planes, located forward of
the propellers. The diving officer kept his eyes on gauges and dids on alarge pand before him,
monitoring the sub’ s depth, rate of dive during descent, the amount of roll the vessel was subjected to
and gave ordersto the planesmen. The chief of the watch wasin charge of the water ballast, shifting it
from one tank to another, depending upon requirements. The quartermaster of the watch wasthe
submarine s navigator; the radioman had little to do save monitor transmissions and the engineering
officer supervised the dozen men who operated the propulsion plant.

They cruised a adepth of two hundred feet, maintaining a speed of thirty knots, none of the power
driving the Nautilus being wasted in turbulence. At their depth, pressure negated turbulence. The
submarine experienced reduced resistance to forward motion at depth. There was no propeller dippage
and speed was easer to achieve and maintain than on the surface. Except when the deckstilted during a
dive or an ascent, there was no sensation of movement whatsoever. In answer to aquestion from Finn,
Sashatold them, in English, that despite carrying a crew of over one hundred, the submarine could be
operated by asfew as adozen men in an emergency. Hewas very proud of his ship—he used theterm
“boat,” adirect trandation from the Russan podvodnaya lodka, meaning submarine boat—and he was
proud of hiscommand of English. His military bearing was at curious odds with his gppearance. He had
started to grow his hair long and was doing his best to grow abeard. Hewore agold circlein hisleft ear
and the cutoff deeves of hisjumpsuit reveaed recent tattoos executed in an intricate, Oriental style with
vivid reds, yellows, oranges and blues. A Chinese dragon covered his entire upper arm on the left Sde
and hisright arm was graced with anude, a mond-eyed woman whose hair fanned out to frame her entire
body. The workmanship was exquisite.

“Shiro worked three hours on her,” he said, smiling. “I wonder if hissster looks at dl likethis. If so, |
must somehow arrange to meet her one day.”

“I wonder if thelittle heathen would do onefor me,” said Land.

“I am certain he would, if you wereto ask,” said Sasha. “It seemsto give him great pleasure, though
itishard totdl, he dwayslooks so serious.”

“What do you think of dl this, Sasha?’ Lucassaid.

Theyoung Russan frowned. “All this?’

“Being amember of the Soviet Navy one day and atime pirate the next,” said Lucas.

Sashaamiled. “Time pirate. | like the sound of that. It iswhat we do, pirate time. How should | fed!
about it? | have been re-educated. | am, of course, aware of my previousloyalties, but they no longer
matter. Thisisanew life. | am anew person. Captain Drakov has been very good to us. Mr. Benedetto
has explained how he could have obliterated al our memories of what we were, but the captain would
not allow that. He did not wish to rob us of our souls. He did not wish to make puppets of us.”

“Didn't he?” said Finn.

“Y ou met him; you saw what heislike,” said Sasha. “Heisagreat man, destined for grest things.
Wearedl apart of something much more important now.”

“And what would that be?’ Andre said.

“Y ou should ask the captain,” Sashareplied evasively.

“Hedidn’t want to rob you of your souls,” said Finn, “but he robbed you of the ability of making
choicesfor yoursaves.”

“That isnot true,” said Sasha. “He hel ped us see to make the correct choices. And there are those
among us who did not require re-educating. They were able to see clearly for themsalves”

“Which of the crew would those be?’ Lucas said.



“Only the captain and Mr. Benedetto would know that,” said Sasha. “We were not told, so we
would not fed inferior to those of our shipmates who were more perceptive than we.”

“Areyou surethat’ sthe reason?’ Finn said.

“Of course”

“Very egditarian of the captain,” Finn said, wryly.

Back in their cabin, Land stretched out upon one of the lower bunks and put his hands behind his
head. “Maybe I’m garting to lose my mind, too,” he said, “or esethisvessd truly isfrom some future
time. I've never ssenthelikeof it.”

“When you have exhausted al the possible explanations, Ned,” said Lucas, “ consider theimpossible.
Try toimagine what it would have been like for a primitive caveman from the dawn of timeto stand upon
the decks of an iron steamship. If you can picture that, then put yourself in that caveman’s place and you
will begin to understand what has happened to you.”

“This story Drakov told, about being able to destroy acity the size of Pariswith but one of his
explosives, can it betrue?’

“Regrettably, Ned, it's only too true.”

“Merde,” said Land. “A man with such power, he could bring the nations of the world to their
knees”

“Concelvably,” said Lucas, “but | don’t think that’ s what he intends.”

“Why not?’ said Land. “How could any man resist such atemptation?’

“Inthistime, with this submarine, Drakov could easily make himself theruler of theworld,” said
Lucas. “However, doing something like that would make him too obvious atarget for otherslike
ourselves. He hasto remain hidden. He has to keep moving. He has become the object of an
unprecedented hunt, Ned. And there are weapons in the future far more terrible than those he has on
board. What makes him safeis his mobility, not only through the oceans of the world, but through al of
time, aswell. We found him only with the greatest luck. Or perhaps he found us. Maybe heredly isthe
tool of destiny.”

“You don't believe that, surely?’ Land said.

Lucasgrinned. “I’m not even sure | believein belief.”

“Thetroubleis,” said Andre, “there seemsto be no way we can stop him short of sabotaging this
submarine, somehow. Only how to do it and survive?’

“Wherein our orders doesit say we' re supposed to survive?’ said Finn. “Maybe another team will
get acrack at him. If they don't botch the job like we did, then our worrieswill be over. Permanently.”

“What do we do meanwhile?’ she said.

Lucas shrugged. “Wewait.”

“If thisfdlow istruly so dangerous,” said Land, “why not just do away with him?Kill Drakov and
this Benedetto, and the otherswill lack for leadership.”

“The only problem with that idea,” Lucas said, “is Drakov’s promiseto kill usdl if any one of our
group stepped out of line. The three of uswould be perfectly willing to accept that risk, but what about
yoursdf and Verne?’

Land shrugged. “For my part, therisk don’t bother me agreet |ot. But do you think he would kill
Verne? He seemed quite taken with him.”

“That may betrue,” said Finn, “but if Drakov’ skilled, who'll protect Verne from the others?’

“Yes, that istrue,” said Land. “We can't decide without asking him. Maybe we' |l have a chanceto
kill this madman and escape. Thisboat must surface sometime.”

There was aknock at their door and it opened, admitting Benedetto. He took one step into the cabin
and looked around at them, shaking his head.

“If you are intent upon hatching plots,” he said, “at least have the brainsto do it in amanner that you
cannot be overheard. This cabin is monitored, you know. It would not have gone well for you if someone
else had overheard you, rather than myself. If you must have private discussions, | would suggest the
engineroom. It israther noisy there. Of course, the crew will wonder what you are talking about and
they will report it to the captain. If | wereyou, | wouldn't bother. And | wouldn’t waste my timetrying to



incite any of these Russiansto mutiny, either. It would be pointless. Now, if you don’t mind, | would
redly liketo get some deep. Do try not to stay up late. We will kegp military hours aboard. Good night
toyou.”

He closed the door.

“There goesamogt strange man,” said Land. “What do you make of him?’

Lucas shook hishead. “Damned if | know, Ned. I'm starting to think you wereright al along and
everyone on board iscrazy.”

“Interesting he should have us monitored, though,” said Andre. “It doestell us one thing we needed
to know.”

“What might that be?’ said Land.

“He svulnerable,” said Andre. “Let’ sdegponit.”

Verne did not return to the cabin at dl that night. They encountered him at breakfast, looking
haggard, but with awild light in hiseyes.

“I an going to spend dl of my timein thisship’slibrary!” hesaid. “I did not degp at dl last night.
Thereisso muchto learn. That library isatreasure trovel Books on science, history, novels and texts, in
Russian, French, German and English, al published years from now! | have been trying to understand this
atomic energy more completdy. This Eingein wasagenius! Or, | should say, | suppose, hewill bea
genius. One could read hiswork for years and still not comprehend it al. What an amazing stroke of luck
to find mysdlf aboard this submarine boat! What a fantastic opportunity!”

“Y ou are about to be given yet another fantastic opportunity, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov, coming to
the table with hisinevitable escort. “I trust you al dept well?”

Only Vernereplied. “I could not deep awink, Captain Drakov. | found myself unableto resist your
fabulous store of books.”

“Then you must force yourself to rest immediately after breakfast, Sr,” said Drakov. “Y ou will need
al your energy for what isto come. Are you up to astroll upon the ocean bottom?”’

Verne looked aarmed, asdid Land.

“Never fear,” said Drakov, smiling. “It is not my intention to drown you. | assure you that you will be
able to accompany me on asubmarine excursion in complete safety.”

“But . .. how isthispossble?’ sad Verne.

“You shdl see” said Drakov. “ Shortly after breskfast, we will be making tempora transtion. The
diving Klaxon will sound, followed immediatdly by the chimes used to Sgnd amissledert. Sncethis
submarine was not equipped with aspecid signd for timetravel, we must improviseand usea
combination of those two. At that point, | would advise you to go to your cabin and lie down. The effects
of traveling through time can be mildly unpleasant, but no more so than those of drinking too much wine.
The effect will not last long.”

“Traveling through time!” said Verne, inawe. “But . . . to where?’

Our degtination will be the deep water off the Florida Keys, in the 18th century,” said Drakov.

“The 18th century!” said Land.

“Quite correct. We are going on an expedition to recover undersea treasure.”

Land seyeslit up. “ Treasure? What sort of treasure? Gold?’

“That and much more,” said Drakov. He drank his coffee, watching them with amusement. “We can
expect for there to be quite a horde aboard a sunken Spanish galeon.”

“A Spanish gdleon!” said Ned.

“Part of afleet,” said Drakov. “Does the prospect interest you, Mr. Land?’

“You're going to attack thisfleet?’ said Andre.

“No, Miss Cross, | will not. | could easily destroy the entire armadaif | chose it. However, the
destruction of thisfleet isafact of history. | know you respect history,” he added, with asmile.

“Onthe 15th of July, inthe year 1733,” he continued, “ahurricane of immense strength swept up
from the Lesser Antilles, past the English Leeward Idands, heading toward the Forida Keys. In itswake,
it [eft massive destruction on the idands of Marie Gaante, Guadeloupe, Montserrat, Redonda, Nevis, St.



Kitts, St. Eudtatius and Saba. A Spanish treasure armada under the command of General Don Rodrigo
de Torresy Moraes had the misfortune to be caught in thisterrible ssorm. Their ill luck and our good
fortune.

“The armada sailed from the harbor of San Cristobal de la Habana on the morning of July 13. Inall,
twenty ships made up thisfleet, escorting treasure back to Spain. It was composed of galleons, naos and
smaller merchant vessels. Only one, the Nuestra Senora del Rosario, survived the sorm. The others,
the Aimiranta, El Infante, the San Jose, the Populo, the Lerri, the El Sueco de Arizon, the Capitana,
all perished, pounded into bits as they were driven on the reefs by the fierce winds.

“They were carrying afortunein treasure valued at over twelve million pesosin gold and silver, as
well astobacco and spices, teas, ceramics, semi-precious stones and that was only the reported cargo.

Y ou can be certain there was contraband on board the ships, aswell.”

“Why contraband?’ said Verne.

“Greed,” said Drakov. “TheKing of Spain’ streasuries were supplied by the wedlth of the New
World. All the treasure brought to Spain was taxed. The tax was known as the King's Fifth or the Royal
Fifth. Smugglers went to great lengths to avoid paying this tax. Despite agents of the Board of Trade
examining al cargo carefully, much was hidden from their eyes by clever salors. The pendtieswere
severe and informants were rewarded with a portion of the contraband recovered, so smuggling became
quite an art. Treasure was hidden in barrels of spices and in bales of tobacco, among the ballast stones,
anywhere one could think of secreting some gold or slver. Thereisno telling how much treasure might be
aboard those ships. There were even incidents where entire ships were not listed on the manifests and
hidden among the other vessals of large fleets”

“How will you be ableto obtain thistreasure?” Land said.

“Wewill arrive upon the scene of the disaster after the Spaniards have completed what salvage
operationsthey were able to employ,” said Drakov. “Thisis not to say we shall arrive soon after the
disagter itself. These salvage operations often went on for years. Considering what was at stake, ships
which sank in coastal waters were eagerly sought after by fregbooters who would immediately flock to
the location if protective measures were not taken. In this particular case, the Spaniards were able to
refloat severa of the ships. Those which were too damaged to refloat were burned to the water line, the
better to enable diversto swim down directly into the cargo holds and to aid in hiding the locations of the
wrecks. A great dedl of the treasure was recovered, but there was much | eft to interest future treasure
huntersin the coming centuries. It would be years before the wrecks were thoroughly picked clean, years
before the invention of the magnetometer enabled huntersto find the treasure. Some of the wrecks
would, in several generations, even become tourist attractions. But we are seeking one wreck in
paticular.”

“Therewas one ship,” Drakov said, “aman-of-war named La Floridana, which sank completely in
deep water. The Spaniards searched for her extensively, but no trace of her was ever found. La
Floridana does not appear on any of the Spanish maps charting the locations of the wrecks, mapswhich
despite their inaccuracies guided future treasure hunters. La Floridana isamystery ship. Only sheisnot
amystery to me, for | havefound her. Sheliesin the deep water off Key Largo, where the ocean
currents buried her in sand, hiding her benesth the ocean bottom, safe from prying eyes. Only | have seen
her prior to her burid. | have been there once before.”

“What will you do with thistreasure, Captain?’ Land said, dready inthe grip of gold fever.

“Sdlit, Mr. Land,” said Drakov. “What el se does one do with gold and silver?1 am awesalthy man
aready, but my venture has serioudy depleted my reserves and | must augment my treasury. We have
the advantage not only of clocking back to atime before La Floridana was buried in the ocean floor,
but of clocking forward to atime when the worth of what is aboard her will haveincreased a
thousandfold. Y ou may join us on our salvage operation, if you wish. A good worker is dwayswelcome
and you will be allowed to keep apart of what you find.”

“How much of apart?’ Land immediately asked.

Drakov chuckled. “Enough, Mr. Land. Enough to satisfy even aman of your voracious appetite.
What isto be found aboard La Floridana is but aminuscule portion of what is available to us beneath



the sea. There can betimeswhen lifeishard for us, but there are dso times when we live very well
indeed. We can pick and choose those times.”

“What are you doing, Drakov?’ Finn said. “Recruiting?’

“And why not? Mr. Land is aboard my submarine dready. Why not as a productive member of the
crew instead of as awkward supercargo?’ Drakov shrugged. “ Thereis dways room for morein my
organization. It is something worth considering.” He turned to Ned. “Thereis no need to give your
answer now, Mr. Land. Thereisampletime. Once you have experienced fully the sort of life we lead,
then you can decide. | wish your choiceto be an informed one.”

“And what about the others?’ Land said. “Y ou make the same offer to them?”’

“No, Mr. Land,” said Drakov. “| have too much respect for them to think they would ever be
didoya to their commander. Their duty isto stop me, to kill meif they can. It isup to meto make certain
they do not have that opportunity. It'sredly al quite smple. We understand each other. | cannot tempt
them with treasure. But you, Mr. Land, | have afeding you might be tempted.”

Back intheir cabin, they searched for three hours without finding the bug. Land lay slently in his
bunk, eyes open and staring. Vernewasin the library once again. They findly gave up and went to the
engine room, where their presence caused suspicious glances, but nothing more.

“Thisisridiculous” Finnsaid into Lucas sear. “We re not getting anywhere.”

Lucas leaned close to Finn. “We have to find that monitoring device. We can't even take the chance
of talking among ourselves until we do.”

“Welooked everywhere,” said Finn.

“We must have missed something,” Andre said. “Think.” “1’m more concerned about that warp
disc,” Lucassaid. “It’ s got to be somewhere aboard this sub.”

“What about Drakov's cabin?’ Andre said.

“Good aplaceto look asany,” Lucasreplied, “but it seemsalittle obvious.”

“The problem isnot infinding it, but what to do about it when we do,” said Finn. “If we sabotageit,
they’ Il know immediately. And it won't be any trouble for them to clock out to wherever they’ ve got the
rest of the shipment hidden and get another one.”

“That isaproblem,” said Lucas. “Everyone on board' s got warp discs. Even if we manageto
sabotage the sub, they can dl clock out to God knows where. Drakov’ s got us and he knowsit.”

“Only what' s he going to do with us?” said Andre.

Count Grigori entered the engine room and stood there, his huge arms folded across his chest.

“I think the conferenceisover,” Lucas said.

They waked past him out into the companionway. He said nothing to them. They found Vernein the
library, reading avidly.

“Y ou' d better do as Drakov suggested, Jules,” said Lucas. “Y ou need to get some rest.”

“How can | rest?’ said Verne, indicating the books around him. “Thereis enough here to keep
dozens of scholars busy for decades. | cannot waste amoment of such an opportunity.”

“Jules” said Andre, “trangtion can be difficult, especidly when you' ve never experienced it before.
Pease”

Vernedghed. “Very well, if youing<. | am beginning to fed abit weary.”

Finn glanced at Lucas. “Y ou think he'd have the library bugged, aswell?’

“Bugged?’ said Verne.

Lucas explained. “ Drakov has planted alistening device somewherein our cabin.”

“Ah, | see” said Verne. “ And you have been unableto locate it?’

“WEe ve searched everywhere,” said Andre.

“You are quite certain?’ Verne said.

Lucas shrugged. “I can’t think of anywhere eseto look.”

“Thisdevice” said Verne, “it could be quite small, no? Like your darm device back on the ship?’

“Yes, it probably would be,” Lucas said.

“But you have taken that into consideration and till been unsuccessful ?”



They nodded.

Verne scratched his chin, thoughtfully. “It is certain he did not expect usto be aboard,” he said. “If
such adevicewasingaled in the cabin, it must have been done after we arrived.”

“That would pose no problem,” Finn said. “ They’ ve had ample opportunity.”

“Yes, yes, but | am thinking you would know what to look for and still you have not found it,” Verne
sad.

“Don’t concern yoursdlf, Jules,” said Lucas, putting ahand on the writer’ s shoulder. “If we couldn’t
findit, | doubt you could.”

Verne looked up at him from where he sat and smiled. “I must seem quite primitive to you three” he
sad.

“I didn’t mean it that way,” Lucassaid quickly. “1t'sonly that—"

Verne reached out and unclipped the dosimeter from the belt of Lucas sjumpsuit. Helooked at it
thoughtfully for amoment, then held it up. Lucas frowned, then understanding dawned.

Hetook the dosmeter from Verne and examined it closely. Then he showed it to Finn and Andre.
They immediately checked theirs, aswell. Each contained alistening device.

“I gpologize, Jules” said Lucas. “I didn’'t mean to beinsulting. Y ou’ re quite welcome to search for
thelistening device, if you want to. But it’ s probably awaste of time. Even if wefound it, they’d only
ingtal another one and hide it more cleverly the second time.”

Vernelooked puzzled for amoment, then he understood. “Well, you are quite right, mon ami. We
are, after al, uninvited guests aboard this vessdl. One can hardly blame the captain for wishing to be
cautious. | will put the matter from my mind and get somerest, asyou suggest.”

When the diving Klaxon and the missile chimes sounded one after the other, Verne tensed and
clenched hisfigts; hewent rigid in hisbunk and glanced with darm at the others. Land wasadso in his
bunk, but Lucas, Finn and Andre sat at the table, playing cards with a deck they borrowed from one of
the crewmen.

“Itwill bedl right, Jules” Finnsad. “Try torelax.”

“Relax?’ said Verne. “Relax? | am about to travel to another time and you want meto relax? Should
you not liedown aswel?’

Lucas smiled. “We ve done this many, many times before, Jules. We re accustomed to it.”

“What am Ito expect?’ said Verne. “How will it fed? Mon Dieu, | should have rested more. | am
not well. My nerves.... | am dizzy and my ssomach—"

Abruptly, he retched.

Aghagt, he stared at the mess he had made upon the cabin floor and wiped his mouth with the back
of hishand. “How disgraceful!” he said. “How terribly embarrassing! | am so very sorry, my friends—"

“Nothing to be embarrassed about,” said Finn. “It’s one of those aftereffects Drakov warned you
about. It happens even to seasoned veterans of timetravel. You'll be feding better shortly.”

Verne dtared at him. “You mean. . . that wasit?Itisover?’

“That wasit,” said Finn.

“But . . . but nothing happened!”

“Y ou mean you didn’t notice anything happen,” Lucas said. “It would have been much more
dramatic if you had been wearing an individua warp disc and clocked from one location to another, but
snce it was the submarine that made trangition and we are insde the submarine, you haven't noticed
anything change. And, in that sense, nothing has.”

“Can’'t aman get abit of deegp around here?’ Land said, turning over in his bunk.

“Ned!” said Verne. “1 cannot believeit! Y ou dept through it!”

“Sept through what?” said Land.

“We havetraveled through time, Ned!”

Land grimaced. “Y es, from the moment before to this one. Stop talking nonsense.”

“How do you fed, Ned?’ said Lucas, glancing at his cards.

“My stomach aches from that miserable food we' re served on board,” said Land. “No doubt I've



been poisoned by squid preserves or seaweed spinach.”

Finn chuckled. “Go back to deep, Ned.”

Therewas aknock at their door and Sasha entered. “ The captain desires your presencein the
control room,” he said. “ Thereis something he wishes you to see.”

v

Drakov stood at the periscope. He took his face away from it and looked at them asthey camein.
Therewas agrim expresson on hisface.

“We have arrived in the year 1739,” he said, “in time to witness a sea battle.”

“We re going to surface?’ Land said.

“No, Mr. Land. However, you will be able to see through here.” Drakov indicated the periscope. “If
you arefamiliar with your history, you will know that England isinvolved in awar with Spain. We are a
present in the Caribbean and above us a Spanish ship is being attacked by an English privateer. Would
you care to see this serling example of humanity at itsworst?’

They took turnslooking through the periscope. The two ships, oblivious of the submarine' s presence
close beneath the surface, were drifting closer and closer, exchanging cannon fire. The smaller ship, the
English privateer, was coming up on the Spaniard’ s stern so asto prevent abroadside. The English
captain was moving in a adight angle from the rear, his cannoneers blazing away at the masts of the
Spanish ship. AsVerne looked through the periscope, he saw one of the masts shot away, the debris
falling to the deck of the crippled Spanish ship. He caled out to the others what was happening, then let
Andre take aturn.” Has the Spaniard struck his colors?’ Drakov asked.

“No,” said Andre.

“Thenit will be bloody,” Drakov said. “They will continue to pound away at each other until they are
close enough for the British seamen to swarm over the bulwarks of the Spaniard. They will do each other
inwith muskets, pistols, cutlasses and knives, the decks running red with blood until one or the other
prevails. And for what? What will have been won? Thiswar will spread through Europe and become the
War of the Austrian Succession. Then, in afew short years, the Seven Y ears War, followed by the War
of American Independence, then the French Revol ution, then Napoleon. It never ends. It never ends.”

Drakov picked up aphone.

“Tubesforward,” he said. “ Prepare to fire two mark fifty torpedos. Thisisno drill. Repedt, thisisno
arill.”

“Drakov, don't!” said Lucas, stepping forward, but instantly he was grabbed from behind by the
burly von Kampf.

Verne stared at Drakov. “ Why?” hesaid.

Drakov had adightly glazed ook in hiseyes. “If they want war, then | shall givethem war,” he said.
“Sound generd quarters.”

The darm for battle stations came on throughout the ship. “ Tubes are flooded, Captain. The outer
doors are open.”

“Feed your range and bearing to the torpedo room, Chief,” said Drakov.

“Drakov,” said Finn. “What' sthe point?’

Drakov did not respond.

“Setl” sad the chief.

“Fireone,” said Drakov.

The chief punched thefiring button, keeping his gaze on the indicator lights. The torpedo left the
flooded tube under its own power.

“Firg torpedo under way, Captain.”

“Fretwo,” said Drakov. His gaze was unfocused. Verne stood at the periscope. They al waited
tensdly. “Directly on target, Sr,” the chief said.

Verne gasped as both ships exploded in geysers of flame and debris.



“Direct hitd” the chief said.

Drakov walked out of the control room.

“Captain?’ thechief said.

Drakov paused in the hatchway. “Oh,” he said, sounding faintly puzzled. “ Secure from genera
quarters.”

They suited up in the wardroom. There was no need to use escape hatchesto get out of the sub
when they could smply clock down to the ocean floor directly below. On the floor of the wardroom,
Benedetto had placed a programmed R-30 warp disc. It would generate afield large enough to enable
anyone standing within athirty-foot circumference of it to be teleported to the wreck of the La
Floridana. Everything had been cleared away and they stood ready in their bright orange diving suitsand
weighted boots. The packs containing the oxygen-manufacturing hemaosponge apparatus were attached
to their backs. Crewmen helped them on with their diving helmets. The helmets made them look asif they
were spacemen. Wide faceplaces curved around the front and built-in lights were set into the helmet
crowns. The party would consist of twenty divers. A number of the divers carried spearguns, severa
others carried various tools. All save Lucas, Finn, Andre, Land and Verne were equipped with
underwater pistolswhich fired needle darts by compressed air.

Vernewas nervous. “What will happen if | becomeill again?’ he said, sweset beading on his
forehead. “If | should becomeill insdemy helmet . ..

“Possible” said Drakov, “but unlikely, Mr. Verne. The effects are nowhere near as strong with a
short tel eportation as with atempord trangtion. However, in the event you do becomeill, it will be
necessary for you to return to the Nautilus. | think you will be quite safe. Y ou haven’t eaten anything
sncetrangtion, have you?’

Verne shook hishead.

“Wasthat ayesor ano?’ said Drakov, coming closeto look insde Verne sfaceplate.

“No,” said Verne.

“Good. Thenif you al are ready, we will proceed.”

Drakov crouched down and activated the warp disc. It began to glow faintly around its perimeter,
then the glow brightened quickly and they were standing on the ocean floor.

Verne reached out and grabbed Drakov’sarm.

“Nothing to be frightened of,” said Drakov. “Can you hear me?’

“Y-yes,” said Verne, softly. He swalowed hard. “1—I am not certain | can move, Captain.”

Drakov’s chuckle sounded in their hdmets. “It'ssimple, Mr. Verne. Y ou put one foot in front of the
other. Come.” “Mother of God,” whispered Land. He bent backward dightly, looking up at the
Nautilus, which hovered above them likeagiant whde.

“Beautiful, isit not?” said Drakov. “I never ceaseto marve at it. A tranquil, deep-blue ftiliness. The
water filters out the warm colors a this depth. Only the cool blueremains.” He swept hisarm out,
indicating submerged reefs. “ Cord. Thetiny architects of the sea. Saving away for centuries, building
their magnificent castles. Next to their graceful spires, even the grandeur of Mad Ludwig'scagtlein
Bavariapaesinto inagnificance”

The other members of the party had moved on aheed, their lights beaming out before them. Schools
of fish surrounded them, darting past like underwater fireflies. V egetation undulated dl around them, like
adancing forest.

“Keep together,” Drakov said. “ Thisworld isbeautiful, but it is not without its hazards. Fortunately,
we are well-protected from most of them. Cord israzor sharp and a certain type, called fire coral, can
raise welts upon bare skin. Our suitswill protect us from that, asthey will from the spines of seaurchins
and the stinging threads of the jelyfish known as the Portuguese man-of-war. However, we must be on
the watch for sharks, which are ever unpredictable. They exist only to devour and their jaws are
immensdly powerful. Likewise the barracuda—afish which is consderably smaller, but no less deadly.
Mr. Land, as aseaman, you are familiar with these creatures, | trust?’

“| am, Captain.”



“Inthat case, you will be responsible for pointing them out to your friendsin the event we should
encounter them. Sometimesthey will only circle round, investigating. Other times, both shark and
barracudawill attack with incredible ferocity. They are quite deserving of respect.”

“I, too, am familiar with the gppearance of these creatures, Captain,” Verne said, “though | have
never actualy encountered them. | have heard one should make violent waving or splashing motionsto
frighten off ashark.”

“I, too, have read that, Mr. Verne. However, practical experience hastaught me oneisjust asliable
to attract a shark with such motions asto frighten it away. Very littleis known about these crestures. The
only advice | can giveyou isto try not to appear asif you might befood.”

“And how doesone do that?’ said Andre.

“Your guessisasgood asmine,” said Drakov. “ Another cresture to be wary of isthemoray edl. Itis
rare to encounter one swimming in the open. They prefer to hidein dark places, such as caves and nooks
within the cord or in the wrecks of ships. They will dart very quickly out of such hiding places, usualy
keeping a portion of their snakelike bodies hidden and fastened onto the nearest handy appendage. So
please, try to refrain from groping around in pots where they might liein wait. Some of them grow to be
quite large and the larger ones may be able to penetrate the suits. Regardless of their size, they are
universally tenacious. Should one grab hold of you, try not to panic. Call out for aid at once and one of us
will come. Above dl, remember that sharks are attracted by blood. Should the integrity of your suits be
broken and you begin to bleed, it isimperative you return to the Nautilus at once. Again, do not attempt
returning on your own. Call one of usto aid you. Any questions?’

“Yes” said Andre. “What do we do if ashark attacks?’

“Try your very best not to makeit angry,” Drakov said.

They moved on, walking like ballet dancersin dow motion across the doping underwater ridge.
Overhead, agiant mantaray “flew” pag, its huge wingsrippling gracefully. Thejagged pesks of cord al
around them teemed with life. Bright flashes of movement made the cord seem to gleam astiny fish
darted in and out of the numerous crevices. The sandy bottom they waked on doped into avalley and
fell off to greater depths beyond.

Drakov pointed. “ There shelies,” hesaid. “ La Floridana in her wetery grave.”

It was alarge wreck. Pieces of the ship were scattered alover the dope. Broken, ribbed sections of
the hull brought to mind the picked-clean carcass of some giant underwater mammal. One broken section
of mast stuck up at an odd angle, the other masts had been sheared off. A large mound of ballast stones
from the ruptured hull looked like a convict’ srock pile, encrusted with vegetation, cord and shdllfish. A
large lobster scuttled acrossit. The crew of the Nautilus were already at work, two of them manning a
portable arlift which had been docked down from the submarine. Lightwelght and powerful, the airlift
was acompressor and a pipe with adiameter of twelve inches, stedl teeth around its mouth for cutting
through the sea grass. There was avalve upon the pipe for diverting the suction into the sea. In thisway,
the suction action could be stopped and a clogged pipe would not become buoyant and art to rise.

“Treasure hunting ishard work,” said Drakov, asthey stood on asmall rise watching the divers move
around the wreck. “Much of it is done by hand. In order to check for hidden contraband, the ballast must
be sorted through, stone by stone. It is atask which must be done dowly and carefully, or the stones
which make up the mound could shift and trap adiver, even crush him.”

“What are they doing with that pipe?’ sad Verne.

“Theairlift isthe principa means of liberating loose items from the sea bottom,” Drakov said. * Other
tools used are handpicks, spades and prybars. The men you see there are at work enlarging that opening
inthe hull. It will enable them to get ingde the cargo hold, atask made easier by the position of the
wreck.”

One of the divers cameinto view, brandishing a skull. Another found a cutlass. There were many
cannonballs, ceramic pieces, shards of chinaand porcelain. The undiscovered wreck sill contained al the
cargo it had gone down with. Drakov was &fter the gold.

“Our ability to arrive upon the scene not long after the ship went down makes our task agreet ded
eader,” said Drakov. “Thereis ill aship to search through and there are still wooden cheststo be



found. A ship which has been underwater for a considerable length of timefalls prey to the teredo, a
voracious parasite also known as shipworm. The wood is eaten avay and the vessdl dowly disntegrates.
Wood weakened by the worms breaks off and is carried away by the current or buried beneath the
sand. Only mahogany and the larger, heavier pieces of timber survivefor any great length of time. Iron
falsprey to oxidation. Silver turns black with sulphate. Brass turns green and as corrosion setsin,
metallic pieces become encrusted with coral and start to resemble stone. In time, the only things
remaining to guide the treasure hunter are rotted sections of the hull and piles of balast stones. The death
of La Floridana isafact, but we have come upon her corpse before it hastotaly decayed. Look there,
dready she has started giving up her riches.”

As he pointed, they saw two men bringing out alarge wooden chest. They set it down upon the sea
floor and began to hammer away at it with their picks, freeing the hasp from the rotting wood. Moments
later, it was open, revealing afortune in silver tarnished by the sea. Asthey approached to look closer,
they saw the chest wasfull of irregularly shaped divers, green with the action of the seawater on the
copper used in the dloy as ahardening agent.

“Pieces of eight,” said Drakov, taking severa and passing them out for the othersto examine. “ So
caled because each isworth eight reals. Colonid treasure hunters called them ‘ cobs' because of their
irregular shape, which isthe result of their being chisded off ablock of slver prior to samping.”

“There must be hundreds of them in that chest!” said Land.

One of the diverswas heard over their helmets, speaking to Drakov. There was a quick exchange of
Russian, then Drakov said, “1 am told there are severa more such chestswithin the hold.”

Land needed no more encouragement. He immediately joined the divers at their task of clearing the
chests out of the hold. Finn, Lucas and Andre were content to watch, while Verne remained close to
Drakov, peppering him with questions, turning ceasdesdy in dl directionsto observe everything about
the underseaworld he found himself in. Their presence attracted several groupers, which siwvam about
goggle-eyed, curious about the dien intruders. Finn made friends with one, discovering thet it like being
petted.

Asthe diversworked, La Floridana steadily disgorged her treasure. Hundreds of pounds of pieces
of eight in wooden chests and sacks made of burlap; bar silver; gold doubloons or escudos; silver
wedges weighing about four pounds each; silver and gold statues, rings, pendants, necklaces and
crosses. They found gold ingots and an entire chest of gold imperias. They discovered severa boxes
containing jewelry set with emeralds and rubies, some of the onesthe size of eyebals. Onediver
spotted the ship’s anchor some distance away, wedged in acord reef. The ship’s captain had thrown it
out in alast desperate attempt to save his vessd from destruction, but it had struck on the submerged
reef and the ship turned, foundering.

They went over to look at the anchor. It was huge. Standing, it would have towered over them.
Already, the coral was encrusting it. Verne, interested to chip off someto study back aboard the sub,
borrowed a handpick from the diver. Some of the cord came away, but aflash of brightnesswas dso
revedled. Verne chipped away some more, then the diver took the pick away from him and started
chipping at the anchor in earnest. It was gold.

“Congratulations, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov, examining theresults. *Y ou have inadvertently
uncovered amost audacious smuggling attempt. They made the anchor out of gold and then painted it
over. You have discovered afortune.”

Land swore, furious at not having found it himsdlf, thereby earning a portion of the profits they would
redizefromitssde,

“Take heart, Mr. Land,” said Drakov. “Y ou have adready assisted in recovering much treasure. Y our
sharewill not beinconsderable”

Land turned away, then turned back quickly and gave Drakov a hard shove. With an exclamation,
Drakov fdl back, just intimeto avoid being struck by afifteen-foot shark that came diving down a them
like ajuggernaut. The shark seized upon the other diver and they heard him scream over their helmets as
its jaws fastened upon him. A mist of blood filled the water asthe shark thrashed, holding the diver inits
jaws. Drakov fired hisunderwater pistol. The needle darts penetrated the shark’ stough .hide and it was



paralyzed in seconds. It began to sink to the ocean floor, the diver still held initsjaws. Drakov bent
down to check the man.

“He sfinished,” he said. “The blood will soon bring others. We must leave at once.”

He gave quick orders over the headset in his helmet and the divers began taking the treasure they had
recovered back to the point at which they had clocked in. There were already other sharks arriving,
drawn by the scent of blood, when they activated the warp disc and teleported back aboard the
Nautilus.

When his helmet was removed, Drakov turned to Ned Land and said, “1 neglected to thank you, Mr.
Land. You saved my life”

Land grunted.

“Y ou will not find me unappreciative,” said Drakov. “But we can discussthat later. Right now, we
aredll tired and | suggest we retire to our cabins for some well-deserved rest. We ve had agood day’ s
work.”

Back intheir cabin, Lucastook dl the dosmeters containing the listening devices and carefully
wrapped them up and muffled them beneath one of the bunks. Verne' s exhaustion had findly made him
fal adeep and he was stretched out in hisbunk, snoring quietly.

“It looks as though you’ ve made your decision, Ned,” said Finn.

Land looked at him blankly.

“That shark might neetly have solved our problem,” Finn explained. “But it would have meant alost
opportunity for you.”

Land understood. He shook his head. “I’ ve decided nothing,” he said. “ There may berichesto be
found in thislife, but what sort of lifeisit for aman, spending hisdayslocked in aniron barrel at the
bottom of the ocean? It’ s not naturd. | do not know why | saved him from that shark. | didn’t think. |
only acted.”

“Finnisn’'t blaming you, Ned,” said Lucas. “Areyou?’

“I don't know,” Finn said, sourly. “Maybel am.”

“Drakov’ s death wouldn't have hel ped us recover the stolen shipment of warp discs,” Andre said.
“And it would not have solved the problem of this submarine.”

“That' strue enough,” said Lucas. “We I belucky if we can find the warp disc that clocksthis sub.
It's probably no more than twelve inchesin diameter and cleverly camouflaged. Besides, aswe ve
aready discussed, taking that disc out of commission won't prevent them from replacing it by having
someone clock out and get another one. There’ sno way | can think of for usto knock out every warp
disc on this sub. We' d have to take on the entire crew.”

“That leaves us only one option,” Finn said. “We have to destroy the sub.”

“They must have an armslocker somewhere aboard,” said Andre. “ They may have warp grenadesin
there”

Lucas massaged histemples. “ Even if we could gain accessto their armslocker, | don’t much fancy
blowing myself away with this sub. If thereisn’t any other choice, well, that’ swhat we' |l haveto do. In
that case, | don't see any reason why all of us should die. Maybe we can overpower severa of the
crewmen &t the right moment and relieve them of their discs. Then the others could clock out and
whichever one of usremainsto blow up the sub might have a chance to makeit. But it would be ahdll of
along shot.”

“Andrée sright, though,” Finn said. “We can’t just leave an entire shipment of warp discslying around
for anyoneto find. Drakov must have a base of operations somewhere. We have to find out where.”

Andreamiled. “Think he Il tell usif weask him nicely?’

“No, but perhaps he' Il show us. It stands to reason he has a base. He' d need a submarine tender, at
the very least. Before he puts his plan into effect, whatever hisplanis, | think he' |l touch base.”

“Yes, but suppose hekills us before then?” said Lucas.

“Not much we can do about that, isthere?” Andre said. “He sliable to do just about anything. The
manisinsane”



“Maybethat worksfor us,” Finnsaid. “If | werein hisplace, | would have killed usright off. This
living paradox, ingrument of Fate thing has redlly got ahold of him. Maybe we can play on that
somehow.”

“Suppose | wereto decideto join him?” Land said. They al turned to look at him.

“What | meanis” Land said, “I’ ve seen the treasure. My greed’ s been awakened. | saved hislife.
What if | wereto go to him and tell him, in secret, I’ ve decided to accept his offer? | would say |
overheard you three making plans and | will maybe pass on some of those plansto him. I'll tell him | am
afraid you three will spoil my chances of being arich man. | will secretly become apart of his crew, but
stay with you so | can spy on you and keep him informed, and watch out for my own interests. He might
take meinto his confidence and | might learn something of use. How doesit sound?’

Lucas|ooked at Land with new respect. “It sounds good, Ned. Damn good.”

“Maybetoo good,” Finn said. “How do we know that’ s not exactly what you' [l do? Spy on usfor
him?’

Land was on hisfeet in an ingtant and in the next instant, Finn was on the floor. Land had hisfists up.

“Get up,” hesad. “Get up and fight!”

Finn sat up dowly, rubbing hisjaw. “Not me,” hesaid. “Y ou hit too hard.” He grinned. “I’m sorry,
Ned. | had to do that. I’ m the suspicious sort. | believe you.”

Land glowered a him. “How do | know that?’ he said.

“Touche,” sad Finn. “I'll tell you how you know that. Because you hit me, that’ swhy.”

Land frowned. “That makesno senseat al.”

“It makes agreat ded of sense,” said Finn. “If you were planning to double-cross us, | don’t think
you would have hit me. Y ou wouldn’t have reacted that way. Y ou would have reacted with outrage at
the suggestion, but then you would have tried your utmost to convince us you were sincere. A manwho's
planning treachery would act devioudly. He' d play up to those he s planning to betray, not attack them.”

Land scowled. “1 think you are a devious man yourself, mon ami.”

“You'reright,” said Finn. “That’swhy I'velived so long.”

“The next chance you get, Ned,” Lucas said, “ approach Drakov. Tdl him you overhead us planning
to break into his cabin to search for something called awarp disc. Y ouwon't know whét that is, of
course, but you'll tell him because you are afraid our efforts might ruin your chances of sharing in the
treasure, maybe even get you killed.”

Land nodded. “ But suppose my doing that gets you killed?” he said.

Lucas shrugged. “That’ sjust achancewe' |l haveto take.”

The atmosphere at messthat night was jubilant. They might have expected otherwise, with the death
of amember of the crew, but life went on. Treasure had been found and wine flowed fredly. No one
mentioned the man who had died.

Drakov waslast to arrive, as usud, with the ever-present cadre of Shiro, Martingale, von Kampf and
Benedetto in hiswake. They had seen little of von Kampf and virtualy nothing of Martingde. Land
inquired of Drakov if hewould ask Shiro to tattoo him and was invited to come to Drakov’ s cabin after
mess, where Shiro kept hisinks and needles.

“I will do better than that, Mr. Land,” said Drakov. “ Tattooing is a pleasant diversion for Shiro, but
not much of adiverson for yoursdlf. Thusfar, you have only tasted of our life beneath the sea. In ashort
while, you will see how werecreate, aswell.”

“We remaking port?’ said Land.

“Inaway,” said Drakov. “It is past time for my men to enjoy some liberty. The company of menis
pleasurable, but somewhat limiting. | like to keep my crew happy.”

“Does that mean women?’ Land said.

Andre gave him awry look.

“It does, indeed, Mr. Land,” said Drakov. He turned to the commandos. “Y ou may have noticed
Mr. Martingal€ s absence of late. He has been upon an errand for me. | am pleased to report matters are
well in hand. Beforetoo long, | shall be ready and you will know my plansin full & that time. | have



decided to make good use of you.”

“With or without our consent?’ said Lucas.

“Oh, you will give your consent,” said Drakov. “I fed sure of that. And you will be pleased to learn
youwill survive. At leedt, if you follow my directions”

“Andif wedon't?’ said Finn.

“| think you will.”

“Why don’t you stop playing games and tell uswhat’s on your mind?” said Finn.

“I"'m disappointed that you have not deduced it,” Drakov said. “Whereisyour imaginaion?| amin
command of an underwater, mobile, virtualy undetectable strategic missile base. What use might | make
of it?’

“If you believe you can get away with international blackmail, Drakov, you' re madder than |
thought,” said Finn. Shiro started to rise, but Drakov quickly motioned him back down.

“Please, Mr. Delaney,” he said, “ Shiro is quite sengitive about the manner in which | am addressed. |
would advise you not to provoke him. Y ou would be no match for him. Asfor your suggestion, | thought
you would give me credit for more imagination than that. In point of fact, | could easily get away with
internationd blackmail, though I—but no. | will let you contemplate it further. It amuses me. At any rate,
you will al know soon enough. For now, you may prepare to leave the Nautilus for ashort time. We
can hardly put into Baratariain anuclear submarine. For that purpose, we require another type of ship.”

“Barataria?’ said Land. “The nameringsabell. Where have | heard it before?’

“It should be well familiar to aseaman, Mr. Land,” said Drakov, “even one such as yourself, who has
worked out of New England and Canada. Y ou will have heard stories of Barataria, perhaps during your
boyhood. There are severd placeswe visit for recregtion and Barataria Bay is one of them, aparticular
favorite with my men. In the year 1807, Baratariacame into prominence as an idand smuggling base. It is
located at the mouth of abay in the bayou country &t the gulf near New Orleans. In many ways,
Baratariawas atiny nation unto itself, ahaven for pirates and smugglers where the law did not reach, at
least for many years. The man who ruled this pirate idand is one you will undoubtedly have heard of. He
was one of the last freebooters, alegendary figure among corsairs. His name was Captain Jean L &fitte.”
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Benedetto cameto their cabin after transition was completed and announced they were surfacing.
“The captain requests the pleasure of your company on deck,” he said, with amock bow.

“Have we got achoice?’ said Finn.

Benedetto grinned and stood aside, holding the door open for them. They climbed up through the
hatchway and stepped onto the outer deck of the Nautilus, into the open air for thefirst time since they
came aboard. The warm wind was thefirgt thing they noticed. The second thing was asight which
brought them up short. Severd hundred yards away, sailing toward them, was along, clipper-bowed
schooner with tall mastsand adeek, low hull. It was alovey ship with graceful lines, itswooden hull
painted white. Asit came about, its sallsluffing, its crew prepared to bring her dongside.

“Beautiful, isn't she?’ said Drakov. “My prize possession, the Valkyrie. Everything | learnedin my
youth asaship’scaptainin the Pribilofs, | used in building her. We shal be going aboard while the
Nautilus submerges and awaits our return.”

“Who'ssalling her?” said Lucas.

“And where did she comefrom?’ said Drakov, smiling. “1sn’'t that what you really want to know?
For now, | will tell you only that sheisatime ship, likethe Nautilus. Mr. Martingale has arranged for her
arrival at these temporal coordinates. We are now in the Gulf of Mexico, in theyear 1812. Asto where
she came from, as you have surmised, | have a base of operations where sheis berthed when | am not
using her. You will forgive meif | do not tell you where or when itislocated. Y ou will seeit for yourself
before very long. Then you will be ableto fully appreciate the extent of my resources. The Valkyrie's
crew are people | have carefully sdlected, from various nations and time periods. | have created my



organization in the mold of the Timekeepers, only | have madeit agreat deal more clandestine and
efficient. We are dl united in one cause. Tempord corsairsor, asyou would put it, time pirates.” He
grinned. “Thusfar, Mr. Priest, you have seen only thetip of theiceberg. | want you to seeit dl.”

“WEe reto be your messengers, isthat it?” Finn said. “ That’ swhy you' ve been flexing your muscles
for us. We' re supposed to be suitably impressed, so we can tell Forrester how formidable you are when
you send us back to him with your demands, right?’

“Rather crudely phrased,” said Drakov, “but you' re quite correct. | want my father to have aclear
understanding of my strength, of what | have accomplished. A father should be proud of hisson.”

“Y ou expect him to buckle under?’” Finn said.

Drakov chuckled. “If the choice were his, | am certain he would not, regardless of the cost. But the
choiceisnot his. Isit?’

The Valkyrie came aongside and lines were tossed to the men aboard the Nautilus. The crew of the
submarine secured the lines to cleats built into the deck. The exchange of crews began. Severd of the
men salling the Valkyrie remained on board. Drakov explained they would stand watch upon the ship
whilethe crew of the submarine enjoyed their liberty among the smugglers and corsairs of Barataria. The
rest of the Valkyrie's crew boarded the submarine. They were a colorful group, dressed according to
period in loose-fitting cotton shirts, leather vests, sea boots and striped breeches. They were Blacks and
Asians, Europeans, Scandinavians, Hispanics, amelting pot of nationalities and races, dl rough-looking,
al inexcdlent physica condition. They moved quickly, with military precison.

“Thisislooking worse and worse,” Finn said to Lucas.

Lucas nodded. If, as Drakov boasted, they had only seen thetip of the iceberg, then it was already
more than they could handle. They needed help badly, only there was no way to summon help. Even if
they could, by thetimeit arrived, Drakov would be long gone, to another century. Drakov knew there
was nothing they could do and his confidence was gdling.

“You will, of course, accompany us,” said Drakov. “| would hate to be deprived of your company.
Beddes, | think you'll find Lafitte afascinating man.”

“Hewas apretty fascinating child,” Finn said.

Drakov looked a him with surprise. “Y ou encountered Jean L &fitte as achild? How?’

“It was during an adjustment mission in Paris,” Lucas said. “He was only about twelve years old at
thetime”

“How extraordinary!” said Drakov. “This could prove to be a problem if he remembersyou.”

“Heshouldn’'t,” Finn said. “He became involved in our adjustment mission and it was necessary to
condition himto forget hispartinit.”

“Then there should be no problem,” Drakov said. “I will be very interested in discussing thiswith you
later. Jean must indeed have been afascinating young man.”

“That' san understatement if | ever heard one,” Finn said. “He was scary enough asakid. | can
imagine what he mugt be like as an adult.”

They went aboard the Valkyrie, where achangein clothing was awaiting them below decks. The
crew of the Nautilus had already changed into period costume prior to boarding, so they had the privacy
of one of the cabinsto themselves. Drakov took Verneto his own stateroom to share aglass of port. He
seemed especidly anxiousto please the author, no doubt to ingratiate himsaf with hisfuture biographer.

In the cabin below, they sorted through clothing to find garments which would fit them. Andre put on
ablousy white cotton shirt that laced up at the neck, a black leather vest with gold trim which hung down
to her hips and high black seaboots over tight-fitting white breeches. Finn found asimilar shirt szed to
his proportions, striped breeches and ared brocade vest. Lucas wore awhite shirt, alightweight coat in
navy blue with brass buttons and black breeches. They had worn more unusual garb before, but Finn
could not resist the comment that Andre would probably need her knife and cutlass to keep the men of
Barataria at bay.

L ucas examined his own sword. “ Arrogant of him to alow usthese,” he said. “Of course, the others
al had pigols, did you notice?’

Ned Land looked completely in hiselement in the pirate clothing. His short-deeved shirt revedled his



new tattoo, with which he was quite pleased. Shiro had adorned him with a shark upon hisupper am, to
commemorate his having saved Drakov’slife.

“I've had a chance to spesk with Drakov,” Ned said. “He sbeing careful, but | think I’ ve convinced
him of how bad | want to join hiscrew.”

“Did you tdl him we were planning to search hiscabin?’ Lucassaid.

Land nodded. “Hejust laughed. He told me not to concern myself, but to keep him informed.”

“Wadll, if thediscisn'tin hiscabin, it could bein any of ahundred places aboard that sub,” said Finn.
“Maybe we should try searching the reactor room, only how are we going to manage that with crewmen
congtantly stationed there?’

“We d better try searching Drakov’ s cabin anyway,” said Lucas, “just to give Ned' s story
credibility.”

Martingd e entered the cabin, surprising them. For abig man he moved so silently. “If you' re going to
try searching Drakov’' s cabin,” he said, “ make sure Shiro doesn't catch you at it. Grigori’ s dangerous
enough, but when it comes to protecting Drakov, Shiro can be difficult to control.”

They stared at him. “1 guessyou got an earful,” Finn said in disgust.

“I guess| did,” Martingale drawled, giving them ahalf smile. “ Drakov wants you people up on top
soon as you' re changed, so he can brief you on Lafitte. Verne saready up there with him, looking like
some damn silly New Orleans dandy in along green coat and pantal oons. Drakov wanted to make sure
helooked dl right, which isjust aswell. I'm not sure where he stands. | was't too sure about the
Canuck, either, until what | just heard. Here, take this.”

He handed Lucas asmadl plastic box.

Lucasfrowned. “Martingale, what' sthis—"

“Openit.”

He opened the box and removed atiny plastic envelope. “A plastiskin graft?1 don’t get it. What did
you mean just now when you said—"

“I’'min the Underground, soldier,” said Martingde. “Have been for about ten years now. | deserted
during an arbitration conflict in 20th-century Southeast Asia. Drakov has the Underground worried, too.
I’ll explain more later, when | get the chance. Right now | want you to dap that graft on. Under thearm’s
agood place.”

“Just hold on asecond, Martingale,” said Finn. *Y ou—"

“I haven't got timeto get into thisright now,” said Martingde. “I need to get topside before Drakov
startswondering what’ staking me so long. There' saparticle level device molded into thet graft. It sa
little like awarp disc, only different. Don't ask meto explain, it'stoo damn complicated. If you want to
stop Drakov, you' || haveto trust me. Our best chance lieswith the Doctor.”

“Who?’

“Later. Sap the graft on and get up on deck.”

“Wat aminute,” Finn said, but Martingdeleft without another word.

“What was hetaking about?’ said Land. “Who'sthe Doctor?’

“I haven't thefaintest idea,” said Finn. He glanced at Lucas. “Y ou think he's on the level about being
Tempora Underground?’

“I don’'t know,” said Lucas. “How would a 20th-century mercenary know about the Underground?’

“Maybe hewouldn't,” said Andre. “That doesn’t mean Drakov couldn’t havetold him.”

“Let meseethat,” Finnsad.

L ucas handed him the envelope.

“What' sthis Underground?’ said Land.

“It would take too long to explain now, Ned,” said Lucas. “It'll have to wait.”

“It lookslike a perfectly ordinary graft patch from afield medica kit,” said Andre.

“With something likeawarp discinit, only onthe particleleve,” Finn said.

“Redlly? There' sno such thing asawarp disc that smdl. | don’t buy it.”

“There sonly oneway to find out,” Lucas said, reaching for the envelope.

Finn gaveit to him. “Y ou're going to chanceit? It'snot smart.”



Lucas shrugged. “What do we haveto lose? If Martingal€ snot lying, | can’t afford not to chanceit.
Things can't get much worse”

“Thelast time you said that, things got awholelot worse,” said Finn. “What if it' sabug?’

“I’ll risk it,” Lucas said. “We can dways cut it off. What's a little pan?’

He ripped open the envelope and carefully removed the graft patch. Using two fingers, he spread the
exceedingly thin square of plastiskin on the palm of hisright hand. On contact with the skin, it began to
grow warm. He put his hand insde his shirt and pressed the graft patch againgt the skin of hisunderarm.
Asit sarted to adhere, he smoothed it out with hisfingers, spreading the softened paich evenly asit
became part of hisskin.

“It'shot,” hesad. “They aren’t supposed to get that hot.” He bit hislower lip. “Jesus, it sredly
darting to burn!”

Finn came over to him quickly, pulled off his coat and raised his shirt. “Lift your am,” he said. He
examined the skin there closdly.” It' staken. | can't seeit anymore. The skin’sred in that area, but that's

“Areyoudl right?’ said Andre.

“I think s0,” Lucas said. “It' sfading now. But it fedsstrange. A tingling sensation, liketiny
needlepricks. It's not supposed to do that, either.”

Land stood by, his brow furrowed with concern, wishing he could understand what was going on.

“Wadl, whatever it is, it's part of menow,” said Lucas.

“I don't likeit,” Finn said. “I’m going to get that bastard Martingale and make him tell us—"

“It'stoo late now,” said Lucas. “ Oneway or another, we' Il find out what it'sall about eventudly.
What the hell, we' re not paid to play it safe. Let’s get topside before Drakov starts getting nervous.”

“Ah, thereyou are,” said Drakov, when they joined him on deck. “1 was about to send Martingae
back down to see what was keeping you.”

“Finn had some trouble finding clothesto fit,” said Lucas.

“You look splendid,” Drakov said. “The very image of corsairs. That iswhat you are, by the way.
Corsairs, or privateers. | should caution you not to use the term “pirat€’ in the presence of Lafitte. He has
anasty temper. He makes agreat point of the fact his ships sail under letters of marque, with the officia
gtanding of privateers. It may be asmal distinction, which heinterprets rather loosdly, but it isimportant
tohim.”

“What are we supposed to do in Barataria?’ said Andre.

“Anything you like,” said Drakov. “Y ou may even attempt to escape if you should chooseto. No one
will stop you. But you won't do that. That would be derdliction of duty, wouldn'tit?” He gavethem a
mocking look. “Besides, without your warp discs, your chances of making it to the mainland would be
very poor. BaratariaBay islocated at the mouth of the Mississippi Delta, in marsh country. The coast of
Louisanaisavast, wet plain composed of hundreds of bayous, swampland veined with winding streams
and overgrown with vegetation. Y ou could easily becomelost init forever.”

“But Lafitte and his men know their way around?’ said Land.

“Lafitte could find hisway through the bayous blindfolded,” Drakov said. “He makes his
headquarters on Grand Terre Idand. He leads acommune of contrebandiers, smugglerswho enjoy the
sanction of the New Orleans citizenry by providing them with cheap, duty-free goods, especialy
Negroes. They are caled Negroesin thistime period, whereracid distinctions are so fine. New Orleans
is predominantly French, though quite cosmopolitan. The people of the bayou country arelargely Creole,
of Spanish-French ancestry. Thereisaso aracia category known as quadroon, descendents of white
fathers and black mothers. Such distinctions are important here.

“Léfitteis extremedy wedthy. He has made much of hisfortune smuggling daves. Dueto the ban on
daveimportation, thereis a shortage. L fitte takes advantage of it by raiding Spanish ships and bringing
their dave cargoesto America, to sell. He has vast connectionsin this market, reaching asfar as
Memphis, where his principa buyers are the Bowie brothers. In Barataria, heisthelaw. It isakingdom
unto itself. Smugglers and corsairs are dways made welcome.”

“How do you tieinwith him?’ said Lucas.



“He knows me as Captain Drako, an Italian navigator who led amutiny aboard a Balkan trader,
stole the ship and embarked for the Caribbean or the Indies, asthey call the area, to pursue acareer asa
corsair. Sincethat time, | have moved up in theworld, obtaining thiswonderful ship by means of my
profits. This story explains the accents of my crew and why some of them speak neither English nor
French. Welast visted Baratariaayear or so ago, by the reckoning of thistime. | will explain to him that
you signed on with mein Martinique, Mr. Priest. Mr. Delaney, you will be an Irish seaman | encountered
in my travels and Miss Cross, we shall make you a Frenchwoman from the seaport of Marsailles. It is
important to establish the proper nationditiesfor you. Lafitte passionately hates the Spaniards. He hates
the British only dightly lessand they are at war with the United States at thistime.”

“Then thereis danger of our encountering ahogtile ship?’ said Land.

“Some dight danger, perhaps,” said Drakov, “but we are well armed and the Valkyrie can easly
outsall any ship in the British navy. By theway, Mr. Land, we will devise no eaborate identity for you. A
French-Canadian harpooner will be quite acceptable to Jean Lé&fitte.”

“What about Jules?’ said Land.

“| am the scion of awedthy French family, recently rescued from a pirate who was holding me for
ransom,” Verne said. He seemed quite taken with the idea.

“How long will we bein Barataria?’ said Finn.

“A few days, perhaps more,” said Drakov. “Why so anxious, Mr. Delaney? We have not even
arived yet. Enjoy yoursdlf. There will be plenty of reason for anxiety later on.”

The archipelago which separated the waters of Barataria Bay from the Gulf of Mexico cameinto
view latein the afternoon. The low-lying idands were pointed out by Drakov and heidentified Grand
Terreand Grand Idand, the two large idands lying close together. To the west was theidand Chéniére
Caminada

A warm, orange-scented breeze reached them and they could see the palm trees on theidands
swaying gently. The heat was oppressive, even with the sea breeze. L ucastook off his coat. They
dropped anchor in the security of the bay and took the boatsin, pulling past skiffs belonging to shrimp
fishermen, and houses, little more than cottages, erected upon piles. The air had apiscatory taint to it
which at times overpowered the smell of oranges and oleander. A number of other shipswere anchored
nearby, ships belonging to the fleet of Jean Lafitte. Drakov pointed out Lafitte’' sown ship, the Jupiter, a
clipper-built schooner with a deek, black-painted hull.

“It was built for speed,” said Drakov, “but my Valkyrie can outsal her. L&fitte has severa times
offered me vast sums of money for her.” He laughed. “He asked meto name my price. Gold, Slver,
women, anything. But | will not sell. A ship such asthe Valkyrie in the hands of aman such as Jean
L afitte would wreak havoc in the waters of the Caribbean.”

“What about a ship such asthe Nautilus in the hands of aman such asyoursdf?’ said Verne.

Drakov raised his eyebrows. “Am | to take that as arebuke, Mr. Verne?’

“It was only aquestion,” the author replied.

“Towhich you will soon receive an answer,” Drakov said. “First, however, we have busness here.”

“Busness?’ Lucassaid. “I thought it was recreation.”

“I meant that our business here was recregtion, nothing more,” Drakov said, innocently.

Therewas acarriage waiting for them. The man driving the carriage was small, with broad shoulders
and light-brown hair bleached lighter still by the sun. He was deeply tanned and dressed in elegant,
cream-colored trousers and awhite shirt open at the neck. He wore alightweight green frock coat and a
vest of yellow brocade. He greeted Drakov warmly in French.

“Ah, Captain Drako! Jean spied your ship while coming in from his verandaand immediately
dispatched me to meet you. | trust your voyages have been prosperous?’

“Y ou shall soon seefor yoursdf,” said Drakov. He turned to the others. “ Thisis Captain Dominique
Y oux, Captain Lafitte' s chief lieutenant. Under letters of marque from Carthagena, he has become
known as the most formidable privateer in the Indies.”

Y oux flashed awide, disarming smile. “ One does on€e' s best, en? Come, Jean awaits.”

They climbed into the carriage as Y oux ascended to the driver’ s seat and urged the horsesto agentle



trot. Drakov leaned close to the others, speaking so Y oux would not hesr.

“Itisnot generdly known, nor will it be known until many years after Y oux’ sdeeth, that heis
Lafitte’ s brother, Alexander. An older brother whose adventures necessitated an dias.”

“| thought his brother was named Pierre,” said Finn.

“That isanother brother,” Drakov said. “We may or may not see him. He spends much of histimein
New Orleans. One side of hisface has been affected by a stroke. Should we encounter him, try not to
Sare”

“That lying little bastard,” Finn said. “In Paris, hetold us Pierrewas hisonly brother!”

Drakov shrugged. “ L afitte has dways been secretive about his past. Future biographers will disagree
on many facts concerning him. Even in hisown journd, when he writesit long after hisretirement, Jean
will be somewhat elusive. | have acopy of it aboard the Nautilus. Heisapivotd figurein higory. His
idand will eventualy be overrun by an American nava force, yet hewill neverthdessgototheaid of
Generd Andrew Jackson and help repd the British invasion of New Orleans. For this, he will receivea
pardon from President Madison, but no recompense for hislosses. Undaunted, he will establish another
corsairs base on Galveston, displacing a pirate named d’ Avry, and go on as before. When he leaves
Galveston, hewill burn his colony and for yearsit will be believed that he has sailed off into the sunset,
never to be seen or heard from again. In fact, he will take the name John Lafflin and settle in Charleston,
South Carolina, where he will marry, father a son and pursue acareer as a merchant and ship owner. In
time, hewill moveto S. Louis, then to Europe, where he will meet two gentlemen named Marx and
Engels, whose ideas will so gpped to him that he will finance the printing of the Communist Manifesto.
Hewill bring copies of it back to Americawith him and even have one delivered to a congressman
named Lincoln. Hewill diein Alton, Illinais, in the year 1854, having lived to the ripe old age of
seventy-two.”

“What are you talking about back there?’ said Y oux.

“I| wastdling my friends about your chief,” said Drakov. “ They are quite anxious to meet him.”

“Wearedmost there,” said Y oux.

“Imagine,” said Verne, “to know aman while helives, and yet to know the date of his desth and dl
that will happen in hisfuturel”

“I have, of course, had the courtesy not to reved any of thisto him,” said Drakov, in an amused tone.
“I have no ideahow he would tekeit.”

“Y ou seemto think pretty highly of him,” Lucas said.

“He has become, in many ways, my rolemodel, Mr. Priest,” said Drakov. “A heroinaworldin
which, even in thistime, heroes are becoming adying breed. Lafitteisthe last of the swashbucklers, the
find gasp of the golden age of piracy.”

“You will excusemy saying this, | hope” said Verne, “but | have some difficulty in comprehending
what it isabout apirate that isin any way heroic.”

“I will concede your point to adegree,” said Drakov. “Most of them were barbarians, indeed. Men
such as Francois Lolonois, Roche Brasiliano, Henry Morgan, Blackbeard, even women, such as Anne
Bonny and Mary Read, were capable of unspeakable acts of cruelty. Y et, consider the cruelty of the
timesinwhich they lived. Few of their actions were more cruel than those practiced aboard Spanish and
British ships. They were criminals, outcasts of society, but they were dso free. They recognized no code
of ethics other than their own, to which they rigidly adhered. They were dissatisfied with their world, so
they made their own, upon the sess. | find heroismin that.”

“I find sdf-judtification,” said Andre.

“Youwould, Miss Cross,” said Drakov. “Condemnation is only to be expected when one flaunts the
laws and conventions of society. The dienisnot to betolerated. Y et what if society iswrong? What is
theindividua of principleto do, go aong with the wrongs and conform, thereby being accepted by
society? Or choose the more difficult path of idealism and resst the society he fedsiswrong?’

“Who'sto say he'sright?’ said Andre.

“A question such asthat could lead to endless philosophica debate,” said Drakov. “Frankly, | am
not in themood. A free man is concerned with no one' s judgment other than his own. He makes hisown



decisons and lives by the consequences.”

“Interesting,” said Verne. “ There was anovel published thisyear—or rather, in the year 1866, sincel
am there no longer—by a Russan named Dostoyevski, in which avery smilar argument israised, that the
superior man is above the law. Have you read Crime and Punishment, Captain Drakov?’

“Try to remember to address me as Captain Drako while we are here. And in reply to your question,
yes, of course| haveread it. A fascinating novel; the story of a self-deluded young man. However, |
dispute your statement concerning the smilarity. It isonething to believe, asdid Dostoyevski’s
protagonist, that aman of geniusis above mord law. It is quite another to recognize the existence of
non-subjective mordity, base one' s principles upon it and perceive society as having violated that
mordlity. Inthat sense, | am not an outcast of society dueto my beliefs. | have never been apart of
society. | was born in the 19th century and my education was completed in the 27th century. In neither
century did | belong. | was an outsider from birth, by virtue of my birth. No one can view society quite so
clearly asan outsider, Mr. Verne. No oneis or has ever been more of an outsider than myself.”

The carriage drove down anarrow path, past small cottages with no more than one or two rooms
and windows with heavy blinds made of strips of wood which were favored over glassfor protection
from the stormsthat lashed the gulf. Orange groves and large oleander bushes were everywhere. PAm
trees and vivid flowers gave the palmetto-thatched settlement atropica flavor. It was a peaceful, lazy
scene, onein which their conversation seemed incongruous.

Lafitte' s house was a mansion, located near the warehouses where the daves were kept. Hishome
was on arise, overlooking the seg, its brick walls covered with plaster mixed together with crushed
oyster shells. There were two floors, with iron bars on the windows and a veranda circling the house on
the second floor, creating a shaded area benesath. Asthey drove up, Léfitte stood on the veranda, hands
on hips, looking down at them with awide smile upon hisface.

Hewasatal, dim manin hislate twenties, with black hair and long sdeburns. Histeeth were very
white and his eyes were very dark, very striking. He was an e egant, handsome man. He called out to
them in French, inaclear, strong, melifluous voice.

“Drako! Y ou scoundrel! Where have you been keeping yourself? Comein, comein, bring your
friends and have adrink or two or ten.”

The door was opened for them by aquadroon girl, one of the loveliest young women they had ever
seen. She couldn’t have been more than sixteen or seventeen years old. Her skin waslight, amost
golden-colored and her eyes were adeep, dark brown and very large. Her hair was athick, luxuriant
mass of dark curls. She curtsied asthey entered.

L afitte came down to greet them, dressed in alightweight black suit and ablack brocade vest with a
white sk shirt. He moved gracefully and his carriage was that of a nobleman.

“Marie, somewinefor our friends,” he said. He came up to Drakov and embraced him.

“You look wdl, Jean.”

“A year hasnot aged you a dl,” Lefittesaid. “It isamystery to me how you stay a sea so long, yet
never grow very tanned or gppear weathered. But then, you are aman of many mysteries, no? Tell me,
have you reconsdered my offer?’

“Ever respectfully, | must fill decline” said Drakov.

L afitte shook his head. “Foolish man. Y ou would prosper herein Barataria. Y our ship would be the
crown of our flegt.”

“Y ou mean of your fleet, Jean,” said Drakov.

“I respect your independence. We will speak no more of it. For now, a any rate. Y ou must
introduce meto your friends.”

Drakov performed the introductions. When he got to Andre, Lafitte looked at her admiringly, then
bent down to kiss her hand. “A woman corsair! My respects, Ma msdlle. Anyone who can hold her own
with Drako’s crew of cutthroatsis deserving of admiration. Wherever did your find her, Drako?’

“InMarsdlles” sad Drakov.” Andrewasin somedight legd difficultiesat thetime.”

“Youmust tell medll about it later,” Lafitte said. “Come, wewill take our wine on the veranda,
where we can enjoy the breeze.”



Marie brought their wine to them and silently departed. Land couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“It appears you have been captivated, Mr. Land,” said L&fitte.

“Your pardon, sr,” Land said, awkwardly, having been caught staring. “1 meant no offense to your
wife gr.”

Lafitte laughed. “Wife? Sheismy dave. Y ou want her? | will sell her to you. But you will pay
dearly.”

Land wastoo flustered to reply.

“Y our men will be welcome ashore, asdways,” Léfitte told Drakov, “however, | should caution you
that Gambi isback. He and his crew have been a problem. | hope there will be no incidents.”

“Therewon't be, so long as my men are not interfered with,” Drakov said.

“I am growing weary of Gambi,” Lafitte said. “ He takes too much upon himsdf. We have enough
problems dready without him.”

“What sort of problems?’ Drakov said, Spping hiswine.

“Oh, that idiot Claiborne,” said Léfitte. “That fool of agovernor who stsin hismansion on Toulouse
Street and denounces me as apirate to dl and any who will listen. We must stop the smuggling, he says,
over and over again. Stop the smuggling, indeed! He was only too happy to have this smuggler stop at
his house and deliver goods to him on more than one occasion in the past. Now, heisaforce for mora
righteousness. The man isan insufferable ass. Do you know what he had the temerity to do? He posted a
reward of five hundred dollarsfor my arrest! Can you imagine? | had the exact wording of the
proclamation copied, subgtituting his name for mine, and | posted areward for his arrest, only | offered
fifteen hundred dollars. | sent him achdlenge, offering my sword. Of course, | received no answer. Still,
it caused some amusement in the city and the publicity isgood for business.”

“Have you had more trouble with the British?’ Drakov said.

Lafitte sneered. “Thoseimperidist pigs! Only the Spaniards are worse. | hear they have secured
Detroit. Rumors have them heading toward us. They will find awarm welcome.”

The carriage returned with Dominique Y oux and two men, who unloaded a chest and brought it into
the house. Moments later, they had carried it up the stairs, grunting from the weight of it, and then out
onto the veranda.

“Captain Drako comes bearing gifts, Jean,” said Y oux. He opened the chest, revealing part of the
treasure they had recovered from the sunken La Floridana. It wasfilled with pieces of eight, which
Drakov’s crew had meticuloudy cleaned so they would not ook asif they had been under water.

“Drako,” sad Léfitte, reprovingly, “thereis no need of this.”

“I know, Jean, but please accept the gift. Think of it as atoken payment from my men for their
entertainment.”

“Inthat case, | must present you with agift, aswell,” Lafitte said. “What will you have? Another ship,
perhaps? We have recently brought in aprize, a Spaniard. Sheis only amerchantman, nothing like your
Valkyrie, of course, but—"

“One ship isenough for me, my friend,” said Drakov. “From you, | will accept only hospitality and
nothing more.”

“Wall, then | must do something for your men, at least. Land, you like Marie? She' syours. | give her
to you. Marie!”

Land was thunderstruck.

“Now, Jean—" Drakov began.

“No, no, itisdl settled! | have spoken. Ah, Marie, meet your new master, Mr. Ned Land. | have
made him a present of you.”

Marielooked aghast. Her eyesfilled with tears.

Drakov cameto the rescue. “ Jean, please, you will cause me problemsif you do this. Thisgirl isnot
madefor alifeat sea If you give her to Land, it will only make the rest of my crew jedlous.”

“Then | will give each of them awoman,” said Léfitte. “1 have hundreds. Well, perhaps not hundreds,
but certainly enough for each to take hispick.”

“Just what | need,” said Drakov. “A woman for every man aboard my ship.”



Lafitte grimaced. “ Y es, | suppose that would be a problem, wouldn’t it?’

“She seems quite close to you, Captain L&fitte,” said Land. “1 wouldn't wish to cause her to be
unhappy.”

“Bah! Women attach themsalvesto men like barnacles. If aman givesthem any regard, he'll have a
devil of atime scraping them off. Very well, then. | shdl think of something else. Never mind, Marie. It
appears Mr. Land prefersfor you to stay with me.”

“Oh, thank you, Monsieur!” Marie said, standing on tiptoe to kiss Land upon the cheek.

“Go and thank him properly, at least,” Lafitte said. Shetook hishand and led the bewildered Land
away.

“Areyou as cavdier with everyone, Captain Lefitte?’ said Verne, in areproving tone. “Or only with
your daves?’

“Dol offend you, 9r?’ Léfitte said.

Drakov quickly intervened. “Mr. Verne, though something of an aristocrat in France, is nevertheless
rather liberd in hisideas, Jean.”

“Isit liberal to believe that people should not be considered property?” said Verne.

“Ah, yes, the Negro question,” said L &fitte. “I percelve you subscribeto thisanti-davery idea, Sr. |
will tell you something, quite sincerely. In principle, | am not againgt it. However, alow meto point out
that thisidea, whatever its merits, isnot avery popular one, certainly not at present, in thisregion. In the
future, things may well change. | suspect they will. For now, it isthe Negroes misfortune to be daves.
This does not mean | mistreat them. As you have seen, Marie was quite reluctant to leave me. What is
more, the daves| bring to Baratariaand sell in places such as Donddsonville and Memphis are not
Negroes | have captured and taken from their homeland. Those | take from Spanish ships bound for
Havana and South Americahave aready been thoroughly subdued and domesticated. There would be
little point, assuming agresat ideslism on my part, in returning them to Africa Such avoyage would be
prohibitive and they would not survive, in any case. Africaisnot acivilized country and their own tribes
would doubtless kill them. If | wereto set them free, where would | take them? Where could they enjoy
such freedom? How would they survive? Or would you rather | leave them with the Spaniards, who are,
| assure you, far less benevolent masters than they will find here? What would you have me do?’

“Your pointsare well taken, Captain,” Verne said. “Nevertheless, and meaning no offense, | cannot
help but fed pity toward young Marie.”

L afitte shook hishead. “Y ou know very little of our ways, Mr. Verne. | do not say thisin rebuke,
you understand. Allow meto explain. Marieiswhat we call a griffe, the daughter of awhite man and a
guadroon woman. Here in New Orleans, we frequently have quadroon bdls, lavish affairs attended by al
eligible quadroon women and most of the young New Orleans gentlemen. A quadroon is not considered
aNegro, Mr. Verne. However, neither isaquadroon considered white. Their position in society is
grictly defined. For years, the young men of this city have gone to the Quadroon Bdlroom, asisthe
custom, in search of mistresses. Do not make the mistake of thinking we have made them prostitutes or
whores. They are not that. Their best chance for agood lifeisto find awhite man who will act astheir
protector and their mothers prepare them for this from childhood. A quadroon girl usually becomesthe
mistress of ayoung gentleman of means, who keeps her in acomfortable home or an apartment, cares
for her, frequently has children by her. Shelivesagood life, devoted to one man, who providesfor her in
amanner that dlows her to live quite comfortably. Sometimes this association is terminated when the
young man marries, sometimes it continues. Quadroon men—ifree men of color, aswe cdl them
here—are not as fortunate. Sometimes their fathers provide an education for them, but more frequently
they become |aborers or musicians. They often marry former mistresses of white men and lead norma,
happy lives. If they arelight enough in color, they might leave New Orleansand travel far away, passing
aswhite.

“Marie would have been afree woman of color in New Orleans and shewould easly have found a
wedlthy man to provide for her. However, until | intervened, her destiny wasto be a Spanish dave. She
wasin chainswhen | found her, though she was kept chained in the captain’s cabin, rather than in the
hold with the others, for reasons which seem quite obvious. She was born in Havanaand she grew up a



dave. The Spaniards did make awhore of her. She knew nothing €lse since the age of twelve. In New
Orleans, she could have been free, only what would have been her opportunities? She had recelved no
training in manners and socid graces. She has no mother to take her to aquadroon ball. She had no
home, no means of support. She would have falen back on the only thing she knew and would have
become a progtitute for certain. Nevertheless, | gave her that choice. It may not have been much of a
choice, but it wasal | could offer her. Freedom or being sold as adave. She pleaded with me to keep
her. She said she would serve me faithfully and keep me happy. Well, sir, | understood only too well
what she meant. And | did not wish to put mysdf in the position of taking advantage of such astuation.
That would have made me no different from the Spaniards.”

“Yet you keep her asadave,” said Verne.

“I do,” Lafitte said, “so other men will respect her asmy property. Y et, | have trained her, taught her,
treated her well and never bedded her.”

“And offered her to Land,” said Verne.

“Aswasmy right,” Lafitte said. “I offered her the choice of freedom or davery.” He shrugged. “ She
chosedavery.”

Verne sighed and stared out at the setting sun. “Y ou are a complicated man, Captain.”

Dominique Y oux joined them once again to tell L&fitte the men were arriving for the council.

“Youwill excuse mefor ashort while,” Lé&fitte said, getting up. “Prior to your arrivd, | caled for a
mesting of my captains. It isamatter of someimportance. Please, the night iswarm. Remain herefor a
whileand | shdl have supper brought to you. This should not take very long.”

They waited on the veranda, watching the captains of Barataria arrive, many coming with members of
their crewswho remained outside, and they gorged themselves on the delicious Creole cuisine. Ned did
not regppear, prompting Andre to observe that Marie must be giving him atruly proper thanks. Verne
looked shocked.

Downgtairs, shouts were heard, then the sounds of furniture overturning. They heard adoor dam and
looking out over therailing of the veranda, they saw a heavyset, swarthy-looking man leaving in ahuff to
join some of the men gathered on the beach.

“That's Gambi,” Drakov said. “It gppears he has walked out of the meeting. This may mean trouble.”

The meeting broke up soon after that and L &fitte rejoined them, looking no different than before.
Whatever had happened at the meeting seemed to have affected him little, if at all.

“We saw Gambi leavinginarage,” said Drakov, trying to draw him out. “If heisbeing difficult,
perhaps | should send word to my men to steer clear of him and his crew during our stay.”

L &fitte shrugged. “ Gambi ishis own worst enemy. His own greed and lack of self-control will do him
in. He has never understood that we owe our existence here to the most precarious balance. As corsairs,
we prey on Spanish and British shipping, indulgein alittle smuggling, in short, provide goods and services
in return for which we are left well enough aone. But Gambi isa stupid pig. Of late, too many ships have
been disappearing in the gulf. American ships. | know for afact Gambi has attacked &t least one. Some
of the others have sarted to follow hisexample. | have laid down the law. The American flag isto be
respected. Anyone attacking a ship flying that flag will be expelled from Barataria at once. Gambi did not
takethat well.”

“What about the others?” Drakov said.

“Theotherswill fal inline, but they shdl wait and see how | ded with Gambi firg.”

“And how will you ded withhim?’ said Verne.

“I will give him enough rope to hang himsdlf with,” Lé&fitte said. “Unless| am very much mistaken, he
isabout to start gathering that rope right now.”

Therewas quite abit of shouting coming from the direction of the beach. The sun had gone down
and the men on the beach had lit fires. A large group of them were now advancing on L&fitte smansion,
carrying torches, shouting, being led by Gambi. Lafitte produced aclay pipe and casudly began tofill it
with tobacco.

“LAFITTE”

The man shouting from below was not Gambi. Hewas alarge, muscular seaman, dressedina



loose-fitting white shirt and |oose white trousers. He was bald and bearded and he looked quite
formidable as he sood in the glare of the torchlight, shaking hisfigt at those Sitting up on the veranda.

Lafittecamly lit hispipe.

“Jean Lafitte! Y ou hear me?’

Lafitte did not respond.

“Listento me, Jean L&fitte,” the seaman shouted, taking out apistol and brandishing itintheair. A
chorus of shouts backed him up. Gambi stood to the side, hisarms folded on his chest, watching the
performance with approval. “We do not take orders from the likes of you, en? Captain Gambi’ s crew
only takes orders from Captain Gambi! Hereiswhat | think of your orders...

The seaman spat up a the veranda. L&fitte seemed to move lazily, but that was deceptive. He
reached ingde hisjacket, pulled out apistol, leveled it dmost casualy and fired. The shot startled them
al. With an expression of surprise upon hisface, the seaman pitched forward onto the sand, shot through
the heart.

Lafitte sood dowly, the smoking gun still held in hishand, and leaned on therailing of the veranda,
looking down at the assembled men. He said nothing. His eyes met Gambi’ s. With a scowl, Gambi
turned away and walked off into the darkness. The remainder of the mob broke up.

“Now then,” said Lafitte, turning around and putting the pistol back into the holster hanging inside his
jacket. “What do you say to agame of poker?’

9

Fires burned on the beach. Men drank and sang, caroused with women, danced, fired guns off into
the air and pummeled each other drunkenly. Many of Drakov’ s crewmen went into New Orleans with
seamen from the other ships of Lafitte' sfleet. Drakov went downgtairs with Lafitte and Verne, to play
cards with some of the other captains. Lucas, Finn and Andre had declined. Drakov didn’'t seem to care.
Apparently, it made no difference to him whatsoever what they did. Land rgjoined them shortly after the
others had gone down to play cards. With some awkwardness, he pointedly explained that al he and
Marie had done wastak. To do any more, he said, would have been taking advantage.

“I learned a bit that may be of interest,” he said, as hefilled hiswine glass. “Drakov does not come
here just S0 his crew can enjoy themselves. He buys daves from Lfitte.”

Lucasfrowned. “ Saves? You're sure?’

“Marietold me,” Land said. “ She said that Negroes are being put aboard the Valkyrie even aswe

speak

“How many?’ Finn said.

“Thistime, he bought ahundred,” Land said. “Last time, twice as many. She saw his men taking them
from the warehouse. Grigori and Martingade, from what she said. She hasn’t any ideawhere he takes
them.”

“Martingdle,” Andresaid. “What' s he doing, playing both ends against the middie?’

“I don't like him,” Land said. “ Y ou said you would tell me of this Underground he claimsto belong
to.”

“It'snot easy to explain, Ned, but I'll try,” said Lucas. “Y ou remember when | tried telling you
before about how peoplein the future travel back through time so they can fight their warsin the past?’

Land nodded, grimly. “1 didn’t want to hear. | thought you were making fun of me. After what I've
seen, mon aini, | would no longer doubt athing you tel me.”

“Wel, that’ Il makethingseasier,” said Lucas, wryly. “The Underground is made up mostly of soldiers
from the armies of the future. These soldiers have become deserters. Sometimes soldiers from the future
become. .. well, logt, for lack of abetter way of putting it. They become separated from their units.
Sometimes they’ re found again. Sometimes not. Some of them become trapped in the past through no
fault of their own, others become deserters. Many of them make contact with the Underground. Either
they find the Underground or the Underground finds them. If they wish to return to their own time, the



Underground helpsthem. But if they wish to desert, the Underground takesthemin. It'sa.complex,
loosaly knit organization. They have methods of keeping in touch with one another, but they’ re spread
out through dl of time. Some of them, by choice, remain in one specific time period. Otherstravel agreat
dedl, to any time they choose. We met one of them once. His name was Hunter. He was responsible for
taking Andre from the time where she was born, 12th century England, to 17th century Paris, where our
paths crossed again. Andre became one of us. Hunter, unfortunately, was killed by amember of the
same group Drakov once belonged to.”

“The Timekeepers” Land said.

Lucas nodded. “Hunter lived in 12th century England most of the time, but he could visit any other
time, any other place, anytime he wanted to. The Underground isanillega organization. Technicdly,
they’ re criminals, but no onetries very hard to catch them.”

Land frowned, concentrating. “Why?’

“Because, for onething, it's very hard to do,” said Lucas. “ For another, they may be deserters, but
they also serve apurpose. It' sjust asimportant to them that history not be interfered with asitisto us.
They represent a certain danger, since they are people living in times where they do not belong, but they
are very aware of the dangers and they take great care not to interfere. If any of them are ever caught,
they aretried as criminals, but there are more important things to do than spend time actively looking for
them.”

Land shook hishead. “I’m not sure’m understanding you.”

“What don’t you understand?’

“Why should they care about preserving history? If they’ re criminals, deserters—"

“There are many reasons why peoplejoin the Underground,” said Finn. “Some of them just couldn’t
take being soldiers anymore. Others became soldiers because they thought they’ d find adventure, but
what they found wasn't exactly what they had expected, so they deserted to find what they were looking
for. Still othersprefer living inthe padt, or in a pagt, to living in their own time. Just becausethey’ rein the
Underground, that doesn’t mean they’ re evil or crimindsin the sense you mean. | liked Hunter a greet
dedl. And he helped usthat onetime. He saved our lives”

“There still moretoit,” Lucas said. “ Suppose, Ned, you got on board a ship heading out of Boston
on awhaling expedition. Y ou don’t really expect Boston to change very much in thetime you'll be away.
Y ou come back and it’ s still the same old Boston, same old streets and houses, same people, nothing's
redly changed. But imagine you' rein Boston right now and you decide to take atrip to Boston the way it
will be three hundred yearsin thefuture. If you' rein the Underground, that wouldn’t be very different
from going on your whaing expedition and then coming back. Boston three hundred years from now
would still be familiar to you because you know its history. Y ou' ve probably been there before. Only
what would happen if someone like Drakov succeeded in atering the course of history somehow? Then
the Boston you arrive in might not be the same place you expected you would find. It may no longer even
be there. Some interference with the past may have caused achain of eventsto take place which would
result in acompletdy different future, acompletely different world. In order for the peoplein the
Underground to be able to exi<t, they need to protect the world they exist in. Do you understand?’

Land exhaled heavily. “1 think so. If I'd not seen what I’ ve seen, I'd say all thiswas mad.”

“Itismad,” Finn said. “But we ve got to live with it.”

“If | take your meaning,” said Land, “these people in the Underground are like the gypsy-folks,
except that they travel not only from place to place, but from one century to another?’

“That'sit, exactly,” Lucas said. “ That’ savery good way of putting it.”

Land sghed. “Lord, what alifeit must be! How many of them do you figure there be?’

“Nobody knows,” said Finn. “Thousands.”

“And there sno way to tel who they are?’

“Could you tel who we were, Ned?’ said Lucas. “We rejust people. Who' d suspect the truth?
Who'd believeit? Even after al you' d seen, you didn’t want to believeit. It sounds crazy.”

Land stood up and leaned on therailing of the veranda, Staring out to the seq, glinting in the
moonlight. “ Part of me keepswaiting to wake up and find dl thisisadream,” he said. “ This beats any tall



tale | ever heard. If | ever told anyone about this, I’ d be put in amadhouse for sure. From now on, |
don't think | will be so quick to not believethings. If someonetells me he saw aseamongter breathing
fire, until | know better, | will think that therejust may be aseamonster that breesthesfirel” Helooked
down, then quickly leaned out over therailing and glanced from sideto side. “L ook here! Thereareno
guards! Quick, now’ sour chance!”

Hevaulted therailing.

“Ned!” shouted Lucas.

“Hell,” said Finn, jJumping to hisfeet. “We d better catch him before he getsin trouble.”

They jumped down to the ground, rolled, came up running and caught Land after a hard sprint of
about saventy-five yards. Finn grabbed the harpooner and spun him around.

“Wherethe hell do you think you'regoing?’ hesaid.

Land looked at him asif he had lost his senses. “What do you mean? Thisisour chance to get
awvay!”

“And go where?” said Andre,

Land looked blank for amoment, then he snapped his fingers. “ There are some of Drakov’s crew
about,” hesaid. “A lot of them will be drunk. We can take them and steal those things they use for
traveling through time! We Il find one, knock him sensdess, then—"

“Ned, your heart’ sin theright place, but you haven't thought it through,” said Lucas. “ Besides, you
redlly don't understand how it al works.”

“But you said—"

“It wouldn’t be much trouble to knock a couple of Drakov’s crew out and take their warp discs,”
Lucassaid. “You'reright asfar asthat goes. But we can't get back aboard the submarine without
knowing whereit is. Even if we could, Drakov gtill hasacrew aboard it and they looked pretty capable
tome”

“Couldn’t you go back to your own time and return with more of your people?’ Land said. “Y ou
could take Drakov and his entire crewv—"

“Again, not abad idea,” said Lucas, “but nothing short of an armed assault would take Drakov here
on Barataria. Lafitte and his people would side with Drakov and fight the invasion. We can’t touch
Lafitte. The British will be moving on New Orleans before too long and without Lafitte and his men,
Generad Jackson will lose the battle and history will be changed. Drakov’ s dready interfered with history
to adangerous, perhaps even irreversible extent. Y ou see, we' re the ones concerned with preserving
history. Drakov doesn’'t care. He has the advantage because of that and he knowsit. There’ sno way to
attack him here and at the same time guarantee that no one on Lé&fitte' ssde will bekilled.”

“But if you wereto bring back ships,” said Land, “like Drakov’ s shipstrave through time, so could
yours! Y ou could—"

“We could, but it wouldn’t do much good,” said Finn. “Those shipswould till haveto find the
Nautilus. The submarineiswell-armed and difficult to detect. At first Sgn of pursuit, it could escapeto
another time. Remember that the Nautilus, the Valkyrie, Drakov and dl hismen can travel through time
independently. They can dl escapeto his secret base and without knowing whereit isor inwhich time
period, there’ s no way we could follow.”

“Isthere nothing we can do?’ said Land. “If we can't act and if we have no weapons, then we're
heplessl”

“Maybe not, Ned,” Lucas said. “ But we need to know more before we can act. When we began
this, we thought it was just amatter of destroying the submarine, which isdifficult enough. We need to
know the full extent of Drakov’ s power. We need to know his plans. He knows we can’'t afford to try
anything until we know where hisbaseis. And when he takes usthere, his guard will be up. But he may
be overconfident. The thing to do now isfind Martingale and make him tdll uswhat isgoing on.”

“How do you know you can trust him?’ Land said.

“I don't,” said Lucas. “I'm till worried about that graft patch he gave me. If it wasalistening device,
we' Il know soon enough. I've got alot of questionsfor Mr. Barry Martingde. If thisisdl part of aruse
by Drakov, | want to know before we reach hisbase.”



They continued down the path, through the village, toward the boats. In the distance, they could il
hear the sounds of revelry on the beach by Lafitte’ s house, but now the chirping of the crickets by the
sdes of the path was louder. Asthey neared the boats, still louder sounds reached them. Gunshots and
men shouting. The sounds not of festivity, but of fighting.

“Comeon!” said Lucas, breaking into arun.

The docks were the scene of apitched battle. Terrified blacks ran past them, others cowered in the
boats, ill otherslay dead among white bodies on the dock. Out on the water, severa boats rowing out
to the Valkyrie were being attacked by about ten pirogues, and the sounds of the blacks screaming and
the shotsfired back and forth carried across the bay. On the dock, Martingale was in the thick of it. He
had emptied both his pistols and wasflailing away with his sword, keeping asmall group of men at bay.
He was holding onein front of him, asashidd, hisarm clamped tightly around the man’ sthroat. The man
he held was dead, shot severa times by his own compatriots in an effort to shoot Martingale, who kept
swinging the body around, trying to interpose it between himsalf and his attackers, ableto do so only
because he was on anarrow section of dock that would not allow him to be surrounded. Even so, he had
been shot. They could see him bleeding from a crease in his scalp and there was blood on his exposed
shoulder. 1t would be dl over for him in another momen.

One of his attackers had gone into the water and swam out to the end of the dock, climbing up on it
s0 he could get behind Martingae. Andre pulled out her knife and let fly. The blade whizzed past
Martinga€ sleft ear, missing him by inches, and embedded itsdlf to the hilt in the swimmer’ s chest. He
cried out and fell back into the water. Ned and Finn drew their swords and ran forward to help
Martingde. As Andre charged the men who were attempting to shoot him down, Lucas threw hisown
dagger, wounding one of them in the shoulder. Then Andre was on them and Lucas followed on her
heds, turning the tide of thefight.

The odds had evened out now. Land knocked one man into the water, charging him as he rel oaded.
Finn disarmed one man, ran another through with his sword and, seeing reinforcements arrive, Martingale
dropped the corpse he had been using as a shidld and joined them on the offensve. He fought inastyle
the pirates had never encountered before, saber-fencing combined with martia arts. They were no match
for trained commandos and, now that they no longer outnumbered their intended victim, they took flight.

Martingale took a deep breath as he watched them running off down the beach into the darkness.
“Thanks,” hesaid. “I thought I’ d bought it for sure.”

“Seeyou've used akatana at onetime,” said Finn, remarking on his style with the sword. “What
happened?”’

Out on the water, the pirogues had seized the boats and were now pulling toward the Valkyrie,
intent on boarding her.

“Gambi’smen,” said Martingae, ripping a section of cloth from the shirt of one of the dead men and
using it to stlanch the flow of blood from his shoulder. “They came a me so fast | didn’t have achance.”

“Here, St down,” said Lucas. “Let me see that wound.”

“I'll live,” said Martingae. 1’ ve had lots worse. Lucky for me those clowns couldn’t shoot straight.
Watch this, they'reinfor one hdl of asurprisein those pirogues.”

Asthe canoes drew closer to the Valkyrie, kegping spread out to minimize the effects of cannon fire
if the ship opened up on them, there seemed to be no resistance from the ship. Then asharp, bright beam
of coherent light lanced out from the bow of the Valkyrie and hit one of the canoes. A second later, it
was followed by ablast of white hot plasma as the auto-pulser, locked in by the laser-tracking circuit,
systematically began to pick off the pirogues. One boat became awash in searing light, then it was gone,
leaving nothing but smoke and some residud flaming plasma burning out upon the surface of the water.
The screams of Gambi’ s men echoed across the bay; the remaining pirogues turned and pulled for their
lives, but nothing could save them.

“If Gambi’slucky, he died out there,” said Martingale. “ Quicker and cleaner than what Lafitte will do
to him if he survived. Guess he saw an opportunity to seize aship and anice cargo of daves, to boot.
Too bad he picked the wrong ship.”

“That bullet’ s going to have to come out,” said Lucas, examining Martingale' s shoulder. “I can't do it



here”

“We Il go out to the ship,” said Martingde. “ There are medical supplies aboard. Besides, someone's
got to go out and get that boatload of blacks. It sdrifting.”

One of the other boats containing daves had been hit by the auto-pul ser from the ship. The remaining
boat was dowly being carried away by the current, the blacks aboard howling in fear, not knowing what
to do.

They helped Martingale into aboat and rowed out after the daves. Martingale cursed. “Welost
severad men. Maybe von Kampf, too. Drakov’ s going to be furious. Our own fault. We should have been
more careful, knowing Gambi was around.”

“What arethedavesfor?’ Finnsaid. “Damnit, Martingde, you' d better sart leveling with usright
“Same thing daves have dways been for,” Martingale said. “ Cheap labor. Drakov needsthem at the

“Where isthe base?’ said Lucas.

“Smdll idand off the coast of Papua, New Guines, in the early 19th century,” said Martingae.
“Vigtors are discouraged by the daves Drakov buysfrom Lé&fitte. The areaisknown for having cannibals
and even though Drakov’' sdaves aren't, they play the part red well.”

“If you've known whereit isal dong, why haven't you done anything?’ said Finn. “Why hasn't the
Underground reported it to us?’

“It'snot that smple,” Martingde sad. “ The timing must beright. The Doctor will explainit al.”

“That' s another thing,” said Lucas. “Who isthe doctor?’

“HisnameisDr. Robert Darkness,” Martingale said. “He sthe inventor of the warp grenade.”

Martingale sat on the edge of the table while Lucas bandaged him. Two men stood guard on the
deck of the Valkyrie while Count Grigori von Kampf, who had been dightly wounded in the battle of the
boats, led the othersin a search for the daves who had escaped during the fight. Martingale had been
wounded in severa places. Two bullets had been lodged in his body and he had sustained severa sword
cuts, but he carried on as though such injuries were apart of hisdaily routine. While Lucas worked, only
an occasond grimace or grunt from Martingae gave evidence of hisfeding any pain.

“So the mysterious inventor of the warp grenade joined the Underground,” said Finn. “ Chrigt, no
wonder they’ ve dassfied everything about him, including his name.”

Martingale shook his head. “Y ou’ ve got that wrong,” he said. “Darknessisn’'t part of the
Underground. Heisn't part of anything. Y ears ago, he just split the scene. Took off for some remote
corner of the galaxy. He sred strange, Delaney. All he ever wanted was to get asfar away from people
asit was possibleto get, but he wanted it both ways. He wanted to be able to deal with people when he
fdtlikeit, only on hisownterms.”

“Sounds like what alot of peoplewant,” said Andre.

“True,” said Martingde, “only Darkness did it. He was working on tempora trand ocation around the
sametime Mensinger was, only he was going at it from another angle. He started out working on voice
and image communication by tachyon radio transmisson.”

“That isn't possble” said Finn.

“Hey, don't tdl me, I'm no scientist,” said Martingale. “ Tell the Doctor. He sbeen doing it for years.
What he came up with was ameans of communication at aspeed six hundred times faster than the speed
of light. That gtill meant adelay in transmission, though. A five-second time lag over thirty-six hundred
light seconds or aone-year delay in messages at adistance of six hundred light years. He wanted it to be
ingtant. He got involved in some very obscure mathematics, working from the Georg Cantor theory of
transfinite numbers. He discovered a solution. He found away to make his tachyon beam move more
quickly by sending it through an Eingtein-Rosen Bridge. Instantaneous transmission. Going from Point A
to Point B without having to cover the distance in between. Only he wasn't satisfied with just having
achieved ingant tachyon TV communication. He wanted to travel.”

“Wait aminute,” Lucassad, pausing in hisminigrations. “Y ou'retdling ushedid dl this before



Mensinger invented the chronoplate?’

“I don’t know if it was before or about the sametime,” said Martingale. “It was certainly before the
chronoplate was perfected.”

“And no one knew about this?’

“How would anyone know unless Darknesstold them?” Martingale said. “He didn’t giveadamn. He
just took off for deep space like some Flying Dutchman and started living life according to hisown rules.
But he till wanted to be able to keep in touch, so he started working on a process by which the human
body could be turned into tachyons which would depart at 600 C aong the direction of the tachyon
beam through an Einstein-Rosen Bridge. His chief concern wasthat conversion to tachyonswould violate
thelaw of uncertainty.”

“How do you mean?’ said Finn.

“Wdll, the way he explained it to mewasthat if you take one hundred eighty pounds of human being
and one hundred eighty pounds of bacteriaand put them into agenetic blender, the result would be
indistinguishable. His main concern was whether the RNA and DNA would reassemble themselvesin the
appropriate order at the appropriate time and place.”

“Same thing Mensinger was worried about in terms of chronoplate trangition,” Finn said.

“Exactly. Becauseif they didn't, what might materialize would be a blob. He was dso worried about
the reassembly processitself, snce there wouldn't be areceiver. He solved this by incorporating atiming
mechanism into the tachyon conversion, which reassembled him at the moment of arrival based on time
coordinates of trangtion. He focused the beam by means of gravitationd |enses scattered throughout the
gdaxy. But while the uncertainty principle didn’t trip the Doctor up, it didn’t turn out as he imagined, that
he had invented the ultimate form of transportation. Mensinger did that. Darkness discovered insteed that
the taching process was ultimately restrained by alittle known law of physics, cdled the law of baryon
conservation. While he arrived “in corpus,” he was unable to move. He appeared much like a
holographic projection or adistant ghost seen underwater. A figure frozen in time and trapped by the
laws of the universe”

“Y ou mean he' sinsubgtantid?” Andre said.

“Widll, no, though he can be, if he wantsto. He can project an image of himsdlf or actualy tach
himself, but he can’'t move from one spot. He' strying to work on away to do more than talk and wave
hisarms and stare at people, but he hasn't got that one licked yet.”

“Why can’'t he smply use awarp disc or even achronoplate?’ said Andre.

“Because hisbody has been tachyonized,” said Martingae. “ Something about the way the process
has atered his subatomic structure won't let him clock. He can transmit objects, but he can’'t clock
himself. It makes him angry ashell. Mensinger perfected the device that would alow him to do exactly
what hewanted al along, only he can’t useit. He said once that after twenty years of scientific research,
consulting thousands of libraries on hundreds of worlds, he ill can’t duplicate the beaming process
envisoned over one thousand years ago by some television writer. He hates that writer.”

“Now let me get thisstraight,” said Finn. “He can teleport, much the same way we can, only he does
it through an Einstein-Rosen Bridge viatachyon beam and he can’t move once he gets there?’

“He can move some, but he can't leave the spot he materidizeson,” said Martingale. “ Sort of likea
hologram with substance. | wouldn’t get too closeto him if | were you. He may be agenius, but he's
unbalanced, sort of. Hejust might grab you.”

“And thisguy issupposed to help us?” Andre said.

“That graft you gave me,” Lucassad, “it’sadevice for him to homein on?’

“Essentidly. I’ ve got one, too. Don't ask me how it works, though. | haven't got the faintest notion.
The Doctor comes up with stuff most scientists don’t even understand. Like the warp grenade. He had a
brainstorm one day and designed the thing, then didn’t know what the hell to do with it. So he tached
over to the Tempora Army Ordnance Chiefs and laid the plans on them. Just like that.”

“Wadll, if it'sdl the samewith you,” said Lucas, “you can keep your little tachyon homing device or
whatever, but | think I’d fed better getting rid of mine. Long aswe have the medical kit here, we'll do a
bit of minor surgery. Finn, give me ahand with thelocd.”



“Don’t waste your time,” said Martingale. “ Y ou can’t removeit.”

“What do you mean, | can't?’

“Y ou remember fedling asort of burning, tingling sensation when you put it on?” said Martingade.

“y e

“That wasthe device bonding itsdlf to you.”

“What?’

“It’ sfused with your atoms, chum. Become a part of your chemica essence. Unlessyou can figure
out some way to get abody transplant, you' re stuck with it, permanently.”

“Y ou mean anytime this spaced-out scientist wantsto find me—"

“Hefindsyou and popsinfor avigt.”

“Y ou son of abitch! Why didn’t you tell me?’

“Because you wouldn't have doneit if | had,” said Martingale. “The Doctor told me to make sure
one of you guys got terminaed. That’ swhat he cdlsit. When Darkness says to do something, you do it.
Y ou don't argue with aguy who'sliable to materiaize awarp grenade between your legs and makeit go
boom.”

“That’'sjust great,” said Lucas. “1 should have just let Gambi’s men cut you to ribbons.”

“Y eah, but then you wouldn’t have received any answers.”

“Wdll, the answers stink.”

“Sorry. Y ou should' ve thought up better questions. Look, the Doctor might be alittle weird, but he
knowswhat he' sdoing. Y our superiors knew what they were up against and what the odds were. That's
why they asked hishdlp.”

“The Referees arein contact with him?” Finn said.

“More like the other way around,” said Martingale. “Nobody can contact the Doctor. Nobody
knowswhere heis. It show helikesit.” Martingae put his shirt back on, being careful of his bandaged
shoulder. “He doesthings his own way. | guess he decided to mobilize the Underground. He put the
word out for usto try to infiltrate Drakov’ s group. Of course, we didn’t know who they werethen. It's
sort of funny; Darkness makes your people so nervous, they’ ve classified his existence, but we ve known
about himfor years”

“So you're the only one who' s managed to get close to Drakov?’ Lucas sad.

“Therewere severd of us,” said Martingale, “ but I’ m the only one who madeit.”

“How often do you see Dr. Darkness?’ Andre said.

“Hejust shows up sometimes,” said Martingde. “It’ s pretty spooky. He can move faster than light,
but he can’t move when he arrives. So he can sort of arrive without materidizing completely. You can't
see him. That'show heknowsif I'mdone. It san eeriefeding.”

“If hecan do dl that, you' d think he'd be more involved in what' s going on. Why has't he been?”
said Andre.

“Why don’t you ask him? Better yet, let Priest or Delaney ask him,” Martingde said.

“Why?

“The Doctor doesn’t much like people,” Martingale said, “but he doesn't like women, in particular.
Now, unlessthere are any more important questions, | think we' d best be getting back. Drakov’ s going
to want to know about what happened, if he hasn't heard aready. | fed sorry for any of Gambi’s crew
left dive. If they have any sense, they’ veleft Barataria | sure as hell would, rather than face Lefitte”

The men stood lined up on the beach in the early morning sunshine. The survivors of Captain
Gambi’ s crew, and Gambi, himsdlf, had been quickly rounded up. Lafitte' s men had moved fast.
Gambi’ s ship had been boarded soon after the fight and those aboard were taken. There had been no
time for them to reorganize, no time to make good their escape. They stood uneasily on the sand,
covered by the guns of Lafitte’smen. Lafitte, sill dressed in hisblack trousers, only without hisvest and
jacket, paced back and forth on the sand, his hair and white shirt ruffling in the breeze.

“Vincent, Vincent, Vincent,” he said, approaching Gambi and shaking his head. He looked the
swarthy Itdian in the face and Gambi |ooked away. “Y ou have been very troublesometo me. Very
troublesome, indeed.”



Gambi said nothing. Drakov stood to one side with the others, watching.

“I cannot afford to be lenient with you, Vincent,” said Léfitte. “Do you know why? Because you are
astupid man and you would not understand. Y ou would mistake lenience for weakness and that would
only lead you to act foolishly again. | cannot havethat. | cannot alow you to attack my guestswith
impunity. | cannot alow you to set yourself above my authority. Y ou see that, don’'t you?’

“I have never acknowledged your authority,” said Gambi, defiantly. “Y ou have no right—"

“My grength givesmetheright,” Lafitte said, curtly. “Y ou never should have come here, Vincent.

Y ou should have gone your own way instead of trying to chalenge me. Now you havelogt. It isnot
enough for me to confiscate your ship. | must confiscate your life, aswell.”

“So kill me, then,” said Gambi, contemptuoudy. “Y ou can be brave now, with al these guns at your
back.”

“Dominique,” Lafitte said. “Give him your sword.” Y oux stepped up to Gambi and gave hissword to
him.

“I will give you achanceto acquit yoursdf with honor,” said Lé&fitte. “Dominique, | charge you to
carry out my orders. If Vincent should succeed in killing me, he and his crew go free. No oneisto
interfere. Understood?’

“Understood, Jean,” said Dominique.

“Hewill keep my word,” Lé&fitte said to Gambi. “Now, you wanted to challenge me, hereisyour
chance. Make the most of it.”

Gambi growled and charged.

L afitte smoothly drew his sword and, in the same motion, beat down Gambi’ s blade and sidestepped
the attack. He turned, moving lightly on hisfeet, one hand on his hip, the other holding the sword out
before him, wrigt circling dightly as he came back on guard. He looked bored.

“Come, Vincent, you will never win your freedom that way,” hesaid. “ A little more finesse, en?

Gambi swore and returned to the attack, moving more cautioudy now that hisfirst rush had failed.
He attempted a cut at Lafitte’ shead, but L&fitte parried neatly, beat and riposted, dashing at Gambi’s
shoulder. A bright streak of red appeared through Gambi’ s shirt. They disengaged, circling each other on
the sand as Gambi’ s men called out their encouragement to him. Gambi bent down quickly and scooped
up ahandful of sand, flinging it at Lafitte' sface, but Lafitte read the move and ducked quickly to one side
as Gambi moved in for athrust.

Gambi recovered fadt, but not before L afitte opened up his cheek with alightning dash across his
face. Gambi howled and charged again, but L&fitte Sidestepped him, playing him like atoreador playsa
bull, working close to the body and using the barest minimum of motion. It was no contest. Gambi
redized this and became desperate, flailing away madly with his saber and trying to put L &fitte on the
defensive. Ldfitte retreated smoothly, parrying each stroke and lunge, leading Gambi on, laughing and
taunting him.

“Come, Vincent, come on, again, faster! Faster!”

Blade clanged against blade as Gambi desperately pressed his attack, swesat running down hisface.
His crew, thinking he was gaining the advantage, cheered him on, but then Lafitte stood his ground, his
sword describing spare arabesquesin the air asit darted in at Gambi, cutting, dashing, pricking, stinging
like apersistent bee as Gambi started to retreat. Each disengage met with a counter disengage, each
parry with ariposte, each lunge turned aside as L &fitte pressed on, driving Gambi back until findly helost
hisfooting and fell. Snarling, he reached behind his neck and pulled a dagger from the shegth hanging
down hisback. Hehurled it at L &fitte, but in mid-air Lafitte's sword deflected it in an astonishing display
of quick reactions. He stood, waiting for Gambi to get back to hisfeet.

“Enough of this” he said. “I’m done with indulging you. It stimefor the coup de grace.”

Gambi glanced around wildly, but there was no escape. With ascream, he lunged at L&fitte. Lafitte
spun hisblade, wrenching it out of his grasp and in the same motion, ran him through the chest. Gambi
gasped, clutched at his chest and fell face down onto the sand. L afitte looked down at him and sighed.

“Stupid man,” he said. He glanced at Gambi’ s suddenly slent crew and then at Dominique.

“Kill them,” he said, and walked into the house without looking back.
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L afitte seemed to have completely forgotten the morning’ s episode with Vincent Gambi by midday,
when he announced he would be going into New Orleans to see his brother. He ingsted Drakov come
aong, so they could dine together in the French Quarter. Together with JulesVerne and Dominique
Y oux, they left in the early afternoon. Land chose to remain behind, which surprised them, but his
reasons became clear later on, when he was seen waking hand in hand with Marie toward the back end
of theidand. Grigori, anxiousto be away from “the peasants,” as he caled Lafitte’s men, went aboard
the Valkyrie to make things ready for their departure, leaving Lucas, Finn and Andre done with
Martingae and Lafitte' s servantsin the house.

Before heleft, Drakov took them aside and thanked them for saving Martinga € slife. “His death
would have been agreat lossto me,” Drakov said. “He' sthe best of my mercenaries. | haveinvested a
great ded of timein training him. His adaptability to unusua Stuationsisimpressive. However, | must
admit to being curious about why you interfered.”

“It had lessto do with Martingale and the odds againgt him than it did with the Valkyrie,” sad
Lucas. “WEe ve got enough to worry about with stopping you without having atime ship fal into the hands
of apirate like Gambi.”

“Aspractica asever, Mr. Priest,” said Drakov, smiling.” Y ou still believe you can prevail. | admire
thet.”

“I could do without your admiration,” Lucas sad.

“Pity,” Drakov said. “I rather like you. Y ou are aman of principles, ararity in any time. Of al the
men I’ ve ever met, | respect you the most. Which iswhy | want to make certain we understand one
another. Y ou three are unquestionably the First Divison'sfinest, which iswhy it would befitting for my
father to receive the news of his defeat from you. Tomorrow morning, we shal be leaving Baratariafor
my base. | fully expect you to attempt something. | would be disappointed in you if you did not.
However, | will remind you that | am at war and that you three are prisoners of war. The battlefor youis
over. | will take specia precautionsto insure that you do not have any opportunity to causetrouble.
When we arrive at my base, you will find yourself even more helpless than you have been up to now. If
you find that ideaintolerable, Mr. Priest, then | urge you to escape now, while you can. It will not be
easy, but no one will pursue you and you may be able to make contact with someone in the Underground
eventudly. If not, there are worse timesin which to be marooned. But | hope you will remain. If you do,
you will become apart of history. | leave the choiceto you.”

After the others had |ft, they found Martingal e on the veranda, being attended by two young women
Lafitte assigned to him while he recovered from hisinjuries. He sat in acane chair while the girls fanned
him, poured him rum and fed him bits of sweetmeetswith their fingers.

“Y ou look like a dissolute Roman emperor,” said Lucas. Martingae grinned and sent the girlsingde
to bring more glasses and more rum.

“Y ou seem to be bearing up remarkably well,” said Andre. “Try not to strain yoursdlf.”

“Thetrouble with L&fitte isthat helikes ‘em too damn young,” said Martingae. “What the hell havel
got to say to acouple of sixteen- or seventeen-year-olds, fresh from the Gold Coast? They' re babies.
They don’t know anything. Now you, on the other hand, you and | could probably find athing or two to
talk about.”

“Right now I'll settlefor talking about what we' re going to do about thismess,” said Andre.

“Haveaseat,” said Martingae. The daves brought out the rum and glasses, then he sent them away
whilethey talked.

“Ldfitte certainly hasahard life,” said Finn. “He'scome along way since he was afilthy little street
urchinin Paris”

“He |l be on the way back down again beforetoo long,” said Martingdle. “He stoo visible, too
famous. The secret of successisto keep your head down.”



“Y ou consder yoursdlf successful, do you?” Andre said.

“I’m doing exactly what | want to do,” said Martingale. “ That’ sal being successful is. It' s not about
money or anything ese. | say I'minit for the money because that’ s something Drakov understands. HE's
got lots of it. People who have lots of money understand red well what it’ s about when someone comes
to them wanting some of it. They can dedl with it because they know the rules of that game. Drakov
could never understand you like | do. He doesn’'t even understand the rules you operate under.”

“What makes you think you do?’ said Finn. “Y ou opted out of the game, asyou put it.”

Martingale shook hishead. “No, 1 didn’t. 1 just changed the rules around alittle, so they would suit
me more. The gameis gtill the same, in many respects. Not to get overly philosophicd, but lifé sjust a
joke. Y ou're born, you struggle, you learn, you grow, you accomplish, then you die. No matter what you
manage to pull off, death is till thefina reward. Soit'sajoke. No matter who you are or what you do,
everyone gets paid off the same.”

“That sounds pretty cynica tome,” said Lucas.

“It happensto betrue,” said Martingde, “but it'satrap only if you accept it at face value. It snot the
payoff that matters. That’s where people go wrong. It'sthe work. | deserted the Tempora Corpsand
became a mercenary not because | wasn't happy with what | was doing, but because | wanted more
control over it. Theonly red difference between usisthat you have to serve the missions Forrester picks
out for you. | get to pick my own. | can say no, and | do, frequently. | only fight the good fight.”

“I see” said Finn. “Martingde only fights on the Sde of the angdls, isthat it?’

“Y ou think that sounds corny?’” Martingae said. He shook hishead. “It only sounds that way
because people think idedismiscorny. I'll tell you something, if six billion morons got together and
decided that blue was purple, that’ s what the world would accept. But it wouldn't change the color,
chum. Only the name. I'll tell you what’ s corny. WEe re sitting herein asunlit verandaon anidand in the
Gulf of Mexico, waited on by dave girls, for God' s sake, while out there somewhereisanukie sub with
enough death on board to wipe out half the globe. The guy who'sgot hisfinger on the buttonisin New
Orleans, having dinner with apirate chieftain and a science fiction writer while we re sitting here Spping
rum punch. Now you tell melife snot ajoke.”

“Yes, but what' sthe punchline?” Finn said.

Martingale took along drink. “Y ou’ ve got me there. Drakov won't tel anybody anything. He sdll
twisted up inside, but he' s sure as hell organized. He has a knack for picking people and a knack for
leading them, aswell. He srecruited men from dl different periods of history, al soldiers, dl top
professondsin their own way. He kegpsthem well in line and he' salways got our buddy, Santos, to fall
back on. One session with Benedetto and you' re agood little soldier again, programmed for following
orders unquestioningly.”

“Youdon't have any ideaat al what he' sgoing to do?’ said Andre.

“| assumeit’ sgoing to be nuclear blackmail,” said Martingae. “ The same sort of thing the
Timekeeperstried to do, only on alarger scale. But he' s been set up to do that ever since we stole the
sub. He' s got something more complicated planned—"

“Wait aminute,” said Lucas. “1 knew there was something bothering me about dl this. If the Referee
Corps asked Dr. Darknessto help them with this, and you' re working for him, how could you have been
involved before the sub was stolen?”’

“It had nothing to do with the sub, initidly,” said Martingde. “ Darkness knew about the theft of the
warp discs before your people did.”

Finn frowned. “How?’

“Who do you think owns Amalgamated Techtronics?’ “ Darkness?”

“You think ascientist can be bothered with manufacturing?’ said Martingae. “ He needs someone to
turn out the gizmos heinvents. Y ou' d be surprised at what he controls.”

“But Amagamated Techtronics! That's one of the biggest corporationsin the whole—"

“So? What do you think, he gave the Tempord Corps the warp grenade for nothing? When they
found out about the stolen shipment, they didn’t dare report it until they’ d had a chanceto tell the Doctor.
They couldn’'t exactly cal him. No one knowswhere heis. Hejust sort of . . . appearsfrom timeto time.



Fortunately, he was duein to check on a shipment of weapons prototypes they were building for him. It's
alucky thing Drakov didn’'t stedl those.”

“What sort of prototypes?’ said Lucas.

“Digruptors,” Martingde said. “The Tempora Corps doesn’'t even know about them yet. You' d
better hope they work, because they’ re probably what we' Il be using against Drakov’ s base when the
time comes.”

“What'sadisruptor?” Finn said. “Or shouldn't | ask?’

“I haven't seen oneyet,” said Martingde, “but they sound impressive. It' sa sort of warp gun. Its
trangponder tapsinto the energy field of aneutron star by means of an Eingtein-Rosen Generator link. A
limitless supply of ammunition in the form of energy, leeched from a star through atime warp. Soundslike
alovely little sdearm, doesn't it? Y ou squeeze the trigger and you get a stream of neutrons.”

“You'rekidding,” Finn said.

“Just thething for plinking, eh?’ said Martingde, with agrin. “Bad analogy. Therewouldn't bea
‘plink.” Thetarget would be atomically disrupted. Disintegrated.”

“Jesus,” Finn said. “How the hell do you control a stream of neutrons?’

“Very carefully, | should think,” said Martingale. “1 sure hopeit works, otherwise we' reliableto
have avery interesting experience.” He chuckled. “ Sort of makes you want to think about gun control,
does't it?‘If warp guns are outlawed, only outlaws will have warp guns.” Make agreat T-shirt.”

“What about radiation?’ Lucassaid.

“Most of it is supposed to be warped €l sewhere, like with the grenades,” said Martingae. “ At least
that’ swhat the Doctor said. They haven't been tested fully yet.”

“And we' re going to field-test them against Drakov’ sbase?” said Andre.

“I’d say that’ sthe least of our problems,” Martingale said. “Drakov has set up an impressive
organization. He used time fuguesto do it. Before your people even learned he d hijacked a Soviet sub,
he' d done something like ten years worth of organizational work. He learned alot from the Timekeepers.
He has everyone divided into subgroups. There are the Russian sailors on the sub. Then there are the
crew of the Valkyrie.”

“Aren’'t they part of the base personnel?’” said Lucas.

“Isthat what Drakov told you? Don’'t you believeit. The Valkyrie hardly spendsany time a the
base. The crew hastheir own agenda, but | have no ideawhat it is. There' saso the fact that the baseis
rarely at full strength. A lot of them are dways clocked out somewhere, doing God knowswhat in some
other time period. | don’t know where. On top of that, there are the daves Drakov got from Léfitte.
They’re used aslabor and asort of * hostile native' security force. Very showy. He hasthem dressup in
loincloths and feathers and war paint, playing cannibas. They do agood job of keeping the curious
away. Drakov isared sickler for security. He hasn't forgotten that the TIA managed to infiltrate the
Timekeepers. No oneisdlowed to talk to anyone el se about what they’ re supposed to be doing. | have
no idea how much von Kampf knows. I’ vetried to pump him, but he won't talk. Santos doesn't know al
the details or at least he pretends not to. He genuinely doesn’t seem to care. HE sa burnout. Maybe
Shiro knows the whole story, because Drakov has practically adopted him, only Shiro can’t talk and he's
about as easy to approach as aking cobra.”

“Y ou said Drakov recruited people from different times,” said Lucas. “How many? What kind of
people?’

Martingale shrugged. “I don’'t know how many, exactly. At least several hundred. He sgot Cdlts,
Huns, Romans, Spartans, Indians, Afghanis, Samural, aregular melting pot of human savagery, dl
working together asaunit.”

“That’ sbad,” said Finn.

“Not if the warp gunswork out okay,” said Martingde.

“That' snot what | meant,” said Finn. “Drakov issmart.

He' ssat it up so that we not only have to neutralize him and his submarine, but we have to take out the
Valkyrie, aswell, plusthe base and dl his personnd. And if what you say is accurate, then none of them
areever dl there a the sametime. If that doesn’t cheer you up, he' sgot aforce of temporaly displaced



persons. Y ou want to talk about what the odds are of their remova from their natura times not affecting
history? The cumulative effect, at least, would be bound to show up somewhere in the timestream.”

“That' s probably why hedid it that way,” Lucas said. “Even if we can stop him from changing
history, we' reliable to change history oursalves by changing the history of the people whose history he's
aready changed.”

“Y ou want to run that by me again?’ said Martingde.

“Better not,” said Finn. “It sounded confusing enough the firgt time. Martinga € sright. Thewhole
thing is ajoke. No wonder Drakov isn’t worried about us. We might aswell just kick back and get
drunk.”

“How did you manageto get ontheinsde?’ Lucassad.

“The Underground has something smilar to aCode Red,” said Martingale. “We ve dl been on the
watch for the surviving Timekeepers ever sSince we heard their leaders got away. Some of usamost got
Falcon onetime, but she dipped away. Well, now that she’ s dead, that leaves only two of the original
group. Drakov and Benedetto. Santosis harmless by himself, but Drakov is another story. We dways
figured it would be Falcon who would start it up again. We got hold of their dossiers and circulated them
through our network of contacts. We're not aswell organized asthe TIA, but we got the word out. We
didn’'t want the Timekeepers starting up again any more than you did. They were scary enough thefirst
time”

“So you had the entire Underground on the watch for them?’ Andre said.

Martingale nodded. “When Drakov started recruiting his mercenaries, one person got in and put the
word out. We had no ideawhere he' d be recruiting or in what time periods, so everybody kept their ears
open. | got alead from a soldier who managed to get in and | clocked over to sign up, aswell. We
thought we ‘d try to get as many of our people on the inside as possible, find out what the story was, then
contact the Temporal Corps. But we had some bad luck. First off, we were only able to get five people
in. Drakov moved very fast. Of the network people, that is, the ones who have the homing graftsthe
Doctor cantrace, | wasthe only one who got recruited. Stroke of luck there. But wefailed to take an
important thing into consderation. One of the people who got in was recruited in ancient Rome. Another
in the 14th century, another in the 16th and so on. Drakov put most of the primitives through reeducation,
so they would be able to accept 27th-century science. We should have thought about that. Can you
imaginetrying to explaintimetrave to a Thuggee?’

“So you lost your people when they went through the conditioning process,” Lucas said.

Martingale nodded. “They’ re now part of Drakov’sloya crew. | wasthe only onewho didn’t get
brainwashed. | was put through Benedetto' slittle head game, too, but it didn’t take for some reason. |
had area bad moment there.”

“It doesn't dwayswork on everyone,” said Finn. “Geniuses are supposed to be difficult to condition.
So are hardcore sociopaths. But when it doesn't take, it usualy resultsin acomplete mindwipe.”

“I heard that,” Martingale said. “ The Doctor said the reason | survived it had something to do with
my brain waves being atered somehow by the homing graft. He said he anticipated that when he
desgnedit.”

“I can’'t wait to meet thisguy,” said Finn.

“You will. HE saready overdue. He could pop in at any moment.”

“Why haven't you been able to get the word out about the location of the base?’ said Lucas.

“Becausefor along time, | didn’'t even know whereit was,” said Martingale. “You'll understand
what | mean when you seeit. Besides, | had no way of getting in touch with anybody. See, al of
Drakov’ s people wereissued warp discs, but nobody knows how to use them. I'm okay with a
chronoplate, but there was no way | could take one with me. Too damn bulky. If | brought long a
remote unit, it would have been turned up in asearch. Drakov wantsto be able to control hispeople's
trangtions”

“Y ou mean the destination coordinates are pre-set for them?” said Lucas.

“That’ sright. Take the submarine crew, for example. Should anything happen to the sub, their discs
are pre-set to clock them back to the base. That way, at least, Drakov won't lose any personnel. That's



if they react quickly enough. Ditto the crew of the Valkyrie. Anytime he sends people anywhere, they
have to report to get their discs set for destination and return. They know how to activate them, but that’s
it. He provides the coordinates. He programsthe discs. | never even saw amanua on thesethings. |
never even heard of warp discs until Drakov gave me one. They’ retoo damn new.”

“Couldn’t Darkness have shown you how to program them?’ said Andre.

“Sure, if there was enough time,” said Martingde. “Remember, he didn’t invent them. He'd need time
to scope one out firdt. It wouldn’t have taken him long, since they work on principles he developed, but
he couldn’t be bothered with that. It was up to me, asthe guy on theinside, to find out where the base
was and tell him when he checked in with me. Then he could notify your people. Meanwhile, he' sbeen
trying to track down Drakov’ s other movements, in other time periods. And working on the warp guns.”

“So you can’t go anywhere Drakov doesn't want you to go,” said Lucas.

“Not only that, but it took me along time to work my way up in hisorganization,” Martingde said.
“And he till doesn't trust me all theway. | thought I’ d died and gone to heaven when you three came
aboard the sub, but | couldn’t talk to you because | knew Drakov had your dosimeters bugged. He was
worried you might try to sabotage the sub.”

“Wall, at least we can fix one problem right away,” said Lucas. “We can show you how to program
the warp disc. There should be enough time.”

“Y ou know, back when | was il in the Tempord Corps, | wasjust agrunt,” said Martingale. “I
don't know anything about temporal adjustments. Y ou people are supposed to be the experts. What do
you think of our chances?’

Lucastook a deep breath. “Y ou sure you want to know?’

“That bad, huh?’

“Wadll, if we can get word to Plus Time about the location of the base and if the First Division can be
mobilized quickly enough, then they’ re going to have to attack at exactly theright time. They’ll haveto hit
hard and fast. How well defended isthe base?’

“It' snot afortress, if that’swhat you mean,” said Martingade. “ The personnd are armed, but Drakov
it set up to repel alarge attack force. First off, he won't be expecting it and second, why fight when
you can clock out?’

“Soyou'resaying smdl ams, basicdly?’

“The sub would be the biggest threet,” said Martingae. “ The missileswill be my worry. Theré sa
gray stedl box in the control room which opensthe firing circuits and arms the warheads. It' s opened by
two little slver keys. Drakov has one, on achain around his neck. Shiro has the other one.”

“If we can prevent hisfiring the missiles and neutrdize the sub, we may have a chance of getting out
of thiswithout serious damage to the timestream,” Lucas said. “What about the base personnel? Y ou
said Drakov never taught them to program the warp discs. If they’ re dready at the base, are their warp
discs set for any other destination?”’

Martingde smiled. “No. Drakov was very careful about that. Anytime someone sdiscis
programmed to clock out, it’s preset for around trip. Once they’ ve returned to the base, the discs would
have to be reprogrammed before they could clock anywhere else. Hot damn! His own paranoia about
control isgoing to beat him. If the First Division hits the base hard and fast, therewon’t be any timeto
reprogram dl the discs. They won't be able to escape. They’ |l beforced to stay and try to fight it out. If
they see the odds are against them, most of them will probably surrender. Then, with the base secured,
your people can just wait around and pick up the others asthey clock back in. That hadn’t occurred to
me. But they’ d haveto comein redl fast for it to work. And they’ d be liable to sustain heavy casudties.”

“What' sthe layout of the base?’ said Lucas.

“Remember | said onceyou'd seeniit, you'd know how | didn’'t know where | was even when | was
there? It’ sindgde an extinct volcano. Unless you clock in, there are only two access points. Through the
opening of the volcano or by way of an underground candl. I’ d never been outside and | had no
reference point for telling wherel was.”

“How’dyou findly figureit out?’ said Finn.

Martingde grinned. “ Quite literally, by the oldest method in the book. Drakov has books on sailing



and navigation in thelibrary. | learned how to take asighting with a sextant.”

“A sextant,” Finn said, shaking his head with admiration. “1 never would have thought of that. Not
bad. That'swhat | cdl initiative.”

“Y ou say the daves he bought from L &fitte are kept on the outside, like alocd tribe of cannibals?’
said Lucas.

“That'sright.”

“We don't want to have any of them killed,” said Lucas. “What would be the chances of getting the
attacking force clocked directly ingde?

“Very risky,” Martingde sad. “I can't supply any coordinates. There are several locationsinsdethe
base which are used for clocking peoplein. That'show | went there and back. But they’reinsde
buildings. Y ou can get the program for the one I’ ve got preset in my own disc, but you can't useit to
clock inalarge body of men. A squad, maybe two, at most.”

“At least that will get asguad or two ontheinsde,” said Lucas. “ The main force will haveto comein
through the opening.”

“ Airborne with floater-paks?’ said Finn.

Lucas nodded. “That’ swhat | was thinking. Unfortunately, that will give the peopleinsde apoint on
which to concentrate their fire”

“It' safarly large opening,” said Martingde.

“Still, it'll leave the attacking force exposed unless they have an opportunity to attack at night. Timing
isgoing to be critical. We have to catch the sub inside the base and keep it from clocking out.”

“Andthe Valkyrie, aswdl,” said Finn, “though she' s nowhere near asimportant as the sub.”

“I wishto hdll | knew what Drakov’ splanwas,” Lucas said, chewing on hisknuckle. “I'm redly
bothered by those people he has clocking out to other time periods. What could they be doing?’

“If we can pass the location of the base on to the Doctor,” Martingale said, “ he could tach to Plus
Time and let your people know. They could attack the base and try to get the information out of the
people there. Then, by the time we arrive with the sub—"

“It might work, but it' stoo risky,” said Lucas. “ The submarine hasto be thefirst priority. We only
have two options there. Either we find away to destroy it while we re on board, or we wait until we get
to the base and catch the sub inside the base. Specificaly, we ve got to catch Drakov outside the sub.
That’ swhen the attack hasto occur. So long as he' s not aboard, he can’'t clock the sub out and he can’'t
fireany missles”

“Good point,” said Martingale.

“What worriesmethe most,” said Lucas, “isthat once we get back aboard the sub, Drakov is going
to have us watched congtantly. He plansto send us back to Forrester with his ultimatum and that will
leave only you at the base. We need for the attack to happen whilewe re ill there”

“Don’t forget Ned Land and JulesVerne,” said Andre.

Lucas rubbed histemples. “Damn. I'm getting akiller headache. No matter how well wetry to plan
it, itwill Sill result intempora disruption. The only question is, how severe?”

“At least our chances now are better than they were before,” said Finn. “Martingae here hasdonea
good dedl of thejob.”

“No, I'vejust doneasmal part,” Martingde said. “The big part’s coming up and that’ s going to be,
you'll pardon the expression,” he said, looking at L ucas, “your headache.”

“Can you draw alayout of the basefor us?’ said Lucas.

“Comeoningde. I'll get some paper and aquill.”

“All right,” said Martingale, using the quill to point out various points on the rough map he had drawn.
“This part here at the bottom isalake. It's degp and the underwater canal feedsinto it at about this point,
| think, | can't say exactly. Around here you have asort of beach, maybe five hundred yards of it. The
buildings on this side, on the lower dope, are quartersfor the personnd. Y ou' |l note they’ re constructed
on severd levels. Wakways have been cut or built into the sides of the volcano here, here, hereand
here. Y ou’ ve got two Bailey bridges running across the lake to the other side, here and here, and cable



span bridges going across, close to the side here. The buildings on this other sde are larger, used for
gatherings, storage, mess hall and kitchen, recreation and so forth. Drakov’ s quarters are this separate
building over here, higher up and to the Side of the cable span. It' s built on aledge, giving him aview
over the entire base.”

“It's pretty spread out,” said Finn. “Y ou know, I’ m thinking the smartest thing for our guysto do
would be to lob awarp grenade or two in once they’ ve made sure the sub was there. From the outside,
it would look like one hdll of avolcanic explosion, | suppose. From theinside, well, | don’t think we'd
get much of achanceto see anything.”

“I redly hateto agree with you,” said Martingde, “but that would be the best thing.” He shrugged.
“Who knows, there might be a chance for usto get out before the whole damn mountain gets nuked.
What the hell, if | was Forrester, that’ s probably just what I’ d do. Order awarp grenade strike.”

“No,” said Lucas. “ That’ sthelast thing he' d do. Even if the attacking force sustains heavy casudlties,
it’ s better than awarp grenade strike. We ve got to try and take as many of Drakov’s people dive as
possible, so they can be conditioned to forget what happened and returned to their own times. Each one
of them condtitutes a potentia disruption in the timestream.”

“I don't see how you can avoid killing alot of them,” said Martingae. “ Stunners don't have the same
range as lasers do and they’ Il be shooting at your people. Y ou' re going to have to take agood number of
them out, any way you look &t it.”

“I know,” said Lucas. “We can only hope the show of force will intimidate most of them into
surrendering. All we can do is hope that temporal inertia compensates.”

“If their having been taken from their own time periods hasn't caused any disruptions, then killing
themal might—"

“Wedon't know that,” Lucassaid. “A surgica strikewould be nice and clean, eveniif it did teke all
of uswith it, but it would be taking too much of achance. Forrester will know he doesn't have that
option. For al we know, their having been taken from their own time periods has caused disruptions.
Maybe naot, if we'revery lucky. There have already been disruptions, thanksto Drakov’ s actions.
Tempord inertiawill only compensate for so much. It might beirreversble dready. All wecandois
hope.”

“You'll losealot of people,” Martingde said.

“It can’t be helped,” said Finn.

“You'll haveto clock out to signal the attack at the proper time,” said Lucas.

Martingale frowned. “Why me?’

“Because Drakov will be expecting usto try something likethat,” said Lucas. “You' |l have the best
chance of getting out without being missed.”

“I wouldn’t count on that,” said Martingae.

“WE I try to work that out,” said Lucas. “1 can show you how to program a fugue sequence on your
disc. That way you'll be ableto clock out and clock back in dmost at the sametime.”

“But if Drakov isgoing to send you back to Forrester with his demands anyway, why not let him? He
won’'t know you have the location of the base and you'll be able to clock back in—"

“No, | told you, the attack has to occur while we' re till there,” said Lucas. “For onething, | don't
trust him. For another, even if we could do that, it would leave only you behind at the base. We haveto
make absolutely certain Drakov doesn’'t have achanceto fire the missiles or escape on the sub. And
someone hasto protect Verne and Land, aswell.”

“Okay, | seeyour point.”

“We re going to haveto—"

“Lucas—" Andre said, squeezing hisarm suddenly.

He glanced at her, then quickly looked in the direction she was staring. Martinga e turned and |ooked
aswadll, then relaxed and expelled hisbreath audibly. “It’sabout damn time,” he said.

A man was standing by thefireplace. He wastall and dender, with dark, unruly hair and aneatly
trimmed moustache. He was gaunt-looking, with deeply set, piercing eyes and asharp, prominent nose.
He was dressed, incongruoudly, in tweeds—a Norfolk jacket and stovepipe trousers with a matching



vest, abutton-down white shirt and a necktie with aregimental stripe. He wore awatch chain and a
tweed driving cap pulled low over hiseyes. In hisright hand, he held aheavy, knobbed walking stick
carved out of dark wood. For amoment, he appeared to be transparent, then he abruptly solidified,
though not completely. Various portions of hisbody seemed to become substantia, then ghostly once
again. When he spoke, his voice wasrich and vaguely Continental.

“| am Robert Darkness,” he said. “1 perceive we are done. Do we havetimeto tak or arewe likely
to beinterrupted at any moment?’

“We should have sometime,” said Martingale. “1f any of the servants should comein—"

“Yes, yes, | know,” said Darkness, impatiently. “We mustn't frighten the help. Let’ sget on withiit.
Have you managed to learn anything of Sgnificance?’

“I"'vefigured out the location of thebase,” said Martingde. “It's—"

“| dready know wherethe baseis,” Darkness said. Martingale looked both surprised and
disgppointed. “How did you find out?’

“Redly, Martingde, if | had to count on you for everything, this affair would have dragged on
endlesdy. When you told me it was inside an extinct volcano, that narrowed it down considerably. The
underground canal meant it had to be an idand, the blacks being used as ersatz canniba s to scare off
possible landing parties dso gave me aclue and it meant it couldn’t have been avery modern period or a
pre-exploratory one. It was asmple matter of dimination. It merely took sometime.”

“Have you notified the Tempord Corps?’ said Finn.

“No, I've kept it to myself,” said Darkness. “Of course |’ ve notified them. I’ ll be happy to get this
out of theway findly. | have agreat ded of work to do and these constant distractions are annoying.”

“You cal Drakov and hisgroup a distraction?” Finnsaid.

“Everything that happens on thissilly planet isadigraction,” Darkness said. “ That’ swhy | moved. |
find people to be generally bothersome. The more | deal with people, the better | like dogs.
Unfortunately, it becomes necessary to dedl with people from timeto time.”| wonder how you stand it,”
Finnsad.

“I domy best to alow for their supidity,” said Darkness. “ Playing deus ex machinafor youismildly
amusing, but it doestend to rob one of time.”

“Wéll, I’'m glad you could spare aminute from your busy schedule,” said Finn.

“Délaney, | wouldn’t pushit,” Martingale said softly. “Does't the potentia of atimestream split
disturb you?” Andre said.

Darkness gave her an annoyed look. “Very little disturbsme,” he said. “1 think atimestream split
would be quite interesting. It would make agood opportunity for study. However, I’'min no great hurry
to conduct that sort of research at the moment. I’ m still working on perfecting my teleportation process.
Oh, and spesking of perfecting things, | think I’ vefinaly ironed out the bugsin the disruptors.”

“You think?” said Finn.

Daknessfixed him with abadeful glare. “ Y ou are garting to irritate me, young man. If you were
better a doing your job, | wouldn't have to waste my val uable time with this nonsense. Come here.”

“Don’t get too close,” Martingae whispered.

“Areyou serious?’ said Finn. “Thisguy looks about as dangerous as my Aunt Martha.”

He approached Darkness, who stood motionless by the fireplace. The moment he was within reach,
Darkness siwung hiswaking stick and it connected with the sde of Finn's head with a sharp crack.

“That’ sfor your impertinence,” he said.

“You son of a—" Finn swung ahard right at hisjaw and amost lost his balance when hisfist passed
right through him. “What the.. . . 7’

“I warned you,” Martingde said.

“Here, takethis,” said Darkness, disregarding the attempted punch. He handed Finn aweapon.
Gingerly, Delaney reached out and took it. It was solid. He looked totally confused.

The weapon looked like asmdl flamethrower without afuel pack attached. It had aknurled meta
pistol grip and a peculiar-looking barrel.

“Itsmethod of operation should be smple enough even for amind like yoursto grasp,” said



Darkness. “Therest of you come here and watch; I’ m not going to repest this.”

They gathered around and Darkness pointed out the features of the disruptor.

“It’' sactivated by thiscontrol,” he said, pointing. “ Activating the disruptor alowsasmal portion of a
very powerful magnetic field tapped through an ERG to enter the weapon. The magnetic fidd formsa
sort of invisible cone around the muzzle of the disruptor, shaping the energy flow. It dlowsyouto fire
either astream of neutrons on atight beam or aspray of neutrons on awide sweep. It' sredlly quite
uncomplicated. Y ou turn the field adjuster, here, to select thefiring mode. Turn it to the left and you get a
tight beam about oneinch in diameter. Turn it to the right and you have aspray. Thereisn't any recail,
naturdly. It'sjust like holding awater hose, only thereisn't any sensation of pressure. Try it out.”

“Onwhat?’ sad Finn, till dazed.

“God in heaven, man, you needed awegpon, | designed you aweapon. Now you want meto tell
you what to shoot with it? What in hell do | care? Try it on yoursdlf, that ought to be amusing.”

Finn walked over to an open window and sighted at a pam tree. He turned the magnetic field
adjuster to spray and carefully squeezed the trigger. There was abrief flash of barely discernible blue
mist, Cerenkov Radiation, and the pam tree disgppeared asif it had never been therein the firgt place.

“Shit,” said Finn.

“Such eloquence,” said Darkness. “Now giveit back, please.”

Finn carefully handed the warp gun back to him.

“Y ou think you can remember how it works?’ said Darkness, dryly.

“I'll manage,” Finn said.

“Good. They will be deivered to you at the proper time.”

“When?’

Darkness sighed. “When the Sgnd for attack is given. All the soldiers of the First Division have been
recdled and they are on standby dert, awaiting your signd. Try not to screw it up. Now, are there any
more foolish questions? No? Fine. Good-bye.”

Suddenly, he smply wasn't there anymore.

“How does he do that?" Andre said. “He was solid one second and then when Finn tried to hit him .

“Tachyons” said Lucas. “Amazing. He' sfaster than the speed of light. Or can be when he wantsto.”

“Isheadwayslikethat? Andresaid.

“No,” said Martingae. “ Sometimes he can be pretty dorasive.”

“If he ever perfectsthat process,” Finn sad, “thewarp disc will be as obsolete as an el ectric train.”

“That'sif heever givesit to anyone,” said Martingde.

“Why wouldn’'t he?” said Lucas.

Martinga e shrugged. “Why should he? He' s got an ego bigger than the whole damn planet and he
really doesn’t care dl that much about what happens here. He lives somewhere on the other side of the
gdaxy and only dropsin when hefedslikeit or when he needs something. He savery hard man to
figureout. If | wereyou, | wouldn't even bother trying.”

11

It wasall they could do to get to deep that night, knowing that in the morning they would be leaving
Baratariafor Drakov’ sidand base. There were still unanswered questions and the frustration they had
been fedling at being unable to do anything, combined with the anticipation of it al coming to ahead at
last, made it impossibleto relax.

Vernedidn’'t make things any easier when he returned from his night out on the town. They had been
given rooms upstairsin Lafitte' s house. Verne and Land shared one, Finn and L ucas shared another and
Andre had been given aroom of her own. Land had still not put in an appearance, so Verne, lacking for
company, ensconced himself in Finn and Lucas s room and talked endlessy about histrip to New
Orleanswith Drakov and Lfitte. Paris nightlife, he had thought, would have prepared him for anything,



but he was not ready for New Orleans. He had resolved early on to drink very sparingly, so he could
remain sober and observe with hiswriter’ s eye, but that went the way of so many resolutions and he
came back roaring drunk. Unfortunately, while he was quite a pleasant drunk, he was one of those who
cannot shut up and even feigning deep was not enough to put him off. Finn, miraculoudy, finaly managed
to fall adeep, but Lucas remained wide awake, his eyes closed, breathing heavily, hoping Verne would
notice that his audience had departed for the relm of Morpheus and take the trip himself.

Frudtrated, Lucasfindly was reduced to timing Verne' s sentences, which kept getting longer and
longer, though they remained perfectly grammatica. To his astonishment, Verne, his accent growing
thicker, launched into an extensive mono-logica sentence which went on for forty-five minutes without a
break, ending finally, incongruoudy, in aquestion. Verne actualy paused at that point, awaiting an
answer. None was forthcoming. Please, thought Lucas, for God' s sake don’t start up again! The silence
became lengthy and finally broken by awindow-rattling snore from Finn, and VVerne belatedly became
aware of the soporific effect of his conversation.

“Oh, wdll, never mind,” he said, and fell adeep the very next ingant, dumping forward in his chair,
chin on hisches.

“That' sonefor thebooks,” Lucas mumbled to himsdf. Hewas just starting to drift off when there
came afaint knock at the door and it creaked open dightly.

“Lucas?FHnn?’

It was Land.

“Oh, no,” said Lucas.

“Areyou awake?’ said Land.

“Ned, whatever itis, can't it wait till morning?’

“No, no, | must tell you now,” said Land. “I will not be herein the morning.”

Lucas came fully awake. “What are you talking about?” The others dept on, both snoring loudly.

“l amleaving,” Land said. “Tonight. Within the hour.”

“What do you mean, you're leaving? Where?’

“I'm going with Marie,” said Land. “We are running away together.”

Lucassat up in bed. “I thought she didn’t want to leave L&fitte,” he said.

“That was before,” said Land. “All that is changed now. | love her. And shelovesme.”

“Ned, she' s young enough to be your daughter.”

“Shedoesn’t think me old,” said Land. “ And she' s no child, believe me. She knows her mind.”

“Perhaps, but it does seem changesable,” said Lucas. “ Y ou redizethisis very foolish, don't you?’

“I know what you'regoing to say,” said Land. “ There' sno point in running off. Lafitte waswilling to
make me apresent of her before, why not just ask if he till stands by his offer? No. | will not have any
man make a present of awoman asif shewereahorse.”

“Soyou'll stedl her asif you were ahorsethief,” Lucas said. “Ned, don’t be an ass. Where would
you go?’

“ She knows her way through the bayous,” Land said.  She' s getting some things together. She'll
meet me on the back side of theidand in a pirogue and we' |l paddie to New Orleans. Then we |l make
our way to Boston. | can get work as aharpooner. I'll buy ahouse and we will marry. She'svery light,
no one would think she was aNegro. We can have afamily.”

“Ned, hasit occurred to you that you don’t belong in thistime? It's 1812. Y ou haven’t even been
bornyet.”

“What doesthat matter?| don't care. I'mleaving, | tell you and nothing you can say will change my
mind. | only came to say good-bye. Y ou will say good-bye to Finn and Andre for me, won't you? And
to Jules”

“Wadll, if you've made up your mind. . . .”

“You can't talk me out of it. There sno usetrying.”

Lucasgot out of bed. “All right, Ned, | won’t. | wish you the best of luck. | hope you won't regret
this”

He offered Land his hand and the harpooner took it. “1 will have nothing to regret, | promise you.”



“I wouldn't be so sure,” said Lucas and, till holding onto Land’ s hand, he gave him asavagekick in
thebdls

Land wheezed and doubled over and L ucas nailed him with an uppercut to the jaw. The harpooner
dropped to the floor, unconscious. Verne and Delaney kept up their steady cadence of snoring.

“Mari€ sgoing to have along wait by the boat,” said Lucas. “And by the time morning comes
around, | don't think she'll love you quite so much.”

He pulled down the curtain cord and proceeded to tie up the unconscious Ned.

L ucas woke up with someone shaking his shoulder gently. He opened his eyesto see Finn bending
over him.

“Isit morning dready?’

“Riseand shine, Mgor,” Finn said. “ Time to get ready to hit the boats and weigh anchor.”

“Itfedslikel just closed my eyes,” said Lucas.

“What happened herelast night?” said Finn.

“Huh?’ Lucas sat up in bed, rubbing the deep out of hiseyes.

Finn pointed.

Verne had falen off the chair onto the floor, where he was curled up in afetal position, dead to the
world. Beside him, struggling againgt hisbonds, glaring ferocioudy and growling into his gag, was Land.
The door opened and Andre walked in.

“I must have missed ahdll of aparty,” shesaid.

“Verne passed out and Ned was going to run off with Marie and set up light housekeeping in
Boston,” Lucas said, getting out of bed. “1 tried to talk him out of it, but he wasn't very reasonable.”

“He sliableto be alot less reasonable when you untie him,” Finn said.

“You're probably right,” said Lucas. “Let’snot untie him.”

Land thrashed on thefloor.

Andre stood over him, hands on her hips. “You cad,” she said. “The minute my back isturned,
you' re playing around with another woman. Y ou're a heartless brute.”

Land rolled hiseyes.

“Never trust asalor,” Finn said.

“Hewasjust going to go off and leave usin thelurch,” said Lucas. “Here we are, needing dl the help
we can get, and he' s sneaking off to hide under some woman’s skirts.”

“Ned Land, the great harpooner, running away from afight,” said Andre. “1 should have known he
wasdl bluger.”

“Thehdl with him,” said Finn. “Let him go. Who needsafriend like him? Wée |l just haveto handle
Drakov by ourselves.”

Land stopped struggling.

They looked at each other.

“Y ou think maybe he’ sready to be untied now?’ said Andre.

“I think s0,” said Finn.

Moments later, Land was on hisfeet, looking sullen and rubbing his chafed wrigts.

“Friends?’ said Lucas, offering his hand.

Land grunted, then took his hand. And swung ahaymaker at Lucas s head. Lucas easily ducked
undernegth it and jabbed Land twice in the solar plexus, hard enough to sit him down on the floor,
winded.

“Youdidn't redly think | wasgoing to fdl for that, did you?’ Lucas said.

Land glared at him from thefloor, then asmile spread over hisface and he started to laugh. They all
joined him.

“I should probably be thanking you,” he said. “1 would' ve married the girl.”

“That'sokay,” said Lucas. “Wedl come down with temporary insanity every oncein awhile”

Land sghed. “Y ou'reright, for certain, it would have been avery foolish thing to do. Still, some
things are worth being foolish over.” He shook hishead. * She must have been waiting dl night & the



boat. What am | to tell her?’

“Tdl her youweretied up,” said Lucas.

Land laughed and put hisarm around L ucas, then quickly shifted his grip, caught him in aheadlock
and brought hisfist down in a punishing hammerblow on top of his head. Lucasfdt asif agong had gone
off ingde hisskull. He sat on the floor, palms pressed to histemples, rocking dightly.

“Youfdl for that one,” Land said. “Now I’'m in the mood for breskfast.”

“Sacrebleu!” moaned Verne, from the floor. “1 beg you, do not mention food!”

They took their leave of Jean Lafitte and rowed out to the Valkyrie, which sailed on the morning
tide. In the early morning sun, with the wind blowing through their hair and the salty sea Spray mistingin
over the decks, they al felt relaxed and invigorated. It was hard to imagine that in ashort time, they
would beinvolved in the most dangerous conflict of their careers.

Drakov was strangely slent as he stood by the helmsman, his gaze on the horizon. There was an air
of tense anticipation among his crew.

“It' sdmogt asif they know there sgoing to be afight,” Lucas said softly to Finn asthey stood on
deck.

“You think they’reontoit?” said Finn.

“I don’t know,” said Lucas. “1 sure as hell hope not. We need the advantage of surprise.”

“Maybeit’ sjust the thought of returning to the base,” said Andre. “If they know Drakov isready to
put whatever plan he s made into action, that could account for it.”

“I’dfed awholelot better if we had our warp discs,” Finn said.

“WE |l haveto try to get some,” Lucas said. “Maybe Martingde can help. If not, we'll haveto take
them from Drakov’ smen.”

“We may not get that chance,” said Andre,

“I just wish we didn’t have to depend on Martingale to get the signd out,” said Finn. “ Areyou sure
he' s straight on the fugue sequence program?’

“I showed him asbest | could,” said Lucas. “He' ll bedl right. HE sapro.”

“If something goes wrong and he winds up in the dead zone, what happensthen?’ said Andre.

“Then nothing’s changed,” said Lucas. “It will till beup to us, just asit wasin the beginning. One of
uswill haveto try and get out to Signd Forrester. The otherswill have to stay and destroy the sub. 1t will
il leave amess, but the sub has to be destroyed, no matter what. All Martingale and Dr. Darkness can
do isimprove our odds. We ve still got to get the job done.”

“What about Verneand Land?’ said Andre.

Lucas sghed. “We protect them, if we can. If not, well, they’ Il just have to fend for themselves.”

When they werewd | out of sght of land, Drakov sgnaed the Nautilus. Within ashort time, they
saw itsdark bulk rise up out of the waves, dwarfing the small ship they were on. Verne, who had
shrugged off most of the effects of his hangover with the help of the tangy seaair, had joined them at the
railing and he gasped as he saw the Nautilus rise.

“I have never seen her surface before!” he said. “What an incredible sight! She breaks the surface of
the water like an idand rising from benesth the waves. Small wonder sailorstook her for asea monster.
Shelooks both terrifying and mgestic.”

Asthelines were tossed, bringing the schooner and the submarine closer together, men came up
behind them, two for each of them, one on each side. They were grasped firmly while others, standing
before them, covered them with pistols. Thistime, they were not black powder weapons or revolvers.
These were lasers.

“Henceforth,” said Drakov, coining up to them, *“you will be kept under constant guard. | shall not
make the mistake Falcon made in underestimating the three of you. Y ou shdl be separated, from Verne
and Land aswell asfrom each other. Two men will remain with you at al times. Two more will serveto
reinforce thefirst two. | know you had planned to search my cabin for thewarp discs. Land told me,
Perhaps heissincerein wishing to join me. Perhapsit isaplot you hatched. In either case, | will not trust
him quite yet. Hewill bewaiched, aswell. If al goes according to plan, and | see no reason why it



should not, you will al come away from thisunharmed.”

“Just what is—" Lucas began, but Drakov interrupted him.

“No questions, Mr. Priest. T-Day is gpproaching. | have no moretime for pleasantries nor for being
agracious, tolerant host. Take them below.”

They were escorted down into the submarine and immediately separated. The orders given to their
guards were clear. They were not to be let out of sight even for amoment, not even while going to the
head. The guards would say nothing to them and they kept well gpart, both holding lasers at the ready, so
that if one was jumped, the other could fire, killing his shipmate if need be. Drakov had not exaggerated.
He was taking no chances whatsoever.

Each of them, in their separate areas of the ship, kept thinking the same thing. Whether Martingale
could bring help or not, the missiles must not be fired. There was only one way to guarantee that. Kill
Drakov and destroy the sub. There were three against more than a hundred and that number would grow
sharply when they reached the secret base in the volcano off New Guinea. And they could not act, even
if they were ableto, before they reached that base. For the present, there was nothing to do but wait.

They did not have to wait for long. Soon after they had submerged, the transition signa sounded
throughout the submarine. They each felt the effects of tempora teleportation as the mammoth sub
trand ocated to another time. Lucas bit hislower lip and stared at his two guards, who returned his gaze
unblinking, both their lasers pointed directly at his midsection.

Whatever happens, L ucas thought, it won't be long now.

Moses Forrester sat in astraight-backed chair behind asmall table on the raised stage of the briefing
room on the sixty-third floor of the Tempora Army Corps Headquarters building at Pendleton Base. On
the table before him was a teaming mug of coffee, which was periodicaly freshened by hisorderly.
Beside the coffee mug was an ashtray into which he tossed his wooden matches, an archaic affectation,
and tapped out his pipe. He smoked continualy and, to passthe time, watched the terminal before him,
which he had switched to outdoor scan.

The cameras showed him different views of the Departure Station sixty-three stories below. There
was no sound, for he wanted none, but he could imagine the sounds out there. It was part of the world he
lived in every day. Down therein the Departure Station, men and women of the Tempora Army Corps
congregated in groupsin the center of the giant plaza as ground shuttles zipped through the crowds,
carrying the supplies and personnd to their clockout points. Many soldiers sat in the bars which ringed
the plaza, enjoying alast drink or two before being clocked out to their missons. Overhead, skimmers
wound their way through the maze of pedestrian spans which connected the various buildings of the base.
A computer-generated voice announced departure codes and grid designations for the soldiersto report
to.

Code Ydlow 38, Grid 600. To the Spanish-American War. Code Green 67, Grid 515. To an
arbitration action in Korea. Code Indigo 14, Grid 227. Destination—the Asteroid Bdlt in the 24th
century, scene of the last modern, non-temporal war.

Soon it would change. The departure grids would be replaced by warp discs, but meanwhile, the
new technology had not reached the regular corps yet. Only the First Division had them. Only the
tempora adjustment teams and a group of renegade time piratesled by Forrester’ s own son.

The soldiers gtting before him in the briefing room were very different from the regular troops
assigned to arhitration conflicts, though they had all come from those ranks. Unlike those outsidein the
plaza, who were dressed either in disposable green transit fatigues or in period costumes—Caossacks,
Mongols, Waffen SS, Rainbow Divison, Vikings, Cdtic knights—the commandaosin the briefing room
were dressed for action in blue battle suits woven from nysted, lightweight, flexible one-piece garments
that would deflect most ammunition but not, they al knew only too well, laser beams or plasmafrom an
auto-pulser. All the commandos had their equipment at their sSides, wegpons and floater-paks, ready to
be donned in an ingtant. Each had programmed his or her warp discs with the partial coordinates for the
attack. They lacked only thefina coding for the sequence—the precisetime.

Asthey sat there, some napping, some talking quietly, some smoking, some eating sandwiches,



othersjust smply staring straight ahead, the time had aready passed long since. But the event of that long
past time they were awaiting had not happened yet. They waited for history to change. Each hoped the
change would not be significant enough to overcome tempord inertiaand affect the timestream. History
did not report abattle taking place in theinterior of an extinct volcano on an idand off the coast of

Papua, New Guineg, in the 19th century. With luck, history never would report it.

Sergeant Wendy Chan, asmall raven-haired, delicate-looking woman whose outward appearance
gavethelieto her thin, yet exceedingly fit body which had been wounded scores of timesin tempora
conflicts, sat taking quietly with Staff Sergeant Martin, who nibbled on a pastrami sandwich. Captain
Sullivan kept running his hands through his close-cropped black hair and rubbing histemples, trying to
cam hisnerves. It had been along time since he had seen any action and he fervently hoped his battle
ingincts were still sharp. Lieutenant Bryant, his face cam-looking and world-weary, sat staring off into
infinity, creating an aura of dispassionate isolation about himsdlf. They were dl in the same unit, yet they
had never goneinto battle together en masse. Outsde the briefing room, the hectic activity of the base
proceeded as usual. Only afew were aware of what was about to take place.

Forrester would be leading his people into battle. No one could guess his thoughts as he sat there,
waiting with the rest of them, smoking his pipe and sipping coffee. He appeared perfectly composed. No
one knew he was being eaten up by guilt. None of the peoplein the briefing room knew Drakov washis
son. The last time they had met, father and son had confronted each other in deadly combat. Forrester
should have killed him then, but he had been unable to. Now the time had come to pay the price, and he
stared at the screen before him to avoid seeing the faces of those under his command, many of whom
would soon be dead because he had failed to kill his son when he had the chance. A part of him had not
been ableto do it, even while another part told him that he must. He had hesitated, and he had lost. As
the minutes lengthened into hours, he stedled himself for what was to come. He did not wonder if he
would survive the battle. He no longer cared.

They were brought out on deck, still under guard, for their first glimpse of Drakov’ sbase. Verne and
Land, neither of them knowing what to expect, were both awed by the sight which greeted them.

The submarine was on the surface of agiant lake inside the volcanic crater. High above them, the
walls of the hollow mountain tapered to the opening, across which birdsflitted as they darted from one
sde of the volcano to the other, their cries echoing down to them. To their |eft, they saw thetiers of
buildings that were the quarters of the base personnd, modular units built into the rock, with catwalks
connecting them. Above them, spanning the lake, were the pedestrian cable bridges across which people
walked severa abreadt, carrying equipment or pushing dollies. To their right, the larger area of the
complex wasthe heart of Drakov’ s base. In the water near the dock was a submarine tender, toward
which they dowly moved. The crewmen of the tender stood ready to receive them. Beyond the tender, in
alargedip, was berthed the Valkyrie, her sails neetly furled. Overlooking the entire complex, like an
eagle s aerie, was Drakov’ s house, partly carved out of the stonewall and partly built of white brick. It
looked like a cross between a cliffsde Pueblo Indian dwelling and alamasery.

“Unbdievable” said Verne, hisvoice dmost awhisper.

“Y ou will experience much that defies belief here, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov. “Pay close attention.

Y ou shdl record all thisfor pogterity. Here, in this burnt-out caldron, an age will end and anew onewill
begin. You shdl see history in the making and | shdl be the oneto makeit. Literally to makeit, to shape
it out of nothing.”

Finn glanced a Drakov sharply. “Whét are you talking about?’

“You will soon see,” said Drakov. “ Thetime has dmost come.”

The submarine was made fast to the tender and they disembarked. With Drakov leading the way,
they walked down the dock and across a short stretch of beach to the main building.

They entered alarge hdl, with severd corridors branching off fromiit. Lucas fought the temptation to
look over his shoulder a Martingale. Their guards conducted them through the building, past the mess
hall and recreation rooms, past alibrary, acomputer center and a generating plant, toward the rear of the
building and an evator which took them up to Drakov’ s house. They came out directly undernesth it



and circled round to awide stair cut into the rock face, ascending to the entrance of the house.

They climbed the stairsto asmall portico and alarge, carved wooden door, which one of the men
opened for them. They entered into afoyer with amosaic floor and large planters placed around it. A
winding stairway led to the upper story of the house. Thick carpeting covered the stairs. Oil paintings
hung on thewall, mostly Pre-Raphaelite art. There were severa busts, one of Julius Caesar, another of
Napoleon. A crystal chanddier hung from the ceiling. Drakov’ s boots echoed on thetile floor ashe
turned to the left and walked out onto the veranda, awide, tiled plaza with abrick wall running round it at
about waist height. The view was pectacular. They were hafway up the side of the volcano, looking
down onto the lake, the submarine and the schooner, the cable span-bridges not far below them. Drakov
leaned on the wall and looked out over hisdomain.

“Today isT-Day,” Drakov sad, still looking out over the base. “T for Trangtion. Trangtion from one
ageto another.” He turned around to face them. “This has been my base of operations, my sanctuary
from tempora agents and soldierslike yoursaves who have dogged my hedls ceasdesdy sincethe Zenda
affair. | spent my entire fortune to congtruct this place. Here | gathered and trained my people, preparing
them for the tasks which they will embark upon today. Until now, not even my officers knew thefull
extent of my plans. What one does not know, one cannot reveal, no matter what the temptation may be.
Now, it issafeto reved dl, for no one can stop it. Within the hour, it shal be done.” Hetook adeep
breath of reief. “It hasdl gonewell. Everything isready. Shiro, bring champagne.”

“What arewe cdlebrating?’ Finn said.

“The ultimate disaster,” Drakov said. “ The end of time as you know it, Mr. Delaney. From today, the
entire character of time will change. And you will have aringside seet. All three of you. After we have our
toast, Santoswill prepare adisc for you, one which will send the three of you back to the 27th century,
back to my father and the war machine he servesto tell him he has been defeated. Y ou had assumed, no
doubt, that | would emulate my old compatriots in the Timekeepers and attempt to blackmail the war
machineinto dismantling itself. Perhaps that might have worked, but it would not have provided an
ultimate solution. Perhaps nothing ever will. But | think | canincreasethe oddsinitsfavor.”

Helooked down &t the submarine below.

“I have twenty chances,” he said, “twenty opportunities to make a better world, a better universe. |
have had some of my people clocking out to various periods of time, preparing other bases for us, not as
ambitious asthis one, but they will serve. It hastaken time, it has taken money, and it has taken
backbreaking labor, but al isdone now.”

Helooked at Martingale, von Kampf and Benedetto.

“| am sorry to have kept you inthe dark,” he said. “I felt it was necessary. There was too much at
stake to share my plansin full with anyone. Everyone has had atask. Some worked on our new bases,
others disposed of richesthat we found in order to provide the fundsfor al the work, still others worked
to establish connections for usin the places we shdl be visiting. There was much groundwork to belaid.
Many nights, while you thought | wasresting in my cabin, | would return here to keep track of our
progress. Shortly before we left Barataria, | learned that al wasin readiness at last.”

Shiro brought out the wine.

“In order to create something new and clean, there must be apurging,” Drakov said. “| shdl purge
the human race, not once, but twenty times. Each balistic missile in the Nautilus has been equipped with
awarp discinits guidance system. Each will belaunched from hereinto adifferent time period. Each will
change the course of history. One will strike the Soviet Union during the time of the Cuban Missle Criss.
Another will strike the state of Isradl during the Six Day War. Still another will be targeted on New Y ork
City during the time of a crippling embargo againg the USSR. All will gtrike different locationsin different
time periods. Each will result in eventsradically different from those of history aswe know it. Each will
result in atimestream split. We shal have twenty different timeinesto choose from, my friends. We shall
have twenty dternate universesto explore. By clocking back through time, starting with the most recent
split we shdl initiate, we can travel to our base moments before the split occurs and then clock forward,
thereby finding ourselvesin an dternate timeline. We will see the future we will have helped creste and, if
itisnot to our taste, we shal clock back to the next most recent point before the split and try again, when



that next timestream split occurs. We shdl al be able to pick and choose our futures and work to
influence them. And with twenty different timelinesin existence, the effect on tempord inertiawill be such
that none of thesetimelineswill ever rgoin. Y es, wewill destroy, and that will be the purging. But just
think of what we shdl createl”

They were al speechless at the enormity of what Drakov proposed. Even Benedetto, who had
accepted the worst excesses of the Timekeepers with indifference, was so stunned he dropped his glass.

“Thethree of you,” said Drakov, to Lucas, Finn and Andre, “will stand right here on this spot and
watch each missle being launched. Asthefind missleleavesitsslo, Santoswill activate the disc and
send you back where you belong. The Time Warswill end, because no one will have any way of
knowing from then on which universe they will be clocking back to. And when you tell Moses Forrester
of what | have done, tell him that | could never have accomplished it without him.”
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Out of the corner of hiseye, Lucas saw Martingae edge around dightly so that he stood just behind
the guards who had their weapons trained on them. While dl eyes were on Drakov, save those of the
guards who were watching the commandos carefully, Martinga€ sright hand went to the warp disc
strapped to hisleft wrist.

Drakov reached into his pocket and removed asmall communicator. He turned it on and as he
spoke, his booming voice came through a spesker system, filling the interior of the volcano.

“Attention,” he said, looking out over the base. “ Attention. We are now at T-Day minus one hour.
All personnd have fifteen minutesto report to the assembly hall to begin trangition. Clocking will
commence by unit in twenty minutes. Control and missile crews of the Nautilus stand by your stations, al
other submarine and tender personnd report to the assembly hal.”

Martingdewas gone.

The scene barely had time to register on Martingal € s consciousness as he fugue-clocked into the
briefing room. He prayed he had programmed the disc correctly. There had been so little time. He had
only amomentary impression of seeing a man seated before him and aroomful of commandosin
battledress before he shouted out the date and time coordinates and winked out again.

Forrester was on hisfeet in an ingtant, shouldering the floater-pak and buckling the harness. “ Now,
people! Moveit!”

Not asecond' stime was wasted. Those who were egting or smoking smply threw the cigarettes or
food onto the floor and grabbed for their floater-paks. Warp discs were quickly programmed with the
coordinates Martingale had shouted. Forrester repeated them loudly, severa times, to make certain
everyone had them right. Asthe floater-paks were secured and the discs were programmed, they took
position where they stood, |eft arms cocked in front of their chests, discsfacing up, right armsraised to
indicate the discs were staged. Forrester didn’t wait to check that everyone was ready. The moment a
sgnificant number of hands were raised, he gave the order.

“Gol”

No one noticed the barely discernible confluence of atomic particles making only the vaguest hint of a
shadow in acorner at the back of the room. The tachyonic essence that was Dr. Robert Darkness did
not wait for Forrester to give the attack order. The moment Martingale disappeared, Darkness hurtled
across parsecs of time-space with a speed faster than thought. The First Division could stop thetime
pirates, but it was up to him to save Martingale and the three commandos.

Drakov gtared. A flicker of movement had caught his eye and he blinked, puzzled. What had he
seen?

“Captain,” Vernesad, findly finding hisvoice, “ thisis madness! If those explosives are as powerful
asyou say, hundreds of thousandswill die!”



“Morelike millions, Mr. Verne,” said Drakov, staring at Martingde. “But it is necessary in order
to—Martingde, what did you do just now?’

Martingae frowned. “What do you mean, Chief?’

Drakov quickly glanced at the commandos, then at Martingde. “You.. . . moved. | could have
sworn—"

“Drakov, ligento me,” Lucas said quickly, redlizing what Drakov hadn’t redlized yet, but was about
to. The fugue had been a second or two off. “ Y ou haven’t—"

“Bequiet, Priest. Something just happened—"

“Nikolal, look!” shouted Benedetto, pointing.

Drakov spun around. Benedetto was pointing up at the mouth of the volcano. He squinted and saw
what appeared to be birds high overhead, but they were too large and as he looked, more of them
appeared, out of nowhere, descending swiftly.

“Sound thedarm!” he said, then, remembering his communicator, heturned it on. “ Red Alert! Red
Alert! We are under attack!”

Martingale karate-chopped one of the guards and wrenched hislaser away from him, but Shiro was
on him before he could fire. Hisright foot arced around in alightning, spinning-whed kick and the laser
flew out of Martingal€' s hand and over the side of the wall. Only the mercenary’ s swift reactions saved
him from the second kick, which followed the first with astonishing soeed. Shiro had continued the
spinning movement that initiated thefirs kick and came around with the other foot flying up a
Martinga€ sthroat. The mercenary deflected it, backing away as Shiro continued moving forward
rapidly, spinning around and around, cutting loose with kicks asif he were amoving buzz saw.

“Kill them!” Drakov shouted to the guards, activating hiswarp disc in the same ingtant and vanishing
fromgght.

Before the guards could fire, they became briefly enveloped in ablue mist of Cerenkov Radiation and
their atoms disintegrated. Darkness turned his disruptor on Shiro, but histarget reacted with amazing and
decisve swiftness, vaulting over the side of thewall and dropping forty feet to the ledge below. Darkness
could not move to shoot him.

“Quick little bastard, isn't he?’ said Darkness. He tossed the disruptor to Lucas. “ Catch.”

For amoment, von Kampf had been mesmerized by the sght of the guards disintegrating, but as
Darkness tossed the gun to Lucas, he suddenly roared and charged him. He passed right through the
Doctor’ s body and his momentum carried him over thewall and past the ledge. With a scream, hefell
down to the rocks below.

“Quickly, takethese,” said Darkness, taking severa more disruptors off his belt and tossing them to
Andre, Finn, Martingale and Land.

The moment he had sighted the attack force, Benedetto had shouted out hiswarning, then fled.
Things had happened so quickly that they only now remembered him.

“Thedevator!” Finn said, turning and sprinting for the door. Martingale was after him in an instant.

“How the hdll do you firethisthing?’ said Land, gazing a the warp gun in puzzlement.

As Andre quickly showed him, Lucas approached Darkness. “ Thanks. Y ou saved our lives. Can you
get down to the submarine?’

“I don’'t have the coordinates,” said Darkness. “1 can't homein onit as| can on you and Martingae.
You'll have to managefor yoursdf; I’'vedonedl | could. Good luck.”

He disappeared.

They quickly followed in the wake of Finn and Martingade, but by the time they had descended the
stone steps, they saw that Benedetto had aready taken the elevator down.

“It'sno good,” said Finn. “He sjammed it. We' |l have to get down another way.”

“Thereis no other way!” said Martingale.

Without aword, Land stuffed the disruptor inside hisjumpsuit and leaped out onto the cable. For
him, it waslike the rigging on a sailing schooner and he made hisway down it hand over hand with
urprigng swiftness.

“That guy’snuts” said Martingde.



“Maybe” said Finn, “but that’ sthe way to go.”

“Gentlemen,” said Verne, who had findly found his voice after the shocking gppearances and
disappearances he had just witnessed, “| fear it isimpossible for me to make such adescent. | have not
the strength. | should surdly fall.”

“Go back to the house,” said Lucas. “ Stay ingde. We'll come back for you after it’sover.”

“God protect you,” Verne said.

Finn legped out into the shaft and grabbed the cable, wrapping hislegs around it as Land had done.
He started lowering himself, though not as quickly. Andre waited for him to get adight sart, then took a
deep breath and jumped.

“You'renext,” said Lucasto Martingde.

“No, you go ahead.”

Something in the mercenary’ s voice made L ucas glance a him sharply. The man was degthly pale.

“What' swrong?’

“Nothing!” Martingale snapped. “ Go on!”

“You'reafraid of heights” said Lucas.

“Y eah, so what? Don't worry about it, it'smy problem.”

“Okay, forget it. Stay here with Verne. Y ou' ve done more than enough.”

Martingae stared a him. “Like hell,” he said. He swalowed hard and legped into the shaft. For a
second, he hung there precarioudy and didn’t move, hiseyestightly shut. “Oh, Christ, | wish | hadn’t
donethat! Jesus. Jesus.”

“Open your eyes, Martingade!” shouted Lucas. “It'll be al right, just don't look down. Watch the
cable. Y ou hear me? Waich the cablel”

Martingae opened his eyes and began to lower himself hand over hand.

“You'redoing fine,” said Lucas. “Just keep it up. Watch the cable. Don't look down.”

“Not for dl theteain China, Jack!”

“I’'mright behind you,” Lucas said. He jumped and grabbed the cable. Heights didn’t bother him
snce he had taken the plunge off thewall of Zenda Castleinto the moat during hislast misson. He
looked down and saw that Martingale was making steady progress. Land had amost reached the bottom
of the shaft. But Drakov had avery large head art.

Asthejets on the floater-pak carried him down toward the mouth of the volcano, Forrester heard
the whoop-whoop of an alarm reverberating through the air. So much for a surprise attack, he thought.
There was nothing for it now but to comein fast and hit them hard.

He unclipped the auto-pulser from itsfastening on hisflight harnessand held it ready in front of him.
Just then someone shot past him with hisfloater-pak jets on full, leveled out in afully stretched-out
position to offer minimum wind resistance.

“Bryant!” shouted Forrester over the com-circuit, but with the wind from the speed of his descent,
Bryant might not have heard him. And if he had, he would not have listened in anycase. Forrester knew
exactly what the fool was doing. He was going in first, ahead of-Forrester, in an effort to draw fire away
from hiscommander.

Severa more commandos hurtled by Forrester in the same position and he cursed them, then
sretched out himsdlf and kicked thejetsin, plunging into the mouth of the volcano.

Laser beams and pulser blasts came up at them like flak as the commandos fanned out upon entering
the volcano, so as not to give a concentrated group as atarget. Sullivan wasin aflat dive, heading
directly toward the submarine, firing his auto-pul ser. Plasma blasts screamed past him and Forrester saw
hisfloater-pak on fire. Asthejets cut out, Sullivan fell, il firing hiswegpon as he hurtled to his death.

Bryant flew down in afast arc toward the catwalks high on the left side of the base, where groups of
men stood firing their wegpons. He came in high through abarrage of pulser blasts, then abruptly angled
down, still going flat out, making it difficult for the gunnersto lead him. As he swooped past the catwalks,
he fanned them with his auto-pulser and they burst into white-hot flame asthey were enveloped in
plasma. Men screamed as they were cooked to acrisp and the sted sagged, asif it weretaffy, finaly



melting through. The entire structure collgpsed to the roofs of the buildings below. Bryant kicked in his
pilot jets at the last possible moment before he would smash head-firgt into arock wall jutting out into the
crater. Hemissed it by scant inches.

“Damn cowboy,” Forrester swore. He changed his own course and flew down low, fedling the heat
of plasmablasts erupting around him. He angled up benegth the cable span bridges. Severd other
commandos followed him, providing covering fire. On the bridges, gunnerstried to track them asthey
camein. One blast narrowly missed Forrester and hit Wendy Chan. There was nothing |eft of her.

As he came up benesth the bridges, Forrester cut loose at their cable supports while the others
concentrated their fire on the gunners. Some of the commandos were using lasers, sweeping
concentrated beams of coherent light across the spans. Severad of Drakov' s men werekilled instantly,
others had their legs amputated and they fell over the Sde, screaming asthey plunged down into the lake
below.

One of the bridges collapsed with aroar as the supports parted, sending men tumbling into the water.
The entire commando attack force was now insde the crater and they separated in all directions,
swooping around like angry mosquitoes, firing at anything that moved. The heaviest concentration of
defenders was around the submarine, trying to protect it, but aready its hull was blackened from pul ser
blasts and there had been at |east one direct hit on the rear of the sub. The aft section had been ruptured
by agrenade set on minima intengity. But as each commando flew down to strafeit, aheavy barrage of
laser and pulser firefilled the air above and there were many casualties.

Somewhere down there, Forrester knew, were Delaney, Crossand Priest. If they were ill dive. A
lot of his people were getting hit. He didn’t want to lose any more.

“Set down!” he shouted over the corn-circuit. “ Set down! Red Squad, secure the buildings on the
side opposite the docks! Blue Squad, take the high ground on the same side and trap them between you,
hammer and anvil! Green Squad, take the rocks on the far side past the main buildings! Gold Squad,
follow me down to the rock cover near the docks!”

Finn took his disruptor and sprayed a blast of neutrons at the roof of the elevator, opening up ahole
for them to jump through. He went firgt, followed by Andre, then Land, then Martingale and Lucas. Finn
went out firgt into the hdl, firing his disruptor as heran. There was't much resistance. Most of Drakov's
people were outside, engaging the attack force. The few men they encountered opened up on them, but
againgt the disruptors, even auto-pul sers made poor weapons. The plasma blasts disintegrated asthey
ran into the neutron spray and in moments, Drakov’ s people were retresting.

“Youwereright,” Finntold Martingae. “I1t'salovely little sdearm, thiswarp gun.”

“Drakov’ sgot too much of alead on us,” said Lucas. “Come on, let’s make arun for the tender.”

They sprinted through the building, firing asthey ran, taking a chance that they wouldn't catch any fire
from the corridors and chambersto their sides. They made it to the building entrance and kept right on
going, running full tilt toward the docks. The Valkyrie wasin flames. Severa buildings on the opposite
sde of the lake were burning, sending up clouds of smoke. They heard men screaming asthey burned,
caught between the flames and the commandos. One cable span bridge had been utterly destroyed, the
other dangled by a single support over the lake like abroken toy. Black smoke was coming from the
Nautilus.

A plasmablast struck the ground before them asthey ran, bursting into acloud of flame. Martingde
was caught in the wash. He caught fire as he ran through it, screaming, moving on like aflaming
juggernaui.

Finn tackled him and started rolling him over and over in the sand, heaping sand upon him and trying
to snuff out the flames. Lucas, Andre and Ned Land ran on. A laser beam lanced acrosstheir path.
Andre was able to react quickly enough to leap over it and roll, coming up running, but Land was caught
by it and cut in hdf. Hefdl to the ground in two parts, screaming horribly and writhing. There was
nothing anyone could do. Lucas swore, pointed his disruptor at him and fired. The screams ceased.

They were dressed like Drakov’ s men and the commandos had no way of telling who they were at a
distance. They were being fired upon by their own people. Andre was pinned down, having scrambled



for cover behind alarge outcropping of rocks near the lake. Only her constant firing of her disruptor kept
the plasmablasts from cooking her. Lucasfel down beside her and saw where agroup of Drakov’smen
had set up afiring basein one of the storage buildings near the tender, protecting the submarine. Asthey
watched, severa men came out on the deck of the Nautilus, cagting her loose from the tender.

“He sgetting avay!” sad Andre.

Two of the men on deck were killed. Lucasfired hisdisruptor a the others and they were briefly
shrouded in blue migt, then they disintegrated. But the sub had dready started to drift loose from the
tender.

“No,” said Lucas, gritting histeeth. “No, God damn it, no!”

One of the hatches on the deck of the Nautilus sprang open. Lucasjumped and ran acrossthe
beach, sprinting toward the tender. Andre laid down covering fire for him as he ran with al the speed he
had, screaming to get the adrenaline rush going. As he ran across the dock, leaping fromi it to the tender,
ashower of flame and splinters erupted behind him and lie felt the heat wash from the pulser blast asit
destroyed the dock. Without breaking stride, he tucked the disruptor into hisjumpsuit and leaped for the
sub. He just bardly made the deck and he scrambled for ahold, then was dmost trampled by the men
who came running out of the hatch to diveinto the water. They didn't pay any attention to him. All they
wanted was to get off the sub, which wasin flames and taking on water.

Severd more pulser blasts struck the submarine as L ucas dove through the hatch, diding down on
the handrails. Hisfeet hit water at the bottom. It was up to his knees and rising fast. Smoke was
everywhere. Severd of the oil lines had ruptured and were spraying scalding hot, pressurized oil across
the companionway. The watertight hatch before him was closed. He didn’'t waste time trying to open it.
Hetook out hisdisruptor, set it on spray, and fired.

“Captain, we must abandon ship!” cried Sasha, leaving his sation at the helm.

“Sit back down!” said Drakov.

Unableto resst the conditioning, the Russian sailor returned to his pogt, looking around at the control
room helplessly. Smokewas seeping in.

“Sir, we don't dare submerge,” said one of the other crewmen. “We re taking on too much water.
WEe ve been badly damaged. I’ m shutting the reactor down.”

“Switch to diesel engines,” Drakov said.

“No!” shouted one of the other men. “It’ susdless, don’t you see? WE |l die!”

He grabbed Drakov, but Shiro tossed him aside asif he weighed nothing. Water was now coming
into the control room. Despite the immense strength of the submaring' stitanium double hulls, a pinpoint
warp grenade explosion had caused a rupture and a spray had burst into the room, soaking down three
of the men at the controls. They jumped at once and ran for the stairs leading to the hatch. Shiro turned
to stop them, but Drakov cdled out, “L et them go! They’ re useless now.”

At thewords*“Let them go,” therest of the control room crew bolted.

“The key, Shiro!” Drakov said.

Asthey fought to get up the stairs, the Soviet sailors were caught in ablast of neutrons and ceased to
exis.

Drakov inserted hiskey into the box containing the arming and firing mechanisms.

Lucas came diding down the hatch, into the rapidly accumulating water on the control room floor.

With asnarl of rage and frustration, Drakov hit hiswarp disc and clocked out. Shiro had just inserted
his key into the box.

“Don'tdoit, Shiro,” Lucas said softly, aiming the disruptor at him.

Two cod-black eyes stared at him with loathing.

“It'sover,” Lucas said. “He s deserted you. There' sno point in—"

Moving with dazzling swiftness, Shiro turned the key and flipped open the box. Lucasfired. Shiro’'s
atoms were scattered just as he was reaching for the buttons.

L ucas doshed forward through the knee-deep water and gently closed the box, then took the keys
out. Helet his bresth out dowly.



A glance at the indicatorstold him the reactor had been shut down. None of the missiles had been
armed and dl the slo hatcheswere il closed. But the attack was still continuing. He felt the sub shudder
and roll and he was thrown into the water on the floor. For fear of exploding the missiles, they were using
only the lowest setting on the warp grenades, using them as depth charges thrown into the water closeto
the sub, to ruptureits hull. It wasworking very well. Blasts of water were coming in everywhere now and
he had to fight hisway through it to the ladder leading up to the hatch.

Hetucked his disruptor insgde his suit and climbed up, hisfeet dipping off the rungs. As he opened
the hatch, he heard footsteps on the deck and before he could cry out awarning, awarp grenade came
dropping down through the opening. He caught it, lunged through the hatchway and threw it ashard ashe
could out into the lake. The pinpoint blast went off, sending agout of water up into the air. He looked up
at Lieutenant Bryant, standing on the deck of the submarine, holding an auto-pulser pointed at him.
Bryant lowered the weapon and without aflicker of expression, shrugged.

Lucasamply glared a him.

It was over. The remainder of Drakov’ sforce had surrendered and they were being gathered
together to be clocked back to Plus Time for conditioning and return to their own time periods. The
stolen warp discs were found in one of the supply roomsin the main building.

Forrester landed on the beach by Andre, after taking to the air briefly to survey the scene. Finnwas
kneding in the sand beside Martingd e, his hands badly burned from putting out the flames. Martingde
was unrecogni zable. His entire body had been severely burned and he lay on hisback in the sand, a
charred lump of flesh, barely breathing.

“He shadit,” said Forrester.

Finn shook hishead. “No. No, he'sin areal bad way, but we ve got to try to pull him through. We
have to.”

“Whoishe?’ said Forrester.

“The guy who saved our asses,” Finn said.

Forrester nodded, grimly. “Then | guesswe' d best try to save his.” He beckoned one of the other
men forward, then he unstrapped hiswarp disc, quickly reprogrammed it, then bent down and gently put
it around Martingae swrist. Martinga€ s own warp disc was burned into uselessness, melded into the
crisped flesh of hishand. “Hardesty, give me your disc,” said Forrester.

The soldier quickly unstrapped his disc and tossed it to the colonel. Forrester programmed it and
gaveit to Finn. Delaney tried to put it on, but couldn’t manage it and Hardesty had to help him.

“They'reset for TAMAC,” said Forrester, referring to the Tempora Army Medical Complexin
Colorado Springs. “ Get yoursdf taken care of and you tdl ‘emif they don't pull thisguy through, I'll be
down thereto kick some ass.”

“Yougotit,” Finn said. A moment later, they clocked out.”Verne!” Andre shouted.

“What?" said Forrester.

She waslooking up a Drakov’ s house, perched high up on thewall above the lake. It had caught
severd pulser blastsand wasin flames.

“We haveto get up there,” Andre said. “Now! Get me up there! We' ve got to get him out!”

“Hardesty!” said Forrester. He turned on his jets and picked Andre up in hisarms. Hardesty flew up
alongsde them asthey roseto the burning house. Verne was out on the veranda, trying to shield hisface
from the smoke and flames. “ Get him!” Forrester shouted to Hardesty.

Hardesty swooped up and grabbed Verne under the arms, lifting him off the verandafloor. Verne
shut hiseyestightly and let loose with arapid torrent of French. Hardesty understood French. He grinned
asheheard The Lord s Prayer. They quickly descended to safety and watched from the beach asthe
house fell down the side of the sheer wall and crashed onto the rocks below. Lucas and Bryant came up
to join them and together they watched the Nautilus sink below the surface of the lake, into the depths of
the volcano.



EPILOGUE

Vernesat a atablein the First Divison lounge, looking incongruousin his black base fatigues as he
signed autographs for the commandos who clustered around him. Lucas sat across from him, drinking
Irish whiskey and Andre sat on hisright, Spping a Scotch.

“Y ou have no ideawhat thismeansto me,” said Verne, who was completely overcome by the
experience. “| must be the only writer in history to know for certain that hiswork shal live on after he has
died! To think that after so much time has passed, people will till read and enjoy my books. | could not
have received afiner, more wonderful gift! Thank you. Thank you.”

“All right, people, giveit arest. Let the man breethe for aminute,” said Forrester, coming up to their
table. “He |l be ableto stay for alittle while yet, so give us afew minutes, okay?’

The crowd reluctantly dispersed asthey al went back to the bar and to their tables. Forrester pulled
out achair and sat down.

“Col. Forrester, | must tell you how grateful 1 am for thisincredible experience,” said Verne. “To
have seen the future! And what wondersit holdsin store!”

“Well, that’ swhat | wanted to talk to you about, Mr. Verne,” said Forrester. He signaled for adrink.
“Y ou can appreciate, | think, why it would be dangerous for someone from another time to have
knowledge of what will occur in the future. Tempord inertiais astrange thing. It takesagreet ded to
overcomeit, which isvery fortunate for us. Our occasond interferencesin history don’'t dways cause
disruptionsin the timestream and, when they do, unlessthey are tremendoudly disruptive, they can usualy
befixed. That'sour main jobintheFirg Divison.”

“Yes, | think | understand,” said Verne. “That was how this entire episode began.”

“Wll, the people Drakov took from their own time periods and recruited into his group have al gone
through a conditioning process and been returned to their own times,” said Forrester. “Those of them
who had not been killed, of course. Fortunately, none of those people were significant, historicaly
gpeaking, so chances are their deaths won't cause any major problems, though we' |l be on the watch for
that. The point is, they have now been returned to where they belong and none of them will remember
anything of what has occurred.”

Verne sfacetook on an expression of profound chagrin. “I see,” hesaid. “I understand. Naturaly, |
cannot be permitted to recall any of this. Of course. | will have to submit to this conditioning process of
yours and have al these priceless memories erased.”

Andre reached out and took hishand. “I'm sorry, Jules,” she said. “1 wish there were another way.”

“No, no, do not apologize,” said Verne. “Itis perfectly understandable. | would not wish to cause
any problems. if | must forget, then | must forget. C’ est tout dire.”

“I admireyour attitude, Mr. Verne,” said Forrester. “However, that isn't quite the case here. We
have a particular problem with you.”

“What do you mean, Sr?’ said Lucas, frowning.

“I mean I’ ve just come from a conference with the Referees,” said Forrester. “Y our case, Mr.
Verne, has given them some mighty vicious heedaches. Y ou see, historicaly spesking, you arean
important person. Y ou are an important writer. And, at the time this entire thing began, you had till to
write some of your greatest books. The Referees, who are very highly educated people and understand
these things much better than | do, tell methe creative processis extremely delicate. Evidently, the least
littlething can disturbiit.”

“Ah,yes” said Verne. “ Cela va sans dire. How well | know!”

“And there we have our problem,” Forrester continued. “ The Referees are afraid to risk doing
anything that might affect your delicate creative faculties. Which means, Mr. Verne, that they have
decided it would be too risky to have you conditioned.”

“Son of abitch!” said Lucas.

“There seemsto be only one thing we can do about you, Mr. Verne,” said Forrester. “ A great deal
will depend on your cooperation, of course. We don't really need your cooperation, but it would make



things very much easier, both for you and for everyone el se concerned. | think you' re perfectly capable
of understanding the situation and the necessity for it; that’swhat | told the Referee Corps. So, they
propose to do the following: to return you to your own time and alow you to continue with your life as
you would have otherwise. Y ou must never reved, in any way whatsoever, anything you have seen here
or any of the technology or information you have had accessto in any manner that might affect the course
of history. Y ou understand? It will be necessary to keep you under observation, which will be done as
discreetly and unobtrusively as humanly possible, athough it will beimperative for one of our Observers
to. . . read through your manuscripts before you submit them, just to make sure there is not any
potentialy damaging information in them. Now, | understand how an author might feel about something
likethis, but it need not be censorship, Mr. Verne, if you will exercise caution and restraint in what you
write, gtrictly in terms of technica matters. That’ sthe way it' sgoing to haveto be.”

“Then. . .then | am going to be alowed to remember al of this?’ said Verne, brightening.

“That'sright,” said Forrester.

“But | cannot use any of my experiencesin my writing,” Verne said, the brightness fading into gloom
aoruptly.

“Wall, that depends,” said Forrester, choosing hiswordswith great care. “For example, if you were
to write awork of fiction, suitably identifiable as such, about . . . oh, asubmarine, for example. .. 0
long as there was nothing in the book to actually enable anyone to build one and so long as certain
scientific principles were not reveded—"

“You mean if | wereto makeit entirdly imaginary,” said Verne, “ obfuscate technical details, merely
draw on my experience to write a sort of fantasy—"

“Precisdy,” Forrester said. “1t would depend entirely on how you handled it, of course, but | don’t
think something like that would present any problems.”

“But thisiswonderful!” said Verne. “1 shal be completely circumspect, Colond. The secrets of the
futurewill be ssfewithme”

“That'sdl we ask,” said Forrester.

“Colond, if I might ask onefavor, if it would bepossble. .. 7

“Certainly, Mr. Verne.”

“Itisabout Ned Land,” said Verne. “If | could be alowed to somehow pay tribute to abrave man
by remembering him in my work—well, it would be asmdl thing, but it would mean alot to me.”

“| think that would be appropriate,” said Forrester. “Now if you will excuse us, we' Il leave you to
your admirers, who have been specifically instructed not to discuss your future work with you. It's been
an honor, sr.”

Asthey moved away from the table, Lucas cleared histhroat.

“Did| just hear you give him theideato write Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea?”

“Don’t beridiculous,” said Forrester. “I didn’t put him aboard that sub. Besides, awriter hasto write
what he knows, doesn’t he?’

“I think I just heard ahair being plit,” said Andre. “ Asyou were, Sergeant,” Forrester said.

“Sergeant?’

“Y ou’ ve been promoted. Congratulations. Priest, you’ ve made lieutenant colond. Y ou keep this up,
you' Il wind up outranking me. Since we can’'t have that, you' re going to have to settle for adecoration
nexttime.”

“How about just giving me araise, instead?’ said Lucas.

“I'll submit your request through channels,” said Forrester.

Lucas grimaced and looked at Andre. “A decoration,” he said.

Finn was sitting up in the bed next to Martinga € swhen they walked in. His hands were swathed in
bandages. Martingal € s entire body was encased in a sterile cocoon with openings for the eyes, the
nostrils and the mouth. Forrester tossed asmall box onto Delaney’ s bed.

“What' sthis?’ said Finn. He couldn’t openit. “Lieutenant’ sbars,” said Forrester.

“Oh, no!” said Finn.



“Y ou might be interested to know there’ sapool going to see how long you' |l keep them,” Forrester
sad dryly. “Meanwhile, I'm sureyou' |l be interested to hear the wrapup. Savage operations have been
completed and the missiles disassembled. What' s eft of the sub will be repaired and placed on exhibit in
San Diego. The base has been dismantled and most of the warp discs have been recovered. The
Referees are extremely concerned about possible tempora disruptions as aresult of thisaffair. We'll just
have to wait and hope for the best. The TIA has managed to trace severa of the bases Drakov had
established.”

Forrester paused uncomfortably.

“I’'m afraid he' sgiven usthe dip again, aong with Benedetto. We haven't heard the last of them.
There were computer records kept at the base, but they were incomplete. Temporad Intelligenceis ill
working on them and, as|’ve said, they’ ve managed to find some of the other bases that were
established, but there’' s good reason to believe asignificant number of those people have escaped, so
we' re not finished with them yet. However, we did manage to avoid amultiple timestream split. But it
cost us. Welost some of our best people. Still, we owe a considerable debt of gratitude to our friend
here”

He approached Martingal€ s bed.

“The doctorstell me you should have died. They tell me you’ ve got to be the stubbornest son of a
bitch in the world.

Persondly, | think the stubbornest s.0.b. in the world isin the bed next to yours, but | won't argue the
point. You'll be good as new beforetoo long and | was very glad to hear that. Y ou did agood job,
oldier.”

Martingale gave him afaint nod.

“You know,” said Forrester, “just to raise a point of idle conversation, the law concerning deserters
isvery gtrict. No exceptions, regardless of the circumstances. | just thought I’ d bring that up. | don’t
really know why it occurred to me. It doesn't apply to you, of course. Doesit, Lt. Hunter?’

Lucas and Andre both stared at Forrester. “What?’ said Lucas.

“When Finn checked this patient in as Lt. Reese Hunter,” said Forrester, “they ran the standard
records check. Imagine their surprise when they discovered that Lt. Hunter had been reported MIA on
an Airborne recon mission in 12th-century England. We dl thought he was dead, right? I"m not too clear
onit, mysdf, ssemsto mel heard adifferent sory. Something about aLt. Hunter being killed by the
Timekeepersin 17th-century Paris. Wdll, | guess| heard wrong. Anyway, since Delaney wasthe one
who checked himin, they cameto him to get the facts. According to Finn, here, Lt. Hunter was
marooned in 12th-century England and, as chance had it, he was one of those people recruited into the
time pirates. Since then, he’ s been working undercover, independently, trying to help neutrdize athreat
to temporal continuity. The powersthat be were properly impressed. Needlessto say, since Lt. Hunter
waslisted MIA and since his actions have been heroically above and beyond the call of duty, no one
would think of charging him with anything. In fact, it's been decided to reward hisinitiative by promoting
him to the rank of captain.”

Andre garted to laugh.

“And since he has displayed such outstanding ability in atempora adjustment Situation,” Forrester
continued, “it’s also been decided to transfer him from the Airborne Pethfindersinto the First Division.
So, welcome aboard, soldier. The First has the finest record in the corps. I'm glad to have you. | only
take the best. | don’t take people who can't cut it.

We ve got spirit inthe First. We ve never had a deserter.”

He turned and walked towards the door, then paused and looked back.

“A man likeyou should dowell intheFirgt . . . Captain Hunter. Wefight the good fight.” He
winked, then closed the door.

AUTHOR'SNOTE



Although the Time Wars novels are historica science fantasy, it ismy hope that readers, particularly
younger readers, might be interested enough to read the actual history some of these books are very
loosely based on, aswell asthe classic novelswhich ingpired them. In that light, | add this note about
Jean L fitte.

A number of excellent biographies have been written about him, but his history, particularly his past
prior to his appearance in New Orleans, is consderably cloudy. Lafitte, himself, did much to help keep
his past amystery. Heis said to have claimed having been born in France and having seen the events of
the French Revolution. A number of biographies report thisasfact, aswell as severd entriesin
encyclopedias. In Time Wars #3, The Pimpernel Plot, Jean L&fitte appears as a supporting character, a
young street urchin in Paris at the time of the Revolution.

However, in hisown journal, which is mentioned in this story and which may be found in your loca
library, Jean Lafitte writes that he was born and raised in Port-au-Prince. Therefore, according to Lafitte
himsalf, he could not have spent his childhood in France or seen the events of the Revolution. The reader
might find it interesting to read severa of the biographies written about him and then compare them with
Lafitte’ saccount of hisown life. The reader can then make up his or her own mind about one of the more
fascinating charactersin American history.

Asafina point of interest, L&fitte died without ever reveding anumber of locationsin the bayou
country of Louisanawhere he claimed to have hidden treasure. In hisjourna, he wrote that he wastoo
old to go and look for it and that he didn’t care, in any case.

Sofar as| know, it’ s ill there somewhere, waiting to be found.

Simon Hawke Denver, Colorado



